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    First Edition


	Because I was such a hopeless romantic, I went to see a therapist.

	The therapist read through my file carefully, adjusted his thin gold-rimmed glasses, and said, "You seem to fall in love very easily."

	Me: "Tell me more, baby."

	


Chapter 1

	In middle school I had a crush on a bad boy. In high school it was a jock. At freshman orientation it was the drill instructor. Playing video games, I fell for my online gaming partner. Getting a haircut, I fell for the stylist.

	Basically — whatever the profession, that profession has produced a future husband of mine.

	What makes it worse is that I'm what you'd call a hopeless romantic. The terminal kind.

	Every breakup, I cry like the world is ending — sobbing my heart out, completely wrecked.

	But the good news is, it never lasts long. Because pretty soon I'll meet my next future husband.

	Which means my relationship cycle is extremely short.

	My romantic résumé is too long to count — but my personal record for longest relationship is only three months.

	It's like I'm cursed. Three months in, and the relationship dies. Every time.

	


Chapter 2

	When I finally realized something was wrong with me, I went to see a therapist.

	But the second I walked through the door, I froze.

	A black designer suit. A tall, straight-backed frame. Thin gold-rimmed glasses, fair skin, a high-bridged nose, long elegant fingers.

	Every single one of those things was lighting up my romance radar like a slot machine.

	He nodded politely. "Have a seat."

	"Okay." Eyes practically sparkling with little hearts, I propped my chin on my hand and watched him page through my file.

	What do I do. The longer I look, the more handsome he gets.

	I traced little circles on the desk with one finger. "Mister, what's your name?"

	His brow creased, almost imperceptibly. "Adrian Cole."

	"Ohhh." I nodded. "That's a really nice name."

	Our future kids could inherit even half of his genes and they'd be fine.

	"I'm Sunny Warwick," I offered.

	"I know," he said, not looking up.

	"Mister, do you have a girlfriend?"

	He raised his head. "No."

	Our eyes met for two whole seconds, and my heartbeat shot up.

	He's flirting with me.

	But before I could say anything, he'd already pulled his gaze away and gone back to studying my file.

	Five minutes later, he adjusted his gold-rimmed glasses. "You seem to fall in love very easily."

	It came out of me before I could stop it: "Tell me more, baby."

	He visibly choked. "How long has this been going on?"

	I stared dreamily at his gorgeous face. "I've been single for about a month."

	"…"

	"You really do fall for people fast." He watched me, calm. "I mean — how long has this pattern been going on?"

	In a serious tone, he added, "Don't forget. You're here to see a therapist and solve a problem."

	"Oh." I straightened up in my seat. "Well, to explain this, we have to go all the way back to elementary school, to the bad-boy classmate in my class who was always pulling my hair and picking on me—"

	…

	An hour later, I had a packet of tissues clutched to my chest. I'd talked from the elementary-school bad boy all the way to the high-school jock, from the gaming partner all the way to the hair stylist, and I was crying so hard I could barely speak.

	"Sob, sob, sob — Adrian, tell me honestly, do I just not deserve to be happy?"

	"…"

	That familiar look of exasperation surfaced on his face again. He drew in a deep breath. "Your father—"

	"Alive," I cut in.

	"I mean — how is your relationship with your father?"

	"Not close."

	"Not close?"

	"Right. He runs a business, flies all over the country year-round. I've seen the security guard in our building more times than I've seen him."

	"Then your assignment for this week is to talk to him. In person, or by video call — whichever works. Ideally an hour-long conversation every two days."

	"That's it?" My eyes went wide. "You're not going to prescribe me anything?"

	"Medication won't help in your case." He stood, glanced at his watch. "That's all for today. Nothing else — see you next week."

	I took the hint and got to my feet. "Then, Adrian, give me your personal number, so I can reach you if something comes up."

	He didn't even look at me. "You can just call the office line."

	…

	He's so cold and aloof. I like him even more.

	


Chapter 3

	I left the house and headed back to campus.

	The moment I walked into the dorm, a few people were already waiting for me.

	"So? How was this therapist?"

	"Did the counseling actually help? Listening to him, did you get one of those big lightbulb moments?"

	I paused. "He was… really handsome."

	"…"

	I looked up. Several pairs of eyes glared at me with the despair of someone watching iron refuse to become steel.

	"Don't tell me you fell in love again."

	"Heh heh." I gave an awkward laugh. "You guys didn't see him. He was honestly just too good-looking. The kind of handsome that offends gods and men alike."
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