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	First Edition

	
The boyfriend who'd just gotten into Harvard called to break up with me. He said every single second he'd spent with me made him want to throw up.

	He said it with a kind of relief on his face.

	A few years later, he was on his knees in my office lobby, begging me to lend him money.
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	The day Trevor's interview results came back, I was more nervous than he was. To avoid jinxing it, I didn't bring up the results.

	I cooked an entire spread. Then I couldn't reach him.

	I called. It rang forever before he picked up.

	Loud bar noise in the background.

	I was careful in case he'd bombed the interview.

	"Trevor. Where are you?"

	A long blare of feedback through the receiver, then his voice, slurred.

	"Who is this?"

	"Charlotte. Your girlfriend."

	His tone was annoyed.

	"What's it to you where I am?"

	He was drunk. I was worried.

	"It's okay if it didn't go well. Just come home, please."

	A sudden burst of laughter, getting louder. Vibrating through the phone.

	"Charlotte, what gives *you* the right to manage me? I got in.

	"I got into *Harvard.* Do you have any idea what that means?"

	The Trevor I knew was always composed. He'd never said a single ugly word in front of me. I went still.

	"Trevor, are you drunk?"

	He didn't acknowledge me. All the resentment he'd been holding came out at once.

	"Charlotte. You're not in my league anymore. I'm going to make real money. You'll still just be passing out your daddy's cash to people on the street. I'm not your pet dog anymore."

	People say drunk truths are real truths. I didn't know I'd been a leash to him this whole time.

	My family had money. I had never once treated Trevor like he was bought.

	Some part of me still hoped.

	"Where are you? I'll come."

	No reply. Then — a woman's voice, unfamiliar, syrupy.

	"Mr. Mason. There you are. I got the room."

	It hadn't taken him twenty-four hours to start cashing in on *Mr. Mason.*
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	I didn't sleep. My eyes were red. Every good memory we'd had paraded through my head.

	I refused to believe it. I sat on the couch waiting for him.

	The food on the table went cold. Every reassuring thing I'd planned to say turned into a joke.

	I don't know how long it was before I heard the keypad lock unlock.

	Trevor walked in. His tie was crooked. A bright lipstick print on the white collar. New stubble.

	"Charlotte. What are you —"

	He saw me, panic flickering, then something almost satisfied underneath.

	"Where were you last night?"

	My voice was a wreck.

	He looked away.

	"Nowhere."

	He tried to move past me.

	I caught his sleeve.

	"As your *girlfriend,* I don't get to know where you've been?"

	He shoved me. Anger out of nowhere — but not really out of nowhere.

	"I told you yesterday. We're done."

	"What happened to us? We were fine —"

	I was still lying to myself.

	"Charlotte. Since we're being honest. Every second I spent with you made me sick. You are the person I hate most in the world."

	The words went into my head and dissipated into nothing. All I could see was the smear of red lipstick on his white collar.

	"You and her —"

	He noticed me staring at the collar.

	"Yeah. I slept with her."

	"You wouldn't put out. I had to get it somewhere."

	I slapped him before I knew my hand had moved.

	He laughed, a single sound.

	"Consider us even. For all your *handouts.* I don't owe you anything now."

	For all my handouts. For not owing me anything.

	"When did it start?"

	I had to know.

	"What?"

	"When did you start hating me?"

	I couldn't believe he'd been with me the entire time hating me. That every minute had been a performance.

	He pulled at his tie like it was choking him.

	He ripped it off. Exhaled. Free of it.

	"From the second you started planning my meals. Tracking my study schedule. Limiting my downtime. Setting up coffees with people *you* decided I should know. I hated you running my life. I wanted a *girlfriend.* Not a mother."

	I was shaking.

	"Then if you hated it, why didn't you break up with me sooner?"

	His mouth opened and closed. Nothing came out.

	I laughed.

	Everything I'd done — moved only me.

	I'd always known Trevor felt his potential was being wasted. He resented his undergraduate school. He looked down on everyone who'd gone there, including himself.

