
Chapter 2

	Marty might be slow, but even he understood now. He and Theo grew up in the same neighborhood; one listen to that and he knew someone had played a trick.

	I idly pulled out a compact mirror, watching Theo in its reflection—white shirt, black trousers, hair carelessly styled, those deep eyes still mesmerizing. His features were neither overbearing nor soft, yet somehow he gave off the air of an aloof, well-bred young aristocrat.

	The kind you don't find in the entertainment industry.

	His features landed exactly on my taste, so the first time I saw Theo, I launched a fierce pursuit of him.

	Back then we'd both just entered the industry, eighteen years old, filming and finishing school at the same time.

	That was when I learned he was the campus heartthrob of the neighboring university.

	I chased him like that for a month, until he probably just couldn't take it anymore and accepted me.

	When we went public, social media crashed. Blessings filled every screen. Two years together, and we never once fought.

	Just as the whole industry assumed we'd cross the finish line, we started bickering now and then. Fighting on set, fighting running lines, fighting at home—even the director didn't dare step in.

	In the end, our breakup became common knowledge.

	Sweet beyond words when we were together; claws out once we split.

	Afterward, I went abroad for two years, then came back for two more.

	The industry isn't that big, and this city is only so large, yet we somehow never ran into each other once—as if by some tacit agreement, and our managers never deliberately arranged for us to meet.

	Seeing the silence, Marty hurried to pull Theo along to introduce the rest of the cast.

	Eight people total. Besides Theo and me, there were two up-and-coming actors, Quinn Mercer and Caleb West; Gavin Reed, who'd just won Best Supporting Actor; and three rising trainees as the female guests—Mona Wells, Sandra, and Kiki.

	When it got to me, Marty didn't know how to do the introduction.

	He stalled.

	After all, he had no experience introducing someone's ex.

	I put the mirror away and, smiling brightly with my arms folded, looked at Theo. "Oh hey! Still alive? I figured the weeds on your grave were three feet tall by now."

	Marty: "…"

	Everyone: "…"

	


Chapter 3

	Lady, I'm begging you, stop talking.

	Theo didn't hold back either. "Yeah. Went to your place a few times and nobody was home. Did they relocate your grave?"

	"You bet they did. Good thing too, or you'd have come dig me up, wouldn't you?"

	When gods do battle, mortals best stand clear.

	Marty quietly backed away.

	Theo, briefly choked, glared at me through gritted teeth. "Juliet Rivers, you're as insufferable as ever."

	I spread my hands helplessly. "Likewise, likewise!"

	I took the milk tea my assistant handed me, took a satisfied sip, and ignored Theo's defeated expression.

	Theo's eyes darkened as he watched me bite the straw, then he looked away, as if all of it had been an illusion.

	Soon the crew sorted out the rooms. Marty fawningly hauled Theo's suitcase for him—Theo had no assistant. While others, having made it, enjoyed being waited on, he did everything himself.

	That came from his family.

	He'd been raised in luxury, born into a family of high officials and government circles. He was the only one to go into entertainment, so he couldn't afford even a hint of scandal.

	I used to laugh at him for it—and at the same time fell only more madly in love.

	When the elevator stopped on the same floor as mine, my eyebrow twitched. When we each came to a halt across the hall from each other, I cursed Marty eight hundred times in my head.

	I let my gaze land "kindly" on Marty and said with a smile, "Excellent work."

	Marty broke into a cold sweat. The rooms had all been decided by vote; it had nothing to do with him. He shoved the luggage into Theo's hands. "I've got something to take care of—I'll head off first."

	I clicked my tongue, turned, and went into my room.

	My assistant was staying on the fifth floor. Once inside, I sprawled spread-eagle on the bed like a corpse.

	A knock came at the door. I ignored it. Aside from that dog, who else could it be?

	After a while, the sound stopped.

	I couldn't help marveling. I truly never imagined I'd end up on a show with him. I'd only agreed to the gig because his name wasn't on the cast list.

	But somehow, later, he signed on too.

	


Chapter 4

	After all, our breakup had been so ugly that everyone who knew us shared the same tacit understanding never to put us on the same show or in the same script.

	Why did we break up? I remember being at home, smashing everything that could be smashed, tearing up our photos, packing my things to leave.

	His eyes were red as he pinned me against the door, his voice hoarse: "You really have to break up?"

	"Of course. I'm bored of you."

	That sentence shattered him completely.

	"You were the one who wanted to be together. You're the one who wants to break up. Juliet Rivers, what do you take me for?"

	I laughed, heartless. "A toy! Don't tell me you took it seriously?"

	He fought back the tears in his bloodshot eyes. "Fine. We're done. Never to see each other again."

	I didn't care. "Sure. Hurry up and forget me. I've got my next spring to chase too."

	After that came the slam of the door. Of everything he'd given me, I took only one thing—a necklace he'd designed himself, and learned to make with his own hands.

	When he'd put it on me, he said it had taken him three months to design and craft, a symbol of one life, one heart, one love.

	I laughed at him for being childish, then was so moved I cried.

	My phone buzzed beside me. I picked it up—unknown number. "Who is this?"

	"Open the door." A low, hoarse voice, unusually pleasant.

