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PROLOGUE 
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I want to die. No one loves me. Why am I alive? WHY? How can my own parents kick me out of the house? Don't they know I was trying to be perfect? I just needed some love from them. Now I am sitting on the footpath. Crying like a child. Begging for help. 
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CHAPTER 1
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WENDY

Are you OK?” A man with white hair and a small beard asked while approaching me.

“NO! I'm not, my parents kicked me out of the house,” I replied while panicking.

“Why?” He asked me in a deep yet kind voice.

“I don't know.”

“I also have a daughter of your age, she always gets bored when I'm not home. Will you stay with me and my daughter?’’ He asked politely.

“Of course! I would love to. Thank you so much uncle, ’’I said.

“Dad, not uncle,” He corrected.

“But what if your wife does not want me in your house?, ”I asked him.

“My wife...has passed away, Stand up let's go,” He said.

“Oh...Ok,”I said while standing up.

I have never believed in anyone even if I was dying because I knew how to live on my own but watching this man helping me made me feel that he is a kindhearted man and otherwise I also don't have a home to live. So, I followed him quietly.

“Introduce yourself,” He said softly.

“Sure! My name is Wendy and I am 18 years old. I am a student. Now it’s your turn to introduce yourself,” I said with a smile, as we were walking slowly on the silent road.

“Ok, my name is Peter, I am 48 years old and I’m a business man. I have 2 daughters Wendy and Sana,” he said.      Oh my god, he called me his daughter. Now I have my own family where no one will hate me, everyone will love me. I don't want to die anymore, I will live a happy life now.

♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡

“This is your new home, I hope you like it,” he said.

“Yes, I like it.”

The house was so pretty with black walls and a golden gate. It was bigger than my house.

Peter opened the door and went inside,

“Come inside Wendy.”

I followed him inside the house, “I want to meet your daughter Sana. Where is she?”

“She is inside, come with me,” He said and started to walk, I followed him.

I went inside the main door into the lounge and saw a girl lying on a sofa, watching movies. Her hair was blond, her eyes green and she was so prettier than me. Once again I felt like I am losing everything, my sister can’t be that much prettier.

But then I remembered, we don't win if we are pretty, we win if we are able to achieve our goals.

“Dad, is she our maid?” She asked Peter.

“No, she isn't our maid, she is your sister, Wendy.”

“Dad, I don't want a sister, kick her out of my house right now!’’ She said while staring at me.

“Sana shut up or I’ll slap you, she is my daughter and she will not get out of this house, this is her house too, understand this!”

I felt so embarrassed, standing on the main entrance staring at a girl who is prettier than me, richer than me.

I started to cry without thinking.

“Why are you crying girl? I didn't even talk to you,’’ she said.

“I was just missing my parents,” I replied, but the truth is I wasn't missing them. Why would I miss them? I was crying because I was a glass between father and daughter. If one of them threw me I would break forever.

Sana took a deep breath and said,” FINE! You can live with me but not as my sister, as my friend.”

“Hmm.’’ I agreed.

“Wendy, you can go with Sana,” Peter said. 

“Ok,” I said and began to follow Sana.

♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡

“What is your age?” Sana asked me.

“18.”

She opened the door of her room and said, “I am also 18.Forget whatever I said to my dad please.’’

“It’s ok.”

She grabbed my bag from me.

“What are you going to do with my bag?” I asked her in surprise.

“Nothing, I’m going to put it in your drawer,” She replied and threw my bag into the drawer.

“Ok, but where will I sleep?” I asked her while looking all over the room.

“We will share the bed,” She said and climbed the bed.

“Your father told me that you get very bored when he is not around. Why did you get bored? You have a big house, 2 cars and everything so you can do whatever you want.”

“Yes, I do get very bored but my father doesn't allow me to go outside of the house when he is not home so...,” She said with a sad smile.

“Oh, my parents never loved me, they hated me so they didn't really care about me and never noticed if I’m going outside or dying. You are really lucky your father really loves you. You know that parents love is very important in life.”

“I know. Otherwise why are we getting so emotional? Let's introduce ourselves to each other,” She said with a sweet smile on her face.

Yeah, I’ll go first”

I took a deep breath and started,” My name is Wendy Liora and I am 18 years old. My father was a businessman and I’m a student, now it's your turn.” 

“Ok. My name is Sana Peter, I am 18 years old and...What else to tell?”

“Nothing, just forget it, I would love to get a tour of your house?”

