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Chapter 9

He compared the two accounts carefully. The content was almost exactly the same. If the profile pictures and names had been different, he would have thought he was seeing things.

But it didn’t take long for him to spot the pattern.

Every update Chloe Bennett posted went up ten or fifteen minutes before Vanessa Cole posted the same thing. Even this post about being sick had appeared five minutes earlier on Chloe’s account.

His fingers hovered over both chat windows.

In his mind, the girl from the campus café kept resurfacing—that shy, gentle smile, soft enough to linger.

A moment later, Adrian made his choice.

He opened my chat and sent a message.

“Chloe, I’m sending some things over for you by same-day delivery. Is it okay if you give me your dorm address at Clearwater University?”

When the shopping bags and delivery boxes were carried into the dorm suite, Hannah was the first one to rush over.

“Whoa, Chloe.” She crouched beside one of the bags, eyes sparkling. “Did your boyfriend buy all this for you?”

I denied it immediately. “He’s not my boyfriend. He’s just... a friend I met recently.”

Hannah slipped her arm through mine and lowered her voice in exaggerated secrecy. “Chloe, my best friend from the art department was leaving campus last weekend, and she saw a luxury car waiting for you outside the main gate. She said the guy inside was ridiculously handsome too. Spill. Are you secretly dating someone behind our backs?”

The moment she said that, Adrian’s face flashed through my mind—those sharp, polished features, that effortlessly gentle manner.

Heat rushed straight to my cheeks.

“We haven’t made anything official,” I said softly. “Don’t make stuff up.”

“He picked you up and you’re still saying it’s not official?” Hannah said, her voice rising. “My friend said that car had to be worth at least half a million dollars.”

The words half a million hit Vanessa like a live wire.

She shot me a scornful look and let out a cold little laugh. “Please. No matter how rich he is, he can’t compare to my boyfriend.”

Hannah answered, not too loudly and not too softly, “Vanessa, none of us have ever even seen your boyfriend.”

Vanessa’s hand stiffened.

Right. Forget us—she hadn’t even seen him herself.

A flicker of panic crossed her face.

Over the past week, Adrian’s attitude toward her had obviously gone cold. She could send ten messages and get one or two replies at most. Just earlier, she’d sent him a pathetic little text—Adrian, babe, I caught a cold. I feel awful~—and two hours later, he still hadn’t responded.

Even someone as slow to catch on as Vanessa had started to realize something was wrong.
Chapter 11

[And they're meeting at that French revolving restaurant overlooking the whole city skyline. So romantic.]

[Wait. Is the villainess side character going on a date too? I think I heard her telling her roommates she was meeting someone tonight.]

[Please. No matter who she's seeing, there's no way he compares to Adrian Sterling.]

Was that so?

What if the man I was meeting... was the same one Vanessa was?

Vanessa spent the entire afternoon in a frenzy.

She yanked every piece of clothing out of her closet, tried them on one after another, then finally settled on a loose trench coat that hid her figure. Standing in front of the mirror, she kept murmuring encouragement to herself.

Hannah leaned against the desk and sighed dramatically. “So both of you have dates tonight, huh? That leaves just me and Faye holding down the dorm.”

Vanessa shot me a disdainful glance. “Please. I’m going to the most expensive restaurant in the city, not some roadside dump.”

Hannah rolled her eyes, then scooted closer to me. “Chloe, when you meet that almost-boyfriend tonight, you better lock him down.”

My face warmed. “Don’t be ridiculous. We’re not even close to that.”

Vanessa tossed her hair, grabbed her bag, and swept out, slamming the door behind her.

About fifteen minutes later, I left the dorm building too.

Tonight, the floating comments were scrolling faster than ever.

By the time Vanessa got out of her cab in front of Vchuchoter, the comments were nearly layered on top of each other. She nervously straightened her clothes, then looked up—and immediately spotted the tall, handsome man standing at the restaurant entrance.

It was him. Exactly like his photos.

And in his hands was a huge bouquet of roses.

Vanessa’s eyes curved with delight. Adrian had been a little cold lately, but clearly he still cared about her. The red roses were lush and vivid, every bloom full and perfect. Even at a glance, they looked expensive.

The floating comments piled on with excited shrieks:

[The iconic scene is here! Everybody get in here!]

[After the heroine confesses who she really is, the male lead is shocked at first, then accepts it. Their first in-person meeting is a success, and the sugar starts right away!]

[Come on, girl! Be brave and tell him who you are!]

Adrian stood there holding the roses, looking around from side to side. His gaze passed over Vanessa more than once, only to slide away again without the slightest reaction.

Still, Vanessa gathered her courage and walked up to him. Tilting her face up shyly, she said, “Adrian... it’s me. I’m HappyGirl.”
Chapter 12

Adrian Sterling was stunned.

He had been standing there for a while already. He’d noticed this ordinary-looking girl in passing and assumed she was just someone walking by. It never occurred to him that she was actually the “HappyGirl” he’d been talking to for the past two months.

