
Chapter Twenty Five

♡♡♡ a2

"Do you think it's scary knowing how little we are compared to the

universe?"

Watching the cars we passed by so casually had me thinking back to

the thoughts I played on this morning with.

Considerably, I was interested in his opinion. He was intimidating and

so powerful in this world of ours but yet, just another human

displayed on earth—nothing but a round globe of water.

"No," He replies quietly, "I don't think it's scary."

I look away from the tinted window, right into the sunset reflecting

into his eyes.

"You don't think being like little ants on an island floating in the

middle of gravity is scary?" I raise a brow, overlooking not an inch of

his calm facade twitching with distress from my comment.

I've never seen anyone so calm in the matter of this question. Maybe

he truly doesn't care.

"I don't." He claims, giving me a tender view of his sharp jaw and the

fluttering of his dark lashes when looking down at the speed monitor,

blocking the sight of his sharp, blue eyes. "Given the life we have,

why should you waste it being frightened about something that won't

change?"

Now that's some spitting facts.

The ordinary comment of how frightening it was to realise that we

lived on a planet in the middle of a void was something I heard o en,

but his response was right. How we live won't change, it's the reality

of life. It's not hurting us, so why be scared of something so

insignificant?

"I like the way you think, D'argento." I hum in satisfaction, smiling

proudly to myself at the man beside me.

To which I receive a chuckle. He found it amusing that I thought his

reply was so extraordinary.

"So, where is it that you're taking me?" I try budging at the possibility

of him spilling the secret location he currently was leading us to. I

was becoming incredibly impatient.

"Nothing pretty," He grumbled sarcastically, masking my lips to purse

together. a1

We were on the road for about thirty minutes now. It was mostly

silent—not counting me humming to the tunes replaying in my mind

all the while stuck thinking about life and the universe and other

planets.

Even during my time transfixed inside my mind, I caught mere

glimpses of Silver secretly glancing at me from the side, almost

admiringly—he thought I couldn't see him, silly billy. a5

Twirling one of my curls around my slender finger, I take notice that

we were trailing o  the main road and onto a side road, falling o  the

trail of a road. a2

From afar the road looked to be trailing o  into a distance of thick,

tall trees that all overlapped one another—it looked almost

impossible to drive through.

A trespassing gate came into view, exactly on point with my thoughts.

We couldn't possibly drive through, which only le  Silver to stop and

park the car right in front of the gate.

He exits the car the next moment without a word being said. The

setting sun made the hues of orange, blue, and pink look sweet upon

the darkening forest we were to enter.

Silver opens up my door and I step out slowly, adjusting my

sweatshirt around my waist. Folding my arms over my chest, I look o

into the woods with a wary look.

"This looks scary," I admit warily. Silver finds humour in this, sco ing

while removing my arms from around my body for the second time

now.

Taking my hand into his, he laces his fingers through mine and runs

the other hand through his dark locks of hair. Unconsciously making

my lips part as his emotionless, dark stare finds my scared one,

gesturing for me to walk beside him when he makes a move to step

forward.

Sighing reluctantly, I step beside him and move slowly, taking

precautions to not step into any booby traps along the way. a1

"It's not that bad," He looks down at my legs that move slowly and

carefully over the gate, wrapping a helpful arm around me when a

loose string from my sweatpants gets caught up in a wire—only for

me to get my shoe caught up in a pile or muddy dirt. Or some wild

animal's shit.

"Gross," I murmur and rub my shoe against the grass, restraining

myself from throwing my shoes away from my feet.

Tightening my hand around his, we step into the land of tall, scary

trees that seemed to be ageing quite well. But also with the darkened

corners of the forest holding all types of insects chirping and

murmuring around causing a deep, unsettling feeling to dwell within

me.

Have I ever mentioned how much I hate the wild? a1

Silver chuckles from beside me, his chuckles turning into a boyish

laugh as my face grows even more contorted with disgust upon

walking through the deeply infectious woods. Although I won't lie, his

laugh was heart-melting—merely a distraction I needed right now.

"Why are you so freaked out?" He lets go of my hand, wrapping an

arm around my waist instead, and pulling me to his side in a

protective manner.

