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    To those who've ever questioned the voices in their mind,the weight of their past,or the truth of their own reflection—this story is for you.May you find clarity in the fragmentsand strength in the loop.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Some memories are not meant to fade, and some questions are not meant to be answered—only relived, until we finally choose differently."
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Volume 1–Chapter 1：A Confession to Remember

Noah Lin was rudely awakened by the noisy chatter coming from his dorm room.

Even before he opened his eyes, a piercing headache surged in, like a steel drill twisting into his skull. With a deep frown, he rolled over and shoved his head under the pillow, trying to block out the noise and fall back asleep.

But the pounding in his temples only got worse. The noise grew louder too—especially that damn voice belonging to Hunter, who somehow managed to raise his pitch with every sentence.

“—I’m telling you, you wouldn’t say that if you’d seen him in person! The guy is drop-dead gorgeous!”

Noah groaned, officially giving up on sleep. He sat up in bed, face dark.

Hunter turned around enthusiastically. “Hey! You’re up, Noah!”

In response, Noah hurled his pillow at him.

Hunter caught it and tossed it right back with a grin. “It's half past nine already, bro. The sun’s almost on your ass!”

Noah’s hair stuck out in all directions, and his voice was thick with congestion. “What time is it?”

“9:30,” said Darren, another roommate. “You should get up anyway.”

“...” Noah let out a lifeless groan. “You guys even know what time I got back last night?”

Before anyone could answer, he shot them a middle finger. “Seven-thirty. You were all snoring like pigs when I came in.”

Hunter didn’t seem remotely bothered. “Hey, you were the one out partying all night. I didn’t even think you’d come back this early, especially since we don’t have any morning classes.”

Noah pressed his fingers to his temple, wincing. Memories from last night came rushing back in a toxic wave.

Did he want to be up this early? Hell no. He’d rather have stayed in that hotel bed till noon. But now, thanks to last night, his stress hadn’t decreased—it had doubled.

The dorm was stuffy. Noah wore only a tank top and a pair of flip-flops as he shuffled over to the sink and turned on the tap.

Sunlight streamed through the window, heating the white tiles until they nearly burned. Someone had opened a window, letting in the chirping of sparrows in the trees and a faint, welcome breeze.

Noah splashed cold water on his face. The droplets ran down his hair and onto his neck. At least now, he felt slightly more human.

As he dried his face with a towel and turned back to the room, he heard Hunter still animatedly chatting with the others.

“No, seriously! You don’t have to believe me, but my gaydar never lies!”

Noah raised a brow. “What gaydar?”

Hunter jumped off the bed and pointed a finger right in his face. “That hottie I was crushing on recently—the one from our school! I was gonna confess, but these assholes keep saying he might not even be gay!”

“He probably isn’t,” Josh said with a roll of his eyes. “You think every hot guy is gay.”

“Bullshit,” Hunter said, dragging Noah into the conversation. “Look at our Noah here. He’s hot as hell, right? But he doesn’t give off any gay vibes. Straight as a damn arrow.”

“...” Noah calmly pushed his hand away. “Good luck, man. Hope your thirty-sixth confession goes well.”

Hunter was something of a legend on campus—known for his love of makeup, his passion for chasing cute guys, and his zero shame about being openly gay. His confessions, however, were almost always rejected. The few that worked out didn’t last long. Noah had no idea where Hunter found the energy to keep going.

At least he was a decent guy and got along with everyone in the dorm—though he had this weird belief that Noah was definitely straight. Noah never bothered to correct him.

What he didn’t expect was Hunter’s sudden shift in tone. “But... I’m kinda nervous. Noah, will you come with me?”

Noah looked genuinely shocked. “You? Nervous?”

He’d assumed Hunter had already confessed to every hot guy within a hundred-mile radius. Was there actually someone out there that intimidated him?

Darren asked the same thing: “What kind of god-tier beauty are we talking about here, that even Hunter the Bold is scared to confess?”

Hunter rolled his eyes dramatically and sipped from his water bottle. “You’ve seen him too, Noah. Remember that guy standing in front of the freezer at the convenience store next to the BBQ place we hit last month?”

Noah: ???

Hell if he remembered.

“I asked around with a photo later and found out he’s from our university—but from the med school. Apparently he’s a top student, super handsome, and really nice. Girls and guys alike line up for him. Do you think I even stand a chance?”

Noah: “...”

So you used to think you did?



Noah didn’t want to go.

He hadn’t slept. His head was pounding. He was still pissed about last night. And from the sound of it, this confession was doomed to fail anyway.

But by lunchtime, Hunter was leaning into full-on emotional manipulation.

“Noah, bro, are we or are we not brothers?”

“No,” Noah said flatly.

Hunter ignored that. “You’re really just gonna watch me be single forever? It’s been one month and six days since my last breakup. If I keep going like this, by the time I’m old and ugly, no one will want me anymore...”

Noah sighed. “You’re saying even you think this confession won’t work. How’s dragging me along gonna help?”

“Come on, help a brother out,” Hunter wheedled. “You’ve come with me before, and some of those times it actually worked! You’re my lucky charm, Noah!”

“Who’s confessing here, you or me?”

Hunter scooted closer, whispering conspiratorially, “Ever heard of the phrase ‘borrowing a tiger’s might’?”

Noah: “...”

You’re insane.

Still, it was just another quick rejection. Ten minutes, tops. Afterward, he could head back to the dorm and sleep.

“Buy me lunch,” Noah said finally, tossing the last of his bun into his mouth.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
DOCTOR, AMI
BEYOND SAVING?

i

i

A Psychological Sci-Fi Thriller about
Memory and Identity





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





