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Chapter 9

By then, he had probably just finished talking to me and gone back to sort through the things I’d returned, so I hadn’t looked at my phone yet.

The message said:

Don’t delete me yet.

When I checked the time, it was already around ten-thirty.

No message. No call.

If this had happened before, Adrian would’ve lost his temper by now. He would’ve called, pushed, demanded an explanation.

But tonight, there was nothing.

Maybe he really had accepted that I was done.

Thinking about it that way, I should have felt relieved. Instead, my chest only felt strangely hollow.

I had already made myself clear. He should have understood what I meant. There was nothing left to say, and there was no reason for him to keep chasing after me.

I stared at my phone for a long time, but the screen stayed dark.

Not long after, I got a call from my faculty advisor.

She asked a few questions about work, then, after a pause, started talking to me more seriously.

She said she’d always hoped I would have a better future.

After hanging up, she sent me Adrian’s contact through the messaging app.

“Add him,” she wrote. “If there’s a suitable opportunity, you can talk.”

I replied, Okay, but I never added him.

Later, the senior alumna called too. She sighed and tried to persuade me. She said that while I was still young, maybe I would run into





















Chapter 11

By then, the others at the table were already chatting with him like they knew him well, joking around, asking him questions, teasing out bits and pieces of his life. Even our advisor seemed especially warm toward him.

He didn’t say much, but every now and then he’d answer with a faint smile.

He was handsome enough that it made people want to look at him again.

I lowered my eyes and gave a small smile too, though I couldn’t have said why. Something about him had stirred a strange feeling in me.

Not long after, I felt my phone vibrate on the table.

I picked it up and glanced at the screen.

A new message had come in.

Xu: Your lucky charm.

I paused.

I hadn’t even saved his contact yet, but somehow I knew immediately it was him.

At the time, I had just graduated from college and gone to a concert with a friend.

After the show, everyone was pushing toward the exit. I got separated from my friend in the crowd, and when I turned around, I accidentally crashed straight into someone and twisted my ankle.

That someone had been him.

After helping me up, he asked if I was all right, then took me to the hospital and paid all my medical expenses.

I’d felt awful about it. The accident had clearly been my fault, yet he’d handled everything for me. It didn’t sit right.

So after we left the hospital, I insisted on getting his contact information.

When I sent him the money back, I casually added, “You seem like a really kind person. And honestly, you’re pretty good-looking too.”

He replied, “Oh? How many other good-looking guys do you have on your list?”

I said, “Before this, I hadn’t met many.”

After a brief pause, he answered, “Then it looks like I’m lucky. At least I got to be the first.”

I stared at that message for a long time, not sure what to say.

Then I smiled and typed back, “Since that’s the case, Lucky Charm, how about this—I hope the next time we meet, you’ll still be willing to help me out.”

I sent him my username on the messaging app a moment later.

Not long after, he accepted the request and sent me a short reply.

Lucky Charm: If you need anything in the future, you can come to me. You’re welcome.

I replied with a simple, “Okay.”

Not long after that, we set a time and place to meet.

I needed to go back to campus to take care of a few school-related things, and afterward I still had to make a trip to the hospital.

On the way, I ran into Vanessa.

She greeted me first.

“Hey. I heard you and Adrian are back in touch?”

The question caught me off guard. For a second, I didn’t know what she was getting at.
Chapter 12

So I only said, “We’ve talked a little. Why?”

She gave a small smile, but it didn’t quite reach her eyes. “Nothing. I just heard he’s been asking around about you lately. Seems pretty serious this time.”

I said nothing.

To be honest, after everything that had happened, I couldn’t even laugh at a line like that anymore.

She probably noticed how flat my expression was, because the smile faded from her face too.

Maybe she had only meant to test the waters. Seeing that I clearly didn’t want to talk, she started to leave.

Then, after only a few steps, she turned back as if she’d suddenly remembered something.

“Oh, right,” she said. “Did he ever show you that recording?”

I looked at her. “What recording?”

Her gaze flickered. She lowered her head slightly, like she was weighing whether to say more.

