
        
            
                
            
        

    



 


THE COACH


By Marita A. Hansen


 

















 


 


Copyright


THE
COACH


Kindle
Edition


Copyright
2020 © Marita A. Hansen


Editor
N.H.


Cover
Design by Marita A. Hansen


Cover
Photo by Damir Spanic


Sourced from Unsplash.com


All rights reserved. No
part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or
transmitted, in any form or by any means whatsoever without the written
permission of the author, nor circulated in any form of binding or cover. Thank
you for respecting the hard work of this author.


All characters, names,
places, and incidents in this book are either the product of the author’s
imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual events,
locales, or real persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

















 


 


CONTENTS


Copyright


Series
Information and Acknowledgements


Recap of The Cop


1 Brooke


2 Brooke


3 Brooke


4 Riley


5 Lucy


6 Zuko


7 Riley


8
Coach Cassidy


9 Riley


10 Riley


Author
Links


Behind
the Hood Sample


More Books by the
Author


 
















 


 


*


This series is
broken up into episodes. Once
the season is finished, I will publish a collection. Please note that the main characters and their friends are 18 or
over, and are in their senior year of high
school.


*


A special thanks to my
editor for all of her help.


*

















 


 


Recap


of


THE COP


After Lucy stumbles
across shocking images of Zuko in Daniel Greene’s files, she takes her concerns
to Riley. Riley tries to help Zuko but is told to butt out. He can’t, so
when Daniel’s father comes knocking at his door, he tells the sheriff about
what his son has done.


Sheriff Greene doesn’t
believe Riley, thinking the story is ridiculous. He also doesn’t believe that Riley
is too sick for school. He insists on taking him, having always wanted to be a
part of his life due to Riley being his lovechild.


Later that day, Daniel
attacks Riley, knocking him unconscious. Riley wakes up in hospital, learning
that he can’t play his next two hockey games due to a concussion.


Back at the Greene
household, Sheriff Greene and Daniel argue, the latter admitting to attacking Riley
over Zuko, not Brooke. Daniel comes out, stating that he’s in love with Zuko.
He leaves to live with his mother, but is turned away at her door, leading him
to seek refuge with a predator.


His coach.


The
Coach begins...
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BROOKE


I finally arrived at the Cassidy
house, feeling like someone had ripped my lungs out, dunked them in sawdust, then
jammed them back in, right next to my broken heart. Wiping my eyes, I made my
way to the front door and pressed the buzzer, what had happened at the hospital
devastating me.


Riley had dumped me.


No, he’d done that earlier—at school,
in front of everyone—and all because of Lucy and Zuko. Right
now, I couldn’t do much about Lucy, but I was damn well going to do something
about Zuko. Which was why I needed to see Daniel, the only person who could help
me get back at his ex. He would definitely help me, Daniel my go-to guy. We
were like two peas in a pod, always having each other’s backs. People thought
he was like a brother to me, which was so very, very wrong. He’d been my
first crush, someone I’d once lusted after... until his sister told me he was
gay. I’d sulked over it for a while, annoyed beyond belief, but eventually got
over it, deciding that having him as a friend was better than not having him at
all. Which was why I’d been ecstatic when Riley started at our school. He
looked so much like Daniel that I’d thought I had a second chance...


...a chance that was now
shattered.


No one answered the door, so I
pressed the buzzer a few more times, then punched it out of frustration.
“Ouch!” I cried, shaking my hand. Nothing was going right today, everything
working against me.


Now even more annoyed, I made my way
around the house, mumbling and grumbling, wondering whether Daniel was out back
or in the pool house. Yes! That was where he was. I’d forgotten what his
sister had said about him staying there, my brain too frazzled from the long,
cold walk to think straight.


I passed the pool, which was a
massive oval hidden under a gray cover and a sprinkling of snow. The pool house
had even more on top, making it look like a picturesque cottage—unlike the main
house. The architect should’ve been bitch slapped for designing the two-story
eyesore. It was one of those utilitarian designs, with concrete walls and too
much glass, that made a factory look like the White House.


I went to knock on the cottage’s
front door but stopped as a loud “Oh God!” ripped through the air—and it
definitely didn’t sound like praying. I clenched my hands, hoping like hell
that Daniel wasn’t doing the traitor. I’d told him numerous times not to go
with Zuko, that he was setting himself up for a tub of ice cream and a bucketful
of tears, but he refused to listen. The soppy fool had even told me they were
meant to be together, pointing out that their combined names were Danny Zuko,
Daniel a massive Grease fan. My answer was that Zuko wasn’t his real
name, that it was Riley, the same as Daniel’s half-brother. He hadn’t
taken too kindly to that, telling me to stay out of his business. As if! Plus,
Daniel was my business.


I went to barge inside, wanting to
give Zuko a piece of my mind, but the door was damn well locked. Like that was
going to stop me. I was a right Nancy Drew, while Daniel was my Hardy Boy,
someone I needed to save from the evil villain called Zuko Petone. I skirted around
the side of the cottage, looking for an open window, luckily finding one ajar.
I pushed it open and grabbed onto the window ledge, hauling myself up, my
gymnastic skills coming in handy. I wasn’t just a cheerleading queen on ice, I
was also a gymnast, a talent I was born with. My mom had told me countless
times that she’d had a terrible pregnancy due to me constantly kicking, or in
her words, ‘doing backflips in her belly’.


I jumped down into the lounge with
barely a sound, total cat burglar material, or even better, Catwoman. I was a
sexy, young Michelle Pfeiffer ready to kick ass, namely Zuko’s. I
stalked over to the bedroom door, not caring what I was about to see. I’d already
seen Daniel naked, while I’d watched Zuko’s sex tape once... twice... Okay, I’d
seen it several times.


I pushed the door open, about to rip them
both a new hole, but snapped my mouth shut, what was on the bed not what
I’d expected. Coach Cassidy was naked and in between Daniel’s legs, doing
things that I definitely wasn’t all right with seeing. I screamed and ran out
of the room, wanting to gouge my eyes out, to bleach my brain, but before I
could get to the front door, a large hand grabbed me from behind, spinning me
around. I screamed louder, but Daniel’s coach clamped a meaty hand over my
mouth, pushing me against the closed door. I bit down hard enough to draw blood,
making him yell out. He raised his other hand, looking like he was going to
strike me.


“No!” Daniel hollered, causing him to
freeze. Daniel shuffled toward us with a blanket wrapped around his body. “You
can’t hurt her.”


“She bit me!” Coach Cassidy snapped,
now holding his hand. Pain was etched into his hard face, deepening the grooves
in his forehead.


“You were fucking Daniel!” I yelled
back, my anger shifting to Daniel. “This is Trudy’s dad! Your coach! Not
to mention a relic!”


“Hey!” Coach Cassidy barked.


I threw him a disgusted look, wishing
he’d covered up like Daniel. He was a hulk of a man, who probably pooped out
steroids.


“It’s true! You’re way too old
for Daniel,” I replied. “Plus, he’s a top not a bottom, you gross old man.”


The coach’s face turned bright red, a
vein in the middle of his forehead ready to burst. “You’re pushing your luck,
girl,” he growled, stepping closer—too close.


I squealed, “Your dick touched me!”
and stomped on his foot.


Hollering at the top of his lungs, he
grabbed his foot and started hopping around.


My angry gaze returned to Daniel. “I
can’t believe you let him fuck you! What is wrong with your brain? And without
a condom? Are you nuts? Oh, please, please tell me you wore a condom
with Zuko. He’s probably got every STI under the sun, and—”


“Brooke!” Daniel yelled. “Stop!”


I went to tell him that I could say
whatever the hell I liked, that he had no right to order me to be quiet, but he
rudely interrupted me again.


“Ssh!” he said, raising a finger. “No
more. And he did wear a condom. He pulled it off.”


“He still shouldn’t have been doing
you!”


“Just promise you won’t say a word.”


“No! He should lose his job for this.”


“Brooke! Promise me.”


I let out a huff, not wanting to
promise anything, what the coach had done wrong.


“Brooke,” Daniel said, his big
blue eyes now pleading with me. “You can’t say a word.”


“Fine,” I grunted, although it
wasn’t. “But only if you do something in return for me. Peeping Lucy wiped
Zuko’s sex tape from my computer, so I need another copy. And by the way, we
can’t report her for it ’cause she’s got a...” I glanced at the coach, who was
now sitting on the sofa, massaging his foot. I lowered my voice to a whisper so
he didn’t hear what I had to say next. “She has a picture that could get me
into a lot of trouble. Regardless, I can still get Zuko back for blabbing to
Riley. I wanna send the tape to all of his teammates.”


Daniel’s eyes went massive. “No! You
can’t do that!”


“No one can tell it’s your dick, so
don’t worry.”


“I don’t care, you’ll ruin him.”


“Then, he shouldn’t have ruined
things for me.”


“You’re still not getting that tape.”


My attention moved to his coach, who
was still on the sofa. “How much jail time will coachie-poo get for fucking a
student?”


The coach’s head whipped around to
me, but it was Daniel who spoke. “I’m eighteen, so he’ll get nothing.”


“He’ll still lose his job, probably
his family too.”


Daniel stared at me in horror. “I
can’t believe you’re trying to blackmail me.”


“Oh, don’t take it personally, you
know I love you to bits. You just need to remember where your loyalties lie. With
me.” I patted his arm. “I expect to see the tape in my email by tonight.”


“No!” Daniel snapped. “I’m not giving
you Zuko’s tape. I shouldn’t have given it to you in the first place. I was
upset and hurt, wasn’t thinking right when I did it.”


“That’s not my problem, my problem
is Zuko, who needs a healthy dose of karma. So, one more time, email me the
tape or I’ll make sure your dad knows all about Coach Sodomy.”


“You’re not telling my father,
end of story,” Daniel spat, now looking furious. “Especially if you
value our friendship.”


I huffed again, annoyed he’d played
my bluff. “Fine, though you still should’ve told me about him.” I
indicated to the coach. “After all, I’m your BFF, so you’re on thin ice for lying.”


“I didn’t lie, I just didn’t tell you.”


“Lying by omission, then.”


“Shut the hell up and get out!” the
coach snapped, his face a mask of pain, my stomp first rate.


“Nope, I’m staying,” I said, walking
over to the other sofa. I took a seat across from him, narrowing my eyes at the
big oaf. “And Daniel loves Zuko, old man.”


“Stop insulting him, Brooke,” Daniel said,
sounding frustrated. He slumped down next Coach Cassidy, tucking his feet to
the side, still swimming in the blanket. “I care for him, too.”


My eyebrows shot up, but not at
Daniel’s words, at the smile crossing the coach’s face. “Seriously?” I said to
him. “I know Daniel’s hot, but seriously? He wasn’t even born in the
same century as you, you pedophile.”


The coach’s smile instantly dropped.
“Daniel’s eighteen, an adult.”


“Barely,” I said, crossing one
leg over the other. “How long has this been going on for? And I hope you’re not
gonna say when you started coaching him,” Daniel having been fourteen.


“We started after he turned
eighteen,” the coach said.


I rolled my eyes. “And the tooth
fairy’s real.” I snorted out a laugh at the comment. “Hey, did you used to put
money under Trudy’s pillow for her teeth when she was a kid? ’Cause that would
make you a fairy in more ways than one.”


“Brooke!” Daniel snapped. “Stop being
a bigot.”


“I’m not a bigot, I just don’t like
him. He’s older than your dad, while you’re the same age as his daughter,
someone you’ve also fucked.”


The coach’s head whipped around to
Daniel, making me realize that maybe I shouldn’t have said that. The man rose
to his feet, still fully naked, and towering over Daniel like he wanted to body
slam him into next year.


“You had sex with my daughter?!” he
yelled.


Daniel shrank into the seat, looking
scared.


“Don’t you dare yell at him!” I rose
up. “Trudy was all over him, basically jumping his bones before he knew what
was happening, and you know it’s true, ’cause Daniel likes boys, which is why
you should stay away from him, old man.”


The coach’s head whipped around to
me. “Leave!”


“No, I need a place to stay for the
night. My dad’s mad at me. I have no intention of going back until he calms down.”


“Brooke,” he growled, “don’t
forget that I know all about what you get up to. Daniel told me more than I bet
you’re willing to let get out.”


“I didn’t say anything bad,” Daniel said,
his worried gaze flicking to me.


“What she did to Melissa was pretty
bad to me.”


“Daniel!” I cried, shocked he’d told
him.


“I didn’t mean to,” Daniel said,
looking guilty as sin. “We were talking about past experiences, and it just
slipped out.”


Coach Cassidy smiled. “Checkmate,
darling.”


“Nope! Melissa went with Daniel
willingly, so this is on her, and even if it wasn’t, Riley dumped me, which
means there are no consequences for me. But there’ll be plenty for you if
anyone found out what you’re doing with Daniel.”


“Not if I deal to you first!” he barked.


“You’re bluffing.”


He stepped closer. “You want to try
me, girl?”


Daniel jumped up and grabbed his arm.
“You can’t hurt her.”


Coach Cassidy jerked his arm free,
the man seething, the veins in his forehead, neck and arms looking like they
were going to burst. “Go to your room, Daniel,” he said, not looking away from
me.


