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[image: ]


I was sitting at my desk while Valentina rattled on about how boring the chemistry teacher was. But I wasn't listening. My attention was on the dark-haired boy across the room.

How can one person be so insufferable?

Luciano was in the teacher's chair, surrounded by friends, laughing loudly and folding paper airplanes. How could anyone be so poorly behaved? And how does no one stop him?

I never had answers to my own questions, but I knew every one of them was directed at the Brazilian's conduct.

I hated the way he was so careless, leaving the first three buttons of his shirt open, revealing a hint of his obviously worked chest. It made me furious.

Show-off.

The dark-haired boy threw the paper airplane and hit me square in the head. The whole class laughed, including my friend, who couldn't help herself.

I was red with rage. I wanted to strangle him.

"You stupid idiot, what is your problem?" I stood up from my chair. "Who thinks this is something to play with?"

"What's wrong, sour little blondie? Calm down." He flashed that roguish smile.

"Friend, calm down." The Colombian girl tried to soothe me, but it was too late. I was already marching toward him.

"You're screwed," the other blond laughed, stopping his drawing of genitalia on the board.

"Are you crazy? Never throw anything at me again."

"Stop making a scene, son. It was just a little airplane." Martin frowned, confused. "It was just a paper plane."

"If I were in your place, none of this would have happened. But you're an irresponsible person who doesn't know how to stay quiet." I was red with so much rage at Luciano. "And stop leaving that damn shirt open. Have you even read the permitted dress code at this school? Are you capable of reading anything?"

The dark-haired boy stood up, forcing me to tilt my head up a little since Luciano was taller. I swallowed hard when he started getting too close.

"What you want is right here, hard and ready." He smiled mischievously, and everyone burst into laughter.

"Fucking moron." I punched him in the shoulder.

But before anything else could happen, the chemistry teacher walked into the room.

"You two again? For God's sake, go to the principal's office right now!"

There was no way to reverse this...

* * *
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After long hours in the principal's office, full of scoldings and motivational speeches, we were released.

But of course with a punishment. The two of us would stay after class to clean the entire art room, which was a complete mess.

"This is all your fault." I walked down the hallway, stomping hard.

"If you weren't so hot-headed, we wouldn't be here." He ran his hand through his hair, pushing it back.

I hated that. Why did he have to keep doing that? And why was it so attractive?

"You should have just left me alone." I huffed, looking away. "But I suppose they didn't teach you manners where you come from. No one from there has any manners, and..."

I was interrupted when the Brazilian shoved me against the lockers, making a loud noise. His left hand gripped my face, forcing me to stare into his eyes.

I was frozen. My breathing was ragged and heavy, as if my body was beyond my control.

Why was he so close?

Luciano's face was serious, as if I had killed his dog.

"Listen here, man. Talk about me all you want, but don't you dare open your mouth to talk shit about my country, you hear me?" He squeezed my cheek, making me gasp. "Never talk about Brazil again. Do you understand me? Or I'll be forced to finish you off."

My cheeks flushed involuntarily as impure thoughts flooded my mind at imagining the Brazilian "finishing me off."

Luciano noticed the scene and smiled with that damned smile of his.

"You like that? Fuck." He bit his lip. "Your problem is you need to get laid."

"A-are you crazy?" I wanted to die of embarrassment, so I pushed the Brazilian away. "Never dare do that again, you fucking moron."

I quickly left, walking fast toward the cafeteria where my friends were probably waiting.

How could he have done that? I can't believe he said those things.

I was indignant. How could someone be such a bastard?

As soon as I entered the cafeteria, I spotted my friends at a table and approached, sitting down quickly.

I didn't even get food. I had lost my appetite.

Damn Brazilian.

"Tin, where have you been?" She ate her potato.

"A-ah... the principal's office." I felt my cheeks heat up again.

"Are you okay? You seem nervous." The Spaniard touched my shoulder.

"I'm fine." I smiled. I knew Manuel was interested in me, but I felt no attraction to him. "Thanks."

"Better eat." He pushed a plate of cookies toward me.

The Japanese boy was always kind and worried about his friends. I smiled faintly and took a cookie.