“Of course, let's go,” She said and jumped out of the bed.

“So this is our room as you know, let me take you to my father’s room.”

♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡♡
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CHAPTER 2      
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WENDY

After the home tour we ate our lunch and started to talk with each other, Peter was not home.

“What do you want to become in the future?,” Sana asked me.

“A lawyer,’’ I answered, “What’s your dream?”

“Hmmm.....An engineer,” She replied.

“My dream is that one day I will be the most successful lawyer in the country but my parents didn’t send me to a good college,” I told her.

“What do you mean by that?,” She asked curiously.

“My parents didn’t pay for my fees and the teachers working there are not educated well either. I work at a hotel so that I can pay my college fees,” I said.

“Oh...ok. Do you want to study more?” She asked me.

“Yes, of course," I replied.

‘‘Ok then today when my father will come home, I will tell him to pay the fees of your college and I know he will agree because he called you his daughter,’’ She told me kindly.

“Thanks,’’ I replied happily and gave a big smile.

The smile I only give whenever I feel happy from inside and this is that smile.

“By the way, in which college do you study?’’ She asked me.

“What will you do after knowing the name? It’s better for me to not tell you that,’’ I replied.

“Ok, your choice. Was it small?’’ Sana asked me curiously.

“Yes it was small but the fees were very low. That's why I went there to study,’’ I told her.

“From now on you will go to my college with me,’’ She said.

“Thanks but I don't like to live under a rock,’’ I said.

“What do you mean?’’ She asked and made an anxious face like I had told her secret to someone else.

“I don't like someone to do my work or help me with anything because I can do it on my own,’’ I said.

“But from where will you get the money?’’ she asked.

“I can do work in restaurants or I can do work in someone’s house, that’s it,’’ I replied to her stupid question.

“That’s not it, please my father can pay for your college fees,’’ She told me.

“You know that when your father told me to come with him I promised myself that after 1 month I will live in a hostel or somewhere else but not with him because I want to live on my own,’’ I told her.

“Um, ok,’’ She replied sadly.

“I’m home Sara,’’ Peter called from the stairs.

“I’m coming dad,’’ Sara shouted.

“Let’s go,’’ She said to me.

“Ok,’’ I said and then we both ran downstairs.

“Wendy, here are your books,’’ Peter told me and handed me the books.

“But-’’

“It’s ok, from now on you will study with Sara and I'll pay the fees,’’ he told me.

I don’t know why but I just thought I couldn't stop him from paying my fees.

“Thanks,’’ I said.

“Wendy, yesterday I bought some things for school so you can borrow a bag or anything from me,’’ Sara said.

“Okay. Thanks Sara,’’ I replied.

“Now you can go girls,’’ Peter said to both of us.

“But when will my college start?’’ I asked him.

“Tomorrow,’’ he simply said and started to eat his lunch.

“Tomorrow?’’ I asked him in shock.

“Yes,’’ he replied and began to eat.

I ran up the stairs and sat on Sara's bed.

“Sara, I don’t want to live here. Please tell your father to pay the fee of my hostel and college,’’ I said to Sara.

“Ok, if you don’t mind, can I ask you a question?’’ She asked.

“Yes,’’ I replied.

“What did your parents kicked you out of the house?’’ she asked.

“Because they thought I wasn’t perfect. I always mess up with things but trust me I did this because I wanted attention from them but they never gave me attention,’’ I replied sadly.                         

I told her the truth and now my life has changed, I told my secret to her.

“It’s ok now you can live your life alone, happily and just forget your siblings and parents,’’ She said and laid on the bed and said and, “I’m going to sleep.’’

“I also want to sleep but I don’t want to sleep with you,’’ I told her.

“Then you can sleep in the guest room but there’s no AC,’’ She replied.

“It’s ok, I can sleep there’’. 

I went to the guest room and thought about my childhood, how my parents ruined it and how they always beat me in front of everyone.

I wanted to tell them that this hurts. My sister was always their favourite and I was the least favourite child.

I didn't realize that I slept very peacefully.
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CHAPTER 3 
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WENDY

I woke up and went to the bathroom so that I could get fresh but then I heard Peter and Sara fighting with each other. I went to Peter’s room and he was mad at Sara.

“What happened? Why are you fighting?’’ I asked them sternly.

“Wendy dad is saying you will stay in this house and I...don’t want you to live in my house tell him that you also want to leave,’’ Sara said in a sharp voice.

