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For all those bullies who pick on us just because we are different. It is never too late to change.
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I, Kady-Co dedicate this book to all kids who are having a hard time. I hope this book makes you smile.
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Our town, unlike most of the small towns was not separated into four or five different categories of people. There were only two :- The Billionaires that lived in the central and surrounding area not too far from the river, and the South’ers the lower class.

Color, race and all that jumbo didn't matter in our town, it was all about the black cards and the Benjamins.

The older people from the South either worked for the billionaires, had something to hide or were given sanctuary for silence. But neither of the reasons they stayed here were good. 

Didn't mean the youngsters had a poverty stricken life.

It also didn't mean we were living in trailer parks. No, this was the billionaires town. Nobody starved, no one begged. Our crime rate was five percent and even that was only because a few years ago, a woman named Gina Lorne was found dead. 

But as I said, it was years ago.

The people that ruled our small town had since gated up our entire community of seven thousand and twenty eight. Now those unwanted people weren't even allowed past the gate.

No matter which side of the river or which side of the hills, there was no way some foreign person was entering without THE towns knowledge. None of the founding families would allow it.

It was why our small town, just on the Hills in Good Ol' Texas, infamously known as Liston Hills was also known by another name, a name that would shock this very foundation we once called safe, better and clean. The name was the billionaires nest, though still a talked about myth, it was very true.

The history of our small town all started with the founding families of Liston Hills- Orniel, Bray, Stone, Hugh and Delroy, five of the world’s richest families coming together with one goal in mind- security for their own.

Security for their children, spouses and future generations. It marked one of the biggest business transactions made in 1883. The group jointly purchased the empty Hills and surrounding land to start a life here, away from all the common people.

Liston Hills wasn't shown on the maps, not even as a paper town, and our town was very hard to find without knowing where you're going.

For most people, Liston Hills was a fictional place, but to us, the people that stayed here- Our town was very real.

So real that like any other town we had our public schools and our private schools. And in our schools, be it private or in our case public, we had our jocks, that was Jordon Dean Gregory the fifth and his crew- our football team. 

Then of course there were the cheerleaders. We, as in most of the school’s population referred to them as the 'Demon Squad'.

'Yup, we don't piss off the pompom girls.'

Let us not forget our nerds- the newspaper team that sucked and the science freaks. Yes, it was harsh, but I did mention we were a public school, so name calling was tolerated, especially in my case, I was one of them.

And like all Public schools we had our riff raff rebels. But here in Liston High Public, they weren't known as rebels. No, sorry, they were the bikers, the children and teenagers of The Sin Rider's Motorcycle club.

Of recent years, which pains one to mention we now had our trust fund group- the rich kids that belonged on the other side of the Hills, but for some odd reason they preferred to be here.

Well not all, rumor has it that a few years back Jace Stone was abducted and just dropped out of Liston High Private and attended school here, the other side of the River. Apparently, Victoria Stone, Natasha Bray and Mason Bray followed. But rumor or not they didn't belong here, and it wasn't long when they ran back to their private education. It did however start a chain of habit.

The trust fund kids that didn't have much adult supervision, or weren't controlled by their parents like us normal teens, decided to come to our school. Less rules, less work, less stress.  

This year 2018 our new trust fund group was actually all related and it didn't take long for our welcoming committee to brand them as the weird ones. From their first day, they huddled together, choosing to rather sit with themselves than socialize with the rest of the 'down-graders'. 

Not for the females lack of trying. The twin's Dallion and Dillon Snow were a sight for a girl's hormones and a mother's nightmares. They were that hot and with a slight British accent it was a crime of will.

Adam Snow, the middle one always wore a black beanie and long Goth clothing which was weird but hey, there was a reason we called them weird. Well, okay I admit I am the only one who calls them weird, everyone else just calls them the Snow brothers.

Reed Snow, however, was the weirdest of the lot, he was a Dan Brown conspiracy fan. Since the first day which was a few weeks back he has had his long brown hair and glass covered eyes stuck in a Dan Brown novel, and his fingers always jotting down notes 'weird'.

So any way enough about them, let's get back to the story.

Now, while many stories start with once upon a time or a new girl in a new school, this one starts a little differently.

It all starts when Sarah West, one of the best cheerleaders to attend Liston Hills Public school since Victoria Stone, got kicked out of the squad for missing practice.
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We can't always hold life by the horns. I used to, but recently these last few weeks since tenth grade started, I have been on the tail end of an aggressive bull. Today, I finally fell off and it wasn't a pretty fall. It was the ugly type, the hard fall- where you crack a few bones, injure your back and howl in pain.

As usual, today, no different from these past few weeks I had been sociably late to every lesson in class, every practice with the squad. Meetings and outings with my, soon to be new parents took a lot of time. Yup, I was the foster kid. Well, the only one that attended Liston Hills Public School.

“SARAH.” The shrill scream that came from Macy Ward, our cheerleader captain or as I love to call her our Loony Ward had me rolling my eyes.

Stretching out my legs, I held my foot to my butt with my right hand and after an insufferable minute of not answering Loony Ward I finally caved. Her eyes were currently staring daggers on my back.

The heat of her gaze, whilst welcomed as it felt like middle of winter with this cold front, I knew I was skating on thin ice.  

“Yes Macy.” I stopped my warm up and ignored the rest of the girls idling around and giving me their worrisome stares. The whispers weren't really whispers, as I watched Macy Ward's chocolate complexion turn to crimson as her round eyes that have had most of the male population in our school drooling behind her since she first walked the hallways of Liston High Public, narrow on me.

“You have been late everyday these past two weeks, you are sloppy, yesterday you dropped Tiya on the floor which could've led to a serious injury. Now, I know you have the potential to do better but until then you are out of the squad.”

Her hands planted on her hips. Those pink painted lips pulling up in a really terrible pout was the last straw.

“You kicking me OUT?” I screeched, my fingers rolling up into tight fists, “I have worked my butt off to get where I am and you think you are just going to kick me out of the squad, I gave you power over.” My steps drew me closer to Macy, the girls and Chad our only guy stood around watching our spectacle.

Macy vanished the rest of the distance until our chest were barely an inch or two apart, “Mr Lanco agreed, Mrs Frisco agreed, hell I bet the entire squad agrees, your squad days Sarah West are over.”

My laugh was hollow, my mind filled with thoughts of how easily it would be to just punch Macy in her face. Anger and a need for revenge filled me with mirth for Macy Ward.

“What?!!! If you think this is over Loony Macy think again, this means war.”

I bumped her shoulder as I marched past her and the rest of the squad who were clever enough to give me a wide berth to the stands. 

Grabbing my blue Nike back pack I got for Christmas last year and my coke bottle I used as a water bottle, I left the
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