In the end, she didn’t explain. She just gave me a long look and left with the friend who had come with her.

I had barely gone far myself when my phone rang.

It was an unfamiliar number, local, nothing saved in my contacts.

Without thinking much, I answered.

The voice on the other end was female.

Soft, hesitant, carrying a kind of intimate caution that made me frown before she even finished her first sentence.

“Hi… is this Claire? Sorry for calling out of nowhere. Could we talk for a minute?”

I didn’t recognize the voice.

“Who is this?”

There was a pause, and then she let out a quiet breath. “You probably don’t know me. I’m calling because of Adrian. I was going to let it go, but after thinking about it, I felt like I should tell you the truth.”

I tightened my grip on the phone.

The woman bit out the next words carefully, as if she was afraid of saying them wrong.

“I’m his ex.”

I stopped walking.

She continued in a rush, like once she’d started, she couldn’t stop.

“A few days ago, didn’t you send the money back to him? He came to find me after that. He’d been in a terrible mood. When he got downstairs, he only told me a little, and even then he didn’t really say much. But these past few days he hasn’t been himself at all. He hasn’t been able to sleep, barely eats, and honestly, I couldn’t stand watching it anymore. I shouldn’t have called, but I really can’t keep pretending I know nothing.”

My lips pressed together.

After a moment, I asked, “What exactly are you trying to say?”

She was silent for a beat, then sighed, sounding like she had finally made up her mind.

“I’m going to send you a video,” she said quietly. “Once you watch it… you’ll understand.”

The video recording was a little blurry.

I tapped it open.

At the start, the camera was pointed at the floor, probably turned on by accident. A few girls were chatting nearby, gossiping about someone’s ex and whether she was prettier.
Chapter 14

As if after all these years, I was only just now seeing the real him for the first time.

He was quiet for a second, then laughed softly. “It’s fine.”

His voice was low and rough, and in the middle of the night it carried a faint, almost impossible tenderness.

“Claire,” he said.

The instant he said my name, my heart clenched.

“I should’ve told you this a long time ago.”

The night wind brushed against my face, cold enough to sting.

But I never turned around.

I just kept gripping my phone, thinking about the payment transfers, the money he’d sent, and all the things he’d said to me before.

And then I heard him say, softly, almost like a sigh,

“It’s okay if you can’t forgive me.”

I lowered my head and bit down hard on my lip. “Adrian, there’s no need for this.”

As soon as I said it, before he could respond, I hung up.

Then I sat there by myself for a long time, unable to move.

I was already tired enough. I didn’t have the strength to untangle feelings this messy anymore, let alone listen to him say things like that and pretend they meant nothing.

I had no idea what had gotten into Adrian.

After that night, he started showing up in front of me almost every day.

He looked nothing like the easygoing man I used to know. His brows were always drawn tight, and every time he saw me, he stared as if he were holding back something fierce and desperate.

I thought I’d already rejected him clearly enough, brutally enough.

But he seemed determined to dig in and stay put. He even held his phone out to me one day and made me look at the call history.

“Can we not do this?” I said, exhausted. “What exactly are you trying to do?”

His eyes stayed fixed on me. “If you won’t let me in, then I’ll just keep talking.”

I felt helpless and irritated at the same time. The past was the past. We were adults now. If we couldn’t be together, then we couldn’t. Why did it have to turn into this?

“What is there left to say?” I asked. “Why are you making this so hard?”

Those things had happened. I hadn’t made them up. Wasn’t that true?

He’d had that phone call with Vanessa. He’d stayed tangled up with her. Even when he was with me, hadn’t there still been something unresolved between them? That was why, when I’d seen those signs, I’d forced myself to step back. I didn’t want to be ridiculous. I didn’t want to be the only one in a relationship who didn’t know what role she was really playing.

Adrian froze for a second, like he finally understood what I meant.

After a long pause, he let out a breath and said hoarsely, “Claire, how many times do I have to tell you? All of that was bullshit. There was never anything between Vanessa and me after we ended.”
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