i oce wﬂmdun;
‘and my legs begin to tremble. His eyes connect with mine,
and I'm in shock when he stops right in front of me. | wish |

had something next to me to hold onto; my body is not

prepared to be this close to him. I'm fighting to stand, and it
doesn’t help that he isn't going anywhere.

Adam.

Adam.

Adam.

Here go the whispers again. | close my eyes and pray for
them to stop; it was easier like this when | didn't have to
stare into his gorgeous eyes. | gasp when he places both
hands against my ear. | look up at him with wide eyes.

It's like he knows what's happening to my body, but
that's impossible. He shouldn't know this; no one should
know. There are rumors that the dark whisperers can sense
all of your feelings, and now | feel like it's true from the look
in his eyes. It's the only explanation. How else could he

possibly know that | needed someone to stop the whispers

for me?
His gaze sweeps over my face, and my lips open as a soft

gasp leaves my mouth.

What are these strange feelings pulsing through my

veins? And how is it possible that the whispers have stopped

now that his hands are over my ear?

- O




I want to say wrﬁiﬂt;fﬁx. thank him, anything at all, but
my mouth wouldn't obey. But it's not like he's saying
anything either. It's only then that | remember that it's not
just us in the room. Everyone is staring at us; the space is

almost tranquil except the music still blasting through the

speakers.
Adam notices this simultaneously as | do, and he slowly

takes his hand off my ear. His jaw clenches for a moment, but
the look on his face quickly changes to unbothered as he

turns to walk away.

The moment he steps away, | feel like | can breathe

again. The crowd also seems to be back to whatever they
were doing before the tension between Adam and | began.

"I don't know about you, but that there was incredibly
hot,” Abigail says to me.

| give her a confused lock, "more like terrifying."

So it wasn't precisely terrifying; my body was still

tingling from his nearness and his hands on my body even

though it was just on my ear. I'm not sure how everyone else

saw what just happened between us, but | can't explain it,

even to myself.

"| didn't think that your parents would get you to come

here tonight."

| stiffen at the familiar voice, and | try to keep a straight
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| onto his arm, and they both look _
together for a while. Well, that could be true since | wasn't
sure when exactly the cheating had started between them. It
could have been since the first day Bryan and | made it
official for all | know; maybe they even saw each other

before the two of us got together; anything was possible with

them.
Aria looks down at my outfit, and it's the first time | feel

like she sees me as a threat. She always saw me as someone
that couldn't compete with her, but today | can actually see
jealousy in her eyes, and she isn't trying to hide it from me.
Did | really look that good for people to have these kinds of
reactions towards me today? Even Bryan was looking at me
as though he couldn't recognize me; in fact, it seems like he
can't stop staring at me. Even Aria notices this, and she
clears her throat for him to stop. His cheeks are red after he

realizes that she's just caught him eyeing his ex-girlfriend,

the same one she stole him from; me.

"It's nice of you to get my parents to force me to come

here tonight; you two must really enjoy seeing me,’ | say

with a fake smile on my face.

Bryan sighs, "come on, Amiera, you know that this was

the only way for us to get you to come here tonight. We are

trying our best to get you back. Our lives are incomplete

without you in them. We want you back.’
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) that he would ask me back into his life, and this was not one

of them.
"Are you both truly this selfish? Would you stop at

nothing to get only what you want?" | demand. "Your wants
and needs are no longer important to me. Maybe it was all |
cared about in the past when | thought that you cared about
me, but that is not the case anymore. | know how sick the
both of you are now, and | want no part of it. You can keep
begging me from today onwards, but my answer will not
change. Stop pretending that you care for me when we all
know that you want to save your reputation. I'm no longer
the girl that you once knew; we can all move on with our
lives the sooner you understand this."

Aria looks shocked by my outburst, but I've been trying
to tell them repeatedly, and no one was listening to me. |
couldn't understand why it was so hard for them just to let
me live my life now. What more do they want from me?
Should | stand next to them as their friend while they
continue their relationship and be okay with all of that? Did

they not see how difficult that would be for me? Of course

not, as usual: all they both cared about was themselves.

"You don't have to stay here and take this," Abigail says

to me.
"Who the hell is she?" Aria asks. "Your replacement for

us is the creepy girl in class who's never spoken to anyone
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s, “at least she never
betrayed her best friend and slept with her boyfriend!"

| grab Abigail’'s hand and push them aside as | walk

away.
"I'm so sorry about that, " | apologize. "l don't want you

to get bullied because of me. This is a side of Aria I've never
seen before now. | guess | never truly knew her."

She shakes her head at me, "you don't have to
apologize to her. It's not your fault that she's a lying,

cheating bitch. Let's not let her ruin our night. We can have
some fun here without the two of them interfering."

| nod, and we both begin to sway along with the music.

"So are you going to tell me what was that between you
and Adam just now?" she asks. "l didn't get a chance to talk
to you about it because of Aria and Bryan."

| open my mouth to speak when | notice him a little
distance away with Ashley right next to him. Her hand is on
his arms, and she's trying her best to flirt with him. It's not

only her; there are so many girls here that are trying their

best to get closer to him.

| keep forgetting just how famous Adam is with the girls

in my school. He doesn't even have to try, and girls fall for

him.

"Can you excuse me for a few minutes?" | ask Abigail.

"I'll like to eet some fresh air. and then I'll return "
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. she nods without asking any questions. "Take your time; I'll

be right here when you get back."

