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Chapter 1


Ariel
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I WISHED I DIDN’T HAVE to be here, of all places. Faith High School just wasn’t a school for me. The people already looked at me with dodgy, judging eyes, like they knew I should be anywhere but here. And to be honest, I was kind of wishing to move out of here, if things didn’t work out in this school at all.

Last year of high school, and how many more years studying was I going to have to survive through? I didn’t know, and didn’t wish to be thinking about that.

“Duck!” Someone shouted far from me, making me bend my back in a heartbeat.

It was a ball, coming at me at such a high speed I didn’t see it coming before that guy warned me. I should be thankful he did so, but the resentment I felt for this school was unmistakable. How could I feel anything good for him when he was just like the rest?

Not all students here were like him, of course. Some respected me, but I couldn’t deny that the bullies had been getting on my nerves. I didn’t want to have to think about it this way, but right now I didn’t have much of a choice.

I needed to leave this hellhole one day, and it needed to be done soon.

The ball bounced off the steps of the stands, going all the way down. Troy, as he was known here, grabbed it and gave me a long look. What was going on in his mind, I had no idea. Just that it was nothing good.

Ever since coming here... He hadn’t stopped thinking about me, had him?

“Ariel. It’s good to see you here. How are you?”

I sighed, wishing I didn’t have to respond to him. But I was no uneducated fool. If I didn’t respond to him, he was just going to keep coming back and having more chances to assert his dominance over me.

His dominance over me.

I didn’t want to think about it that way anymore.

“Okay, I guess. Don’t you have a game to play?”

“I do, but it’s not like I don’t have time for you as well, baby.”

I looked sideways, finding the word ‘baby’ too much for me to swallow right now. What the fuck was he thinking? That I was going to keep pretending he was a good man at heart and that I was mistaken about his intentions?

A guy like him wished to bully me every chance he got. Nothing more, nothing less.

“Well, I don’t have time for you,” I said before grabbing my backpack and swinging it over my shoulder. “Bye.”

“Damn, that’s cold. You don’t need to be like that in front of me, you know. I’m not going to bite you.”

“Yeah, right,” I said before going down the steps of the stands.

Going down the steps meant passing right by him. I didn’t have another choice, and I dreaded what he was going to do. There were guards around, though. So in case he tried anything out of the ordinary, I could just scream.

As rich as he was, he wouldn’t be able to escape a rape accusation.

When I walked in front of him, his hand latched onto my arm, stopping me. My eyes widened in shock. “What the fuck are you doing? Do you want me to scream and bring those guards down on you?’

“Oh, I know you wouldn’t do something like that. You have nothing to worry about, anyway. I’m not going to do anything you wouldn’t like.’

“What do you mean by that?” I barked, but the question came out too late. In a moment his hands flew to my cheeks, cupping them and then bringing my head to his.

His lips sealed with mine before I could as much as assess the weight of what was going on here. Troy Monzon was kissing me in front of a bunch of people, and even some tabloids tomorrow were going to be talking about this.

Some could ignore this event, but word was going to spread around. I knew he had something for me since day one, but I didn’t think he would ever be audacious enough to kiss me without my consent.

Or was it without it? Part of me was letting him kiss me, and there was a very good reason behind that. Shelby was an idiot, and she was watching every second of this. And I could just imagine the kind of things that were going on in her mind right now...

I was savoring this moment, enjoying my short victory for I knew it wasn’t going to last long. Opening my eyes just a little, I saw her. Shelby was on the other side of the field, her eyes bloodshot as she found it almost impossible to believe this was happening.

Your man is mine now was all I could think about while I wished her the worst only.

Alright, maybe I could get used to this.

His tongue went in deeper, looking for mine. I battled with it, showing him he wasn’t going to dominate me. His body was grinding against mine, his hand going up my back, making me feel all sorts of things for him I didn’t want to admit.

Troy was a fucking good kisser. No wonder Shelby fell for him.

