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We’re divorced

––––––––
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Ashley Summer had to blink her eyes a few times before she could process the words on the paper. Her body told her that she had overdone it, but still, she refused to rest.

“Ashley.”

With a scowl, Ashley reluctantly looked up from the documents. “What are you doing here?”

“Rina told me you have not rested since yesterday.” Ashton Summer, her brother, was still wearing his chef uniform, and Ashley could see dark circles under his eyes that were similar to hers.

“I don’t have time to rest, Ashton.” With that, Ashley focused back on her paperwork.

Ashley heard a sound - almost like a growl - that she was very familiar with. But she was too exhausted that her movement was a second too slow to stop Ashton from snatching the papers away from her hand.

“Give me back those papers!” Ashley slammed a hand on her desk.

“I’ll give it back to you tomorrow morning. Be a good girl and go home to sleep,” Ashton said sternly.

“I can’t!” Ashley said in frustration and realized in horror that she was about to cry. 

Ashton sighed wearily and tossed the papers onto the table. He went over to where Ashley sat and yanked her out of the chair.

“You need to rest. Trying not to worry by working too much is not a good idea. Mom and dad would be worried if you collapse from working too much.”

“So you’re manhandling me?” Ashley asked tiredly.

“If that would get you back home, then yeah, I will.” He pulled her out of her office, and she let him. Ashley was too tired to do anything now. Her head felt heavy, and she could hardly muster any energy to move. There was not even enough energy for her to think.

“Get in.” Ashley obediently climbed into the passenger seat and stared blankly out of the window, focusing on nothing in particular. Ashton drove his car to her apartment in just five minutes since there were hardly any cars on the road at two in the morning.

Ashton practically dragged his twin out of the car and to her unit. Ashley shrugged him off and collapsed on her bed, not even bothering to change into her sleepwear. Her brother helped her remove her shoes and pulled the pins out of her hair, freeing her hair from the tight bun.

“Thanks,” Ashley mumbled tiredly.

“Sleep,” Ashton said firmly, and she had to smile. Ashton had always looked after Ashley even though she was older than him by two minutes.

“Can you sleep next to me?” Ashley mumbled, half of her face pressing onto the pillow.

“You are so troublesome.” Ashton looked annoyed, but Ashley knew that he would do it. She scooted over, and he climbed onto the bed.

Ashley was glad that she did not have to be alone in her queen-size bed. When she was hunting for a new bed, it would have been practical to buy a single bed, but her lonely heart manipulated her into buying a queen-size bed instead. 

“Stop thinking and sleep. I can hear your brain working.”

Ashley let out a soft chuckle. “Yeah, right.” After a while, she turned to face Ashton. “How’s dad?” She could not sleep when there were too many things to worry about.

Ashton sighed, his gaze fixed on the ceiling. “He’s doing okay now. His condition is stable.”

“Mom?”

“Still staying beside him all the time.”

“Is she alright?”

“Truthfully? I’m worried about her.”

“Me too.” Ashley let out a troubled sigh. Their parents were very close, despite already passing forty years of marriage. Ashley was jealous of their relationship, and she had always dreamed of having someone love her the way her father loved her mother.

“Stop talking. Go to sleep, or I’ll have to knock you unconscious,” Ashton threatened.

“And then I will have to report you to the police.”

Ashley did not know how long she had dozed off, but her sleep was rudely disrupted by the sound of a phone ringing. Ashton groaned and let out a curse beside her. One of the many things they both hated was being interrupted while they were sleeping. Ashley blinked her tired eyes and noticed it was not yet morning.

Ashley ignored it, and it was finally peaceful again. It did not take long before her phone started ringing again. 

She let out a frustrated groan and fumbled around to switch on the lamp on her table stand. She grabbed her mobile phone and answered it without checking the caller ID.

“What?” Ashley snapped.

There was a momentary pause before a deep, male voice asked, “Is this Ashley Donovan?”

Hearing that name instantly cleared up her mind. 

Her wounded heart, accompanied by painful memories that she tried so hard to forget, mercilessly resurfaced from her Pandora box.

“Who is this?” Ashley asked sharply. “And its Ashley Summer.”

“I’m Evan Blister, the doctor that’s in charge of your husband, Sean Donovan.”

“I’m sorry, doctor, but we’re divorced,” Ashley said coldly.

“My sincerest apologies, but I went through his phone and found your contact number. He saved your number under an endearment, so I thought...” 

