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Chapter 1
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I SUPPOSED I COULDN’T have expected any different. Faith High School... not the kind of place I wished to find myself in. Differently from the more modern and young academies, this one resembled a castle. But it wasn’t your typical, good and welcoming structure like the one people fell in love with in Hogwarts, but more like a castle that had been ravaged by multiple wars during its past.

I stood there, at the entrance, feeling a tightness in my heart.

I wasn’t supposed to be here, but I guessed I should be thankful my family had enough money to pay for the rest of my education. We didn’t have to pay all the tuition, of course. I managed to claim a reward which cut off a huge portion of the costs of studying here. But as mentioned, being in this place and mingling with these people was still like selling one of my organs.

I sighed and walked forward, but not before I heard something loud and constant coming. It was like an intermittent noise with no end. And it was getting closer, nearer by the second, and it was making me feel like I was not in a high school, but in the middle of a freeway.

I snapped my head to it, finding something that made my heart jump. It was a motorcycle, but it was different from most. It was chopper style-like, and heavy as fuck. It made me feel like it was bigger and more important than the man sitting on it, but that couldn’t be any further from the truth.

And there was a simple reason for that.

The man sitting on the motorcycle, controlling it, was doing so as if he owned the world. On his face was the most impressive and imposing smile I’d ever seen. And he wasn’t even wearing a helmet. A man of his caliber didn’t need that sort of thing.

He reveled in the danger, lived with it, breathed it, and he wasn’t shy of making that fact known. Right then and there, even though I didn’t know who that guy was, I felt sick to my stomach. Every cell in my body was wishing I could grab his head and bash it against the harsh cement of the road.

But I knew I would do no such thing. Not with him showing off like that and the number of people that gathered around him. They were flocking to him like he was their messiah, and he wasn’t alone.

His friend, or lackey, was also driving and commanding a Harley-Davidson motorcycle. And nearby we had the school’s parking space. All the cars, including the Mustangs and expensive Mercedes models, looked like nothing compared to those pieces of motor engineering.

As usual and according to unwritten rules some people would never figure out in their lives, his lackey’s motorcycle was not as grand as that of his friend. It was still an expensive model. The details made of gold and silver stood out. It did provide the owner the kind of respect he was aiming for, but who was who here was still clear as a spring.

Someone nudged me on the shoulder.

Snapping my head in the other direction, I found none other than a young girl about my age. She also appeared to be on her last year here in Faith High School. By being about my height, she could look at my eyes with a confidence that would be difficult for me to ever match – not that I was planning on making that a goal, though.

Her hair was black, but some of the locks were painted purple. It fell gracefully to her shoulders, and she also wore a short and tight jean jacket that accentuated her best chest features.

Underneath it was a common, long-sleeved shirt, and it was white with black stripes. Her pair of pants were skin tight, and over it she was wearing a very short skirt. If she walked about with it on and without her pants, I was sure she would be the subject of a barrage of seductive whistles and snarky comments from the male students.

Her face was also painted with dark makeup. Even her lips were purple, and overall she was giving off this punk vibe. I’d been with my share of friends like her, and her presence here thus didn’t put me off. If anything, it made me feel that I could somehow make this place a second home of mine.

Although, I wasn’t holding my breath to that.

The guys riding the motorcycles pulled over, people still gathering around them. It almost felt like the whole school was coming here just to witness their arrival.

That was just great, I joked. First day of classes couldn’t have begun any worse for me. There was something almost tangible associated with people like him –  men like him – I didn’t like. I hated these smug bastards as if they were something not worth being called human.

“His name is Roy Henson, and he’s basically the boss of this school,” the punk-looking girl said to me.

I wasn’t sure I wanted to be in a conversation with her, but I supposed that not saying anything would be rude. And since I didn’t have any friends here yet...

“Good, I suppose. Don’t really care about it, though.”

“You should be. He’s going to want to meet you. He greets all the new arrivals.”

I chuckled, turning my eyes to meet hers.

“You gotta be pulling my leg here. There’s no way he can find out I’m new here.”

She smirked.

“Well, I know you are a newcomer, and it didn’t take me too long to find that out. Trust me. He’s going to know.”

I sighed.

“Whatever. It’s not like he’s going to care about me anyway. He won’t even want to know my name.”

“You’d be surprised. He can take some special interest in some people, and you could be the kind of specialty he craves.”

“What are you going on about?” I rebuked, but soon a noise caught my attention.

Turning my attention to it, I felt my stomach churning. Now all the girls, of different ages and statures, were cheering and screaming around him. It was almost like he was some kind of pop star here.

But he couldn’t be. Someone his age and in 2020 would probably have a YouTube channel or at least an Instagram profile. And I couldn’t remember having ever heard of him before. Was this school some kind of thing that stood separated, cut away from the rest of the normal society?

They finished pulling over their Harley-Davidsons, the other guy that was following me catching my attention. He was shorter than the so-called boss of Faith High. His posture and the way he walked exhaled confidence, but it was still less intense than that of his friend.

We all knew who was the Alpha man here, out of the two of them. That, however, didn’t mean he wasn’t popular as well. He was more popular than I would ever be, I assumed. The number of girls gathering around him, wonder and illusion painted on their faces, was something to behold, after all.

“They are climbing up the steps. I don’t want to be in their way.”

The punk girl smirked.

“As you wish, but it’s just as I said. He’s going to notice you one way or another.”

I sighed and moved out of the way. Even if he were to notice me here, he wouldn’t have much time to do whatever with me. The people surrounding him were keeping his cocky mind pretty occupied already.