“I’m not your kid!” Daniel snapped. “You
can’t tell me what to do.”


“Last warning, go to your room, while
I deal with the problem.”


“No, and Brooke—”


The coach spun around, grabbing
Daniel by the throat. Daniel’s eyes went wide with shock, but he didn’t do
anything, other than grabbing onto his coach’s wrist. But me...


I launched myself onto the man’s back,
clawing at his face. Yelling out, he let go of Daniel and reached back,
grabbing hold of me. He ripped me off his back and threw me onto the sofa.
Daniel went at him, but he shoved him back, knocking him onto me. I cried out,
Daniel rolling off me. He went to get back up, looking like he was going to
attack his coach again, but the man shoved him back onto the sofa, this time
next to me.


“Stay down!” he yelled at Daniel.


And he did, along with me, the look
on the man’s face terrifying, his eyes burning holes into us. “If she wants to
stay, she will be silent,” he growled. “If she goes, she will say nothing
of this. Don’t think I haven’t gotten things on Daniel as well, like that picture
of him with the murdered boy and Zuko.”


I gasped. “You have what?” My
gaze went to Daniel. “You killed that kid?”


“No!” Daniel said. “Zuko and I just
had a one-night-stand with him, nothing more.” He turned his upset gaze
on Coach Cassidy. “You can’t leak it, it’ll look suspicious. It’ll not only out
me and Zuko, it could get us arrested. My dad wouldn’t be able to protect me
this time.”


 “I won’t do a thing,” Coach Cassidy replied,
“as long as that girl keeps her mouth shut.”


“Okay,” I said, “you’ve outplayed me.
I won’t say a word, but seriously, you should fuck your wife not Daniel.”


He grimaced at me. “Can you just
leave? Trudy went to Daniel’s house to spend the night with Maddie. How about
you go there, too?”


“Only if Daniel comes with me.”


“I can’t,” Daniel replied.


“But he grabbed your throat.”


“He wouldn’t have hurt me; it was
just a warning.”


“No, Daniel, you wouldn’t let anyone
else do that to you, you shouldn’t let him either.”


“It doesn’t matter, you should go.”


“Yes, Brooke, leave,” the
coach said.


I ignored him. “Daniel, please
come with me.”


He shook his head. “I’m not going
back home.”


“So, you’d rather get abused than deal
with your dad?”


“It wasn’t abuse.”


“He grabbed your throat!”


“I said it was only a warning.”


“Stop making excuses for him! You do
the same with Zuko. People use and abuse you, and you let them.”


He closed his eyes and leaned his
head back against the sofa, pinching the bridge of his nose. “Please, just go.”


“No. He hurt you.”


His eyes snapped open. “Leave!”


“No, and you can’t make me.”
My attention shifted to the coach. “I’ll be sleeping out here, so you better be
nice to Daniel or I’ll be calling your daughter, so she can hear her daddy fuck
the boy she has a crush on.”


“Fine,” Coach Cassidy spat, “just stay
out of the room.” He stalked toward the bedroom, snapping, “Daniel!”


Daniel pushed to his feet, following after
him like a kicked puppy. No noises started up, making me hopeful that I’d put
them off sex.
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BROOKE


Trudy’s dad didn’t stay in the room
with Daniel for long. He came out about half an hour later, dressed in a red tracksuit,
and without Daniel. He closed the bedroom door behind him, his hazel eyes zeroing
in on me.


I watched him warily. “Nice to see
you finally dressed,” I said before he could open his mouth.


He grimaced. “Daniel asked me to tell
you to leave.”


“I don’t believe you,” I said,
getting to my feet.


“Then, ask him yourself, see where it
gets you.” He narrowed his eyes at me. “Remember, I can hurt Daniel worse than
either of you can hurt me. Take that into consideration if you’re thinking
about talking.”


“I understand perfectly,” I said,
“now leave, so I can speak to Daniel.”


“As I said, he doesn’t want to talk
to you, but go ahead, do as you please... as long as it’s within limits.” He unlocked
the front door and disappeared out it.


Which was my cue to see Daniel. I
opened his bedroom door, finding him under the bedcovers, facing the window. I
climbed onto the bed and lay down, slinging an arm over him.


“Are you okay?” I asked.


He didn’t reply.


“Daniel—”


He cut me off. “Please leave,” he
said, his voice low.


“No, I needa knock some sense into
you. What you’re doing with Trudy’s dad is wrong. He’s not only your coach,
he’s more than twice your age and married.”


“He has an open marriage, which means
he can do anyone he likes.”


“To a point,” I said, more than a
little surprised, Trudy’s mother not someone I thought would accept that. But
then again, her husband was a massive bully. “And he’s still more than twice
your age, plus Trudy’s dad. What would she say if she knew?”


He turned around to face me, the
tears in his eyes making my heart stutter.


“Oh, sweetie, why are you crying?” I
asked.


He wiped his eyes. “I can’t take this
anymore.”


“Then, leave with me. I’ll find a way
to make that bastard pay for hurting you.”


“No,” he sniffled, “he didn’t hurt me,
he loves me.”


“You’re deluding yourself.”


“This still isn’t about him.”


“Who, then? Your dad?”


He wiped his eyes again. “No.”


“Zuko?”


More tears fell onto his cheeks,
telling me it was.


“Oh, baby.” I pulled his face to my
chest, stroking his dark blond hair. “That’s why you should forget him. He’s
toxic.”


“I can’t help it, I love him.”


“But he’s bad for you, and you know it.”


He pulled back. “While Riley’s bad
for you,” he said, looking me square in the eyes.


I pulled a face, knowing he was right,
but still not willing to give up on my dream of marrying Riley.


“We both have bad taste in partners,”
he added.


I exhaled. “What can we do about it?
We love the idiots.”


He pushed up into a sitting position,
leaning his back against the headboard. The cover slipped down his chest,
revealing a happy trail and the top of his dick. He quickly pulled the cover up,
his cheeks heating.


Not bothered by it, I sat up next to
him. “What are you thinking?”


“You don’t wanna know,” he mumbled.


“I do, so tell me.”


He didn’t reply.


“Daniel—”


He cut me off, “I think you should
leave.”


“No, Daniel, tell me what you’re
thinking.”


“Not good things.”


“About who? And you better not say
Riley, you hurt him enough.”


He shook his head. “Zuko.”


“Why? You said you love him.”


His eyes moved to me, the blue
looking darker in the dim light. “How far would you go to get someone you
love?” he said, his voice almost husky.


“You know that answer. I blackmailed
Melissa to get Riley, blackmailed Zuko too, not to mention Riley himself.”


“No, I meant...” His words drifted
off.


“You meant what, Daniel?”


His gaze shifted to the closed
window, no reply coming.


“Daniel,” I said, now worried.
“Did you lie?”


“About what?”


“Murdering that boy.”


His gaze snapped to me. “No! You know
me, I’m not capable of murder.”


“You could’ve killed Riley with that
stomp, so don’t tell me you’re not capable. You’re also acting weird. Add that
to how jealous you get over anyone touching Zuko, and bam! Someone ends up dead.”


“Not by my hand. I may not have
wanted the threesome, but I didn’t want Matt to die for it. He was a nice guy.”


“Then, what is this all about?”


“Zuko. I don’t think I can
live without him.”


I stiffened. “You better not be
talking about suicide, ’cause that’s not happening. That cretin isn’t worth
your life.”


“I’m not going to kill myself,
Brooke.”


“Then, what?!” I yelled, losing my
patience.


He pulled a face. “Have you ever
considered just taking what you want?”


“Yah, I do it all the time.”


“No, I mean actually taking.”


“I don’t know what you’re on about.”


“I sometimes think why don’t I just
take Zuko away from all of this.”


“He won’t go with you, you know that.”


“What if I don’t give him a choice?”


My eyebrows shot up. “You’re not talking
about what I think you are, as in kidnapping?”


He bit his lip, not saying a word, not
needing to either.


I smacked his leg. “No, Daniel! Get
that thought out of your head before I slap it out.”


“I wouldn’t actually do it, they’re
just thoughts.”


“It didn’t sound like it to me.”


He grimaced. “Just go away.”


“No, and you can’t kidnap Zuko.”


“I said I wouldn’t, so stop riding my
back, and you shouldn’t jump down my throat after I helped you win Riley, who,
by the way, I hate. I would do anything for you, but you, you just tell
me what I can’t do, giving me nothing in return.”


“I give you plenty, my friendship, my
support.”


“No, you gimme your opinion, and the
only time you support me is when you want to, not when I need it.”


I went to open my mouth to dispute
that, but paused for a moment, Daniel actually right—to a point. “Okay,”
I finally said, “even though it goes against everything I believe in, I’ll help
you win Zuko.”


“How?”


“I’ll get him to agree to be my
boyfriend—”


Daniel’s eyes went big. “What the
hell? No!”


“You didn’t let me finish. I’ll be
his beard, nothing more. He can use me as a cover to see you.”


“That doesn’t help at all. He likes
sex, and lots of it. He won’t agree to just being with me, and he most
definitely won’t agree to be your boyfriend, even if it is as a beard. He’s
Riley’s best friend, your ex.”


“Temporary ex, and you’re
underestimating my power of persuasion.” I pushed off the bed.


“Where are you going?’


“To talk Zuko into being my
boyfriend, which will hopefully make Riley jealous enough to want me back. And
in the process, Zuko and you can stay in your snuggly closet, fucking each
other silly.”


“He won’t agree, he’s basically a sex
addict.”


“Wait and see, boo.” I went for the
door, now on a mission.
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BROOKE


I knocked on Zuko’s front door, his
place a hop, skip and a jump from the Cassidy’s, just a hundred times nicer. It
was an elegant house, with cream-colored walls and a terracotta roof. Italian,
but with a splash of Minnesota on top, AKA the snow dusting the roof and window
ledges.


When Zuko didn’t answer, I pressed
the buzzer, finally getting a response, the sound of footsteps approaching the door.
It swung open, revealing...


Tall, dark, and needing a kick in the
balls, but I held off, making Daniel happy more important than revenge right
now.


Zuko’s neutral expression turned into
a nasty sneer. I could see why Daniel fancied him. Zuko Petone was bad boy
sexy. Full lips, smoldering blue-gray eyes, a body that could make anyone
melt... just a giant douchebag with more conquests than a porn star. I snorted
at the last thought, one-click away from making him one—if I managed to get a
hold of that sex tape again.


“What do you want?” he grunted, and
rather rudely at that. But he didn’t look happy, and not just because of me, his
black-eye as colorful as a rainbow.


“I’ve come to say sorry,” I lied,
having every intention of getting back at him—later, somehow, someway without
it affecting Daniel. “I shouldn’t have blackmailed you.”


His dark brows pulled together.
“You’re apologizing?”


“Yah. I was naughty, my bad. Still,
you shouldn’t have ruined things for me either, and a perfect way for you to
say sorry is to—”


“I knew it!” he cut me off. “You’re
always after something.”


“Not for me, for Daniel.”


His sneer instantly dropped, my words
like a water over fire. “What about Daniel?”


“I just came from Coach Cassidy’s
pool house. I walked in on the coach doing Daniel.”


Zuko’s eyes went big. “You what?!”


“Right up the ouchy. The coach
threatened me if I said anything, but I had to tell someone.”


Zuko grabbed my arm and pulled me
inside. He closed the door, yanking me toward the staircase.


“Ow! Let go!” I yelled.


“Be quiet.” He shoved me in front of
him. “My mom’s out back, I can’t let her see you.”


“Why not? Ow!” I stumbled, almost
falling over as he shoved me again. “Stop that!”


“Quit yelling and get upstairs now,”
he growled low.


I did, but only because I didn’t want
the Neanderthal injuring me. I ran up the staircase, heading for Zuko’s room,
knowing which one it was. He’d had a few parties when his parents were away, one
of them ending in me taking Riley there, the day our relationship began.


Zuko closed the door behind us, flicking
the lock, his room twice the size of mine. But unlike mine, his walls were
covered with hockey players and fast cars. He walked over to the curtains,
drawing them before turning to me.


“So, he’s back to fucking the coach?”
he growled, his eyes like razors, cutting into me.


“Quit glaring at me, I’m only the
messenger. And you knew about his coach?”


“Of course, Daniel told me he was the
first guy he went with. Unfortunately, he told me that right after he walked in
on me with the prick.”


My eyes widened. “You fucked his coach?”


“No, Daniel interrupted us before we could
do anything. Coach Cassidy set me up so that Daniel would break up with me. Not
like he could break up, since I wasn’t actually with him at the time, but he
didn’t see it that way, and...” Zuko ran a hand through his slicked-back hair, making
it stand on end. “I regret it,” he said, looking pained. “It’s what started all
this bad blood between us. I hate him hating me.”


“He doesn’t hate you, you idiot, he
loves you.”


Zuko screwed up his face, looking
like he’d bitten into a lemon. “If that was true, he wouldn’t have given you
the sex tape.”


“He was hurt. He also regretted it.
He wouldn’t even buckle when I tried to blackmail him in to giving it to me
again. Of course I was bluffing about blackmailing him, but he didn’t know that.
He truly loves you, and wants nothing more than to be with you.”


Zuko shook his head. “I can’t be with
him.”


