While everyone unpacked their belongings, I sat
and waited for Lamar to leave. He didn't unpack
his bags.

After a few seconds of silence, he rose from his
mattress, slid his phone into his pants pocket,
and glanced at everyone while walking toward
the door. I only gave him a few seconds' head
start because I didn't want to be left too far
behind. Immediately, I made my way to the exit.

"Hey! If you're going, check if the warriors are
bringing food for us," I heard Sydney yell, but I
didn’t respond to her. I was already out the door
and didn't plan to go back inside until I had this
talk with Lamar.

As he had mentioned, he was waiting for me by

the tree, a cigarette in one hand and some ¢ ds
in the other.

"You said you could help me"
st:ll carrymg my bag OVer 1




“Ido," I replied.

“How old are you?" he scanned me from head to

toe and asked.
‘lam eighteen," I responded.

He nodded his head before chuckling softly. "You
look much older than your age. You have quite a
body to die for—and I'm not flirting” Before I
could even take it as a compliment, he clarified
that it wasn't even that: I just stated a fact.
Anyway, I need to see your ID. I don't want to get‘
in trouble

Luckily for me, I had made my ID the day I
turned eighteen, the cursed day of my life. It was
our pack’s rule that whenever someone tumed

_eighteen, they had to register and obtain an ID |
right away.

I handed him my ID and watche
brow then smirk agaln Yo




~ "You are one year younger than me," h
and shook his head.

“They will pay you good money, but remember,
they might ask for some really unholy work," he
uttered, unfazed by how quickly I took my ID
back from him.

‘What kind of work?" I asked, and by this point, I
could tell he was ready to leave. He had tossed
his bag over his shoulder and was striding away
from the cabin.

“Um, sort of pleasure. But you get to decide if
you want to do it or not. They have tiers: you can
do the strip dance, lap dance, oral, hand job—
stuff like that. You will get paid based on it I
suddenly stopped walking behind him When I‘.

heard the kind of work he was suggesting.




-

me in the eye as he said, "Sorry' ThJS is all L
know. Unless you can sell drugs”

It felt like one blow after another.

“And from the looks of your face, I can tell you're

not ready for this field of work. Go find any of
your family members and ask them to lend you
some money.” As he concluded my rejection, his
pace quickened.

I seized upon my steps, contemplating what my
life would be like if I didn't get admission to this
academy. This was the only opportunity I had
left. I couldn't lose it.

Otherwise, I would be on my own, thhout any '.:' '

~direction, and the trauma would consum fme




T
words reached his ears. |||

“Huh?" He turned around,‘on‘ly his eyes visible
from the helmet.

“‘I'm ready to do it," | repeated, watching him
nod.

“Then what are you waiting for? Hop on," he said,
shaking his helmet and gesturing to the spot
behind him.

[ stared at his bike and then approached him
steadily, grabbing the helmet he was offering
me. Climbing onto his back, I adjusted my
posture and held onto the small support in the
back. |




" In the next few minutes, the touch wasﬁfti. |

~ problem. He rode like his bike would catch ﬁ‘i’é

| kept my eyes closed even when the helmet
shielded me from the crazy wind. I just didn't
want to see the fast-moving traffic around me.

After about half an hour, the bike came to a halt,
and I knew we had reached our destination. The
ride had felt like it almost flew by, making me
worry about whether we would make it safely.
But now that we were getting off the bike, stress
began to hit me hard.

I returned the helmet to him, my eyes quickly
scanning the area around us, It was a bustling
place, definitely a pack territory. From the

unfinished landmarks to the poor condition of fit




~ force anyone here. Women and men come h'eré? ]
to earn on their own. You'll get to wear a mask
00, he added, pointing at a few girls peeking
outside the main gate. They were wearing
porcelain masks to keep their identities hidden.

"So tell me, what do you want to do?" He swirled
the keys around his finger, his eyes watching me
intently.

“The—lap dance?" It was almost like | was asking
him, and before he could check something on his

phone, I added, "Is it okay if [ suck at it?"

Of course, I did. I didn't know how people gave

lap dances; [ just wanted money.

‘Oh no! You're supposed to do a great job. How
about you just accompany an elite while he
drinks? You just need to make sure he's ha\ang a
good time. Just a little kissing here and there,
and if you allow, a little bit more th




e

~ Comment

A @
* B

Fandom Send Gift




