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Chapter One

 


Blue Jones leaned against the locker for
the sixth time in three minutes in an attempt to get comfortable
and to look like he actually belonged. A couple of his friends laughed at him, but he
didn’t give a shit. If they wanted to keep him on the team, they
knew to keep their mouths shut about what he was doing. He’d been
clear to them. He wanted the nerdy girl, Laylah Miller, to belong
to him, and if they so much as got in his way, well, he’d make sure
they were the laughing stock of the entire town where football was
a big deal. None of his friends understood him or his desire for
Laylah.

She was so smart, kind, and had the
perfect smile. He couldn’t stop looking for her. Whenever he came to school, he made
his way down the long corridors, hoping to find her.

Of course, he always did.

He had plenty of people willing to do
whatever he wanted for a price. Even if it was just a handshake in
said corridor in front of a couple of chicks. He knew the deal. He
was the shit in this school. Top jock and all-time champion, even though he was part of
a team, but no one else seemed to give a shit about that. Nope,
they were more interested in what he did on the field, not everyone
else.

According to the town, he won everything. He didn’t and he made sure his
team was always there, and he praised them.

Right now, he stood beside Laylah’s
locker, waiting for her, ready to make his move. He could have any
other chick in this damn high school, and he had, in fact, had them. This was before he
recognized Laylah. Before he’d spotted her, laughing at something
someone had said. Her laughter had drawn his attention. Whenever he
saw her, her arms were filled with books. He’d been so drawn to
her, he actually thought she was a new student, but after careful
research, he’d discovered they’d always gone to the same school,
since kindergarten, and even shared several of the same
classes.

Again, he didn’t know how he
hadn’t noticed her, but that
smile, and fuck, her body, he wanted her, craved her. His teammates
weren’t of the same mind. To some, they considered her curves as
fat, but not him. When he’d seen her in a swimsuit the other week,
he’d nearly lost his shit. Nice big tits, round thighs, and a body
that screamed to be fucked. He knew at eighteen he shouldn’t know
all about sex and pleasing a woman, but he’d had a lot of practice.
He’d lost his virginity at the ripe age of fourteen, and had even
found a woman to teach him how to be the best. Those lessons had
become invaluable. However, he’d trade it all in if Laylah would
look at him for just a single second. That was all he wanted. The
past couple of months had been pure torture, watching her from
afar, trying to get on her radar, when he always seemed to be the
furthest thing from it.

She drove him crazy.

Other than the occasional hey or thanks when
she’d dropped her books, she hadn’t spoken to him. Now as he stood
there, waiting for her to approach, his palms were sweaty. Tapping
his fingers against his thigh, he tried to be cool. She wouldn’t go
for someone who was horrible and looked like a serial
killer.

He had to keep his shit.

Come on, Blue, the only way to
win this game is to be yourself.

He was used to winning and believed it was
the key value to everything.

Hands clenched, he watched her turn
the corner. She was on her own,
but she wasn’t looking up. Her head was down in a book. She always
had a whole armful of books, and it drove him crazy on days he just
wanted to see her beautiful face.

Was it so hard to look up?

She came to a stop a few
feet from where he stood, and
he waited, expecting her to see him.

How many times had she come to this locker
as she reached out and
began to open it? He cleared his throat and she looked up. She wore
the cutest pair of glasses for reading, which she pushed up her
nose.

“Hey,” she said.

“Hey.”

She pressed her lips together and turned to
look into her locker, closing the book she’d been reading.

“Good book?”

“You can say that.” She smiled at him. “What
can I help you with, Blue?” she asked.

She knew his name. Of course, she knew his name. They
shared a lot of classes together and he was king in this school,
not that he allowed it all to go to his head. His father had told
him to always keep his feet firmly on the ground and to never
behave like a dick, even if he could get away with it. According to
his mom, his dad spoke from experience. His father had once been a
jock, king in his own right, but he’d also been a giant dick,
nearly losing him and his mom in the process.

Anyway, that was for another
time.

“Nah, you can’t help me with anything,” he said. He studied
hard and made good grades all because of his father.

“Then what are you doing hanging out by my
locker?”

He ran his hand up and down the metal. “I
like this space. You know. It makes me feel at one with … everything.” He wanted the world
to open him up and swallow him. “It’s so hard and, you know,
gray.”

She burst out laughing.

Damn, that sound.

It did shit to him, making his cock ache
just watching her. She wasn’t fake. The laughter was
real. Everything about her was
real and he found it highly addictive.

****

Laylah glanced over at the jock leaning
against her locker. She placed the books inside. It was her mission
to read through a list of one hundred books by the end of the year.
So far, she was at
seventy-five. Still twenty-five more to go and she was excited
about reaching her target.

