
Chapter 4

	At the hospital, the nurse wheeled the bad boy through a battery of tests, and I trailed dutifully behind.

	The diagnosis came back: fractured tailbone. At least three months of bed rest.

	Imitating the way penitents do it online, I sat at the head of his bed frantically making the sign of the cross.

	He glared. "What are you doing?"

	I answered earnestly, "Praying for you, devoutly."

	Maybe my remorse seemed especially sincere, because the bad boy's expression eased.

	"I'm thirsty. I want a drink."

	I shot to my feet. "What do you want?"

	The bad boy said, "I'm allergic to mango. Anything else is fine."

	There happened to be a bubble-tea shop still open near the hospital. Impatient with delivery, I went to order in person.

	As luck would have it, the shop was running a grand-opening promo—buy one mango, get one pineapple yogurt free.

	I waited in a long line to get the drinks.

	The bad boy must have been parched; before I could check the labels, he grabbed one straight out of the bag and started drinking.

	Two sips in, his brow furrowed. "Why does this taste a little… off?"

	I looked at the label on the remaining yogurt cup and my face went grave.

	"You seem to have… grabbed the mango one."

	"Pfft!"

	The bad boy spat it out, all dignity abandoned.

	I consoled him, "Don't panic—bubble tea these days is all chemicals anyway. Maybe this place didn't even use real mango?"

	The bad boy lay there glaring at me, a look that wanted to devour me whole.

	I shrank my neck and explained in a small voice, "You grabbed that one yourself. Nothing to do with me…"

	In no time at all, his face swelled red at a visible-to-the-naked-eye rate.

	I smiled awkwardly. "Wow, turns out that shop's pretty honest…"

	The bad boy picked up his phone, saw his face puffed up like a pig's head, and a whole carousel of expressions cycled across it…

	Finally, he cried.

	A six-foot-three giant of a man, crying in bed like a child. "How am I supposed to show my face in public like this—"

	


Chapter 5

	After the bad boy cried a while, his face suddenly changed, and several loud farts rang out, exceptionally clear in the hospital room.

	Clearly, that shop had a conscience—just not much of one.

	Then he let off several more in a row, his pig-head face flushing red.

	I asked quietly, "Should I… help you to the bathroom?"

	The bad boy ignored me and struggled to get up on his own.

	Like a zombie, he thrashed and thumped on the bed, and a long while later still hadn't made it up.

	My conscience wouldn't let me sit there, so I helped the bad boy up off the bed.

	Glaring at me like I was his sworn enemy, he hopped one-legged to the men's room.

	I stood guard outside, terrified something might go wrong.

	The string of farts from inside drew sidelong looks from passing nurses.

	I gave them a sheepish smile and explained, "My boyfriend's in there—he ate something bad…"

	A moment later, the bad boy DMed me: "Bring me some tissue."

	I patted my pockets. No tissue.

	I asked a passing nurse, then went to the front desk and grabbed a handful of napkins.

	Back at the men's room door, I hesitated over how to get the tissue in.

	Just then, another DM popped up.

	"Can you hurry?"

	Five simple words, freighted with unimaginable suffering.

	I clenched the napkins, gritted my teeth, and stepped into the men's room.

	I'd barely taken one step in when two screams went

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	


Chapter 6

	The guy and I were both hauled to the hospital office to explain the whole sequence of events.

	By the time I came out, the bad boy was back in bed, and a tall, handsome guy had appeared beside him.

	The handsome guy was peeling fruit and dishing gossip. "I heard there was some woman on your floor just now who charged into the men's room to bring her boyfriend tissue—did you hear?"

	The bad boy shot me a glance and said nothing.

	I sat down awkwardly beside the handsome guy.

	Oblivious to the room's strange atmosphere, the handsome guy went on indignantly, "That woman's boyfriend is such garbage! Actually letting his own girl go into the men's room—son, don't you ever be like that…"

	The bad boy's face darkened.

	I nodded along furiously, in total agreement.

	Only after finishing the fruit did the handsome guy notice me beside him. "And you are…"

	I answered quickly, "A junior. Underclassman."

	The handsome guy had a lightbulb moment. "How come I didn't see you earlier?"

	"I was in the hospital office just now."

	As my mind raced for how to explain, the handsome guy smiled, relieved, and asked politely, "You went to the office to ask about our boy Theo's condition for him, right?"

	Without batting an eye, I nodded and spun a yarn. "The doctor told me he should eat well these next few weeks, do things that make him happy…"

	The second I finished, both men's faces went heavy.

	The handsome guy forced out a smile.

	"Son, whatever you're going through, you can tell your dads. No need to tough it out alone."

	The bad boy shot me a look brimming with fury.

	He said, "It's just a sprained back…"

	Before he could finish, the handsome guy clapped a hand over his mouth. "Don't say any more. Dad understands."

