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Chapter One

	Beverly Hills California

	North Central

	Specialized High School
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	I groaned…
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	as I looked at the clock…then moaned inwardly as Mrs. Peters motioned Gayla to the board, and she sashayed towards it tossing her blond locks.  Everything in me wanted to retch, for the reason that I hated these people, and this stupid ass school.

	However, I was forced to be here whether I wanted to be or not. 

	This was my last year, and I could thank God…at least for small favors.

	Central Specialized High School wasn’t your normal school either.

	But let me stop you there…this ain’t Hogwarts.

	For one, the lovely British accents were non-existent, nearly all the teachers here suck ass…and most of these kids live to make other’s miserable. 

	Although magical…there was nothing happy about it.

	It would be more like an entire school of Slithering! 

	So, believe me, my narrative is not about this dumb ass school, it’s only in passing so that I can get to the meat of my drama. 

	I exhaled noisily for what seemed like the hundredth time, then glared across the room at Gayla’s synthetics cheering her on as the chalk began to hover over the board, then write the answer to the equation. And to top all this bull crap off, I fricken hated math; so that made it even worse for me.

	I thought as I glared even harder now. 

	I was nothing like them.

	At the same time, I wasn’t magically delicious like the rest of the students here either, so I had no Earthy clue why my parents were forcing me to attend this school in the first place! Maybe they hoped that because I came from a long line of Light Fae and Afro-Latina Orisha Witches, that somehow, I would actually gleam all things magick from simply sitting my butt in a seat. Today was my eighteenth birthday, but it was anything but happy. I barely knew anyone here, therefore the aspects of a party were nil, so when my parents asked if I wanted one I said no. I could just see it now, me and Lennix sitting across the table from each other staring at the cake, with me looking like a freak. 

	Most days I hated everyone and everything around me; my only solace being books, or the fact that I had facetime to hang with my real friends. I wasn’t a Californian like the rest of these people. 

	I saw them as pretty shallow and selfish. 

	The fact that if you didn’t drive, you were seen as a loser was beyond me. If you didn’t have the latest iPhone, the latest Tech gear, weren’t up on all the social sites, or watching the latest prescribed teen show of the year; you were fundamentally a failure in their eyes. Back home I didn’t have a friend who… didn’t take the train! 

	Or had their own beat-up first car from their parents. The only time our parents picked us up from school, was when we were in trouble. I exhaled for a second time as I thought about home.

	God, I missed my friends so bad!

	I knew my parents had money, but for whatever reason, my mother liked to pretend that we were essentially a step above poverty. I groaned inwardly as I thought about my mother.

	Overbearing didn’t even cover her!

	I liked being the person that I was! 

	I didn’t give a crap about fitting in, because sometimes you fared better socially if people knew nothing about you. My bestie Kimmie always said keep ém guessing, and so far besides the synthetics, it was working. I wouldn’t classify myself as a nerd, I was more of the “out crowd” from anything at this injudicious ass school.

	You had what I liked to call the synthetics, which would be Gayla and her minions. They were so fake, that I expected their faces to crack anytime they opened their mouths. The “I’m so there for you,” was a load of bullshit, and just being around them made me want to stab each and every last one of them in the throat. 

	I thought as the entire class applauded her basic ass magick.

	I glanced across the room for a second time and saw the dark warlock crowd, who on the whole thought their shit didn’t stink because most of them were nearing like the fifth or sixth generation status. 

	 The Light Faeries who blended both fairy dust and magick, were typically like neurotic cheerleaders hyped up on red bull. 

	At least as annoying and syrupy sweet as they were, it was genuine. 

	Then you had the manic want to be Dark Lords and Dark Fae; who essentially encompassed the Dungeons and Dragon/Game of thrones types, who chiefly ignored anyone who wasn’t in their crowd. And last but certainly not least the Mediums who were mid-level magically inclined, however, seriously gave two shit about it; but had some decrepit ass ancestor forcing them to stay within the community. And Finally, there was me. 