I push through the crowds and ignore some of the calls
from some guys from school; it felt weird getting so much
attention when | wasn't used to it before. | only wanted

attention from one man, but he was too busy getting

attention from all the school girls.

Before | can reach the door that would take me outside,
someone pulls me back. | stare at the hand on my shoulder
and look up to find Bryan. | clench my jaw and refrain from

shouting at him. Who does he think he is to touch me so

freely?

| pull away from him and keep some distance between
the two of us, "what do you want now? Did we not already

settle this earlier tonight?" | demand, not trying to hide my

annoyance with him.

"l just want to talk, Amiera, " he whispers. "l've done
some things that | can't help but feel horrible about. | admit
that | felt like | was doing what was right, but now | feel so

much guilt that | don't know what to do with myself. Please
believe me when | say that | never wanted to hurt you. | just
started to fall for—"

| raise my hand to stop him. "You've said it already; |

don't need to hear it again. Aria was always the more

beautiful one to you. She was always the girl that everyone

[
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+10 Bonus
Chapter 8 : j

wanted, including you. You finally have her; you finally have
what you've wanted all along. | don't want to keep having to
tell you to stay away from me, Bryan. Why do you keep

harassing me when the woman you've always wanted is

finally by your side?"
It was a question that | didn't care to hear the answer

to. However, | did need to understand why the hell he

wouldn't just let me go.

He's quiet as he tries to come up with an answer, and |
turn to leave; I've had enough of this.

He grabs onto my arm once more, stopping me from
going forward, only making me angrier.

What the hell was his problem?

I'm about to say something when someone barrels into

him, spilling the drink in Bryan's hand all over himself. | look

up in surprise to see that Adam was the one who'd done it.
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Chapter 8

Adam's white shirt is now wet and stained from the wine
Bryan was drinking. It almost seems as though he'd walk
into Bryan intentionally. But that would be insane, wouldn't
it? Adam and | didn't know each other well; | haven't even
said a single word to him before. Then there is no reason

that he would try to protect me from my disgusting

ex-boyfriend.

"Watch where the fuck—," Bryan stops himself when he
realizes that he's speaking to Adam. For the first time, | see

real fear in his eyes. He's scared of the dark prince. But why
wouldn't he be? Adam had this aura about him that scared

anyone that didn't happen to be horny girls out to get him

into their beds and between their legs.

Adam doesn't even bother to apologize; he pushes the

exit door behind us and storms outside.

| shake my head at Bryan and don't bother wasting any
more time speaking to him. Instead, | push open the door
and follow behind Adam. Unfortunately, | do not see him
anywhere. Where did he go? There are a few people inside
the pool and others by the bar, but none of them was him.

My eyes close in on the small gate to the right. That's the

only place that he could have gone.

Was | doing the right thing by following someone as

dangerous as Adam out into the lonely woods? Because that
1
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was what laid beyond those tall walls, This was totally unlike
me, but | can't stop myself whenever he was concerned.

Besides, where has being a good girl gotten me in life so far?

Absolutely nothing,
I'bury my fear and push the gates open. | don't get far,

however. He's right in front of me, leaned up against a tree,

almost as though he's waiting for me.
Did he somehow know that | was following him? Did |
tell him that | wasn't some creepy stalker? But would that be

the truth because | was indeed acting like a stalker by

following him out here?
My feet are frozen, and | don't know whether to run

back to the house or run to him. It didn't matter, however;
my feet weren't going anywhere for a while,

My eyes widen when he takes a step in my direction. Oh
God, he's coming to me.

I feel a hiccup leave my throat, and | want to die from
embarrassment. This is the first time something like that has
ever happened to me. Surprisingly, this time, the whispers

have stopped, at least for now. Could it be because of his

touch earlier?

My eyes travel lower to the stain on his shirt, and | want

to help him remove it for some reason. | don't even

understand why it's bothering me this much.

"Are you looking for me?"




I'don't know what to say; | mean, the truth was loud and
clear; why else would | be out here in the dark by myself?

Of course, my lips remain sealed; whenever I'm near
him, my mouth always chooses that opportunity to become
mute,

He's close to me now, and I've forgotten how to
breathe. | feel exposed under his experimental gaze, and |
want to ask him to stop looking at me, except | don't want
him to stop, do 17 Even though I'm shocked by the feelings of
having his eyes on me like this, something I've wanted for a
long time, by the way, | still enjoy it in some twisted way.

"Do you still love him?"

I'm taken aback by his question, but | already know who
he's talking about. Bryan. He was the last person | wanted to
be thinking about right now. Adam was the one person that

made me forget about him, and now he was bringing him up

to me.

I think about his question some more, even though |

don't want to.

Did | still love him? | did, but | didn't want to admit it to

myself or anyone else. People would think that | was stupid

for still loving someone that hurt me the way that he did.
I may still love him, but that's okay, isn't it? Love
doesn't exactly disappear in a day; that is when you truly did

love someone, however, not like the love Bryan and Aria had

for me
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“Ido" | whisper. It's the first words 've spoken to Adam,
and it just happened to be my confession to still loving my

traitorous ex-boyfriend, who | also happen to hate with a
passion.
Apparently, it was possible to love and hate someone at
the same time.
My eyes are drawn right back to the stain on his shirt,
and he catches me this time.

"Does it bother you that much?" He asks in a throaty

whisper. | don't have time to comprehend his question when

he grabs the edge of the t-shirt and shoves it over his head,

leaving his chest bare in front of me.