"I don't like this," I wave my hands around in front of us dramatically.

Indicating that the forest and I don't do too well. He appears to

understand, humming with amusement, that cute little tug of a smile

lingering on his lips.

"Don't worry, Serenity," He leans his head down to my ear, smirking

against my burning skin. "I'll protect you." a2

Unexpectedly, the faint touch of his fingers lurking behind the back of

my neck erupts a shrieking scream from me, causing my body to fall

away from his, my cheeks red with fear. a3

Silver begins to laugh at me, dimples kissing his cheeks while his blue

eyes gleam with mischief. I grumbled, turning away from him being

too preoccupied with the tingly feeling lingering at the back of my

neck revealing the idea that ants were actually crawling up my body

right now.

"That's not nice." I frown, stomping ahead of him, having no idea

where I was trailing o  into.

I'm pulled back by his firm hand crawling under my arm, pushing me

right up against his chest. He holds me tightly against him, smirking

devilishly staring down at my lips.

"Sorry, beautiful." He leans down, kissing my lips so ly. I comply,

unfortunately. Kissing him back. a4

He was too hard to resist.

Pulling away, he holds my waist and leads me along into another trail

—completely opposite of where I was previously edging o  to.

Thankfully, we were heading out of the forest, slowly walking up onto

a sandy hill. There was only brief sand before pebbled rocks replaced

it, littering and consuming the ground which only brought my

previous thoughts of removing my sneakers to an edgy cli  of relief

that I hadn't.

A light breeze brushed past us as we stepped up a hill of pebbled

rocks, all di erent shades of black and grey crunching beneath my

shoes.

The sunset was visible from the view we got reaching further up the

short hill. The sun was getting closer to setting, the sky was painted a

darker blue with only deeper specks of orange and pink fading in the

distance of the sky.

When we reached the top, it was only a brief walk down the other

side of the hill. But the view on the other side was surprising to me.

It was a lake. The lake was a shade of grey that represented dark

clouds before a thunderstorm. It was calm, reflections of the tall trees

on the other side of the lake mirrored below the water, along with the

birds that flew high above it.

I watched as a baby bird dropped into the lake, rinsing itself briefly

before flying out and creating the water to ripple along the surface.

Definitely will be drawing a painting of this.

But I can't help but feel familiar with the lake, more like I've seen it

somewhere else before.

We'd made it to the bottom, and the pebbled rocks were much

smoother now. Silver comes to a halt in front of the lake, and he looks

down at me, almost as if he wants to know if I'm okay.

I flashed him a small smile to reassure him, appreciating the way he

returned my smile.

He takes a seat in front of the lake, patting the place beside him. I

hesitantly take a seat next to him, gazing up at the pretty sky.

Wrapping my arms around my knees, I relaxed, enjoying how the

breeze swept through my hair and the sweet sound of birds chirping

resonated through the lake.

This was nice.

"You said before that expectations for this life were necessary." He

speaks slowly, deeply. I raise my chin, listening to every word he had

to say. "That you need to expect such things, adapt to it."

I nod, agreeing with what he claimed. Yes, in this life, you need to

adapt to the reality of what you grow into.

"This place," he says emotionlessly as he wanders his gaze lazily

around the lake, a strong hatred rising through the air—"was exactly

where I lost my last remnants of innocence." a3

My heart suddenly starts to pound against my chest from his words. A

memory from a while ago comes to mind, the one where we broke

into a building filled with artists' hidden, stolen paintings—one of

them being his.

It was the one of a woman, she was drowning in a lake.

This lake.

"The painting..." I murmured in realisation. Silver nods his head

slowly to confirm my unsaid words, pushing his tongue angrily to the

side of his cheek.

Looking o  into the distance, he points to what appeared to be a

burned-out shed across from us. Its wooden structures were

splintered into dark brown shards, the shed's form barely standing

straight.

It was surrounded by old caution tape, half of which had been torn

down by the wind. My brow furrows as I try to put the puzzle

together.

"I was twelve when I was first forced to kill." He stares at the shed, his

eyes never faulting to another emotion other than anger or

emptiness.

I look at nothing but him. Listening to every word that slipped

through his parted lips.