“Yes Peter, I want to leave here. I don’t want to live here,’’ I agreed.

“Ok, do whatever you want, let me tell you the truth, I didn't bought you here because I wanted to help you, and I brought you here because I wanted to kidnap you. I’m not a businessman, I’m a kidnaper. My team told me they will come in 2 days so I thought you would live here until they come. Now, get out of my house,’’ Peter said, pointing his finger at me.

“Ok, now I'm ready to go to the police station,’’ I said and went upstairs. I grabbed my mobile phone and called the police.

After calling the police, I grabbed my bag and went out of the house, then I saw a police car, I ran towards them and said, “There’s a kidnapper who is trying to kidnap me. Please help me.’’

“Ok, we are here to help you, don’t worry,’’ One police man said and then all of them went inside of the house.

“He is the man who tried to kidnap me,’’ I said while pointing my finger at Peter.

“What’s your name man,’’ a policeman asked Peter.

“I’m not a kidnapper, she is lying, you can ask my daughter,’’ Peter said.

Before I could say anything Sara said, “He is lying and I’m not his daughter. He also kidnaped me.’’

“Ok,’’ The policeman said and they grabbed Peter’s hand and sat in the car with Peter.

After they went, I and Sara were alone standing there.

“You are not his daughter, you lied to me,’’ I said and left the house before she could reply.

“Wait, Wendy he would have killed me if I told you that and I said him to not let you stay here because I doesn’t wanted to kidnap you,’’ Sara shouted from behind but I ignored her and walked over to the nearest hostel.

I reached the hostel.

There was a boy at the reception. He was wearing a blue t-shirt and black pants.

“Excuse me,’’ I said to him.

“Yes, how can I help you mam?’’ He asked me

“Where is the admission office?’’ I asked him.

“It is over there,’’ He said and pointed his finger over a brown door.

“Thanks’’, I replied and walked towards the door where he had pointed his finger.

I went inside the door and asked a woman who was sitting there, alone, “Hello mam. How are you?’’

“I’m fine. What about you?’’ She asked me.

“I’m also good,’’ I replied.

“Please sit down,’’ she said with a cute smile on her face.

“Oh, sure’’, I said and sat down.

“How can I help you?’’ She asked me.

“I want to be admitted to this hostel,’’ I said.

“Yeah sure, but where are your parents?’’ She asked me, staring at her file.

“They died 2 years ago,’’ I lied to her.

“Oh, that's very bad news. Anyone older than you?’’ She asked me.

“No, I...came here alone,’’ I said sadly. I felt really embarrassed while telling her this, I don’t know why.

“Okay, so what’s your name?’’ She asked me and grabbed her pen.

“Wendy Liora and my Chinese name is Wen Liya’’ I replied.                                  

“Okay, what’s your age?’’ She asked with a cool expression on her face.

“18,’’ I replied.

“Now, you will be shifting to room number 45 by tomorrow,’’ she said and closed her file.

“But I don’t have a place to live so can you please shift me today?’’ I asked her like a child begging to their parents for candies. 

“I can’t do that, sorry,’’ She said softly. Her nature was very good.

“Please,’’ I said with tears in my eyes.

“I can give you room number 78 which is on the highest floor,’’ She said.

“Thanks,’’ I said.

“The fees will be 140$ for 3 months,’’ She said and handed me a voucher.

I grabbed the voucher from her and said, “Thanks, where can I pay the fee?’’ I asked her.

“It’s a bank outside the hostel or you can also pay on your mobile phone. Which one will you choose?’’ She asked me.

“On my mobile phone,’’ I said and took a picture of the voucher.

After paying the fees, that woman took me to my new room. There was a girl with blue hairs and green eyes, she was looking very tired.

“Who's this Anna?’’ She asked and pointed her finger to me.

“She is Wendy Liora, you're new roommate,’’ The woman said to her and to me she said, “She is Taylor.’’

“Hello Taylor,’’ I said and smiled for 15 seconds.

“Hi’,’’ Taylor said.

“You can talk to each other now, I am going,’’ The woman said and went downstairs.

“I’m going to college so if anyone asks about me, tell them that I’m in college to take admission,’’ I told Taylor and threw my bag onto my bed.
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CHAPTER 4   
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WENDY

After admission in my new college, I went to my hostel and slept.

I woke up and saw my bag in Taylor’s hand.

“What are you doing with my bag? At least you should ask me before opening it,’’ I told him angrily.