	The Nihil, kids who ultimately had shit. We had no magick ourselves, but were born to parents who did. We were worse than the outcast, because at least they had magick. I would never fit in here, despite my parent’s and the administrations wishes. Apparently, my parents were wicked on another level in their hay-day, so I was fundamentally a disappointment, even if they didn’t say it. I had no siblings, so the magick in our family wasn’t like it could be redeemed in a brother or sister. 

	I wasn’t sure why I was an only child, but whenever I would ask, my parents would simply smile, kiss my head like I was the family pet, then go on about their business.

	I groaned as I looked at the clock once more.

	Seven fricken minutes, and it seemed as if time slowed down, just to piss me off even more. 

	School for me had always come easy, so getting good grades was a no brainer. At my old school, I was on the track team, the soccer team, the debate team, the ski club, and the girls’ softball team; but here every fricken thing centered around magick, and well since I had none, I was in essence shafted. I spent most of my school days seriously irritated with the entire world, for the reason that no matter what I did, I just couldn’t seem to catch a break. 

	I had assumed that turning eighteen would change some of that, but today was just as screwed up as any other day.

	The bell rang, when I moaned gratefully.

	Finally, I could blow this senseless popsicle stand, and not look back; at least for the day.

	I was a senior this year, and fortunately for me with attitude and a natural hate for all things Central High,

	I used my time here wisely and excelled far above the social circles and high school trite; thus, I was able to ditch most of my classes last summer, and as a result I only had four this year.

	As I walked towards the door, Mrs. Peters called my name.

	“Tobella, a moment dear?” She solicited, when I attempted to clear the grimace from my face. Mrs. Peters smelled of all thing’s… day-old cabbage and hard-boiled eggs. I wasn’t sure if it was in essence old people smell, or if it was just what she had for lunch daily. She motioned towards the chair, when I sat down attempting to contain the inward scream. I just wanted to go home, bury my head in a book, eat crap that I wasn’t supposed to, then tune out my parents!

	“And how are you faring this semester dear? I know that you’ve only been here for 10-months, but have you made any friends yet honey? I daresay that Gayla would make a wonderful companion.” She stated smiling, my bows rose, when I bit my tongue to keep in the snarky remark my brain automatically supplied.

	“I’m fine Mrs. Peters and thank you.” I countered, then rose to leave the classroom, when she called out to me once more.

	“Just give it time dearie, you’ll find that most things that are meant for us, seem to appear when we least expect them.” She returned, then winked. I nodded, then grimaced on my way out her classroom, headed for my locker. I immediately shoved my books in it, snatched out my backpack, then made a b-line towards the double doors.

	“Tobi?” Someone shouted my name, when I spun scowling. 

	“Damn, I guess it’s a good thing you don’t have magick, or my ass would have been fried!” Lennix cried laughing, when I sighed attempting not to smile.

	Lennix and I were mad cool.

	He was the only person at this fatuous school that I could stand.

	As it went, his parents came from a long line of African and South African Vouldoron Priest and Fae Witches, so he could unquestionably hold his own at this school. He’d taken what he called social pity on me ten-months ago when I arrived, and although I hated being seen as a charitable trust, Lennix was funny as hell, as well as popular; if one went for that stuff. 

	He would appear each day at lunch, sit across from me, and just stare. He never said a fricken word, but would spend half the time eating, and the other half staring at me like a freak. Finally, after a month, I screamed what you… freak! He burst into laughter…saying finally, and we’ve been best buds ever since. He was the only sub-human that I hung around with outside of this shit stain school.

	His parents were waggish as hell too, especially his mother. I just loved her. She was so Afrocentric, that it made me proud. Her amazing twist were to the middle of her back, and the printed apparel she wore made me wish that I could rock it and not be played for laughs by the hierarchy of sheep at this school. 

	I figured it was why Lennix had twist too. Lennix was the product of mixed parents. His dad being a Vouldoron South African Caucasian Priest, and his mother an African Cameroon Fae Witch. 