"My family and I were visiting New York, business-related." He glances

away from the property, now looking at me.

His pitch-black hair fell into his eyes with the wind brushing it every

now and again. I felt like running my hands through it, listening to

him talk for hours on end.

"I was told that this supposed partner of ours was doing things

behind my family's back, plotting this whole thing to take down my

family." He sco s, shaking his head as if he couldn't believe it.

But I did.

If you have power, anyone would go to any length to steal that from

you. No matter who gets hurt in the end.

"Once my father was aware, he had hunted this guy's family down.

Which only consisted of his wife, Cecilia Thorne."

My heart rate quickens once again, another deep feeling of knowing

where this was going to go but unsure of how dark it would turn out.

"He ordered our men to kidnap Cecilia." Staring straight into my eyes

as he states this, still looking unfazed. "They brought her to that shed

tied up, her wrists were bleeding from the string of wool digging into

her skin. Her face was a shade paler than the rest of her body as if she

were to throw up or pass out at any second."

The gruesomeness of the story filled my heart with unbearable

horror, each sentence that he expressed made the lake fall quieter.

I had to look away from his gaze. Instead, I looked at the shed,

discovering the horror it held.

"All I could smell when I first walked into that shed was blood and

dirt." I hear the distaste in his tone, my own nose scrunching up from

the detail. "My parents persuaded me to approach the woman

huddled in a ball, bleeding from her kneecaps and wrists, weeping

cries of innocence."

He clenches his jaw, hard.

"She was innocent."

A bubble rises in my chest, trailing higher and higher until stopping at

my throat. I breathe in shakily, my eyes brimming from each word he

spurted.

"They gave me an overflowing bucket of water, filled to the brim with

blocks of ice. Demanding that I sink her head into it, demanding to

not let go."

I gasp uncontrollably, tears ushering from my eyes. Silver noticed,

easily li ing his thumb to my cheek, brushing the tears that fell from

under my eyes until he could no longer keep up.

"I drowned Cecilia with my bare hands, Serenity. And a er," He

cupped my cheek and I sni le, my face holding back a sob. "I felt no

remorse. Every bit of my innocence was wiped away for good." a1

Silence fills the void.

That painting of the woman drowning was a representation of his first

murder. A forced homicide.

This life, he wouldn't have wanted it. When born into this world

there's no escaping it. I was lucky to have the parents I have, they

support me with whatever I choose to do. As for Silver, it seemed he

wasn't as lucky.

Uncontrollably, my arms were thrown around his neck, tightly

crushing him into a barely breathable hug.

I feel the weight of his arms slip around my waist, my body straddled

him and I dug my head deep into his neck, tears soaking my cheeks.

"I'm so sorry, Silver," I mu le into his neck, "I'm sorry you weren't

given a choice."

His arms circle my waist, his hands gliding up my back to comfort me.

Silver becomes vulnerable in my arms, resting his chin on my

shoulder and whispering into my ear.

"It's alright, beautiful, don't cry," He coos, making me feel better

when it should be the opposite. "You can't control what's destined,"

he whispers admittedly, "I knew it was going to happen one day. I

had to expect this."

I sni le, holding onto him tighter.

This life, he knew was destined for him.

"What happened to the shed?" I asked, the picture of the burnt-down

shed lingering across the lake from us now in the back of my mind.

"The only remaining emotion I had was anger. I felt too much of it

and burnt the whole shed to the ground."

Another shock runs through me at his reply.

This awful part of his past had me question its other parts. How could

someone speak of this so calmly?

"But you know, Serenity, I'm starting to feel again," He breathes into

my neck, lips brushing near along my ear. A shiver runs up my spine

from the feeling, my eyes reopen in shock at his last words. "All

because of you." a2

Me? a3

Did I really have that much of an e ect on him? Were the intense

feelings I felt for him mirrored back onto him as well?

Slowly, I pull away from his shoulder and come face to face with him.

Each diamond-shaped freckle peered beneath his so , ivory skin, I

brought my thumb to his cheek and ran the pad of my thumb over his

skin.

With each stroke, he seemed to relax. His jaw clenched gently under

my palm, his red, plump lips parting as his tongue darted between

them and moistened his lips.

