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Life’s a bitch, and then you die. I get why people, at some time in history, thought this would be a smart quote, one true to life and all that. 

Ever since I left Mr. Villin’s house without thanking him for taking good care of me, he has gone back to ignoring me in school. At least he doesn’t bully me and gives me good grades when I deserve them. That makes me feel so anxious. I thought I’d make him mad, and that he’d punish me again. And again. As many times as I need until I get my fill.

But that’s not all that’s bad in my life right now. My dad, the fucking useless cunt that he is, ended up being laid off. Sure, if he’d been a cool dad or even a dad who never gave a damn, I would’ve felt bad for him. 

Now? He’s at home all the time, drinking and making a mess out of our family life. Not that there was much of it until now, but it’s getting worse. I missed a punch to the face just the other day. But he did land one, in my gut, and I can’t walk without bending from the middle like an old man.

By this time, I should get used to things being miserable in my life. It’s Mom I pity the most, and she’s the reason I don’t just up and leave. I think I’m going to be fine if I just do that. Who needs school, anyway? Especially when Mr. Villin acts like I don’t exist at all.

Tears of humiliation cloud my eyes. I walk, looking down. One of these days, I need to leave. Mom has to learn to take care of herself. Each time I try to talk to her, tell her that she needs to leave my dad’s sorry ass, she starts complaining that she’s sick and she can’t be on her own. She’s on her own already; she just doesn’t know it. I don’t think Dad’s brought a dime home for the last two months.

Graduation is not far off. I should grit my teeth and be done with it. Though I can’t tell why I care anymore. Mr. Villin, for sure, doesn’t give a damn if I finish high school or not. Can’t he see that my little act of rebellion was only so he could find a reason to punish me again?

I’m pissed at him big time. Isn’t it nice to be a fucking grownup? You can do whatever you want without having anyone in your life telling you what to do. That’s what I want for myself. Not to graduate. What good is that going to do for me? I’ll be the same trailer trash, good-for-nothing Tony Sosa.

That’s what I think. Sometimes. ‘Cause other times, I think I should finish and get that paper that says I finished. Just to stick it to everyone who believes I can’t do it. Pride is useless when your life is garbage.

Nothing wrong with telling myself that, right?

Though I still have dreams. Weird dreams. Impossible and annoying. I am in class now and watch Mr. Villin as he explains and writes on the blackboard, his eyes resting on one student or another to see if his words of wisdom reach the young minds he’s trying to cram with knowledge. 

But he never looks at me. I wish he were mad at me for real. Then maybe I’d get a reaction out of him, not this. He is good at ignoring me; he did it before, but then I found a way to make him mad at me and give me the punishment I needed.

Now is now. I left that night, and he no longer cares about me. Not that I should entertain such weird thoughts about having a man like him really care about what’s happening with me. He was interested in learning what was happening at my house. I don’t want to share that with him. I don’t want his pity. Or anyone’s. I am a bad boy because I know that earns me envy and even admiration, but never pity.

I gaze out the window. The class is over, and students are leaving, in groups or one by one. My belly is bruised, and it hurts, and I don’t want them to notice and start asking weird questions. Kids are mean, regardless of age. I bet at least a few of them would love to gossip about me, how my old man is kicking the living daylight out of me. 

“Sosa.”

I hear Mr. Villin’s voice and shoot to my feet. Lost in my thoughts, I haven’t realized that I am the last to leave.

“I’m on my way,” I say, gathering my things quickly and shoving them in my backpack. 

“Stay where you are.” He goes to lock the door and then returns to his desk.

From across the room, we stare at each other. 

“What do you want?” I ask when the silence gets too heavy to bear. 

He looks good, the fucking asshole. That short stubble that makes him look so rugged reminds me of how it felt against my skin as he rubbed his cheek against the side of my neck. Fuck, it’s enough for me to think of that, and I’m in real danger of creaming my underwear. Yeah, I haven’t mentioned it... But lately, I haven’t even been in the mood to jerk off much. When you live like a hunted animal the way I do, I suppose sex ends up dropping to the bottom of your priority list.

Not if Mr. Villin is in the room, though. His penetrating eyes keep me locked in their crosshair. I can imagine so easily his hands, now linked in front of him, the thumbs rolling slowly, locked around my waist, pulling me to him. 

Should I be so stupid as to ask for another fuck before I skip town? It’s what I must do, and I know it. My dick strains my jeans in front as he continues to stare at me like that, and I want him to take me for a ride for one fucking last time. 

I wonder what I should say to get that from him. It has become pretty obvious that I can’t play him. He’s a bastard, too, only that he’s the kind of bastard I’d like to fuck me. And that earns him a whole lot of bonus points.

It’s a bold move, but I put all my chips on one number. To hell with everything.

“If you want me to blow you, I could do that,” I say, putting my chin up. “You know I’m a good fuck.”

At first, he seems too shocked to react. But then, he lowers his hands and pushes himself up. Buttoning his suit jacket, he walks around the desk and slowly toward me. 

“Sosa, you do know how to challenge a man.”

I measure him up and down. I have exactly zero knowledge about what to do to seduce a dude, especially one who’s older and far more experienced than I am, like Mr. Villin is. That’s why my offer is so blunt. If he wants it, I’m going to give him the blowjob of his life. Sure, big talk for a guy that barely qualifies as a newbie as far as giving head is concerned. 

“Why are you holding your stomach like this?”

I don’t have time to react because he’s faster than me. He yanks my t-shirt up, revealing my bruised skin. 

“What the fuck?” I tried to pull my t-shirt down, but Mr. Villin wouldn't have it. 

His strong hands push me back until I hit the wall behind me. Then, his fingers feel my belly, and it’s not sexy, because it’s like he’s examining me. 

Who am I kidding? His fingers are hot on my skin, and they make me forget the pain of being prodded like that for a moment. I suck in a breath and look away. 

“Who did this to you?” he asks.

“I’m this shithole’s black sheep, teach. I get into fights all the time. But I’m no rat. You should know that.”

“You’re lying.”

He’s standing so close. I’m sure that if I turn my head to face him, I’ll end up staring into his eyes and wanting his lips on mine. 

“Why would I lie?” I shrug my shoulders, shifting my weight slowly from one foot to the other. 

“That’s what I
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