“Nothing, I just wanted a top to wear but all your clothes smell so bad. Eww,’’ She said and handed me my bag.

“You should at least tell me that you want a top to wear. You didn’t ask me and opened my bag,’’ I said to Taylor.

“Hmm, But I didn’t used any of your smelly clothes,’’ she said and sat on her cute little pink sofa.

“My clothes aren’t smelly, your breath is smelly,’’ I replied to her.

“No. Don’t argue with me or I’ll kill you in a minute, smelly girl,’’ She said to me sharply and went to the washroom.

“Don’t come in until I come outside,’’ She said.

A tight, angry whisper in her mind.

“Kill me? Fine. I'll remember every move. Whatever poison she uses, I'll find a way to make it taste worse on her own tongue.’’

“I’m not an idiot,’’ I said and started to smell all my clothes. I realized they were smelly.

Oh my god, where can I get a perfume to spray on my smelly clothes? If it was Chanel she would start to cry and mom and dad would buy her a hundred pieces of new dresses.

I saw a branded perfume on Taylor’s bed and used it.

Taylor came out and asked, “Did you use my perfume?’’

“Yes, I used your perfume,’’ I simply replied.

“Why didn't you ask me before using it?’’ Taylor asked angrily and slapped me. 

My teeth clenched, a burning flush on her cheek. 

I forgot who I was for the moment my face caught her hand. The shock was total. But the instant I remembered...remembered exactly what I am and what I've never felt. I hit her back twice as hard. That wasn't just payback. That was me reminding us both of the difference between us.

Taylor’s eyes wide, then narrowing into slits of pure venom, “You arrogant little brat! That was nothing! You have no idea who you just messed with! You will regret this the rest of your short, miserable existence, I promise you!’’

I tilted my head slightly, then burst into a genuine, unrestrained laugh that seems to mock the very concept of fear.

Taylor was in full anger so she went outside of the room. 

I walked over to the closed door, not to check if she was still there, but just to stand where she had been a moment ago. The wood was solid and cool under my palm. She had slammed it like a declaration of war, and all I felt was a slight, pleasant buzz under my skin.

The flush on my cheek had started to fade, replaced by a dull ache, a souvenir from her initial arrogance. But the satisfaction of the blow I returned was a far more potent sensation. It was a cold, pure feeling, reminding me that the fear she wanted to see had simply never been an option.

I took a slow breath, letting the stillness of the room settle around me. It wasn't over. Her exit wasn't a retreat; it was a tactical withdrawal. She was furious, wounded, and now she was outside, plotting something worse. I didn't doubt that for a second.

A genuine smile, a real one, fueled by anticipation, tugged at the corner of my mouth.

Let her plan. I can wait, “Go ahead and sharpen your knife,’’ I murmured softly to the empty room, “I'm already holding a flamethrower.’’ 

After 10 minutes she came inside with a girl, and said, “She is my new roommate. I asked mam Anna to change my roommate and she agreed. Your room number is 52. Go there, right now.’’

“Okay, I also don’t want to live with you,’’ I said and grabbed my bag,  “I’m going,’’ I told them and went upstairs to room number 52.

“Hi, I’m your new roommate,’’ I said and sat on a bed.

‘‘Hi, I’m Jessica...that’s my bed, can you please move to your bed,’’ She said softly.

“Sorry, I didn't know that it was yours,’’ I said and moved to another bed.

“By the way, what's your name?’’ She asked me.

“Wendy,’’ I replied calmly. She was looking at me awkwardly but I ignored her face and sat calmly. After a minute she asked,
“How many friends do you have in this hostel?.’’
“Why?’’ I asked.

“Because...you look so ugly so I thought who can be your friend,’’ She said and started to laugh.

“You know when I entered the room, I thought why is this room smelling so bad then I looked at you and I realized that it was your smell, I know you don’t shower until mam Anna told you to,’’ I said and started to laugh. I know I was lying but she insulted me and I don’t want anyone to bully me every day.

She stopped laughing and said, “Shut up. Now don’t talk to me.’’

“Ok, I don’t want to talk to different types of creatures on earth,’’ I said and again started to laugh.

“In which college do you study?’’ She asked me.

I told her the name of my college and she looked really unhappy after knowing the name.

“Oh. I also study there,’’ she said.

“Which class and section?’’ I asked her.

“12 b,’’ She replied.

“Oh, god now I have to study with you. I also got an admission in 12 b today,’’ I said and went to walk outside without listening to her answer.

