
Chapter 2

	As for how I remembered any of this?

	Let's just say the internet has a memory now. Someone uploaded the video of me drunkenly losing it on Adrian Locke's stream.

	The clip cut off right at his line: "Who are you?"

	When I woke up hungover, my phone had long since died and shut itself off.

	Like even it couldn't bear to watch me make a fool of myself.

	And that very night, two hashtags shot straight to number one and two on the trending list.

	Number one: #PiningIsSoFreakingExhausting

	Number two: #AdrianLockeHoggingTheSpotDoingNothing

	When my phone powered on, Wendy had already carpet-bombed me first thing in the morning, all of it useless: "hahahahaha."

	Full of resentment, I blocked her. And she's the one with the literature degree—couldn't string together a coherent sentence.

	She called me. "Babe, is the girl on the trending list you?"

	I answered with iron certainty: "Of course not."

	Wendy: "Hahahaha, who do you think you're fooling? That's obviously your voice. You denying it makes it even funnier."

	Deadpan, I said, "Wendy. Block warning."

	She caught her breath enough to stop. "Seriously though, babe, you really splurge for your dream guy. A single gift on his channel isn't cheap, and you sent a hundred just like that."

	Wendy's words snapped me awake. Right—what money did I send those gifts with?

	"Why were we drinking yesterday?"

	Wendy said, "Didn't you say your boss gave you a bonus, and then…"

	Staring at my account balance of $2.32, I asked, heart turned to ash, "Where's my bonus?"

	"Don't tell me it all went to Adrian Locke."

	I swear I heard the sound of cute little dresses, makeup, fancy French dinners, afternoon teas, and trendy restaurants all waving me goodbye.

	After a pause, Wendy said, "There's a high school reunion tonight. Come. I'm worried you won't be able to afford food for the next month."

	


Chapter 3

	That evening, Wendy came to pick me up from my place for the reunion.

	"After payday and the credit card bill I don't have much left, but let me transfer you two grand to tide you over?"

	I shook my head. "I've decided—after I eat tonight's dinner, I'm going to go to war with Adrian Locke and make him refund me, no matter what."

	"You're not afraid of dying of embarrassment?"

	I let out a soft sigh, wearing the look of someone who'd seen through the vanity of the world. "There's a kind of death even scarier than embarrassment."

	"What?"

	"Dying broke."

	For this month's bonus, I'd throw away whatever dignity I had left.

	When we got to the restaurant, I pushed open the private room door with the swagger of someone ready to eat a whole cow.

	Adrian Locke—and every man who wasn't Adrian Locke—turned to look at me in unison.

	My hand twitched, and I shut the door again.

	Wendy and I stared at each other. I glared at her. "What's going on? Didn't you tell me Adrian Locke never comes to reunions?"

	Wendy was dumbfounded too. "He never has before."

	I'd shut the door in front of everyone, and standing in the hallway wasn't an option either. I steadied my breathing and pushed it open with a beaming smile. "Hi, everyone. Long time no see."

	It was the old class president who broke the ice, as usual. "Cassie, you've changed so much—you're so pretty now we barely recognized you."

	At his words, the frozen classmates slowly nodded. "Oh my god, it really is Cassie. You're stunning now."

	"Cassie, you're so hard to get—you never came to a single reunion before."

	I smiled and acknowledged their greetings one by one, casually letting my gaze sweep toward Adrian Locke as if I didn't care.

	He watched me with no real expression, his bone structure superb, his eyes pitch-black, that damnable allure radiating off his whole body.

	He probably hadn't recognized me. I quietly let out a breath—half happy, half sad.

	People with crushes are like this, all twisted up: hoping the other person knows, and hoping they don't.

	


Chapter 4

	I sat across from Adrian Locke, every so often colliding with his faint gaze, which sent the long-dead little deer in my heart ricocheting around again.

	Wendy, the moment she laid eyes on Adrian Locke, seemed to lose all higher brain function—head down, fighting laughter, trembling like she was having a seizure.

	The class president raised his glass. "Today might be the fullest turnout Class Twelve has ever had—even Adrian and Cassie made it. Let's all drink to that."

	I agonized for a while, then raised my juice and silently clinked it through the air toward Adrian.

	The class president, true to his reputation as the best at stirring things up, launched into conversation the moment he sat down.

	"Honestly, Adrian, I figured you wouldn't come today—you're a big streamer now. You were even trending last night."

	Beside me, Wendy, who'd just caught her breath, ducked her head again, shaking even harder.

	I hid my head too—only Wendy was stifling laughter, and I was wincing.

	Adrian's lips curved faintly, his cool, clear voice landing straight in my ears: "I won't be."

	At that topic, the table livened up: "Hey, Adrian, did you figure out who that girl was last night? You've got to track her down and thank her—she got you a million followers overnight."

	Maybe it was my imagination, but I kept feeling Adrian's gaze drift my way, on purpose or not.