“Why? He’s willing to stay in the
closet for you.”


“It’s not that, I’m not a
relationship type of guy.”


“He’s worth it, and come on, aside
from Riley, you won’t get anyone hotter than Daniel.”


“That’s the problem.”


“What do you mean?”


“He’s too hot. Whenever I’m
with him I don’t think straight. I do things I regret, especially the sex tapes.
What happens if next time other people see them, like my parents. They’ll
disown me. I can’t risk being around Daniel, especially since he always talks
me into doing risky things.”


“Tell him to stop it.”


“I did, and he didn’t listen, so I
told him to go get fucked, and went and fucked the exchange student.”


“Real mature.”


“You can’t criticize me, you
blackmail people.”


“Making people do what I want makes
me happy, and right now, convincing you to make up with Daniel will make me
even happier. So, get over yourself and admit that you and Daniel are made for
each other. Not in my eyes, of course, he’s too good for you, but in this case,
what he thinks is what counts.”


“I still can’t be with him. He not
only fucks with my head, he could totally fuck with my future. As I said, my
family will disown me.”


“They won’t if they don’t know. Choose
a college out of town.”


“My college is already chosen, my
whole life mapped out, which involves marrying a woman.”


“Love is worth fighting for.”


“So is famiglia. I love my parents,
love them more than anything.”


“More than Daniel?”


“Yes, no, I mean, it’s a different
kind of love.”


I perked up. “You just admitted you
love Daniel!”


“Keep it down,” he hissed, his eyes
flicking to the door. “My mom could hear.”


“You could fit two countries in this
house, so I doubt it, and you still admitted you love Daniel.”


“I wish I didn’t, I would’ve been
happy with a girl. I didn’t need guys, then he walked in and changed all of
that. For me, guys are just a bit of fun, but it’s more than that with Daniel.
He’s really fucked everything up for me.”


“That’s not his fault. You fell for
him, like he fell for you, so get over yourself, you nub.”


He glared back, but didn’t counter,
his mouth zipped shut.


I pushed on. “If there weren’t any
consequences, would you choose Daniel or a girl?”


“Daniel,” he said, not even
hesitating.


“I can make that happen.”


He stared back, definitely looking
dubious.


I continued, “I really can, but it’ll
mean I’ll be sticking my neck out for you and Daniel, making my life more
complicated. Because of that, I want something in return.”


“What?”


“Riley. I want you to help me
win him back.”


“No. I may love Daniel, but
he’s toxic, like you. Both Riley and I are better off without you two.”


“I may be toxic,” I said, willing to
admit it, “but you got it the other way around for you and Daniel. You’re the
toxic one.”


Zuko sighed. “Fine, we’re both as bad
as each other.”


“But you still want him.”


“No.”


“Liar, liar, pants on fire, and I can
honestly make things work for you two, with absodabsolutely no consequences.”


“That’s not even a word and how?”


I smiled, my persistence paying off.
“First, tell me how you’re going to get Riley back for me.”


“How would I know? You’ve totally
fucked things up with him.”


“Not if you make him jealous for me.”


“What are you on about?”


“Us being boyfriend and girlfriend.
It’ll make him want me back.”


He sneered. “Like hell, he’ll thank
me for getting you off his back, and being your boyfriend won’t get me Daniel.”


“You’re wrong on both accounts. Riley
gets jealous so easily, like that time he thought another player was hitting on
me. He got all territorial.” I shivered at the memory, Riley’s aggressive
behavior toward the guy a total turn-on. “You can use me as a beard. I’ll be
your cover whenever you wanna be with him.”


“You’re forgetting that Riley wants
Lucy now, not you.”


“I won him from Melissa, I can win
him back off Lucy. But until then....” I placed a hand on his chest,
“how about you give me a taste of what all the girls like.”


His eyes went big. “You can’t be
serious?”


“Of course not,” I laughed,
retracting my hand. “I don’t want Herpes.”


He scowled at me. “You don’t needa be
a bitch about it.”


I gave him a wink. “I’m always a
bitch, baby. Now, take me downstairs to introduce me to your mom.”


“You already know her.”


“Not as your girlfriend.”
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RILEY


Everyone was looking at me, some
outright, others taking sneaky glances. I knew why. Both of my eyes were
black from Daniel’s boot. Lucy squeezed my hand, pulling my attention away from
the hallway full of students. She smiled up at me, making me forget about the
gawking crowd. I smiled back, at least happy that I could be with her without
Brooke ruining things. Her dad had called me earlier, reassuring me that I
wasn’t off the team, that it was only for two games, unimportant ones, with
lesser teams. And I had to admit it felt good having a break, the few days I’d
had off from school making me feel better, even though my eyes were all shades
under the sun.


I pushed Lucy against my locker, causing
the nerdish guy next to us to scramble away. I didn’t give him a second thought,
my lips already on Lucy’s.


“Gross!” someone said loudly.


I broke the kiss and turned to find Devin
standing a few feet away, his lip curling in disgust. Zuko was also with him,
though his gaze was on the floor, not me. The black-eye I’d given him had
faded, turning yellow, making me feel guilty for having caused it.


“You’re downgrading,” Devin sniffed, “but
definitely not downsizing.”


“What did you just say?” I snapped,
getting in his face, damn well knowing the prick had fat shamed Lucy.


“You heard me,” Devin said, not
backing down. “Your taste in women keeps fucking everything up for us.”


“Is this about me not playing the
next two games?” I asked, Devin just as fanatical as I was when it came to
hockey, if not more.


“You bet it is,” he spat, his pale
blue eyes drilling holes into me. “You made an oath not to let Brooke fuck things
up for the team. Now you’re out.”


“I’m not dropped, if that’s what
you’re thinking, just missing two games, and easy ones at that. You guys can take
those teams no problem.”


“It’ll affect our points.”


“We already have enough, so apologize
to Lucy.”


“For what?”


“The downsizing comment, you
asshole.”


He sneered. “I’m not apologizing for
shit, I meant every word.”


I went to shove him, but my attention
snapped to Brooke as she slid in next to Zuko like the snake she was. “What do you
want?” I growled, hoping she wasn’t going to cause more trouble.


“To be with my boyfriend,” she said, slipping
her hand into Zuko’s.


My eyebrows shot up, not believing
what I was seeing—or hearing. I shifted my full attention to Zuko, who wrenched
his hand free from Brooke’s, a worried look crossing his face.


“It’s not what you think,” he said.


“Oh, don’t be scared of Riley,”
Brooke said, taking hold of his hand again. “I won’t let him hurt you.”


I sneered at her, the shock of what
was happening disappearing fast. I knew damn well what she was up to, because
there was no way Zuko would even consider going out with her. “Zuko doesn’t
even like you, so I call bullshit.”


“He does like me!” Brooke yelled, her
green eyes flashing at me. “He just pretended he didn’t ’cause of you.”


I ignored her, my attention back on
Zuko. “Is she blackmailing you again?”


Zuko shook his head, though he
appeared embarrassed, unable to look me in the eye. “You shouldn’t get mad at
me,” he mumbled, “I’m doing you a favor.”


“I’m not mad, I know it’s not your
fault.”


“You’re blaming me?!” Brooke shrieked.


“You betcha,” I replied. “You
claim to love me, yet you move onto Zuko whiplash fast, probably blackmailing
him into being with you like you did to me.”


She scowled. “I didn’t blackmail
you!”


“Shout that any louder and the whole
school will know how you get boyfriends.”


“No! You climbed into bed with me the
first chance you got, and you’re one to talk about moving on fast. Oh,
no, you did that while you were still with me, cheater.”


“So, you’re fucking Zuko to get back
at me?” I said, wondering whether she’d manipulated him into bed. Although he
was a man-whore, I still couldn’t imagine him doing her willingly.


Her perfectly manicured brows rose. “Why
are you so upset, Riley?” she asked, a slight smile playing on her lips. “Are you
regretting letting me go?”


“No.”


“I can always tell when you lie.”


“Clearly you can’t, you just don’t
wanna hear the truth.”


Her mean cats’ eyes shifted to Lucy.
“Hold onto him tight, don’t look away, because he’ll be onto the next girl
before you know it. Once a cheater always a cheater.” She yanked on Zuko’s
hand. “Let’s go, baby.”


Zuko flicked me another worried
glance, then was yanked away like a dog on a leash.


“I’ll talk to you later, Zuko,” I
called out, having every intention of getting the truth out of him.


Brooke let go of his hand and turned
back to me with a scowl. “No, you won’t! He’s with me because he wants to,
dropping his pants faster than you would’ve dropped Melissa if you knew Daniel fucked
her.”


I jerked my head back, the mention of
my ex slapping me hard.


A triumphant look washed over her
face. “Oh, by the way, that’s why Melissa left. Daniel fucked her. I would’ve
told you if she didn’t take off like a dirty cheat. Guess you can’t hold onto
any girl, Riley.” She tossed her hair over a shoulder and strutted off,
ordering Zuko to follow, leaving me standing in the same spot like a stunned
mullet.


Devin shook his head, a disgusted
look on his face. “I knew that bitch had done something,” then he was
following after Zuko and Brooke.


My heart sank further, the memory of
Melissa, the one girl I’d fallen heavily for, and she’d slept with Daniel? My
mortal fucking enemy!


“Riley?” Lucy said.


I turned to her, having forgotten she
was there, Melissa the only person on my mind.


“Are you okay?” Lucy asked, looking
worried.


“Um...” I wasn’t, not after that. I
wanted to talk to Melissa, wanted her to deny what Brooke had said, but she
never answered her phone when I called. She didn’t answer my texts either, so
I’d eventually given up.


Lucy placed a hand on my cheek.
“Ignore Brooke, she just wants to cause trouble.”


I nodded, knowing that, but still unable to shake off
what she’d said about Melissa.


***


Math went excruciatingly slow, like
nails on a chalkboard. All I wanted to do was find a private spot so I could
call Melissa, needing to hear the truth from her lips. I’d been
devastated when she’d said she was moving schools. She’d told me that she would
always love me, but had to go, that her parents didn’t like our school. They
wanted something better for her, which was true since they’d tried to get her
to go to a private school for a while. But she’d resisted, saying she wanted to
be with me. That clearly hadn’t lasted, and now I knew why...


...if what
Brooke had said was true.


As soon as class was finished, I bolted
for the door. Lucy called out to me, but I was already gone, winging my way to the
locker room. I headed for the spot at the back where no one went, already
texting a message to Melissa as I sat down on the bench.


Did you cheat on me? Is
that why you left?


I pressed send, waiting for a response,
but it didn’t come. Frustrated, I typed out another text.


Just tell me. I NEED to
know. Why did you do it? Why Daniel? Wasn’t I enough for you? I loved you and I
thought you loved me too.


I stared at the phone, willing her to
respond. I almost jumped when a text finally came through.


I still love you, she
replied, not denying the rest.


Why did you do it then?!!!


Daniel chased me, made me
feel special, while all you did was chase your hockey dream, ignoring me.


I didn’t ignore you,
I countered. I thought we were happy.


Her reply came back quick. I
wasn’t happy! I tried to make you see, but you refused to, so when Daniel
approached me, I couldn’t help myself. He looks just like you, so I pretended
it was YOU chasing me, making me feel special.


I glared at the message, wishing she
was here so I could yell at her instead of using exclamation marks that could
never convey my hurt, my anger. He’s gay, he did it to fuck things up for
me!!


No message came back.


Are you there? I
texted.


He can’t be gay,
she replied. He got hard over me.


Probably while thinking
about Zuko, I answered, realizing what I’d written too
late, unable to take it back.


My phone beeped with her response. What
are you saying, Riley?!! Daniel likes Zuko?!!!


“Shit, shit, shit,” I said.


My phone started ringing. Knowing it
was Melissa, I answered. Hearing her voice for the first time in months was
like a shot to the heart, both good and bad. I’d missed hearing her so much,
but it came with a sting, the thorns now attached to the rose.


“Are you serious?” she said.


“I didn’t mean to type that.”


“Daniel really is gay?”


“As far as I know, just in the
closet.”


“The bastard! Brooke got him to set
me up, didn’t she?”


“Pretty much.”


“I had to change schools because of
her! Because she wanted you!”


“I just broke up with her.”


“You got with her after me?!” Melissa
screamed down the line.


“Not straight away, and you left, not
to mention cheated on me.”


“You didn’t know that back then!”


“Well, I do now, and you’re a bitch
for doing it.”


“I explained.”


“Not enough for what you did!”


She exhaled loudly. “I know I did
wrong, but, Riley, I loved you, still do, and you must too if you’re talking to
me.”


“I’m with someone else, a nice girl.”


“Nice girls aren’t your type, Riley.
You like them bad, like me, like Brooke.”


“I don’t want that bitch.”


“What about me?”


“You cheated on me.”


“That was the worst mistake of my
life, one I would never repeat. It hurts so bad being without you.”


“What difference does it make, you’re
at that fancy private school.”


“I can come back.”


“No,” I said, “I’m with Lucy
Quinn now.”


“Peeping Lucy?”


“Don’t call her that!”


“But that’s what you called
her, and why would you go out with her? You can get anyone you want.”


“I want her.”


“What about me?”


I paused, having thought about my ex
almost every day since she’d left....