My jaw drops, and | can't stop staring at how smooth
and shiny it is. I'm suddenly hit with a strong desire to touch
it. I've certainly forgotten about everything now that he's
standing in front of me shirtless. |'ve surely forgotten that
I'm out here with the dark prince himself all alonein the dark

woods. |'ve surely forgotten that I'm far away from everyone

else to call for help if | needed it. I've even forgotten that my

parents would kill me if they knew what | was up to. And I've

definitely forgotten how to freaking breathe once more.

How does he know that it's been bothering me? Please

tell me he can't read minds because that would be extremely

embarrassing; I've already been embarrassed enough

already, | didn't need any more of that.

But do | even care about any of that right now? The
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answer is clear and straightforward; no. All | care about right
now is reaching forward and touching him in the most
intimate ways possible. It's like my body has absolutely zero
control around him, and | want to scream in frustration, not

in frustration that | have no control over my body; no, I'm
frustrated that | haven't touched him as yet.

It couldn't possibly be healthy wanting to touch
someone this badly, could it? | barely knew this man, for
crying out loud.

Lies.

You know him.

You've studied him for years. You've painted him, drawn
every feature of his face, dreamt of his pretty eyes every
night. Cried yourself to sleep, wishing he was touching you.

You know him more than you would let yourself admit.

I'don’t know what's happening to me, but | do realize

that I'm walking towards him. | feel like I'm under a spell,

and it's a damn strong one.

Adam watches me like a hawk: he's very aware of my
body getting closer to his, but he does not move away; he
stands still like a stone and let me come to him.

I hesitantly raise my hand, just one; I'm too scared to

use both hands right now. Adam exhales loudly when |

finally touch him, and | think | do the exact opposite. | inhale

as deeply as | could, taking in as much of his scent as
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finally touch him, and | think | do the exact opposite. | inhale

Chapter 9

as deeply as | could, taking in as much of his scent as

possible. Something about the smell of the woods mixed

with his own aroma has my heart racing and my body

wanting more.
I suddenly decided that this is not enough; | need more

I'lean closer to him and inhale once more before pressing my

lips to his chest.

Adam goes rigid in front of me. It's only then that |

realize what I've done, and my head shoots upwards to look
up at him, scared of how far I've gone.

| gasp at what | see next.

Adam's eyes are entirely black; it's as though I'm staring

into one of his dark holes even though I've never seen him

create one before.

What have | done?

Alpha's .} Alpha's slave Luna




! Chapter 10
Chapter 10

He steps back from me until there is enough room
between us for a car to pass. | can't tell what he's thinking
exactly, but | know that he doesn't want to be near me
anymore; I'm sure of that much. His apparent rejection hurts

me, but I'm more concerned about what he will say next if

he's ever going to speak to me again.

What was | thinking? Did | go around kissing guys on
their chest now? I've never been this bold or rebellious
before. All | know is that this invisible pull between us is
causing me to act this crazy. I'm shaking with nervousness as
| wait for him to say something. His eyes are growing darker
by the second, and | know that | should be afraid, but all |
feel now is worry. | continue to watch him cautiously, and he
turns around to face the woods; it seems like he's trying not

to look at me anymore. He rubs a hand down his face, and |

make a step forward towards him; | wanted to apologize,

that was all.

HEAVE. ..

I'm shocked by his command, and | pause midway. |
don't make another attempt to move forward, not after his

order for me to leave. | knew that he was about to say

something to hurt me, but | didn't think he would command

me to go like that. | try to calm my aching heart, but it's so

hard to do.




Chapier 10 _' il :
But why Is It even aching/ | should teel nothing but

embarrassment for my actions. However, even though I felt

some shame, there was also a mixture of stronger emotions.
Some of which I didn't even want to admit to myself, a part

of me knew that eventually, | wouldn't be able to hide from

it.

"I'm s-sorry, I don't know what came over me." I try to
apologize from afar: what | did was insane, and | don't know
how to explain to him that | had no control over my own
body. | also don't know how to tell him that I've never done
something like this before, not that he would believe me. But

somehow, | also feel like he knows this already; he knows
what he's doing to my body, he knows it's not natural, and
he knows that it's only him that's bringing about these
changes in me. He knows that I've wanted to touch him for a
long time; he knows that I've wanted him to feel me also.
Even now, my body was wide awake and desperate for just
one touch from him.

"GET THE HELL OUT FROM HERE!" He shouts louder this

time. | flinch at his tone, this was the last thing | expected

him to say, and it stung like a bee.

Still, I can't find the strength to move from the hole I'd

dug with my shoes from pressing on the ground too hard. |

can understand that he's angry that I'd kiss him out of

nowhere but does he still have to be this harsh towards me?

I'm startled and broken-hearted: it's hard to move when |
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feel so empty inside. One rejection was hard enough, but

Chapter 10

two? | mean, Bryan wasn't technically a rejection; he

cheated. And it's not like | confessed to liking Adam either.
No, you only did much worse than that, didn't you?
He suddenly turns back around and crosses the
distance between us. | gasp when he grabs my hair roughly in
his, pulling my head back so that I'm staring directly into his
gloomy eyes now. There is so much darkness and loneliness
but still, somehow to me, they're the most beautiful eyes I've
ever seen. | feel lost in them, and for a moment, | forget
what I've just done; his warm breath tangles with my own,
and | want to close the distance between us. Neither one of
us is saying anything, and the sudden reminder of what | did

earlier is the only thing that's preventing me from making

another big mistake.
"Go," he growls. "Now."

His words give me a rude awakening.