"So, Tin? What did the old man say?"

"I have to stay here with that... stupid Brazilian to clean the art room." I fumed, irritated.

"Seriously? You and him?"

"Yes..."

"Ooh, how exciting." The Colombian girl smiled mischievously. "You'll be alone with hunky Luciano."

"This is not funny, Cat. I want to kill that boy." I glanced over at the table where the dark-haired boy was sitting.

And as always, he was smiling happily, as always surrounded by people.

Why is he so popular? Is it possible that no one sees how idiotic he is?

Luciano and Noah were the most popular guys in school.

The Brazilian and the American were considered the heartthrobs of the school.

The girls drooled over them as if they were some kind of modern-day Brad Pitt. It stressed me out.

Luciano was the captain of the soccer team, and that made his popularity soar. He had arrived at the school last year on a full scholarship, and a large part of it came from his skills on the field.

I still remember the day I saw the Brazilian entering the classroom for the first time.

The class was proceeding calmly and quietly. I was writing my notes to review everything later at my leisure.

The teacher stopped talking when the door opened, drawing everyone's attention. A dark-haired boy walked in.

My heart raced at the sight. The tall man in the school uniform that seemed to cling to his body, a few buttons open revealing a hint of his chest—that made my legs tremble slightly.

How could someone be so attractive? The wavy hair fell across his face, making him toss his head back, and a sideways smile was on his face.

"You must be Luciano. A bit late, but you may sit down." The teacher said, and the boy's smile widened. "Ah, introduce yourself first."

"Sure." The deep voice made me swallow hard. "Hey guys, my name's Luciano and I'm from Brazil." He ran his tongue between his lips. "That's all."

He smiled, and some girls clearly got excited by the boy's beauty.

"We're all happy about your arrival. You may sit down."

The dark-haired boy looked around the room, searching for a good seat. Why am I sweating? Damn.

Maybe it's because of the empty seat next to me. Is he going to sit here?

I choked when I saw the boy's eyes were now on me—an intense and deep gaze, as if he knew all my thoughts.

Luciano smiled, making me blush in a way that was impossible not to notice my embarrassment. He started walking toward me, making every muscle in my body stop functioning.

Why am I like this?

When Luciano was in front of me, he made a point of crouching down, facing me. I was almost fainting from nervousness. My heart was racing, my body covered in goosebumps, my face red.

"I think this is yours, little blondie." He left the notebook on my desk.

When did I drop that? Was I that distracted?

"There's a seat here, bro, sit here." The blond called from the back of the room.

Luciano smiled and turned his gaze back to me.

"Try not to be so clumsy, little blondie." He winked before standing up and walking to the back of the room.

I was in shock. I was feeling so many things at once.

Why did he do that? Damn, he thinks he's so special.

"Are you listening to me, Martin?" She tapped her friend.

"A-ahm? Hi, Cat." I forced a smile.

"Why don't you join the Olympics?"

"I don't like it."

"But you play soccer so well, Tin. You'd be one of the stars, friend." The Colombian girl knew that if our school won, the players could go on a trip and invite whoever they wanted. And since she didn't like sports, she was counting on her best friend.

"None of that. I don't play anymore, and I'm focused on the debate club." I ate more cookies.

"I wanted to see you playing." He smiled. "I'm sure you're better than Luciano."

"Of course I am." I said, convinced of it. "But I don't identify with it anymore."

I sighed, lowering my gaze. Soccer used to be my joy, but today it no longer made me feel that same excitement...

I missed it.
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I was laughing uncontrollably at the jokes my French friend was telling. The guy had an endless supply of interesting and funny stories.

I leaned back, grinning, hands behind my head against the wall while the table filled with more people crowding around me and my friends.

"Come on, man, you're really staying after class?"

"He has to stay." The Croatian shoved the French guy away from his massive arms. "He picked a fight."

"That asshole Martin is going to pay for this." I said angrily, glancing over at the blond boy laughing at something his friend said.

He looked so different with his friends. Not the same ignorant prick as always. He was almost attractive...

I got pissed off at how angelic Martin was. His extremely pale skin, so easy to mark. Those pink lips and light brown eyes were captivating. And that straight blond hair of his always shone in the sun.