As he pressed his body against mine, he made me feel small. I closed my eyes, forgetting about Shelby for the time being. I needed to focus on myself, on what this was going to mean to my life here in Faith High.

His hand went to the back of my neck, where he kept it. My hands moved down, finding his love handles and their perfection. He played soccer all the time, making his body like very few others out there. I was sure many guys were jealous of him in that regard. I knew his best friend was.

Then, I dared to go up, finding his abs. They seemed to shift with him, following the rhythm of his breathing. And I could feel his breathing on me too, kissing my face each time he blew out warm air.

The world kind of disappeared for me all of a sudden, Troy being the only thing right now I could still feel. His abs seemed to follow such perfection. I was pretty sure he worked them out every day, always going to stand in front of a mirror to show them off.

The fact he was much taller than me also made this that much better, a throb kicking up in my pussy. I hated myself for that, but I couldn’t deny he had the body and the looks. Troy was my type.

I should hate him for singling me out since day one, but how could I ignore the kind of things he was making me feel? It was like he was showing me a whole new world – one I could have all for myself if only I accepted everything that would happen if I stopped fighting back.

But I was too proud for my own good. To stop fighting back? Preposterous! That was never going to happen – not while I could make choices of my own.

I couldn’t ignore the smell of his cologne, finding it impossible to describe what it was like. It’s not that there was something special about it, but that it exhaled everything he was. Imposing, dominating, controlling. I could come up with all the adjectives and they would still feel not enough to describe someone like him.

I found myself running out of breath, this kiss taking its heavy toll on me. I felt more of him with my hands. The curves of his pecs, of his frame, and everything else about him appeared to be something straight from a dream.

I knew it wasn’t true, but right now that’s what I was feeling. I was making myself believe Troy was something else – maybe not even human, but something better.

Opening my eyes once more, I couldn’t help but pull the corner of my lips up a little. Shelby was still livid, her hands balled. Oh, she was thinking about punching me until I ‘learned my lesson’ but she wasn’t going to do anything stupid – not right now, anyway.

And what was Troy’s game with this anyway? Was he thinking he was going to make me change my mind about him, win me over, or something like that? It wasn’t going to happen.

Never.

Still kissing him, feeling him with my hands, exploring his frame, I felt like I was in some kind of dream. Was this really happening? Other than the shitty person he was, Troy was so dreamy. He made me feel all kinds of things for him at the same time, and most were bad. But the good ones... They were too fucking so.

Though most of them could be summarized as him being the stud of my dreams. If only he weren’t such an asshole who preyed on me.

His lips unsealed from mine all of sudden, leaving me short for breath. Looking at his eyes, I couldn’t quite tell what was going on in them. Was he sad he had to end the kiss and now be pretending it was about something else?

I couldn’t quite read his thoughts, and now he was moving away from me a little.

“Troy! Get the fuck back here. You already had your fun with her, man.”

He turned his head to his friend, a dangerous smile appearing on his smooth face. “Going, man. Just about done here.”

“Why the hell did you do it?”

“Why not?” He asked before jogging right back into the field, kicking the ball, and restarting the game.

There he was again, having fun like what happened was nothing. I hated him so much. That was the first time he ever did something nice for me, and now I was thinking it didn’t mean much to him.

Why would it anyway? He was an asshole through and through. Played soccer, preyed on weaker students like me, showed off in front of guys he thought not to be as good as him, and was such a nuisance every time he was around.

I should not have even let him kiss me the way he did. If only I didn’t hate Shelby even more than him, it wouldn’t have happened at all.

I tipped my chin up and began to pad away from there, but then the corner of my left eye caught something I wished not to be true. Shelby was coming to me, of course. Or more like, flying in my direction, her wings spread out and looking menacing. She was coming to attack me with all she had.

Stopping right in front of me, she barked, “I should have known you were going to steal a kiss in front of me. Still thinking you have a chance with him, aren’t you?”

“I don’t know what you are talking about. He kissed me first. Didn’t you see that, or are you blind?”

