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Chapter 9

The sudden closeness made you stammer. “Adrian’s still outside. If he doesn’t see me, he’s going to get suspicious—”

“Wouldn’t that make it more exciting?” Ethan’s voice was low, coaxing. “He can’t get in anyway. Or are you scared?”

How devious.

The speed of his mood swing was honestly terrifying.

When you still didn’t bite, Ethan changed tactics instantly. He lowered his eyes, and that damp, pleading look in them was so shamelessly pitiful it almost felt unfair.

“Don’t go out to him,” he said softly. “I can do better than he can.”

And just like that, you understood.

He’d misunderstood your relationship with Adrian. He thought Adrian was your real boyfriend, and he was scared that if you got caught by the official boyfriend, you’d dump him.

You’d heard the Sterling family had fallen on hard times and taken on a mountain of debt. Otherwise, how could a man as aloof and proud as Ethan used to be possibly have ended up as some pretty-boy trophy type? Let alone stand here now, acting all clingy and sweet just to keep you?

Somewhere in the middle of that thought, Adrian’s voice on the phone faded into background noise.

You caught Ethan by his silk tie and gave it a light tug, your tone teasing. “If you don’t want me to go see him, then bark for me. If you do it well enough, I won’t


















Chapter 11

You were tired. Truly, deeply tired.

You couldn’t even be bothered arguing with him anymore.

“Believe it or don’t. Screw off.”

You hung up, then blocked him all over again.

You were genuinely sick of him.

How did a man manage to be that sharp-tongued and that stubborn at the same time?

Once that was done, you switched moods with astonishing speed and sent Ethan a text instead:

“What other surprises are you hiding from me, Your Highness?”

A few minutes later, he replied:

“You’ll find out tonight. I’m getting off early today.”

Your face heated instantly.

Staring at the screen, you muttered, “What kind of man says something like that with a straight face? Didn’t your parents teach you any shame?”

Not long after, another message came in.

“Sorry. I won’t do it next time.”

Pure and seductive at the same time.

He really knew how to get to you.

Since you had nothing to do that afternoon, you offered to pick him up after work. But Ethan sent back a hesitant voice message, sounding reluctant to let you come.

You guessed he was probably worried his coworkers would see and get the wrong idea about your relationship.

After all, in your head, his current role was basically a pretty-boy trophy type in a sugar-baby arrangement. He probably didn’t want people pointing fingers and gossiping.

Fair enough.

You set your phone aside and decided to wait for him at home instead. But the moment you lay back down, something about that didn’t sit right.

Wasn’t he working at a private club as a pretty-boy trophy type?

Then why was he going to work in broad daylight?

Unless...

Was he working two jobs?

The thought made your heart ache.

Good thing your family hadn’t gone broke. At least you could give him a stable harbor.

Comforted by that thought, you went back to your bedroom and very reasonably took another nap.

After that, you and Ethan were together every day. Other than the occasional meal out, the two of you barely left the apartment.

For someone who looked so cold and untouchable, Ethan was ridiculously clingy in private, to the point where he practically never let you out of his sight. Strange thing was, you didn’t get tired of it at all. If anything, you loved the way he stayed glued to you.

Those days were so blissful you didn’t even have time to go feral on your social feeds.

Naturally, it didn’t take long for your trust-fund socialite crowd to notice something was off.

“Soph, you’ve been weird lately. Be honest—did you get yourself a man?”

“Is he hot? How old is he? What’s his body like?”

Message after message came flying in.

Keeping a pretty-boy trophy type around wasn’t exactly shocking in your circle, but Ethan was way too high quality. If your friends found out, you were honestly afraid one of them might try to steal him. There was always someone willing to bid higher. And with how good Ethan was, there was no way you were handing him over to anybody.
Chapter 12

So you tossed out the first excuse you could think of.

“No. I’ve just been busy with work lately.”

“Are you insane? Since when have you ever worked?” one of them shot back immediately.

Damn. Rookie mistake. You’d actually forgotten that part.

Ever since you were little, your dad had told you, “Sweetheart, it’s fine if you don’t have ambition. It’s fine if you like the good life. As long as you never start a business, our family has enough money for you to coast on for three lifetimes.”

Back then, you’d patted your chest and sworn, “Don’t worry, Dad. I’m extremely professional when it comes to being useless.”

Your father had looked deeply gratified. Then, after a pause, he’d asked with sudden concern, “Sweetheart, you’re not one of those celebrity-obsession types, right? And you’re not going online and cyberbullying people?”

You had shaken your head at once. “Of course not. I would never do something that awful.”

Only then had he been fully reassured.

Your friends were great in a lot of ways.

Boundaries, however, were not one of them.

A few days later, they actually showed up at your door as a group.

When the doorbell rang, you were in bed with Ethan, wrapped up in each other. You jolted so hard you practically launched him off the mattress with a kick.

“Quick! Hide somewhere! And clean everything up. I’m going to get the door first.”

Ethan froze for a second, then looked at you with openly wounded eyes. “I thought after all this time, what we had was different now. So I’m still your dirty little secret.”

You glanced at the butler costume he was still wearing and thought, Can you really go out in public dressed like that?

“Enough. Don’t say things like that when you know it makes this harder,” you muttered, scrambling into your clothes before rushing out of the bedroom.

