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	TRIGGER DISRACTED.

 

I'm in a sour mood today of all days, as i skid to my usual spot, blasting heavy metal in my 1963 Ford Mustang Custom made, i happened to come across it in a junkyard, found a mechanic and worked on it together, I figured i might need the car for some reason, hence no bike today.

Getting out, slamming my door i startle the students stood nearby gawking, they scatter whispering their goodmornings, that i couldn't care about.

"Frost, todays' the day, highschool football championships for this year, then graduation after next year, man i cannot wait." My best friend Tristan hollers out loud, slinging his arm over my shoulder pulling me to him as soon as i hit the hallway heading for the lockers. He picks up on the current mood i'm in and stows his goofy self away as we walk ahead.

"Yeah, me too" I gruff out. What is this fucking feeling of dread i have today, given whether it's a good day or bad day, my mood remains same as always, so what is this itch, i battle internally frowning.

Tristan and I are in the football team, i captain, he seconds, we are Juniors in high school, because of my previous life i'm way older than the normal 17 years of age classmates i have. I'm 19.

It's game day today so the school will have recess after lunch hours and from 2pm onwards will be closed for the game. Everyone has to go home and prep for Rally then obviously later on after party. Since i joined, 1 and a half years ago, the school has been setting and breaking records in football winning history, because of my ever changing gameplay and amazing teamwork.

I share some classes with my teammates sometimes, today as i breeze through Business Law, Computer Math and Web Programming, those i get to have minus distractions from the whole football lot. Tristan and the rest are having Statistics AP, Russian class and Law. Just before Lunch the speaker in the class starts up and Kanes' voice comes through.

"Titan Stryker Frost to the principals office immediately" and he repeats that three times as if i didn't hear at first. Its so quiet in class, not even the usual 'ooohs' that are usually heard everytime there is something involving myself, the Professor clears his throat and waves me off.

"Mierda! ahora Que?" I huff as i pack up and leave class. Walking through the hallways, a door to my left opens up and the ever curious Tristan pops his head through, my teammates behind him, the whole school definitely heard that fucking summon, they are about to tag along but i just shake my head 'No'. "Tristan, boys get your asses back to your seats right now" their Statistics AP professor yells out to them, they could ignore him but given i already refused them they just huff out a "alright alright old man jeez" That'll get them extra assignment into the next week. I shake my head as i get into the principals reception.

"Kane, tell the old man i'm here" i step up to the principals secretary, a very flamboyant 23year old high maintenance twink that has been trying to get into my pants the moment i stepped foot into this school, i just might, given the rumors flying around on the low about me being a Polyamorous Pansexual, i have no time to refute that. "on it Titan" He picks up his handset and dials up old man, hangs up after a few seconds and motions me ahead. "He will see you now".

I don't bother knocking just get in and stand alert infront of him, old habits i guess. "at ease son, this won't take long" he picks his handset orders Kane to 'Let him In' whoever that is and hangs up, hands me a tablet just as a door opens behind me, Mr Robert Washington AKA bobby the old geaser (no one but the football team knows that we call the principal that way) beckons someone in, i can hear light footsteps coming up behind me. The screen on the tablet has a video on so i press play...

"Stryker, hello, my name is Gabriella Javier, you can call me Abuela. By the time you get this i'll have passed on, my condolences to your parents, i don't think you got to know them at all. Your late father remarried after your late mother left him at the altar and fled already pregnant with you. He came back home to spain to grieve the shame then three years later had a son, his mom died at childbirth and he couldn't handle that as well. i'm not about to take you through a lot of details but all Javier Property now belongs to your step brother until he turns 18, currently all documentations are under your care,i have signed off everything you just need to hold onto to them until Harley-ito can take over, I had to enroll him in your school to continue his sophomore classes, like i said i'm not going to get into details, His name is..."

I pause it, toss the tablet back to the old geaser , i don't even finish listening, turning i shoulder bump whoever was in the room behind me and slam the principals door shut to his yelling my name, So that was what was on my mind bugging me. Its already lunch time, school is clearing out, i walk straight to my locker change and head out onto the field. My team is already there so i join in on the meeting Coach Evans has going on.

"Frost, glad you could join us" He mentions, not getting into bullshit, i nod and he proceeds. I can feel multiple eyes on me but i don't care at all, i barely hear what coach says and before i know it i hear "alright that's it ladies, head on home, practice begins at 5pm, game starts at 6pm, capiche?" We all howl out our 'yes coach' and disperse, including him.

"You sure you're alright Frost?" Tristan asks timidly as he is still weary of my mood.

"Never better Trist, go on head home i still have things to take care of." i tell him. It's 3pm already when i head over to the bleachers and sit, everywhere and everything quiet. I pick up my phone and Call my Personal Assistant/lawyer- don't ask, but she's the toughest and best lawyer in the west coast.

"Find me a bodyguard in the next thirty minutes" I belt out.

"No hello? wait, is everything okay?, are you being targeted again?, what the hell Stryker? "she goes off.

"Now" i order and hang up, figures why the questions, i did not tell her why a bodyguard is needed, i have no background interesting enough for anyone to poke around, and i stay far away from my Dads' name and that part of me,also no one knows i was in the military, everyone thinks i just did homeschooling and all, i had to get a way of acquiring official school documentations, this is where Cara comes in.

I hear the same light footsteps come in my line of vison. I bet she is cussing me from the deepest core of hell to the heavens and back, given the  short notice order i just gave her, not even my whereabouts but she knows my schedule. I zero in my gaze, head hang low onto the fidgeting feet infront of me, interesting choice of shoes, i can tell the kid has had everything he ever wanted and needed in life just from how he ties his shoelaces. I huff out and sigh ruffling up my hair.