Not that I was staring, of course. But it was hard not to notice.

"How about some revenge?"

"For once I agree with this guy." Josh smiled wickedly, and I raised an eyebrow, liking the idea.

"Don't even think about it, Luciano." The Venezuelan girl said seriously. "Isn't the punishment enough? Stop giving the crazy person ideas."

"Come on, Vivi, he made a fool out of me."

"Better listen to Viviane." Yong-soo bit into his apple, focused on the comic he was reading.

"You guys are so boring." I made a face and leaned back against the wall again.

The blond was eating cookies, running his tongue between his lips constantly, and that act was so attractive it made me dizzy.

Why was that weird Spaniard practically breathing down his neck?

I didn't care, but why so close? Were they together?

"Hey, Lulu." The blond girl smiled, sitting next to me. "How's it going?"

"Hey, I'm chill. You?"

Girls were always clinging to me, and it bothered the hell out of me. I didn't like people sticking to me when I barely knew them, and I especially didn't like all that female attention.

I liked women, just not the desperate kind.

The bell rang, signaling the end of break.

"What's next?"

"Math." Yong-soo stood up, and I groaned in indignation. I hated math.

"Up you get." She pulled me away from the girl, which was a relief. "Bye, sweetheart."

I didn't like being rude. On the contrary, I was always nice to almost everyone at school, and that made people like me.

But sometimes it was exhausting. Thank God I had the Venezuelan by my side to be rude for me.

We headed to the math classroom, which was a total drag.

As soon as we arrived, we sat in the back as always.

I didn't miss it when Martin and his friends entered the room. The blond was serious as always, that defined jawline of his on full display. I didn't miss his white, slightly long neck either, and I thought about how it would look marked with bites.

For a few seconds our eyes met, sending electricity through both our bodies.

Why does this always happen when I look at that sourpuss?

I didn't understand.

"Good morning, everyone." Walder walked in, dropping his books on the desk. "I'm assigning a group project." He started writing some things on the board about the assignment. "I want it on my desk by tomorrow."

Immediately the class erupted into chaos, everyone scrambling to form groups.

"Stop. I'm choosing the groups." He said, disappointing everyone. I didn't care who I got. I got along with everyone in class. And the chances of me ending up with that Argentine asshole were slim. "Luciano, Martin, Honda, and Yong-soo, you're a group."

I nearly choked, swallowing my own thoughts that had just been proven wrong.

How could I be so unlucky?

"Oh, professor, that's wrong." I protested.

"Luciano, just do the work. You need a grade in math, so better accept it quietly."

I fumed with rage at the situation. At least I'd have my best friend with me and not be alone with that blond demon.

"Relax, Luci, it's just a project." Viviane said.

"A project with that kid is asking to sit on the devil's lap."

"If the devil is strong and hot, I'll sit. Especially if he's got tanned skin." Luciano's eyes widened as he felt the French guy's hand on his arm.

"Stop being so thirsty." The Croatian slapped the French guy, who groaned in pain.

"Let's go, Luciano. The sooner we finish, the better, right?" Yong-soo stood up, and I huffed before following him.

Martin was just as frustrated as I was. His face was slightly red while he complained to the Japanese boy beside him about the situation they were in.

"Hey, guys." Yong-soo smiled, giving a slight, somewhat shy bow.

"You can sit down." Honda smiled, gesturing to the empty chairs. The Korean sat next to the Japanese boy.

Which made me sit next to the blond. Neither of us was happy about it.

"I must be paying for my sins, dear God." The blond muttered to himself.

I rolled my eyes and relaxed into my chair, slouching down a bit and spreading my legs to get comfortable. I heard the blond huff beside me.

"Well, we can split the work into pairs, what do you think? That way it's not too heavy for anyone, and we'll be able to finish ahead of schedule without it being exhausting."

"Great plan, Honda." Yong-soo smiled, making the Japanese boy blush a little. "Let's get started then."

"The pair will be me and Soso." I said quickly.

"I'm definitely not staying with that fucking idiot." Martin said.

"I thought that was kind of obvious." Honda said.

