
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


[image: ]


[image: ]

EVERNIGHT PUBLISHING

www.evernightpublishing.com

––––––––

Copyright© 2025 Penelope Rivers

––––––––

ISBN: 978-0-3695-1246-8

Cover Artist: Jay Aheer

Editor: Jan Suzukawa

––––––––

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

––––––––

WARNING: The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal.  No part of this book may be used or reproduced electronically or in print without written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in reviews. No AI Training permitted.

This is a work of fiction. All names, characters, and places are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental. 


STERLING SILVER

Elements of Desire, 1

Penelope Rivers

Copyright © 2025

[image: ]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One
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Sterling’s breath caught in his chest as he walked into the room. He being Wyatt Jeperson, the quarterback of the Northview College football team. Damn, the man was sexy. Blond hair brushed his brow and his lips were a perfect cupid’s bow. With a sigh, he crossed his arms, wondering what it would feel like to taste him, to touch him.

“God, he’s sexy,” Sterling whispered more to himself than to his two friends, but it was pretty obvious judging by the sighs that they heard him loud and clear.

“You know, you could go talk to him,” his best friend Marty said, as he picked apart the greasiest slice of pizza this side of the United States. His other friend, the scientist of the group, had his head down as he scrawled in a notebook. Skyler should have been running his own lab, but he preferred playing Dungeons & Dragons to studying.

But it took him a moment to realize Marty had offered his suggestion. Marty didn’t understand. Unlike him, he’d been blessed with confidence. His narcissistic stepmother had managed to suck that right out of him when he chose to study English teaching instead of law.  

“No way,” Sterling said. “Someone as unathletic as me?” No one said anything. “Besides, he’s straight and dating Kim Dryder.” And Kim Dryder was as close to physical perfection as anyone could get. He didn’t like women and even he could acknowledge that she was hot as hell.

“That’s it.” Pushing his food tray aside, Marty jumped to his feet. “You’ve been at this for too long. You’re going to speak to him whether you like it or not.”

Shit, no! The last time he’d talked to someone he had a thing for, he’d puked spaghetti all over the guy’s shoes. Yeah, that didn’t elicit a callback. But even as he was shaking his head, Marty seized his hand, then proceeded to drag him over to where Wyatt and his older brother, Hunter, were standing. He tried to put on the brakes, but he was 5’8” and one hundred and sixty pounds. He didn’t stand a chance fighting 6’2, 240-pound Marty. It didn’t help that Marty pushed him. Right. Into. Wyatt.

“Can I help you?” Wyatt asked, arching one of his perfectly shaped brows. 

The next thing that happened would stay in his mind as the single most horrifying moment of his life. Well, maybe not his life, but at least today. While trying to pull his hand out of Marty’s grip, he accidentally smacked one of Wyatt’s friend’s plates out of his hands and into the air. The food landed with a splat on Wyatt’s perfectly shaped head. His brother, Hunter, gave a poorly disguised snort.

“Shit, dude.” Wyatt said, trying to wipe off the KO’d chili cheese fries from his hair. “What the hell?”

“I’m so sorry,” he said, finally speaking his first ever words to Wyatt Jeperson.

“It’s fine, I guess.” But Wyatt acted like he was talking more to his friends than him. “I’ll go in the locker room shower and get the shit out.”

As Sterling watched Wyatt’s back grow smaller and smaller, he breathed out a sigh. The two friends of Wyatt glared at him like he’d purposefully taken a shit on his hand and rubbed it all over Wyatt’s head. With a last scowl, the pair followed after Wyatt, even as Hunter stayed where he was with a smirk on his face.

“Oops,” Hunter said with a laugh, even though he found this anything but funny. With green eyes bright, he grabbed a fistful of napkins off his lunch tray and handed them to him. “You may need these. You got some chili on you too.”

“Ugh, thanks.” But whether Hunter heard it, he didn’t know. The guy was already turning away, likely to work out in the weight room or whatever star football players did. Narrowing his eyes, he punched Marty in the ribs. “Thanks a lot.”

“Didn’t think you’d be that smooth, Casanova.” Marty shrugged. “I thought you’d do better than me.”

“What do you mean?”

“Never mind,” Marty said, with a wave of the hand.
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That night, Sterling sat at his desk, writing the final words of his latest chapter. He exhaled and leaned back, taking in the words on something he’d been working on for two years. The problem was, he didn’t feel comfortable showing it to anyone. Even Marty and Skyler hadn’t read anything from it. He spent a moment Googling publishers like he’d done a thousand times before, but when it came time to submit, his heart thundered in his chest and he couldn’t hit send. But his thoughts were disrupted by the sound of the front door banging open. He, Marty, and Skyler rented a house together, so it could have been any one of them. Captain Obvious, the house bird, yelled, “Fuck me up the ass!”

Yeah, leaving Marty alone with a parrot was never a good idea. Didn’t help his reputation that the bird perpetually had the runs.

Footsteps sounded on the stairs, then his door banged open. “I rolled a natural twenty!” Skyler shouted, as he came inside.

“Um, yay?!” He hastily shut his laptop, desperate to hide his work before it caught any attention. Skyler was one of those people who was brutally honest, so brutally honest that sometimes his comments were like a hammer to the head.

“I’ve finally come out with my love serum.” This serum was something Skyler had been working on since eighth grade. “You! Sterling, I need you to try it.”

“Negative.” The last time he’d tried one of Skyler’s concoctions, he’d shit himself in an Olive Garden parking lot. Yeah, he wasn’t in a rush to repeat that experience. “Love you, bro, but not happening.”

“I can get you Wyatt Jeperson.”

The words caused him to freeze. He’d wanted Wyatt since his first day in college. The thought of having him, of kissing his perfect lips and running his fingers through his silky hair, was enough to even consider taking this poison. He breathed out a sigh as he pushed off from the desk.

“Fine,” he said. “I’ll take it.”

Skyler’s eyes glistened at his victory. “We just need some DNA.”

“Wait.” The thought of approaching him again after all that had gone down with the chili predicament was terrifying. “I have to get something from him?”

Skyler gave him a deadpan stare, gray eyes narrowing behind his set of square spectacles. “Dude, this isn’t Harry Potter. Of course, I need something from him.”

Suddenly, the idea of backing out sounded great, but Skyler’s grin was so broad. He couldn’t renege now. Racking his mind, he tried to think of how he could get ahold of something from Wyatt without looking like a total stalker. Now if the serum worked and Wyatt approached him...

No, it wouldn’t work. He shook his head at the thought of being pursued by the one guy he’d been lusting after since he kissed his teenage years goodbye. But he realized then that he knew when Wyatt played basketball on Friday with his brother and a few of his buddies. He could probably steal something then.

“Fine, but if your serum kills me, I’m coming back as a lawyer and suing you.”
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