It took a while – and maybe too long – but eventually they were out of the way. The last girl was crossing the main gate when I exhaled and padded into the campus proper. I was almost grabbing my phone and checking when my next class was going to begin again when the punk-looking girl caught up to me.

“Since you are new here, maybe at least I can show you around,” she offered.

I looked at her eyes, studying them. Was this someone I could trust? Sure. I guessed that the other option was mingling with the girls that drooled over the bullies. There was probably no one here more suitable to become my friend than her.

“I’m Marie,” I said, offering my hand as we continued to walk.

“I’m Filo. I’ve studied here my whole life.”

“Good. Then I supposed I have someone who I can trust here. I don’t want to be caught with my pants down.”

She smirked.

“As long as you are my friend, I’ll be watching out for you.”

Smiling this time, she looked more genuine than before. I felt a little wave of warmth running through my heart. Maybe I’d been a little rude with her before, but it didn’t look like it bothered her. It almost seemed she was truly interested in becoming my friend.

“So, where are you going now?” She queried.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2


Roy
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I SUPPOSED I SHOULD have known that was going to happen. I was kind of a pop star here in this school. People loved me and in turn I relished their incessant support of me. I couldn’t even count how many people stopped at the entrance to be with me.

I was in my dorm room now, lying in my bed with my clothes and socks on. My fingers perused the screen of the phone, and I yawned. I was kind of bored here. I had classes and everything, but they couldn’t strike any interest in me.

My bedroom was kind of mundane. I didn’t have time to unpack the things I’d brought here and decorate the walls. I had some flags and some other things I enjoyed looking at, but I was still so bored I couldn’t imagine myself getting off the bed for anything.

It was dark outside. The light of a campus light post was coming through the window. It was closed, but the curtains hadn’t been drawn – not yet anyway. I didn’t want to nod off right now. It was too early still. It wasn’t even 11 PM.

John was sitting on a chair I’d brought for my dorm room. His fingers were also perusing the screen of his phone, but he seemed to be more interested in it than I was with my device. I guessed he was kind of excited about getting out of here and moving to college at the end of the academic season.

I was kinda looking forward to that too, but somewhat less so. My interests lied somewhere else. I would go to college only because my family was forcing me to.

John lifted his head and said, “There’s a billiard party going on right now. Wanna go there?”

I raised my eyebrows, finding the fact somewhat interesting. It was certainly more captivating than being in this dorm room until I felt so tired I had no chance but to turn off the lights and call it a day.

I swung my legs off the bed, putting my feet on the floor. “Sure. Let’s roll.”

John smirked and put his phone inside his pocket. I grabbed my leather coat and swung it on. My eyes flicked to the small box of cigarettes I’d brought, but decided not to bring it with me. This was a new year in Faith High and I didn’t know everyone here yet. I didn’t want to run the risk of anyone hurrying to campus police to denounce me for smoking.

John’s eyes also flicked to it, but he kept his mouth shut. I imagined he’d thought the same thing.

I marched out of the room without bothering to close it. Anybody here would think twice before stealing from me, even if some of them didn’t know me yet. What’s more, my room looked kind of boring with most of my stuff still inside the boxes.

We crossed the campus, sauntering from my dormitory to another building a couple of minutes away that looked similar to mine. It was another dormitory made for the guys only, and getting inside it was as easy as waiting until someone opened the door.

Nodding to the guy with short, blond hair in a white shirt, we proceeded to the basement. It looked similar to the equivalent room we had in our dormitory, but some of the furniture was different.

Upon getting inside it proper, I already felt better, as if I was in my natural habitat. The smell of weed wafted in the air, and many of the guests were coming over to greet me. Most wished for selfies with me as well. I took some of them, though not all. I didn’t want to spend too much time being pampered.

I came here with one intention in mind only.

I wanted to play some billiard with them, and to show them I was still the best player in said game here.

A guy about my height with a perfect stubble on his face and black, short hair ambled to me. He had an easiness in his walk that was similar to mine. He opened a victorious smile as he offered me his hand, showing me he wasn’t afraid.

I took his hand and power-shook it, certain I was asserting here who was the boss of this place. I smiled too, though not because I was content for seeing him here. If anything, I’d rather see this guy somewhere else where he couldn’t be a bother to me. But I was just a student here, despite all the fame. I couldn’t kick him out just because I didn’t like his smug face much.

“Roy. So nice to see you here, man. Came all the way here to play some billiard with us?”

“Sure, and it wasn’t that long of a walk. It was just some minutes away, and I was bored.”

He patted me on the back, everyone in the room now making space for us. The billiard table was in the middle of the basement. A small, round lamp hung from the ceiling, casting a fuzzy, warm light.

The smell of weed in the air was so intense I could see it moving, like some kind of fog.  It seemed I’d made a mistake when I decided not to bring my cigarette box with me. It wasn’t weed, though. I didn’t do drugs, other than alcohol and nicotine, that was.

The table was long, and there was enough space here for more than two people to play billiard at the same time. But since that would be unusual, nobody mentioned that.

And that’s without citing I supposed everyone here was aware of what was going to take place in this confined place anyway.

I was going to compete against Barry, and I was going to win just like in all the other times. He was a sore loser, though. Every year he thought he could humiliate me in front of everyone.

His smug was something I couldn’t continue putting up with. Here I was, someone loved by the whole school, having to tolerate a guy like him.

But it wasn’t like I could come up with an excuse to get out of this now anyway. There was only one way out this little mess I made for myself, and it was by defeating him fair and square. He was going to stand no chance against me.

With that thought in mind, I grabbed one of the billiard pools and rubbed the little dicey thing – or whatever it was called – against the tip. I had no idea why that had to be done, but most people always did it, including Barry.
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