Automatically, my gaze was drawn toward them. The way to describe

the pull toward him was as if he were iron and I was a magnet. I

slowly inched closer to his lips, lips that I've kissed many, many times

before.

"Thank you for showing me this," I trail my thumb along the sunken

part of his cheeks, bringing it down to the sharpened underline of his

jaw.

In reply, his lips brush against mine, they shape around my lips,

barely touching mine. My fingers were lost inside the thick locks of his

black hair, his own fingers caressing the clothed skin from under my

thighs.

"I don't open up to anyone," His whisper falls between my parted lips,

tempting me more to curl around him and kiss him as if the world

were to end. "But I'm willing to release every dark secret of mine to

you." a11

An ache forms in my chest. His honesty brought relief. I liked that he

was opening up to me—and even more, I liked that I was the only

one. I liked that he was willing to talk to me about anything.

But fuck, I really liked him too.

"And I'm willing to listen," I whisper back, a smile forming. "I'll

support you no matter how dark that secret is."

He releases a throaty chuckle, leaning his forehead against mine,

smiling slightly.

"I'm not so sure about that, flower." a3

"Well, I am." I determine.

The smile on his face beams, but now, it fades. It fades slowly. An

emotion washes through his gaze as he takes me in, his expression

forming into something as close to guilt. Realisation. a14

I frown with confusion, observing within a snap that he'd returned

back to a blank facade. His lips retain me, and whatever confusion or

concern I had a moment ago leaves my mind.

Everything of his consumes me. His taste and smell, that cinnamon,

musky scent wraps around me, his tender tongue wrestles with my

own with his lips so powerful, moulding and curling around mine.

I fall under his spell.

I fall, fall, and fall, unaware of when the surface would devour me.

The miraculous feeling of serenity infuses me. Something I've only

recently realised while being around Silver. He brings me my very

own serenity.

I could be myself around him, feel at ease, and dwell on my thoughts

without feeling overcomplicated. He understood me. He was kind to

me. a3

We fit perfectly together.

Silver Ceraso was crawling deeper into my heart.

I hated that he was. But I accepted it openly.

We break away, breathing heavily. My cheek was up against his

shoulder, lips swelling, veins pumping, heart squeezing.

"Each kiss is better than the last." He says into my ear, kissing the skin

of my neck a er. I smile against his shoulder, biting down on my

tongue from giggling.

"Are you saying I'm a good kisser then?" I lean away from his

shoulder, catching the glimmer in his eyes as he rolls them teasingly.

"So cocky." He shakes his head at me, smirking.

I finally let out a laugh, twirling my finger around his chain and

settling comfortably between us.

We sit quietly, enjoying each other's presence.

Su ocating in the serenity wrapped around us.

♡♡♡

"I'm not surprised." His cold voice speaks from behind me.

I turn around, my eyes landing on the picture frame between his

hands.

It was a photo frame of me winning an art competition in fourth

grade. I had come first in the first round and second in the last. The

day was very faint in my memory but I do remember how proud my

parents were. My Mamma was jumping up and down, so happily. My

father, well, he was grinning as proudly as ever. a1

The photo was contained with a smaller me dressed in a pretty pink

dress that I remember being obsessed with—I was sure my Aunt Kara

had gi ed it to me. I grinned happily at the camera, my two bottom

teeth missing while I held my first oversized canvas and a mini trophy

in the other.

Taking the photo from him, I peer down at it and laugh. "Yeah,

shocking right?" I hand it back to him, seeing the tug of a smirk on his

lips.

We were currently back at my home. My parents were home, and

although I haven't bumped into either of them, frankly, I wasn't

bothered going through each room trying to find either of them.

Silver and I were up in my room, he o ered to help me out more with

my work but I was just itching to get out of the clothes I wore, I was

just tempted to strip and lay naked. a1

That was dramatic but whatever, I'm getting changed.

"Do you mind if I change quickly?"

Silver turns back around, away from my vanity. He shakes his head

and steps toward my bed. "Make yourself comfy, I'll be back." I hum

out, walking towards him.