My eyes widen in horror, and | feel tears form in them as

I'turn and run out of the woods, away from him, away from

the person | want to be as close to as possible. | don't know

why | have to be this weak: why do | make people do these

things to me? Why should | cry for someone | barely knew?

Just because he spoke roughly to me?
I don't waste any time as | open the gate and rush into

the house. | need to get out of here quickly; | don't want

nk that my tears

anvone to see me like this. People would thi
1/13

[} @® «




chﬁ
~ Chapter 10

were because of Bryan and Aria, and that was the last thing |
wanted to see all over my feed when | opened my phone.
But at the same time, | didn't want anyone to suspect that |
was out there with Adam all alone. If word got out, it would
surely reach my parents, which would be the worst thing
that could ever happen to me right now.

"Hey!" Abigail calls out to me just before | reach the exit.

"What's wrong?"

| wipe the tears away from my face and try to be strong,

"l just need to go home." | tell her.

She studies me with concern but eventually nods her
head and opens the door for me. "l understand. We can talk
tomorrow in school. | hope you feel better, Amiera."

I nod and thank her before finally escaping. Hopefully,
no one except her saw me like that. Even though | barely
knew Abigail, | trusted her. Which was probably not the
wisest decision considering how much I've been hurt

recently by the two people | counted on more than anything.

| didn't care about either one of them right now,

however. Now | was too consumed with sorrow and

embarrassment. | enter the limousine waiting outside for me

and drop myself onto the seat with tears streaming down

my cheeks.

| can't even imagine what Adam thought about me now.
He must feel that I'm a lunatic for pulling a stunt like that. A

guy takes off his shirt in front of me, and the first thing that |
4/13
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vas wrong with me? | was never like that
before. Bryan and | did things together, but we never went all
the way, and I've never felt the need to be close to him the
way | needed to be near Adam tonight. | still have no idea
what happened back there, but | think it's safe to say that

Adam would never want to be in the same room with me
again.

All the times I've done things with Bryan not once did |
ever initiate anything; he was always the one to start kissing
and touching me. | always went along with it until | thought
he was going too far, then | would stop him immediately. He
would get annoyed, but he never forced himself onto me; it
was one of the things | had loved about him.

Everything was different with Adam, however. So, so
different. Tonight, if he had only touched me back, |

wouldn't have wanted him to stop. | would have let him do

whatever he wanted to do with me.

My thoughts frighten me to the point that | want to go in

a corner and hide. . . From myself. No one should have so

much power over me. No one.

From today onwards, I'll never forget his reaction to me
touching him. It doesn't help that it felt so good. His skin was

a lot smoother than it looked, and if | licked my lips right

now, | would probably be able to taste him.

"What's wirnne with me?" | oernan acainet the caat
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“What's wrong with me?" | groan against the seat.

Was his rejection not enough for me to stop thinking
about him like this? Why couldn't | have just stuck with
admiring him from afar? It was much easier back then when
he didn't know that | existed. Now, I'll always be the crazy girl
that kissed his chest without his permission.

Why did he have to go and remove his shirt in the first
place? I still didn't understand how he knew how much the

stain on his shirt bothered me. And why would he go through

all that trouble to please me? He was nice enough to

remove it because of me, and | just had to reward him by

being a complete psycho.

'Do you still love him?'

Why did he ask me that? | stare out the window and

look up to the bright moon as | try to answer my own

guestions.,

Why did it seem like he was concerned about what | felt
for Bryan? Did he really care if | still loved him? He didn't say
anything else after | confessed that | did, so how did | know

what he really felt after my confession? | had so many

questions that | didn't think | would be able to sleep tonight.

Was it possible that he did bounce into my ex-boyfriend
today because he was trying to protect me? My heart warms

at just the possibility of that being true.

| don't think any of that will matter anymore after the

meece | made tanight thniieh
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Chapter 10
mess | made tonight, though.
What was wrong with me? Why did | have to do

something like that? How is it that | have no control over my

body around him? He was dangerous indeed, but not for the

reason I've heard about my entire life. He was dangerous
because he made me feel things that should be illegal.

| needed to get a hold of myself before | entered my

home; if my parents saw me like this, they would know that

something terrible had happened, and I'm not up for being

questioned by them right now.

| exit the limo and walk up to the gigantic door that

opens upon my arrival.

The moment | step inside, my parents are already there

waiting for me. | can't imagine what they have been thinking
this entire time; even though they did this just for me to
forgive Aria and Bryan, it was the first time they'd ever
allowed me to attend a party. They must have been crazy
with worry about what trouble I've gotten myself into.
Should | tell them that | kissed the dark prince's bare
chest and let them deal with me to end this torture?
"Why are your cheeks so red?" My mother asks

suspiciously.

My heartbeat accelerates, and | try to think of a lie.
"It was my first party, mother, " | try to explain. "I'm not

used to the environment; | guess that's why I'm a bit

flustered."
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“Did you speak to Bryan and Aria?" My father questions

me. Of course, they would ask this question; it's all they're

concerned about.

"They tried speaking to me, yes, " | answer him. "But |
wanted nothing to do with them, just like I've been telling
you multiple times before. | can't just forget what they did to

me in a day; it will take some time before | forgive them."

If | ever can forgive them, | don't say this to my parents

because | don't want them on my back every single day over

this matter.

"I'm exhausted. Can | go to my room now?" | ask.

