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About the author.

Hades Jay, Formerly known as Beauty/ Spanish, fully changed their name to Hades, a 31 year old non binary, pansexual ceterosexual , metal head, mental and with a sad past of 10 dead cats and up to four  failed attempts at relationships longest one being 5 years. Get to know them through their Wattpad https://www.wattpad.com/user/psychopolyglot

This is for me and all those that live in a delusional world, unable to take their medication because their mouths are stapled shut and arms tied back.

For all those who always wanted a piece of me.

For all those that said they want to be the ones I write about.

For those who said I write lies and garbage. Fuck you by the way.

LASTLY ... For that one person that said I am talentless.

About the book.

Kamilla lee is the typical high school girl, 5 foot 3 inches tall, long blonde hair, blue eyes, curvy in all the right places, top student in school, school captain and cheerleader, perfect grades, from the richest family in town, both parents are alive, only kid, she never lacked for anything. 

Jamie Black, the new girl in town,  tall 5 foot 7 inches, black shoulder length mullet so dark the ravens would be jealous and eyes so black the darkness couldn't compare.

Can the bright light tame the dark.

“Fear can control a person in ways they never imagined, but when the bully’s true identity is revealed, everything changes. What if the real fear wasn’t the bully, but the secrets they’ve kept hidden for so long? With tension rising, the story takes an unexpected twist that leaves the reader, on the edge of their seat...”

“What started as a small act of resistance grows into something far larger, leading to a heart-pounding cliffhanger that will leave readers craving more. What will the consequences be? You’ll have to wait to find out...”

“Behind every bully is a story...”

“Every move is more dangerous than the last, and the stakes are raised with every turn. The story culminates in a dramatic cliffhanger, leaving readers breathless as they wait for the next chapter to reveal the shocking outcome...”

“Bullying doesn’t always scream for attention,sometimes, it whispers in the shadows. But when the bullying starts targeting someone unexpected, the entire school begins to unravel...”

“When a new bully arrives at school, everything changes The story ends in a shocking cliffhanger that leaves you questioning everything you thought you knew...”
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Chapter 1: The Queen Meets the Shadow


[image: ]


Kamilla

It was another perfect morning in Ridgewood. My alarm buzzed softly, and I stretched, the golden sunlight streaming through my curtains like it was made just for me. Everything about my life felt perfectly in place. School captain, top of my class, head cheerleader, and daughter of the wealthiest family in town. People looked at me and saw a dream, a blueprint for perfection. 

But if they ever asked me how it felt, I wouldn't know what to say. Being perfect wasn't a feeling. It was a role. A mask I had to wear.

Today was no different. I had ten minutes to get ready, but that was plenty of time. I pulled on my uniform: white blouse, navy pleated skirt, and my signature pearl necklace. I let my blonde hair fall in waves over my shoulders, glancing at my reflection. "Good morning, Kamilla Lee," I whispered to myself, smiling at the mirror. "Let’s make today unforgettable."

The hallway was buzzing by the time I walked into school. Everyone shouting Hi’s as I passed: smiles, waves, little compliments about my hair or shoes. It felt like I was floating through a dream, really taking in all the praise.I loved it. I was untouchable. I seemed to have been absent minded today because how I missed it, the change in the air, I have no idea. 

She walked in. The new student.

Energy in the hall shifted. Heads turned, conversations faltered, and whispers bubbled up like static electricity. A tall girl strolled through the crowd, headphones in blasting loud noisy music, dressed head to toe in all black leather and exuding all kinds of danger and screaming “stay away from me”. Her black mullet caught the fluorescent lights like raven feathers, and her eyes.  God, her eyes were bottomless pits.  Cold.  Calculating.  Like she was deciding who she’d destroy first.

She didn’t look at me. Not directly. But when her gaze swept past mine, it was like someone had thrown ice water on my skin. I’d seen new kids before, but no one, no one walked into Ridgewood High like they owned it. Especially not on their first day. That rubbed me the wrong way.

I leaned toward Erin, my best friend and co-captain. "Who is she?"

Erin shrugged, her eyes wide. "No clue. But I heard she’s from out of state."

