
Chapter Six

♡♡♡ a2

We didn't speak for the rest of the class.

Suddenly we're friends now but we can't even keep up a

conversation? a1

Most likely it's because neither of us even start a conversation—it

wasn't who I was. I don't know about him, but from what I can tell

already was that he seemed to follow the same moral.

With Silver sitting beside me, it was hard to focus on the lecturer.

His presence overtook my own, as did his scent and every time he

went to move I would get triggered—frankly with his arm still

wrapped around the back of my chair, it was sending a spine chilling

thrill up my skin. a1

When we're finally dismissed, I gather my laptop and stu  it into my

bag, along with my books. Silver had finally le  my side, slowly

walking around me and to the stairs, empty-handed.

Sighing, I figured he had walked o  already to go to his next class, but

no, I was simply wrong again.

His brooding figure stood by the stairs, waiting for me. When our

gazes relocked, my bag was only half-slumped around my shoulder

and my slender fingers clutched my phone a little too tightly.

"What's your next class?" I asked him. Yes, I did start the

conversation. There's a first for everything I suppose, though my tone

seemed hallow enough to reveal how much I didn't want to talk.

We both walked side by side down the staircase, seeming to be some

of the last few to leave the class.

"Nothing," He stated, "Next class is at 12."

His deep voice reached my ears, it was emptier than it was before. He

seemed more closed o  now—which confused me entirely.

"You?" He asked, placing both his large hands inside his pockets. I

shrugged and played with the accessory hanging from my phone

case, "Art—

Unexpectedly, I was pushed back as a body collided with mine.

Before I could fall backwards, I was caught by firm arms and held

tightly by my waist against a strong chest. a4

It was Silver's strong chest.

Too shocked by what had occurred, my expression morphed into

confusion when I noticed him almost killing the guy with his eyes.

"Hey, Silver," I waved a hand in front of his face, making his eyes snap

back down to mine.

Our position was severely intimate, it made everything inside of me

jump and come alive.

He seemed to realise that too, slowly parting his hands away from my

waist.

"You okay?" He mumbles uncomfortably. I watch the way his eyes

linger over my body, searching for an injury that wasn't there. Yet, my

body rose with ultimate heat feeling his gaze on my body.

"I'm fine, thank you," I mumble uncomfortably back.

He nods his head slowly, retracing his gaze from my own.

The guy who had pushed me was now far gone amongst the crowd of

people, he seemed to have just run past me but failed to apologize.

Dick. a2

As we pass the teacher's desk, I noticed our lecturer, Professor

Levine, trail her eyes all over Silver who was still beside me. It

somewhat irked me the way she was looking at him—the desire

written on her face was presumably noticeable to all if you really

looked took notice.

We finally walk out of the class, both stepping in di erent directions

as we go.

I stop midway, turning my head to find his turn as well. A slow,

amused smile comes to my lips and I face him properly.

"I'll see you around then, friend?" I taunted, tilting my head in a

mocking gesture. a1

He tilts his lips up a little too, towering over me and not failing to

place little to no space between us. His muscular chest almost

touched mine and I could smell the scent of cinnamon and the

woody cologne he wore.

"You will." He vowed, making a move to step back. His gaze never le

mine, once again under a spell of compulsion.

"Do you want my number?" I blurted abruptly. a7

Serenity, what are you doing?

"No," He smirks cockily, making me frown at his response, "But I'll

give you mine." a8

Sliding his black pen out of his pocket, he uncaps the pen with his

teeth and holds the lid between his lips. My mouth parts as he gently

takes my wrist, beginning to write down his phone number over my

skin. a2

His handwriting was strangely neat. As most of him were sort

of...e ortless, his handwriting was also e ortlessly perfect. Like it was

its own font.

Resting my hand back against my side, I pull my wrist into my other

hand and run my fingers over the ink.

"Call me if you want to..." He looks into my eyes, then darts to my

lips, " hang." a28

With one last glance he turns, strolling o  with domination lingering

by his side. His shoulders held high, as well as his head. People

parted for him like royalty, so e ortlessly causing havoc in everyone's

hearts.

Those muscles behind his back tensed under the fabric of his shirt so

nicely, that my mind wandered to a sinful place—picturing myself

running my fingers over those muscles, secretly hidden in one of the

classrooms as he pounded into me— a14

Holy shit. No, no. You haven't had enough sex to think of things like

that, Serene.

Twirling around, my feet speed walk my body in the direction of my

next class. Trying my hardest to ignore the moisture between my

thighs all because of him. a2

♡♡♡

A er school naps were always the best type of sleep.

