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It had been a few days since the whole thing with Jace, and I still wasn’t sure what to make of it. Not that it mattered now, it was done, and no one knew except me. But it had left me thinking.

I hadn’t expected it to unfold like that. Not with him. Not so fast. Not so intense. It wasn’t supposed to mean anything, that was the whole point. Just another name on the list. A way to scratch the itch before I left. A game I told myself I had control over. But after Jace, I wasn’t so sure anymore.

I didn’t feel satisfied. I didn’t feel victorious or smug or anything I imagined I would. I just felt unsettled. Not because of what we did, but because of what it didn’t give me. The whole thing was starting to feel hollow. Manufactured.

This pact I made with myself, this list of guys I swore I’d seduce before I skipped town, I thought it would give me closure, maybe even some kind of power. But now I was wondering if it was just a distraction. A desperate attempt to prove something I couldn’t even name.

Was it still worth chasing? Or had I already gone too far? And that was the thing. My mind wasn’t even on Jace anymore. It kept circling back to someone else.

Elijah. 

He was the one I kept comparing everyone else to. And that was weird. We’d been best friends since forever, the kind of bond where you don’t have to explain yourself, where silence was comfortable, where you’d say "Yo" and they just got it. Nothing about our friendship had ever felt fragile. 

He knew me in ways no one else did. The kind of knowing that went beyond memories and inside jokes. He could tell when I was lying, when I was trying to be someone I wasn’t, when I was hiding something behind a smirk or a shrug. And he never called me out cruelly, he just gave me that quiet look of his, like, "I see you. I’m not saying anything... but I see you."

Out of everyone in our group, Elijah was the one I’d always felt safest around. No judgment. No pressure to perform. He was calm in a way that settled me, even when everything else felt like it was spiralling.
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