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    First Edition


	A cold-hearted movie star's love letter to his high school desk mate goes viral online.

	I take the initiative to clarify: "Fake. Don't believe it."

	Later, at the school's anniversary reunion, the actor stands before me with red-rimmed eyes, his voice trembling with sadness:

	"Desk mate, you don't even remember the love letter you threw away with your own hands?"

	Chapter 1

	I've never been this nervous before, barely daring to breathe.

	Movie star Marcus Knight stands right in front of me at this moment, nodding slightly as he signs an autograph for a girl.

	The stage lights catch his profile, sharp and noble, ice-cold yet luminous.

	"Thanks Marcus. Quick question for everyone—when are we getting a Mrs. Knight?" The girl makes a playful face.

	"Soon," he replies, his voice low and cool, sending a current through my entire body.

	The girl pouts. "You said the same thing a year ago."

	Marcus curves his lips slightly, but there's something bittersweet in his smile.

	Once most of the fans disperse, his assistant walks over to say something to him. His eyes glance this way for just a moment, then quickly look away before I can wave.

	Has he... forgotten?

	Or does he hate me, not wanting to see me at all?

	The air conditioning brushes coldly against my face. I think back to what Lucy said last night: "Rin, what if Marcus is secretly crushing on you?"

	She's excited, pointing at the love letter that went viral online.

	Her finger falls on the line: "Desk mate, I'm begging you—just think about giving me a shot, would you?"

	I watch as more people tag me in the alumni group chat.

	I take the initiative to clarify: "Fake. Don't believe it."

	With Marcus, something this submissive could never happen.

	I've never once heard him use the word "beg."

	He wouldn't even write a confession note that way—let alone a love letter. He'd write it like the world's king, unquestionably arrogant.

	With this conviction, I click into the fan comments section:

	"Marcus is usually so aloof and cocky—there's no way he'd turn into a lovesick puppy overnight, whimpering like that. Obvious fake."

	"Which troll made up this stupid prank? I'm ngl, I love it. Keep the story going."

	"Even though it's obviously fake, imagining crewcut Marcus whining sweetly to a girl sounds kinda cute."

	"I don't care, honestly. I saw a love letter from Marcus online, so technically that means he wrote it for me, right? Haha."

	"..."

	The love letter is fake.

	As for Marcus secretly crushing on me? That's even more impossible.

	In high school, he was the man of the moment. Wherever he went, there were crowds and admiring looks. Later, he became the hottest celebrity actor, utterly beyond reach.

	Meanwhile, I was just the plainest brushstroke in his brilliant, colorful youth.

	By now, he's probably forgotten me entirely.

	Chapter 2

	When I'm about to get into a taxi, a figure rushes toward me, shouting:

	"Miss Martinez, wait!"

	I finally see clearly—it's Marcus's agent.

	"Miss Martinez, Marcus wanted me to ask: do you really want to see him?"

	What kind of question is that?

	I'm a bit confused, but I nod anyway.

	The agent wipes his forehead. "Come with me. Marcus is waiting in the car. But you know his status, so earlier at the event..."

	Listening to the agent's tactful explanation, I suddenly understand.

	Marcus is a dazzling top-tier celebrity, and to him, I'm nothing more than an ordinary high school classmate.

	He definitely can't approach me openly in front of all those staff members.

	I was being thoughtless.

	On the way there, I get a message from my boss.

	"Rin, it all comes down to this moment. Land the star, get promoted and a raise, reach the pinnacle of success—let's go!"

	"..."

	Walking from the busy street down a quiet side road, the agent looks around before pulling open the car door for me.

	I thank him, my voice trembling slightly from nervousness.

	It's been seven years, and I thought I'd grown brave enough.

	But facing him, all my growth crumbles.

	I'm back to being that timid, inferior little girl.
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