As soon as I had gotten home, my body had fallen face-first onto my

mattress and I somehow managed to just fall asleep within a minute.

It was now dark, which meant hours of deep sleep had passed, and

now I was wide awake.

The house was silent, which meant my parents weren't home. Most

likely working tonight with my Uncle Nico.

I took immediate advantage of this and started strolling out of my

room, my phone in my hand while scrolling through my playlist of

songs.

Lights Up by Harry Styles started up and I travelled into my studio in

complete satisfaction. This song oddly made me giddy. a4

My speaker turns on automatically and it connects to my phone

within a breeze, so now, I was sitting in front of a blank canvas,

humming along to Harry blasting in the background.

I allowed my pencil to move in whatever direction it wanted to. My

mind fell calm with my soul, whirling my pencil lightly over every inch

of the canvas.

It was always like I was in another world when I was sketching or

painting, the world around me halts to a stop and suddenly I'm the

only one in it.

What I had drawn was a sunset, but the image in my mind wasn't

really a sunset full of hues of pink and orange or red—it was full of

grey's, like charcoal or smoke—colours that just resembled darkness. a1

But what made it special was when I looked at it, it reminded me of

Silver. And I'm now starting to think that my conscious decision to

play with my feelings had done this on her own. Knowing far too well

that this boy had dug deep into my mind now.

A fun fact about me, the reason why I stayed clear of boyfriends— or

friends that were boys—was because of how easily I got attached.

It was my own little curse.

Throughout my life, I stayed clear of boys.

Primarily because of my Uncle's and my father who scared them o —

but also because of myself. a1

Getting heartbroken was my worst fear, I've seen it happen to so

many people around me and I want to experience nothing of such.

I fell for a boy in high school once, his name was Alias. He was a so ,

quiet guy. But we both took an art class together at the start of our

second last year and had gotten close as ever. a1

We were friends at first, both denying the attraction we had towards

each other. When we'd hang out it would be like any other, only

except when I started developing feelings for him. a1

It started when he had started greeting me with hugs, or when he'd

laugh and how the sound of it mesmerised me.

Alias had a bad side to him though. He had severe anger problems, he

was prescribed medication for it but he needed a way to let the

suppressed anger out. a1

Which was street fighting.

When I started noticing his bruised knuckles or the small patches of

blue on his face, that was when I realised how deep my feelings were

for him.

My growing concern resolved in me trying to fix him, like any other

high school girl who thought being 16 was rightfully the age to stop a

boy at 17 from getting into illegal activities.

When I found out, he pushed me away. a1

He dropped art class because of me, he distanced himself and never

spared me a glance. a6

I was upset, really upset. But I was also petty and decided to do the

same to him.

A month went by and finally, we found ourselves back to each other

again.

Alias and his home life were a situation no one should be in. He

explained it all, why he fought and that it simply wasn't just because

of his anger—he had to earn money to pay for the bills.

Our reunion was at a party, typically. We were up in a private room,

sitting on the bedroom floor just talking.

Neither of us had consumed any alcohol that night, though we fell

into a kiss that brought out the most drunken type of love we've ever

experienced at such an age.

I lost my virginity to him and he lost his to me.

A er that night, we remained the same. But I wanted him to stop

fighting, to stop everything that was hurting him.

I begged Papà to give him money, I told him everything about Alias

and he partially agreed. As long it made me happy, he said. a2

Alias lived with his abusive mother and his younger sister who was

only the age of 10.

My father had his mother sent to prison, Alias was then le  alone with

his younger sister in the custody of his grandfather until he turned

eighteen later that year.

We gave him money, lots of it. Alias was more than grateful. a1

But our friendship—our secret had to end. He was moving away and I

wasn't going to see him again. a4

Our goodbye was faint. And I was heartbroken.

Never, ever, did I want to experience that again. Never did I want to

give my love away again.

And so, we lost touch. But I've heard over the years that he was doing

good. His sister was in high school now, he was not studying but he

was financing in business, building his way up as a CEO.

Just somewhere in the world.

The moral of the story is don't fall in love. Don't get attached.

Silver was slowly finding his way into my mind, his appearance, his

subtle flirtation. It all a ected me and it was amplified because of me.

And here I am, painting a sunset full of greys and dull blues that

reminded me of him.

My a ection for him could've been a result of when I first met him. As

kids, that is.

Or because his sarcastic yet cold ways caught me under his spell, a

translucent spell that has me thinking and painting of him.

