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Elaina

I have to brace myself before walking through the door, getting suspended again is not going to make Hanna and Marcus happy. I don’t know what they expect for me “old habits die hard” I say and who listens? No one. Who cares? No one, hell I barely care. I know it’s an excuse yet I use it every time they ask “what Happened this time”.

Apart of me knows they’ll be disappointed for a few hours then everything will go back to normal. But for some odd reason a small part of me hopes they will get mad, scream, shout at me anything to let me know they actually care and are not just this for the checks.

That’s what most Foster parents want children who can fund their life, that’s what I was to some of them, a bank that they could keep getting paid from as long as I stayed with them and appeared every once in a while so they’d know I’m not dead .

Sometimes I wish I were. Dead.

I stop thinking about the possibility’s. I sigh and turn the door handle walking into the house, they never lock the door someone could easily just come in and steal everything while they took a nap or a shower. People who’s never lost anything don’t appreciate things as they should.

The house smelled like autumn, like Hanna had been cleaning and lit a candle like she always does when she’s angry or stressed, I close and lock the front door quietly and take off my shoes leaving them by the front door before quietly creeping up the stairs to my room.

My room was big compared to all of the other rooms I’ve ever had, I have a queen sized bed, a huge closet, a bathroom in my room, a vanity, and a desk, I have white carpets that aren’t torn or stained and a big screen tv mounted to clean white walls.

A book shelf filled with books some kids would kill to read and a shoe rack bigger than me, some kids would take what I have and be happy and great but I can’t help but wonder why me.

I haven’t done anything big or spectacular or special enough to deserve any of this, I’m grateful for it because most kids barely even have a bed or food but I don’t deserve it and if I could trade with a poor kid who’s probably out on the streets right now I would.

I sit in my bed pulling my hair out of the tight ponytail it has been in for the last eight and a half hours and taking off the sweaty sweat shirts I had been wearing even thought it’s at least 93 degrees outside.

After a few silent minutes that’s when I finally hear it, four feet making they’re way up the stairs, most likely to ask me why I punched a girl into a glass window and if I had planned on doing it again any time soon.

That was usually the routine, Hanna does all the talking, she’s not into yelling or profanity, she prefers to take the calm way out and ask

questions and trust that I’m giving her the truthful answer.

Marcus just likes to sit back and watch as she interrogates me and wait until she’s done to add his little two cents in, I don’t pay attention to him I watch her, I can always tell when it’s going to be a good talk or a bad one.

Two faint knocks on the door then a pause, she’s nervous about something, they don’t walk in, they just slide a note under my door and scurry back down the stairs in a hurriedly manner.

I walk over and bend down slightly picking up the folded up piece of paper.

This is a new method.

A note? They couldn’t walk in the room or at least talk from the door? I haven’t done anything so bad that warrants this.

Take a shower then come down to dinner please -Hanna and Marcus.

I had a lot of questions, first why is dinner this early? It’s 4:00. I don’t know what time normal people eat dinner but we have never ate dinner a minute before 9, second why is it so bad that Marcus had to write the note. It wasn’t in Hanna’s handwriting which means he wrote it and he didn’t do anything when it comes to me.

He chooses to not deal with me and I don’t blame him, I’ve made it clear on numerous occasions that he is not and will never be my dad.

I grab anything out of my closet and head into my bathroom to take a shower, that’s one thing about these people, they don’t play about taking showers before and after everything,

Before dinner, before bed, before school, after running errands, after hanging out with friends. Even if I took a shower and went to the mall for 30 minutes. Shower.

I get in the shower making sure not to let water get on my hair. I took a lot of my time to get my hair straightened I don’t need the hot water curling it back up again even if the humidity of the hot water is going to make it puffy anyways.

I wash up three times letting the soap and hot water soak on my body before rinsing all of the soap off each time.

I step out of the shower and wrap myself in my navy blue towel as I walk over to the mirror. God I hate this color.

I throw on a black knee length skirt with fishnets underneath and a black fitted crop top and black boots, I fix the necklace I was wearing drying it off from the water that’s on it.

I never take it off. Not to sleep. Not to shower. I walk out of the room and down the stairs to the dining room where Marcus and Hanna sit quietly around the table waiting for me.

Marcus sat at the head of the table with Hanna right next to him. The table seated eight people even though they don’t even know eight people

I sit two steaks across from Hanna, not to close and not to far.