Every single year, she made
a long list of achievements she
wanted to work through. Excelling at school was always at the top
of the list. Losing weight another, which often ended in failure.
She had a few more, but as Blue smiled at her, she had to wonder
what he was doing here.

“Are you meeting someone here?” Who hung
out at a locker just because of the color? Made absolutely no sense
to her, but whatever.
She grabbed her English books and closed the door.

“Actually, I wanted to see you,” he
said.

“You did?”

“Yeah, how do you feel about food?”

She frowned. “Is that a trick question?”

He ran his fingers through his hair and if
she wasn’t mistaken, he
looked nervous and kind of cute. She couldn’t deny the cuteness
oozing off him. It was … funny. The few times she’d found herself
glancing over at Blue, he’d always been cool, calm, and collected.
She considered him the three Cs, but
again, she never took all that much time thinking about him. She
wasn’t being cruel, she just didn’t see a reason to linger on a
conversation that had no grounds.

Blue laughed. “Well, I happen to love pizza.
What about you?”

“Who doesn’t love pizza?”

“You’re not helping me here,” he said.

“Blue, what the hell is going on?” she
asked. This was the longest conversation they’d ever
experienced.

Silence passed between them. Blue kept
looking at her like he wanted to say something and still, she was
none the wiser. She
glanced at her wrist, seeing she was running out of time. “I really
got to go.”

“Go out with me,” he said.

This made her stop, nearly dropping her books. Surely, she’d
heard wrong. There was no way he was asking her to go out with him.
She chuckled. “Excuse me?”

“Go out with me. I know a great pizza place. Let me buy you
some food.”

This wasn’t a joke. She glanced around to see they’d gained
a bit of an audience.

“I have to go to class.” She spun on her
heel, making her way toward English, hoping for some
distance. Of course,
that wouldn’t happen. Nope. She and Blue had the exact same English
class.

“Is that a yes or a no?” he asked.

She stopped and turned toward him. “Is
this some kind of joke?” Her two friends, Becky and John, had both told her they’d
caught him staring at her. She didn’t give herself time to dwell on
it. What was the point? He was the most popular guy in school,
while she held her title of nerd proudly. There were a few other
insulting words people said to her, but she often ignored them as
they weren’t worth her time. It was how she got through school
without crying. Also, she’d discovered if she didn’t respond to
anyone, they’d get bored and move on to another target.

Whenever she saw bullying happen, she did
intervene because she
couldn’t stand others to get hurt.

Blue grabbed her arm. “I’m talking to you,
Laylah.”

“Yes, I know and I’m … dealing with that. I
am.” She blew out a breath. “I need to get to
class, and I appreciate
the offer I do, but no, thank you.”

Cringing at her response, she quickly ducked under his arm
and entered English class, where John waited for her. Becky had a
different lesson this period. They tended to stick together. Right
now, there wasn’t exactly a whole lot of sticking. She sat down and
kept her gaze away from the main door.

“What’s up with you?”

Glancing over at John, she forced a smile
to her lips. “Er, I’m not exactly sure.” She pinched her arm and winced.

John frowned. “You know
that’s
strange.”

“I think Blue Jones just asked me on a
date.” She tried to
whisper.

“Really?”

She stared at John as he started to look for Blue and she
grabbed his arm, tugging him to focus on her. “Stop
that.”

“Oh, come on, this is way too good. You know that.”

“Stop it. You’re not funny.”

“He’s looking at you. I mean really
looking at you, and the
dude has this giant frown on his face. Wait a minute, you turned
him down, didn’t you?”

She took a deep breath. “It’s not against
the law to say no.”

“Have you seen that guy?”

“Yes, I’ve seen him.”

“Then you and I both know it should
be a sin to deny
him.”

“John, stop it.” If he kept on
going, she wasn’t going
to be able to stop laughing.

“Babe, I’m a heterosexual
and even I’d go out with the
guy.”

She rolled her eyes. “It’s some kind of
joke.”

John looked toward Blue, and much to
her surprise, he’d
actually dropped down on the table behind her.

“I don’t think it’s a joke,” John said.

“Whose side are you on?” she asked.

“Your side, but if you’re being a royal pain in the ass,
I’ve got to, you know, tell you.” John cleared his throat and she
turned to see him holding a note that clearly came from
Blue.

She took the note.

Why won’t you go out with me?

She wrote back: There’s no law that says I have
to. She turned and slid
the note back to him. The teacher started the lesson and she
expected that to be over.

Seconds passed.

John slid the note back to her.

Staring at it, she took a breath, and
reached for it and
opened it up.

There’s no law that says so but I promise
you it’ll be a good time.

Rather than respond, she folded the
note and continued to
listen to the teacher. Nothing good could come from dating Blue.
She knew of his reputation with the girls around this place, and
the last thing she wanted was to be anywhere near it.
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