"Sit" i tell him. He gets on my bleacher bench and sits down close but at a distance of about 30cm apart. I don't bother looking at him, he must have had a few belongings with him as i don't see anything else apart from the two huge suitcases at the far end of the field entrance, figures. We sit in silence and at exactly 4pm on the dot, a throat clears next to me. The kid on my right is passed out already, change of time zones and jetlag has to be that or he's just a sleeper.

"State your name, Bodyguard License Number, Marital status and Lifestyle" i hash out.

"Name is Sanders Smith Sir, My BLN is 199432000A, single, no kids, no pets, no spouse, no wife, uhm Lifestyle is pretty much none existent." He answers.

"I believe Cara must have hurried these questions by you as i didn't give an adequate summary, the situation called for immediate action" i tell him. "in future do you plan on settling down?" i ask him.

"No Sir" he answers. at that i lift up my head look him straight in the eye and say " i fucking hope so" point to my right where my stepbrother who is almost falling on me from dozing, is.

"You know my name already so do not call me Sir or Mr., This over here is Harley Javier Frost, your fulltime responsibility, i am not, i just pay you. I believe Cara gave you my home address, you already know the school we both go to" I tell him.

"Yes ssi... Frost, i have been given a rough rundown as she said there is nothing complicated." he answers.

 

"Good, get him out of my sight, i have a game to focus on." i tell him. I watch as he picks up my step brother and walks towards the two suitcases.

"Do you own a car Sanders?" i call out

"No Sir, I do not" He says i just glare at him.

"No Frost I do not own a car, i got dropped off here by a taxi Ms. Cara ordered for me." he answers.

I get into my bag, grab my keys to the Ford and toss them towards him "i'll need her after the game" i tell him just as my team noisy and all stumble in through the entrance eyeing the two with me. The commotion seems to wake my step brother up and he startles, falling to the ground as Sanders has all hands occupied, one with the suitcases, the other in the air having caught the keys i tossed him. He looks around bewildered and spots me, tries to make his way to me but i just hold up my hand. "Sanders he's all yours" i turn and head towards my teammates just as Sanders motions for him to follow which he does and soon they are out of my sight.

Fuck he is beautiful, like those tiktok golden retriever boyfriends,  i can't describe it any better, that fact only is going to fuck me up. thoroughly.

"Who was that Stryker?, Everything okay Cap?" my team mates barge me with questions one after the other crowding me. "the game boys, its' why we are here, the game." and just like that attention diverted as it should be. Coach hurdles us up and confirms todays play with us

"Coach we can go with the very first play we did when you put me Captain. "i pitch in.

"The Wild Beast Charge?" he confirms

"Yes sir, always stay surprising them" i smirk.

"But then Michaels will be left unmanned." he protests as the first time we did the play our Gunner was caught offguard.

"I'm thinking modify and complicate it this way, Tristan will run interference after i manage a Wild Cat, it'll be tricky but as i do that, Damon can Bull Rush and we round up on it, stick to that if it holds then switch up again a little" i plan out.

"Ah i see, got it, so we do the 4-3 defense play, that might give us more touchdowns than the first game given this time we are better, good idea kid "coach Evans says. we nod and coach blows the whistle for us to begin our warm up by 0530hours the stadium is packed and settled, cheers going off left, right and center. Soon the game is officiated and we get into playmode quick, the more i get adrenalized, pumped up for the game, the angrier i get, i'm in a game for fuck sake why would i think of those eyes, that face, that blonde curly hair, that slender neck, fuck.  

Almost to the end of first half we are up 50-34. The whistle blows, first half is done, we head to the locker room for a little pep talk  from the coach as the cheerleaders put on a show.

"Good play out there gentlemen its' working so far, the opponents are catching up though and ..."coach is saying.

"Switch it up" i interrupt rather rudely, fuck it i'll deal with the consequences later, i'm just too angry.

"What?" everyone goes off the same time then it gets too quiet the only thing you can hear is rough heavy breathes and faded cheers from outside, staring at me like i grew two heads.

"This way, i'll stick to the play but Michaels can switch up to the other end, Damon can RI and Tristan BR" i hint out.

"I'm a coach for a reason Kid, i mean i'm not complaining, it gets better and better every game and to be honest it isn't something that i'd come up with on the  spot, your head is really in the game son, but i am still coach" he goes off on me. Trust me, right now the only concentration i have is for touch downs i can't promise to make play work out. i look around everyone has their eyes on me, i don't want to get even smarter with Evans he will bench my ass second half and i can't have that so i have to suck it up. i stand up straight, flex my muscles a bit, "i'm not trying to take your job from you coach" i tell him.

"I know son. "he breathes out. we hush out the play again in time for the whistle signaling the second half goes off.

"Alright  scrum boys make them sweat " coach says patting each one of us as we run out to the field doing our victory cheer. The game goes on and in play, i notice a new player in the game, he's been roughing up my teammates but the referee seems not to notice.

"Alright if that is how these dipshits want to play then its fucking on" i say to myself out loud. We get a foul and its an onside kick for the other side, they score we get to 80-55, my eyes catch sight of my stepbrother on the bleachers standing or rather hovering over the edge holding onto his chest like he's afraid for someone, i look around for Sanders but i don't see





























































































DIECISEIS, NUEVO PAIS




























































































OMEGA 1








































TIME LAPSE

































































FUCK AROUND AND FIND OUT
































































































SANDERS' PUNISHMENT














































































THE FROST DEMON


















































































CHOICE







































































MAYHEM ARISE










































































































































LOS FRIO DIABLO





