	We hardly ever talked about what it was like for him to live in Africa, especially being of mixed race. I brought it up once at the dinner table, the silence was deafening, his dad laughed it off, then changed the subject.

	I made a mental note, never to bring it up again.

	It was also crazy that my parents knew his. I had no clue how, especially since we were from Boston; but they did, and if they weren’t with the Spaulding’s, they were with the DeCarros, Lennix’s parents. My face scrunched up as I saw Gayla and her cohorts behind Lennix laughing.

	They were most likely talking shit about us, but I gave zero.

	There were so many times, that I just wanted to punch her in the face and be done with it, but knew my mother would be horrified.

	She abhorred all things fisticuffs.

	“Where ya headed to?” Lennix asked as he linked his arm with mine, then carted me towards the double doors.

	“Where else.” I said, then fell into step with him.

	“Awe c’mon, every Friday it’s the same. You have to be fricken tired of that wallpaper! Not to mention, it’s your born day!” He fussed referring to my bedroom, when I shoved him trying not to grin.

	“I’ll have you know; I do read, you know that little thing that is considered social suicide by the morons of today.” I quipped, when he exhaled noisily.

	“I am not about to let you continue to be a buster!” He howled as we reached my sensible Prius, the only car that my overbearing imperious parents would allow me to drive.

	Apparently, they didn’t want me to become a teenage statistic.

	“God, at least hang out at Starbucks with us tonight. Nothing major, just some of us getting together, drinking some way too fricken expensive coffee, and shooting the shit. We were thinking about heading off to see the new Spidey flick, but who knows. Just come hang for a bit, and if you aren’t chill with it, then by all means bail.” He grinned, when I sulked up at him. His hazel eyes were twinkling. 

	“God, fine. But I have to ask my parents.” I grumbled.

	“Monica and Bert will be fine with it I’m sure. I’ll text you which one.” He said, embraced me, then walked off.

	“Great!” I wailed after him, because I so didn’t want to go.

	 


Chapter Two

	West

	Hollywood…
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	When I…

	[image: Image] arrived home I was surprised to see that neither of my parent’s cars were home. I guess since I said that I didn’t want a party, they decided to be elsewhere. 

	But damn, they could have at least waited to say it happy birthday once more, and maybe a gift-card or some shit.

	I sulked as I got out the car, snatched out my backpack, then stomped up the front steps. I threw my backpack on the kitchen table, then opened the fridge. I gasped, then grinned, because wedged between the Sunny-D and the chocolate muffins was an envelope. I snatched it out, the Sunny-D and one of the muffins at the same time. It was my mom’s handwriting. 

	I opened the card, then exhaled as two $100.00 bills fell onto the table. Snatching them up, I did a little dance. It was rudimentary birth wishes, with a side note that said there was some other stuff secreted around the house if I was inclined to find it. I exhaled noisily, peered around the kitchen, then scrunched my face up. I was not feeling it, so I snatched up my muffin, Sunny-D pouch, then headed for the stairs.

	I had all day Saturday to find whatever she’d hidden. I was sure it was the latest electronic gadget she thought I was into. My parents were fricken clueless about who and what I was, especially my mother.

	Now my dad and I were tight even still.

	He could make me laugh even in the worse of situations.

	When we moved here from Boston, he seemed to be the only one who felt my pain. He did mention that at one point in his life he had to do the same, then got this really faraway look on his face almost as if he was lost somewhere else; when I touched his hand, he snapped out of it and waved it off grinning. 

	I loved my dad so much; he’s always been there for me, his moto was to allow me to be who I wanted, unlike my mother, who wanted me to be just like those fricken synthetics! I moped around the house for about two hours, when my computer pinged.

	“Speak.” I moaned placing my head on my desk as the chat opened.

	“It is so not that bad! It can’t be?” Vanessa laughed, when my head jerked up, and I smiled.

