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Here’s a list of things that suck.

1: Getting your period during a test.

2: Hairy armpits.

3: Smelling like moldy cheese, dirty socks, and
rotten garlic after walking home from school.

4: Under-boobage sweat.

5: Big red zits on your face.

6: Stomach rolls.

7: Chub rub in tight jeans.

8: My mom comparing me to every kid – especially my
cousins!

9: The last half of the seventh grade.

10: Hurricanes.

11: A muffin top.

12: Boobs that keep on growing.

13: A broken air conditioner.

14: Leaving sweat marks the size of America on
furniture.

15: Leaving sweat marks the size of America on
furniture in front of people.

16: Disappointing Jenna…. again.

“It’s not fair, Anna.” Jenna whispered, staring
lifelessly at the inside of her locker.

Life sucks and it’s my fault… shocker.

“I’m sorry.” I apologized, wishing I could hide
inside my locker right now. I collapsed against it instead and
watched the busy hallway at Royal Heights Middle School get crammed
with excited teens going to and from their lockers, ready to get a
start on the weekend.

“Birthday girl, coming through!”

The crowd parted, letting Carla Bakersmith and her
group of friends strut through. Her locker was across from mine and
Jenna’s, and today it was decked out, covered in a million pink and
purple balloons, ribbons, bows, and cards… all from her closest
BFFs.

But news flash… it’s my birthday too, today.

17: Having the same birthday as Carla Bakersmith.

Jenna slammed her locker shut and leaned against it.
“I would have done a way better job on your locker.”

I sighed. “I know.”

“And even though it was your decision to forgo
birthday locker decorations this year, I feel like a shitty friend
for not decking out your locker anyway.”

“I’m sorry….”

“I should have ignored you.”

“I’m sorry….”

“I’m never listening to you again.”

“Sorry…. a million times.”

Carla’s friends laughed loudly. They held their
custom sparkly – purple invitations up high over their heads
like they had passes to heaven instead.

Her guest list was the unequivocal definition of
obviousness.

“Sorry, my party is invite only. Maybe next year,
though… if you’re lucky.” Carla gloated loudly to random students
walking by. Her voice was so annoying and screechy, but that wasn’t
why I hated her.

18: Carla Bakersmith.

“Ugh, stupid boy alert.” Jenna muttered at the group
of boys strutting over. They meshed with Carla’s group, all
laughing and joking.

I dropped my gaze immediately, looking at the floor
instead. My black Chucks were more interesting than those “popular”
assholes any day. Even what’s his name… the boy I thought I
knew more than most.

“Matthew!” Carla squealed. “You’d better not be late
to my birthday party tonight!”

The sound of his name sent a shiver down my spine,
leaving a bad taste in my mouth. Memories of betrayal hit me like a
ton of bricks, making me feel sick in the process. Puking was an
option, but the pain in my chest felt positively catastrophic.

But despite all that, I did something dumb next. I
looked up and made eye contact instantly with the brown haired,
blue-eyed boy standing center.

Matthew Fields had a cocky grin on his face.

All eyes and ears were on him, waiting to hear, or
see what the next “move” was. Calling Matthew very popular was an
understatement.

Though it hadn’t always been like that, but that was
a long time ago.

Now, kids at school called him the most popular boy,
but I only called him one thing.

19: My ex-boy best friend.
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The locker room at Rome’s Gym smelled like ass. The
floors were covered with dirty towels, and the lights flickered,
while the air conditioner kept turning on and off. But none of that
mattered. Not as I battled a fucking, tool-bag/idiot/ micro-dick/
piece of shit, while our teams stood between us, trying to “calm”
the situation down. In other words, nothing was working and we were
all still angry.

My coach Harry finally snapped. “It’s been over forty
fuckin’ minutes! Is this fight happening, or not?”

Facts about Harry: He was fifty-seven with lines
around his eyes, but he was a mother fucking beast of a coach, who
was six foot, with big shoulders, and knuckles the size of
coconuts.

“You’re gonna lose, new boy.” my opponent screeched
for the tenth time. Lincoln Porter’s face was red and sweaty. His
eyes were bloodshot and wild. My beautiful face had a smile, and I
kept smiling because it kept pissing him off, so much so, he looked
more and more like a raccoon bit him. And I loved every second his
bitch ass cried.