Until Lucy had come along.


But I’d loved Melissa, just hearing
her voice bringing back so many great memories...


Ones that were tainted by
what I knew now.


“Why so quiet, Riley? That’s
telling.”


I hung up, my heart pounding a mile a
minute, her voice still in my head. My phone started ringing. I turned it off, realizing
I’d opened a door I shouldn’t have. Noise made me look up, the wrestling coach
rounding the corner of the gym lockers.


“What are you doing here?” he asked
gruffly, stepping into my space, towering over me. “Shouldn’t you be in class?
Or still at home?”


“I’m fine,” I said, pushing to my
feet, the man blanketing me in shadow. “And I had to take a call.”


Coach Cassidy crossed his massive
arms over his chest and cocked his head to the side, his eyes not leaving me.
“I caught a snippet of what happened in the hallway. Are you all right? Because
if Brooke Cameron is bothering you again, I’ll have a talk to her father.”


“No, I can deal with it,” I replied.


“If you change your mind, you know
where to come.”


I frowned, confused as to why he
wanted to help me. “But you’re Daniel’s coach.”


“I don’t agree with what he did to
you; he deserved to be suspended, if not more. I heard you aren’t pressing
charges. Is it because of Daniel’s father?”


I exhaled. “Yah, he came to the
hospital—”


“And threatened you?”


I shook my head. “He asked, I agreed.
The suspension’s enough for me,” I lied, the bribe I’d received the real reason.
Not that Sheriff Greene had called it a bribe, claiming it was compensation.
I’d originally turned him down, but changed my mind when he mentioned it could
pay some bills, ones that could land my dad in jail if they weren’t paid soon. He’d
gone on to tell me about some complaints that were made against my dad, pointing
me in the right direction. Those people were now paid... on the condition that
they didn’t tell my dad that I’d covered the cost. I wasn’t worried about him
paying them twice since he had a bad habit of tossing bills in the waste bin,
Dad only paying when people came knocking.


Coach Cassidy grunted, clearly not
agreeing with what I’d done. “Daniel deserves more than a suspension. But if
you change your mind and want retribution, take him down in his own arena. Wrestling.
I’ll be happy to train you. Is there a chance I can talk you into swapping
hockey for wrestling? I did mention to your old man that you’d make a great
wrestler.”


I shook my head again. “Sorry, hockey’s
for me, plus I’d do more than body slam Daniel if I got near him.”


Coach Cassidy laughed. “Regardless,
if you do change your mind, there’s always a place in my squad for you.”


I nodded, liking that he thought I
had potential.


He went to walk away, but stopped,
turning back to me. “Hey, I’ve got an idea. Since you can’t train with your
team for the next couple of weeks, come train with me.”


“I can’t do any contact sport, plus,
as I said, I’d hurt Daniel if he even looks my way.”


“No, I meant private lessons. If I
want to tempt you to change codes, I need to put the ground work in, and with
hockey off the table for the moment, you have the time.”


“As I said, I can’t do contact sports,
I had a concussion.”


“How about boxing instead, then?”


“Um... that’s a contact sport, too,”
I said, a little thrown by his suggestion. I knew he boxed as well as wrestled,
Zuko having gone to his gym, but boxing was even worse for someone with a
concussion.


He continued, “We don’t need to
fight, we can just hit some bags at my gym, keep you in tip-top shape. What do
you say?”


I bit my lip, considering it, boxing kind
of cool. “You sure?” I finally said, definitely tempted.


He nodded.


“But why do you even wanna train me?
It’s not like we have a boxing team.”


“I’ve always wanted one, plus I want
to make up for what Daniel did to you.”


“That’s not your fault.”


“I know, but I still want to right
things. Are you interested?”


I nodded, thinking why not, that at
least it could take my mind off Melissa. “Sure. When?”


He held out his hand, wriggling his
fingers. “Give me your phone. I’ll send mine a text, so we have each other’s
numbers.”


I passed over my phone. He did what
he said, his phone beeping in his pocket from his text. He handed mine back,
saluting me. “See you later, boxer.”


I lifted my chin in acknowledgement, looking
forward to taking my anger out on some punching bags.
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LUCY


Riley walked into class, making my
heart skip a beat. I was relieved to see him but also worried about why he’d
run off. Was he upset that Brooke was now dating Zuko? Was he regretting
dropping her for me?


He gave his excuse to the teacher, then
turned my way, trouble brewing behind his baby blues. I shifted my bag off the
seat next to me, having saved it for him. He sat down, giving me a nod of thanks,
though his eyes flicked to Zuko and Brooke, again making me worried he was
regretting leaving her. Brooke’s green eyes lit up, a big smile crossing her
face, probably thinking the same thing.


“Are you all right?” I whispered.


He nodded, though didn’t look at me,
which in turn amplified my worries. It was why I almost jumped in my seat at a
beep, so wound up I was ready to burst. I soon discovered where the noise had
come from when Riley pulled out his phone, a frown creasing his brow as he
looked down at it.


“Put your phone away, Riley,” the
English teacher said, a short pudgy woman with a penchant for gold jewelry.
“You know my rules.”


He mumbled a “Sorry” and stuffed the
phone back into his pocket, though he looked fidgety without it, like an addict
itching for his next fix. His hands were clenching and unclenching on his lap,
his body tensing up as the seconds ticked by. He started tapping out a nervous
rhythm with his foot, his knee moving up and down. I took hold of his hand,
hoping to calm him down, really starting to worry, wondering whether it was to
do with his dad instead of Brooke. Without looking at me, he pulled his hand
free, making me double back on my thoughts, the way he was acting leaning more
toward Brooke. That conclusion grew as the class progressed, Riley all but
ignoring me, going between listening to the teacher to drawing stylized images
of trees in his book, whatever the reason lost on me.


When the bell finally rang for the
end of class, I grabbed his hand before he could take off. “You don’t sound all
right. Is it about Brooke?” I whispered the last part, not wanting Brooke to
hear, the girl not having left yet.


He pulled free again. “No, though
Zuko is kidding himself about being with her.” His gaze flicked to his friend,
who was still at the back of the class with Brooke and Devin. “Look, I needa
call someone, catcha later.”


And then he was gone, rushing out of
the class before I could reply.


“Rebound,” a voice said behind me,
making me jump in my seat. I turned to find Brooke smirking down at me, her
green eyes sparkling.


“Looks like Riley’s already
regretting getting with you.” Her smile widened as she grabbed Zuko’s hand as
he went to walk past. He sighed and stayed put, his shoulders slumping in
resignation.


Focusing on him, I pushed out of my
chair. “Why are you pretending to be with Brooke? ’Cause you can’t be her
boyfriend, you hate her guts, plus you like you know who.”


That instantly snapped his shoulders
back. “You keep your mouth shut about that,” he growled low, so low it made the
hairs on the back of my neck stand to attention, his tone definitely a threat.
Then he was gone too, storming out of the class before Brooke could stop him.
Devin ran after his friend, calling out, “Who do you like?”


I turned my attention back to Brooke.
“Whatever you’re up to, you’re wasting your time. Riley doesn’t want you, neither
does Zuko, and you know it.”


“One out of two, ’cause you know I’ll
have Riley back by the end of the week. Jealousy looks so good on him.” She
wriggled her fingers at me, then was gone, making me wonder whether she was
right.
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ZUKO


I texted Riley, telling him, It’s
a lie, I’m not with Brooke, knowing there was no way I could continue dancing
to her tune, not even for Daniel. Brooke had arranged a meet up with him, something
I was planning on ghosting, too scared he’d suck me back into his web. What we
had couldn’t last...


...even though I wished it could.


It was why I fucked around so much,
doing anything and everyone to not think about him. Unfortunately, it did the
opposite, making me compare all the girls and guys I’d slept with to
Daniel. And they always came up short, nowhere near comparing to what I had
with him.


A text from Riley came through, I
know. What has she got on you now?


I leaned my back against a locker,
ignoring Devin as he talked about Brooke, telling me that I better not let her
fuck things up for hockey. He was like a broken record, hockey this, hockey
that. Fuck hockey! He was like Riley in that sense, hockey everything to
them, which drove me insane. Yah, I liked the game, would probably continue it
in college, but not to the point where it would take over my life. Family
was my life, my dad’s business soon to be mine. Not accounting, his textile operation,
something he’d invested in for me, guaranteeing that I had work after I got a business
degree. He was setting me up for life, my cousins too, and Daniel was
threatening all of that, because there was no way my dad would accept him into
the family. Not only was he homophobic, he couldn’t stand Daniel’s father. The
Sheriff was constantly in his face, well aware that my dad was dirtier than the
streets of Chicago, he just couldn’t prove it. Dad knew how to cover his
tracks, making sure that not one drop of blood could be traced back to him. He
might not be mafioso, but he was linked to them, something my mother
wasn’t happy about. But when you wanted your business to blossom, you needed
fertilizer, and the mob provided plenty of that in the form of cash and
protection.


“Why won’t you answer me?” Devin
asked. “I know you wouldn’t ever consider dating Brooke unless she was
blackmailing you.”


I grimaced, unable to tell him the
truth.


“Tell me!”


“Just drop it, Dev,” I said, wishing
he’d back off, the guy not knowing the meaning of space. But instead of doing
what I’d asked, he grabbed my phone, causing me to yell out. He turned away from
me, looking through my phone.


“Give it back!” I barked, reaching
around the big bastard, now panicking, worried he’d see my old texts to Daniel.
Explicit texts I should’ve deleted.


“Okay, okay,” he said, turning back,
holding it out for me to take. “I was just texting Riley.”


“You could’ve used your own phone,
you asshole,” I spat, snatching my phone back.


“What’s this?!” a deep voice boomed
behind me, making me jump out of my skin.


Recognizing who it belonged to, I turned
around slowly, my heart already in my throat. Coach Cassidy stared down at me,
his massive body dwarfing my six-foot frame. He narrowed his eyes when I didn’t
answer, his reddening complexion telling me I better say something before he blew
his stack.


“Nothing,” I said, hating being near
him, especially after my last run in with the scary fucker. He’d turned up at
my home when my parents were out, threatening to out me if I didn’t stay away
from Daniel. I’d threatened him right back, which resulted in a swift punch to the
gut, dropping me to my knees. He then shoved the photo of me, Daniel, and Matt
in my face, saying, ‘You wanna bet? All I need to do is crop Daniel out and
send it to the cops. See where that gets you.’ He’d left without another
word, the photo drifting to the ground in front of me, getting back with Daniel
not as easy as Brooke thought. I hadn’t told her everything, knowing it
wouldn’t make a difference. Coach Cassidy had the upper hand, and even if I
could get around him, my parents were an even bigger barrier, my relationship
with Daniel doomed from the start.


“It didn’t look like nothing,”
Coach Cassidy growled. “It looked like you were fighting.”


“We were just messing about,” Devin
said. “No big deal, sir.”


“And there it is... respect,”
Coach Cassidy said, giving Devin a nod. “You run along, son, while I have a
word to Zuko about what respect means.”


“He didn’t do anything wrong,” Devin
replied, probably worried I’d get detention, clashing with practice.


“That’s not for you to decide,
Devin,” Coach Cassidy grunted like a bull pawing the ground, readying to
charge. “So, leave before I decide you’re disrespecting me, too.”


“Ah...” Devin’s attention moved to
me. “See you at practice,” he said, his gaze flicking back to the coach, pretty
much letting him know I needed to be there. Then he was gone, leaving me alone with
the man, the other students walking past non entities, all of my attention on
Daniel’s coach.


He smiled at me, though it wasn’t a
friendly one, those cruel eyes of his even meaner than some of my dad’s
associates. “I see you’re with Brooke now,” he said, disdain written all over
his hard face. He was attractive in a Conan the Barbarian way, just older and
nastier.


“Yah, Brooke’s my girl,” I replied,
for the first time glad she’d talked me into pretending to be her boyfriend, anything
to get Coach Asshole off my back.


“You’re a sucker for punishment,
first you go after my daughter...” he snarled, well aware that I’d fucked her, another
reason for him to hate me. I wondered what he would do if he knew I’d done his
wife as well.


Probably kill me in the
most painful way possible.


He continued, “then the person we
shall not name.” His nostrils flared, the guy obsessed with Daniel, and who
could blame him? My ex was so fucking hot he could melt my dick. “And now Brooke.
I hope you get what you deserve with that vicious little hell cat. Still, if
you know what’s good for you, stay with her, and keep away from what’s mine.”


All my fear disappeared in that
instant, anger replacing it. “I’m not going anywhere near what’s not yours,”
I sniped back, unable to help myself, Daniel not his to claim.


He sneered. “I disagree with that,
boy, but happy that you at least know what’s good for you, because if I see you
going near my daughter again,” he said, clearly not speaking about her,
“you know what that would entail.”


I glared at him, unable to rein in my
emotions, especially after what Brooke had told me he’d done to Daniel. “I
know,” I spat back, jealousy rearing up, the fact he could do Daniel without
consequences pissing me off. Daniel wanted me, not him, yet I couldn’t
do jack shit about it.


“Good,” he said, giving me a smile, knowing
my hands were tied. “It’s nice to see you know your place, you little shit.”


“What did you just call him?!”
someone barked.