“Oh, right. He kissed you first, and Santa Claus is coming this Winter too.”

I shook my head.

“Look, I don’t have time for you right now. I need to go over some of my class notes.”

“You are not going anywhere. You are not done with me unless I say you are.”

Again, I looked around to assess if I should scream and bring the guards down on her. If it worked, I could get out of this unscathed, but that was a big if. Most guards here didn’t care if two girls were fighting. They thought it normal.

I breathed out, weighing my words. I didn’t want to overdo it and let her think she was winning our war. She wasn’t. If anything, she was going to give up before long, and soon she was going to have to understand I didn’t feel anything for Troy. And that’s without mentioning I’d rather not have anything else to do with him.

Was that such a hard thing for her to understand?

“What are you going to do, then? Are you going to beat me up here, in front of all these people? I’m going now, and I don’t want to say ever another word to you.”

“I’m here to leave you another message. Stay the fuck away from Troy, and maybe we can begin thinking about having a normal coexistence.”

I narrowed my eyes a little, giving her a judgmental look. If only she could understand it wasn’t me who was being a nuisance. It was Troy who looked for me every chance he got, always thinking he was going to make me change my mind about him.

Stepping aside, the bitch let me walk to the hallway. I breathed out in relief. That thing was finally over, and now I could begin thinking about which notes to go over first.

But that was before I took in the atmosphere of the school again, seeing the people chatting, laughing, bickering, discussing, perambulating here and there. This was a place like no other. I just wished there weren’t many entitled whores like Shelby in it. Without her, even Troy would be more palatable.

I grabbed my notes and a shadow appeared from beside me. Turning my head to it, I found none other than my bestie, Isa. Her hair was pitch-black, and her skin was as white as snow. Looking at it for a second before I had to switch my attention to her eyes again, I admired her new hairstyle. She changed it pretty much every day. I wished I had that kind of creativity.

“Where have you been this morning?” I asked, sitting on a short wall in the hallway outside of one of the buildings.

She smiled, throwing her head to the side a little. “You know, hunting for new bands to listen to.”

I shook my head. “You have like twenty of them in your collection now. Surely that must be enough already.”

Still keeping her mischievous smile on her face, she rebuked, “Well, I still haven’t found the one.”

“The one. Maybe you are never going to find it, don’t you think?”

“I am going to,” she argued, her eyes narrowing a little. “Did something happen?”

I exhaled, knowing I could trust her. We hadn’t been good friends here for long, but she shared many of my feelings about this school and the people that frequented it.

“Troy... kissed me in front of Shelby.”

She clapped her hands together, her whole face lighting up. “Really? That’s fucking awesome. I bet she was livid.”

“She was, but he kissed me without my consent, and...”

“You are not going to tell me you didn’t like it, right? If you didn’t, I don’t think it would have even happened.”

I exhaled again, not wishing to admit that to her as well. But I sensed nothing was going to escape Isa now, and so I better be truthful about the incident.

“Alright, yeah. I liked it, but that’s beside the point. He shouldn’t be going around kissing people just... I don’t even know why he did it.”

“Well, to fuck with you. I think that’s a given, and he helped you. Shelby isn’t going to be the same from now on.”

“Yeah, more like she’s going to try finding a way to kill me without people finding out about it.”

She giggled, her hand covering her mouth.

“I don’t think it’s going to get to that point, but you are right about one thing. You should be very careful with her from now on. I know what she can be like when she’s pissed off.”

Isa was in this school for a very long time. She knew all sorts of things concerning Shelby, and she was her nemesis too. Being honest with myself, I couldn’t wrap my head around the fact Shelby had a total of four loyal students that followed her anywhere she went. It was almost like she was some kind of superstar here.

“I’ll be careful, don’t worry. I’ve faced worse.”

“But this is different. Don’t underestimate her. You have no idea the kind of things she’s really capable of.”

“Don’t worry,” I reaffirmed, fishing my notes out of my backpack. “I have a lot of things to go over. I don’t know what it is with this school. I can’t seem to keep up with what the teachers put on their blackboards.”

