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    First Edition


Chapter 13

	A life like this was actually quite pleasant for me — but the thing that made me uncomfortable was this.

	Theo Marsh kept thinking about that girl again.

	That girl he liked.

	The girl he cooked for, the girl he decorated a room for.

	But maybe he genuinely couldn't remember. Every single time, he thought about it until his head split with pain, and in the end still came up with nothing.

	Watching the state of him, the urge to mock him that I'd arrived with suddenly vanished — I even felt a little sorry for him.

	"Do you absolutely have to remember that girl?"

	I looked at Theo Marsh. He was watching financial news — though I had no idea whether amnesiac him could even follow it.

	But he watched it very seriously.

	"Aren't you the one asking me every single day who that girl is? Now that I'm trying hard to remember, why are you asking me this?"

	"Wasn't it the girl from yesterday? You said her name sounded lovely. Maybe she's your girlfriend."

	"I don't remember her. I only remember that I have you at my side."

	I looked at Theo Marsh, and for an instant had the illusion that he'd already recovered his memory.

	The look in his eyes was very like the old him.

	"Have you recovered your memory?"

	Theo Marsh suddenly gave a little laugh, and the look in his eyes returned to its earlier innocence.

	"Why would big sister say that?"

	


Chapter 14

	Still calling me big sister — so he must still not have his memory back. After all, if a memory-recovered Theo Marsh were to call me big sister, you might as well kill him.

	So all I could do was shake my head and say the thing I'd just said was nonsense.

	Theo Marsh's condition didn't trouble me for very long, because something more troubling came up — the next time Theo Marsh was straining to recover his memory of that girl.

	I got angry at him. It was the first time I'd been angry at him since coming here.

	"Do you absolutely have to remember her?! The doctor said it himself, you can't force yourself to recall things from before right now — and you just won't listen, you have to keep doing this!"

	Theo Marsh lay in bed, his face a pale sheet, just listening to me, saying nothing at all.

	Like he'd gone mute.

	"Say something!"

	"It's not that I want to remember that person. I want to remember the memories I have with you. Big sister — surely our relationship isn't only brother and sister?"

	Theo Marsh looked at me, looked at me until I wanted to shrink back.

	I didn't answer him directly. I just hurriedly left behind a you're overthinking it and turned and went downstairs.

	Sitting in the little garden, I made a decision: I couldn't go on like this.

	I sent a message to Theo Marsh's mother, asking her to come back and take him abroad to get treated.

	


Chapter 15

	Lately Theo Marsh hadn't brought up recovering his memory much, and hadn't said much about the relationship between the two of us either.

	I'd thought the matter would just end when Theo Marsh's mother came back. But the day before she was due, Theo Marsh pulled another stunt on me.

	That morning I was sitting in the downstairs dining room having breakfast as usual, and Theo Marsh didn't come down to eat on time.

	I had no choice but to go up and find him.

	The door opened, and the man had only just woken — fresh out of the shower, not even a shirt on.

	There was that little scar at his waist, left over from some childhood mischief.

	It made him even sexier.

	The last time I'd seen him like this was middle school.

	For an instant, I didn't know where to put my eyes.

	"Why are you up so late today? Are you feeling unwell?"

	"No, big sister. I remembered."

	I jerked my head up. The look in his eyes was off — not the same as his earlier innocent look, but not quite the same as memory-recovered him either.

	His dark eyes were unreadable. He stepped half a pace forward, closing some of the distance between us.

	And my whole back was pressed against the door panel; I could almost feel the warmth coming off him.

	"What… did you remember…"

	Theo Marsh lightly tugged my arm, his voice low. "Big sister — are we really brother and sister?"

	My heart lurched. "Of course we are."

	He was a little agitated. "No. You're my girlfriend. We had a fight before I lost my memory."

	"That's why you knew about my car accident, why you came rushing over without stopping for breath — and even kept asking me whether I remembered the person I liked."

	It was true — the last call before his car accident had been to me.

	I'd deliberately wanted to provoke him then, and said I rather liked the person from that matchmaking date.

	I hadn't expected Theo Marsh to call me an idiot and hang up straight away.

	Nothing at all like what he was now claiming!

	What girlfriend, what couple — we were just two perfectly normal sworn enemies!

	Before I could even open my mouth to explain, Theo Marsh went on, on his own. "You won't admit the relationship between us — is it because you're still angry? Let's start over now, all right? Whatever you say, I'll agree to."