	He had a dream of breaking out. He also had no discipline. He'd play video games for sixteen hours at a stretch. He ate garbage. He had constant stomach problems.

	How was *that* going to get him into Harvard.

	I'd gently suggested he uninstall the games. He had. I'd started waking him up at six every morning. I'd taught myself to cook from YouTube — turning out one charcoal dinner after another until I could feed him properly. I'd worried about his undergraduate pedigree dragging down his application, so I'd introduced him to professors my family knew.

	I'd cooked myself into his mother.

	And every word he'd offered back had been a lie.
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	I walked out of his apartment without seeing the world. My phone rang. I saw who and answered.

	"Dad. What's up?"

	His voice was warm.

	"Charlie. What's wrong? You sound hoarse."

	I coughed.

	"Nothing. A cold."

	"Take care of yourself. Wear a jacket."

	"Okay okay, I won't lecture you. I heard Trevor got in. If he keeps it up, I'm not going to fight it anymore. Bring him by sometime so your mom and I can actually meet him."

	I started crying. Couldn't stop.

	My parents had never liked Trevor — not because of his family, but because they thought he was unfocused and not sincere with me.

	They'd said: you only see a man's real heart when he gets what he wants.

	I'd sworn up and down that Trevor was the most loving person to me on earth besides them.

	He hadn't even *got* what he wanted yet. He'd already dumped me.

	I was grateful I'd listened to one piece of their advice. I'd told Trevor my family had "a little money." I had not told him that Lane Holdings was a publicly traded company on the NYSE.

	"Did he hurt you?

	"I'm coming."

	I hadn't kept it together.

	"We broke up.

	"I'm fine. Don't come."

	He came anyway. He was rolling up his sleeves to go upstairs and beat Trevor's face in. I stopped him.

	"Dad. Let it go."

	He didn't go up. He looked at me. He started to say something. Then didn't.

	When I looked at him I lost my words.

	When had my dad's hair gone this gray? Were those wrinkles always there?

	"Lessons make us wiser. My Charlie is wonderful. She's going to find someone real."

	I turned to the window.

	I'd never cared about school. I'd coasted through college. I had a soft, comfortable view of myself and the world. I'd treated my own life like nothing could really break.

	I'd even treated Trevor like a *fallback.*

	4

	Graduation came. Trevor was named outstanding senior, the professors' darling, the campus celebrity.

	"Mr. Mason. Photo together? So I can tell people I have a Harvard friend."

	I could hear his crowd from across the courtyard.

	Trevor was glowing, his head visibly turned by it.

	"That scumbag. What does he have to be cocky about? You're the reason he got in."

	Maya was staring daggers at him. She'd have lasered him through her eyes if she could.

	Maybe Trevor saw us looking. He turned and walked over.

	"Charlotte. Photo with me.

	"For old times' sake — if you ever need anything, I'll help where I can."

	He hadn't even started grad school yet and he was already doing the *I'm-bigger-than-you* routine.

	I had nothing in me.

	"Pass. Out of my league."

	"Don't be so absolute. What if one day you regret —"

	Maya stepped in front of me.

	"The only thing she regrets is meeting *you,* asshole."

	"I wasn't talking to you. Maya. Step back."

	He must never have been told off before. Maya let one rip.

	"Are you deaf or just stupid?"

	His face flickered with embarrassment. His voice got loud.

	"Could you act like you have any class?"

	People were ringing us, eager for a free show.

	"How's *this* for class?"

	I cut Maya off before she could keep going.

	"Trevor. I'm not going to regret this. You will."

	I pulled her away.

	After graduation my dad picked me up. The trunk was full of my boxes.

	We were just pulling out when Trevor walked past with a glamorous woman on his arm.

	She spoke loudly, contempt at me, sweetness at him.

	"You said your ex's family was rich? That car looks pretty average to me.

	"Trevor — once you've got that Harvard degree, you'll be making real money. You'll get any car you want."

	"Be discreet."

	He said *discreet,* but his mouth was curling up.