	“Omg Nessa, I miss you guys so bad!” I wailed, when her tan face lit up.

	“We miss you too. No one could believe after all this time your parents just simply announced that they were moving ova to California. I think my dad is still in shock! He swore it was a rag! For nine months now, he’s been whining to my mom that your dad can never be replaced. That his company is basically gahbidge now and going down the drain!” Vanessa laughed, her grey eyes rolling heavenward as she laughed. 

	We both knew that Mr. Houser was exaggerating.

	“But check this…my parents are thinking of Cali instead of down the cape for their vacation spot this year! Is that not wicked pissa! So, who knows I may be seeing ya up close and personal in two months!” She cried, when I laughed.

	We spent the next two hours just catching it up. I took in a deep breath as I clicked off, somewhat happy. I missed my friends, but my mom couldn’t seem to understand that. She swore that I would make new ones, but so far, the only person who interested me was Lennix. I groaned as my phone pinged, snatched it up, then grinned.

	Speak of the devil.

	He sent off a series of text, the last one giving me directions to the Starbucks they were hanging at. I frowned, threw myself on the bed, then just laid there for several moments. I so did not want to go, but Lennix was the best friend I had at the moment, and he was usually pretty cool with doing what I wanted. I changed clothes, put my hair in a messy bun on top of my head, snatched up my side bag, then headed out the door and down the stairs. I pulled a face when I realized that my parents still weren’t home.

	“Whatever.” I muttered, then went out the front door.

	 


Beverly Hills…
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	has the lot began manifesting? The Numinous has informed us that the proceeding weeks will tell the fates.” Tolkien asked, when Monica pulled a face.

	“I have no clue; I haven’t seen anything in Tobi thus far to say otherwise? She’s the normal teen, life is ending, and the world at large just doesn’t understand the woes that her life entails. What about Sophia?” Monica asked turning to look at Azura, when she nodded.

	“Slightly, little things here and there. But nothing major. I noticed she didn’t actually use a spoon the other night to stir her hot chocolate, and when I asked her about it, I got the standard teen shrug. She’s no moodier than the average young person.” Azura commented, when both Herbert and Monica nodded.

	“And the Numinous, do they know of this? I would imagine the meetings will began. Each of them is to turn eighteen within months of each other?” Herbert asked, when Tolkien exhaled noisily.

	“Yes, at least the ones who matter. It came down yesterday that besides Tobella, they will take a few others from the most prominent houses to be sequestered soon. They feel that when the power does descend, Tobella’s especially, they will be a force to be reckoned with, and well you know how they are. The rest is purely gibberish, and I am quite sure you will school them on it Monica.” Tolkien grinned, when Azura laughed.

	“That will never happen, at least not while I’m living. Why the hell would they want them sequestered? Equally, it is Tobi’s right to choose from the houses she wants, not their tired asses. I swear to the God’s, I am sick and tired of these bullshit antiquated laws of Mildred’s.” Monica spat, Herbert grinned slightly, then caressed his wife’s back.

	They looked up as the butler passed the tray of scotch their way, Monica snatched up one of the glasses off the tray, then commenced to down it.

	“Damn gurl.” Azura laughed, when Monica sent her the finger trying not to laugh herself.

	“We are to meet with them within the hour. As far as I know, the rest of the parents will be in attendance as well. From here on out, the rest will be up to you two and Tobella.” Azura complained, when Monica’s face scrunched up, something her daughter picked up from her.

	“Okay, but I am not seeing Seraphina complying with this shit either.” Monica countered, when Azura nodded.

	“Me either, she’d kill them all if they touched one twist on Lennix’s head, in a heartbeat.” Azura laughed, and Monica returned it. They looked up as Remelaud suddenly ebbed into the room.

	“Milords, Ladies, the Numinous Council wishes to convene now.” He stated bowing, they exhaled deeply, then nodded.

	“This is bound to be some bullshit.” Monica spat; Herbert nodded once more agreeing. 

