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Prologue

Everybody is different. People anticipate that I will be like them, but guess what? I CAN'T BE. I detest trying to fit in. It's all garbage. I suppose I will if I wind up making pals. I'm not a good team player. Mom believes it's because my dad passed away. But in all honesty, I don't give a damn. I just despise the people in my life; I don't dislike my life. I've had lovers, but none of them persisted long enough for me to develop feelings for them. So maybe I may change in the future, but for now I'm okay with being by myself. I at least have my intellect working for me. My intelligence will serve me well throughout my life. You see, I might pass away an elderly unmarried virgin without caring.


Chapter 1

The noise of my alarm clock startled me up. I quietly entered the shower and cleaned my long, dark, emo-styled hair. I used a scrunchie to apply body wash while I cleansed my body. I have a height of 5' 7". I'm not very tall, but I'm also not particularly short. Size 0 is what I wear. But I have a C-cup bra that fits 36. I put on my bra and knickers after getting out of the shower since I find thongs to be nasty and uncomfortable. Boy shorts are my go-to choice.) I then put on a lime green blouse, a black tank top, and a pair of black skinny trousers.

I pulled my hair out of the towel it was wrapped in, grabbed the blow dryer, and began blow-drying my hair. After blow-drying my hair, I used hair jell to give it a poofy appearance.

(Not in a nasty way; it's hard to describe) I immediately got my makeup, applied my foundation, and covered it. I used eyeliner to draw a broad, black line under my hazel eyes and a smaller, darker line on my eyelid. I then applied mascara and a vivid green eye makeup to match my shirt. I got lime green jewellery for my lip, nose, and brow piercings. I then gave my teeth a brush.

I had finished getting dressed and grabbed my new book bag, which has a black shoulder strap with white skulls on it. (In case it wasn't obvious, I adore black.) I hurriedly down the steps. I still have a half hour before I have to be at school since it is just 7:30.

I entered the kitchen and said, "Good morning, mom." We are somewhat wealthy since she is the CEO of Mac Industries. My mother imagines me as being all posh and popular. But it is not at all how I am. AT ALL! I dated the football team's captain for a few weeks, so I can say with absolute certainty that I'm attractive. But after that, he become needy and dull. That put a stop to it. Additionally, many females that I don't even hang out with tell me that I'm attractive, but I just kind of disregard them. I despise the majority of the students at the school because they treat the majority of the children like preppy little bitches and behave like "why be nice to me if you can't be nice to them?" But generally, simply make an effort to avoid them.

Saying "Good morning, Elissa," She remarked, "You should go change, because I do not like your outfit," without even raising an eyebrow.

You don't tell me what to dress, um." Do not even suggest that I change because I am not going to since I detest wearing like a bitch and all preppy. I don't care if you don't like it. I scoff and take the bagel she had prepared for me, eat it, and then put on my lime-green Converse high heels. I began to walk to school after leaving the house with my book bag. My home is just a few of blocks from the school.

I'm eager for the start of the new school year. In high school, I am a sophomore. North View High School is where I go in Los Angeles, California. At the age of 15, I don't really have many pals. Only one of my friends is really close to me; the others are only acquaintances. Only freshman through seniors attend the school. Therefore, hardly many people visit this place. There are only 30 students in my grade, therefore there are maybe 200 of them. The number of students in the remaining grades is unknown.

I walked to my locker, filled it with my belongings, and took my schedule out. First hour of class was history.

Elissa, hello," said Bree. She is both my best and only true friend.

"Hey, let me see your schedule." I compared it to mine after taking hers. Our fifth hour courses were the only ones we didn't attend together; she had study hall and I had drama. She doesn't do as well in school as I do since my memory is almost photographic. I've never solved an issue incorrectly. I've received all As since kindergarten.

"Why do you want to take drama? Really, though? Instead of simply choir, you'll have Mrs. Melina for two classes.

So, as you are aware, I like singing and acting, and one day, I want to achieve fame. Though I also want to become a doctor, I truly did. However, I would rather make millions of dollars per year as a fictional doctor on television than earn a half million dollars per year as a genuine doctor.

Yes, but what if none of those things turn out to be beneficial for you?

"I'll become a doctor then. Duh,”

"Okay, if you say so," I said.

“I do.” The bell sounded just as I finished speaking, and Mrs. Salina entered the room carrying a stack of papers.

"Good morning class, welcome to U.S. history. If you pay attention and listen to me, this class is easy." Speaking via her butt. Even if they paid attention, those who were bad at history may still struggle. Naturally, I won't, however.

Unless, as someone whispered behind me, you're like Elissa. When I turned around, I recognised Jake. He was one of my former partners. I looked at him unfavourably.

Well, not all of us are born with such sharp minds. Elissa is therefore fortunate to be so intelligent. Come collect your books now, Mrs. Salina commanded.

Okay, so the remainder of the day was dull and I thought I would pass away. The next Monday. The first week is typically the roughest, but after that, I start to like going to class. So what's the use of discussing the first week if it will be dull? Now what about the next week? I concur.


Chapter 2

"Elissa Jackson, come right away to the principal's office," I said. As I was making my way to history, I heard the loud speaker turn off. I stopped where I was, made a U-turn, and started walking back towards the office. On Mondays, individuals are often only summoned to the workplace if they are about to be suspended. But because I haven't broken any laws, it can't be the reason I'm being called. I certainly hope not. When I answered the door, I was greeted with a gorgeous dark-haired emo boy. He seemed to be around six feet tall. I moved to the cash register.

"Hey, I got a call. How come I'm here?

"He Elissa, this is Aiden, and he just came here from Detroit with his father. I would want you to take him to his classes because he has the same schedule as you and his locker is right next to yours, so please show him the way. He probably doesn't want to carry his book bag about with him all day, so make sure you show him where his locker is. Warner the principle stated.

"Oh, okay, "Hello, Aiden," I said as I turned to face him. I'm glad to have you.

"Hi, I'm Aiden," For the first time, he turned to face me. Amazing blue eyes were his. He had piercings in his lip, brow, tongue, and nose. He was the most adorable emo I've ever seen. "Please take me to my locker," I said.

I said as I left the office, "Uh yeah, this way," and turned to my right. Just then, the bell to begin History was about to sound. We would be running late. Being late annoys me. However, I'm certain Mrs. Salina will understand.

Okay, what is the number of your locker?

“231,”

"All good, then it's here. My locker number is 230, so if you ever need to get in touch, simply leave a message there. Never do I lock it. I really have nothing to hide, after all.

"All right, I truly like your clothing. I had the impression that you would look like a dweeb with big glasses and be all nasty when the principal was telling me about you and how clever you are and everything. However, you are stunning and not at all what I anticipated. He was grinning ear to ear.

"Well, it just goes to show you that you shouldn't judge someone before meeting them. Let's move on to the history now; we're running behind.

“Okay. Then why are you in drama and choir?" he questioned.

Because after I graduate from high school, I want to pursue acting and singing. What about you?

I adore the theatre and want to one day perform on Broadway.

"That's fantastic."

"Yeah," we agreed as we started to make our way to history class.

"You're running late, Elissa, and who is this?" Madame Salina

Don't blame Elissa for being late; she was only pointing out where my locker was, said Aiden.

Well, Aiden, don't let me catch you being late again. Please take a seat in the back row next to Elissa.

"All right," he said as he sat down next to me. I received a letter from him that read: Hey. I want to hang out. Although we haven't actually communicated much so far, I think you're nice, and I'd really want to be friends with you.

My response was, "Yeah, sure, after school today, please."
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