“Don’t worry about that. I’m going to teach you.”
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Chapter 2


Troy
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KICKING THE BALL AND seeing it going into the net, I couldn’t help but remember the kiss I’d shared with Ariel. Ariel Smith... a woman like no other indeed, and I had her wrapped around my finger.

She couldn’t stop thinking about me, and after our first kiss, I was sure she was going to need many more in the coming future. There was a problem with that, though. Shelby was causing a lot of trouble. Perhaps I needed to have a long talk with her about us.

It wasn’t like I’d ever shown her any reason to think she had a chance with me, though I liked our dynamics. She helped me out with Ariel. She helped me with making Ariel feel better.

Maybe I shouldn’t continue treating Shelby like that, but it wasn’t like I had much of a choice right now. My obsession was just one and a pretty clear one at that. I needed to peel away every layer that Ariel put between her and me.

And once she thought I was her friend, her lover, I was going to dump her. I wanted to see her suffering.

The ball bounced to the middle of the field, the game ending. I grabbed a bottle of water and chugged it down before showering the rest over my face. Looking at the sky, I couldn’t help but wish it didn’t have this big, long cloud covering everything.

This wasn’t a hot day at all, but everything looked so bleak without the sun to make the colors pop.

Seeing my friends walking out and returning to their dormitories, I waved my hand to them, greeted some of them, shook their hands, and then sat down on a wooden bench. Undoing the laces of my boots, I pulled them off alongside my smelly, dirty socks.

A shadow appeared from beside me, sitting on the bench. Turning my head to it, I found none other than my best friend, Frank Miller, who was looking at me with an amusing smile on his face.

I narrowed my eyes a little and asked, “Is something funny?”

“No... I was thinking about that kiss. The whole school is going to be talking about it.”

“And?”

“And... Well, I just found it funny. You keep doing what you do.”

I shook my head and then continued my conversation, wishing I could find out what was really going on in his mind. Was he thinking I’d crossed too many lines when I did it? I didn’t think so, but I was no mind reader.

I got into one of the bathrooms in my dormitory and took a shower, changing clothes and grooming myself for the incoming classes. I was going to be tired as fuck for them, but I just couldn’t have gone this morning without my customary soccer match.

Going to the class in one of the central buildings, I stopped right in front of the door. The classroom was almost empty, save for two girls sitting by one of the walls. They weren’t in one of the first rows or one of the last, their act speaking about their intentions. They were shy and didn’t want the math teacher to spot them at all during class.

Her ears picked up the sound of my footsteps halting, and then her eyes landed on me. Ariel just couldn’t hide – not forever anyway – the kind of feelings she had for me. Upon seeing me, her cheeks blushed. It was controlled, but it was there.

Frank was right behind me, his lips remaining shut. He wasn’t going to mention anything right now, as he shouldn’t. And going into the classroom, I thought about sitting far away from Ariel, but then, what would be the fun in being here?

And so, I sat right across for her, my intention just one and very clear. We were going to have a nice little chat here, and until the class started, she was going to have to put up with it.

I couldn’t deny Ariel was a good-looking girl. Her lips made me consider kissing her here as well. The only thing keeping me from doing that was the possibility of the teacher kicking me out if he happened to walk in on us.

Her eyes rolled a little when I put down my backpack, showing her I was going to remain here for the time being and that nothing was going to make me change my mind. Her bestie, Isa, grabbed her phone and then started to thumb on the screen, pretending she didn’t have any involvement in this.

And indeed, if she was such a smart girl, she was going to continue doing that and letting me have my fun here with her friend. I couldn’t give a rat’s ass about her. The real, worthwhile prize was just one here, and it was Ariel.

Frank sat behind me, also grabbing his phone and texting his girlfriend. Her name escaped my mind right now. It was right at the tip of my tongue, but since I didn’t care about her as well, why should she even be in my thoughts right now?
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