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    To the ones who loved too hard,and the ones who were left behind to sweep up the glass.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Three is a dangerous number.Two to fight.One to fall.And nothing to catch us but the pavement."

      

    

Davis Shyaka Musirikare
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ACT I — THE SPARK OF DANGER
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Chapter 1: First Glance
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The autumn wind felt sharp against my skin as I walked through the high iron gates of the university.

It was my first day, but I already felt like a ghost. I liked it that way. I pulled my black coat tighter around my body and adjusted the strap of my heavy bag. Inside, my sketchbook thumped against my hip like a second heartbeat.

The campus was loud. Hundreds of students rushed past me, laughing, shouting, and complaining about their schedules. They were a blur of color and noise. To them, I was just another face in the crowd. Liam, the quiet boy. Liam, the observer.

I found a spot near the old library. It was a massive building made of dark stone, covered in creeping ivy that looked like veins. I sat on a wooden bench and took out my sketchbook.

I didn't draw the buildings. I drew the feelings. The anxiety in a freshman’s posture. The arrogance in a senior’s walk.

That was when the air changed.

It wasn't a sound. It was a feeling, like static electricity before a storm. I looked up from my paper, my pencil hovering in mid-air.

Across the courtyard, sitting on the edge of a stone fountain, was a girl.

She wasn't alone. She was surrounded by people—loud, bright people who demanded attention. But she was the center of gravity.

She had dark, cascading hair that fell over her shoulders like a curtain. Her skin was pale, glowing under the weak afternoon sun. She wore a dark red scarf that looked like a wound against her black leather jacket.

This was Maya. I didn’t know her name yet, but my soul seemed to recognize her instantly.

She looked bored. Her friends were laughing at some joke, but she was just staring at the water in the fountain. Then, as if she felt the weight of my gaze, she snapped her head up.

Her eyes locked onto mine.

The noise of the campus faded away. The wind stopped. For three seconds, there was nobody else in the world. Just me, and her.

I should have looked away. I was the shy boy, the one who hid behind sketches. But I couldn’t move. Her eyes were dark, intelligent, and terrifyingly deep.

Then, she did something that changed everything.

She smiled.

It wasn’t a polite smile. It wasn’t the kind of smile you give a stranger. It was slow, deliberate, and dangerous. It curled the corner of her lips, suggesting she knew a secret about me that even I didn’t know.

She held my gaze for a moment longer than was socially acceptable. It was a challenge. I see you, the look said. Do you dare to come closer?

A tall boy standing next to her leaned down and whispered something in her ear. She broke eye contact with me to laugh at him, but the connection still hummed in the air, vibrating in my chest.

I looked down at my sketchbook. My hand was trembling.

I tried to draw her face, but the pencil lead snapped against the paper.

My heart was racing, thumping a frantic rhythm against my ribs. I had always been obsessive. When I loved, I loved too hard. When I felt, I felt too much. I knew, sitting on that cold bench, that I should stand up and walk away. I should avoid that girl with the red scarf and the dangerous smile.

But I knew I wouldn’t.

I turned the page of my sketchbook to a fresh, clean sheet.

The game had begun.
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Chapter 2: Adrian Appears
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The next day, the sky was gray. Heavy clouds hung low over the campus, threatening rain.

I sat in the back row of the lecture hall for Art History. It was a safe place. From here, I could see everyone, but no one really saw me. I opened my notebook, but instead of taking notes, I started shading a dark corner of the page.

Then the door opened.

The air in the room shifted again, just like yesterday. Maya walked in first. She looked effortless, wearing a long coat that swished around her ankles. Heads turned. She knew it, and she didn’t care.

But today, I didn't look at Maya.

I looked at the boy walking behind her.

He was different. If Maya was a fire that burned bright and wild, he was the earth that contained it. He was tall, with broad shoulders that filled the doorway. He moved with a lazy, easy confidence, like a predator that knows it has no enemies.

This was Adrian.

He didn’t look around the room for attention. He didn’t smile at strangers. He walked close to Maya, his hand hovering near the small of her back—protective, possessive.

My breath hitched in my throat.

He was handsome in a way that hurt to look at. Sharp jawline, dark messy hair, and eyes that looked like storm clouds. He wore a gray hoodie under a denim jacket, simple but striking.

They moved toward the middle rows. Maya sat down, throwing
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