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I spot it while I'm shuffling through the hall closet—Daniel's stupid "lucky" Seahawks sweatshirt folded among my winter clothes. My fingers freeze mid-reach, breath catching in my throat. The fabric feels accusatory under my touch, soft in a way that makes my skin crawl. I'd forgotten I still had it. Three weeks since everything exploded, and somehow this fucking thing is still here, contaminating my space like a virus.

My mind floods with the memory of his face buried in some stranger's neck while wearing it. I didn't actually see it happen, but my brain helpfully fills in the blanks—his stupid satisfied grin, the way his eyes probably crinkled at the corners, the same way they did when he'd look at me. I never saw the woman. Women? Who knows how many there were. My stomach twists.

I yank the sweatshirt from the shelf, clutching it so hard my knuckles turn white. The familiar scent of his cologne still clings to it, making my eyes sting. Four years. Four fucking years I gave him, and for what? So he could stick his dick in someone else while I planned our wedding?

"Piece of shit," I mutter, my fingers digging into the fabric. Before I realize what I'm doing, I'm tearing at it, the sound of ripping fabric oddly satisfying in the quiet apartment. One of the sleeves comes off in my hands, and I keep going, shredding it until blue and green scraps litter the floor around my feet.

I'm breathing hard by the time I'm done, a strange hollowness filling my chest. Four years of my life, down the drain. Four years of believing his lies, his promises, his bullshit declarations of love. Had he been cheating the whole time? The thought makes bile rise in my throat. I'd given him everything—my time, my trust, my body. Hell, I'd almost given him my fertility, we'd been talking about kids next year.

I kick the scraps of fabric, watching them scatter across the hardwood floor. I should sweep them up, but I don't have the energy. Instead, I slump against the wall, sliding down until my ass hits the floor.

"Getting over someone means getting under someone else," Jess says every time she sees me moping. Easy for her to say. Jess has never had a problem finding someone new. She treats men like seasonal accessories—useful for a time, then easily replaced when the weather changes. But it's not that simple for me. I'd built a life around Daniel. We were engaged. I'd started moving my stuff into his place. Now I'm back in Jess's spare room like I'm twenty-two again, not thirty-three.

I press the heels of my hands against my eyes until I see stars. The unfairness of it all weighs on me like a physical thing. How did I not notice? Were there signs I missed? Was I just too trusting, too stupid? Too in love?

"Fuck," I whisper to the empty hallway.

I drag myself up from the floor and shuffle to my bedroom—Jess's spare room, technically. It's fine. We've been best friends since elementary school, living together on and off between jobs and boyfriends. But I hate that I'm back here now, that I'm starting over at an age when I thought I'd be picking out nursery colors.

I flop onto the bed, staring at the ceiling. Valentine's Day is only a few weeks away. I used to love that shit—the flowers, the chocolates, the fancy dinner reservations. Daniel was always romantic, which makes his betrayal even more confusing. How does someone write you love poems and then fuck someone else? How does that compute in anyone's brain?

My phone buzzes on the nightstand—Daniel, again. I ignore it, just like I've ignored the last dozen texts. I don't want his explanations or his excuses. I don't want to hear how "it didn't mean anything" or how "it just happened." Bullshit. Things like that don't "just happen." You make choices. He made his.

I found out at his father's birthday dinner three weeks ago. His brother, Mike, pulled me aside during cocktail hour, face grim.

"Maya, I need to tell you something," he'd said, voice low. "Daniel's been seeing someone else."

I'd laughed at first, certain it was some kind of joke. Daniel worshipped me—that's what everyone said. What everyone thought. What I thought.

"I'm serious," Mike had insisted. "I saw him with her last week. I confronted him about it, and he admitted it's been going on for months."
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