Ashley would love to ask what endearment she was listed as, but that was not the main problem here. “It’s okay, doctor. But there is indeed a Mrs. Donovan. Perhaps you can find her number in his phone.”

“Yes, I think there is. But the trouble is, her line is busy. I tried Mr. Donovan’s parents, but no one had picked up their phone.”

Ashley bit her lips as she pondered. “Doctor, is there a reason why you’re searching for his family on his phone instead of just asking him?”

“He was involved in a car accident.”

Despite hating the man and wishing for his death millions of times, her heart raced at the thought of him in danger. “Is he alright?”

“He will be fine, but there’s a slight head injury. But he’s not awake yet, so I had to look through his phone to inform his family members.”

“I see.” Her heart instantly felt relieved.

“If you don’t mind, ma’am-”

“Just call me Ashley.”

“Ashley, then, could you do me a favor?”

“It depends on what it is,” Ashley said warily. She would have loved to end the call and return to sleep, but she suddenly felt that maybe with some act of charity, her luck would be better.

“Can you try to get in touch with Mr. Donovan’s family? I’m afraid I won’t have the time to try to contact them again. There are other patients waiting for me.”

Hell no.

“I do not have his parent’s number.” And she did not have a good relationship with her ex-husband’s father either.

“I’m sorry, but I need to tend to other patients now. Thank you for helping, Ashley!” Before Ashley could say anything else, he hung up.

“Can I have the full version now?” Ashton could no longer fall back asleep, especially after hearing the interesting one-sided conversation.

Ashley sighed tiredly. She did not know how long she had slept, but she still felt like a zombie. At least she could hear herself thinking again. “Sean Donovan got into an accident. The person that called me just now was the doctor, and he wants me to contact his parents.”

Ashley scrolled through her contact list to search for the number that she had stored long ago. It was the number that belonged to one of Sean’s close friends, who had attended their wedding.

“Who are you calling?” Ashton asked.

“Someone who can call his parents.”

Ashton stared at his sister. “Are you sure?”

Ashley sighed again, already feeling the peace that she had forcefully obtained would soon disappear. “All in the name of good karma.”
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Sharp, intrusive, and overbearing

––––––––
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Morning arrived, and it was supposed to be a fresh new day for the Summer twins, but alas, there seemed to be more problems piled onto them.

With crossed arms, Ashton stared at his sister with an expression mixed with anger and worry. “Don’t go.”

Ashley would have laughed if he did not look so genuinely concerned. “It will build my good karma to help him.” 

She definitely needed some. There was no one replying to their hiring ads; her father got sick; and their restaurant’s business was dropping in a sharp decline.

“He does not deserve your help.” Ashton practically growled in anger.

“His parents are traveling, and there’s no one there to take care of him,” Ashley said calmly, despite her feelings being a mess. She dreaded meeting him again, after what had happened in the past between them.

Ashley tried not to be hopeful that Sean was still in love with her just because her contact number was saved under an endearment. He might be keeping her number in case of an emergency and had likely forgotten to change the name, not because he still had feelings for her. One thing that she knew very well about him was that his work would always be his first priority.

And it was this priority that had hardened her resolve to ask him for a divorce.

Ashley did not change her number because she found it troublesome to change her number just because of a divorce. But secretly, she had hoped that Sean would call her and ask her to return to his side.

Four years passed, but that never happened.

“Doesn’t he have a wife?” Ashton asked grumpily, and Ashley felt the same way as well.

“He does, but no one could contact her.” Another wave of pain hit Ashley when she remembered that not long after their divorce, he had gotten married again.

Ashley had tried to contact everyone that knew Sean, but unexpectedly, most of them could not be reached or claimed that they were busy and could not help their injured friend. 

What a bunch of heartless people. May bad karma fall upon them.

“You don’t have to go. You are not his relative. And you are needed here.”

Ashley smiled and hugged her brother. “Someone needs to look after him, even if I dislike him. Mom okay-ed me to go too. You will call me if something happens, right?”

“I will.” Ashton sighed wearily. “Fine, go and get your heart broken again- Ouch!” He hissed and rubbed the arm his twin had punched without holding back her strength.

If they did not mention it, not one would believe they were twins. When it came to appearance, the only similarities between them were their blue eyes and brown hair. Ashton was a head taller than Ashley, preferring to keep his hair short as if he was still in his military days. It was in contrast to Ashley, who had let her hair grow to mid-waist, tied up in a neat ponytail. 