His gaze dropped over Vanessa Cole, sizing her up. She was a little chubby, and at best, kind of cute.

He wasn’t the type to judge people purely by looks. But before this, he’d fallen asleep more than once staring at Chloe Bennett’s selfies. He’d seen Chloe in person too. And over the past week, after spending so much time talking with her, he had only become more certain that she and “HappyGirl” were nothing alike.

Chloe seemed shy and reserved at first glance, but once you really talked to her, she was sharp, funny, and effortlessly engaging. Without even realizing when it had happened, he had already lost all interest in chatting with Vanessa. His whole heart had shifted to Chloe instead.

When Adrian still didn’t respond, Vanessa twisted her fingers together, panic creeping across her face. She forced herself to speak again.

“Adrian... I’m sorry. I used someone else’s photos to deceive you before, but my feelings for you were real. Can you forgive me?”

Adrian didn’t move.

The deep crease between his brows gave away the disgust he was trying to hide. If he had never met Chloe, maybe he would have forced himself to deal with the girl in front of him. But now his mind was full of Chloe. The only reason he had agreed to meet Vanessa today was to make things clear in person.

The floating comments, completely oblivious to how reluctant he was, kept rushing past one after another.

[Come on, male lead! Forgive our heroine already!]

[Stop hesitating! Give her the roses and tell her you don’t care about appearances!]

[Are we finally getting the sweet payoff tonight?]

[Wait—why is the villainess side character here too?]

Across the crowd, Adrian Sterling spotted me at once.

“Chloe!” he called out before he could stop himself.

Vanessa went rigid like she was facing an enemy. She spun toward me and stared, trying to block his line of sight with her body. “Chloe Bennett? What are you doing here?”

Then she let out a cold laugh. “What, did you hear I was dating a rich boyfriend and chase after us on purpose? Are you trying to steal him from me?”

The floating comments immediately piled on with her.

[Exactly! What is the villainess side character doing here?]

[I remember a scene like this from the book. The male lead does meet her later, and yeah, he’s stunned for a second—but then he forgets all about her.]

[She definitely won’t be able to let go of a trust-fund heir this good. She’s probably about to run over and say the photos were hers, and then the male lead will humiliate her.]
Chapter 14

She looked wrecked. The moment she saw me, she exploded. “Chloe Bennett, Adrian dumped me. Happy now?”

I forced back my tears and looked at her stubbornly. “I never knew he was your boyfriend. You hadn’t even met him in person yourself, so how was I supposed to know who he was? I just ran into him by accident while I was working at the campus café.”

I paused, then added with deliberate confusion, “Although... I am curious. Why was he acting so weird the first time he saw me? Why did he keep trying to get close to me?”

Vanessa’s face changed instantly.

From the side, Hannah cut in, “Because you were catfishing him with Chloe’s photos, obviously. Then he met the actual girl in person—of course he couldn’t help coming over. If you’d used your own pictures in the first place, none of this would’ve happened.”

With the secret ripped open, Vanessa finally went quiet.

She only shot me a venomous glare before climbing up to her top bunk. She tossed and turned for half the night, gripping her phone and sending message after message.

The next day was Saturday.

Normally I would’ve gone off campus for my shift at the café, but I didn’t leave at all. Instead, I slept beautifully and woke up refreshed. When I finally got out of bed and headed downstairs at ten, I saw Adrian standing outside the dorm building.

No idea how long he’d been waiting.

The instant our eyes met, I turned away so fast it almost gave me whiplash. I lowered my head and strode straight past him.

Adrian didn’t miss the redness in my eyes. As I passed, he caught my arm and said in a hoarse voice, “Chloe, I can explain. Please don’t block me, okay?”

I pulled free of his grip without looking at him. “Mr. Sterling, I never wanted to come between you and your girlfriend. Let’s just... pretend we never knew each other.”

Then I walked off, fast, leaving him nothing but my retreating back.

His hand stayed suspended in the air, grasping at nothing.

Through the dorm window, I could clearly see Vanessa’s face twisted with jealousy, glaring at me like she wanted to tear me apart. The sight left me feeling oddly refreshed. I let out a long, satisfied breath, headed out through the campus gates, and got on the bus.

The bus rattled and swayed toward the café downtown.

Behind it, a Maybach followed close the entire way, its sleek body impossible to miss. Adrian’s car. He kept pace with the bus at a slow crawl, trailing me the whole time.

I looked out the window as if I hadn’t noticed a thing.

Above the horizon, the floating comments were still scrolling by.

[What’s going on? Why is the male lead ignoring the female lead now? She wrote him a whole essay last night apologizing!]

[Exactly! Vanessa sent him a bunch of messages and he didn’t reply. And when he did, it was only one or two lines!]

[Oh, come on. He has a huge company to manage. How could he possibly answer her right away every time?]
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