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    First Edition


Chapter 13

	My heartbeat sped for a moment. I grabbed my books and jogged out. "How are you here?"

	He took my hand. "Not allowed to come?"

	"You have asthma. I'm afraid of it acting up…" My voice trailed off. With asthma, by rights he should carry medication on him. I held out my palm. "Show me your medicine."

	He lowered his eyes, and a few seconds later looked away, his gaze drifting elsewhere. "It's not on me."

	With the bodyguards? I drew a sharp breath — this was a matter of life and death. "Call them, have them come over."

	A flicker of something complicated crossed Caleb Vista's eyes, then took on a smile, making him look wicked and roguish. He leaned down and hugged me, his warm breath spilling over my neck, a tingling spreading. "Summer, isn't it good, the two of us together?"

	I'd forgotten exactly when he started saying my name like that — that name, unique, only here, only with him.

	My thoughts went a little dizzy, but I stayed reasonable. "Acting like this — I'm not going to talk to you."

	If an asthma attack isn't treated in time, it can be life-threatening.

	At my words, Caleb Vista let me go, drew a cigarette and clamped it in his mouth, flicked the lighter a few times without it catching.

	He frowned, tossed the cigarette straight into the trash can, irritably took out his phone and dialed. "You're the only thing I'm afraid of."

	It was like a sugar-coated bullet — his tone cold, and yet it sounded tender.

	


Chapter 14

	I smiled and looped my arm through his again, and within a few minutes the bodyguards arrived.

	The man's expression sank a degree. You could tell he hated being watched.

	"Just act like they aren't there. Your family means well by you," I consoled him.

	Caleb Vista looked at me, scoffed, the corner of his mouth tugging up. "Means well, my foot. I can't even make my move properly."

	I suddenly understood what make my move meant. I glared at him, red-faced, the words just at my lips—

	"Summer Hadley — what a coincidence. Dinner with a friend?" The boy who walked over was Ethan Park, a senior in my department, breezy and loud.

	I answered with a smile. "Not a friend — this is my boyfriend."

	Those three words I said a little shyly, my voice dropping. Then something occurred to me. "Senior — last time I borrowed your meal card, I still haven't paid you back. Use mine this time."

	Ethan Park's expression seemed to stiffen. "It's nothing. When did you get a boyfriend? Why didn't you tell me? You two go ahead and eat. I've got something to do."

	He'd already gone. I watched his back, puzzled — the way he'd spoken just now made it sound as if we were close.

	The whole meal, Caleb Vista said little.

	Several times I wanted to speak, but feeling the gaze of the bodyguards behind him, I forcibly held it in.

	Right up until it ended, downstairs from the dorm.

	I was about to say goodbye when he caught my wrist. "Does that guy like you?"

	That guy meant Ethan Park.

	I shook my head. "What's wrong with you."

	Caleb Vista lifted his eyelids and said flatly, "Nothing."

	I said nothing, my gaze sweeping over the bodyguards trailing him, and inexplicably I felt a pang. "Caleb Vista — because of the asthma, are there a lot of things you can't do?"

	He was reaching for a cigarette; at the question his movement paused, and he nodded silently.

	I muttered, "Then isn't it really boring." Then my eyes lit up. "Those paintings on your social media — did you paint those?"

	Caleb Vista gave me a what else sort of look, turned his head and lit a cigarette, his black eyes narrowing slightly in the smoke. "What are you getting at?"

	I shook my head, said it was nothing, then clung to him and hugged him, oblivious to anyone around.

	The man didn't seem to mind, only moved his cigarette hand a little away. "I'm a person with no morals. Tempt me again, and you're not going back tonight."

	"…"

	


Chapter 15

	I bolted on the spot.

	My heart was still racing.

	I replayed that careless, roguish look of his just now — teasing and wicked, far too wicked.

	The moment I got to the dorm, my roommates happened to be discussing Caleb Vista.

	"Oh, the lady of the house is back. How was the date?"

	I went red in an instant. "You're picking on me! I'm going to tell my boyfriend right now!"

	I'm normally pretty dramatic, and I love to make a fuss — it's just my personality, and my roommates were used to it.

	When I suddenly went quiet, that was what they couldn't get used to.

