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When the photo of my boyfriend hugging the prettiest girl in his department hit the campus confession page—handsome boy, beautiful girl—the comments underneath were a solid wall of "I ship it."

	The department beauty was even throwing shade on her own social media, hinting that I couldn't keep my man.

	Which was honestly such a misread. I'd have loved for the two of them to lock it down, so I could go run off into the sunset with my devoted younger guy.

	So I did the whole sequence, briskly: screenshot, repost, break up, block.

	1

	The first time Aiden Keller disappointed me was the day the student council met to plan the graduation party.

	During Truth or Dare.

	Maybe the lights overhead were too good at scrambling people's judgment, because the game drifted from harmless teasing to who'd dated the most people at once and how they'd managed their schedules without getting caught.

	By then I already wanted to leave. They couldn't actually think two-timing—three-timing—was hilarious, could they?

	My face must have soured, because Aiden tugged my hand and murmured in my ear, "Ten more minutes and we'll go. Be good."

	Everyone around us was a classmate; I didn't want to make a scene, so I grudgingly agreed.

	The next second, the bottle spun to Aiden. He glanced at me, then chose Dare.

	The dare: kiss a member of the opposite sex present.

	Aiden and I were a couple. Kiss someone of the opposite sex—naturally, that meant kiss me.

	Aiden gave a soft laugh and turned to kiss me. Then the person who'd just spoken added, lazily, "Who wants to watch you two lovebirds be gross? The dare target gets picked by the group, obviously."

	As she said it, she shot me an unmistakably nasty glance, and then, amid the crowd's egging-on, set her eyes on Aiden. "Aiden, kiss the girl across from you. One minute."

	The girl across from Aiden was a freshman in his department, Yvette Sinclair.

	Hearing this, the freshman's cheeks flushed. She stole a shy glance at Aiden, hesitant, but didn't refuse.

	I knew her. She was the beauty of their department. Word was that the day she enrolled she fell for Aiden at first sight, and later chased him all the way into student council—a real portrait of devotion.

	Seeing Aiden not react, the girl who'd proposed the dare scoffed. "Aiden's not going to be a sore sport, is he?"

	The drink had everyone loose; for a moment they forgot all restraint and started clamoring at him. "Go on, Aiden, what kind of man dawdles like this?"

	"Aiden's not actually chickening out, is he?"

	A few sober ones cut in at the right moment. "His girlfriend's right there—pick a different dare!"

	"Oh come on, it's just a game, she won't mind."

	"Right, right, don't be a buzzkill—he can kneel on a washboard to make it up to you tonight."

	The urging and the excuses washed over me; I stayed unmoved, only lifting my eyes to Aiden—and found him watching me too, perfectly composed, as if whether or not this dare went ahead didn't concern him in the slightest.

	His attitude gave me the illusion that it was entirely my call, so I shook my head at him. "I don't agree."

	Dare or game, whatever—that was my boyfriend, and I would not allow him to kiss another girl for any reason.

	He already had a girlfriend. I wanted him to keep a clear sense of boundaries with other women.

	Aiden leaned close and pinched my cheek. "It's just a game. Be good, don't be mad."

	Listening to his offhand words, I started to doubt whether I was the one blowing things out of proportion.

	He rose from his seat, ignoring my thoroughly ugly expression, and amid the cheering walked straight over to the other side.

	Watching the two of them kiss with my own eyes, I curled my lips and mouthed at him, silently, "Aiden, I'm not mad."

	I just suddenly don't want you anymore.

	For that one minute he kissed another girl, I quietly stood and left, slipping away from all the noise. And Aiden didn't come after me.

	Afterward I went back to my dorm, powered off my phone, and slept. The next morning there was no message from Aiden.

	2

	Aiden was waiting at the foot of the women's dorm early the next morning, pink roses in hand.

	He knew I had class today and couldn't avoid leaving the building.

	When he saw me, he strode over. "I drank too much last night, fell asleep the second I got back. My head still hurts."

	Normally I was a sucker for this pitiful routine of his; the moment he looked wronged, however much anger I had melted away.

	But Aiden forgot: the reason I was usually willing to indulge him was that he hadn't crossed my line.

	In a relationship, as long as he didn't make a mistake of principle, I was happy to spoil him.

	But last night, he touched my line—under the name of a dare.

	"Aiden, when I left last night, you were still sober. It was so late, I was alone—did it never occur to you that I might run into something dangerous?"

	Aiden looked more wronged, his hand around the roses tightening. "You're the one who insisted on throwing a tantrum and leaving first. Besides, everyone was there last night, so many people—if I'd followed you out, it'd have looked like we couldn't take a joke."

	He still thought this was me throwing a tantrum.

	"Yes, I can't take a joke. I don't want to watch my own boyfriend kiss another girl right in front of me. I didn't insist you follow me. But from when I left and for hours after, did you send me a single message? Even just 'get home safe'?"

	My phone had been off all night, and he hadn't even noticed.

	"It was right near campus, we go out there all the time, and the area's full of students—what could happen? Besides, all my buddies were there. You leaving alone already put me in an awkward spot. If I then got all clingy and called you, how would I ever live it down with the guys?"

	"I can't just ignore my brothers, ignore my student council brothers, and revolve around you alone because I'm in a relationship. Be good, stop making a fuss, okay?"

	He still thought I was being unreasonable. He was trying to file this under "horsing around" and set it gently down.

	He even coaxed me, eyes reddening. "Wennie, I'm sorry. I didn't consider how you'd feel. I apologize. I promise there won't be a next time. Forgive me this once, okay?"