Coach Cassidy spun around to face...


My coach.


Coach Cameron glared at the wrestling
coach, his face a mask of anger, his green eyes boring holes into his colleague.
“I said, what did you just call Zuko?”


“A little shit,” Coach Cassidy
replied, squaring his shoulders, the man considerably bigger than my coach.
“Which he is. He was causing trouble—as usual, enough to get detention,
which, by the way, Mark, would mean he won’t be able to make hockey practice
today.”


Brooke’s father didn’t take his eyes
off the man. “He can’t have done worse than Daniel Greene. That boy put Riley
in the hospital with a concussion. Riley won’t be able to play the next two
games, not to mention, he’ll be missing training. So, whatever little thing
Zuko did will not get him detention, unless you want me to make trouble
for you. I can get Daniel kicked off your team, banned from taking part in the
wrestling tournament you fought so hard to keep him in.”


Coach Cassidy stiffened. “You keep
out of my business and I’ll stay out of yours.”


Brooke’s dad smiled triumphantly, the
man clearly not liking Daniel’s coach. “Exactly. Zuko’s my business,
which means I’ll deal with him, not you.”


Coach Cassidy mumbled something, then
walked off.


Brooke’s dad turned to me. “What did
you do?”


“Nothing. Devin took my phone off me,
so I snatched it back. Coach Cassidy caught that part, thinking we were
fighting. Devin told him we weren’t, but he wouldn’t listen.”


Coach frowned. “He’s probably riding
you because you bedded his daughter, and I’ve just heard you’re with Brooke
now, which better not be true.”


“We’re just seeing each other,
nothing serious,” I said, back to regretting Brooke’s bullshit. “And I wouldn’t
do anything to her, she calls the shots not me. I’m her bitch.”


Coach snorted out a laugh, a smile
breaking through his stern look. “True. My girl will kneecap you if you
cheat on her, and we both know you’re not the faithful type. End it quick, just
do it gently.”


“But she’ll kill me if I end it.”


“I’ll have a good talk to her. I
can’t have her blackmailing my players into being her boyfriend. You two are
over, understand?”


I exhaled. “Whatever you say, Coach.”


“Good.” He patted my arm. Now, get to
class.”


I nodded and walked off, everyone
making me dance like a performing monkey. I took a sharp turn into the
restroom, needing to relieve myself, both coaches having held me up. I stopped
by the urinals, sighing as I finally let it out, wishing people would just leave
me alone, everyone wanting to control my life.


Once done, I washed my hands and went
to leave, stopping partway through the door, my wallet having fallen out. I
went back for it, freezing as someone started talking behind a toilet stall,
the voice belonging to Riley.


“No, Melissa,” he said, making my
eyebrows shoot up, surprised he was talking to her of all people. He’d told me
a while back that she’d ghosted him, not taking any of his calls or texts.


He continued, his tone growing more
and more frustrated, “Stop calling and texting me, I’ve moved on, you should
too.” He went quiet for a moment. “I don’t care, you cheated on me with Daniel,
that’s unforgiveable.”


My brows shot up even higher, not
having realized he knew what had gone down between Daniel and Melissa. Daniel had
told me he’d slept with her, bragging about it. I hadn’t told Riley, not
wanting to upset him, plus she’d already left by then.


“I don’t care, don’t come
back!” Then the toilet door was opening before I could make a run for it, Riley
catching me eavesdropping. “How long have you been here?” he snapped, pocketing
his phone.


“Um...” I grimaced, sick of getting
on his bad side, which seemed to be happening a lot lately. “Enough to know you
were talking to Melissa, and that she cheated on you with Daniel. Is she trying
to win you back?”


Riley nodded, his anger seeping out
rapidly. “I told her that I’m not interested.”


“You made the right decision,” I said,
although I wasn’t so sure Lucy was right for him either, Riley’s taste in girls
bad. All of them had something wrong with them: Brooke was psycho, Lucy was a
pervert, while Melissa... what Daniel had said about her was disturbing.


“You sure didn’t,” he replied. “Why
are you pretending to be with Brooke? What does she have on you now?”


“She’s my beard.”


Riley’s brows pulled together,
confusion on his face, which meant I had to spell it out, the guy clueless at
times.


“A beard is a woman who
pretends to be a gay guy’s girlfriend to keep him in the closet.”


Understanding finally dawned. “Oh,
but it’s not like you need one considering your reputation with girls. After
all, you’re bi, not gay.”


“It’s more for my parents’ sake than
school.”


“You told your parents Brooke’s your
girl?”


“Brooke did.”


“I’d watch your back with her. She
doesn’t offer help unless there’s something in it for her.”


“I know,” I replied, “plus it doesn’t
matter anymore. Coach said he’s gonna stop her from seeing me. So, are we all
good?”


“Yah, but it should be me asking you
that after what I did,” he said, indicating to my faded black eye.


“No worries, I’ve had worse from
hockey. Anyway, we should get to class.”


He nodded, following me out, making
me happy that I had my best friend back.
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RILEY


Melissa continued texting me, new
messages appearing on my phone every day. She also left voice messages, what
I’d unleashed getting too much. At least with Brooke, I could ignore her, but
Melissa was a totally different story. Although I’d stopped replying back, I
still read and listened to every message, acting like a fool for a girl who’d
cheated on me with my enemy. It was even worse when Daniel returned to school,
his suspension unfortunately coming to an end. Seeing him in the hallways made
me want to sucker punch him like he’d done to me, stomping him in the
head, not stopping until he regretted ever going after my girl.


My girl.


But she wasn’t my girl anymore, Lucy
was. I glanced sideways at Lucy, who was eating lunch next to me. It wasn’t
much, some kind of salad that could barely feed a rabbit let alone a teenage
girl. She went still at my attention, her fork halfway to her mouth.


“What?” she asked, looking
self-conscious.


“That’s boring,” I said.


She lowered her fork. “What’s
boring?”


“Your food. You want a bite of mine?”
I speared some of my lasagna and held it out for her to eat.


She flushed, her pale skin lighting
up brighter than Rudolph’s nose. “No, I’m fine,” she replied, tucking some dark
curls behind her ear, “salad can be filling.”


I shrugged and stuffed the lasagna in
my mouth. She didn’t continue eating, instead watching me.


I swallowed down the food, giving her
a “What?” back.


She wrinkled her nose. “Do you regret
choosing me?” she whispered, her eyes flicking to the next table. My friends
were surrounding it, and I would’ve been sitting with them if it wasn’t for
Brooke. Zuko couldn’t shake her even with her father’s promise, the girl like a
bad smell that wouldn’t go away. But it wasn’t Zuko Brooke was paying attention
to, her eyes superglued to me.


I turned my attention back to Lucy.
“No,” I said, definitely not regretting choosing her over Brooke.


No smile came, Lucy obviously not
believing me, and I knew why. I’d been distant over the past week, Melissa
constantly on my mind. It didn’t help that my ex kept dredging up memories,
happy ones, her cheating unable to wipe them away. Maybe Zuko was right, I
liked the bad girls. Though, Lucy wasn’t like that at all. She was nice, a
character trait I wasn’t used to in a girlfriend, something I was gradually
getting used to. She never put demands on me like Brooke and Melissa used to, and
I liked that, liked it a lot. But one thing I didn’t like was how my
distraction was affecting her, something I needed to fix.


Knowing I had to stop living in the
past, I wiped my mouth and leaned over, giving her a kiss on the lips—Lucy my
present and future. It gave her a fright, but instead of pulling away, she
returned the kiss. I jerked back a second later as something hit my head. A
bread roll fell onto the floor, drawing my attention back to Brooke’s table.
But it wasn’t her who had thrown it, Devin cheering as though he’d scored a
goal. The rest of the table laughed, with the exception of Zuko, who climbed
out of his seat and walked off. I wondered where he was going, the look on his
face angry. Maybe he was sick of being wedged in between two assholes, Devin on
his right, Brooke on his left.


I flicked Devin the finger, then
turned back to Lucy, our sex life also taking a hit since Melissa had started
texting me. “You wanna head outside,” I said, determined to make a change, “maybe
around the back of the gym, or possibly my place?”


Lucy’s eyes went big, knowing what
the second one would entail, my hand already on her knee, creeping under her
cute plaid skirt. She was killing it in the short skirt as well as a tight
green top, no more big sweaters for Lucy. It was attracting other guys’
attention, like Joey Fontaine from my team, who I’d noticed was looking her way
more often than not. It was amazing how much had changed in such a short span
of time, the guy going from telling Lucy where the stalkers’ club was to eyeing
her up like a stalker himself. I needed to stamp that out fast, Joey needing to
keep his eyes to himself.


“Um...” Lucy said, going even redder,
something I didn’t think was possible. It was cute, resembling raspberry kisses
on her milky white complexion. “I can’t cut class.”


I gave her a confident smile, knowing
she would for me. “I’ll make it worth it.”


She dropped her gaze, unable to hold
mine, then looked back up, swallowing hard. “I thought you didn’t want any more
sex with me.”


“Of course I do, loads more, I
just wasn’t feeling well from what Daniel did,” I lied, Melissa the real reason
behind it, my old feelings causing me to be distant with Lucy. But that had to
stop—like Melissa’s messages, which was why I needed to block her.


“Really?” Lucy said, her face
lighting up with hope. It made me feel guilty that she was way more into me
than I was into her. But that was also how things had started out with me and
Melissa. She’d chased me, doing everything to get my attention. I hadn’t been interested...
until she’d started to grow tits, Melissa a late bloomer. Then over summer
she’d gotten really hot, drawing my attention...


Shit! I
was thinking about her again.


I leaned forward and planted another
kiss on Lucy’s lips, desperate to wipe Melissa from my stupid brain, and it
worked, Lucy’s soft lips drawing me in, making my dick twitch. I flicked my
tongue out, pushing it into her mouth as something hit me in the head again. I
broke the kiss and shot Devin a glare, another bread roll dropping to the floor.
He pointed the blame at Brooke, who was waving her arms about, whooping loudly,
the girl having great aim.


“You know what?” I called out. “Why
don’t you two go fuck each other? You’re made for one another.”


That wiped
the smile off Brooke’s face. She shot to her feet, her expression furious.
“What did you say to me?!”


I sneered at her. “You heard me, or
are you deaf? Yah, you must be since you never listened to a damn word I ever
said.”


She sneered back. “Well, you must be
blind, especially if you’re going out with that thing.” Her cruel gaze swept
over Lucy, disdain written all over her face.


I went to defend Lucy, but she sprung
out of her seat, rushing off before I could. Snatching my bag up, I went after
her, pushing between tables. Ignoring the stares, I shot out of the lunchroom
and right into Coach Cassidy’s chest, almost landing on my ass, only just
righting myself in time.


“Sorry,” I said, and went to move
around him, but he stepped to the side, blocking my way.


“Riley,” he said, making sure
I wasn’t going anywhere fast, his hard tone sealing it. “I thought we had an
agreement.”


I stared at him blankly, not
understanding what he was getting at, my mind on Lucy.


He huffed. “The boxing lessons.”


“Oh, sorry, I was gonna get back to
you about a time, but forgot. I’ve got a really bad memory, too many knocks to
my stupid head,” I said, tapping it.


My answer wiped the annoyed look off
his face. “Don’t put yourself down, you’ve been through a lot. How about we
have a lesson tonight? I’ve got some free time between seven and eight.”


“Um, yeah, sure, why not,” I said,
not having anything planned, other than possibly hanging out with Lucy. Plus, I
could catch up with her before it.


Coach Cassidy smiled. “I’ll text you
the address of the gym.”


“Sure, see you then.” I took off in
the direction that Lucy had gone, noticing Daniel standing by his locker, his
eyes on me. I stopped in my tracks, my hands already clenching, everything in
me gearing up to attack the bastard. But for some reason I didn’t spring
forward, and not because of any repercussions. He looked upset, not angry. His
gaze shifted from me to something in the distance. I glanced over my shoulder,
seeing Coach Cassidy staring back at him. Daniel turned and walked off in the
opposite direction, whatever that was about having nothing to do with me. Or
maybe it did, Daniel not liking me talking to his coach. Though, he didn’t know
what we’d been talking about. For all he knew, his coach could’ve been telling
me off. Either way, it was none of my business, because I owed him nothing—other
than a kick in the head.


I continued on, my attention back to finding Lucy.


***


I didn’t find her for the rest of
lunch, didn’t see her for the final classes either since we had different
lessons, only Math and English shared. I texted her to meet me by the entrance so
we could walk home together. She texted back, saying she was already at home, that
she wasn’t feeling well.


What’s wrong? I
replied, heading for the exit, almost banging into another student, my eyes on
my phone.


I think it’s the flu.


Or more like what Brooke
said, I typed, Lucy not sick. You should
ignore her, she’s just jealous.


It’s not that easy, plus
it’s not just about her. I hear what everyone is saying.


What are they saying? I
jumped down the steps, slipping between a group of students, my friends all at
hockey practice. I’d wanted to watch them practice, but the coach told me to go
home, to get on top of my assignments before he threw me back into full-on
practice and games. As if I was going to do assignments, Lucy doing them for
me.


That I’m not good enough
for you, she replied.


It’s more like the other
way around, you’re nicer than me.