Even their preferences were different. 

Their mother had been worried that the twins would grow apart as they got older, but luckily, they cared about each other even if they did not outwardly show it. 

“I will come back as soon as I can.” Ashley grabbed her luggage when the taxi driver honked to get her attention.

Ashton sighed. “Go and come back quickly. I will protect the base.”

Ashley snorted. “Stop with these military terms. We run a restaurant, not a military camp.”

“Yes, ma’am!” Ashton saluted.

Ashley rolled her eyes at his brother’s antics, but her expression was soft. “Thanks.” 

With a smile, she entered the cab and waved until she could not see Ashton anymore. Only then the smile on Ashley’s face disappeared.

Ashley kept on telling herself that the reason she had agreed to take care of Sean was because she could not just leave a patient alone without anyone taking care of him. Yet, no matter how much she wanted to deny the truth, her heart actually wanted to see him.

It was despairing for Ashley to discover she still loved him, even after so many years.

Ashley could have slept during the flight, but she was too nervous to do so. Because of that, she stepped out of the plane tired with a mild headache. Rubbing her aching temple, she groaned as she scolded herself for agreeing to come here without putting up much of a fight. Just like years ago, she was weak-willed when it came to Sean Donovan.

Even if her heart still longed for him, she understood that they were not meant to be. She needed to show him that she was strong and independent, no longer that weak woman from the past.

Coming here was not only to help him but also to help her get over her last lingering feelings towards Sean Donovan.

Ashley hailed a cab from the airport and headed straight to the hospital with her luggage. The doctor, Evan, had told her that Sean would not be released from the hospital unless his guardian or friend agreed to take care of him and send him for checkups on an agreed schedule.

But there was one thing that confused Ashley. Where was Sean’s new wife? Why was it difficult to contact her?

Once Ashley started to think of Sean’s wife, she wondered if he had finally changed his priority, placing work as secondary. Or maybe he had actually found a wife who did not care if he put work before her?

Could that explain why it was hard to contact his wife...?

The cab arrived at the hospital before Ashley could finish preparing her heart. With luggage in hand, she ignored everyone’s stares as she stood still as a statue in front of the hospital entrance. She was starting to panic, and her mind was busy thinking up excuses to back out.

“Ashley Summer?”

Ashley jumped and noticed a man donned in a white lab coat, standing a few feet away from her. “That’s me.” She was glad that her voice did not betray her panic.

The man smiled, revealing dimples. He held out a hand as he introduced himself. “Evan Blister. I’m the doctor that’s in charge of Sean Donovan.”

“So, that’s you.” Ashley took his hand and shook it, unable to resist returning his friendly smile. “I’m surprised that you recognize me.” 

“No, I’m just guessing, with your luggage and cab. You look pretty tired.”

“Let’s just say I have other things to do besides resting.”

“You can get some rest while you watch over Sean. He’s not a terrible patient. Ready to see him?”

Ashley gave him a smile that seemed forced. “Let’s go.”

Ashley focused on stabilizing her breathing as she followed him, trying not to think about how Sean would react when he saw her. Ashley could imagine his icy gaze on her, with an expression of disappointment directed towards her.

As if their marriage had fallen apart because of her.

Ashley shook her head as if doing so could shake those thoughts away. No matter how cold he might treat her, she would have to take care of him until his wife or his parents came back from wherever they were.

She was just here to gain good karma to overcome her bad luck and to put down the last of her affection towards Sean. She silently wondered if she had developed a masochist trait for anticipating emotional abuse from Sean.

Evan stopped in front of the room. “Before we go in, I want you to know that he is not like he used to be.”

Ashley frowned. “What do you mean?” Did he mean physically? Had the car accident damaged more than his brain?

Evan looked thoughtful. “I guess you will know when you see him.” He knocked on the door twice and entered without even waiting for a response.

His action just reminded Ashley of Sean, as he often knocked twice and entered a room without waiting for approval. Sean explained that he did knock first before he entered, so he was not being rude. She had given him an eye roll back then.

Ashley wanted to complain about how unprofessional Evan was as a doctor for not explaining what the patient’s injuries were to her.

With no other choice, Ashley nervously followed the doctor into the room, and she immediately focused on the man that she had not seen for four years. Her first thought that he was still good looking. 