"Only you two thought of that unlikely pair." Yong-soo said.

Martin blushed slightly, and I looked away, crossing my arms. We both seemed desperate to stay away from each other.

"Good. I can't stand being around people like that, man." I smiled mischievously, knowing the blond was seething with rage beside me. "Sourpuss."

"Don't call me that, son of a bitch."

"What's up, brother? You can't insult someone's mother, are you crazy?"

"I don't really care what you say." He lifted his nose. "And sit up straight. You're not at home, you freeloader."

"I sit however I want. Don't like it? Kill yourself." The blond really wasn't enjoying this. His hands were clenched into fists as if he was about to attack me at any moment.

"You have no manners. I'm embarrassed to be near you."

"Embarrassed my ass." The blond flushed at my vulgarity. "But you'd sure like to see it, wouldn't you?"

"Shut up, you idiot. Why can't you act like a normal human being?"

Before the two of us could continue our argument, the Korean raised his voice, something he rarely did.

"Stop, both of you." I huffed. "Honda and I finished our part."

"What do you mean, your part?"

"You two were fighting for so long that we decided to do it together and leave your part for you."

What? We have to do it together?

I wasn't happy about this. I hated math, and I hated the little blond glaring at me with rage.

I looked around at all the groups formed in the room and rolled my eyes seeing my friends laughing and having fun at the back of the class.

This wasn't fair. Why did I have to end up with Martin? This felt like a gambling debt.

The bell rang, signaling the end of the last class of the day, making me sigh with relief.

"Those who are finished can hand it in. Those who aren't, you have until tomorrow." The professor said, and some groups stood up to turn in their work before leaving the room.

"Please, finish it today, okay?"

"Come on? You guys were already on a roll, why don't you do the rest?"

"Don't be a freeloader, Luciano." Yong-soo stood up. "You need the grade. It's just a project. You're not going to die, friend." He squeezed my shoulder lightly. "See you tomorrow." He smiled at Martin and left, and the Japanese boy gave a bow and left too.

"Dear God, I must be having a nightmare." The blond fumed, standing up, grabbing his bag, and leaving the room.

I held myself back from screaming in frustration. I wanted to be at home eating a big plate of food and watching the game that was happening today between Flamengo and Corinthians.

"Now I'll have to ask Ricardo for the score." I fumed, remembering my friend from Rio who was definitely at the stadium watching his beloved team.

I walked out of the room. The hallway was packed with people talking loudly and laughing, heading for the exit.

"Hey, Luciano, we're going to my place to play. You coming?" The blond smiled while hugging the Venezuelan's shoulder.

"I have to clean that art room." I didn't have my usual smile.

"I'll go after the gym." He said after putting away his phone.

"We can train at my place. First-class cardio, mon amour." He smiled, and the Croatian stared at him in a way that made the blond blush slightly.

"The last time I saw chests that big was when Catalina decided to wear a low-cut top." I remembered that day, smiling.

"You guys are ridiculous." He rolled his eyes. "Good luck with the cleaning."

"Behave, Luci." She warned and kissed my cheek. "Let's go, guys."

They headed out of the school, happy and excited, making me jealous. I just wanted to be in their place, free of punishments and that irritating blond.

I watched the hallways get emptier and emptier, leaving the school more and more silent.

"Where is that Argentine?" I walked through the empty hallways with my backpack on one shoulder. I was hungry, and I wasn't in a good mood when I was hungry.

As soon as I got to the art room, the door was slightly ajar, so I just walked in without ceremony.

As soon as I entered, I was met with the blond scrubbing one of the tables that was stained with paint, like the others in the room. He had his uniform sleeves rolled up to the middle of his arms. I was a little impressed by the Argentine's arms. They were stronger than I'd imagined. I didn't understand why I found that so attractive.

The blond finally noticed my presence and wrinkled his nose.

"Instead of standing there staring, how about you help? I plan on finishing this today." I snapped out of my daze and didn't retort. I just sighed and rolled up my sleeves too so I wouldn't dirty my uniform.

I grabbed one of the cloths that was on the teacher's desk along with some cleaning products. I picked up a spray bottle of water and went to one of the tables.