Because it fucking meant something.

That I was getting under his skin.

And that probably killed him more than anything I
could have ever done.

“You didn’t do SHIT to earn your spot here. You got
me fucked up, thinking Primo’s here to see you, when the
truth is, they’re not here to see you. They’re here to see me, and
only me!”

Well, well… well. The truth finally comes out.

Primo Power Ground.

They ruled the underground fight league in Orlando,
and well… all of Florida basically. Fighters across the state
traveled to Orlando with the hopes in making it on the roster.
Fame, glory and riches followed the winners, and if you fought well
enough, some of the losers too.

I heard about this rumor though an hour ago and
thought it was bullshit. No way a Primo recruiter would show up
tonight, a fight involving little ol’ me, James Lawson, AKA the
newbie fighter who wasn’t even on the roster at Rome’s Gym,
yet.

But apparently it wasn’t bullshit, and a Primo
recruiter had actually shown up tonight to check out the fight. And
if that was legit, and a recruiter was out there waiting, while I
battled Lincoln ‘Poopy-face’ Porter in the locker room over who had
the bigger dick (okay that sounded kind of weird, but it’s a dumb
guy thing)…. then we were all screwed.

Meaning, I was screwed.

Shit – Shit - Shit! This is not good!

“Cut the shit!” Harry snapped again, this time at
Lincoln’s manager Marco, who was a percentage holder at Rome’s who
acted like a slime bag, using his status as a weapon to counter the
bullshit him and his “clients” wrecked over anyone in their
way.

“Careful who you’re talking to, old man. You’re
talking to one of the bosses. I run the show, not you.” Marco
jerked his ass-shaped chin out.

“Old man? One of the bosses?” Harry repeated in
disbelief.

“You heard me, old man. You’re just a coach. I’m a
partner here, and don’t you forget it. I… run… this… ship.” Marco
declared, pointing his finger to the floor.

You, dumb fuck….

Harry barked out a quick laugh. “You don’t run
shit here. You’re a short baby man, who put down fifty grand for a
measly five percent, ten months ago. I’m gonna have a long fuckin’
talk with Rome about you causing trouble, again. Don’t think
nobody’s been watching you these last ten months,
motherfucker.”

I. Struck. Gold. Getting. Harry.

He wasn’t new here like I was.

He also happened to be good friends with Rome, and
that fucking meant something, even if Lincoln and his coaches, and
Marco wished it didn’t right now.

“You’re gonna lose, new boy!” Lincoln squealed again,
sounding extra prissy in my opinion.

Marco’s frog looking eyes popped out. “Shut up,
Linc!”

Ohhhh interesting…. trouble in paradise?

“New boy’s getting special treatment. He’s a rookie
and I’m a vet. I’ve been training here longer, plus I’m the champ.
I’m the Thrash!”

The Thrash! I cackled loudly, because his
nickname sounded weak as hell. “Jesus Christ, who came up with that
name? You guys should have gone with The Pussy Bitch
instead.”

Lincoln erupted like a bull and charged for me. He
made it three steps when his goons – Carter and Kyle using whatever
strength their meathead physiques could allow and bulldozed him
back, slamming him into a row of blue lockers and pinning Lincoln
there using their full force. It was laughable that it took two to
barely hold Lincoln back. The strain was so bad; I could see the
veins in their heads pulsating and sweat form on their
foreheads.

“Let me fuckin’ go!” Lincoln screamed, flapping his
arms in my direction, reminding me of a fattttttty little bitch boy
not getting the last slice of cake. “Let me at him! I’ll show him!
I’ll show him who the champ is! I’ll show him right now! Call the
cops if you have to! I don’t give a fuck!”

“That’s it. I’m canceling this whole fucking thing,
right now!” Marco erupted. “This fight shouldn’t have even happened
in the first place, no thanks to you and your big mouth!”

All five foot four of Marco got in Lincoln’s face,
albeit a safe distance away from a potential- “accidental” black
eye. It was a hilarious sight to see as Lincoln was about my height
and Marco had his neck craned all the way back just to make eye
contact.