	 


Starbucks…

	Rodeo Drive…
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	As I… 

	[image: Image] removed myself from the car, I moaned for what seemed like the millionth time. I so didn’t want to be here, but since it was Lennix, he got a slight pass.

	As I walked into the coffee shop, I saw all the corresponding Central High traits. I wasn’t sure what it was about Californians and their coffee shops, but they were… when you come right down to it… like a home away from home for them.

	Who liked coffee that much?

	I felt it was so passé, like they coveted some eclectic universe, where their philosophies reigned supreme, and they were far better than the common man; because they postulated their miraculous ideas, passing them back and forth between shallow people just like themselves. I wasn’t sure why Lennix was here, because he was nothing like them; when I caught a glimpse of Kayla and her friends over in the corner.

	Aaaahh…my brain thought, when I chuckled to myself. She looked up, waved to me, then went back to her study group.

	I knew instantly why Lennix was here now.

	He told me he’d been in love with her since the seventh grade, but Kayla ran in a different circle than him.

	She was book smart, to his street smarts.

	Granted Lennix was hella smart too, his mom Seraphina would have it no other way, but Kayla was like that Hawkins smart, and very few of us could in reality keep up with her; unless it was Mitchel and his crowd. I saw him and his GOT crowd in the opposite corner, he waved, when I waved back as I made my way to Len’s table. I was a GOT fan too, but nothing like them. 

	They were genuinely gripped!

	The sad part though, was that most of us only said hi in passing.

	It was like you were cool with that person, but you never really hung out with them. We all did our own thing, and I imagined that if we actually sat down together, we’d probably all be friends.

	“Hey, I was thinking I’d have to go get your ass.” Lennix cried as I sat down, when I sent him my customary sigh.

	“What did you order?” I asked, when my brows knitted at that crazy long line.

	“I got you a Chai Frap.” He said, when I grinned slightly, because he knew me so well in this short amount of time.

	“Good, so we’re doing, what?” I asked as I peered across the table at Abel and Maeve; two of his homies.

	Abe was half vamp, and Maeve was a shapeshifter.

	I remember when he first introduced me to Abel, I screamed running to my car. Abe just rolled his eyes, grunted something to Lennix, then walked off. It took Lennix about twenty-minutes to get me out of the car. But shiza, you don’t just walk up to people, especially in our world and say,” Hey, this is my homie, he’s a vampire.” Then shrug it off like it’s no big deal.

	For a voracious reader like myself, I’d read all kinds of shiza about vampires! 

	Hell, some aspects of old Romantic 17th century vampire tales still scare me to this day, not to mention the Babylonian and Sanskrit versions; and he just walks up and introduces me to a vampire. My reaction was a product of my environment and conditioning. I felt bad afterwards, because it seemed a bit prejudice against him, but we’re cool now.

	After ten months, I’d gotten used to him, especially once I realized that my blood wasn’t like some Turkish delight to him. Come to find out, his family hadn’t drunk a drop of human blood in two centuries!

	His dad was like some major genetics’ scientist, and had developed some kind of synthesized blood substitute, so most of the covens here in California no longer needed human blood. I mean some of the older ones had their pets, from the way my parents explained it to me after I went home freaking out, but the way Abel explained it, for the last one-hundred-years they felt there was no point in it. 

	He’d been raised on entirely synthetic blood and said that he was cool with it; because you can’t crave what you know nothing about.

	I thought it was a cool way of looking at it.

	Now shapeshifters, I knew shit about really. 

	I mean of course I knew of the Native American version of Skin-Walkers, but that was pretty much it. 

	I remember the day I asked Maeve what it was like to change, she was a bit embarrassed at first, but once she saw that I was truly interested; she explained the whole thing on how her Native people came to be. To say that I was astounded would have been an understatement. I thought it was really cool that her mom was African American and her dad Native. 

