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To All who read this, 

especially my beloved children.

This story was inspired by real experiences—by mistakes that felt final, by shame that felt permanent, and by the quiet hope that refused to disappear.

Soccer Romeo is not about perfection.

It is about accountability.

It is about second chances that are earned, not given.

It is about the power of discipline and mentorship.

Many young people carry labels placed on them by one moment in their lives. This book is my reminder—and my message—that one mistake does not get to define a future.

If you have ever felt excluded, written off, or afraid to try again, this story is for you.

Hope is not loud.

Sometimes, it looks like showing up one more time.

— Emma Ayeem
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The Mistake

The exam hall was too quiet.

Ayaan could hear his own breathing. The scratch of pens against paper sounded louder than it should have. Every few seconds, someone shifted in their seat, and the noise echoed in his head.

He stared at the question in front of him.

He knew this one.

At least, he thought he did.

His mind went blank.

Time moved faster than his thoughts. The clock on the wall ticked loudly, reminding him of everything he was about to lose. His palms were damp, his fingers stiff around the pen.

Just one look, he told himself. Just to calm down.

The paper with the answers was folded neatly inside his pocket. He hadn’t planned to use it. He had brought it “just in case.” That was what he told himself when he slipped it into his pocket that morning.

His heart pounded.

He glanced up. The invigilator stood at the front of the room, arms crossed, eyes scanning the students. No one was watching him.

Ayaan’s hand moved before he could stop it.

He reached into his pocket and unfolded the paper slightly, just enough to see the line he needed. Relief washed over him.

Then a shadow fell across his desk.

“Ayaan.”

The invigilator’s voice was calm. Too calm.

Ayaan froze.

“Stand up,” the teacher said.

Every head in the room turned toward him. The silence broke into whispers. His face burned as he stood, the folded paper still in his hand.

“Come with me,” the teacher said.

Ayaan’s legs felt weak as he walked down the aisle. He didn’t look at anyone. He didn’t need to. He could feel their eyes on his back.

Outside the hall, the door closed behind him with a final click.

The teacher held out her hand. “Give it to me.”

Ayaan did.

She looked at the paper, then at him. “You know this is serious.”

“Yes,” he whispered.

She sighed—not angry, just disappointed. That hurt more.

“You’ll need to report to the principal’s office,” she said. “Now.”

As Ayaan walked away, his chest felt tight. The hallways seemed longer than usual, the walls closing in around him.

He hadn’t just cheated.

He had crossed a line.

And nothing would be the same again.
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Expelled

The principal’s office smelled like old books and coffee.

Ayaan sat in the chair across from the desk, his hands folded tightly in his lap. The folded paper lay on the desk between him and the principal, like proof that couldn’t be erased.

The principal read the report slowly. Too slowly.

Outside the window, students crossed the courtyard, laughing, complaining about exams, living their normal lives. Ayaan felt like he was watching from the wrong side of the glass.

“Ayaan,” the principal finally said, “do you understand why you’re here?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Cheating during a national examination is a serious offense.”

Ayaan nodded. There was nothing to say. Every excuse sounded weak in his own head.

The door opened, and his parents stepped inside. His mother’s eyes searched his face, filled with worry. His father looked calm, but his jaw was tight.

The principal spoke again. “After reviewing the evidence, the school has decided to expel Ayaan effective immediately.”

The word expel echoed in Ayaan’s ears.

Immediately.

His mother gasped softly. His father placed a hand on her arm but said nothing.

“We believe in accountability,” the principal continued. “This decision is final.”

Ayaan stared at the desk. The wood grain blurred as his vision filled with tears he refused to let fall.

His father finally spoke. “May we have a moment with our son?”

The principal nodded and stepped out.

The silence that followed was heavy.

“Why?” his mother asked quietly.

“I was scared,” Ayaan said. “I thought I would fail.”

His father sighed. “Fear doesn’t protect you from consequences,” he said gently. “It usually creates them.”

Ayaan nodded. He had learned that lesson too late.

When the principal returned, papers were signed. Instructions were given. Words like records and future placement floated around him without meaning.

Ayaan stood when they told him to.

As they walked out of the office, he glanced back once—at the desk, the chair, the room where his life had changed.

Outside, the school bell rang.

Students poured into the hallways, rushing past him, unaware that he no longer belonged there.

Ayaan stepped through the gates for the last time.

The metal closed behind him.
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The Walk Home

Ayaan walked slowly.

The school gates closed behind him with a sound he would remember for a long time. He stood there for a moment, unsure of where to go next. There was no bell to follow, no classroom waiting.

Just the road home.

His parents walked ahead of him. They didn’t speak. Their silence was heavier than any anger.

Ayaan kept his eyes on the ground. Every step felt like a reminder of what he had lost. The uniform he wore now felt wrong, like it belonged to someone else.

Cars passed. People walked by. The world didn’t stop.

That hurt the most.

As they reached the corner, his mother finally spoke. “We’ll figure something out.”

Ayaan nodded, though he didn’t believe her. Some things couldn’t be figured out. Some doors, once closed, stayed that way.

Halfway home, they passed a group of students from his school. They laughed loudly, backpacks slung over their shoulders. One of them recognized him and paused.

Their eyes met.

No one said anything.

Ayaan looked away first.

His chest tightened. His throat burned. He focused on putting one foot in front of the other.

At home, his mother unlocked the door and stepped inside. His father followed. Ayaan lingered outside for a moment, staring at the house he had grown up in.

Nothing looked different.

But he was.

That afternoon, Ayaan went to his room and closed the door. He sat on the edge of his bed, still wearing his uniform, staring at nothing.

His phone buzzed once.

A message from the class group chat.

Is it true?

He didn’t reply.

The phone buzzed again. Then stopped.

Ayaan lay back and stared at the ceiling.

The future he had imagined was gone.

And he had no idea what was supposed to come next.
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