My colourless painting admits to colourless colours. Suede in a blend

of blues to greys. It was beautiful. It looked like a surreal fantasy, one

where the sun was replaced by the moon and the dyes of the sunset

were dull, grimacing down upon darkening woods.

It was di erent from my other projects. Where plenty of them were

di erent coloured flowers that all had a special place in my heart, or

just something bright and meaningful.

Not a depressing distinction of darkness.

Almost never.

Close to an hour later, my music had stopped blasting as an incoming

call from Hayden replaced it. a1

I wipe my hands down on my apron, shoving the phone against my

ear while washing out my paintbrushes.

"Hades?" a1

"Hey, Pooh Bear. There's a sorority party on tonight, you up for

it?" a5

That's right, I was supposed to be going out more, partying and

enjoying college life.

Fuck that.

Before I could decline and make a pathetic excuse up, Hayden

practically yelled at me from the other side of the phone.

"You're coming. I'm already on my way!" a1

He starts chuckling to himself, like some psychotic killer on his way to

murder his next targets.

"You'll have to force me out of my bed, then," I warned, bringing my

hands under the warm water and washing all the paint o .

"You know I will. So you better get your ass up and start getting

dressed."

Rolling my eyes, I tell him to come inside when he arrived.

I finished cleaning up, and by the time that was done, I went back

downstairs to my room and rummaged through my clothes for an

outfit.

Making an e ort wasn't my goal, so when I found a short leather skirt

and a matching corset top to go with it, I went into the shower and

decided on that. a1

It took me forty minutes in total to get ready, Hayden was downstairs

already. I had heels on, comfortable ones that matched my attire—

thank goodness. a1

I placed my hair in a half-up, half-down style, leaving the smaller

strands to come down the side of my face.

Looking over my body, I nervously play with my bottom lip with

lingering insecure thoughts bracing my mind.

My hips were wider, as were my thighs. Yet, my waist was smaller and

my breasts were extra large. They practically spilt out of my corset

top, I felt sexy in it. Despite that, I was worried about what others

would think or say. a9

Who cares, Serene? They're not you. All that matters is what you

think. a1

I smile at my subconscious, sometimes I need to just assure myself.

I'm beautiful just the way I am.

Snatching my Versace purse, it drops below my waist with my phone

and lipgloss slipped inside.

Also adding my secret personalised taser.

Papà had it made for me while I was in high school, he told me to use

it on anybody who felt like a threat.

Running down the stairs, I hold my breasts while doing so. They

bounced as I walked, a nip slip was bound to happen if I kept up with

the pace I was going. a3

Hayden was dressed faultlessly in a loose, black polo shirt and a pair

of mid-brown shorts that went to just above his knees. Looking

handsome as always, I knew someone would be heading home with a

boy at their side tonight. a1

"I would totally fuck you if I were straight." Hayden blurts randomly,

making me giggle. "You're so weird sometimes," I comment, looping

my arm through his. a3

"Still love me though," He mumbles, eyeing the guard we passed on

the way out. "You're right about that," I murmured, slipping into the

passenger side of his car.

He hummed and closed my door, jogging around to his side.

A few minutes later we were finally on the road.

"Who's party is this again?" I questioned, curious. It was most likely

some sorority kids' house party, still, I'd like to know who's house I'm

getting dragged to.

"Switch's friend's, friend."

My mouth gapes open in confusion but I shrug it o , knowing well

enough I'd get nowhere with the information.

"How's it going with Silver?"

And there's his name again. I hate that every time I hear it my bones

just jump and my mind becomes frantic—as well as my pulse.

"Good, I think. He wants to be friends, I agreed and he gave me his

number," I flashed my wrist in front of his face, showing o  the faint

ink imprinted on my skin.

Hayden gapes at it, grinning like a mad man, "I'm betting all odds

that he'll be here tonight, if he is, you better make him work for it."

I sco , shoving my hand back into my lap. "He won't be there, he

doesn't seem like a party type. Plus, even if he is, he won't talk to

me."

This time, Hayden sco s.

"He fucking will. Didn't he want to be friends?"

I frown, "Well, yes—

"And that's the end of it, Serene. He either wants to fuck you, he's

captivated by your most feminine ways and likes you, or he really

does just want to be friends. All those aside, he will talk to you." a2

Hayden's words run through my mind. The possibility of Silver

finding interest in me was unlikely. Maybe as a friend, but other than

that, I doubt it. a1

He seemed bored of me already— maybe. It could just be his attitude,

but who am I kidding?

Silver could get anyone.

As could you.

Rolling my eyes, I shut myself o  from any thought of him.

He won't be there, and if he is I won't see him and I won't care. a1

And that's final.
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