"Why didn't you call me?" I started cleaning the table.

"Talking to you and talking to a dog is the same thing. It wouldn't have made much difference."

"Brother, why don't you go fuck yourself?" I smiled mischievously while spraying water on the table multiple times.

"Don't be so indecent, you idiot." The blond fumed.

I laughed when I noticed the tip of the boy's nose had blue paint on it for some reason. Was it cute?

"What are you laughing at?"

I didn't understand why I found the sight of serious Martin with paint on his face so cute and attractive.

"Your stupid face." I said, making the blond roll his eyes.

I quickly scolded myself for these strange thoughts and went back to my task to clean this room as soon as possible.

The silence wasn't as bad as we'd imagined it would be. It was strangely comfortable, without provocations or immoral jokes or physical aggression.

For the first time in a year, Martin and I were together without showing hatred toward each other. We were just in the same space, quiet and focused on our duties.

It was impressive.

After long minutes of scrubbing and spraying, the room was already much better than before.

I was even proud of myself.

"We did a good job." I sighed, a little tired, wiping my forehead with the back of my hand.

"Yes we did, me a little more than you." He smiled, analyzing the gleaming room.

"There's one more place to clean." The blond stared at me, confused.

I laughed seeing the tip of the Argentine's nose still stained with paint. It was iconic.

"Why don't you look at your own ugly face, brother?" I smiled, and Martin quickly ran his hand over his nose, feeling the texture of dried paint.

"Shit, how did this happen?"

"I'll help you." I smiled mischievously and sprayed water on the Argentine's face, who froze.

"How dare you do this?"

I had just started a war that might never end, and without supervision it could get dangerous.

Martin quickly reacted, spraying me back, shocking me. Then a water war began.

We didn't seem to care about the mess we were making. We were just focused on defeating each other, no matter what it took.

Even though we were already soaked and dirty, we didn't care, and we were even having fun as we sprayed water at each other. For the first time, I saw the Argentine laugh up close.

And I definitely recorded that sound, which I considered pleasant to hear.

"Shit..." The blond groaned in frustration when his water ran out.

"My water's out too." I stared at the empty container.

When I looked back at the blond, I almost choked. Martin's uniform was completely soaked, and since it was white, it had become see-through.

And that revealed the blond's defined abs. I was surprised to see that Martin's body was completely toned. And hot? I didn't want to have these impure thoughts about the boy I hated the most.

But it was impossible. I couldn't deny that Martin was very attractive, especially with strands of his wet hair falling over his face.

He looked like an angel.

"Dear God, I..." The blond's flushed face made me laugh.

I was also soaked, my shirt wet, consequently exposing my body too, and Martin stared at me without reaction.

My erection was starting to show signs of life inside my pants, and that was not a good sign.

"Fuck." I turned around quickly. "I'll have to do laundry today. My mom's going to kill me."

I started unbuttoning my shirt and removing it from my body.

"What do you think you're doing?"

He turned to the Argentine, who looked like a tomato he was so red. I laughed, finding it funny how easily he got embarrassed.

I realized I loved making Martin embarrassed. It was cute.

"My mom's always saying wet clothes give you pneumonia." I shrugged, putting the shirt on the table. I ran my hands over my stomach, trying to lessen the dampness. "And moms never lie."

"Put that shirt back on right now." He grabbed my white shirt and tried to put it on me. "You're not at home. Behave yourself."

"Are you crazy, man? I'm not putting anything on." The Argentine huffed and went back to pressing the shirt against me.

"Put it on now."

"What's wrong?" I rolled my eyes and grabbed the blond's arms, stopping him.

"W-what are you d-doing?" Martin stuttered, paralyzed.

The dark-haired boy grabbed the shirt, pulling it from Martin's hands without much effort. The blond was frozen, his flushed face making me more excited.

I didn't understand my own reaction, but I really wanted to be close to Martin.

"What's wrong, little blondie? Are you nervous?"
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Why am I letting him do this?

I didn't understand my body, my heart, and least of all my erection. I wasn't in control anymore.

I was consumed by him. I hadn't known I needed his touch until I had it. He was hot, so hot, as if he'd brought all the heat of his country with him in his body.

