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	First Edition 

	 

	
When the headline about my boyfriend's date with an e-sports streamer hit number one trending, I—the girlfriend everyone online knew—landed on the trending list right behind him.

	Before I could even come out and tear the cheating scumbag apart,

	Marcus Pierce got there first with a statement: he'd broken up with his ex-girlfriend long ago.

	I looked at the anniversary diamond ring Marcus had given me just the day before and fell into thought.

	Oh? So I'd been dumped.

	1

	It was already noon the next day when Marcus came back.

	When he eased the door open and crept in, I was sitting on the couch playing with Sprite.

	Hearing the noise, Sprite immediately perked up his tail and trotted over to Marcus to rub against him, like always.

	He crouched and stroked Sprite's head, the trench coat draped over his arm dropping to the wooden floor.

	"About yesterday, I…"

	He started to explain something, then trailed off, words unspoken.

	Fair enough. In yesterday's leaked photos, the resolution was sharp enough to capture the little mole at the corner of Marcus's eye.

	And Sherry Nolan, in her lotus-pink dress, had her arm looped through Marcus's, the two of them laughing and talking like a couple in the honeymoon phase.

	Under that thunderbolt of a scandal, what was there left to say?

	At the thought, the corners of my eyes suddenly stung—maybe I just hadn't slept well.

	Marcus took a card from his pocket and held it out to me.

	"This is most of what I earned during my time at MW. It's all in here. Call it a little compensation."

	I didn't reach for it. He held it in the air, waiting two minutes, and finally set it on the coffee table in front of me.

	I understood. This was the ending Marcus was giving to our five years together.

	"Don't blame me. Five years ago I told you—the one I love isn't you."

	I nodded, then shook my head, and finally let out a small scoff.

	"We've already come this far. No need to keep absolving yourself. I'll let you go."

	Marcus's furrowed brow knit deeper. He seemed a little uneasy that I was letting go this easily.

	Fair enough. In the five years I'd tangled with him, I'd stubbornly made everyone believe I'd die the day after I lost Marcus.

	Marcus believed it too.

	So now, after Marcus had cheated on me and then immediately asked to break up, my being this calm—no one would believe it.

	Under his half-doubtful gaze, I urged him to hurry and pack his things and move out.

	And just then, the doorbell rang.
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	I picked up Sprite and went to answer it, thinking it was the takeout I'd just ordered.

	"Ah… so sorry."

	Instead it was Sherry, still in last night's lotus-pink dress, standing in the doorway with a face full of smiles.

	I asked coldly, "What are you doing here?"

	Sherry didn't seem the least embarrassed. She craned her neck to look into the apartment, as if searching for something.

	"I was just waiting outside for Marcus, but it's too cold out there, so… I thought I'd come ask if he's ready."

	My arm around Sprite tightened, and Sprite stretched his paws uncomfortably.

	Standing before me, Sherry was the same as five years ago—her look, her tone, still made my skin crawl.

	On her fair neck were several obvious kiss marks. When she saw my gaze fall to her throat,

	she gave a coquettish little laugh.

	"Last night Marcus was just so…"

	At that, she lifted her eyes to watch my expression change—only to find me as cold and detached as ever.

	So she went on:

	"Sis, I gave your man a try last night, and sure enough… he's quite something."

	"You really were lucky before, sis. Only now that luck is mine."

	Her provocation was right out in the open. Looking at her smug face, fury rose in me.

	Except she had one thing wrong: though I'd been with Marcus five years, we had never once…

	But, Wren, if you can swallow even this, then you really are a pushover.

	I raised my hand and gave her a clean, crisp slap.

	A sharp "crack."

	Sherry covered her face, stunned for a few seconds, then looked at me with utter disbelief—yet in her eyes I caught a flicker of triumph.

	Sure enough, hearing the commotion, Marcus came striding to the door.

	Sherry immediately threw herself into his arms, the smug smile vanishing, tears streaming down without stop.

	"I only… wanted to come ask if you were ready."

	"Who knew she'd hit me the moment she saw me."

	Sherry cowered in Marcus's arms, accusing me, the picture of fragile pity.

	Marcus clenched his fists, his severe brow turning toward me.

	"Wren, you're as unreasonable and arrogant as you were five years ago."

	I looked at this man I'd "loved" for five years and laughed out loud.

	Honestly, in five years, even a dog would have learned to recognize its owner.

	Pity Marcus was worse than a dog.

	Seeing me unrepentant, Marcus frowned deeper.

	"I'm not the same as I was five years ago. Don't provoke me."

	His threat echoed in the doorway, his forceful voice making it sound like some genuinely menacing coercion.

	I loosened my arm around Sprite, lowered my head, and murmured for a moment.

	"Mm… not five years—even ten, even fifty…"

	"It's still the two of you who'd best not provoke me."
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	After Marcus and Sherry took their luggage and left, I lay on the couch, bored, scrolling my phone.

	When I looked, the comment section of my social media had been flooded.

	The "Happy Fifth Anniversary" post I'd shared just a few days ago, before I could even delete it, had become a gathering ground for gawkers' mockery.

	"What the heck, the old girlfriend's still daydreaming?"

	"Marcus himself said they broke up ages ago. How does Wren have the nerve to post this?"

	"Delusional much? lol."

	I calmly scrolled through the public finger-pointing, thinking I might pull a few comments to reply to, just as a bit of idle amusement.

	In the five years with Marcus, he'd been utterly cold to me; only I had shamelessly trailed after him. So a few days ago, when he'd uncharacteristically given me a diamond ring, I'd actually found it novel and casually posted about it.

	The wider internet was baffled as to why Marcus would fall for a no-name nobody like me. But people in my own circle were baffled why I—a wealthy, beautiful heiress—was so devoted to a poor boy like Marcus.