He was indeed a little man.

Honestly, it was kind of darling watching Marco pull
out the dictator stance, like Napoleon reincarnated, only
dumber.

Carter and Kyle were running out of steam. Lincoln
was about to push their tired asses off, but I’m guessing the
smarter of the two “Carter” had something click in his chicken
sized brain and he turned around quickly and pinned Lincoln against
the locker using his back.

“He’s right, Linc. The new boy’s not even on the
roster yet. Why are you even wasting your time fighting him?”
Carter panted.

“Let me go!” Lincoln screeched, looking like a baby
with a runny nose, crying for his mommy’s tit in the middle of the
night.

I cackled at the struggle, not caring if it was a
bonehead move on my part. This shit was too funny to not laugh at.
Veins in Lincoln’s arms pulsated, pushing Carter and Kyle away
inch-by-inch.

“You’re this close to being kicked out of the gym,
Linc! Don’t test me!” Marco threatened.

Lincoln kept shoving out his arms. “Let me go!”

Marco erupted. “That’s it! You’re done, Lincoln!”

“Linc, stop!” Kyle pleaded for the millionth time,
about to gas out. He quickly changed tactics and replicated
Carter’s strategy. “Carter’s right, Linc. There’s like fifteen guys
here waiting to fight you, and you’re wasting your time fighting
this princess? It doesn’t make sense.”

Lincoln didn’t hear a god damn thing. His focus, as
always, was on me. “Princess needs a reality check.”

Princess? I was about to retaliate with a few
choice words when Harry grabbed my arm and steered me out of the
locker room and in to the hallway.

“Enough of this shit, James.” Harry ordered,
releasing my arm angrily.

“He started it.” I snapped back and leaned against
the wall with my arms folding across my chest.

Harry shook his head in disapproval. “Hey genius,
remember what we talked about? Control. Dedication. Concentration.
You can’t sprint this without burning yourself out too soon. We
play by the rules of the game and make our moves when the time
comes. Now isn’t the time to show off how well you can
fucking fight back.”

“He came at me first.” I stated firmly. “This whole
thing’s a fucking sham.”

“You gotta keep your mouth shut, kid.” Harry snapped,
his voice on the verge of breaking. “You gotta learn to let things
go. It’s the only way we’re gonna move forward in this thing.”

“Whatever…” I muttered, feeling deflated.

“Remember. Remember why you’re here. Remember what
being good with Rome means. And what it’s done for you so far.
You’re a natural born fighter, kid, better than most of the guys
here, but if you don’t play by Rome’s rules, he’ll kick you out of
the gym.” Harry stared at me intensely. “Are you going to listen to
me now? Are you ready to be a man, and take charge of your
future?”

Cut the pussy shit and play the game, fool….

I exhaled a deep breath. “What do you want me to
do?”

Relief washed over Harry’s eyes. “There’s only one
thing you have to do, and that’s to lose tonight. Word is, Primo’s
out there, waiting to watch. We can’t risk our top fighter possibly
losing to a newbie. Lincoln has to win no matter what. That’s just
the way it is… the way Rome wants it. You got me, James?”

I nodded slowly and exhaled through my nostrils.
“Yeah… I got you.”







CHAPTER 2


Annabelle


Tuesday November 27, 2012




Last year, for my seventeenth birthday, my Aunt
Claire gave me a one-year subscription for Teen World.

The magazine was mostly full of dumb stuff like top
ten nail polishes of the month, essays on lip-gloss, or the latest
gossip in the teen celebrity world. None of that stuff interested
me, especially not the dumb advice columns.

But last August everything had changed, and because I
was a CLUELESS seventeen-year-old girl (HAHAHAHAHA - still am!) who
knew nothing about boys, and because I didn’t have anyone to talk
to about all the crap I’d been going through... well, you see…. I
needed advice in the “romance” department.

I was desperate for it.

So, I did what any girl would have done. I’d flipped
through that month’s edition (August) and I took a quiz, answering
mostly B and C, and only one D (all of the above) and no A’s at
all. Then I’d calculated my total and read the advice in my number
range.




The Fierce Diva Warrior Approach


Hey girl, WOW, it’s that bad huh!