	Even though I make fun of that true love crap, it’s still awesome to see someone’s parents like that. Racism is a blithe on society that I hope my generation can extinguish. I really liked Maeve, she was super cool, smart, and took shit from no one. I wasn’t up on any of our supernatural culture, because for some reason, my parents decided that I didn’t need to know. 

	All that I had learned, I learned from my friends. I remember the first time I came home from elementary after one of my fifth-grade friends, Amelia asked me what it was like to be half Fae, completely hyped! I’d been so fricken excited when I half-understood what she meant. I deadass thought not only would I certainly have pixie dust like Tinker-Bell, but I was one-hundred percent sure that I could fly! 

	I got a broken arm for my troubles!

	I remember my dad laughing hysterically after I got my cast. 

	He even signed it tiny Tink!

	However, my mom thought it was far from funny though. After that they sat me down and explained what it meant to be half Witch and half Faè. After that I had a better understanding, even if I was void of magick. I still surprise myself whenever I think about it, because I’m assuming that my human blood canceled out my magick on both sides. 

	Even my parents say they can’t understand it. 

	I still have no magick, no prospects of it, and my parents claim they have no clue why. 

	Yet on the flip side, they just can’t seem to get it that not only am I a target for the resident magical asshats at Central High, but hapless when it comes to most educational magick for my classes. Also, f it hasn’t manifested by now, it isn’t going to no matter how hard they wish it. My mom is constantly telling me that I need to be patient, but honestly, I couldn’t care less if it does or doesn’t.

	I looked around the Starbucks as I waited, and it was overall a smaller version of our school. The geeks with the geeks, the social elitist with their crowd, the jocks with there’s, but something completely crazy caught my eye. I noticed Sophia, one of Gayla’s cohorts staring at Mitchel. He was completely oblivious, but my mouth dropped as I saw it. She noticed me, her eyes widened, when she quickly looked away.

	Wth!

	They were like oil and water.

	“So, we’ve opted to see Spidey.” Lennix said drawing my attention, I nodded, when the girl at the counter called Lennix’s name. He retrieved the drinks, when we headed for the door. I waved to Kayla and Mitchel, then walked out with Lennix, Able and Maeve.

	 


Chapter Three

	2hours Later…

	West Hollywood
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	I wanted…
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	nothing but my bed as I removed my clothes, then frowned as I realized that my parents still weren’t back, and it was twilight.

	Where the hell could they be?

	They never stayed out this long without at least sending off a bunch of nonsensical random text to tell me what they were doing. I swear, I seriously thought my parents were crazy! At least they’d let go of some of the stick-up-assness. 

	Well, at least my dad had. I didn’t think I’d ever seen him this relaxed and happy. I always thought he loved his job, but since we moved here, he seemed more carefree, and he worked from home a lot; so, I guess people really only showed you what they wanted. 

	I shook my head then, they were adults, so why worry. My computer pinged, I hopped to it as I tried to get my other leg into my p. j’s, then grinned as I saw Samantha’s face. Her eyes widened when she saw me, then she began laughing.

	“Konŉichwa! What the hell are you doing?” Hello, she laughed, when her mom suddenly popped up in the frame behind her. 

	“Omg mom, you are the most overbearing Asian parent in the world! It’s just Tob!” She fussed, Mrs. Kohona laughed, then waved to me.

	“Hi Mrs. Kohona!” I laughed too, when Sam rolled her eyes. 

	Sam’s mom is Japanese and her dad Samoa. 

	“So how goes it? I saw your post on IG?” She grinned, when I groaned.

	“It’s like the worse born day ever! I mean I blame my parents for moving ova here, however, they did offer the party favs, but what would be the point. It’s not like I actually know anyone here besides Lennix. Can you imagine how that party would have gone?

	It’s not like I’m in the fifth grade anymore, and my parents in essence forcing the kids in the hoodsie to come have some cake.” I moaned, then spent the next hour catching her up on my suck ass life.

	 


The Next Week…
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	The week…

	[image: Image] typically went the same.