I left the hostel and started to walk. Then I remembered I don’t have more money, and I also have to work to get money.
I walked more and saw a restaurant, I went inside that restaurant and said to the receptionist, “I want to talk to the owner of this restaurant.’’
“Ah...Why?’’ He asked in a tired voice.

“Because I want to talk to the owner,’’ I said.

“Ok, let me call him,’’ He said and called the owner.

“He’s coming in 2 minutes, you can sit there,’’ He said and pointed his finger at the seat.

“Ok, thanks,’’ I replied and sat on the seat.

A man wearing black tuxedo came outside of a brown door which was in the front side of my seat.

He went straight to the reception and started to talk with the receptionist.

“Hi, how I can help you mam,’’ He said to me.

“Are you the owner of this restaurant?’’ I asked him.

“Yes,’’ He replied calmly with a rich accent.

“I want to work in this restaurant because I don’t have money,’’ I told him softly.

“As a waitress?’’ He asked.

“Y-yes,’’ I replied.

“Ok, but I will only give you a hundred dollars for one month and after one year it will become two hundred dollars and like that it will increase every year,’’ He said.

“200 dollars, please I'm a student,’’ I told him in a soft voice.

“Alright. Okay,’’ He said.

“What’s your name?’’ He asked me.

“Wendy,’’ I replied.

“Come with me. We will talk about the rest of the things there,’’ He said and went to the room where he came from. I followed him.

“This is your dress,’’ He said and handed me a black and white dress.

“Thanks,’’ I said and took that dress from him.

“Now you can go and remember...you have to come tomorrow at 5 pm,’’ He said.

“When will I go home?’’ I asked him.

“7 pm,’’ He replied.

“Ok, It’s really early,’’ I said and went outside of the room.

“Have you talked to my owner?’’ The receptionist asked me.

“Yes, tomorrow I will be the waitress of this restaurant,’’ I told him happily.

“Oh, cool. By the way, what's your name waitress?’’ He asked me in a mischievous voice.

“Ah! Everyone is just asking my name. Wendy Liora, yours?’’ I asked him.

“Chris,’’ He replied.

“Ok, bye I’m getting late,’’ I said and went outside of the restaurant.

I went to my room at the hostel.

“I’m here jessi,’’ I said to her in a teasing way.

“I’m not jessi, wendo,’’ She told me.

“I will call you jessi,’’ I said to her.

“Then I will call you wendo,’’ She said and started to laugh.

“Ok, I won't mind,’’ I said and laid on my bed.

“Do you know tomorrow we are going to school? Have you bought college stuff?’’ She asked me.

“I was just going to the nearest bookshop,’’ I lied to her and jumped out of my bed, “I’m going jessi,’’ I said and left the room.

I don’t have money and tomorrow my college is going to start. I should do suicide. I thought and went to Tylor.

“Can I come in?’’ I asked her.

“Yes, smelly girl,’’ She said.

“Can I borrow 20 dollars from you?’’ I asked her.

“Hmm, my parents told me to help beggars so yes you can. Look she is going to live us and she doesn't even have twenty dollars. Beggar,’’ She said and took 50 dollars from her purse. “You can have the change,’’ She said and handed me 50 dollars.

She called me a beggar and I hate when someone calls me by these names. Girls just wait for revenge. I promise whenever I say these words to someone, they start to pray for their own death. Let me first find my crime partner and then you will wait for your death.

I thanked her and took the money from her.

I ran to the nearest bookshop and bought a bag, some pens, books and more stuff.

“I bought so much stuff god,’’ I said to Jessica who was reading her book. The name was so tough so I didn't notice it.

“I can see. I thought you were richer than me but you bought 50 dollars from Taylor. really?’’ She asked and laughed.

“How did you know?’’ I asked her, surprised.

“Taylor told everyone in this hostel, so now you are not wendo, you are beggar,’’ She said giggling.

“No, please don’t call me a beggar,’’ I said with tears in my eyes.

The innocent look is still there. Wide, maybe a little startled, the perfect mask. It's the face they always underestimate, the one they think they can shatter with a cheap slap or insult. I almost pity the fool who thinks that's the whole story.

“I could end her. Right now.’’ The thought is a calm, undeniable certainty. It's a switch in my mind I know how to flip. If she came back, begging or furious, it would be a clean, efficient thing. But then what? Then I’m just...that. A destroyer, defined by the people I take down.