I couldn’t stop watching her. The way the crowd parted for her, like they knew better than to get in her way. She didn’t need to speak. Her presence was enough to carve her name into the walls of this school.

Jamie Black.

She brushed past me without a word, but I swear I caught the faintest smirk on her lips. Like she knew something I didn’t.

Jamie 

The hallway smelled like cheap perfume and desperation. Ridgewood High, home of the pretty and privileged. It was exactly the kind of place I hated. But hate? Hate was comfortable. It was sharp, easy to carry. And I had no plans of dropping it. Being here was Penance I had to pay for having  a scandalous run back in the city. Aaah! I sure will miss those days. But the old man cut my funds and I wasn’t having that, so I had to abide by the rules, that meant move by my damn self to this unknown posh little kept away community.

Everyone stared as I walked in. It wasn’t new to me. People always stared. Sometimes it was the hair, sometimes the piercings. Mostly it was the energy. The kind that made people’s instincts scream, “stay away”. I liked it that way.

Boots echoeing against the tiles as I made my way down the hall. Heading for the first class, and surprise I was actually early. The crowd moved aside, parting like I was some kind of storm. Good. I wasn’t here to make friends. I wasn’t here for anyone, but myself. I had my reasons for coming to Ridgewood, and none of them included fitting in.

Then I saw her.

Blonde.  Blue-eyed. Polished and perfect. I’m  telling you , If you Googled "high school queen bee," her picture would pop up. Her uniform was spotless, her smile practiced. She had this glow about her that screamed privilege, like the sun itself had personally blessed her existence. The types I ate for dinner and chased down with a glass of whisky. My type. 

Kamilla Lee.

I knew who she was before anyone told me. Everyone in town talked about her. The golden girl. The untouchable princess. The one everyone loved. And I had just arrived yesterday, a freaking Wednesday.

I hated her instantly. I guess history repeats itself with me. 

She looked at me like I was some kind of puzzle she couldn’t figure out. Good luck with that, sweetheart. No one figures me out.

I walked past her without breaking stride, but I couldn’t resist the smallest smirk. Not because she was special, but because I could see it in her eyes: curiosity. Like she couldn’t decide if I was a threat or a mystery. Either way, she’d find out soon enough.

Kamilla

Third period.  English class. I was sitting in my usual seat by the window, half-listening to Mrs. Carter’s lecture on symbolism. My notebook was open, but the words blurred together. I couldn’t focus. Not after this morning.

Jamie Black. 

The name alone sounded like something out of a nightmare. And yet, I couldn’t get her out of my head. The way she moved, like she owned the school. Like she didn’t care what anyone thought. I’d never met anyone like her. I’ve never even left this god forsaken town to begin with. She raided my thoughts and I was so damn curious I just had to find out. I was always a curios little shit. Got me in trouble multiple times.

The door creaked open, and there she was. Late, of course. She strolled in, hands shoved in the pockets of her black jacket. She didn’t apologize. Didn’t look at Mrs. Carter. She just walked to the back of the room and dropped into the seat farthest from everyone else.

My heart raced. Why was I so aware of her?

Mrs. Carter cleared her throat. "Miss Black, I assume?"

Jamie nodded, her expression bored. "Yeah."

Mrs. Carter frowned. "We have assigned seats. You’ll be sitting up front, next to Kamilla."

The air left my lungs. What?!

Jamie didn’t argue. She stood, grabbed her bag, and sauntered over to the empty seat beside me. I’d thought she might refuse. But she sat down, slouching low in her chair like she owned the place. Still in her rider outfit. She must have not been assigned a uniform yet. She really just screamed “new student”

"Hey, princess," she muttered, just loud enough for me to hear. Her voice was low, rough, like smoke and gravel. "Don’t get too comfortable."

My cheeks burned. Oh damn it all I was staring and hard at that. I opened my mouth to reply, but no words came out. She smirked again, her eyes flicking to mine before she turned her attention to the board.

I felt completely out of control. I was blushing to infinity and my skin felt too hot I wanted to douse myself in a tub of
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