	Me loathing all things Central High, detesting my existence in California, my parents grating as usual, and me being obligatory to interest concerning the synthetics and jocks through class.

	I’d take our neurotic ass cheerleaders any day to my current torture as Coach Vassey attempted to explain the female anatomy to the class, seriously doing an f’ed up job of it. 

	I swear, you should need more than a B.A in Kinesiology and General Ed to teach Human Biology! 

	Equally, it always pisses me off that I’m supposed to grade his dumb ass football team their grade plus five, just so they can stay on the team. I seriously want to report it to the admins, but since Schrader Holms’ parents are fricken billionaires who donate to the school, and he’s their star quarterback, it’s pretty much pointless. So how’s my week so far really, same old boring ass shiza, with the exception that Gayla was getting on my last nerve like never before!

	It was always something with her.

	Trashing the geeks, posting fat shaming pics of some of the heavier girls in our class, or simply annoying the entire school population with her basic bitch presence.

	How did she not get that the rich bitchy blond routine was so faded?

	I had never been the butt of one of her hate speeches thus far… to her benefit. She mostly avoided me, threw shade behind my back, but I figured didn’t have the stones to say it to my face. 

	Our moto  at home,  “If the hands are weak…the mouth stays closed.” 

	But it was the more sensitive type people like Kayla, Mitchel, or Jarvis, head of the Mathleats that she attempted to persecute on a weekly basis. There were students all over the school who’d bore the brunt of her assholtry and douchebagery, but I was surprised that neither Able, Maeve or Lennix ever had. 

	I was definitely sure she figured Able might rip her throat out, Maeve would seriously kick her ass, and Lennix’s mom would end her entire family line, no matter who they were! 

	Seraphina was no joke!

	I chuckled to myself as I walked to my English class.

	I actually loved my lit class. Mr. McFadden was one of the only teachers at this school that I liked and found interesting.

	As I walked into class, I drew up short laughing, because he was at that very moment dressed as we imagined Shakespeare to be with accompanying quill and ink well.

	“So, who can guess what we’re reading today?” He grinned, his blue eyes twinkling, when the students laughed as they began to take their seats.

	“Oh God, please don’t let it be Romeo & Juliet!” Arletta moaned from the back of the class, her brown face scrunched up, and I laughed.

	“And why is that Arletta?” Mr. McFadden grinned, when she rolled her eyes.

	“Because Romeo & Juliet is the supreme archetypical weaker sex bullshit that continues to hold strong women down. It perpetuates sexism at its core, and chiefly states that without a man, a woman is nothing! Equally, dude is supposedly in love with the first chick, leaves her after a week, finds second basic ass chick; mind you in a weeks’ time, so one could only surmise that Juliet was already a side chick.” Arletta said, when the entire class erupted in laughter.

	“Go on.” Mr. McFadden said laughing himself now, as he positioned himself on his desk folding his arms across his check.

	“He proceeds to fall in love with Juliet, when technically he was in love with Rosamond last week; but now he can’t live without his side piece. Yeah right, it’s a load of garbage I swear, and a made for T.V old ass Arron Spelling flick.” Arletta fussed, when the entire class erupted in laughter for a second time, me included.

	What I loved most about Mr. McFadden, was the fact that he taught his English classes like they were College Freshmen courses; so, we were allowed to say whatever we wanted; as long as none of the admins were around.

	“Why can’t we just read the Merchant of Venice?” Yesenia asked from the back as well. 

	“That portrays a strong female lead and shows that society has always treated women as second-class citizens; but proves that a woman can be just as smart, and in this case even smarter than a man.” She grinned, when several of the girls in the class nodded.

	“Why y’all always gotta be on some feme tip? We just reading a fricken book!” Dejuan groaned, when several of the guys nodded.

	“We’re sticking with Romeo & Juliet guys. And you bring up some valid points Arletta, but there is also an underlining premise to the story. What have we discussed time and time again about Shakespeare class?” He asked, when the class exhaled noisily.