My mother looks to my father, and they both sigh, "go

ahead."

| quietly excuse myself and rush towards my bedroom. |

shut the door as soon as | reached it and threw myself onto

Lizzie pushes me onto the chair and places my shirt out
of the way, revealing my chest to her. | go rigid when she
starts kissing my naked chest; why can't these kisses
compare to that one kiss from earlier? | kept seeing her

vibrant red hair sprawled over my chest as her soft lips

touched me. It was one simple touch, one f*****g touch, and

it made me almost lose my f*****g mind. How were they

even that soft? I've had many lovers in the past, but no one's
8/13
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ever had such soft lips.
Damn it. | close my eyes, and it somehow makes it
easier to see her face; she isn't here with me right now, but |

can still see her so clearly that it's like she is with us in the

room.

Her messy yet exotic red hair is begging me to touch it,

and her eyes are daring me to come closer.

"Okay, what the hell is wrong with you today?" Lizzie

asks as she tries to catch my attention.

It's only then that | realize that her shirt is off, and she's

now only in her underwear on top of me.
"I think that I'm close to finding the flaming whisperer,”
| tell her. | admit this to her, but | refrain from telling her who

itis and the strange pull of emotions | feel whenever I'm

around her.

She stills on top of me, "are you serious? Who is it, and
why are you only just telling me this?" she demands.

| sigh and lift her off me, "I'm not sure as yet. | need to

get closer to her before | can confirm this. | don't want to tell

you who she is until I'm certain that it is her."
Her brows scrunch together the way it always does

when she's angry. "l still don't see why you can't just tell

| can quickly tell her, but for some reason, | can't find it

in myself to do so. | don't think it's just because I'm not sure




' put my finger on it

| see her in front of me again, like I've been doing ever

since she boldly kissed my chest earlier tonight. | lost control
back there, and | can't ever let something like that happen

again.
I also don't know why her saying that she was still in

love with that asshole upset me so much. | tried hard to hide
my reaction from her, but it was f*****g killing me inside to

know that she still loved him, or even loved him at all for

that matter.

What gives her the right to love anyone? But what gives

me the f*****g right to ask that question?

| guess these were all the reasons that made me think
that she had it in her to be the flaming whisperer. My kind
has been waiting for her arrival for decades now. We've read
countless books about her and what to expect. There were
even books about the flaming whisperer and the darkest
whisperer of all; me. There were books written about a
whisperer who could create multiple black holes at once,

and | was the only one of my kind capable of doing it. It's

why my family has always known that | would be the one to

find her. But did | really see her? | couldn't just sit back and

wait for the festival to find this out. | wanted to know

beforehand.

To do that, I'll have to get closer to her: but was that
10/13
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To do that, I'll have to get closer to her; but was that

such a good idea after nearly losing my mind tonight?

I've been warned of the intense feelings that would rush
through my body the moment she entered my life, and |

have to say that these emotions fit the description and

warnings perfectly.
"Why have you been acting distant with me?" Lizzie

demands. "Is it because | was away for a while? Did someone

else manage to snatch you from me?"

I'azily lift my eyes towards her, "you know that you've

had my heart since the very beginning. Why do you ask such

silly questions?"

She narrows her eyes before throwing her head back
and laughing. "Of course, you can't forget about me so
quickly. | mean, I'm Lizzie; men go crazy for me. It's us
against the world, Adam; it always will be. There is so much
for us to do. I didn't go hunting for things that could aid in
our plans just to have you slip through my fingers like that "

I shake my head and grab her waist, pulling her back on
top of me, "Slip through your fingers." | hiss. "Never"

Even though | say the words, another image of the

strangely beautiful girl pops back into my head.

I couldn't sit still until | found out more about her: |

needed to know everything. .. Every. Single. Detail.
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 Chapter 11

"Amiera, you have to get up now." | hear my mother

shouting above me.
What time was it? | didn't care; | didn't want to go to

school today. | couldn't sleep at all last night, and | sure as

hell did not want to see Adam today after what happened

between us yesterday.

| always took things to another level, but this time I've
crossed the line. What if Adam decided to tell everyone at
school? What would happen then? | could see all of the girls
laughing and pointing at me with their judgmental gazes. |'ve
spent my entire life facing people that threw insults at me;
I've been bullied more times than | can count. One would

think that | would have learned to at least keep away from

people like Adam.

| couldn't believe that | was this stupid; I'd already been
through so much embarrassment; what was | thinking would

happen when | willingly followed Adam out into the woods?
"Mom, | don't want to attend school today," | say, my
voice muffled against the pillow. | didn't want to show too
much emotion for her to grow suspicious. The last thing |
wanted was for her to do some digging into the events of the

party.

"Amiera," she sighs. "You have a perfect attendance

record; you cannot mess it up now."
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losing one day of school be bad for me? It's
efiting me in any way; | still couldn't bring

not like it was ben

forth the flames.
The school was useless if it couldn't even help me learn

the basics, or maybe | was the useless one. Maybe | was

incapable of ever doing well in life; Lord knows that would
explain everything about my depressing life.

"Amiera!" She stresses my name.

| know that there is no winning this argument, so | force

myself out the bed. When | reach the mirror, I'm greeted by

swollen and dark eyes. Just great, everyone would take one
look at me and know that I've been crying the entire night.

Or | could blame it on staying up late at the party; that

sounded much better. Hopefully, | won't be the only one
looking like this today. When | left, half of the party-goers

were already intoxicated and were sprawled out everywhere.
As far as | know, they could still be in that house. Though
alcohol didn't affect my kind for far too long, we usually snap
out of it quickly. | wouldn't know for sure since I've never

had it, but I've seen others of my kind, and within a few

hours, they are usually back to themselves.

| nod at myself in front of the mirror and put on my

determined face. | could do this.

| could totally do this. No one would make me feel less

of myself today; | won't let them.




