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Chapter 9

That sudden show of hurt and fragility hadn’t come out of nowhere—she’d seen Adrian approaching.

So that was the point of asking me here. A performance. One staged especially for him.

“My divorce from Adrian is my choice,” I said. “He doesn’t love me, and I have no interest in forcing him to stay. Acting is part of my job. If I have to keep acting in real life too, that’s exhausting. As for whatever is going on between the two of you, it has nothing to do with me, and I’m not interested in hearing about it.”

I couldn’t be bothered to keep tangling with either of them. I picked up my bag and left.

On the way out, I almost laughed at myself.

Some part of me had actually come here hoping Vanessa would explain things honestly—like she would have in the past. That she would admit, openly and without games, that she and Adrian still had feelings for each other, and then apologize to me properly.

When we signed the divorce settlement, Adrian transferred all of the money I’d earned during our three years of marriage to me.

I didn’t refuse it.

It was too much money to turn down.

With that kind of balance, I could do absolutely nothing for the rest of my life and still live comfortably.

I stared at the bank card and all those zeroes attached to it, and thought, well















Chapter 11

Last year, we'd worked together on a historical drama. I'd played the second female lead, and he was the male lead—his first time leading a series. Before acting, he'd been the lead singer of a boy band. After the group disbanded, he'd switched to acting, which wasn't an easy path for an idol. But his performance had surprised everyone. Audiences loved him, and he'd become an overnight hit because of it.

"Weren't you filming that travel reality show?" I asked. "What are you doing here?"

I remembered hearing he'd signed on for one recently. The director had invited me too, but I'd already been tied up on another set.

"Selena, I got separated from everyone when I went to the bathroom," he said miserably. "The director had taken our phones for filming, so I couldn't contact anybody. I finally borrowed someone's phone, but by then they'd already left for the next stop. Thank God I ran into you."

The more he explained, the more pitiful he sounded.

Then I remembered—he really did have a terrible sense of direction. Back when we were filming together, he could get lost at the shooting location of all places.

I was traveling alone anyway, so having company wasn't a bad thing.

As he followed behind me, he asked cautiously, "I heard you got divorced. Are you... okay?"

I looked back at him and lifted a brow. "What do you think?"

He nodded thoughtfully, as if he'd figured something out. Then he asked, "Selena, the crew said they'll come pick me up in two days. Can I stay with you until then? I don't have my phone or any money."

Looking at how pathetic he seemed, I found him unexpectedly... kind of cute.

Over those two days, I realized that even though Ethan had a big-puppy energy about him, he was actually incredibly thoughtful. He was also absurdly good at taking pictures. I'd been worrying about how to get full-body shots of myself while traveling alone, but Ethan turned out to be a walking professional camera setup.

Two days later, the production team came back for him, and I continued my trip on my own.

I didn't expect to run into him again after I got back home.

At the airport, just after I got off the plane, I heard someone calling my name. I turned around and saw Ethan.

"What are the odds?" he said, hurrying over. "Selena, we ran into each other again."

"Are you by yourself?" I asked, half-expecting him to have gotten lost again.

He shook his head quickly. "No, no. The director and the rest are behind me. We just got back from Italy too."

Then he added, "Also... can you stop calling me kid? We're literally the same age."

I laughed despite myself. "Then can you stop calling me Selena like I'm your older sister? We were born the same year."

He looked completely serious. "But you debuted before I did. That makes you my senior. Seniors should be called that."

He said it so earnestly that I couldn't even think of a comeback.
Chapter 12

We kept chatting idly as we walked forward, but the moment we stepped outside the airport, we were swarmed by a huge crowd of reporters.

They immediately started firing questions at me—asking whether my divorce from Adrian had been caused by another woman, asking what I thought about the fact that he'd proposed to Vanessa right after the divorce.

Microphones were nearly shoved into my face.

Before I could react, Ethan stepped in front of me and shielded me behind him.

Seeing that, the reporters instantly turned their microphones toward him instead.

"Mr. Blake, what exactly is your relationship with Ms. Frost?"

"Did the two of you go to Italy together?"