	“There is always a story within a story in Shakespeare.” The entire class quoted back to him, when he nodded smiling.

	“And what is that? Want to help us out Tobi?” He asked, I gasped, felt my face turn three shades of red, then groaned.

	“Way to put me on the spot, Shakespeare.” I muttered, when Mr. McFadden as well as the class laughed. 

	“Essentially, in my opinion as well, I agree with most of what Arletta said. That Disney True Love shit is antiquated, not to mention obsolescent. A product of a time-period where women had no confidence in themselves due to their roles in society; so, they were looking for their knight in shining armor to swoop in and save them. That being said, one of his main cruxes in the tragedy is what’s hidden, and not on the surface of what’s going on around them. The fact that you have two waring families, speaks volumes. 

	However, he isn’t just speaking of family ties, but social hierarchy, social gain, financial status, and the elite in general. Fundamentally, what Shakespeare was trying to point out, is the fact that one; the feud between the Capulet’s and the Montague’s is poison and will have irrefutable damaged on all those involved, which is one of the reasons Shakespeare had them commit suicide from poison--” I spent the next twenty-minutes explaining, Mr. McFadden grinning the entire time, and the class actually nodding as if they were truly listening.

	Sometime later as the bell rang, Mr. McFadden motioned me towards his desk.

	“Have you ever thought about teaching Tobella, you have an amazing grasp of literature?” He laughed, when I grinned.

	“Not really, but who knows. I’m just getting started.” I said winking, when he threw his head back laughing as I headed for the door of the classroom.

	As I walked to my Government class, I happened to see Gayla with her minions. She was at that very moment torturing one of the marching band members. I glared at her, and when I was about to make a move that way, Phillis gave her the finger and walked off. I laughed, thinking good job. I sometimes wished that she would say something to me, so that I could punch her in the face for the entire student body of Central High. 

	I scrunched my face up as I saw Mrs. Karver passing out the pop quizzes as I walked through her door of her classroom. Her dark brown face turned up in a slight grin, when I glared at the desk because I knew she did it on purpose.

	“Why you groaning girl, you got this.” She laughed, I exhaled, then tried not to grin myself as the other students began moaning to themselves. I looked at the clock forty-minutes later, nodded, rose, seized my stuff, then handed the quiz in on my way out the door to my stupid ass math class!

	Math class went rather fast today, especially since Mrs. Peters decided to essentially teach the fricken class, instead of kissing Gayla and her minion’s asses. 

	She truly shut the hell up and taught for once.

	The bell rang, when I made a b-line towards the door.

	As per my usual routine, I shoved my books into my locker, snatched out my backpack, slammed it, then charged towards the front door. 

	I didn’t see Lennix, so I assumed he was staying after for chemistry labs. He was like this serious chemistry and space major, and I was sure would someday work for NASA.

	 


West

	Hollywood
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	When I arrived…
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	home, neither of my parents were home once more. I frowned, because that was twice in a row. They never skipped out on me for two consecutive days like this. 

	I exhaled noisily, then headed for the fridge. 

	I decided to warm up last night’s pizza as I poured a glass of juice. My mom was so neurotic, that I was only allowed pop on the weekends, so you would never find it in the fridge until Friday. Mainly, because I was a glutton, and it was gone by Sunday. 

	When the microwave dinged, I snatched out the pizza, seized my backpack, then walked upstairs. I had an English paper due, and why? All because I’d given my two cents on Romeo and Juliet, and Mr. McFadden decided to make it a four-page essay. To say my classmates were annoyed with me, would have been an understatement. 

	I thought chuckling to myself. 

	As I lay on my bed attempting to reread Romeo and Juliet, I instantly wondered what it would be like to supposedly be that much in love. It was so hard for me to fathom that someone would give up their life for the one they loved. I mean I totally understand the parent/child relationship, because I know both my parents would for me; but like some suicide pact, to kill ourselves since we couldn’t be together?

	That seriously had to be a product of the time period. Also
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