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Chapter 9

He didn't even look at me.

Since I'd handed the cat over, I turned to head back inside.

"Wait."

My steps halted.

That had been Evan.

The live-comment overlay exploded again.

[He finally spoke! Ugh, he was struggling the whole way here, wanting to coax her a little. He thought she'd be the one to talk to him first, but she didn't even look at him once, and now he's getting all awkward again.]

[Girl, just forgive him already. Look at him—his eyes are red. He really missed you these past few days. He never wanted to break up for real. He hasn't even been able to sleep unless he's hugging the blanket at night. He's honestly miserable.]

[Exactly! He's just proud and dramatic and emotionally constipated, but he really loves you. If you softened even a little, he'd tear his heart out and hand it to you. Please don't stay mad.]

I stood there for a few seconds, waiting.

When Evan didn't say anything else, I started walking again.

"Wait a second!"

This time it was Lily.

Still holding Mochi, she walked up to me, looked me up and down, and curled her lips into a smile.

"Since you've moved out, you shouldn't still have the key."

She held out her hand.

"Give it to me. Evan felt awkward bringing it up, so I'll be the bad guy for him."

I looked up and saw Evan watching us.

When our eyes met, he only pressed his lips












Chapter 11

The second I did, I noticed that Evan—who'd never been much of a poster before—had suddenly become very active lately.

Cooking.

Playing with the cat.

Going for walks.

Hanging out with friends.

Even going to concerts.

And in every single post, there was Lily Parker.

Sometimes he posted seven or eight times in one day.

Strangely enough, when I looked at it now, I felt almost nothing.

Maybe this, I thought, was what Evan looked like in a normal relationship.

Not like when he was with me, when he never posted anything at all.

When we went out with his friends and one of them occasionally let some condescending comment about me slip, he would pretend not to hear it.

And I would end up spiraling every time—overthinking, doubting myself, then patching myself back together again.

This was good.

It looked like while I'd been gone, everyone had started a new life.

If Evan's posts were still a little subtle, Lily's were not.

Her feed practically announced that she was already living with him.

Washing Evan's underwear.

The alarm clock on the nightstand in Evan's bedroom.

A pair of slippers by the door at two-thirty in the morning.

A lot of old mutual friends had liked her posts.

Some people even asked her outright in the comments if she and Evan were living together now.

Lily didn't say anything directly, but she replied with a shy little blushing emoji.

A few of the photos were genuinely well taken, and some of the scenery shots were nice enough that I tapped like without thinking.

Just then, a message from Ms. Lawson came in, asking when I'd be heading back.

The moment I got a definite yes, a rush of excitement went through me.

I got to my feet and pulled the curtains open.

Beyond the huge floor-to-ceiling windows was the ocean.
Spring sunlight. Flowers in bloom.

And soon, all of this would be mine.

I grabbed my phone and immediately started looking up rental listings nearby.

It didn’t take long before I found a place close to the office.
The apartment was right by the water, only a two-minute walk from the beach. The view along the island road was beautiful, daily life would be convenient, and I wouldn’t even need to take the bus to work.

The rent was a little expensive, but money was meant to be spent somehow.
I’d rather skip buying one more piece of clothing if it meant living somewhere that could put me in a good mood every single day.

It was worth it.

By the time I finished tidying up my room that night, it was already one in the morning.

That was when I noticed a message Evan had sent earlier.

It was nothing but a single question mark.

I checked the time.
It must have been sent right after I liked one of his social media posts.

I had no idea what he meant by it, so I sent back a question mark too.
Chapter 12

What I didn’t expect was for the message to bounce.
He’d blocked me.

All at once, I felt drained again.

Every time we fought before, he used to do this. Not just on messaging apps—he’d block my calls too, and every other way I had to reach him.
And every single time, I’d have to coax him for ages before he’d let me back in.

I hadn’t expected him to pull the same stunt now, after we’d already been broken up for so long.

Then again, maybe that was for the best.

If we were over, there was no reason to stay in touch.
We both had new lives now. There was no need for our paths to keep crossing.

So I blocked Evan too.
Not just Evan, but Lily as well—and even those so-called friends of his.
I blocked every last one of them.