Hanna quietly got up and started piling food on our plates, way more than usual. She cooked today, which is unusual because she’s not very good in the kitchen.

After sitting back down she looks at Marcus then at me. “We have something we need to tell you” she says her voice low and shaky and her eyes looking everywhere but at me.

My mind goes straight to assuming the worst. Someone is dying, or someone has cancer or something “what is it” I say and she’s hesitant to speak.

“Your school called today” she starts, she was fidgeting with the wedding ring on her finger nervously and not touching her food “they’re threatening to expel you”

The words hand in the air for a second, expulsion? For what? I didn’t even hit anyone hard enough for them to expel me. I punched a girl and she fell through the window.

It sounds far worse than it actually was. We were on the first floor. I’ve kicked someone down the stairs before and only gotten a few weeks of detention so why try to expel me now.

“You must have heard them wrong I’m suspended I know that already” I say and we could hear Marcus’s annoyed sign from where he was sitting.

“Your not suspended your expelled Elaina you put someone in a coma she had shares of glass stuck in the back of her head because of your reckless and impulsive and ludicrous decisions!” He says practically shouting

Hanna puts her hand on his shoulder in a feeble and failed attempts to calm him, while he looked at me. And I almost laughed- almost.

It was funny watching him lose his cool after trying to seem so put together and well managed most of the time in the 7 months I’ve lived here. “Hope she wakes up” I say and they look at me like they’re screaming “that’s it” with their eyes.

“Elaina she could die” Hanna says trying to get me to feel bad for the girl or something when I don’t, she disrespected me and my property. At least when she wakes up she’ll be be smart enough not to try that again.

“I don’t know what you expect? If it’s an apology you’re not getting one. I don’t feel any amount of sadness for her. She tried to bully someone who wouldn’t take her shit and now she can’t bully anyone, if anything you should be thanking” I say and Hanna just looks lost.

Like a tired mother of ten who has kids who never listen and she has to run around doing everything for everyone. Which if you ask me is a bit dramatic, most people in comas wake up. Maybe not for a few months or years but we’ll call it a lesson learned and call it a day.

“That wasn’t all” Hanna says again this time getting up and retrieving papers from the desk nearby and swearing them in-front of me, it was three brochures for the same school.

“Oakridge academy? What the hell is this” I say looking up at Hanna who already had tears in her eyes.

God, could she be any more pathetic.

“It’s your new school” she says wiping her 3 tears with her napkin. The kids on the brochures look forced to smile and look happy or they won’t get their participation points.

“I am not going to a school that looks like it would give a four year old nightmares, thanks but no thanks”

“Elaina you don’t have a choice, it’s this or you go to jail for aggravated assault” Marcus says looking like he’s fed up with me all together, I’m pretty sure if it weren’t for the extra money I bring in he would have shipped me off the second I got here.

“I’m a minor I can’t go to jail” I say even though with my track record they’d probably charge me as an adult.

He mumbles something under his breath that sounds like “fuck this” and he gets up from the table and walks away. Probably to his home office where he pretends he’s working when everyone knows he’s not.

“Elaina” Hanna says trying to sound as motherly as humanly possible “we just want what’s best for you, neither us us want to see you locked up or even worse dead like-” she pauses and stops herself before glancing down at my necklace that had two wedding rings on it.

Dead like my parents. Got it.

“Okay whatever, when do I start”

Hanna starts looking everywhere but at me again while scratching the top of her head. “It’s not a regular school, it’s a boarding school, you have to move there for a year while they monitor your behavior and if they don’t see changes you’ll go to prison the day you turn eighteen”

For the first time all evening I had nothing to say, I was speechless, me, Elaina Alani Harper was so shocked I had no slick comment or witty comeback.

I always knew my actions would have consequences sooner or later but I’d just assumed it would be when I’m 90 and need old people diapers and a 24/7 around the clock nurse. Not when I’m 17.

“We leave Sunday , the drive is long make sure you pack and get some sleep and shower” she gets up and leave the table. Dinner tonight goes untouched and nothing else was said by either of my wicked foster care takers. They haven’t earned the foster parent’s name yet.

I go upstairs to my room closing and locking the door behind me. I grab my laptop and FaceTime my friend Mia and she answers on the second ring.

“Hey” she say smiling into the camera like it would snap a picture of her. “Hey” I say and she tilts her head to the side to study my face like she always does. She thinks she can read my emotions and know how I’m feeling every second of every day just because she’s known me 3 years.