How could she find him attractive, even when he was wearing a hospital robe?

His black hair was shorter, showing more of his sharp face. His tan had gotten darker, revealing the amount of time he had spent outdoors. He was a lot thinner, and Ashley spotted some grey hair.

But his gaze was still the same. Sharp, intrusive, and overbearing.
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Memory loss

––––––––
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Without any signs of serious injury, Sean was reading a business magazine and had it put away when they entered the room. While Ashley stared at him, he did the same too. She tried to look casual when he assessed her from head to toe.

“You look different than I remember,” Sean spoke first, his voice deeper than she remembered.

“So do you,” Ashley replied coldly.

Sean looked puzzled, and she fought not to frown. Did he expect her to greet him warmly? Politely?

Evan let out a cough, getting Ashley’s attention. “This is what I meant.”

“You will have to explain to me, doctor.” Ashley suddenly felt the need to be defensive.

Evan sighed. “He has lost four years of his memories.”

Ashley dragged Evan out of the room and questioned in a sharp tone, “Why didn’t you tell me about his loss of memories earlier?”

“What’s the difference between telling you earlier and not?”

“I could have prepared myself!” She wished the doctor had told her about Sean’s condition through the phone call! Physical injury or memory loss asked for different reactions!

“Like what?” Evan sighed. “I wouldn’t have asked you to come here if it wasn’t urgent. And speaking about his injury will be best told face to face rather than over a phone call.”

“Why not just let him stay here until one of his relatives arrives?” Ashley sounded desperate. 

“As you know, I couldn’t contact his parents and his wife. There aren’t any relatives that are nearby or free to take care of him. And it is good for him if he recovers in his own home.”

“Did you drop by his house to see if there’s anyone in there?”

Evan stared at Ashley as if she had just said something funny. “You seem rather desperate to stay far away from Sean.”

“We are divorced, doctor. We parted on bad terms,” Ashley answered curtly.

“... Apologies. Actually, there is another reason why I asked you to come here.”

“What reason?” Ashley asked warily.

Evan sighed, looking troubled. “I want you to help him recover his memories.”

“Isn’t that supposed to be your job?” Ashley scowled at the doctor.

“All I know is that he has lost four years of his memories, with the possibility that he himself is unconsciously suppressing his own memories.”

“Suppress it? Didn’t you say it’s because of the head injury?”

Evan shook his head in negative. “The check-ups found that his head injury isn’t serious enough to trigger memory loss.”

“So, you think he doesn’t want to remember certain things, so he... unconsciously suppresses his memories?”

“Correct. I need you to find out what he wanted to suppress and to help him recover his memory if possible.”

Ashley desperately wanted to groan out loud. “Can’t you ask a counselor to do it? They are certified to do so! I’m just a restaurant manager!”

“Counsellors would not be able to help much, and they advise letting the patient recover their memories naturally to avoid harming their delicate mind. It would be better if it’s a person that he’s familiar with to help him with his recovery.”

Ashley smelled bullshit, but she was not an expert in such things, so she could only shoot him a glare. “I am not that familiar with him.”

Evan stared at Ashley with a contemplative gaze. “Truthfully, Sean had asked for you as soon as he was awake. That’s why I insisted on you coming over.”

Ashley’s heart skipped a beat. “T-That’s impossible.”

“It’s not impossible. There’s nothing wrong with a husband who wants his wife to be with him.”

“I’m no longer his wife.”

“Correction, you are his wife, four years ago. He said the last thing he could remember was planning to go on a honeymoon with you. He’s looking forward to it,” Evan revealed.

“Does he? How surprising,” Ashley said bitterly. Sean had been a romantic husband with his newlywed wife during their honeymoon trip, but it only lasted until they returned to their daily lives.

“I won’t ask what happened between you two, but do it for his sake... and maybe yours. As soon as he remembers everything, the more quickly you can get out of here, right?”

“I could get out of here now,” Ashley threatened, her hand tapping on her luggage.

Evan chuckled helplessly. “I could not stop you if that’s what you want. But I hope you will reconsider and stay to help.”

In the end, Ashley reluctantly agreed to help Sean. If she was smart, she would buy a ticket and fly back home, washing off this sticky matter from her hands.

But Ashley could not bear to do it when she met Sean’s gaze, which was filled with affection for her. She remembered how miserable she was four years ago when Sean’s gaze was no longer loving when it met hers. She had cried and wished for anything to have Sean be warm to her again, but the longer she waited, the more distant Sean became.