It’s not about being
nice, Riley, and you know it.


I frowned. Is that why you were
eating rabbit food at lunch? You’re worried about your weight?


She didn’t reply.


You shouldn’t starve
yourself because of what Devin said,
I texted. I like your body as it is.


You’re just saying that,
came back. And it’s not just Devin, I heard some girls talking.


They’re jealous because I
want you, not them.


Do you really want me?


100% Otherwise I wouldn’t
be going out with you. BTW, do you want to come over to my house after dinner?


As soon as I pressed send, my boxing
session with Coach Cassidy came to mind. “Shit,” I muttered, typing out a
change of time, about to ask if she could come before dinner instead. I deleted
it a second later, realizing I needed to spend more time with her, an hour not
enough. I opened up Coach Cassidy’s number, sending a quick text to tell him
that I couldn’t make training, saying something had come up.


I pocketed my phone and headed down
the road, making my way home. It was cold, but not bad, the walk quickly
warming me up. If anything, I was a bit hot by the time I pushed through my
gate, a headache coming on. I unlocked my door and stepped inside, wondering
why the mail was scattered all over the floor, a few also stuck in the mail
slot. I swiped them up, groaning at how many looked like bills, what I’d paid a
drop in the ocean. I threw them onto the table, then made my way up the
staircase, walking into... I stopped in my tracks at the sight of Brooke lying
on my bed in her cheerleader outfit.


“Hello, Riley,” she said, looking
pleased with herself, “fancy seeing you here.”


“It’s my home, you crazy bitch!” I
yelled. “Get out before I call the cops!”


She sat up, leaning her back against
my headboard. “Go on then, call Sheriff Greene.”


I scowled at her, Brooke damn well knowing
I wouldn’t call him. “Just get lost.”


“That’s not a very nice way to talk
to a lady.”


“You’re no lady, you’re a viper.”


She laughed, not looking perturbed at
all, which made me nervous.


“What are you up to?” I asked.


Her smile faltered. “Why were you
talking to Daniel’s coach?”


“That’s none of your business.”


“It is if you want me to leave.”


“I ran into him, almost got a
detention for it,” I lied, not wanting his boxing offer to get back to Daniel,
because it would knowing Brooke.


“Are you sure?”


“Why wouldn’t I be? It’s not like
he’s my coach, which by the way is your dad. He won’t be happy knowing that his
daughter broke into my house to get into my bed.”


“I didn’t break in, you forget I have
a key.”


“Which you’ll give back.”


“Maybe,” she said, her smile back in
full force. She pulled her skirt up enough to show me her panties.


I grimaced. “Get off my bed and
leave.”


She licked her lips and slipped her
hand into her panties. “What if I don’t want to? Will you make me?”


“This is harassment.”


She narrowed her eyes at me. “Like
Lucy harassed you into doing a striptease for her. What makes this so
different?”


“I don’t want anything from you.”


She removed her hand from her panties
and shimmied up her outfit, revealing most of her body, Brooke not wearing a
bra. “You sure?” she asked, tweaking a nipple.


“Yes, so get out,” I said, the
view nice, the face above it not.


She harrumphed and shimmied the
outfit back down. “Why do you have to make things so hard, Riley?”


“’Cause I don’t like you, I like
Lucy.”


She sneered. “Not that much. I
bet if Melissa came back, you’d dump Lucy in a heartbeat.”


I frowned, wondering whether Zuko had
told her about Melissa’s texts.


Brooke cocked a brow at me. “So, you would
dump Lucy for Melissa.”


“No, Melissa cheated on me. I
wouldn’t take her back.”


“Are you sure about that, Riley?”


“Yes.”


“Good to hear.” She pushed off the
bed, stopping in front of me. “You know, you’ll regret dumping me.”


“The only thing I regret is not doing
it sooner.”


“You’ll regret saying that, too,” she
said, her face hardening. “Even you can’t cross me and get away with it.”


“What’s that supposed to mean?”


“You’ll find out soon enough, and
when you do, you’ll be running back to me.” She wriggled her fingers at me and
walked out of my room, disappearing down the staircase.


I shook my head, the girl bat-shit
crazy. Then it hit me, my curtains were open! I rushed over to my window,
hoping like hell Lucy hadn’t seen Brooke in my room. Her curtains were open too,
which was unusual, Lucy always keeping them shut. Even though there was no sign
of her, I pulled out my phone and called through, not taking any chances. When
she didn’t pick up, I texted, I found Brooke in my bed. She broke into my
house. I told her to leave.


No reply came back, making me wonder
whether Lucy didn’t believe me. I flew out of my room, down the staircase and
out the front door, Brooke thankfully nowhere in sight. I ran to Lucy’s door,
giving it a loud knock, wanting to make sure everything was okay between us,
that Brooke hadn’t fucked things up again. The door opened a few seconds later,
but it wasn’t Lucy standing before me, it was...


Her mother.


Mrs. Quinn’s dark eyes went big at
the sight of me, a deer caught in headlights right before the crash.


“Ah...” I said, not having thought
this through. “Is Lucy home?”


She cleared her throat. “Why do you
want to talk to my daughter?”


“I need some help with a math
assignment,” I lied, not wanting her to know about us dating, if ever, even
though I knew it would have to come out eventually.


“Come in,” Mrs. Quinn said, stepping
aside.


I did, Lucy’s mother closing the door
behind me. The embarrassment I’d felt from our last run-in rose up, what she
did now at the forefront of my mind. My cock twitched involuntarily at the
memory of her touching it, disturbing me even more, making me want to get the
hell away from her. But I stayed rooted to the spot, speaking to Lucy more
important.


Mrs. Quinn flicked her long red hair
over a shoulder. “I’m really sorry about what I did at your place,” she said, appearing
just as nervous as I was, this whole situation awkward as fuck.


“What’s done is done,” I replied, “as
long as it doesn’t happen again.”


She nodded. “It won’t, it can be our
little secret.”


“I’m fine with that,” I replied, not
thinking it was so little, but willing to play along.


She exhaled, her red lips parting,
the woman looking relieved. Though, I didn’t feel relieved, quite the opposite,
my dick twitching again. I forced myself to look away from her mouth, the woman
a MILF. No, she wasn’t someone I wanted to fuck... well, to a point, because my
dick was definitely interested, only my brain saying No!


“So, can I please speak to Lucy?” I
asked, glancing at the staircase.


“She’s not home yet.”


My gaze snapped back to her, annoyed
that Lucy had lied to me. “Do you know where she is or when she’ll be back?”


“Anytime soon. She went to the
library to study.”


“Can you please tell her I came
over.”


Mrs. Quinn nodded, giving me a smile,
her lips sexy as fuck. I swallowed, still unable to shake the memory of those
lips close to my dick.


“Thanks,” I croaked out.


“Ah...” Mrs. Quinn said, smoothing a
hand down her lemon-colored dress. “If you like, you can wait in the lounge for
Lucy.”


I shook my head, embarrassed she’d
noticed me staring at her lips, and she definitely had, the way she was looking
at me inviting me to do a whole lot more than sit on her couch.


“No, it’s all right, it’s not
urgent,” I said.


“Are you sure?” she asked, the
conversation no longer about Lucy... or maybe it was. Maybe I was the
problem, not Mrs. Quinn, my imagination running wild, my nervousness causing me
to read into things that weren’t there.


“Yes, just tell her I came over,” I
replied, already turning to leave.


I was back home in no time, speaking
to Mrs. Quinn spooking me. Though, I didn’t think about it for long because my
phone beeped in my pocket, drawing my attention to it. I pulled it out, finding
a text from Coach Cassidy.


Is it possible to
reschedule whatever you have on? he asked. I’ve
planned a really good boxing intro for you.


Since Lucy clearly didn’t want to
talk to me, I went to reply with a yes, but before I could, another text came
through—just not from Coach Cassidy.


I need to talk to you, Melissa
said. It’s important.


I grunted, sick of her bothering me.


Another text followed, Melissa not
taking no for an answer. Like you said, Riley, I won’t stop until you reply.
You might as well answer or I’ll keep on going.


I’ll block you, I
texted back.


We both know that’s a lie,
otherwise you would’ve blocked me already.


What do you want,
Melissa? I shot back, sick of this to-and-fro
between us.


You.


That won’t happen.


Then block me.


I sighed. How about you just stop
texting me?


YOU didn’t stop when you
wanted to talk to me, so why should I?


You cheated on me.


Give me a second chance
and it will never happen again.


No, I’m with Lucy.


Do you love her?


That’s none of your
business.


Which means you don’t. Do
you still love me?


I frowned at the question, not sure.
My thoughts went to the sheriff, the man having cheated on my mom. But he’d clearly
loved her, regretting what he’d done... like Melissa regretted what she’d done
to me.


Your silence is telling,
she texted.


I can’t just cut off my
feelings, I replied. But clearly you can if you
let Daniel fuck you.


I was thinking about you the
whole time.


That doesn’t help!


I’m sorry, if I could go
back in time I’d change things in an instant. Can we at least talk in person?
It’s hard saying all of this through texts.


What difference would it
make? You’re in a different city now.


Not for long. I’ve convinced
my parents to let me come back.


I tensed up, what she was saying... No!
You can’t, I’ve moved on, I hastily wrote.


With someone not good
enough for you.


Lucy is better than me!


She’s still not right for
you. Do you remember when we talked about getting married? You wanted it just
as much as I did.


Not anymore!


I won’t believe that
until you say it to my face.


Just leave me alone,
Melissa, and DON’T come back.


Having had enough, I blocked her
number, then opened up Coach Cassidy’s message. I’ve rearranged things, I
texted him, wanting to let my anger out through boxing. I’ll be there by 7.


His reply came back quick, one word, Good.


 

















 


 


8


COACH CASSIDY


I smiled at the text, looking up as
my wife entered the dining room. She was a cute little thing, a right spitfire
in bed, with an insatiable taste for dick. Just preferably not mine, Carol
knowing my preferences in bed partners. I’d tried to live the life my parents
had set out for me, but after their deaths I couldn’t carry on with it a second
longer. I’d come out to Carol when Trudy was three, asking for a divorce. She’d
initially walked out, but had returned a few months later, begging me to take
her back, not wanting to raise a child on her own. I’d agreed, but on one
condition... that she didn’t interfere in my relationships, and she’d agreed,
as long as we kept them a secret.


Carol slipped into the chair across
from me, the table large enough to seat twelve people. “Why so happy?” she asked,
my wife the nosiest person I knew.


“I’m going to the boxing gym,” I replied,
pocketing my phone.


She quirked a penciled brow at me, her
natural blonde ones too pale to see. “For exercise or pleasure?” she asked,
knowing me so well... just not on this occasion, Riley purely business.


“Exercise,” I replied, not wanting
her to know about him just yet, like I didn’t want her to know about Daniel.
Though, what I had with Daniel wasn’t platonic—far from it. I usually told
Carol about my conquests, but they were men, not a boy who I shouldn’t have
touched. I’d lied to Brooke, my relationship with Daniel having changed from
coach to lover when he was fifteen.


Carol scrunched up her cute little
nose, clearly disappointed with my answer. “By the way, how long will Daniel be
staying in the pool house? Trudy keeps going out there. I think she’s
infatuated with the boy.”


I frowned. “Did she go inside or was
she just hanging around outside?”


“At a guess, both. I’m not happy
about that. You need to talk to Daniel, making sure he’s not taking advantage
of our Trudy.”


“From what I hear, it’s more like the
other way around.”


Carol sat up ramrod straight, her blonde
curls bouncing from the sudden movement. “What exactly did you hear?”


“I was speaking to Brooke Cameron. That
loud-mouthed horror let slip about Trudy pressuring Daniel into sex.”


Carol shot to her feet, almost
knocking over her chair. “No! My little girl wouldn’t do that! Brooke’s a lying
hussy who blackmails boys into bed. She did it to Riley Jamison, forcing him to
be her boyfriend. It’s all over the school.”


“I did hear that,” I replied, our
daughter not so little, Carol having a bad habit of babying her, “but in this
instance Brooke’s telling the truth, and although I’m not happy about it,
Daniel assured me it won’t happen again.”


“He’s a boy, boys don’t have that
kind of control.”


“Trust me, he’s not interested in
Trudy.”


“Why? Because he’s already had her!
Go out there right now and tell him to leave!” she yelled, pointing at the
window. “I won’t allow him to use my daughter, and you shouldn’t either.”


“Calm down, Carol, he didn’t do
anything wrong. I told you Trudy took advantage of him.”


“You should be defending your daughter,
not some brat who causes more trouble than he’s worth.”


“Don’t insult him!” I snapped back,
no one allowed to insult my beautiful boy.


“But it’s true! He hurt Riley
Jamison, and now he’s using Trudy, and you’re letting him get away with it. I
want him gone by the morning.”


“No,” I growled. “He’s
staying.”


She narrowed her eyes at me. “I’ve
put up with a lot for you, so you will damn well do this one thing for me. And
just so you know, you will not put anyone before your own daughter ever
again!”


“Daniel’s gay!” I snapped, finally
losing it. The woman was like a dog with a bone, never letting anything go
until she got what she wanted.


She
jerked her head back. “Pardon me?”