I'm staring at the school's entrance, and | can't find the
motivation | need to enter.
I always do this; | stare at myself in the mirror and teil

myself that | can do something, anly to realize much later
that | was wrong. By that time, it's always too late for me. |
look behind me towards the exit and consider skipping
school for the first time in my life—fear of what my parents

would do if they ever found out quickly changes my mind.

"Amiera!"

I spot Abigail running towards me with a smile on her

face, "I'm so glad | ran into you here."

I was delighted to see her too, having some company to
walk into this dreaded place was exactly what | needed

today. | was hoping that she wouldn't ask too many
questions about yesterday, however.

"You look better today," she beams.

| totally think she said that just to try and be nice to me;
I saw myself in the mirror earlier; | did not look any better
than yesterday. | think | look much worse.

| take a deep breath and follow her into the school's

entrance. Thankfully, no one seems to be paying us any

attention, at least for now. Everyone pretty much looked the

same as me, needing as much sleep as possible.

When | enter the classroom, Adam is nowhere to be




‘that he ust n time or o ten
minutes late, sometimes much later. | start to relax a little on
the chair, but a part of me still wants to see him. That part of
me is disappointed at the chance of him not showing up
today. | try to wipe those emotions out of my heart and
mind. | had no reason to be this upset about not seeing him

in class. | should be happy; this meant that | didn't have to

be embarrassed when | saw him.
And then | feel him; | know he's here without even
looking up. | do my best to keep my eyes stuck on the book

in front of me. | don't want to look at him: still scared of

what he'd do when he sees me.

There are satisfied sighs around me, and | know that all

the girls are staring at him. This time, however, even the guys
seem to be excited over something.
"Damn, she's gorgeous. | can't believe she's back."
Abigail's words prompt me to look up and what | see
next makes my heart sink. There is a beautiful blonde

standing right next to Adam, she's even more gorgeous than

Aria, and that's saying a lot.

"I think she might be Adam's ex-girlfriend, Lizzie " Abigail

whispers to me. "Rumors have it that they had a pretty

shitty break up last year. Maybe they're deciding to get back

together; that's the only reason | can think of for those two

to be seen together."
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make me any better than Aria?
Aria knew about you; you knew nothing about this girl, |

tried to remind myself. Again | was blaming myself for no

reason.
"Good morning, class, " the teacher greets us. "Just a

few more days for the much-anticipated festival. Who's

excited?"
Everyone begins to cheer in encouragement, excluding

"Are you not excited about this?" Abigail asks me with
curious eyes.

I shrug my shoulders, "at first, when | first found out
about the flaming whisperer, | was beyond excited at the
thought of someone like that being present around us.
However, after attending that event every year and not
seeing it happen to anyone, I'm sort of not believing it

anymore. What if it's just some made-up story to make

school more entertaining?"

Abigail laughs, "I get where you're coming from, but |

still have my faith in them. | don't know if it will be a boy or

girl, but I'm crossing my fingers that it will be a woman. |

mean, how cool would that be?"

| was happy that at least one of us still had faith in this
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he showed up"md”gg:mth.-'hu_,-:m'dil‘m‘:‘rgnglithltlﬁu!‘i flipping

her hair and batting her eyelashes up at him. | should be the
one there; he should be looking at me, not at her.

As if reading my mind, he stops looking at her and puts
his full heated gaze on me. The pen drops from my hand, and
my lips part slightly. Immediately my heartbeat picks up,
and | feel a burning sensation in my belly.

Somehow, I'm turned on all over again. My body feels
like it's alive again, and | want to walk over to him and
straddle his lap. His gaze iowers to my lips, and my body
shivers from just the thought of his finger touching me there
before leaning down and giving me a deep, passionate kiss.

Lizzie realizes that she no longer has his full attention,
and she follows his gaze to see him staring at me. Her eyes
narrow the moment that she gives me a once-over. |'ve been
looked at like that before, many times by my own friend,

ex-friend. She doesn't see what Adam can possibly be seeing
in me; she doesn't understand why he's looking my way.
Maybe Aria always thought the same; perhaps she always
wondered why Bryan was with me in the first place; I'm sure

that she wasn't the only one that had thoughts like that

before.

Lizzie leans into Adam and seductively touches his chin
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Chapter 12
"Are you okay?" Abigail asks, drawing my attention back
to her. Her eyes are filled with curiosity as she waits for me to

answer her.
Did she notice something? Was | indeed that obvious?

But when have | never been?

"Yes, why do you ask?"

She quirks a brow, "maybe it's because you're staring at

Adam and Lizzie with a look of vengeance on your face. |
thought that look would have been directed at Bryan and

Aria; I must say I'm surprised that it's for those two instead.
While your ex-boyfriend can't stop looking your way, your

eyes have been glued to the forbidden dark prince. I'm

surprised, that's all."

| blush at her words, " I- uh. . .

What did | tell her? And what did she mean by Bryan
couldn't stop looking my way? | didn't notice him looking at
me, but it's not like | was paying attention to him to know
whether that was true or not.

"You don't have to tell me if you don't want to" She
cuts me off. | loved this about Abigail; she never tried to force
me to tell her anything. Aria was never like that: she always

insisted that | told her everything about my life even when |

wasn't comfortable talking about certain things. | should

stop comparing the two of them; they were both different in
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| sigh; maybe it would be better if | actually opened up
to her. Saying it out loud might help me hear how crazy this
is; | needed someone to ensure | strayed from Adam. If she
could remind me that he was supposedly dangerous and
that everyone around me would go crazy if anything ever

happened between us, then maybe, just maybe, | would stop
thinking about him so much.