When Ashley could not stand it anymore, she made the tough decision to end their marriage.

She had been doing well after the divorce, slowly getting used to the life before meeting Sean. But when she was alone at night, her dreams would show what her heart really wanted—wishing to be with Sean again. What tortured her the most were her dreams of what would never come true, such as them being a loving couple until the end of their lives.

Ashley ruthlessly crushed that tiny hope and kept her mind focused. She was here to build good karma. Until his parents or his wife returned, she would keep an eye on Sean. After that, she would immediately pack up and leave.

It was surprisingly quick to discharge Sean, pack up his small number of belongings, and hail a cab to take them to his house. During the ride, Ashley remained silent, and Sean seemed content to be quiet as well.

“This is not our house,” Sean said when the cab stopped in front of a nice-looking house fit for a family. 

“No, it’s not.” Ashley got out of the cab, thanking the driver as he hauled out their luggage from the back boot.

“Then why are we here?” He asked as he followed her.

“This is your house.”

“You just said that this isn’t our house.”

Ashley told herself to be tolerant of the patient. “This isn’t my house. This is the house you are currently living in, registered under your name.” She grabbed Sean’s bag and rummaged inside until she found a bunch of keys. She turned and stared at him, who, in return, stared back at her.

Ashley held out the keys to him. “I was hoping you would at least remember which is the key to your door. I don’t really want to try every key, looking like a darn fool.”

Sean stared at the keys for a while before shaking his head. “Sorry, I don’t remember.”

Ashley noted that Sean was rather calm for someone who had lost four years of his memories. If she were in his shoes, she would have freaked out a long time ago.

Sean took the keys. “But I could try.” He stared at the keys for a moment before randomly picking one.

Hearing a click that signaled the door was unlocked, Ashley’s eyes widened in anticipation. “You remember something?”

Sean stared at Ashley, and she wondered if she had imagined seeing a flash of anger in his eyes before it was replaced with a frown. “No. The pattern of this key matched the lock.”

“...I see.”
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Mend our relationship

––––––––
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Sean helped carry their luggage into the house, and Ashley followed him in. She was amazed by the decorations in the room and did not notice Sean had stopped in front of her. As a result, she bumped into Sean, whose quick reflex had him grab onto her upper arms to keep her steady.

Ashley flinched and freed herself from his grip, ignoring the wounded expression in his eyes. Strange, she did not remember him being so expressive. Perhaps the pleasant memories she had of him were replaced with the memories of the latter part of their marriage that had been filled with bitterness?

“Do you remember anything?” 

“You are rather eager to have me regain my memories.” 

“Don’t you?”

“No.”

Ashley blinked in surprise. “You don’t? Why not?”

He stared at Ashley with adoration in his eyes, but it was already too late. They were separated, and he was already married. Even if she wished to, his four years of missing memories were like a knife that could cut their renewed bond when they chose to return.

“I was told we are divorced,” Sean finally asked. Ashley nodded stiffly in reply. “Why?”

“We no longer get along, so we agreed to divorce.”

“Impossible.” With just one word, he made it sound as if Ashley’s reasoning was unreasonable. Now, Ashley remembered this one trait of his that she disliked the most! She remembered his arrogance and unwillingness to bend for her!

“Well, suck it up. We had parted, and it will stay that way,” Ashley drawled, her tone cold.

“Do you know what’s the last thing I remember?” 

Ashley frowned with unpleasantness. “Your doctor says it’s the honeymoon.”

Sean stared at her for a moment. “To be exact, the first night of our honeymoon.” He did not tell that to his doctor to avoid any embarrassment.

Ashley gulped as his words ignited the long-buried memories inside her. But she strove hard to remain unaffected. “Oh?”

“Ashley, I want to make things clear.”

Ashley could hear warning bells in her head when he stared at her with that stubborn expression she was familiar with. “What is it?”

“I will mend our relationship, no matter how hard it will be,” he said in determination, and that was what Ashley feared the most. Sean Donovan was a man who would do anything to get what he wanted.

“I think your head injury is more serious than we thought. You have lost your common sense!” Ashley jeered angrily. “I will kindly tell you that you have a new wife now!”

Sean froze up momentarily before he said with resolve, “The wife that I remember getting married to is you. When the so-called ‘wife’ appears, I will immediately divorce her.”