	"Can't. I'm allergic to dog hair." Meaning, of course, that he was the dog.

	Theo's voice went cold. "Then give me back the necklace. That was meant for my future wife. What right do you have to keep it?"

	I sat up in bed. He had a girlfriend? I hadn't heard anything.

	"You're going to give your girlfriend a necklace engraved with your ex's name? She'd have to have some nerve to wear that."

	He snorted. "You might not know this, but you can just scrub off the name and change it."

	Lovely.

	"Wait there." I couldn't stop the pang in my chest. I hung up and pulled the necklace off my neck.

	It was still warm.

	I lifted my head, took several deep breaths, and only then walked over to open the door.

	Theo stood there, smug as anything, raising an eyebrow: "Decided to open up after all?"

	


Chapter 5

	I threw the necklace at him. "Didn't realize you were such a penny-pincher. Scrubbing off the name—only you would stoop to something that cheap."

	"Family's not exactly flush these days. Gotta save where I can."

	I gave a cold laugh. As if. "Then I wish you and your old dog a long and happy life together." Bang—I shut the door again.

	Theo held the necklace, veins bulging on his hand, his eyes lowered, who knew what he was thinking.

	A long while later, he went back to his own room.

	Still steaming, I picked up my phone and sent him a message: "We have nothing to do with each other now. Kindly stay as far away from me as possible while we film."

	On the other side, Theo looked at the text, his eyes near-mad with obsession.

	He murmured: "Not a chance."

	After the show began, the director said the first day would pair us up by drawing lots. When it was my turn, I looked at the two words on the slip and my eyebrow twitched. Just my luck.

	I snuck a glance at the slip of the female guest beside me, Mona Wells, and gave her a smile. "Want to trade?"

	Mona was about to nod when a cold, sinister gaze bore straight into her. She looked up—oh god, more terrifying than the King of the Underworld.

	She immediately shook her head. "I think Gavin's great. I'll go with him."

	I pursed my lips. Coward.

	The first day's task was for couples to go grocery shopping and cook together. I trailed behind Theo with a foul look, a cameraman recording us.

	A little annoyed, when Theo picked up some lettuce, I leaned in. "Did you do this on purpose?"

	Theo's hand paused on the lettuce, his voice cool. "On purpose, what?"

	He grabbed some scallions too.

	"On purpose—bribing the crew to put us in the same group. I distinctly remember the cast list didn't have you on it."

	He sighed softly. "Do you really not want to be in my group that badly?"

	I opened my mouth, then had nothing.

	Theo added, "I'm a special guest. Of course I wasn't on the list."

	Fine.

	You're the boss.

	Whatever you say.

	When it came to seafood, I dithered between the shrimp and the crab. I wanted both, but I didn't want to do any of the work—shrimp prick your fingers, crab pricks your mouth and there's barely any meat, and picking through it is a pain.

	I'm exactly that kind of difficult woman: hates cooking, loves eating.

	


Chapter 8

	The director quietly asked Marty, "What a shame these two broke up. Look how well they get along."

	Marty sighed deeply too. Indeed, Theo had once spoiled Juliet Rivers absolutely rotten. To this day he didn't understand why she'd broken up with him.

	Theo probably didn't know either.

	I ate the shrimp Theo gave me with a clear conscience and pointed haughtily at the plate of crab. "I want that too."

	A plate of shrimp and crab basically went into my stomach. Theo produced a bowl of ginger water out of nowhere.

	I pinched my nose, thoroughly disgusted. "I'm not drinking that."

	Theo good-naturedly moved it away. "Fine. Then don't expect any more seafood in the future."

	"I'll drink it." I immediately grabbed his arm, took the ginger soup, and frowned. After cursing Theo eight hundred times in my head, I pinched my nose and drank it down.

	I love spicy food, but pungent things like ginger soup I've always refused, again and again.

	Maybe because he'd had me wrapped around his finger back when we were dating, this was one thing Theo had me dead to rights on, and it still left me with a mental scar.

	That night I opened social media to read the day's comments. All of it was people shipping Theo and me. I frowned. What were they seeing?

	We'd been broken up for years. What was the point of shipping us? The other party had even taken back the love token.

	The more I thought, the angrier I got. I opened a fan-edited video.

	It was a short clip from today's meal—me, never lifting a finger, ordering Theo to grab me this and that, while Theo, far from annoyed, watched me with helpless indulgence, spoiling my fussiness.

	His gaze was so tender it could drip, spilling right off the screen.

	The comments were on fire.

	"This is 'broken up'? They're clearly still deeply in love."

	"The idol's eyes are so gentle. I've fallen."

	"Big sis, look." This commenter @'d me.

	"On behalf of ten thousand fans, I beg you to get back together."

	"Up above—on behalf of the entire country, I beg for reconciliation."

	"Thanks to this show, I got to see the idol's gentle side."

	The more I read, the more my heart raced, the screen full of pleas to reconcile and Theo's gaze at me in that video.

	Didn't he… have a girlfriend?

	He'd even taken the love token back.

	So why act in a way that invites misunderstanding?

	

OEBPS/cover.jpeg
* MY EX Jomen Mﬂ >
IIATINE SHOW

Nl < = Sy
ﬂ‘ = ,?" <
— | | &= \ H e