Luciano's firm hands tossed my shirt aside and went to the table, pinning me there, pressing his larger frame against my smaller one.

"W-what are you doing?"

My almost inaudible voice didn't escape him. He couldn't hold back that roguish smile.

Was he enjoying this?

"Nervous?" His voice was soft and rough, and it sent a riot through me.

How could he be so calm in this situation?

"You irritate the hell out of me. You know that?" I swallowed hard as his hand gripped my jaw without any gentleness.

I gasped, surprised.

"The feeling's mutual." He laughed lightly and ran his tongue between his lips, drawing my attention.

His lips were full and a shade darker than mine. I wanted to taste them. They looked sweet and soft.

"I want to break you, Martin." I gasped when he spoke my name into my ear. He rarely used my name.

His hot body seemed to burn me. Feeling his bare chest against me was tempting.

The idea of him breaking me made me imagine filthy scenes with him. I couldn't help turning red at the impure thoughts I was having.

What is happening to me?

I asked myself while trying to control my impulses.

"When you blush like this, fuck, I want to..."

He stopped and sighed against my neck, making me tense slightly.

The tension was undeniable. I was no longer in control of my body, and I was waiting for any opening to lose the last thread of dignity I had left. I didn't understand how Luciano was pushing me past my limits just by being near me.

"To?" My curiosity was enormous.

He laughed and pulled back a little, just to stare into my eyes, which looked lost and needy.

Those dark eyes studied every expression on my face, every detail of my delicate, pale features, now flushed.

He seemed enchanted seeing the details of my face so close up.

"Fuck, I want to throw you into the first empty room I see and fuck you until my hatred for your face passes." The words were spat in my face like cold water.

Dear God.

I was in shock at the revelation. My body was in distress, and my reaction was immediate, letting out a high, thin sigh at the sensations my body had just from hearing his dirty words.

My body was now completely dominated by an arousal for Luciano that seemed to have been stored away, just waiting for a moment to be released. It was as if I was desperate to feel every one of his words on my skin. I wanted this. I really wanted to be fucked by him.

"L-Luciano..." Those were the only words I could manage.

"I know you want it. You're dying for me to eat you up, aren't you? Admit it." He smiled, pressing his body even harder against me, and I ended up moaning when I felt his erection.

I gripped the edge of the table I was nearly sitting on to keep from letting out a louder moan. I felt Luciano's cock rubbing against my own erection, creating a friction that was impossible to deny was delicious.

"Dear God." I tilted my head back slightly, feeling my body on the verge of exploding.

I couldn't have an orgasm from this. I didn't want to give him the satisfaction, but it was getting hard to resist.

I felt weak and inferior.

"You like that?" That roguish smile.

At no point did Luciano touch me with his hands, and it was frustrating. I wanted to feel his hot touch. I needed to feel it.

"You just have to ask, querido." He wanted to hear from my mouth that I wanted to be touched by him. "What do you want?"

"I hate you." My breathless voice was satisfying to him.

I didn't want to ask. I would never forgive myself if I asked him for something, especially something as lewd as this.

I was between life and death. Humiliating myself this way was like shooting myself in the head, but denying this desire felt so wrong and painful.

But my body seemed to need that hot touch of his hands. I wanted more contact than this.

"Luciano, I want you to..."

When we heard a noise from outside, our bodies were quickly separated by a shove from me, sending Luciano stumbling away.

Worse than being with Luciano was being seen with Luciano!

I was breathless and nervous. That situation felt like it was going to give me a breakdown.

The door opened, and the janitor stood there holding a broom. He stared at the two of us and sighed.

"I've told you not to play with water. For God's sake, these kids are going to make me commit a crime." The old man complained and brought in the cleaning kit that was outside. "Get out of here. I'm going to dry this room."

"Sorry, Big Robert." The dark-haired boy smiled, scratching his head.

How was he so calm after everything? How could he act so naturally?

I didn't understand.

"I've told you that's not my name, kid. You really have no sense." The grumpy old man started mopping. "You can leave, and hurry up."

"I'll help you, sir." He smiled and grabbed another floor cloth. "What about you, Hernandez?"