“You’re feeling...sad because.. black is not your color” she says gasping dramatically and I roll my eyes.

“First of all every color is my color and second Elaina doesn’t get sad, I get mad and when I’m mad I make stupid decisions that resulted in a damn boarding school for troubled kids” I say and she furrows her brows.

“What? Boarding school? Why” she asks sounding and looking concerned for me, like she knows I did something and is just waiting for me to tell her what it is.

“I got expelled today, I punched Lainey cross and she went through the window, now they’re saying she’s in a coma and I have to go to a nerd school in Alaska or prison” I say and she gasps.

“Elaina!” She yells through the screen and I just look at her “what the hell were you thinking she could have died, not that I care she’s a bitch but still, you don’t want that on your conscience”.

I glance down at the two rings around my neck “my conscience is full” I mumble and she closes her eyes to take a second.

“I’m sure it won’t be that bad and I’m sure it’s not actually in Alaska” she says with a smile trying to brighten the mood back up “what’s it called I want to look it up”.

“I don’t know Oakridge something” I say and her face goes ghost white. “Oakridge academy?” She says and I nod slowly.

“Holy shit” she says “my friends brothers girlfriends twin sister Anna went there last year and she said that place was like her own personal hell, they have a lot of rules that you have to follow or you get punished and trust me it was so bad she could barely explain it without shaking” she says.

I rub my fingers along the rings on my neck feeling the diamonds on them. “Shit, sorry Elaina I didn’t mean to make you nervous” she says and i scoff.

“I’m not nervous, I don’t care that much actually but I do have a long drive tomorrow so I have to go to sleep now” I say and she nods sympathetically before hanging up.

I lay back on my bed, I’ll pack in the morning it’s not like I have a super lot of stuff anyways. I’m not nervous or scared or anxious I genuinely don’t care. They can give me all of the rules they want to but I don’t follow rules I break them and they can try to break me if they won’t but I know that won’t happen.
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One || long way from home
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ELAINA

I had to research Oakridge before coming incase it was one of those facilities where they actually steal people’s blood to keep their self younger and project it as self help when really they want to kill you.

It says it’s a normal academy for the troubled teens of America, a bunch of bullshit if you ask me. People just want an excuse to send their kids away so they don’t have to deal with them they’re selves.

However, it’s too late and I’m here, I couldn’t exactly not come with inspector Hanna tagging along because she felt she had to see me off in person. Marcus didn’t even bother. Thank god.

We get out of the car and grab my bags they’re isn’t  a lot of things just some stuff I like to keep because I don’t like getting rid of old things that I’ve had for a while, sentimental value or some shit.

“Here we are” she says with a big smile plastered across her face “we should get them to give us a tour” she says excitedly closing the back seat of the car door “we should do nothing of the sort” I say and she just nudges my arm.

“Your here, why not get the full experience” she says. Her eyes lit up with the kind of sparkle that told me she wasn’t leaving Oakridge without the tour so I gave in. The faster she left the faster I could try to do something that would get me kicked out.

The prison threat didn’t scare me like she wanted it to. I could easily say it was self defense. She’s in a coma who’s going to say it wasn’t.

It’s not a nice thing to think but it’s a true one. Oakridge looks like the kind of place that has stone brick walls and an electrical fence around it so kids don’t sneak out. Like they try to trap you here so you can’t escape even if you really wanted to.

“Fine” I say and before the word even left my mouth she was already dragging me past the gates and into the first building we saw.

Oak ridge has three big buildings, the girls housing the boys housing and the main building where I’m going to assume has the classes and snobby entitle kids.

We wander around for a while before we run into someone who actually looks like they work here, I can already tell I hate it here. The school colors are white navy blue and grey and worst of all I see every single kid in here wearing a tacky ass uniform with a tie.

“Excuse me, I’m Hanna Grace and this is my d- foster daughter Elaina harper, she just transferred here and we were wondering if we could get a tour” Hanna says speaking in her polite customer service voice.

Every adult has one,  it’s the voice they use when they want to make they’re self sound really nice and innocent like they wouldn’t hurt a fly on the wall when in reality they’d slap that fly with a newspaper as soon as they see it land on a surface.

“You sure can” the man says cheerfully and I groan, the man was to cheerful to look like he gets paid minimum wage at 50. “Goes Elaina have her school uniform?” He asks and Hanna nods

“Okay then follow me” he says and he begins walking and so does Hanna. I contemplate letting them walk and just going anywhere else, I don’t need a tour I’ve found my way around the streets for years this place will be a breeze.