"The truth is that | keep hearing these whispers in my
head whenever I'm around Adam. It's weird. | don't know
how to explain it. But that day at the party, when he placed
his hands above my ear, somehow it stopped, and | don't
know why | felt like he knew what he was doing. | know it

sounds crazy, but there is just this look in his eyes that tells
me he knows more about me than | do. At the party, |
followed him out into the woods."

Abigail is now gaping at me, "YOU DID WHAT?" She
shouts and ducks her head when the teacher looks at us.

"l know; I don't know why | did it," | whisper when she
stops looking our way. "l just lost control over my body; |
couldn’t stop myself last night even if | wanted to."

"How are you not intimidated by him? | would be scared

out of my mind to follow any one of his kind out into the

woods all by myself. | know they haven't exactly tried to take

over the world as yet, but it's still written in the prophecy."

Of course, the stupid prophecy that will never come
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happened. "l sort off . .. Well, it's a long story, but the nigh

t
ended with me kissing his bare chest. He took off his shirt in

front of me, and the first thing | did was kiss him there. |

know I'm crazy, and | honestly think that I'm losing my damn

mind, but | did it, and | feel like it's the worst thing that |
could have possibly done yesterday.”

Abigail drops the juice she was drinking and spills it all
over the table. She quickly cleaned it up before it could mess
up our books or before the teacher could notice us again. |
was already not her favorite student; | think | wasn't any
teacher's favorite student since | couldn't create fire; | made
them look bad since it made it look like they couldn't teach
properly.

"Now | know you're just messing with me, " she says to
me. "There is no way that you're brave enough to do

something like that. Scratch that; there is no way you're

INSANE enough to do that."

| wish that were the case, but clearly, | should stick a

paper on my forehead that called me crazy so that people

would stay far away from me.

"It's up to you to believe me or not, but that's what
3/9
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my body."

Abigail's eyes are wide, and it's a wonder how they
haven't popped out of her head as yet.

"l can't believe this" she whispers, "you've always been
this innocent girl that never broke the rules. Then Bryan
breaks your heart, and it's like you've snapped into this bad
bitch. Which isn't a bad thing, so you don't have to look that
way. But wait, what was his reaction after you made such a
bold move?"

| sigh as | remember the way he shouted for me to leave

last night. From the stories I've heard about Adam, he's
usually the type to welcome a woman into his bed quite

easily. | can't tell if the rumors are accurate however, it could

just be stories from the many girls that have always wanted

just a taste of him.

The ringing of the bell snaps me out of my thoughts. |
can't help but watch Adam and Lizzie walk out of the
classroom. They are perfect for each other; they match in
every way possible, even in the way that they both walked.
She is the kind of woman everyone would expect to be
Adam's girlfriend, not someone like me.

"Let's get something to eat," Abigail says as she senses

my foul mood. | follow her out into the cafeteria; after
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to. | just want to make that clear to you. However, | am
excited to know the rest of the story. | don't think I'll ever

know what it's like to have such an eventful night with a dark

whisperer.”

My cheeks are red now, but before | can respond, | see
footsteps heading our way. Part of me wishes that it was
Adam, but | know that it would be impossible, Adam hasn't
looked at me once since | entered the cafeteria. Lizzie has
had his full attention ever since she caught him looking at
me earlier. He's finally started avoiding me, and | can't blame
him. What | did yesterday was unforgivable and, not
forgetting, insane.

I'm just grateful that he didn't tell anyone in school, at
least as yet. If he'd done that, there would have been a lot of
comments being sent my way. But none of that was
happening so far. Everyone was too busy admiring the lovely

couple even to look my way, which should be a good thing,
except | am not happy in the least.
Why would he even bother about me? | was clearly

irrelevant in his life. He would be preoccupied now that his

ex-girlfriend was back in his life. And | still wasn't even sure if
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did see footsteps coming towards me earlier.
"Why are you here, Bryan?"
"l just want to talk to you." He says. "l saw you go into
the woods last night . . . And I'm not sure what time you

came back out, but | did notice Adam returning . . . | just want
to make sure that nothing happened to you out there.”

I want to laugh at his bogus concern. Why was he
pretending to care about me now? Why now, out of all the
days we cared about each other? I'm sorry, all the days |

cared for him. | didn't believe that he was finally growing a

conscience.

"What | do or don't do from now on should not be your

concern anymore. Don't you understand that by now?" |

snap.
What did | have to do to get this guy to leave me alone?
Why couldn't he see that it wasn't his place to worry about
me anymore or, in this case, pretend to worry about me.
He rubs his face in frustration, "how can this not
concern me when | still care for you?" he demands. "I'm

allowed to care for you, aren't I? I'm not heartless, Amiera.

Adam is a f****"g dangerous guy; | don't think you should

ever have anvuthine ta da with him Yaii're emarter than that
6/9
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~ someone like him."

My eyes shoot up to him intnnmnm Out of everyone
fo see me following Adam into the woods, why did it have to
be him? And why does he think that I'm doing this to get
back at him? Did he really believe that everything was about
him? Could he riot see that | was trying my best to limit any
sort of physical contact between the two of us?

I'm about to express my annoyance with him when

Someone joins us.