Ashley gaped at him, speechless. This man was insane! And she was even more insane to feel a tiny bit giddy about it!

“Don’t be unreasonable! Your wife will be back soon, and I will leave when she does.”

Ashley let out a tiny squeak when he suddenly pulled her towards him until their bodies nearly touched each other. She was glad that she managed to control the heat crawling onto her face and hoped he could not hear how loud her heartbeat was.

“I will repeat again, Ashley. You are my only wife, and it will remain so forever.”

Ashley was caught off guard when he suddenly leaned over and kissed her. 

Ashley did not know how long they had kissed, but her mind had already lost its function as her heart took over her body. Her heart had soared high the moment their lips touched, and she answered his kiss.

This familiar, fiery, and mind-blowing kiss... her heart shook upon realizing she had missed it.

It took her mind great effort to struggle for control again, and ignoring her screaming heart, she pushed Sean away to break the kiss. Her hand delivered a sound slap across his face, playing a scene that would fit well in an afternoon drama.

Her uneven breathing and unnaturally flushed cheeks betrayed her feelings, but she ignored it to glare at Sean, who looked unbothered by her slap. 

“How dare you kiss me!”

Sean slowly smiled, his eyes pinning her with a knowing gaze as his finger caressed his slapped cheek. “You seem to like it as well. You kissed me back.”

“That was just a reflex!”

The satisfaction on Sean’s face disappeared. “Do you hate me, Ashley?”

Ashley was surprised at the question and accidentally spoke the truth. “N-No... I suppose I don’t.”

During the early days after the divorce, her heart was bitter, loathing Sean’s existence until she wished he would drop dead. It was only after a long time had passed that her anger cooled, and she comprehended that the one she hated was not only Sean but everything and everyone that had contributed to their divorce, herself included.

“Then, why the divorce?”

Giving him a frigid gaze, Ashley was warning him to stop asking questions.

However, he had lost his memories, and it would be unrealistic to expect him not to ask questions that she did not want to answer. As far as he remembered, they were still a loving couple, and Ashley could not find it in herself to blame him for causing trouble by suddenly waking up with four years of missing memories. 

But she still found some sense of sick pleasure in having him suffer. How would his wife react when she came home and found her husband still clinging to his ex-wife?

Ashley did not let that idea climb over her reasoning.

At least, his reaction told her that the reason he treated her so coldly only occurred after their honeymoon, and he had not faked his old affection for her. Because if he did, he would not bother continuing this charade of a caring lover when he knew they were already divorced.

Ashley sighed wearily. “Sean, I know it’s hard for you not to remember anything, but I will try my best to help you get your memories back.”

“No.”

“Stop being so stubborn, Sean,” Ashley scolded, treating Sean like an unreasonable child. “Your refusal creates more trouble than help!”

“I don’t want to get my memories back,” Sean declared decisively.

Ashley stared at Sean in disbelief. “Why the hell not?”

“I don’t want to remember those memories without you in them.”

Ashley gritted her teeth. “You should think otherwise; after all, in your missing memories, there’s me in them and the reason why we got divorced. Don’t you want to know why? Then, do your best to remember.”

“You are right that I will know after I remember, but I want to fix it. I want us to be together again.”

Ashley exhaled loudly. “Well, I don’t want to. You are a man who’s already married.”

Get that fact into your thick skull!

Sean frowned. “I don’t know who she is.”

“I don’t know either. But you should stick it in your head that you have a wife that you love now. Our relationship is in the past and cannot be fixed. Don’t destroy your happiness, Sean.”

Sean stared at her in astonishment. “You’ve changed.”

Ashley raised an eyebrow mockingly. “Everyone changes after four years, either in a large dose or a smaller dose. That’s how humans work.”

“You seem to have changed in a larger dose.” Sean frowned, displeased by her drastic change in character.

Ashley sighed, suddenly feeling tired. “I’ve grown up.” 

Yes, she had grown up. She could no longer be the sweet, innocent girl who believed that love and marriage were the most important things for her. She understood that she could be independent and did not need a man to make her life fulfilling and meaningful.

Sean gazed at her, looking confused and dejected. 

Her traitorous heart felt discomforted to see such an expression on his face. The Sean that she remembered was a man with confidence who was pleased with his hard-earned success. Although he was usually arrogant and stubborn, he made up for it with his deep insight into larger pictures.