I reluctantly catch up to Mrs. and Mr. cheerful as they all but skip down the hallway and all the way to the front office. I don’t have to look at my face to know I look mad.

My resting face is a mad or don’t bother me face and normally I’d just say that’s my face but right now I am mad. I have to go to this corny ass school and wear these tacky ass uniforms every damn day for a year.

Not to mention I have to follow rule? God forbid a girl has the natural ability to rebel. I know I’ll be in trouble by the end of the week, hell I’ll probably get a behavioral warning today.

“So where are you folks coming from” he says handing me a stack of clothes. “Boston” Hanna says and he looks surprised.

“Your from Boston? You drove all this way for Oakridge? He says sounding almost shocked, to shocked for my liking. He works her he should be ecstatic we drove 46 hours for this he’ll hole.

“Yeah, this school is the best for her so distance wasn’t a problem” Hanna says with the same shit eating smile plastered across her face like a sticker.

“You’re a long way from home aren’t you little lady” he says turning to me. And I just look at him. “Don’t call me that” I say flatly and Hanna turns to me looking horrified.

“Elaina, be respectful to your elders” she says putting her hand on her chest in a dramatic way, I could have said things a lot worse than what I did.

I could have said don’t talk to me until your hairline stops receding, or how do you know what little is when you look like you weigh a little over 600 pounds, I could have said anything but I didn’t all I said was don’t call me that. I’m not seeing a big deal here.

“He looks like he could be your elder, can we just hurry this up I’m bored and you don’t want to see me bored” I say and she looks at him with a sympathetic look that practically screams “I’m sorry I’m leaving her for you” I don’t mind it though I see that look a lot.

“Let’s get started, I’m Greg Hughes and I will me your tour guide today” he says leading us out of the office area and into the main building.

I don’t care what I said a few days ago, I do feel bad for hitting Lainey because if I hadn’t I wouldn’t want to commit suicide right now.

......

Four bathroom brakes and 2 pizza slices later we were on the girls housing side of the building. I will say it’s way nicer than anywhere I’ve ever slept not that I have anywhere nice to compare it to.

“Now this is the girls housing area, after we get Elaina here settled we will explain to her all of the simple rules we do have here” he says. I wasn’t really listening. I was just walking behind them like I’m there but I’m not there.

“This sounds like a really good place, what do you think Elaina” Hanna says looking over at me who was looking at an Instagram post. I was bored and who could blame me. Who wants to sit here and listen to someone tell you historical facts about the building.

All I need to know is where I sleep and I’ve got the rest from there. I can’t deal with people. Especially nice people I just get the urge to poke them until they’re not so nice anymore, figuratively speaking of course.

I don’t like physical touch, if you touch me consider that being the last time you ever touch anything in your pathetic ass life.

And if you somehow happen to keep your fingers intact by some gate way miracle consider yourself blessed.

“Well” Hanna starts “I should get going and leave you to get settled in” she comes close enough to me to give me a hug and my body stiffens. I pull away from her and she flashes me a weak smile. “I’m going to come visit you all of the time” she says wiping tears from her face

she stood there getting a good look at me like the second she leaves I’m going to be on my way to a face tattoo. “this is not goodbye its a see you later” she says her tone low and her voice was soft and if I didn’t know know any better I’d think she was actually sad but I do know better.

one prolonged “see you later” later and a few tears none of which were mine and finally Hanna was gone and not only that but she took my car, and by mines I mean Jonathan Myers. that’s whos name was on the registration paper when I stole it . Hanna has no idea and she just keeps driving it around and now by the time she figures it out ill be in here.

“If you could please make your way to the auditorium where they’re going give all of the new comers a lesson on the rules and you will be assigned a student representative for the first few months, that student will wake you up everyday for classes, tutor you so you can be on the same level as everyone else and be with you 24/7 to remind you of the rules and regulations and since the student may have other students you will be placed in a study group with those other students” he says as we walk toward the auditorium.

I already hate this school and the more he talks the more I hate it, first the ugly ass uniforms, now I “need” another kid to sit up here and tell me how to learn and wake up? I’m troubled. not stupid.

we walk into the gym. It was huge, loud and filled with people, the floors are a light brown color and it didn’t look like wood, the walls are a weird cream color and everyone was wearing the same uniform- besides me- a navy blue skirt for the girls pants for the boys, a white flannel button down shirt tucked into the bottoms, they had long knee length socks , a navy blue blazer to go on top and a white , grey and blue tie.