I reach up on my toes, and although I still couldn't quite reach him,

he helped me out by tilting his head down and then boom—my lips

were up against his cheek and I slipped out of his way before I could

catch a glimpse of his reaction. a1

By the time my feet touched the so  carpet of my closet, my face was

as red as a tomato. I stripped down to my underwear, threw my bra

away, and chose an oversized shirt to keep my tatas out of eyesight

from the male gaze—aka Silver's. Only wearing short PJ shorts

underneath.

As I walked out of the room, the sight of Silver sitting on the edge of

my bed struck my attention immediately. His sneakers were o , and

his entire focus was on his phone, which was resting between his big

hands. a1

His thumb types hastily against the screen at a lightning speed,

exhausting my mind just by looking at him. I look away, tossing my

dirty clothes into a basket and then making a run for it onto my bed,

flopping right down onto my stomach.

Magnificent.

I sigh into the bed sheets, loving the smell of the Tide washing

powder and the so ness of my bed. My eyes were closing, ready to

fall asleep.

A loud smacking sound echoed through the room, causing my eyes to

snap open. And then, a stinging sensation right on my ass cheeks

starts to heat through my body. a7

Snapping my head around to the brooding boy leaning back and

relaxing on his elbows, bottom lip innocently between his teeth as he

tries to keep in his laugh. My face was now red from embarrassment

and from the forbidden sensation I got from the spank.

"How dare you," I flip over onto my back, smacking his shoulder in

the process. He lets out his first laugh, his body flipping over right on

top of me. a2

I look up at him in a daze, enjoying the view of his pearly white teeth

and gorgeous lips curled into an e ortless smile. His hands hold

themselves on both sides of my head, his legs on either side of mine.

"You're supposed to be studying, not sleeping." He states, giving me a

once over with his pretty blue eyes. I sco , flicking my finger at his

chest. "I wasn't sleeping, I was relaxing."

"Same shit." He grumbled, taking my finger that flicked him and

pecking it while holding his gaze with mine. Oh my, oh my. a2

"Well, with you on top of me, I'm sure we won't be getting anywhere

with studying." I smile mischievously, knowing full well that I had

won. His lips drop to mine, kissing me once and then rolling o  of me.

Pouting, I roll back onto my stomach and perk my chin under my

hands while watching Silver grab all of my things from my bag.

He'd make the perfect boyfriend. a2

Shut up, Serenity.

Silver drops my laptop onto the bed, along with my folder of papers

galore. He seemed focused as he took them all out and I distracted

myself by starting up my MacBook again.

"How are you with working at home?" He asked, eyes still focused on

the papers. I give him half a shrug and lean down onto my forearms,

typing in the password to my laptop.

"Decent, I guess."

"You guess?" He questions deeply. I let out a painful sigh and glanced

at the bar filled with loads of opened tabs.

"I'm not ever like this, Silver. I'm fine with working at home and such,

my heads just not 'in the game'."

He raises his brows at my use of vocabulary.

"Is business the only subject you're having trouble with then?"

Bringing his hand to the small of my back, he traces patterns in an

attempt to help me relax.

I shake my head. "Business is definitely the hardest, but everything

else I'm doing okay in." a5

As he soaks in my reply, I pass him a glance as I move my laptop

between us, the hardly finished essay blinding my gaze.

"I'll guide you through it," Silver inches closer to me on the bed,

propping one leg on the bed and the other hanging o  the ledge. He

moves the laptop onto his muscled thigh, running his long fingers

along the keyboard.

I run my fingers through my hair, equally frustrated with myself.

Distractions, distractions, distractions.

Get it together woman.

"There's a website you can use for parts of the report," He brings the

laptop back between our bodies, scrolling through the website he

was talking about. I listen intently to what he explained, addressing

what needed to be typed out first.

As he began to advise me where to begin, I began typing the second

half of the essay. My writing format was not an issue; it was putting

what, where.

For the next thirty minutes, my fingers act swi ly. I halted a few times

to avoid finger cramps, and each time, Silver would take my hand in

his and massage it. When my thoughts wandered away from my work

those few times, Silver checked to make sure I hadn't wandered too

far. a2

Butterscotch was sprawled out over Silver's lap. I wasn't sure when

he had entered the room, my brain was moving quite fast and I took

advantage of that, not allowing anything to sidetrack me.

