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    First Edition


Saving Mom

On my 20th blind date this month, a stunning woman suddenly showed up.

The beauty charged over aggressively: “Don’t date him!”

“Who are you?”

“I’m your daughter, Mom!”

1.

Huh? Calling someone “Mom” the first time you meet them—is that some new social norm?

Please proofread the following English text:

“I don’t have many expectations,” I said, stirring my coffee. “I’d like to get married this year, and I hope things will be smooth after that. I’m focused on my career right now, and I don’t plan on having kids for at least five years.”

Leo nodded. “Sure, I promise.”

“Then—”

“No!”

The coffee cup in my hand was pushed aside, and before I could react, I was pulled outside by a strong force.

I stumbled back a few steps, staring in disbelief at the red-haired beauty before me.

The beauty shot me a fierce glare: “Don’t you dare date him! Not unless you step over my dead body!”

“Who are you?” I crossed my arms and looked at her, suddenly realizing. “Oh—I get it, Leo’s girlfriend?”

“Nonsense! I’m your daughter!”

I remained unmoved, so she added, “Mom! Believe me!”

“Such a grand gesture for our first meeting? You young people really know how to make an impression.”

The beauty grew anxious: “I’m telling the truth! If you don’t believe me, get a DNA test! I traveled back from twenty years in the future!”

“Twenty years from now?” I chuckled. “How old are you, sweetheart? I’m not planning to have kids anytime soon, so there’s no way I’d have a daughter that grown in two decades.”

The beauty took my hand and led me away.

“So whatever you do, don’t marry him. Otherwise, you’ll lose everything—your money, your health, and you could even face serious health issues.”


2.

In the sales office, my “daughter” and I stared at each other.

To be honest, her facial features did bear some resemblance to mine.

No, to be more precise, if you stripped away her heavy, flashy makeup, she looked almost exactly like me.

“Seriously,” I looked at her, “if you’d said you were my long-lost sister, I might have believed you.”

The beauty nodded, cleared her throat, and said:

Mom, listen to me.

My name is Evelyn, and I took your last name. You chose this name a long time ago because my grandmother loved that poem—“The river so blue, the birds seem whiter; the hills so green, the flowers appear to burn.” Mr. Chi Leo is a scumbag. He took advantage of you, pushed you to the brink, and even landed you in the hospital.

“Here are some photos and videos of us growing up together.”

This detail matched—the name was indeed one I had considered long ago.

Skeptically, I took the camera from her hand and frowned as I looked through the viewfinder.

“Ugh, that’s so unflattering. How could that possibly be me?”

The woman looked solemn: “It really is you. In many of the photos, you’re wearing your favorite necklace—the one you wore for twenty years.”

I pursed my lips and looked at the woman holding a child in the photo. She looked weary and worn, but her features were unmistakably mine.

“If you think it’s ugly—” the beauty looked even more serious, “it just goes to show how this failed marriage stole your beauty and brought you breast hyperplasia and lung cancer.”

Afraid I wouldn’t believe her, she pulled up a video and said, “As everyone knows, videos can’t be edited.”

I smiled and said, “As we all know, videos that get those kinds of comments are usually photoshopped.”

I didn’t watch any further and set the camera back on the table.

“According to some mysterious, unexplained theory, if you were truly the child of Leo and me, then by interfering with our blind date just now, you should have vanished due to the butterfly effect.”

She pouted, “Mom, you have to believe in miracles.”

“Alright, even if what you’re saying is true,” I shrugged, “I have three months left before I turn 30. My mom said if I’m not married by then, I can forget about coming home again.”

“But my grandma never told you to rush into a marriage in three months!” Evelyn grabbed my phone in frustration, swiped a few times, and tossed it back to me. “I just blocked Leo for you. If you want to get married, find someone else.”

I was speechless for a moment: “How did you unlock my phone?”

“Ms. Chi, you haven’t changed your phone password in twenty years.”


3.

I settled Evelyn in an apartment downtown.

I fell in love with this place the moment I saw it. I bought it recently and haven’t had the chance to move in yet.

“Mom, the layout and decor here are really nice. How come I never noticed it when I was a kid?”

“Stop!” My eye twitched. “Please, don’t call me ‘Mom’?”

Especially when I saw her stunning, curvy figure in that sexy, captivating black dress, then felt my own bony frame hidden under an oversized sweatshirt. I almost blurted out, “You look more like my mom.”

“What should I call you then?” Evelyn thought for a moment. “Mommy?”

I was taken aback: “Is that really appropriate? Wouldn’t that change the nature of our relationship?”

A little polite, but not overly so.

Just as we were stuck on the proper form of address, my phone rang.

“Sorry, I need to take this,” I said, pulling out my phone. “Hello?”

The voice on the other end was annoyingly smug: “Hey, how did the blind date go?”
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