	Macy, scrolling on her phone, suddenly said, "I remember seeing a piece of gossip — Caleb Vista apparently got in a fight last month, but the post vanished the next day. Probably hushed up by the school."

	"Seriously? I heard that too. His dad apparently really opposes him studying art."

	"But he was first in his class for the art entrance exam. He's that good — why oppose it?"

	"…"

	Once the gossip started, everyone crowded in.

	With asthma, surely he couldn't be out getting in fights.

	I said nothing, just listened in. Caleb Vista placing first in the art entrance exam — everyone knew that; it had even made the news at the time.

	But that his family opposed him studying art — that I hadn't heard, and I even found it hard to believe.

	For the next few days, I kept studying the paintings on his social media — even pestered him to let me see the originals.

	


Chapter 16

	The man didn't agree at first. After a lot of relentless wheedling — even going to his school to find him, my voice gone soft and sweet — "Please, dear, I genuinely think your paintings are amazing. I want to appreciate them."

	The man leaned against the wall, neither agreeing nor refusing, the corner of his mouth hooked. "Sweet-talking won't work."

	He actually wasn't buying it.

	"Then I'll go sweet-talk someone else."

	The words landed, and Caleb Vista's eyes went cold. "You wouldn't dare."

	I lifted a brow. "Unless you take me to see them."

	A few seconds of silence. His gaze held no feeling. "You really think they're good?"

	I nodded. "Of course. My boyfriend placed first in the art entrance exam."

	My tone was proud. Our eyes met; his were pitch-black, looking down at me half-lidded, until I could almost see my own tiny reflection in his pupils.

	After a moment he laughed for an instant, his expression turning careless again. "Fine. Unless you call me that one more time."

	And he said sweet-talking didn't work — what a lying-through-his-teeth scoundrel!

	I shook his hand, blinked. "Dear? Senior? Please?"

	Caleb Vista was probably laughed into it by me. He cursed a low damn it. "Don't say that to other men."

	"Why?"

	"You'll get carried off."

	"Carried off where?"

	"One more word and you're not seeing the paintings."

	"My mistake — dear."

	"…" Damn it.

	


Chapter 18

	I'm on good terms with my academic advisor, so applying for an empty classroom and getting through all the procedures took only one afternoon.

	That, plus Caleb Vista's fame.

	I posted a notice in a group chat, and already a whole wave of people wanted to come see the exhibition.

	That day was probably the most glorious moment of my, Summer Hadley's, life.

	When Caleb Vista and his group arrived, I was taking a group photo with friends.

	Someone shot me a meaningful look.

	Before I could react, my hand had been pulled away, and under everyone's eyes, amid the jeering, the man, expressionless, hauled me out of the classroom.

	The stairwell was empty. Caleb Vista said nothing, just stared at me, a ripple in his eyes, holding down some emotion I couldn't read.

	"Are you too moved? You never thought I could actually pull off the exhibition, did you." I was a little afraid of him like this, but I surely hadn't done anything wrong.

	Playing with his fingers, I went on. "I know I'm being a bit of a busybody, but a lot of people love your paintings, and you've kept at it this long…"

	Before I could finish, he cut me off. With a turn of his hand he pressed, and I instinctively stepped back — and just like that my whole body was cornered against the wall by him.

	The man leaned down, his lips dropping an inch lower, his voice low, a little helpless. "Little miss, are you genuinely dense, or just slow?"

	I didn't quite follow, falling into his black eyes, my heart lurching, a flush climbing my cheeks. "Who talks about his own girl—"

	Caleb Vista didn't let me finish that one either. He turned his head and kissed me directly.

	Not the dragonfly-skimming-water kind from last time, but deepening, tangling, lingering.

	Breaths pressed together. Afraid someone would come, I lifted a hand to push gently — and he caught my fingertips and pinned them above my head.

	The sound of my heartbeat, the possessiveness, came rushing at me.

	He held me against the wall, biting my lip over and over, full of feeling — like anger, like surrender, and more than anything, like doting.

	When he finally let me go, my mind was still blank. Woodenly I said, "Are you still planning to switch majors?"

	His fingertip pressed at the corner of my lip. "My girlfriend won't allow it. How would I dare."

	"Hey…" I lifted a hand to push him, and was pulled into his arms.

	His voice was low and husky. "Summer — I'm really not switching. Not for anyone forcing me."
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