Those dark eyes stared at me, sending chills through my body. I couldn't react immediately as I always did. I still felt his words on my skin and couldn't act as if thirty seconds ago I hadn't been on the verge of begging him to touch me.

I just shook my head and grabbed my bag, practically running from the room.

I didn't want to face that strange atmosphere. I wasn't the type to pretend everything was normal like Luciano always did.

His naturalness irritated me.

The walk home was like a replay of everything that had happened in that art room. I didn't want to be thinking so much.

But that heat from Luciano was still in my body, and it seemed like it wasn't going to fade anytime soon.

I opened the door to my house and sighed. As soon as I entered, I took off my shoes and hung up my keys.

I was immediately greeted by the white-furred, blue-eyed feline meowing at me.

"Pierre." I picked up the cat, holding him. "Were you good?"

The cat meowed and rubbed against my face in response. I smiled, put the cat down, and headed to the kitchen.

My mother was talking to the housekeeper, probably giving instructions for what to buy at the market.

"Hi, Mom." I smiled at the blond woman and nodded to the lady. "Mrs. Marta."

"Ah, Martin, you're late." The woman smiled slightly and handed the paper to the housekeeper. "I had to do some homework at school until late." I approached the counter and grabbed an apple.

"Your clothes are filthy. Why are you wet?" I'd almost forgotten about my wet clothes.

"I'm heading out." She smiled. "Leave the clothes in the basket and I'll wash them." She smiled before leaving through the kitchen door.

"It's complicated to explain. Better I go upstairs..."

"Fine." She lowered her gaze to her phone.

I sighed and turned to leave but nearly collided with my father entering the kitchen.

The man, with hair a much darker shade of blond than my mother's, went to the refrigerator, ignoring my presence.

"Hi, Dad."

"Hi." He grabbed the juice pitcher.

I sighed, exhausted, ignored it, and left the kitchen, walking to my room.

I'd grown used to this treatment from them. Since New Year's, they'd been treating me differently, as if I were a stranger.

When I came out, it wasn't well received by my parents. My mother just pretended nothing had happened and acted as if I hadn't come out, and my father practically ignored my existence and only spoke to me out of obligation.

I still blamed myself for coming out as gay that New Year's.

* * *
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"Tin, you're spacing out." She snapped her fingers in my face, and I returned to reality.

"Sorry..." I sighed and realized I'd been staring at my locker for several minutes. I closed it and leaned against it, sighing. "I'm tired."

"I noticed." She smiled and approached me. "Who's in that little head of yours?"

"What?"

"The last time you were this distracted was when you had your eye on your neighbor." I rolled my eyes.

I would never admit that my thoughts were on Luciano, that damn Brazilian I hate so intensely.

"No, I'm thinking about my parents." I crossed my arms.

It wasn't a lie.

"Ah, I'm so sorry about them... you know." She hugged me, comforting me. "Is it still the same?"

"It's only getting worse. My father didn't even look at me yesterday." I hated this.

I just wanted that loving father back, the one who taught me soccer since I was a boy, the company to watch games or go to the stadiums...

"They don't deserve you, Martin. Know that I'm proud of you, understand? I love you."

I smiled, feeling my heart warmed by my friend, and I couldn't resist hugging the shorter girl.

"Thank you. You're the best." She smiled, pleased, and then the bell rang, but the principal spoke over the microphone, drawing the attention of everyone in the hallway.

"All high school students, please proceed to the auditorium."

"What do they want now?"

"Hey, guys." He smiled. "What does the principal want with us?"

"Better we go, I'm curious." She smiled, and we headed to the auditorium, where the other high school students were curious and speculating about what it could be.

As we entered, the auditorium slowly filled with noisy teenagers settling into the seats.

My friends and I looked for seats in the middle, which seemed like the best place to watch. As soon as we settled in, I crossed my legs and sighed, annoyed by the noise.

"Is he going to expel me? I haven't done PE since the beginning of the year."

"He wouldn't hold a ceremony just























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
THIS ISN'T

LOVE

(BUT IT FEELS LIKE IT)

LUCAS DRIDIK






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