You were in such a hurry you didn’t notice Ethan’s eyes had gone red behind you.

When you opened the door, you discovered Adrian had come too.

If there hadn’t been so many people there, you would’ve wanted to slam the door in his face.

“Soph, you took forever to answer,” one friend said with a wiggle of her brows. “And you still claim you’re not hiding a man in here?”

“I’m not. Stop making things up,” you said, forcing yourself to stay calm.

“Look how defensive you are. Guilty conscience much?”

“Come on, Adrian’s right here,” another friend cut in, trying to smooth things over. “Don’t start drama in front of him.”

You genuinely could not understand it. You had explained it so many times, and they still refused to believe there was nothing between you and Adrian. This was starting to seriously irritate you.

“The next person who ties me to Adrian again can leave.”
Chapter 14

At moments like this, silence really was the loudest answer.

That one sentence reminded everyone at once.

“Wait, that’s right,” someone chimed in. “Didn’t you used to break out in hives if you got near dogs?”

“You’re remembering it wrong,” you said, doubling down through sheer willpower. “I’m allergic to cats, not dogs.”

“Really?” Adrian said.

Maybe it was your imagination, but his tone sounded suspiciously calm.

“Then I guess I remembered wrong.”

He didn’t press any further, but his eyes stayed fixed on the bedroom door, unblinking.

“Okay, it’s late,” you said, getting to your feet and starting to usher people out. “You should all head home.”

You very deliberately ignored Adrian.

By the time you realized something was off, it was already too late.

Adrian had charged straight into the bedroom—

and was now standing there, face-to-face with Ethan, who was still wearing that butler costume, the two of them staring each other down in stunned silence.

“Seriously, Sophie?” Adrian said. “This is the dog you’re keeping?”

“Well?” You threw caution to the wind. “Am I not allowed to?”

The room exploded.

A whole crowd swarmed forward and surrounded Ethan, openly gawking as they started talking over one another.

“I thought she was all talk—I didn’t think she’d actually do it!”

“Okay, fine, Adrian being the official boyfriend was one thing, but the homewrecker is this hot and willing to wear a butler costume? I’m jealous and I’m not even hiding it.”

“Sophie is an icon.”

Ethan’s lips were practically curling into the sky from all the praise. You were now ninety percent sure that mysterious noise just now had been deliberate. He’d made it on purpose so everyone would discover him.

As if he’d read your mind, Ethan immediately put on a guilty expression. “Sorry. I didn’t mean to. I was crouched in the closet too long and my leg fell asleep. I accidentally bumped into something.”

You were trash.

How could you ever have doubted him?

Adrian, meanwhile, looked like he’d just caught his girlfriend cheating in his own bed. His whole face was a mix of shock and devastation. “Don’t tell me you two were on this bed—” He looked like he might actually faint. “I can’t live like this.”

“Adrian, that’s enough.” You rolled your eyes and lowered your voice in warning. “You’re overacting.”

But he wasn’t listening at all. He jabbed a finger at Ethan’s butler costume, disgust written all over his face. “Sophie, this is your taste? This is what you like? That is so tacky.”

You nodded honestly. “I like it.”

Adrian froze for a full minute.

Then he completely lost his mind.
Chapter 21

“And that time in high school, when I stood you up for the movies? I wasn’t messing with you.” You kept going, finally telling him the truth you should’ve told long ago. “Adrian ran to my dad and told him I was dating too young and letting it distract me from school. My father grounded me. I couldn’t leave the house, let alone meet you.”

You paused, held his gaze, and said it plainly.

“The person I liked was always you. Only you. I never wanted to use you to make someone else jealous.” A smile tugged at your mouth. “And when I offered you that ridiculous sugar-baby arrangement… honestly, I just wanted you. I wanted a second chance at what I missed back in high school.”

By the time you finished, Ethan looked almost dazed with happiness. His eyes were shining as he pulled you into a fierce hug.

“Really?” he asked, sounding half-breathless. “You mean that? All of it?”

“Of course I do.” You patted his back.

He drew back just enough to look at you, suddenly careful, almost afraid to hope too much. “Then… can I be your boyfriend now?”

You blinked.

He went on cautiously, like he needed to hear every part of it out loud. “Can we go on dates openly? Walk around together, see movies, travel—without sneaking around anymore?”

And just like that, it hit you.

So that was why he’d never wanted to go out with you before. He’d really believed he was part of some shady sugar-baby arrangement and thought being seen with you in public would expose the whole thing. In his mind, the two of you had been carrying on some scandalous affair.

This idiot.

A laugh escaped you before you could stop it. Then you nodded.

“Yes,” you said warmly. “You can, boyfriend.”

Ethan looked so happy it was almost unreal. He scooped you up in his arms and spun you around the living room in dizzying circles, his warm breath brushing your face, his joy impossible to hide.

From Ethan's point of view:

Claire recently got a crush on some guy. The moment she heard he supposedly had a girlfriend, she started insisting on going to confront her. I was worried she'd cause a scene, so I had no choice but to go with her.

I never expected to run into Sophie there.

We'd lost contact after high school. I'd kept tabs on her from a distance, knew her family was wealthy, knew she was living well and looked happy. But seeing her in person again still hit me like a shock.

She was even prettier than she'd been back then, brighter too. She wasn't that shy girl anymore, the one who used to blush and run if our eyes met for more than a second.
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