
Chapter 6

	In the instant the explosion tore through the set, in that flash between life and death, his first reaction was to shove me away with all his strength.

	While he himself was thrown high into the air by the blast, then slammed brutally back down.

	If not for the formal emergency rescue on the crew, he'd nearly have been swallowed by the sea of fire.

	Three extras lost their lives there, not reached in time.

	The accident's impact was enormous; it stayed on the social-news rankings for three straight days.

	Adrian, too, was unconscious for three full days.

	I sat by his window the whole time, praying in silence.

	I was haggard, worn to the bone.

	But when he woke, he remembered Marcus, remembered Sabrina, remembered that he'd already clawed his way to a measure of fame in the industry — he even remembered a stray dog he'd once fed on the crew — and forgot only the accident, and the me he'd protected in it.

	Forgot everything to do with us.

	With trembling hands I leafed through the photos on my phone, trying to find those little proofs, piece by piece, that he had loved me.

	But Adrian's eyes were so blank, so lost.

	That guarded, resistant look stabbed me to the core.

	Tears fell in great drops, splashing onto the back of his hand.

	He recoiled as if scalded, clutching his head in pain, whimpering low like a helpless little beast.

	"I don't remember. I really don't remember. Don't force me."

	"I won't accept a stranger of a lover I don't love."

	A stranger I don't love.

	He'd understood me so well in the past, and even now, the words he let slip without thinking landed straight on my deepest hurt.

	Five short words seemed to become the final straw that crushed me.

	Each softly murmured line drove into my chest like a sharp blade, perfectly aimed.

	A ringing filled my ears. Choking, I tried to touch the side of his face.

	"Adrian, will you look up at me? Look into my eyes — don't forget me so easily."

	But —

	He looked at me with rejection, his tear-filmed eyes like three feet of frozen ice.

	"Don't touch me."

	The words were so cold.

	Marcus pulled me out of the room by the arm.

	His face was grave.

	"The doctor says Adrian suffered severe psychological trauma in this accident. Under that enormous terror, to protect himself, his mind chose to forget."

	"It's a memory loss with no pattern. No one knows what he'll suddenly forget, or in what moment he might suddenly recall something. He's built himself a brand-new world."

	I crouched down, clutching my head in pain, even breathing gone difficult.

	"Not a brand-new world. A world without — only — me."

	Marcus sighed. "But he's done enough for you. At the edge of life and death, he chose to protect you."

	"The enormous terror the doctor mentioned — was it that he feared his own death, or that he feared yours?"

	"Joey Walker, you should count yourself lucky."

	How could I count myself lucky?

	I only wanted my love to remember me.

	But I had no rebuttal.

	Because I knew, in everything Marcus said and implied, he was blaming me.

	If not for me, Adrian would have had enough time to rush out of the danger zone.

	It was to save me that he'd ended up like this.

	A "click, click" of heels reached my ear.

	Sabrina Frost, in four-inch stilettos, decked out in luxury and a stunning face of makeup, looked polished down to the last strand of hair.

	She stopped in front of me and looked down at me from on high.

	"I heard Adrian woke up. There's no problem with me coming to see him, is there?"

	It was phrased as a question, but she said it with the certainty of a statement.

	She was informing me, not asking me.

	The pitch-black window reflected the two of us.

	Beside her, my hair was a mess, my face wan — so utterly wretched.

	No wonder the newly woken Adrian had been so unwilling to see me.

	Sabrina swept past me into the room.

	Through the half-shut door, I could clearly see every move of the people inside.

	Adrian naturally took the warm water Sabrina handed him, a faint smile at the corner of his lips.

	He really was so courteous.

	His throat was wrecked, hoarse beyond recognition, yet he still said gently, "Thank you for coming to see me."

	Sabrina laughed with a coy, scolding lilt, drawing out the last syllable like a little girl whining at him. "There you go being polite again. As if we need to stand on ceremony, you and I."

	


Chapter 8

	Two rainy nights overlapped in my mind.

	It dawned on me, after the fact — the day I left him had also been a day of pouring rain like this.

	Adrian had said he wanted to fall in love with me again, and he'd planned everything so earnestly.

	Kissing on the Ferris wheel, going to a movie, lighting brilliant fireworks by the sea — he'd listed it all out, one by one.

	But he didn't know that in the past, we'd done all of these.

	Back then he wasn't the famous actor Adrian Cole — just Joey Walker's boyfriend, Adrian.

	I'd hoped, full of anticipation, that revisiting the old places might draw out even a sliver of memory in him.

	Yet I knew all too well that for us, such things had long since become a luxury.

	"Never mind." I slid the dating-plan list out from under his arm. "Your identity isn't suited to being exposed in the public eye anymore."

	Adrian looked a little disappointed. "Looking at it this way, I really am not a qualified boyfriend."

	"You're not. To me, you're a perfect score."

	I studied his face, my own reflection in his pupils.

	It had been so long.

	In the middle of holding each other's gaze, he suddenly sighed, lifted a hand, and pinched my cheek, neither hard nor soft.