Yet, why did he do that to her? Why did he no longer love her? What had she done that had made their marriage crumble?

But these questions no longer mattered. She already tried her best to fix their marriage, so there was nothing to regret. 
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A neighbour

––––––––
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Ashley wiped away every emotion from being shown on her face. “Do you have Mason’s number?”

“Yes, I do. Why do you want it?”

“He might know where your wife is. Since he’s your best friend and all.” 

She did her best to cut Sean off from her life, including his friends. But she could not bring herself to delete their numbers. But over the years, some of them had switched their numbers, including Mason.

“He’s not available.”

Ashley frowned suspiciously. “How do you know that?”

“The doctor had tried to call him before he called you, but his secretary said he’s not in the country.”

“Don’t you have his private number or something?”

“I do. But no one picks up.”

“What the heck?” Ashley grumbled. “When, exactly, will he be returning?”

“His secretary said the earliest he can make it is four to five days later.”

Four days! What was she going to do during these four days while waiting for Mason to come back? It had not been even a day, and she already felt like flying back home!

“Is being with me that bad?” Sean asked, and she noticed he was... sulking?

Her eyes flickered as forgotten memories surfaced, playing the scene of him sulking while they had been dating that she had found adorable in the past. “What do you expect me to do? Jump around happily?” Ashley snapped, pushing those resurfaced memories away.

“You used to.”

Ashley blushed as she remembered that she did jump around happily once when she finally got to meet him after a week. Sean had to leave the country for a business meeting, and she missed him very badly. That was before their wedding, and sometimes she wished that they had never gotten married if she had known things would end up this way.

“That’s in the past,” Ashley said harshly. “Your doctor said you will need to rest as soon as we reach your house.”

Ashley was surprised that he would let her steer him towards his room without complaint or pushing on the topic. The master bedroom was spacious, but strangely, there was no hint of a womanly touch in the design. She stopped her eyes from lingering, not wanting to see anything that belonged to Sean’s wife.

She ordered him to wash up and sleep, which he obeyed without protest. His obedience gave her a weird feeling. Sean was the type of man who hardly let people order him around. Maybe he was still tired from the accident?

Ashley felt a little guilty for behaving badly toward him while he was still recovering. But then, Sean always managed to bring out the worst in her rather easily.

Satisfied that he had finally dozed off, Ashley decided to give herself a tour around the house. It was an average-sized house with four bedrooms and two study rooms. Ashley noted that one of the bedrooms seemed to belong to a child.

She bit her lips to keep herself from feeling hurt.

It was a good thing that no kid was born and suffered from their divorce. Or maybe, if they had had a child between them, could their relationship be mended?

Ashley shook her head to shake those senseless thoughts away and continue her private tour.

The walls and furniture were all in lighter colours, and she bet it was his wife’s choice. There was a generous sized kitchen that was fully stocked with food. Ashley hoped that Sean had a housekeeper during her stay because she did not possess the culinary skill that had skipped her and landed on her twin’s gene.

The sound of the doorbell filled the house, halting her adventure. Could it be Sean’s friend? Ashley’s eyes sparkled at the chance of pushing the responsibility of taking care of Sean to another. Eager and a little nervous, she opened the door and frowned when her eyes landed on the unfamiliar person.

“Am I that bad looking?” A man around his mid-twenties grinned at Ashley, his green eyes filled with amusement.

Ashley shook her head, clearing off the frown on her face before plastering a polite smile. “No, apologies. May I know who you are?”

“A neighbour. I have never seen you before.” He stared at her curiously.

“I’m a friend of the house owner. Do you need anything? Sean is occupied.” Ashley’s mood dipped slightly, hoping that this neighbour was just here to borrow salt or something. She preferred Sean spend his time sleeping to recuperate as much as he could from his accident.

“I came at the wrong time, for I’m hoping to find a tall, moody guy with a frown that makes you feel, oh, so young,” he winked and combed his blond hair back to show how young he looked.

Ashley could not resist and laughed, feeling the dark cloud in her dispersed slightly. Although it was corny, he had done it in a way to show that he was just joking about it. “He’s sleeping at the moment.”

“I’m hoping to return his book and possibly get another new one from him.” He held out a thick book with a title that Ashley had no interest in reading.

“I will return it to him for you,” Ashley offered.

He grinned, and she suspected he had captured tons of women’s hearts with that alone. “Kyle Herrington.”

“What?”
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