The students were talking to one one another while the teachers and staff stood on the stage preparing their mics and making sure they work “you find somewhere to sit and don’t wander off” he says harshly, and just like that the nice guy persona he put on was gone. He walks off to talk with the other adults.

I scan the room for an empty seat next to a kid who looks like they hate it here almost the slightest bit as much as I do. I spot a brown haired girl with a white and yellow flower in her hair slumped down in her chair with her eyes glued to the ceiling.

I go over and sit in the chair next to her, At least I don’t have to worry about her trying to talk to me she looks like she has problems of her own. she turns and looks at me for a second then back at the ceiling. her face look drained, tired even like she was dragged here against her will.

we sit there for a solid 5-10 minutes before the lights dim and the talking dies down. “hello students of Oakridge academy” a female says and the auditorium Erupts in applause. she hasn’t even said anything important or interesting and these kids are all but foaming at the mouths.

the girl beside me flinches at the loud noise and gets up, she ducks behind the chairs and makes her way out of the auditorium. “most of you are new here so were going to go over the rules” she says and every one quiets down.

“rule number one, you must wear your uniforms every weekday until 4:50 when classes are done for the day, rule number two you are not allowed to switch your classes, what we give you is what you get for the year, rule number three you must always do what is told to you by your student representative the name of that person is already on your schedules.

she keeps going on and on about the rules until they finally got interesting. “rule number eight no girls on the boys housing side and vice versa, rule number nine no disrupting classes, we are here to learn and improve the behaviors of some. and lastly rule number ten no leaving your room past ten pm that’s when its lights out in the buildings. Mr. Hughes will do a room check every night to make sure every student is following said rules now everyone grab your schedules which should be in the pocket of your blazers and meet your student mentors where it says at the top. the lights came back on and the auditorium was bursting with talking again.

I go in the pocket of the folded up blazer in my lap and as promised there was a schedule, I look at the top right corner and it had a name and place. Leah rose, common room. luckily I remember where that is from the tour.

I walk into the common room and a new problem rises. I have no idea what this girl even looks like therefore I have no idea who I’m looking for. I was about to just turn around and leave when someone taps me on the shoulder and before my mind catches up with my body I grab at their wrist twisting it as I turn around.

“ow” a blonde girl says clutching her wrist close to her chest and looking at me with pure horror in her eyes. “that was unnecessary” I hear her mutter before she clears her throat “are you Elaina Harper” she asks sweetly like I hadn’t just physically assaulted her a second ago.

“that depends on who wants to know” I say, she sighs probably realizing I wasnt going to make this easy for her “me” she says " I want to know, my name is Leah and Elaina Harper is the only one missing from my name list, you look lost but if your not her have a good day” her tone was sharp like she knew what she was doing.

“fine, what do you need” I say and her neutral expression changes into a eye blinding smile “I’m your student representative so I’ll walk you to your room and well talk on the way” she starts walking so I start walking next to her. I may as well see what she has to say before I break every rule in the book.

" I have three other kids like you to tutor, they’re situated and settled in already, every day at 6:00 on the dot my tutoring sessions start and you are required to show up and particiate” she seems like a decent person which by curiousity poses a question. “you dont seem troubled why are you here?” i ask and for a second an emotion i didnt quite catch flashes her face but she quickly slaps her happy and bubbly expression back on.

“here it is” she says as we stop infront of a door with the names Harper and Drew on it. she completely disreguards my question “i will be back at 5 am sharp, try to be awake’ she says handing me a set of keys and walking away. i unlock the door and walk in.

When you first walk in you see a living room and a kitchen like you would at a hotel. I walk in further until i see a hallway with three doors. there are two across from each other one says Drew the other harper then at the end of the hall is what i assume to be the bathroom.

it was like a small apartment for two, the walls were the sme cream color as the auditorium and the floor had grey carpet everywhere but the kitchen and bathroom. those rooms have white tile.

I walk into the bedroom with my name on it and im shocked to find it all decorated and set up in a way I dont hate, theres a big queen sized bed with white pillows and a purple blanket,two white nightstands on each side of the bed a white book shelf full of books, plants everywhere a vanity, a dresser with a huge tv on it, vines hanging on the wall and a purple desk set up with a brand new laptop on it with a note ontop.