Ethan shot back at once, "Are all the people behind me invisible to you? I just don't like seeing a bunch of you gang up on one woman, okay? Why don't you go ask Adrian Vaughn these questions instead?"

And in that moment, I suddenly understood why Ethan had become such a breakout star.

There weren't many people in this industry who were that genuine.

As soon as I got home, Cherry came straight to me with my upcoming schedule.

Work resumed quickly, but so did the phone calls. People kept calling to ask about Adrian and me, circling back to the same questions as if they thought I might suddenly give them a different answer.

I sent every one of them to Adrian.

Let them ask him.

All I ever said was that I hadn't done anything to betray him.

Gradually, the frenzy around us died down, and before long I joined the production again.

Then, just when things had finally started to settle, Vanessa disappeared too.

This time, she left without a word.

When I heard the news, the only way I could describe my mood was complicated. The two of them really were a walking melodrama.

Sienna called me not long after to ask whether Vanessa had contacted me. The question caught me off guard.

"Vanessa's gone?" Sienna sounded furious.

"Gone? What do you mean?" I asked, not following at first.

"After my brother proposed, they moved in together, remember? A couple days ago he suddenly called me asking if I knew where she'd gone. Like I would know." She gave a cold laugh. "If he'd been so determined not to let anyone know where he kept her, how was I supposed to know anything? Hell, if it were up to me, I'd skin her alive. Then he told me she was gone—and she took the diamond ring from the proposal and all the cash in the house with her. What the hell is she trying to do?"

Even Sienna couldn't make sense of it.

The diamond ring Adrian had used when he proposed had been worth a fortune, and out of everything, Vanessa had made sure to take that.

I thought back to the last time I'd asked her whether things in the United Kingdom were going badly, and the way she'd reacted.
Chapter 14

He sat across from me at the table, looking worn down in a way I had never seen before. His hair looked like it had gone too long without a trim, the loose strands over his forehead shadowing his eyes. There was something ruined about him, but still infuriatingly handsome.

When I came out of the restroom, he stepped into my path.

I immediately took a step back, putting distance between us. “Do you need something, Mr. Vaughn?”

He dragged a hand through his hair, restless, his voice rough when he spoke. “I just... miss you.”

That single sentence lit my temper on fire.

I let out a cold laugh. “Mr. Vaughn, do you really think playing with me is funny?”

“You’ve got it wrong. That’s not what this is.” He tried to explain in a rush.

I cut him off, already out of patience. “Adrian, I did love you. From sixteen to twenty-six, I loved you. I was too much of a coward to tell you, yes, but once you got together with Vanessa, I kept my distance. I even wished you both well. And when I married you, I admit it—I had selfish motives. I thought Vanessa was gone, and if I became your wife, maybe I could make you fall in love with me.”

My throat tightened, but I forced myself to keep going.

“For those three years, maybe you were just going through the motions, but I loved you sincerely. I gave you everything I had. And what happened in the end? The second Vanessa came back, your whole heart went straight to her. You took her side without even asking what really happened. You just assumed I was the one bullying her. Since you loved her that much, I let you have each other. When the reporters hounded me, I never said one bad word about either of you. Not once. And now she’s gone, and suddenly you miss me?” I stared at him. “What exactly do you take me for?”

“I’m sorry.” He reached for my hand and caught it. “Selena, I really know I was wrong.”

“Mr. Vaughn, watch yourself.”

Ethan appeared out of nowhere and stepped in front of me, shielding me behind him. Then he turned slightly and asked, “Are you okay?”

I shook my head once to show I was fine, then looked past him at Adrian. “Adrian, let’s end this decently.”

He let out a bitter laugh. “Selena, I admit it. Back then, I only ever thought of you as a younger sister. But after we divorced, I regretted it every single day. That’s when I realized I didn’t love Vanessa anymore. What I felt for her was just... unfinished regret from when we were young.”

“Enough.” My voice turned sharp. “You really are ridiculous.”

Adrian looked like he still wanted to say more, but Ethan cut him off first.

“Mr. Vaughn, there are freelance paparazzi all around this area,” he said evenly. “I’m sure you don’t want to end up in the trending headlines again.”

Just then Adrian’s driver pulled the car up to the curb. Adrian had no choice but to get in.
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