Don’t worry because we’ve got the answers to your LUV
problems.

So your man’s having trouble announcing his
disqualification from the single hall of fame? Well girl, here’s
what you gotta do, to make sure the entire school KNOWS who
his first lady is.



*~ Just Follow These 3 Simple Steps! ~*




Step 1: From now on, your man has no first name. He’s
to be known as “Boyfriend” at all times, especially in the
cafeteria during lunch where everyone can see and hear what’s what
from you (snaps fingers) (flips hair off shoulder)… his queen.



Step 2: Find the cutest thing in your closet and pair
it with some sparkly high heels. Wait a minute before the bell
rings, then make a grand entrance into first period like the queen
you are. And don’t forget; make sure to pose for all the cameras
taking photos of you. By second period, you’ll be an instant
celebrity.



Step 3: Find the most popular girl in school and
declare in front of everyone that you are coming for her spot, and
make sure to do this in front of your man so he knows how lucky he
is to have such a confident, beautiful, amazing superstar by his
side.




Follow these three simple steps and all your high
school dating dreams will come true in a blink of an eye!




Shockingly enough, I didn’t take the advice last
August.

But last night, after not finishing the movie because
my mom got a headache and went to her room to sleep it off, I’d
gone back to my room and saw that Jenna had sent me a text
message.




Jenna: I’m going home. The fight’s been pushed
back by another forty minutes. I’m never coming to one of these
stupid things again!




Reading Jenna’s text message had me feeling
weird.

I was on the verge of doing something, but the
problem was…. I wasn’t exactly sure what that was.

So I did something dumb instead.

I’d grabbed the November issue out of the trash, and
flipped through it…. searching for any sign that could remotely
help me.




How to get fast and flirty nails in less than ten
minutes!


Lacey Thongs or Cotton Boy Shorts, an Exposé.


Stuffing your bra the twenty first century way.


Is red lipstick only for old people?


Quiz: Which celebrity’s pet are you?


Ten ways to wear a jean jacket.


Five things you shouldn’t buy vintage.


Quiz: Is your relationship worth fighting for: High
School edition.




I took the last quiz, thinking it could do the
trick.

I chose a million B’s, some A’s, no D’s, and one
C.

Then, I’d calculated my total.

This was my advice.




He’s got first period English and you have Math. You
guys have no classes together and your lockers are in different
hallways. When you cross paths between classes he’s chilling with
his friends, laughing at the top of his lungs, and when he sees
you, you get a nod and that’s it. During lunch he barely pays
attention to you, only giving your hand a quick squeeze when his
bros are looking the other way.


But none of that matters, because there’s always
after school.


With your backpacks packed and your lockers shut and
your friends gone, love fills the air and you two join in a tight
embrace, making up for all the time you’ve lost during the day.


Because the truth is, he does care about you, and you
care about him. You don’t need an audience or public displays of
affection to prove this. You only know what’s in his heart, and at
the end of the day if that’s you, then that’s all that matters.


Reach for love and never let it go!


Good Luck!




What.

The.

Hell?

I’d freaking lived that advice last September. My
relationship with James had been a secret, and at the time… I’d
been okay with it. But my blood boiled now just thinking about it
and how stupid I’d been.

But I guess he had his “reasons” for treating me like
that, thanks to Donna and her schemes. At least, I hoped to God
that was the reason why we had to be a secret.

You never really knew what was the truth these
days….

But besides all that… the advice given via the quiz
from the November issue was a pile of garbage.

The real, honest to God advice should have been this
instead….




At end of the day, if your guy isn’t “chill” enough
to acknowledge you in public – to make it known through out the day
– not just after school – that you’re a couple, then I’m sorry….
LOVE by itself isn’t enough.

Clearly.


Stand up for yourself and tell him to fuck off!


Good Luck!


And that’s exactly what I did.

Kind of.

Not really.

Tomatoes… Tomatos.

It was all relative anyways.

So last night, it had taken two – fifteen minute bus
rides, and a five minute walk down a block before I’d arrived at a
warehouse style gym with a packed parking lot off to the side. Loud
cheers had echoed out of the building.

“There must be a lot of people in there,” I’d said
under my breath.