This was the most I worked on in such a short span of time. All thanks

to him.

"Keep going, Serenity. All you need are another few pages to meet the

criteria, flower." His whisper caressed the side of my neck, sending

shivers up my arms. I shook my head. No distractions. a1

Silver tossed some of my notes into his hand, dragging his eyes down

the page of messy dot points. I waited for his deep voice to rumble

again. Another distraction was how incredibly deep his voice was.

Nevertheless, each word was curled with his Italian accent.

Goodness me, stop thinking about the man beside you.

Concentrate.

Pulling me away from my thoughts, he tapped his finger to a place in

my recent paragraph telling me to add what he was about to say

down.

He spoke some of the words, my brain began functioning again as I

worded the sentence smoothly into the paragraph.

From there, we were back on a roll.

♡♡♡

Two hours went by.

Two whole fucking hours.

"Jesus Christ." I grabbed Butterscotch and pull him to my body,

resting my head on his belly. He meows and gets away from me,

going back over to Silver who was petting him the entire two hours.

Silver's chuckle paths through the room, filling the devoid silence. I

turn my body around, sitting up on my elbows.

"You did good, I'm proud of you." a2

My belly fills with butterflies at his praise.

I look up into his blue eyes, they held pride. Shit, I loved that.

Butterscotch finally rolls out of his arms and onto my floorboards, I

watch him closely as he treads out of the room.

I guess he's had enough entertainment for the day.

"Thank you for helping me." I trail my gaze from his chin to his gaze,

tilting my head to the side to observe him. Silver smirks, tilting his

head in the opposite direction. a1

"You're welcome."

The smile on my expression slowly fades away as he leans closer to

me. My body arches automatically as he now hovers over me, his

hand under my shirt. Tracing the skin of my stomach with his fingers,

I feel every trail of heat he leaves.

"Now, tell me again what we've learnt, hm?" He slithers his hand

higher, grazing the side of my breast. I feel my breath hitch, my eyes

peering at his lips. a1

"To pay attention," I breathe out, feeling my elbows start to wobble

from weakness. Gently brushing his lips against mine, he hums again,

"And?"

"And..." I trail o , immersing in his touch. Hovering his hand over my

breast, he grips it gently, playing with my erected nipple. A so

whimper leaves my lips and my back was now flat against my bed,

my elbows giving out on me.

He smirks gracefully, leaning down to my level. "And to not get

distracted." I finally manage to say, his other hand cupping my chin.

"Good girl," He praises, pressing his so  lips onto mine. I melt

underneath him, his hand kneading my breast and controlling my

lips. a7

I slide my tongue over his bottom lip, he grins at that and allows me

to enter. My tongue explores his mouth, feeling and tasting every inch

of it and moulding into the tender feeling of his tongue.

"Silver," I hum into his mouth, wrapping my legs around his waist.

Not another second passed as my mother's voice calls through the

halls.

"Serenity!" a1

I could hear her voice clear and loud, her footsteps even closer. My

breath hitches and I push aside my horny feelings and roll o  of the

bed.

"Shit," I grumble from the floor, Silver casually laying back against my

pillows, smirking unproblematically.

"Not even gonna help me," I muttered to him while attempting to

stand onto my wobbly feet. Just as my mother bursts through my

door, I was upright.

She storms in, the messy bun on the top of her hair bouncing with

each step she made towards me in her painting apron. A scowl was

set on her face, which only told me that I was about to be lectured.

"What have I told you about washing your brushes properly?" She

hu s, her hands on her hips as she stares at me with hard eyes. "They

get all mouldy, see," She exaggerates, holding up a little paint brush

that was covered in dry paint in front of my face. a1

Whoops.

I bite the inside of my cheek, knowing that Silver was watching this

whole interaction—his eyes burned the side of my head and it

seemed to only occur to Mamma that I wasn't alone here.

"Oh," She pu s her cheeks, shaking her flushed face with now an

easy-going smile.

"Didn't see you there, Silver. How are you?" Moving past me, she

smiles down at Silver who now was sitting on the ledge of my bed, a

pillow set on his lap. a12

My, oh, my.