	Soon, two more guys showed up in the room.

	I guessed these were the bad boy's dorm-mates.

	One carried a KFC bucket gift box; the other carried a paper funeral wreath.

	The one with the KFC said, "Son, money's been tight for Dad lately. All I could get you was a KFC bucket to hold your ashes…"

	The other said, "Son, this wreath is what Dad folded out of cigarette wrappers these past few days. Hope it's enough to see you off…"

	The bad boy glared daggers at me the entire time, while I huddled to the side, not daring to say a word.

	The handsome guy cradled the bad boy's pig-head face and said mournfully, "Son, from now on Dad will never again use your profile picture to flirt with girls all over town…"

	The bad boy's face went iron-gray.

	"So it was YOU, you little punk, impersonating me to flirt with girls."

	The handsome guy froze stiff.

	I reminded the bad boy quietly, "Your back isn't healed, don't move around."

	The handsome guy had a revelation and crowed at the bad boy, "Theo Lane, if you've got the guts, jump up and hit me!"

	The bad boy gave a sinister smile. "Happy to oblige."

	And then I watched the bad boy spring up off the bed…

	And then…

	The handsome guy's wails filled the room. "Dad's sorry! I was wrong!"

	


Chapter 7

	That night, our little fiasco got posted to the campus confession page, complete with running commentary from enthusiastic gossips.

	When I saw the "Domineering CEO Falls for Me" plotline my roommates had concocted in the comments, I was speechless with rage in that hospital room.

	When I got back, I was absolutely deleting every last one of their CEO-romance fanfics!

	Theo Lane was the campus bad boy of State U's computer science college—quick-witted, with looks and a physique that were second to none.

	Rumor around school used to be that his girlfriend was the campus queen, Lena Fairchild.

	After this incident, I took Lena's place as his new rumored girlfriend.

	Under my roommates' "sincere" cheerleading, public opinion actually started tilting my way.

	Some even claimed Theo Lane had secretly loved me for years, fabricating all kinds of "evidence" out of thin air.

	In the hospital room, Theo's dorm-mates read the comments and laughed mercilessly, "Hahaha."

	I curled up in the corner, not daring to make a sound.

	Suddenly, Lena Fairchild parachuted into the comments.

	"Could everyone please stop making things up? Theo and I are doing great. There's no third party."

	That one line was like tossing a huge bundle of dry kindling onto a blaze; the gossip-fire of State U's night owls roared even higher.

	I instinctively looked at Theo and asked, uncertain, "Are you a married man?"

	Theo pressed his lips together, the corners drooping.

	"Do I look like one?"

	I nodded. "Yes."

	Theo looked like he'd swallowed a fly, his expression downright awful.

	Just then, Lena added another comment: "Don't you all know Theo got into a fight standing up for me? Stop spinning lies!"

	The comments erupted into another round of verbal warfare.

	Before long, the confession page deleted the viral post.

	Suddenly, Theo's phone rang.

	He glanced at the screen and hung up, irritated.

	I asked carefully, "Your girlfriend?"

	Theo gave me a sidelong look. "Spam call."

	"Oh."

	I made a bold guess that the call just now had been from Lena.

	Tsk.

	Players these days.

	


Chapter 19

	After Theo took the love letter, I had insomnia all night, staring blankly at our chat window.

	That jittery feeling carried over into the next day.

	My strategist looked at my empty chat window, fresh out of ideas, and could only wish me luck.

	That evening, the college group chat suddenly exploded—Aaron had gotten caught in a badger-game scam soliciting an escort and swindled out of seven hundred bucks!

	Word was that by the time the advisor arrived on the scene, Aaron was down to nothing but his underwear.

	Aaron flatly denied soliciting anyone, insisting to the death that I'd set him up, and posted chat logs on the campus wall to clear his name.

	I wasn't about to take it lying down and laid out the whole sequence of events.

	While the comment section was at war, Lena parachuted in again, bringing her paid trolls to smear me as morally loose.

	Just then, someone recognized that the DM account I'd posted was Theo's and immediately @'d him.

	Theo didn't respond.

	For some reason, I felt a pang of disappointment.

	My roommates, keyboards in hand, methodically refuted Lena's lies under my strategist's command.

	Suddenly, the confession page got another post—a verified submission from Theo himself.

	He'd traced the IP address of the account hacker. It was in the women's dorm of Building 8 at State U.

	That same night, the badger-game crew was successfully caught and confessed to their crimes without reservation.

	The ringleader stated at the police station that the one who'd hired them was none other than Lena Fairchild.

	Lena had only told them to "teach the person in Room 405 a little lesson"—but never specified whether it was a man or a woman…

	Somehow this news made its way around campus, and Lena's good-girl persona shattered completely.

	After the dust settled, Theo messaged me.

	"Tomorrow at noon. Let's meet."
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