The front door had been open and there was a tall
man with a buzz cut. He’d worn a black sleeveless shirt, grey
sweats and he was clearly guarding the doorway. Security?

People walked by, curious to what was going on
inside. A couple of guys around my age, dressed in gym clothing
sped past me and went up to the door. They slapped hands with the
security man.

“Is it finally time, Rex?” one of them laughed.
“Is this fight gonna happen tonight or what?”

Rex grinned affirmatively. “Oh it’s happening. But
you know Lincoln, he’s always gotta make a show about who’s got the
bigger balls.”

“Let’s see if this James kid can handle… The
Thrash.” the second guy stated, laughing in disbelief.

Rex shrugged and took a quick peek inside. “I don’t
know. He wasn’t shook an hour ago when Linc tried to psyche him out
in the locker room. But that’s Linc for you, always causing shit to
prove he’s the best.”

“My money’s on the new kid.” the first guy
stated.

The second guy shook his head. “Bro, consistency
outweighs inexperience every time. That’s the truth. I’m betting on
The Thrash to win. He’s not gonna let anyone take him out,
especially not the new kid.”

A loud bell rang and loud cheers followed. Rex took
a quick look inside and waved the boys in. “Looks like we’re about
to find out who’s gonna take this fight tonight.”

Blood pumping hip hop music got louder as the two
boys entered the building. Rex took a quick look around and his
eyes landed on me with a peculiar smile on his face.

“Are you lost?” he asked, his tone of voice
friendly with a twinkle in his brown eyes.

“Um,” I mumbled and walked forward. “Is there
like… a fight about to happen?”

“Kind of….” Rex said, slightly wary. “If you want
to watch, then you’d better come inside now. Once I close this
door, no one comes and goes until the fight is over. Could be a
couple of minutes, could be an hour… or a couple.”

I gulped, feeling hesitant. This is it.

Rex took a step inside, with his hand on the door.
“So, are you coming… or going?”

Technically I was crashing this event.

How would James EVEN react?

And if he lost his fight, would he blame me for
showing up unannounced and uninvited?

There’s a reason he didn’t tell me about tonight…
But it’s now or never.

I nodded. “I’m coming.”

Rex stood to the side and I entered the
building.

There were hundreds of people standing together semi
squished, shouting and drinking out of white plastic cups, looking
like they were having fun. It seemed more like a party than a
fighting event. The queasiness inside my belly went into overdrive.
Nervously, I glanced over my shoulder and the entrance door was
shut, and Rex was locking it.

Squeezing around twenty or so people, I finally saw
a large blue and red ring in the center of the room. It looked like
one of those wrestling rings you’d see on TV, only smaller.

I continued to examine, listen and smell my
surroundings. And I mostly did this to keep my mind in a calm
state, rather than reminding myself that coming here was just a
plain old bad idea.

All of a sudden the lights turned off and everyone
stood in darkness. The room quickly filled with the hum of
excitement and anticipation. Then suddenly one light flashed on,
focused solely on the ring and whatever was around it. Speakers
turned on and the sound of a microphone popped on.

Someone tapped at the microphone a few times and
then took a deep breath. “Get ready, get ready. We’ve got a show
tonight. Fighters take your marks, we got a crowd to please. He’s
big, he’s loud…. he’s got the hook. He’s the Thrash! Lincoln Porter
in the blue!”

Lincoln Porter entered the ring wearing only blue
shorts. His body was a work of art, all tan and muscly with a
six-pack. A large tattoo covered his right shoulder. He had a buzz
cut and he was tall. Fan girls screamed his name… but to me, there
was something off about him. He seemed dangerous.

The announcer brought the microphone to his mouth
again. “Welcoming a newbie, here to cause trouble for the Thrash,
and take the title of the biggest, the baddest…. James Lawson!”

A crowd formed on the other side of the ring. My
heart stopped as the rope was lifted and someone I barely
recognized, wearing red shorts, entered the ring with a barrage of
cheers behind him….

The school fire alarms rang at max, breaking last
night’s fog as I halted halfway up the stairs to the entrance.
Teachers flooded the terrace, shouting at the top of their lungs.
They moved their arms like frazzled flight attendants on the brink
insanity.