	"Dad. Drive."

	Performative shit-talk. Pointless.
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	"Charlotte. Still here?"

	It was Sandra, one of the senior women at my company. She handed me a couple of small dinner rolls.

	"Just finishing something up."

	She lowered her voice.

	"You're the hardest working of any of the new ones. At this rate you'll be running things."

	"Thanks, Sandra."

	I smiled.

	I hadn't told anyone the company was my family's. I'd taken an entry-level position after graduation. After six months I knew most of my floor — Sandra included.

	I went home, washed up, got in bed.

	The college class group chat had suddenly come back to life. Red dots stacking up. They were planning a reunion.

	I scrolled. The topic, predictably, was Trevor.

	When he'd first gotten into Harvard the chat had been a feast of flattery for weeks before quieting down.

	Now it had restarted. I scrolled up through the messages.

	"Of course he hasn't forgotten his classmates — that's the Mr. Mason we know."

	"Mr. Mason, do you remember me? I sat behind you in Macro."

	"I was in the dorm next to yours."

	Every closet ghost was crawling out.

	To be fair, it was understandable. We'd been at an average school. A Harvard admit comes along once a generation. Once you've graduated and started living the actual American economy, the dream of having a Harvard MBA in your contacts gets a lot more appealing.

	I scrolled past, then noticed the energy abruptly shift.

	A message had landed:

	**Don't forget me Mr. Mason, you borrowed $10K from me back then, don't worry about paying it back, just remember me…**

	The flattery had backfired. Trevor was furious.

	"What is wrong with you? Bringing up ancient history?"

	You could feel the rage through the screen.

	Which was, basically, confirming he had borrowed the money…

	The world really does belong to whoever lends it.

	But I clearly remembered Trevor's family being fine. He'd never asked *me* for money. When had he ever needed to borrow?

	After several "sorry sorry, shouldn't have mentioned it" apologies the thing got buried, and the chat got jolly again.

	I was about to close it when Trevor pinged me directly.

	**@Charlotte. You're coming, right?**

	I stared. Why on earth did he want his ex-girlfriend to come watch him be a big deal?

	I was about to decline.

	**Or are you too embarrassed to face me as the ex?**

	That landed. Reflex.

	**Wouldn't miss congratulating Mr. Mason in person.**

	I'd hit send before I caught up.

	I wasn't sorry.

	These six months I'd done well.

	Before, I'd spent all my time on Trevor and let myself go. After we broke up I started doing my own hair, my own face, my own clothes. Carefully.

	Living for me was so much better than constantly performing for someone else.
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	The night of the reunion I committed. I drove the Maserati. I did my face. I picked a dress that read quietly expensive.

	When I walked into the private room there was a crowd around Trevor. The door opened — he looked up. Disbelief crossed his face for a second.

	He had a different woman next to him this time. Just as glossy, just as obvious.

	Same model, new color.

	So this was his actual type all along.

	"Charlotte! Get over here — you're stunning, I didn't even recognize you."

	It was the class president from college, waving me over.

	I smiled at him.

	Up close Trevor looked very different. His hair was gelled back. It didn't match his slightly boyish face. There was a CEO smile pasted on. He was eating the compliments without even pretending modesty.

	"Congratulations, Mr. Mason."

	Anyone could say it.

	Before Trevor could respond his date gasped.

	"Oh my god — you drove the Maserati?

	"Is that a Birkin? The discontinued color?

	"Are those *Loubs* —"

	The keys in my hand, the bag on my arm — every accessory became a topic.

	Trevor's face went black. He smiled with no warmth.

	"Thank you. For the congratulations."

	The noise was giving me a headache. I excused myself to the bathroom.

	I hadn't even cleared the door when I heard voices by the sinks.

	"Trevor looks like the king of the world. He's actually bottom of his Harvard cohort."

	I stopped.

	Another voice picked up.

	"Yeah I heard he failed two courses."

	"Tracks. He's a dog. Look at the woman he's with — different one every time."

	"And the borrowing thing — I didn't say it
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