I don't think people understand what really happened. I don't believe they know what happened in those 6-7 months I’ve spent with him. At this point it's probably just gossip you’d spill over cookies and movie nights, or after lunch while having ice cream. Being considered it as a half-true, be half-criticized and mostly mistaken as “not clearly thought out while it was being developed at the time” or maybe immaturity. Well, I admit that there was some taste of immaturity on it but not as a whole, not on both sides. 
See, before we met I was doing fantastic. My relationship with my parents was at its peak, my confidence was slowly becoming a real thing in my life, something that I hadn't had for forever. I was brave enough to get whatever haircut I thought it’d look cute on me or try makeup looks I'd come up with in the middle of a ride to school. I had come to good terms with whoever wanted to or felt the need for closure. I even felt good about my own body, and by that I mean eating habits. I was 100% who I've always dreamed of being: happily at peace, with God present in every particle of my life, and myself.
Then, the news broke: someone had beaten one of my closest friends at a common friend’s birthday party. That someone did not only change my friend’s view of the world but also my life, in the most cruel, selfish way a human can.
I didn't understand why though. Maybe he thought that beating someone at a specific sensitive area would be a hilarious way to joke and make party friends. 
This friend of mine, whom I’ll refer to as S, rolled on the floor and no one helped him, just laughed as if he was some clown.
When I tell you that that was my first impression of this someone, it’s not a lie or exaggerated in any way, shape or form. I just couldn't find a way to even ignore his existence. That’s how much it bothered me. I was so indignant about that situation that it felt like my blood boiled when the subject was brought up or whenever he was in the same room as me.
Mind you, this was months before we met. At that time I barely knew his existence nor what kind of person he was or what he looked like. Nothing, but this “incident”. 
So I did the most logical thing anyone would do: question some friends of mine who went to this party. I felt the need to gather as much info about this ball-kicking-clown as I could. Don't get me wrong, I was told he was moving to my school so I wanted to be prepared in case he did anything else to the people I loved and cared about. It was common for me to be some type of “lawyer” and defend people with facts I gathered. My gut told me I had to be 5 steps ahead of him in case he attempted anything like first-degree murder, drug dealing, or just articulate nonsense words.
One of these friends I asked mentioned that someone was interested in meeting girls. He asked for it as if that was his purpose in life: “Can you hook me up with any girls you know?”. This friend of mine, D,  only refused saying he didn't know anyone while having me on his mind as an option. Which is a bit insane but at least he sealed-his-lips-with-a key-and-threw-it-away about it. And I should’ve taken that as a sign.
At this point I was convinced Someone, if he really moved to my school, was going to turn everyone’s life into a living hell. That he would think of himself as this rule-breaking, untouchable king only because people laughed at whatever he did. I’m pretty sure that if he threw a leaf everyone would roll themselves off the ground begging for help and say their tummy hurt because of how “hilarious” they thought he was.
So I decided to do an emergency background check with S. He knew some people that had quite the info about Someone. He knew how to pull any strings for me when it was also in his best interests because I “was there for him on his darkest days and nights” so all he tries to do is “make up for it as a form of gratitude".
We found so much dirt on Someone, it was shocking. Not only was he intelligent enough to make it basically public but also not discrete socially speaking. By this I mean that he just had his demons and looking back now, they weren’t imaginary creatures or feelings. 
I know it’s hard to understand what I’m trying to imply and it’s all due to confidentiality but let’s say that it was heavy enough for him to get a professional to dictate whether or not he should rely on meds to get his happy hormones back to function.
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