	"Wennie, I really know I was wrong, I swear, there will absolutely not be a next time. This time I just didn't handle the limits well. My fault."

	He apologized obediently, dropping his earlier forcefulness, and before I could speak, he gripped my hand hard and pulled me into his arms. "Wennie, I really can't be without you."

	I struggled free—and felt my face was a little wet.

	3

	Aiden and I met in the university student council.

	In his words, I'd been wearing a pure white dress, hair loose over my shoulders, standing there sweet and demure, satisfying every fantasy he had about a first love.

	He fell for me at first sight.

	The day I agreed to be his girlfriend, he wore a white shirt, his hair blown across his forehead by the wind, overlapping with a certain boy from my memory—and, as if bewitched, I agreed to date him.

	With things on my mind, I was distracted the whole class.

	Aiden asked me to get dinner after class. I was about to agree when I heard my roommate beside me gasp, "Poaching boyfriends, and they came for my Quinn? I'll snap their hoe in half."

	She shoved her phone at me, and only then did I see clearly: someone had posted a photo of Aiden and Yvette Sinclair on the confession page. From the angle, the two of them looked locked in an intimate embrace.

	The anonymous submitter said they'd caught the two by chance and so envied this pure campus romance that they couldn't resist sharing it with more people.

	The photo was taken at the campus "love corner," the sunset glow blending with the shimmer off the lake, casting a soft light over the embracing pair—exactly like the beginning of love.

	If the male lead in the photo hadn't been my not-yet-ex boyfriend, I'd have been tempted to send the two of them my blessings too.

	Someone commented below: Isn't that Yvette Sinclair, the beauty of the business school? Heard she'd been chasing Aiden forever—looks like the clouds finally parted for her.

	Maybe it was that comment, but more and more people piled in with blessings, all of them crowing about how much they shipped it.

	They got so carried away shipping it that they unconsciously forgot Aiden's nominal girlfriend was, in fact, me.

	4

	My roommate contacted whoever ran the confession page, explained it was a misunderstanding, and asked them to put out a clarification.

	Their reaction was a little strange. "Are you… sure it's a misunderstanding?"

	My instinct said something was off here, and when I pressed, I learned that the moment the post went up, someone had already reached out to thank them—saying they'd pined for Aiden a long time and finally gotten their wish, thank you all for the blessings.

	That responder was obviously Yvette. She was trying to cement the story that she and Aiden were dating. Did Aiden know about this?

	Without a word, I called Aiden, laid out the whole thing, and told him to respond and clarify. On the phone Aiden hemmed and hawed, dodging, simply unwilling to address the topic head-on.

	My heart skipped. What was this supposed to mean?

	I've never been one to make myself suffer in silence, so I went straight to find Aiden—and amusingly, when I found him, Yvette was right there at his side.

	He'd made dinner plans with me, yet here he was being all cozy with his little freshman. His earlier promises seemed like a joke, one only I had taken seriously.

	When she saw me, Yvette spoke before Aiden could. "I'm sorry, Quinn. The confession page thing caused trouble for you and Aiden. I'm really sorry, I made a mess for you both."

	She apologized so earnestly that I couldn't very well dig in my heels. I softened my tone. "Since it was a misunderstanding, a clarification settles it."

	At that, Yvette went pale. "Quinn, I know this request might be totally unreasonable, but I still want to beg you—could we hold off on the clarification for now? I never saw the post at the time, and only responded just now… Could you think of my reputation? I'm begging you…"

	At last I understood why Aiden had hemmed and hawed on the phone. The freshman played fragile and pitiful, worshipped him without limit; his macho ego swelled, and of course he was glad to play the hero.

	But him wanting to play hero was his business. I wasn't willing. "You knew this request was unreasonable and you made it anyway—so either you're betting I'll definitely say yes, or you're guilt-tripping me into having to say yes. For your reputation? Then why not think of mine? I've sprouted a pair of horns out of nowhere—you think that makes me happy?"

	Maybe my expression was too cold, because Aiden's voice softened despite himself. "I'm sorry, sweetheart. I just thought, this isn't a big deal, we can lend a hand where we can. Besides, who even pays attention to the confession page? Once everyone's excitement dies down in a while, it'll blow over. I didn't think it through. Don't be mad, sweetheart."

	Aiden apologized with remarkable fluency, but in that instant a chill went through me. This was the boyfriend I'd been planning to give one more chance—now standing at someone else's side, tossing out apologies to me like reflexes, without a trace of guilt.

	This confident, perfunctory attitude was a far cry from the gentle boyfriend in my memory. I wondered if I'd somehow not woken up today, to be hearing such shameless things from them.

	Since when did "the cheater and the homewrecker" become the confession page's model campus romance, while the actual girlfriend had to shrink back into the shadows?

	I scoffed, my gaze at Aiden turning cold. "I have no interest in being a cuckold. I want the two of you to clarify the confession-page thing yourselves. If I'm the one to do it, I doubt anyone's face will come out looking good."

	In front of someone else, I gave Aiden no off-ramp. His face was a sight, while Yvette, seeing I was utterly impervious, silently bit her lip and let tears fall, putting on a full show of helplessness. "Quinn, can't you just take pity on me? Pity me like you would a stray cat on the street."

	So now I'm the one lacking grace? And anyway, you're a perfectly fine person—why insist on being a stray cat? Are you that unwilling to behave like a human being?

	"Tell you what. Buy a plane ticket somewhere with a famous giant stone statue. When you
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