A week later, I got ready to go back to my old city and deal with the apartment I’d rented there.

There really wasn’t much left to pack, but there were still a few personal things.
So I had to make the trip after all.

As soon as I got back, I went straight to check out of the apartment.

I was rolling my suitcase downstairs when I saw Evan waiting outside the building.

He was just standing there, eyes red, staring at me with that wounded, accusing look on his face.

As if I were the one who had betrayed him.

My steps faltered for a second, but I still walked over.

“Where are you going?”

Evan’s voice trembled.

The live-comment overlay appeared again.

So she really is giving up on the male lead this time.

Too bad he still thinks she’s just throwing a tantrum. Meanwhile, she’s already healed. Once she leaves now, she’s not getting dragged back.

Poor guy’s still been waiting for her to come back and coax him. Shame she finally decided not to turn around.

“Where are you going?” Evan repeated stubbornly, eyes fixed on me.

I let out a slow breath. “Let’s sit down somewhere nearby.”

No matter what, this relationship deserved one formal ending. A real period at the end of the sentence.

In the coffee shop, Evan sat down in silence.

A server came over to take our order. When it was my turn, he spoke automatically.

“An iced Americano, please.”

I stopped the server before she could leave. “Caramel macchiato. Thanks.”

After she walked away, the silence settled over us again.

It seemed Evan had never noticed that I hadn’t been drinking Americanos for a long time now.

“Claire, about what happened last time... I can explain.”

I looked at him. “Explain what?”

He went quiet again, like he was struggling to force the words out.

“At the bar. During Truth or Dare. I... I kissed Lily.”

Understanding dawned on me. “It’s fine. I don’t mind.”

And besides, we were already broken up. Why would I still care about something like that?

But somehow, my answer set him off. His face darkened immediately.
Chapter 14

Whether he had done those things to provoke me or for any other reason, there was no future left for us.

At the very least, I would never again let myself fall into a relationship where I could be thrown out of my own home at any moment.

Evan followed me all the way to Seabright.

After that, he started showing up in front of me every so often, and he even began doing things for me that he’d never been willing to do before.

He brought me breakfast. He waited downstairs outside my office building to pick me up after work. No matter how many times I turned him down, he never seemed to get tired of it.

Then one day, a coastal storm hit Seabright.

Even so, he was still waiting outside the office.

A trash can ripped loose by the wind came flying across the street and struck him hard enough to knock him unconscious.

After he woke up in the hospital and saw me sitting beside his bed, a flash of joy lit up his eyes.

“Claire, does this mean you’ve forgiven me? I—”

Before he could finish, I placed his phone in front of him.

The message was from Lily.

She said she was pregnant.

The baby was his.

After he collapsed, I’d taken him to the hospital. They needed payment for his admission, so I used his phone.

The passcode hadn’t changed.

A message happened to come in, and I glanced at it without thinking.

That was when I saw Lily’s text.

Evan stared at the phone, his face draining white.

At last, he couldn’t hold back his tears.

“Claire,” he said, his voice breaking, “you’re never going to forgive me, are you?”

“There’s really no chance for us now, is there?”

When I closed the hospital room door behind me, I could still hear his grief-stricken sobs from inside.

Three years later, I was transferred back to my old city.

My title had gone up, too.

At last, I bought a place near the office.

After all those years, I was done with renting.

Over the past few years, I heard that Evan and Lily had gotten married.

But after the wedding, it sounded like things hadn’t gone very well for them.

Later, I heard they divorced.

The child went to Evan. Lily, apparently, moved overseas.

After that, I would sometimes get calls from unknown numbers. Whenever I answered, no one spoke.

Every single time, I blocked the number.

That day, I spotted a stray cat downstairs outside the office.

Its body was covered in patches of ringworm. Its fur was dry and dull, and one of its legs was lame.

Something about it looked familiar.

“Mochi?”

The cat lifted its head at the sound of my voice and let out an affectionate cry.

Then it started hobbling toward me as fast as it could.

I stepped back.

I avoided it.

But I still went and bought some cat food. Then I called a rescue shelter and sent it over.

The old wounds had healed.

But that didn’t mean I had forgiven anything.
OEBPS/OEBPS/cover.jpeg