“Daniel’s gay,” I gritted out,
outing him the only way to shut her up.


She blinked at me, her expression
shocked. “Is that why he’s here? He’s your new bit on the side.”


“I never said that.”


“But that’s precisely what he is,
isn’t he?”


“Just because he’s gay doesn’t mean
I’m having sex with him.”


“Your eye twitches when you lie.”


I threw my hands up in the air.
“Think what you want, you always do.”


“Because I’m right,” she growled. “Why
didn’t you tell me about him? You told me about all of your other lovers.”


I clenched my jaw, shame silencing
me.


“How old was he when you started?”
she croaked out, well aware of how long I’d coached Daniel.


“The one condition I had with getting
back with you was that you didn’t interfere with my relationships.”


“Not when it involves a boy!”


“He’s eighteen.”


“From the way you’re acting, it clearly
started earlier. So... I’ll ask you one more time, how old was he?”


“None of your goddamned business!”


“It is if I’m living with a sex
offender!”


I slammed my hands against the table.
“Keep your voice down, woman,” I growled, aware that Trudy could come back at
any moment.


“Or what? You’ll choke me like the last
time I angered you? And even though you deserve to go to jail for this, I won’t
report you. I couldn’t do that to Trudy. Did you even consider what this would
do to her?”


“I only just found out about her
interest in Daniel.”


“I wasn’t talking about that, I was
referring to what would happen if people found out, which is another reason why
Daniel needs to leave.”


“No, he’s staying. End of discussion!”


She glared at me, looking the most
furious I’d ever seen her. I met her gaze head on, not willing to back down on
this.


“Fine!” she spat. “Just make sure
Trudy never finds out.”


I nodded for her benefit, knowing it
would come out eventually, just not here or now, and especially not in this
backwater town.


Carol waved her hand at me
dismissively. “Go to your gym, you might as well sleep there too, because I
don’t want to see you for the rest of the night, if not the week. Fuck him
there, not on our property.”


“I already told you I’m not going to
the gym for sex. I offered to coach Riley Jamison in boxing,” I said, using the
boy to steer her attention away from Daniel.


Her eyes went big. “Riley’s
straight!”


“For God’s sake, I’m just training
the kid,” I spat, fed up with her.


“After what you’ve said about Daniel,
I don’t believe you.”


“I’ve come clean, so why would I lie
about this?”


She crossed her arms over her chest.
“You lied before I forced it out of you.”


“Not in regards to Riley.”


“I don’t care, swear on your mother’s
grave that you won’t touch him like Daniel.”


“I’m not interested in him in that
way, I know he’s straight.”


“Swear!”


“Okay! I swear on my mother’s and father’s
graves that I won’t touch him. I wouldn’t have anyway, he’s purely a dollar
sign to me, you annoying woman.”


“I’m not the annoying one! You
are! And Riley’s into hockey, that’s where his future lies, not boxing.”


“Not if I have anything to do with
it. I have no intention of staying a wrestling coach forever. I want to
be a boxing coach, and Riley could be my ticket out of this backwater town.”


“You’re dreaming. He’s a hockey
player through and through. Get Daniel to change sports, he’s basically a
carbon copy of Riley.”


“Not emotionally. Riley’s more focused.
That boy could do anything if he puts his mind to it.”


“Not every sportsperson can box.”


“Fighting is in that boy’s blood.
I’ve seen his father in underground matches. That man is vicious, bloodthirsty
to the point of madness, and although he isn’t Riley’s biological father, he’s
clearly passed down those skills. That boy is a powerhouse in the rink,
smashing big players up against the side like they’re nothing. And that time he
knocked that player down with one punch was pure art.”


“Daniel beat him the other day.”


“Sucker punching someone doesn’t
count. He hit him from behind like a coward. He wouldn’t have gotten away with
that if he’d come at Riley head on. Riley’s powerful, and I want to control
that power, using it to set us up for life,” I said, because if I was right,
the boy was going to make us all very rich.


“I don’t think you’ll succeed. He’s hockey
mad.”


“A broken leg will fix that.”


Her eyes went massive. “No, Mike! You
can’t do that!”


I chuckled. “I’m joking.”


“It didn’t sound like it!”


“Jeez, you take things so seriously. We
haven’t even had the first training session yet. For all I know, I could be
wrong about him, although I’m pretty sure I’m not.”


“He’s had a concussion, it’s not safe
for him to box right now.”


“That won’t be a problem. I’ll start
him off with some bag work as well as shadow boxing.”


“I still don’t want you jeopardizing
his hockey career. Everyone says he’s the real deal. Don’t ruin it for the kid,
no amount of money is worth that.”


“I won’t ruin anything; I’ll only
make things better.”


“So, you won’t break his leg?”


“Of course not, I already said I was
joking.”


She breathed out, the woman gullible.
But then again, if I didn’t have to sabotage Riley’s hockey career I wouldn’t.
I just needed to talk him around, and I would, because I was right. The boy was
born to box, just like his dad, Psycho Pete.
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RILEY


I walked toward the gym, noticing a
closed sign on the door. Though, the lights were on, a beacon in the middle of
the industrial sector. I pulled out my phone, texting Coach Cassidy that I was
here. When he didn’t reply, I went to text again, but stopped as the
door opened, Coach Cassidy smiling out at me.


“Come on in,” he said, stepping aside
for me.


I did just that, my attention
instantly zeroing in on the boxing rink, followed by the long line of boxing
bags.


“You’re even dressed right,” he added,
glancing at my sweats.


I went to say duh, it’s a
gym, but stopped myself in time.


He continued, “You’d be surprised
what some people turn up in. Common sense is rarer than you think. Anyway, I
hope you’re a chip off the old block, because your father’s a fantastic boxer.”


I put my gym bag down, surprised he
knew that my dad boxed... well, he was more of an MMA fighter now, but he’d
originally started off as a boxer. Still, not many knew about my dad’s side job
since he usually fought outside of town, his matches not exactly legal.


“I saw him fight a few times,” Coach
Cassidy continued. “The first time was in Wisconsin. I was out there for a
wrestling tournament. A fellow coach told me about the best fighter he’d ever
seen, talking me into going to a match. I was rather surprised when I saw your
dad, and even more surprised when I found out he was the fighter in question. He
was spectacular in the cage, decimating a man twice his size, so vicious it was
a miracle he didn’t kill the guy.”


I smiled, proud of my dad.


Coach Cassidy laughed. “Looks like
you’ve inherited his bloodthirsty streak. I’ve seen you act the same way out on
the ice. It doesn’t matter whether your opponents are bigger, you always take
them down.”


“I do what I gotta do to win,” I
said.


“Which is fantastic. Many people lack
that drive, which is why they fall at the last hurdle. Whereas you... as long
as you don’t get injured, you’ll have a very successful career.”


I frowned at the injured comment,
always concerned about that.


“Don’t worry,” he said, “if you ever
hurt yourself to the point where you can’t continue with hockey, you can turn
to boxing. It’s good to have a backup plan.”


I didn’t reply, never having
considered having a backup, hockey having been my sole focus, my golden ticket
out of poverty. Plus, I loved it, whereas boxing...


“What my dad does is more MMA,” I
said.


“He still fought like a trained boxer,
just with an extra oomph. I’m guessing that’s where he started off, adding new
skills on top. If you prefer MMA, that’s something you can do too, using boxing
as a foundation.” He walked over to a row of shelves containing hand
wraps, returning with them. “You know how to use these?”


“Yup,” I said, my dad having taught
me. I took them off him and wound them around my hands, then reached for the
gloves he’d walked off to get, a smile on his face. “What?’ I asked.


“You really are a born boxer. I tried
with Daniel, but he’s too soft, not to mention temperamental. He just doesn’t
have it in him. Whereas you could go all the way to the top in both hockey and boxing.”


“I don’t have time to do both,” I
said, not interested in talking about Daniel.


“You can, you just need to manage
your time right. You also need to learn how to fight smart, building up your
knowledge like you’ve done with hockey.”


“Maybe if Coach Cameron wasn’t such a
slave driver, I might,” I replied, the man wearing me out to the point where it
was hard to think about anything but hockey, this forced break actually doing
me good. I didn’t feel so exhausted lately, also managing to do other
things I normally wouldn’t have had the time for. It just made what Melissa had
said about me hit home even more, hockey consuming my life. I might love the
game with a passion, but I didn’t like what it had done to my relationship with
her.


“Why the frown?” Coach Cassidy asked.


I exhaled. “Girl issues.”


“As in Brooke Cameron issues?”


“No, she’s a pain in my neck, but not
the main problem.”


“Then what is, the Lucy girl?”


“No, an ex wants me back.”


“Do you want her back?”


“Not after she cheated on me with
Daniel. He fucked her to get back at me.”


Coach Cassidy shook his head. “He’s a
vindictive boy, the type that’ll cut off his nose to spite his face. He really
does need to be put in his place at times. Anyway, how about you take your anger
toward him and your ex out on the bags.”


I nodded, here to do precisely that.
I headed for the closest bag and went to work, doing everything my father had
taught me, uppercuts, hooks, dirty shots that belonged in a cage not a boxing
rink, along with some kicks added to the mix.


The coach laughed behind me, drawing
my attention back to him. His hazel eyes twinkled at me. “Looks like boxing
might be too clean for you, after all. Although it isn’t my specialty, I do
know a bit about MMA. If it suits you better, we can veer off in that direction
once we’ve built up some important boxing skills. Are you happy with that?”


I nodded again.


He patted my back. “No problem, MMA is
just as big as boxing, if not more so nowadays, so I’m happy to adapt to
whatever you want.”


“Cool,” I said, my dad too busy to
train me.


Coach Cassidy gave me a big smile. “I
think we’re going to get on real well, Riley.”
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RILEY


I thanked Coach Cassidy, the lift
home appreciated, the guy nicer than I’d originally thought. Zuko constantly complained
about what a bastard he was, that he picked on him, but then again, he complained
about other teachers too, none of them liking him. If there was a grade for
detention, Zuko would’ve gotten an A+.


“Same time next week?” Coach Cassidy
asked. “Or are you free on the weekend? I might be able to grab some free time
early Saturday.”


I nodded. “Yah, I’m free. Coach
Cameron won’t even let me watch practice let alone the game. He says I’m likely
to skate out onto the ice if he turns his back.”


“Would you?”


“Most definitely.”


Coach Cassidy laughed, patting me on
the shoulder. “That’s true dedication. I wish I had more students like you. Sport
is king, everything else comes second, even annoying wives and wayward
daughters.”


I raised a brow at that, but didn’t
comment.


He retracted his hand, his laughter dying
out. “Keep this between us. I don’t want anyone finding out I’m training you.”


“’Cause of Daniel?”


“As well as your coach. He has a
habit of using threats to get what he wants, like today when he threatened to
get Daniel kicked off my team just because I wanted to give Zuko a detention. I
can only imagine what he’d do if he thinks I’m poaching you. I have enough on
my plate without him causing me more issues.”


“No problem,” I replied, knowing
Coach Cameron would bust my balls too.


His smile returned. “Thanks.”


I nodded and climbed out, giving him
a wave as he drove off, then headed up my path, surprised to see my dad’s car
in the driveway. It was rare for him to be home this early, the hours he worked
long, and that was without the fights. Maybe he didn’t have one tonight.


As soon as I stepped inside, my dad
called out my name, his voice coming from the lounge. I entered it, finding him
sitting on the couch, his expression stern, his bruises having faded.


“Sit,” he said, no hello or how
are you doing?


I did, wondering what this was about.


He stared at me hard for a few
seconds before finally speaking. “Where were you tonight? Who was that dropping
you off? And you better not say it was your coach. You heard what the doctor
said. No hockey for ten days.”


“It wasn’t Coach Cameron, it was
Coach Cassidy,” I replied, instantly realizing I’d let the cat out of the bag.
Then again, Dad could keep a secret.


His brows pulled together. “Why is the
wrestling coach dropping you off? Isn’t he that Greene kid’s coach?”


“Yah, which is why you can’t tell
anyone. Coach Cassidy offered to train me in boxing, then changed his mind when
he saw some of my kicks. He thinks I could make a good MMA fighter—”


“The hell you will!” he cut me off
before I could say like you. “I didn’t sacrifice everything for you to
follow in my footsteps! You’re a hockey player, not a fighter, and you can’t
afford to get hit in the head.”


“Chill, Dad, it was just training, no
fighting involved. It’s keeping me active while I’m off hockey. As soon as I’m
in the clear, it’ll take a backseat.”


“Does that mean you’re gonna continue
with it?”


“Only to let off a bit of steam,
nothing more.”


“I don’t think Coach Cassidy will see
it that way. He’s not the type of man to offer things for free, he’ll be trying
to convert you.”


“I know, but he’s not pressuring me.
He just wants to gimme a taste of what boxing and MMA is like.”


“You know what MMA is like. Brutal.
Look at my face, son, this isn’t an easy sport.”


“Hockey isn’t either. I never thought
I’d say this, but it’s nice to have a break from getting my balls busted by
Coach Cameron. Coach Cassidy doesn’t bark at me like that prick does.”


“Careful, son, respect is key.”


“Respect should be earned, not a God
given right. I’m sick of him yelling at me whenever the team does something he
doesn’t like. He should be yelling at them.”


