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Prologue

 


Elijah

Fucking a student was never
part of the plan.

In fact, I didn’t have any kind of
plan.

All I wanted to do was start this new job,
work hard, and at the end of the day, not worry about a single
thing. Only, that wasn’t going to happen because I made the biggest
mistake of all.

Not only did I fuck a student, I fell
in love with her as well.


Chapter One

Mona

Three weeks
earlier

“Did you hear they totally
replaced Mr. Peters?” Lucy said as she leaned against the locker next to
mine.

“Nope. I have a life. I
don’t go around listening to teacher gossip.”

“Dude was old. I mean, how can
they have anyone teaching gym who couldn’t even walk the entire
length of the football field without needing to take a rest?” Lucy
rolled her eyes, and I just chuckled.

“He wasn’t
old.”

“Please, he was seventy
easily.”

I didn’t have the first clue what age our
old gym teacher was. With everything that went on in my life,
people’s ages were the last thing I cared about.

“You coming out to the game
tonight?” Lucy asked. She popped her gum as she watched the rest of
our peers come and go. The halls were full, but as it was the end
of the day, it wasn’t exactly a surprise.

“Nah. I’ve got to
work.”

“Shit, I totally forgot
about that.” Lucy hit her head. “You know if you’re hard up for
cash, I can ask my dad. He’ll give me anything.”

“It’s fine. I don’t mind working
at all.” The truth was, it got me out of the damn trailer where Mom
kept bringing all of her crackhead boyfriends. They were always so
loud and so gross. Honestly, I really didn’t understand what anyone
ever saw in a guy.

Why the hell would a woman give
herself to a loser like that?

Beats me.

Most of the time I slept outside or down
by the creek, far away from any wandering boyfriend who thought
they were getting a two-for-one deal.

They seemed to be under this bullshit
impression that because I wasn’t super-thin, I’d love their
attention.

Shudder.

A size zero, or even eight or twelve, I
might not be, but I certainly didn’t want their creepy hands all
over me.

“I got to go.”

I had to get back to the trailer, change
into my uniform, and head out to the diner where I worked. I’d work
’til late, and then head back home. If everyone was passed out, I’d
finish my homework, and then fall asleep.

“If you want, I can stop by the
diner tonight and bring you to the party.”

“My shift ends at eleven, Luce.”
I doubted she’d stop drinking long enough to remember I exist. Lucy
was a really good friend. Whenever I needed her, she was always
there. Yes, she was a little fickle at times and wished to be part
of the in crowd, but I was more than okay with that. We were
friends. End of. “Do not worry about me. Go to this party. Have a
great time. Maybe hook up with Taylor. I know you want
to.”

Lucy went bright red. She covered my mouth
and demanded that I shush. “Please, don’t. No one can
know.”

We were already heading out of the school
as I laughed. “How are you going to catch his eye if you don’t tell
him how you feel?”

“I’m never telling him. He’s,
like, the hottest boy in school and I’m just not, okay.”

“Well of course you’re not a hot
guy. You’re a hot girl instead, and he would totally love to have
you.”

“Please, he’s all over Sheryl.”
Lucy’s head slumped down as she stared at the pavement.

“That’s only because you’ve not
shown him your shiny self.” I slapped her ass. “Go for
it.”

“What if he’s an asshole?” Lucy
asked.

I snorted. I couldn’t help it.

The truth was Taylor was a grade-A dick.
There was nothing nice about him once he opened his
mouth.

Sure, he looked good without a shirt with
all those tight abs on display, but everything else was a big,
giant mess. I didn’t like him. I had three classes with him, and
all I could envisage doing was throwing stuff at him. Anything. His
voice grated on my last nerve, but I put up with all the cheering,
fun conversation from Lucy because she’s my friend.

“We’ve got to find you a
boyfriend.”

“Nope, don’t need a
boyfriend.”

Lucy put her hand through my arm, and I
just knew where this was going. “I don’t believe you when you say
there’s no one in this school you fancy.”

We stopped by her car. The parking lot was
still full as everyone made their plans for the weekend. I had no
plans other than work and study. The only way out of this shithole
of a life and from my mom was if I worked hard, studied hard, and
got a scholarship. To get a scholarship I had to have good
grades.

There’s no way I’d ever get one doing
sports because the truth was, I hated anything other than
walking.

I could walk for days, weeks, and months.
I found it really therapeutic, and whenever life sucked a little
too hard one day, I walked. It was what I lived for.

“Look around us, Lucy. You’ve
got the nerds, and I hate to say this, but none of them even appeal
to my intellectual side. You’ve got the jocks, who can barely carry
on a conversation, no offense to your boy, of course. The rich
assholes. The gangs, then of course the occasional druggie or user.
There’s no one here that I want.”

Lucy sighed. “You suck big time. You make
me feel like a horrible friend.”

“How the hell do I do
that?”

“Because, all I can think
about is Taylor’s hands and dick while you’re always working or
studying.”

“It’s why we work, my
friend. Now, stop being a loser and go after your man candy. Me,
I’m heading to work.”

I hugged my friend, and Lucy gave a little
moan. “I wish you were coming.”

“You have fun. Tell me all about
it and take dozens of pictures for me. I’ll be there in spirit.”
Pulling away, I winked at her before heading home.

It was not surprising my home was part of
the wrong side of town, literally past the train tracks that ran
just off the side of town.

****

Elijah

New town. New beginning.

My leg seemed to taunt me as it pulsed.
Three months ago, I’d worked at a city school, one of the tough
ones that had a bad reputation, a lot of violence. I was the kind
of guy who was used to being able to handle himself. Nothing
bothered me. Then one day, I didn’t know if the kids were all on
crack or some shit, but they just went fucking crazy. Knives came
out, fighting erupted, and as I was trying to break up three kids,
I got one to the side, one in the back, and the other fucking
stabbed me in the leg.

Nearly died and after that, I was so
fucking done.

So, moving to a town that had decent
statistics for getting boys to scholarships through ball seemed a
pretty good way to go. I’d intended to move at the first
opportunity, but having the school pay for me to relocate was a
bigger bonus.

They got me a house and all the
necessary stuff to make it as smooth as possible.

Monday was the day I got to see the kids,
and then everything would settle in smoothly.

As I pulled up outside the diner in town,
it was dark, and I glanced through the windows to see it was busy,
even though it was past seven.

Several women were walking around, dressed
in uniforms and wearing fake smiles. So far, it was exactly like
home, only not as busy.

I didn’t want to cook tonight, and takeout
wasn’t something easily found in such a small
neighborhood.

I’d visited the principal today, and he’d
warned me that even though this place was small, there were bad
parts as well. He even pointed it out on the map for me, telling me
not to pass the damn tracks as that was where the trailer park
was.

The town’s “rough folk.”

I’d gotten through the entire description
of why they were bad people without rolling my eyes.

Stereotyping I was used to. It didn’t
matter where you went in this world, people were always more than
happy to tell you what they thought.

I never
judged
anyone by where they came from.

Most of the time, people were
wrong.

Climbing out of the car, I locked the
doors, pocketing the keys as I made my way inside.

There were a spare couple of seats in
private booths, and seeing as I already noticed a lot of people
watching
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