	He definitely didn't know it was me. I carefully reviewed everything since I'd walked in—I'd done almost nothing suspicious.

	They kept at it. "Yeah, Adrian, you've got to find her, so we can all see what kind of remarkable woman she is."

	Just as I was sweating it, not joining their conversation, Wendy gave me a hard kick under the table.

	"Ow!"

	I cried out, and the whole table turned to me at once.

	Holding back the pain, I nodded blankly. "Oh, yes, yes, definitely have to find her and thank her properly."

	Adrian looked into my eyes, his black gaze without a ripple. "Don't worry. I'll definitely track that person down and show you all."

	I guiltily avoided his eyes and nodded. "That's, that's the spirit."

	


Chapter 5

	I ate that whole meal without tasting a thing, my eat-a-whole-cow mood shattered to pieces by Adrian Locke's presence.

	I sampled a few dishes lightly, then dabbed my mouth.

	When someone asked why I wasn't eating, I said primly that I was full.

	Mid-meal, someone asked, "Cassie, you're not exactly skinny—how do you eat so little?"

	"Not exactly skinny"?

	I looked at the woman who'd spoken; her innocent expression reeked of fake sweetness.

	"Not like me—I eat whatever and never gain weight."

	I nudged Wendy under the table and shot her a look: Stop laughing, you, I'm getting roasted here.

	Wendy finally recovered her higher functions and united with me against the enemy. "Are you kidding? Cassie's five-seven and under a hundred and ten pounds—you call that fat? Besides, our Cassie just has a great figure, curves and all, not like you, you string bean."

	I listened, deeply moved, and texted Wendy: "True bestie. Adrian Locke's here so I can't go too hard, but next time you run into a fake like her, I'll roast her into the ground."

	"How are you so vicious?"

	I looked at the woman, dredging up a name from memory: "Mandy, how much I eat and whether I'm fat is none of your business. I hope you'll mind your own."

	"Mandy" said through gritted teeth, "It's Chloe."

	I blinked. "Sorry about that. Didn't catch your name."

	Wendy gave me a thumbs-up under the table.

	I smiled smugly. After all these years, I'd seen every kind of fake there was—Chloe's little tricks weren't worth my time.

	When I happened to glance up, my eyes met Adrian Locke's, and—maybe I imagined it—I thought I caught a trace of a smile on his refined face.

	I looked up again, and that smile was like a small ripple on a calm sea, gone without a trace.

	


Chapter 8

	I didn't know whether to be more surprised that he remembered my name or that he smoked.

	It took me a while to remember that even if he smoked, it was none of my business.

	"How do you know my name?"

	Adrian Locke never got close to anyone in class. Once the prettiest girl in school asked to borrow a book, and he'd coldly asked who she was.

	Adrian looked at me, expression mild. "I have a good memory."

	I nodded and said nothing more, just looking at him.

	Maybe my eyes looked as pitiful as the puppy's in my arms, because he asked, "Why aren't you going home?"

	I lifted the puppy up and gave him a soft smile. "Want a puppy? It's very, very well-behaved."

	I don't know whether my smile was ill-timed, but he slowly exhaled a smoke ring, veiling that handsome face.

	He asked, "What's its name?"

	I didn't dare say it didn't have one yet, afraid Adrian would decide naming it was too much trouble and not take it.

	"Wonder. It's a boy."

	It was a wonder I'd found the puppy today; an even bigger wonder that Adrian Locke had spoken to me first.

	Adrian nodded, dropped the cigarette and stamped it out, then turned and went into the convenience store.

	I didn't know what he was doing, so I just sat on the chair and waited.

	The puppy looked at me with its dark, shiny eyes. Happily, I stroked its head. "You'll have a home now."

	It stuck out its little pink tongue and licked all over my face, unbearably ticklish.

	In my peripheral vision I realized Adrian Locke had been standing at the door for a while, watching the two of us.

	My face went red, and I pulled the enthusiastic puppy away.

	Adrian produced a plastic bag and gestured for me to put the puppy inside.

	"In, in here?"

	"Where else?" Adrian frowned slightly. "Did you expect me to carry it home in my arms?"

	"No, no, no." Adrian agreeing to keep it already made me happy enough; I wouldn't dare ask for anything more.

	I set the puppy in the plastic bag, and it blinked up at me. I whispered goodbye to it.

	I stood and thanked Adrian. "Then I'll head home now."

	Adrian's brow furrowed again—or rather, it had never unfurrowed.

	Born into a family like that, how could he have so many worries?

	I turned to leave, my mind wandering.

	"Cassie."

	Unexpectedly, Adrian called me back, shaking the bag in his hand. "You're the one who found the dog. Don't tell me you don't plan to take care of it from now on?"

	Surprised, I said, "What—what do you mean?"

	Adrian took two steps forward. "I mean I can keep this little thing, but you have to be responsible for it with me."
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