I turn away from the mirror. I need an anchor. Not just a distraction, but a reason to keep the safety on this weapon I’ve become. The kind of love that grounds you, that makes you want to build instead of burn.

Let her run and plot. Let her bring her war. Before she gets her second chance at me, I’m going to find my reason to live, first. And when that's secure, she can come back. She'll see that the girl she hit isn't just someone who can kill her, she's someone who decided not to, for a far better reason than fear.

“I will call you, it’s my choice. Jessica said so I stopped thinking.

“Ok, as you wish. Its 9pm, I'm going to sleep,’’ I said and laid on my bed.

Jessica was sleeping peacefully and I was thinking about my parents, my sister, my friends, my grandma who loved me but when she died, everyone once again started to hate me.

The hate they gave me will be erased after I reach my goals. And my goal is to find someone who will help me.
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WENDY

I was up at 6am and my college started at 8pm so I had some time to walk.

I went to the washroom and took a shower and then went for a walk. I ate bread with fried egg and yogurt for breakfast after I came to the hostel after walking for 30 minutes.

Jessica was still asleep so I decided to wake her up.

“Jessi, its 7 am in the morning,’’ I said in a loud voice.

“Oh, thanks for waking me up, beggar,’’ She said and stretched her body tiredly.

“How did you call me beggar, I’m not a beggar Jessica, shame on you. I just don’t have a family,’’ I said to her angrily.

“The ones who don’t have family are the real beggars, Taylor told everyone to call you beggar,’’ She said with a mischievous smile on her face.

“She is right, the ones who don't have family are the real beggars.’’

“Ok, so now your name is smelly breath,’’ I said and grabbed my uniform and went to the washroom to change them.

It was 7.30am now so I went to my college on foot.

I entered my college, and when I entered my class Taylor was standing in front of the door and she was having a plate of wiped cream.

She smeared wiped cream all over my face in front of everyone. I felt so embarrassed, I slapped her and ran to the washroom with my bag. Taylor was following me.

“Taylor, you are not doing right. I don’t have any proof but I have my own self, I can kill you little mouse.’’

She held my shoulder and asked, “How did you dared slap me in front of everyone?’’

“Because you smeared the wipe cream on my face in front of everyone,’’ I said.

She was going to slap me but I held her arm and pushed her aside.

I ran to the washroom and washed my face, then I went to my class and the teacher was standing in front of the board. I wondered if I’m late but I wasn’t because the teacher was just standing there counting the students.

“Can I come in?’’ I asked my teacher.

“Yes, you can,’’ She said in a polite voice.

“Thanks,’’ I said and entered the class.

Taylor ran into the class without taking permission.

“Mam she slapped me in front of everyone,’’ Taylor said and pointed her finger towards me.

“Did you?’’ The teacher asked me.

“Yes, because she smeared a plate of whipped cream on my face,’’ I said in a sad voice.

“Class, did Taylor smear the wiped cream on her face?’’ The teacher asked the class.

All the class said no except one boy. He was wearing a pressed uniform, his eyes were dark brown just like me, his hair were black, and his height was 6.2 or 6.3.

“Yes mam, Taylor smeared the wiped cream on her face, I made a video, let me show you,’’ He said and gave his phone to the teacher.

After watching the video my teacher gave the phone back to the boy and said to all the students,

“Why did you lie to me huh? Stand up except Gavin and this girl,’’ She said, “Go and sit with Gavin,’’ She said to me.

“Who’s Gavin,’’ I asked her.

“This is Gavin,’’ The teacher said and pointed her finger towards the boy who saved me from feeling embarrassed.

“Ok,’’ I said and sat with him.

“Who is new in this college? Raise your hand,’’ The teacher said.

I was the only student to raise my hand.

“What’s your name?’’ The teacher asked me.

“Wendy Liora,’’ I replied.

“What is your name teacher?’’ I asked her.

“Isabel,’’ the teacher said and sat down on her chair.

“Ok class, now sit down on your chairs and revise chapter 2 of chemistry, I will explain it later,’’ Mam Isabel said.

I took my book out of my bag and started to read.

“Um, excuse me,’’ Gavin asked.

“Yes,’’ I replied and looked at him, his brown eyes looking in mine was unbelievable because a boy had   never looked at me in my eyes like this, a boy who’s so pretty.

“Can I study with you because I think my book is in my house? I was studying last night,’’ He said softly.

“Sure, but can you please delete the video that you made?’’ I asked him.

“Yes, I made that because
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