We hope sending you here gives you the oppourtunitys you deserve for your future and when this program is over you always have a room for you waiting at home, you may see us as people who took you in but we see you as our daughter we love you Elaina- love hanna and marcus.

i look at it for a second longer before putting it into my nightstand drawer. maybe i should just stay here its better than going back to that house in boston. i dont know what they tried to accomplish with that note but whatever the motive was failed.
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Two || A punishable offense
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ELAINA

Monday morning brings frustrations and high expectation that i have no intentions on exceeding. I didn’t  sleep a wink last night. i stayed up all night listening to the voices coming from my roommates room, how am i expected to sleep when im hearing things no one should have hear when there trying to sleep.

Then to make things worst here comes the most cheerful person on earth knocking on my door at five am to let me know i should start getting ready for class. i would have just let her knock but said annoying ass roommate let her in.

“Elaina? you awake” leah says from the other side of my locked door. i remove the pillow from on top of my face getting off of my bed and opening the door “is there a reason your at my door at five in the fucking morning” I say and she just looks at me.

“I told you yesterday I was coming did I not” she says trying to sound as nice as she can I groan slamming the door in her face and slipping on the hideous ass uniform in required to wear.

I walk out of my room 5 minutes later to see Blondie and another girl sitting on the couch, the second girl was the one from the auditorium and I’m going to assume she’s my roommate since I didn’t see who it was yesterday.

“Finally I was beginning to think you went back to sleep” Leah says standing up and the brown hair girl stood up beside her, she looked highly annoyed and irritated but she said nothing.

“Let’s just do what we have to do and keep the talking at a minimum” I say and she just smiles sweetly and walk toward the door. Apparently we have the exact same schedule so I have to see her all day everyday as if after and before classes wasn’t enough.

“Okay first we’re going to English , then math, then Science, then lunch we can eat on or off campus, then we have a free period which we go to the common rooms for then social studies then us history then gym, and we have different electives different days today we have art music and swimming, you have swimming everyday” she says explaining everything.

“I don’t swim” I say flatly and she just looks at me “that doesn’t Matter, here at Oakridge you do exactly what they tell you or you get a punishment” she says and I almost laugh - almost.

“A punishment” I say and she nods “yes a punishment if you don’t listen” she says “and what if I decide not to do my punishment, then what?” I ask and she sighs.

“Look, my job is to tell you right from wrong, I don’t know what happened because I’ve never gotten a punishment, I do exactly as I’m told and you should to” she says speeding up her walk. Of course she doesn’t want to be late for class.

We walk into our English class and Leah gives the teacher a small nod walking into the doors

“Sit wherever you like” the teacher says writing on the white board as students pool in and sit next to their friends.

I see an opened chair all the way in the corner in the last row in the back and an empty seat next to it. I take the corner chair and my roommate takes the one next to me. She looks at me then slumps down in her seat and looks up at the ceiling.

She was tapping on her thigh under the table and she kept her eyes glued on the ceiling. There is something seriously wrong with this girl. I don’t say anything or stare at her, her issues are not my problem.

A loud bang makes me turn my head to see some guy with his hands on my desk standing directly in front of me. He was tall 6,0 maybe 6,1, he had dark black hair and deep brown eyes, tattoos on his arm and an angry expression on his face.

“This is my seat, move” he says his tone demanding like I was obligated to listen to him because he told me to, he must think he can intimidate me or something. He just stands there staring me dead in the eyes.

“Really? I don’t see your name anywhere” I say sarcastically while looking around. He looks shocked at my response for a second then furious like I had the audacity to talk to him that way. “You can find another seat to falsely claim though if it makes you get away from me” I add and he was about to say something when another boy puts his hand on his shoulder.

“It’s not worth it” he says and the boy looks me up and down once more before turning around and taking the seat in-front of me scaring away the shy boy who was sitting in it before.

“Happy Monday” the teacher says turning around to face the class “before we start the lesson let’s begin with attendance, anyone who does not raise their hand when they’re name is called will be punished” she says

Leah shoots me a death glare then turns around. I roll my eyes. This is stupid I don’t need an around the clock baby sitter making sure I’m doing everything I’m told, I am fully capable of following the rules.

Then why are you always in trouble?

I’m capable of following the rules that doesn’t mean I’m going to do it all of the time. The teacher pulls her clipboard from her desk and starts checking off names “Emilia Adam’s” someone raises their hand “savanna Brady” she call out then another hand.

The routine continues “Ayla drew” she calls and the
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