	Only I knew just how much Marcus resembled the man in the photo I'd kept longest in my album.

	He looked so much like Milo. Exactly, identically alike…

	In daily life, the friends around me often complained that Marcus was nothing but a pretty shell who carried himself like he was a big deal. And the fame he had now as a genius e-sports prodigy—I was the one who'd built it, single-handedly.

	True enough, the country had no shortage of skilled gamers; Marcus's ability was top-tier, but the decisive factor was me, behind him, lifting him up, managing his career.

	Yet he seemed to think it was all his own ability, nothing to do with the MW club backing him, and nothing to do with me.

	At the thought, the club's management suddenly called to ask how I wanted to handle Marcus.

	"Just fire him outright."

	"I've got plenty of evidence of his contract violations here. Release a few at random, then fire him. Easy."

	My tone was light and detached—anyone who didn't know I'd been cheated on would think I was announcing what time tomorrow's meeting started.

	Soon, the news of MW terminating its contract with Marcus, and the news of Marcus signing with the HF club, were announced one after another.

	When I saw that the amount on the card Marcus left me was exactly the same as his contract-breach fee, my fury flared again. The "generous sum" he'd put on his act of giving me was nothing more than money he'd known in advance he'd get from breaking with MW.

	So what was the performance for?

	Calling it "a little compensation"—the sheer gall.

	I gripped the card and quietly made up my mind.
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	The new season was about to begin. With Marcus's sudden transfer, MW's jungler position was now vacant. I'd thought of promoting someone up from the second team.

	But Coach Devlin told me there was a newcomer lately whose skill was formidable.

	When I went to the training room to watch the newcomer play a scrimmage, they'd just won a round.

	Devlin called the newcomer over.

	"Come, everyone, meet her—this is our club's Wren. She founded MW single-handedly."

	The several young newcomers set down their gear and gathered around.

	Only one slim, tall youth walked slowly at the back, his ink-dark eyes fixed on me the whole time.

	"Hi, Wren!"

	"Wren, you're so pretty!"

	"Wren, come see us more when you're free."

	I smiled and answered their greetings, but my eyes kept drifting to the cool, aloof youth standing a little apart.

	"Caleb Rourke, come say hello to Wren."

	Devlin called Caleb Rourke over.

	"Hello."

	Caleb didn't say much, just dipped his head in my direction. My gaze landed on his long, slender left hand, pinching the hem of his shirt.

	Devlin leaned in and said to me:

	"Caleb Rourke is the newcomer I told you about."

	"Personally I highly recommend starting him. The captain agrees too."

	I studied Caleb Rourke carefully for a few moments and nodded.

	"Let him start the first match and try. See how his nerves hold up in a big game."
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	The autumn season arrived quickly. When MW announced its starting roster, Marcus even made a point of messaging me.

	"What, without me, MW can only dig up someone this third-rate?"

	I smiled and replied:

	"Don't speak too soon."

	MW's first opponent was HF—a coincidence, but a fitting one; the very first match would be against the team Marcus was now on.

	And I, who never went to live venues, broke from habit this once and bought tickets to sit in the audience with my best friend, Coco Hale.

	I sat near the front. When the match began, I noticed Sherry had come to the venue today too, sitting in the first row in a white princess dress.

	Probably there to cheer for Marcus.

	During the draft phase, the venue's camera operator suddenly turned the lens onto Sherry, also seated in the audience.

	On the big screen, Sherry smiled sweetly, the phone in her hand scrolling a caption.

	"Marcus my love is the best~"

	The commentator chuckled at the sight.

	"Our star streamer Sherry and player Marcus are a couple the whole scene envies. Seeing this fairy-tale love today really makes a person jealous."

	Some in the crowd started cheering them on, while beside me, Coco rolled her eyes almost out of her head.

	Sipping her bubble tea, Coco grumbled, "After all these years, this awful pair really did end up together."

	"Still, we should be happy—because our Wren escaped that sea of suffering."

	I smiled and didn't respond, because my attention had been entirely on the match. As for my past with those two…

	I'd nearly forgotten it if no one brought it up.

	6

	In others' eyes, my feelings for Marcus were "love at first sight," because the very first moment I saw him, I decided to pursue him.

	But only I knew it was because of his face—almost identical to Milo's—and the last time I'd seen Milo smile was seven years ago.

	Marcus came from poverty, but his excellent grades and perfect looks meant he carried every ounce of the arrogance that came with them.

	When I first met him, he'd just started his freshman year, and I was his senior, two years ahead in the same department.

	My pursuit was grand and relentless, though if you asked what special things I did, there weren't many—mostly I solved it with money.

	I just wanted to have him. Whether I actually loved him, I didn't care.

	Amid a swarm of admirers, Marcus fell for Sherry, and told me plainly, many times, that the one he liked was Sherry, and never me.

	Each time, I only smiled faintly, said nothing, and went on playing the devoted fool behind him.

	Until one day, Marcus's mother fell ill and needed a hefty sum for treatment.

	I contacted him at once, said I could connect him with a hospital and doctors, and cover the cost.

	But that proud boy begged everyone he could before he would ever bow his head to me.

	In the end, I quietly arranged everything myself, and Marcus's mother recovered and was discharged.

	The day she left the hospital, Marcus uncharacteristically sought me out and asked:

	"How should I repay you?"

	I tilted my head, pretended to think for a few minutes, and finally said:

	"Be my boyfriend."

	Hearing that, the look in Marcus's eyes was full of I knew it, along with a barely visible contempt.

	I'd thought then: so what if it's contempt? As long as I get him, that's enough.

	And so Marcus and I were together.
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	The memory cut off in the middle of Coco's excited applause. I stood up too and cheered for
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