	I was genuinely struck speechless. He had amnesia, not a psychotic break!

	I pulled my hand out of Theo Marsh's grip and looked at him, dead serious.

	"What nonsense are you talking? We are a perfectly pure brother and sister!"

	Theo Marsh refuted me, equally serious. "But all the memories I've recovered have to do with you."

	"…"

	Could it be because I'd been at his side too long?

	So the only things he remembered were things to do with me?

	I gave up even on eating, ducked straight into my room, and dragged out my suitcase.

	"Big sister, where are you going?" Theo Marsh's gaze was very cold. He glanced at my suitcase, then looked at me.

	I fobbed him off with an excuse. "A business trip."

	If I didn't run now, this whole thing was going to crash and burn!

	The corner of his mouth tugged up for a moment, a little roguish. He lowered his eyes. "So it's not because of the fight. You just plain don't like me. Is that it."

	Like…

	I suddenly thought of that day in the hospital room, our hands clasped together.

	My heartbeat sped up against my will.

	But faced with this gloomy version of Theo Marsh, I couldn't make up my mind.

	If he recovered his memory, he would absolutely destroy me.

	"It really is a business trip. I'll be back in a couple of days."

	Strangely enough, this time Theo Marsh didn't stop me.

	


Chapter 16

	On the plane, I looked back over this stretch of time.

	I suddenly realized: what I was afraid of wasn't Theo Marsh recovering his memory and settling the score with me.

	It was that he'd find, in all those little threads and traces, the tiniest bit of fondness I had for him.

	That would hand him an even bigger piece of leverage over me. Because honestly — if it weren't for that bit of fondness, I wouldn't have stayed there watching over him at all.

	I wouldn't have gone soft for him, time after time after time.

	Back at the company, Margot piled the files I needed to deal with in front of me. "President Marsh recovered his memory? How are you back already? Two days ago weren't you still saying you'd be staying over there a while longer?"

	I felt guilty, and pressed my lips together. "Not yet. I got everything done that I wanted Theo Marsh to do, so I came back."

	"Really? More like you offended President Marsh, so you scuttled back here while he still hasn't got his memory back."

	I laughed awkwardly. "What are you thinking? Am I that kind of person?"

	"You are."

	"…"

	For the next few days I focused on work.

	And checked my phone now and then.

	I didn't know how Theo Marsh was doing.

	Whether he was really waiting for me to come back.

	As if some spirit moved me, I opened the flight-booking app.

	And right at that moment, a message from Theo Marsh's mother popped up.

	"Quinnie, dear — Theo's got his memory back. Only, he's been hospitalized again."

	I blanked, looked out the window at the traffic, and called her straight away. "Auntie, why is he in the hospital again?"

	The other end was a little noisy. "When they got to the hospital, they happened to run into someone causing a violent disturbance there. Theo got hit protecting a child. It's not serious — and it actually brought his memory back."

	My eyes went a little sour. So life really was about to return to its normal track. "Then — congratulations to Theo Marsh. I've got things to deal with here. Let's talk another time."

	


Chapter 18

	It was a meal, but we didn't go far — just dealt with today's lunch at the restaurant downstairs, and then the two of us headed back to the company.

	The moment we reached the entrance, just as my hand landed on the door handle, an employee suddenly came rushing out to tell me:

	"President Halloway, there's a visitor in your office. It's the president of Concord Investment Group — Theo Marsh."

	"…"

	All I can say is, the universe was out to get me. Not a word earlier, not a word later — she tells me the exact moment I push the office door open.

	And so I stood in the doorway, looking at Theo Marsh sitting in my seat — and he had my little gold piggy from my desk pinched in his hand!

	A person can die. The little gold piggy cannot be touched.

	Before I could even charge in, Margot patted me on the shoulder.

	"Good luck. I'm out of here."

	And so this woman immorally shoved me straight in, then casually pulled the door shut behind me.

	I stumbled a couple of steps before I got my footing.

	"Done eating? I've been waiting here for you and haven't had a single bite."

	I strode over and snatched the little gold piggy out of Theo Marsh's hand, then stroked my precious piggy.

	A memory-recovered Theo Marsh really was different. Even his words carried that snide, double-edged flavor.

	"It wasn't me who told you to wait. And who could've known you'd come."
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