	"How are you so easily satisfied? Your tolerance for a partner is really something."

	"Then let me cook you a meal. The internet says cooking for the one you love is a way of showing your feelings too."

	He seemed unwilling to sit idle.

	Or perhaps he was desperate to find the feeling of the two of us truly, genuinely in love, the way it looked in the album.

	But Adrian had no idea how to cook.

	Flustered and clumsy, he turned the kitchen into chaos, though the humming of the range hood carried the texture of real, lived-in life.

	I turned off the burner and teased him. "Forget it. Those precious hands of yours aren't suited for this."

	Adrian hated cooking, and had no talent for it either.

	The bowl of longevity noodles he'd once made me, we'd eaten while practically gagging.

	Tears streaming, and yet laughing so happily.

	"Are you hungry?" I smoothed the loose hair at his forehead, soothing. "Tell me what you want and I'll make it for you."

	He shook his head, drawing a defeated conclusion.

	"I really am an unqualified boyfriend after all."

	In the muggy, rainy night, neither of us had much appetite.

	I made the iced sweet soup we loved best.

	It was that shop's recipe.

	A year and a half had passed; I'd long since learned how to make it.

	Adrian, you never have to ride two buses out to that faraway place again.

	I begged the shop's owner for ages to get that recipe out of her.

	After the iced sweet soup was set on the table, his expression turned complicated.

	His tone hesitant. "Did I... used to like this?"

	"You loved it."

	Back then he always liked to lean in and snatch it from me, insisting we share one spoon.

	I'd said it with such conviction, and then felt a little unsure.

	I didn't know whether his tastes had changed in this year he'd lost his memory.

	Adrian suddenly smiled, his brow relaxing, his gaze faint and light.

	"Finally, some clue that I was a qualified boyfriend."

	"Actually, I don't like sweets. That cloying sweetness lingering on the tongue doesn't interest me at all."

	I went slack, and instinctively pulled back the bowl I'd pushed in front of him.

	But he caught my wrist a step faster, a brimming warmth passing through.

	Adrian had never once said he didn't like sweets.

	Because I loved them — every kind of tiramisu, I always had to make him take a bite.

	He not only ate it gladly, he'd very seriously help me analyze the flavors, and his phone notes were full of homework on all sorts of desserts.

	I'd never imagined he disliked eating them.

	"I'm sorry."

	"Why are you apologizing?"

	Adrian lifted the iced soup and drank it down, spoonful by elegant spoonful.

	"The me of the past could drink it, and the me now still will."

	


Chapter 9

	It seemed my Adrian really was almost back.

	He kept leafing through the album, asking me over and over about our past.

	His expression focused, as if he meant to fill in the blanks all in one breath.

	It had been raining a lot lately, so I simply took a short leave from work, wanting only to stay home and keep Adrian company.

	I even selfishly thought: how nice it would be if time froze at this very moment.

	But then Adrian was gone again.

	The first ray of morning sun shone in, and I slowly opened my eyes to an empty space beside me, the sheets long since cooled.

	That lazy drowsiness vanished in a second, and dread swept over me.

	I scrambled up in my pajamas, and in the tiny space, there wasn't a shadow of him.

	The rain had cleared, but a damp smell still hung in the air, mingled with the scent of earth and grass.

	The morning light was strangely harsh. I ran aimlessly through the streets, my feet kicking up muddy water that splattered the hem of my plain white nightdress.

	There were only a scattered few people out.

	Coming and going — and at a glance —

	no Adrian.

	Adrian had left, without even a goodbye.

	Maybe he'd lost his memory again and forgotten me, so he'd slipped silently out of this unfamiliar environment.

	Or maybe he'd realized he truly couldn't love me again, and just couldn't bring himself to say the apologies and the farewell.

	As if all the strength had been drained from my body, I crouched down and curled myself into a ball.

	Until a pair of cleanly polished leather shoes appeared before my eyes.

	I slowly raised my gaze up the long legs above the shoes. Adrian was fully armored — sunglasses, face mask, the works — and the pink cap on his head was the very one he'd bought me back then.

	It had faded in the wash, and still I couldn't bear to replace it.

	In his hands he cradled a bouquet of gardenias still beaded with fresh morning dew.

	Pure, flawless white.

	Adrian gave a light, shallow smile. "I saw a lot of photos in your album of you holding gardenias, and figured you must love them, so I went and bought the first bouquet of the morning."

	"I armored myself up so no one would recognize me."

	He hooked the sunglasses down, his eyes clear and bright, and blinked at me as if fishing for praise.

	I looked up, and the joy of getting back what I'd lost made me weep for happiness.

	The wetness spreading from the corners of my eyes made him start.

	Only then did he notice my wretched state.

	He hurried to pull me to my feet, then crouched halfway down, gently wiping at the hem of my dress.

	"What were you running so frantically for?"

	A sour ache rolled in my throat. "I thought you'd left. That you didn't want me anymore."

	"I wouldn't."

	His voice in reply was very soft, but very certain.
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