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	Rewrite My Script

	If it were me, I’d probably tune out the main characters entirely—focus on studying, get into my dream university, work hard there, and eventually contribute to my home country’s scientific research.
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	I bowed my head to review the classic parabola example our math teacher had gone over in class. The girls behind me were still gossiping.“What’s up with Carla? She actually solved that workbook problem in class earlier—doesn’t she never study?”“Please, she just wanted to stand out and get Bryce’s attention.”

	I smiled to myself when I heard that. Bullshit. I couldn’t care less who Bryce is. My goal is to reach the top of my game.

	When I picked up my required math textbook again, my feelings were jumbled. I’d been just an ordinary college student, until one day I’d woken up in Deep Clouds, Heavy Feelings—that sappy campus romance novel I used to scoff at.

	In the book, male lead Bryce and female lead Juli attend the same high school. Both are straight-A students; they admire each other, build a close bond, and eventually vow to get into an Ivy League school together. In the end, they reunite happily after achieving that goal.

	None of this would unfold without the “villain,” Carla. Born into a wealthy family, she has a small clique of followers and spends her days partying. But after falling for Bryce, she leads her crew in pestering him relentlessly—ironically, becoming the catalyst that draws Bryce and Juli closer.

	When I’d read the novel, I’d grumbled: Why would a side character with such privilege fixate on one guy?Never did I imagine I’d end up being her...
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	After becoming Carla, I woke up and idly untangled my braids, leaving my hair a messy heap. I rummaged through my school uniform and pulled it on. Thanks to Carla’s family, I got to live at home during high school—no dorm life for me.

	Ignoring the housekeeper’s startled glance, I grabbed a muffin from the table and darted for the door. Couldn’t be late on my first day as a straight-A hopeful.

	First period was math. Our teacher must’ve been the most eager questioner in the school. As soon as he finished explaining the parabola formula, he called for volunteers to work through problems on the blackboard.

	Channeling my “out with the old, in with the new” mantra, I—Carla, once the laughingstock of the grade—shot my hand up. To the shock of teachers and classmates alike, I strode to the board with confidence and solved the problem flawlessly.

	Which brings us to the scene earlier.

	At the classroom door, Adam—one of Carla’s former lackeys—was calling out, “Carla! Carla!” over and over, like a lost puppy.

	I marched over. “What the hell do you want? You know you’re interrupting my study time, right? Can you even afford to waste that?”

	Adam gaped, clearly thrown by my newfound focus. “Carla, I thought you were gonna fill me in on everything about Bryce’s presentation today?”

	Ugh. Love-struck fool, this original Carla.

	I frowned, clapped a hand on Adam’s shoulder, and said earnestly, “Look, Adam—cut it out with this stuff, okay? My goal now is the stars and the sea, not drama. Gather the crew at lunch. We need to talk.”

	Adam wandered off, looking thoroughly confused.
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	Productive time always flies. I got through the morning’s classes amid the class’s hushed whispers.

	At noon, seven or eight people were waiting for me by the cafeteria. Channeling Carla’s old authority, I waved them over and led the group to a diner off campus.

	A sudden shift like this would seem too odd, so I decided to break the news gently.

	After we ate, I sipped some herbal tea—don’t ask, it’s about wellness, not hair. Then, mimicking Carla’s usual bluntness, I started: “We’re all friends here, so I’ll cut to the chase. I’m over Bryce. Don’t bother me with anything about him anymore.”

	The crew exchanged confused looks.

	To everyone else, they’re troublemakers, a disruption to campus. But to me? Just a bunch of kids stuck under stereotypes, figuring out their way.

	Maybe… I could nudge them toward a better path.

	I paused, then added: “Right now, all I want is to study in peace. I want to show Bryce and those straight-A types they can’t look down on us. And you? You’re studying with me. Got it?”

	Ignoring their grumbles, I turned on my heel and left, with Adam—still my most loyal follower—trailing behind.
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	Gone were the days of pointless drama. Now, Carla was just a regular sophomore, buried in science textbooks. Her parents were thrilled by the change, showering her with lavish gifts to show their support.

	On day five as Carla, I ran into Bryce and Juli in gym class.

	True to campus romance leads, they were annoyingly good-looking. Bryce had that brooding vibe, while Juli balanced sunshine with softness.

	Ugh. The heroine’s brightness to charm the hero, her quiet vulnerability to make him care—classic.

	Glancing at Carla’s own bold, striking features in my mind, I thought: Tough start.

	The PE teacher was handling two classes, so he split us into small groups to free-play with equipment.

	I spotted Bryce and Juli heading for a jog—quick, plan B. Badminton it is.

	The wind was howling that day. I should’ve nixed badminton with Adam. That shuttlecock had a mind of its own.

	I served with all my might when a gust caught the birdie, sending it soaring past Adam. It danced on the wind, floated through the air, and—thwack—landed square on Juli’s forehead as she jogged by.
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	In that moment, my emotions short-circuited. What kind of luck was this?

	I swallowed my embarrassment and marched over with Adam. Juli’s forehead had a red mark, and her big, doe-like eyes glistened with unshed tears. Guilt hit me like a truck.

	Before I could apologize, Bryce’s deep voice cut in, sharp with irritation: “Carla. Did you do that on purpose?”

	Seriously? He still thinks I’m chasing him?

	Ugh, fair. Original Carla’s stunts left such a great impression.

	I bowed my head slightly. “I’m so sorry. The wind’s crazy today—I didn’t mean it.” After a beat, I added, “And Bryce? I’m sorry for all the trouble I caused before. It won’t happen again.”

	Bryce opened his mouth to reply, but Juli leaned up, gently tugging his sleeve. “It’s okay, really. Carla didn’t mean it. I’m fine—no harm done. Let’s not fight with classmates, okay?”

	That tone, that gesture… Was I dealing with a bit of a pick-me?

	In 23 years, I’d never met anyone like her. Why’d I have to be the only one stuck here? I needed backup!

	Adam stepped in: “We’re really sorry. We can take you to the nurse’s office—whatever you need, it’s on us.”

	“Yeah, totally,” the others chimed in.

	Juli smiled awkwardly. “No, it’s fine. Bryce and I have been neighbors forever—he’s just quiet, that’s all. Don’t take it personally.” Was that… a hint of pride?

	“Juli, let’s go.” Bryce grabbed her hand and turned to leave. Juli glanced back, shooting me a playful grin.

	Adam turned to me, deadpan: “Yeah, now I get why you never got Bryce.”

	First round with Juli? Total loss.
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	Days passed peacefully. Those former followers were no longer troublemakers—under my lead, they followed school rules and stayed out of mischief.

	Adam stood out, becoming my closest friend. He was good-looking, with a rough-around-the-edges exterior but a thoughtful side, making it easy to get along with him.
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