“You’re the captain.”


“While he’s the coach, and
sometimes a shitty one. If he was more like Coach Cassidy, I wouldn’t want to
smash his face in.”


Dad snorted out a laugh. “Maybe you
do need to let off some steam.”


“You bet I do. I could also do a few
fights to help out with cash.”


He shook his head. “No. Cage
fighting isn’t the same, it’s no holds barred. The young ones go down hard and
fast, brain damage a real danger, death a possibility. You stick to what you’re
good at, hockey. I don’t mind you having a bit of fun on the side with
gym-based MMA, but not for money. Understand?”


I nodded, not happy about it but
relenting.


“Good boy.” He pushed to his feet.
“I’m off to bed, need to catch up on some sleep. I’ve got a fight tomorrow
night, so wanna be primed for it.”


“If I don’t see you, good luck.”


A smile broke through his worn out
expression. “No luck needed, I’ve got this one in the bag. Maybe I’ll let you
tag along since you don’t have training, show you how brutal it really is, not
some watered down version taught to you by a failed boxer like Mike Cassidy.
You won’t think it’s all fairy tales and dollar signs after that.”


“I’d love to watch you fight. Coach
Cassidy said you’re brilliant.”


A frown fell over his face. “How
would he know?”


“He’s seen a few of your matches.”


Dad grunted, not looking happy about
it. “I don’t want people in town knowing what I do.”


“Don’t worry, he won’t talk, he
thinks you’re great.”


“The feeling isn’t mutual. He better
not open his mouth or I’ll find out whether he really does have a glass jaw.”
He left the threat hanging in the air and headed out of the lounge, his
footsteps disappearing up the staircase.


My phone beeped, capturing my
attention. I pulled it out of my pocket, finding a text from Lucy.


Mom said you came over, she
wrote. I’m sorry I lied about being home. I was upset and went for a walk,
needing to think. I just have to learn to ignore Brooke.


I typed out a reply, I’ll help
you. I really do like you, Lucy, which is why Brooke is trying so hard to put
me off you. But she can’t. I pressed send, getting a smiley face in return.


Another text came through a few
seconds later. Thanks. Let’s start fresh tomorrow. I’ll ignore Brooke.
Actually, no, I’m going to rub our relationship in her face, turning things
around on HER.


I smiled, That’s the spirit.


Another smiley face came through. Sweet
dreams, Riley, hope I’ll be in them, because you’ll be in mine.


Except mine will be X
rated. I laughed, pressing send.


A laughing emoji came my way, along
with a kissing one.


I gave her a kiss emoji back, then turned off my
phone, heading for my room. I dumped my bag and stripped off, taking a quick
shower. Once done, I climbed into bed, feeling good for the first time in a
long while, Lucy and Coach Cassidy putting a smile on my face.


***


I woke up, that smile returning, the
memory of last night putting me in a good mood. Though, my body didn’t agree as
I climbed out of bed, my muscles rebelling. I grimaced, not understanding why
my body was so sore. Then it dawned on me. MMA worked different parts of the
body than hockey did, the realization wiping the grimace off my face, knowing
my body would soon adapt. It just showed that Coach Cassidy worked me hard, but
in a good way, his coaching style better than Coach Cameron’s. Brooke’s dad
wasn’t someone I wanted as a coach in the long run. I didn’t mind hard work,
but what I did mind was him pulling me up in front of the team when it was them
who’d let me down, not the other way around. Regardless, the coach
wasn’t soft on them either, he was just a million times harder on me, and for
no good reason, his way of thinking hard to understand at times.


Like his daughter.


I pulled on jeans and a white shirt, finishing
off with a blazer and jacket over top. I slipped my phone into my pocket and
grabbed my bag, making my way downstairs. As usual, the house was eerily
silent, Dad already having left for work. I just hoped he came back for me
later, sticking to his word about letting me watch his match.


I dumped my bag and walked into the
kitchen, my stomach growling louder than a pride of hungry lions. I’d forgotten
to eat dinner last night, something I often did when I returned from training,
too exhausted to think let alone eat. Hoping there was at least some milk for
cereal, I opened up the fridge, surprised to see eggs along with bacon. I
glanced over at the bread bin, finding two loaves.


“Fuck yeah!” I yelled, the morning
getting even better.


Within minutes, I was frying up a
feast, eggs, bacon, toast, all of it ending up in a very happy stomach. I
cleaned up, humming a tune, hoping the food meant Dad was starting to get on
top of the bills despite all of those letters I’d left on the table. Bacon was
a treat, something he only got when he had a bit more than a few bucks in his
pocket.


Still humming, I dried my hands off
and pulled my phone out, about to text Lucy, but instead found one from her. Do
you want to catch the bus to school with me? <3 Lucy.


Sure,
I texted back. The Clement bus stop?


She replied with a Yes and a C
U there in 5 minutes.


Unable to wipe the stupid smile off
my face, I picked up my bag and went for the door. I made my way up the path,
stopping as Zuko pulled over to the curb. He climbed through his window like
the guys from Dukes of Hazzard, smiling across at me.


“Wanna lift?” he asked.


“As long as Lucy can come, too.”


His smile dropped. “No, that bitch
ratted me out.”


“Watch what you call her,” I growled,
closing the gate behind me. “Or I’ll kick your bitch ass into tomorrow.”


“Like to see you try,” he said, a
smile slipping through. Though, it disappeared when Lucy appeared in her
doorway. She went still at the sight of Zuko, looking guilty as sin.


“See, even she knows what she did was
wrong,” Zuko said. “So, it’s the bus for her.”


“Then it’s the bus for me, too,” I
replied.


“No, man, she needs to pay for what
she did, plus you owe me, so get in. I needa talk to you.”


Lucy walked up the path. “Don’t worry
about me, Riley, I’ll see you at school.”


I shook my head. “Nope, you’re my
girl, so you’re coming. Zuko will just have to deal with it.”


Zuko grimaced. “Okay! But only if
she’s in the back and you’re in the front. She’s also not allowed to speak, let
alone breathe my way. She’s basically a ghost. Get it!”


“Fine with me,” Lucy said, going for
the back.


I went for the front, Zuko’s
concession a breakthrough. I glanced over my shoulder at Lucy as she pulled her
seatbelt on, getting a nice view of her tits. “Nice top,” I said, a couple of
her blouse buttons left undone.


“Thanks,” she replied, smiling across
at me, her chocolate-brown eyes lighting up at my comment.


“No talking, ghost!” Zuko snapped.


“Sorry,” Lucy said.


“Ghosts can’t say sorry, so zip it,”
he said.


“Be careful,” I growled, though he
ignored me, revving his car like it was an extension of his dick. “By the way,
nice ride, but then again, the last one was just as nice.”


He sneered. “That one was shit, while
this one’s smoother than whiskey. Italian is always the best.”


“Nope, American is, and whiskey isn’t
even Italian, let alone smooth.”


“Not the cheap shit you drink,
moonshine boy,” he replied, pulling away from the curb. “And you know nothing
about metaphors let alone cars.”


Lucy snorted behind me. “I know
plenty,” I said, annoyed she’d laughed at me. “Ford F-15 all the way.”


Zuko rolled his eyes. “That ain’t a
car, it’s a pickup truck, you dumbass.” He started jabbering on about
everything right with Italian cars and everything wrong with American ones.
Lucy was all but forgotten as I countered what he said, the debate raging until
we pulled up to school.


Zuko swerved in fast, cutting off
Daniel’s car, stealing his park. Daniel backed up and pulled into another spot
as we got out. Zuko placed his arms on the roof of his car and looked across at
him with a self-satisfied smirk. Daniel slammed his door shut and stormed off
in a huff. His sister ran after him, glancing back at us. No, she was looking
at Lucy, a smile on her face, making me wonder what that was about. Then
they were gone, disappearing into the building.


“Why was Maddy smiling at you?” I
asked, sidling up next to Lucy. “She’s not like Brooke, her smiles aren’t
mean.”


Lucy shrugged. “Probably because I
told Devin he didn’t have a chance with her, that she was too good for him.”


Zuko snorted out a laugh. “You’ve got
balls saying that to Dev,” he said, forgetting about his ghost comment, back to
talking to her.


She smiled. “I took great satisfaction
in it.”


“I bet you did, just watch your back
with him, he’s vicious.”


“He won’t touch my woman,” I cut in,
Devin not that stupid.


Lucy smiled wider, her eyes lighting
up at my words. She grabbed my hand, looking completely different from the girl
who used to peek at me. And not just because she was dressing hotter, but
because she was my girl, my whole view of her having changed in such a
short span of time.


We made our way to the entrance, Zuko
back to talking about Italian cars, though that stopped as soon as we entered
the building. A girl stepped out of the school office, and right in our path,
her smoldering eyes zeroing in on me.


“Hello, Riley,” Melissa said.


To be continued...
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BEHIND
THE HOOD SAMPLE


UK
English is used due to the New Zealand setting.


1


Maia


Maia Daniels knew she should just ignore
the boys. Walk past, don’t listen, she told herself. Don’t talk back.


It was ten o’clock on a Saturday night.
The gang were sitting on a wall outside Claydon Pub, passing around a smoke.
She’d seen some of them at high school, when they decided to turn up that is.


Whooping and yelling came from the pub. A
television blared loudly, no doubt replaying the All Blacks’ rugby match
against the Wallabies. Maia stopped at the driveway as a purple Holden drove
into the car park. Music blasted from inside the souped-up machine, the bass
pumping its steady beat out into the night.


“Maia, c’mere,” Tama Harris yelled.


The gang leader was eighteen, tall and
solidly built, with a wide, flat nose. He’d shaved off his hair recently,
replacing it with a curved pattern called a moko. Usually, the tattoo
adorned the face, a sign of a Maori warrior—something to be proud of. But Tama
was no one to be proud of, nothing but a dreg who constantly harassed her.
Unlike the other boys, he wore his hoodie tied around his waist, his ripped
jeans and muscle shirt unsuitable for the cold autumn weather. Maia figured he
was probably high on something, either from the weed in his hand or the empty
bottles at his feet—or both.


“Hey, Maia! Are ya a double d?” a podgy
boy with spiky blond hair shouted.


“They sure felt like it,” Tama replied,
his hand actions eliciting laughter from the gang.


A blush ran across Maia’s cheeks. Shit,
she hated her breasts. Even in her oversized sweatshirt they still grabbed
attention. She pulled her hood further over her head, and rounded her
shoulders. After another car passed, she hitched up her track pants and walked
across the muddy driveway.


Tama hollered, “Oi! I told ja to c’mere.”


She looked back, aching to give him the
finger, but instead jammed her hands into her pockets. God, she was a moron for
sneaking out, but ... Ben’s raves were always awesome. Why couldn’t her mum let
her go? It wasn’t like she did drugs, and the boys at the party were just
mates.


Tama’s scowl changed into a grin. He threw
his joint onto the ground and jumped off the stone wall. With a jerk of his
head, he indicated for the gang to follow.


Maia’s heartbeat picked up. Still
concentrating on Tama, she stepped off the kerb and onto Waiata Crescent. The
blast of a horn made her leap back. The front passenger leaned out of a
battered sedan, and swore at her. Ignoring the pimply git, she scooted around
the car and across the side road.


A loud wolf-whistle made her jump. She
glanced over her shoulder. Tama’s eyes were fixated on her, promising things
she didn’t want.


He grabbed his crotch. “I like ya from
behind, Maia.”


All the boys, except for Mikey Thomas,
laughed. Tama’s cousin looked away as though uncomfortable with what was
happening. He was fourteen and in her class at school. She thought he liked
her; either that or he had a staring problem. Yeah, she’d only noticed because
she was usually checking him out too.


Maia wondered if she could lose the gang
by cutting across the highway. Traffic was heavy, making this option just as
dangerous as stopping for Tama. Further up the road, past the tyre yard, the
video and liquor stores’ lights were on. The neon sign of the happy video man
was a welcoming sight. It was maybe a hundred metres away. She thought she had
a chance of outrunning Tama. She was fast, damned fast. If she’d showed up to
school enough, she probably would’ve been on the track team.


“Maia, pretty Maia,” Tama taunted. “I’ve
got sumpthin’ to show you.”


Maia wasn’t sure whether it was a knife—or
something else in his pants. She knew he carried a switchblade. He’d stabbed
her brother in the arm once when Nike attacked him with a baseball bat. She’d
always wondered whether this was why Tama harassed her. But she couldn’t blame
Nike for it. Leila, his girlfriend at the time, had caused the fight. The bitch
had cheated on him with Tama, then cried rape after he found out.


“Leave me alone, Tama,” she said,
remembering the last time he’d approached her. She’d kicked him in the balls
for grabbing her breasts. “Nike said he’d beat the living snot outta you if you
came near me again.”


“I’d love to see him fuckin’ try. Plus,
you owe me, bitch.”


Maia knew she should keep her mouth shut;
that whenever she spoke it got her into trouble. Her mother had told her
countless times, “You speak too much, Maia, you should listen more.”


She grinned, unable to help herself. “What
do I owe you? More bruised balls?”


She heard a slicing noise behind her, the
sound of a switchblade being opened. Shit!


“Get
her,” Tama yelled.
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