“Exit back, students!”

“There’s no need to panic!”

“The fire department is on their way!”

“Head away from the building in an orderly
fashion!”

“Do not slide down the bannister!”

“Do as we say… or else…. you will be expelled!”

“Now’s not the time to be holding hands!”

“That’s it, detention for a week!”

“Everybody… stay calm!”

Ha… stay calm? That’s hilarious.

I followed orders and made my way with the crowd,
joining the masses on the front lawn. I looked everywhere for a
familiar face, but fell short.

“Hey Annabelle!”

A friend?

My head perked up and saw Tina heading over. My heart
sunk instantly.

“No,” I groaned quietly.

She smirked at me. “Took you long enough to
notice me.”

“Hey…. Tina.” I said.

She stopped in front of me and looked at my face all
confused. Then she grinned slyly, like she figured out the scoop.
“So… it is true.”

I’ll take, dumb annoying girls, for eight thousand,
Alex.

I cringed. “What are you talking about? What’s…
true?”

Tina’s eyes lit up like Christmas. “That you got into
a huge fight with Donna Tallins yesterday and she scarred your
face, and you had to go to the hospital to get an x-ray on your
skull and get twenty stitches.”

Speaking of jabs to the face….

“Go James!”

“Kick his ass!”

Lincoln’s side echoed back.

“Show ‘em who’s boss, Thrash!”

“Kill ‘em, Thrash!”

Cheers died down and I looked at the guy who was
supposed to be my boyfriend. The first weird thing was, most of his
hair was gone. Not quite a buzz cut, but his dark brown locks were
practically gone. And there was a big red mark on his left
cheek.

What happened?

I caressed the bandage on my face and wondered if
James knew about the wound on my cheek, too? And if he’d cared, at
all?

The kicks got harder, and the punches shot out
faster, just like cannons. The crowd screamed and cheered, but the
only thing I did was stay shocked. I’ve seen James get into fights
before, but those were with high school boys. His opponent in the
ring was definitely not a high school boy.

Lincoln quickly punched James, and James lost his
balance for a second. The ref blew the whistle and the round was
complete. Both boys returned to their sides of the ring where their
faces were wiped of sweat and blood. I couldn’t see the full extent
of the damage, but I think a lip got busted and an eyebrow got cut
for sure. They toweled off, drank water, spat into their buckets
and were congratulated by their teams.

The announcer entered the ring with a microphone
wire dragging behind him. He waved over both boys to join him in
the center of the ring. “After careful consideration from our
judges…. and the winner is… The Thrash!”

“Tina, you missed practice.” Jenna interrupted, with
Dana trailing behind her.

A sigh of relief left me as I grinned. Christmas was
lights out.

“What kind of a friend are you, Jenna!” Tina roared.
“You know what I’m going through right now! Lay off!”

“Shut up, Tina. Your life isn’t hard. You’re spoiled,
and you lack purpose in life. You clearly have way
too much time on your hands. You need a hobby, girl. Why don’t you
take up knitting, or bird watching?” Jenna smirked at Tina before
taking a good look at me. “Hey stranger….” The grin on her face
vanished as soon as her eyes fell on the bandage on my face.

“Oh…my God!” Dana gasped bloody horror. She stepped
away from our group and glared passed the sea of students to the
parking lot where her ex-boyfriend was. Roy was practically dancing
under a cloud, none the wiser. He was chilling with his friends,
laughing with his arm around a love struck girl. This girl had
bouncy blonde hair and she had on tight jeans and a tiny aqua blue
tank top with half her stomach out.

That girl was Latisha.

“I’ve been disrespected for the last time…” Dana
whispered, shaking her head. “Latisha’s not going to get away with
this.”

Hell hath no fear like a dramatic, angry,
seventeen-year-old girl… scorned?

“Oh… my god!” Tina gasped bloody horror next. She
quickly joined Dana’s side and glared at the parking lot as if a
horrendous crime was taking place.

The vibe was straight up sinister now as I followed
her gaze, locating Gabe with his arm around Stacey Two.

I was in shock. My eyes widened at the stupidity of
Gabe. And I’d like clarify that I wasn’t in shock because what Gabe
did surprised me, but
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