My lips part when | see Adam standing to the side of me,

much closer than Bryan.

His tongue is against his cheek, and | don't know how to
read the emotion on his face. He doesn't even pay any
attention to Bryan; in fact, he acts like he is invisible to him.

He leans down and places both of his hands on the
table in front of me. | hear myself hiccup as he leans in closer
so that our faces are inches apart, Once again, I'm

embarrassing myself in front of him. When did | ever hiccup

this much before?

He pins me with his gaze, and | think | forgot how to
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+10 Bonus
Chapter 12 @

He pins me with his gaze, and | think | forgot how to
breathe. "A bunch of my friends and | are having this movie

night, be there tonight. . . ten, at my place."

He straightens himself and pinches his t-shirt right
above the spot | kissed last night. | don't know if he did that
to tease me or if | was reading too much into it. Either way, |

can't help the rush of images that bombard my mind all at

once.
| press my legs together and swallow hard.
"Tonight. I'll be waiting."
I gape at him, obviously in shock that he said that to me
in front of Bryan and Abigail. In fact, I'm shocked that he

even said something like that in the first place.

I don't have time to respond to him as he pushes off the

table and walks away from us.
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I can't help but watch Adam walk away. Today he is
dressed in blui ieans and a white t-shirt, He doesn't even try l
to look good but still does. He's the type of man that could
wear anything and still look irresistible. | notice that Lizzie is
nowhere around, and | wonder if he waited for her to leave
to speak to me. He didn't try to come to me while she was
sitting next to him and running her fingers through his hair,
so he might have waited for her to leave first. | shake my
head; I had to stop doing this to myself. | needed to stop
thinking about the two of them.

"What the hell happened between the two of you

yesterday?" Bryan demands. Obviously, he heard every

single thing that Adam just said to me.

Of course, I'm not about to tell him everything that | did
last night. But I'm not doing it because I'm scared of his

reaction; I'm not going to answer him because it's none of

his business.

"Shouldn't you be next to Aria?" | ask him. "She's

looking around for you right now," | tell him.

She had just entered the cafeteria and was indeed

looking around for him. What would she think if she saw him

standing right next to me?

He follows my gaze and mumbles something underhis

breath before he makes his way towards her.
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| ‘night at his house? That didn't make any sense to me..
Yesterday he looked as though he never wanted to see me
again in his life. What was with this change of heart all of a

sudden? And why would he invite me when Lizzie was in his

life?
Aboy and girl could just be friends, Amiera; he doesn't

have to be inviting you to do any funny business.
But is it even okay to be friends with someone like
Adam? | didn't have a problem with it, but everyone else will
surely do. Just look at the way Bryan reacted earlier, and his
reaction should be the least frustrating, There were still my

parents and siblings, who, by the way, still hadn't returned as

yet from their respective trips.

"Did you see how pissed Bryan was?" she asks. "He's

such an ass; after everything he did, does he expect you to

care what he thinks?"

| shake my head, "l want nothing to do with him. | have
no idea why he's still trying to be relevant in my life"

He indeed was an ass. Shouldn't he be concerned about

why his current girlfriend is over there in the corner having a

heated argument with Adam's brother, her ex-boyfriend? He

was still looking my way even though she was doing that
2/6
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the worst way possible. Now he expects me to forget
everything and be what, friends with him? Ha. He had

another thing coming.
Aria wasn't any different either: she also chose to act as

she cared about our friendship only after betraying my trust.
Both of their actions are ridiculous: they've been
cheating behind everyone's back, and now that they are out
in the open, they choose to be hung up on the people they
mistreated. At this point, | think both of them are just
looking for more attention.
"I can't believe that you've been invited to one of
Adam's movie nights. He rarely ever invites anyone, only the
people closest to him. Why do you think he did that? Do you

think he wants more from you? | mean, you did kiss his chest

and all. . "

"Shhh," | whisper. We were still in the cafeteria, and
people here loved to listen in on conversations. | didn't want
that story being told all over school.

She puts a finger over her mouth, "I'm sorry."

"It's okay," | tell her as | grab the tray from the table.

“I'm not sure if I'll be able to go; you probably have already

heard about my parents and how strict they are when it

comes to those things. They aren't very fond of Adam and his
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Including me, yesterday I've proven that even | am a bit

crazier than Adam or his family would ever be.

She nods, "l too believe that they take things a bit too
far. If | try to say anything in their favor, my parents look at
me as though I'm insane. There is no changing our parents
minds about their kind. | blame the prophecies; they should

not even exist. | haven't seen a single one of those things

come true as yet."

1 push the chair backward and walk over to the bin,
Abigail following me closely behind.

"My parents are the same."

But something in me wants to meet Adam desperately.
Maybe | want him to think better of me; | didn't exactly leave
a good impression on him. | can't explain it, but | need him

to see that | was not crazy, at least not totally. | want him to
like me.

| pause and take a moment to think about those
forbidden thoughts. | want Adam to like me? | didn't even

realize that my body wanted something like that.

“Ah, are you okay?" Abigail asks me.

It's only then that | realize I'm standing with the tray in
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“I'm sure it's about Adam," she winks at me. "I t ink that
wshould go tonight. | just don't know how you're going to
convince your parents.”
| have no idea why Adam invited me to movie night
tonight at his home, but | know | can't tell this my parents. |
needed to make up a believable lie that would give me the

free pass that | needed.

Either way, | was going to be there.

Alpha's slave Luna

My parents died of starvation when
| was ten, and | was forced to work in...

<

Tracy Tauro
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