"I'm good, Mrs Agnello. And you?"

I was surprised by how polite he could be. Yes, his voice was cold—

although naturally, it was. And yes, his face was anything but kind—

the opposite, really. But he looked straight into my mother's gaze,

meaning every word.

"Oh, just great," She glances at me, her brows raising in questioning. I

shrug at her, she turns back to Silver, smiling once again, politely.

"Would you like to stay for dinner? We're just getting take-out."

Silver glances over at me, almost as if to ask me for permission. I stare

at him with no emotion hinting that I wanted him nor did I want him

gone. Therefore, he decides on his own accord.

"Thank you for the o er, but I've got a few things to do." He stands

amongst saying that and for some odd reason my heart sinks a little. a2

You can't keep him with you forever, Serenity.

"All good. I'm sure Serenity's kept you going all day," She winks at

him and I groan, shaking my head at her and ushering Mamma out of

the room. a3

"Jesus, Mamma!" I whisper-yell into her ear, she laughs giddily and

heads out of the room, I made sure she had turned the corner before

turning back around to face Silver.

He stands in front of me, hands dug into his pockets and his

expression unreadable while he stares down at me.

I glance at his throat instead of his eyes, finding it hard to look into

the intensity of his gaze.

Gentle fingertips tug at the skin under my chin, I feel my head tilt

higher and my gaze was then forced to look into his.

Once my eyes clashed with him, my insides turned to jello. It was like

my brain stopped functioning at that moment. That exact moment

when his gaze was pure in front of mine, his thumb caressing my

bottom lip.

"I can see the disappointment in your eyes," He says, making my

cheeks rise with the heat. How embarrassing. I can't even hide it.

He shakes his head down at me as if hearing my thoughts.

"I wish I could stay longer, flower."

I nod in understanding. He had a life of his own. I was being selfish.

Possessive. That was toxic and I wasn't willing to become that. Not

today, not ever.

"Of course, I know." I manage to pop a small smile, one that said "do

not worry, I'll be fine".

His sunken cheeks shadow further as he leans down to kiss my lips.

The ends of his black strands tickle my nose, his lips were so gentle

that they felt like a feather whisking against my lips.

The brief kiss has my head spinning. His unsaid apology was spoken

as a kiss.

"When will I see you next?" I ask, trying as hard not to come across as

clingy. Silver smiles slightly amongst his numb, pale gaze, reassuring

me I wasn't.

"Whenever you want to."

I hold onto his arm with one hand, smiling down at our almost

touching feet.

"Okay, I'll call you then?"

He nods so ly, strands of his hair descending over his forehead as a

result of the action, I almost reach out to brush them back into the

pile of thick locks. Almost.

"Don't let it be too late, Sí?" He raises a brow, and I laugh at his

request. "I won't, I promise." I hold up my pinky finger, and instantly,

his pinky loops through mine and I kiss our locked pinkies to seal it.

Silver stares down at me for another minute, seeming to be searching

for something. When a glimmer of his vulnerable state falls on top of

the hard surface, my heart skips a beat.

But then, like always, it was gone. Overshadowed by a facade of no

emotion, something as similar to the look of a heartless, cold,

human. Someone who had no heart, no beliefs, no morals. But that

wasn't Silver. He just wanted you to see that he could be that type of

man. Deep, deep down, Silver was just as human as the rest of us.

With a peck on my cheek, he exits my room.

Leaving me alone with no one but my thoughts.

♡♡♡

This chapter was nearly 6,000 words long, I'm so proud of myself

rn. a10

I hope you liked it :))

I'm counting the days until my vacation, it'll be the first time I'm

leaving Aus since covid and I'm honestly so happy to be travelling

again. a1

Ya'll probably aren't shocked but I've already come up with a new

book idea and I'm honestly so hyped up about it. Trust 💀 a4

Of course, my whole entire focus is SL but the idea's I have for

this book are just skksksk.

Anywayssss, thank you for reading, I truly love you all and I love

reading the comments too! I may not reply but I read them on my

breaks at work and they make me so happy so don't ever hold

back! a1

I love you, have a good night/day a1

- lei <3
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