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Just as Xie Chuyan walked in, I was lying face-down on the bed with my rear end sticking up.

The phone beside me was still buzzing with the crisp voice of a livestream seller: Grab the 618 sale and place your orders now, don't miss out if you're passing by.

Miss Meng, looking at wigs again?

That question instantly silenced the once-noisy hospital room.

The nurse pointed at me while reporting: Professor Xie, this is our group's new patient, she has already signed the consent form.

The moment Xie Chuyan's gaze swept over, I hurriedly twisted my head and craned my neck like an onion planted upside down, my mind suddenly going blank.

Ten years had passed in the blink of an eye.

The person I thought I'd never cross paths with again until I died had suddenly become my attending physician.

And to make matters worse, he had barged in right when I was doing my exercises to help pass gas.

How utterly mortifying!

I hastily scrambled up, reached out to adjust my crooked mask, and then stayed silent as a cicada in midwinter.

Though I didn't meet his eyes directly, I could still clearly feel that gaze lingering on me.

So cold, without a trace of warmth.

It was completely different from that helpless yet gentle look from years ago, whenever he saw me get a problem wrong.

Miss Meng, this is our group's attending professor, Xie Chuyan. All of your subsequent treatment plans will be handled by him.

I averted my gaze elsewhere, only giving a quick nod without making a sound.

The intern standing nearby then hugged the medical chart and obediently began reading the patient history:

Meng Tingyue, female, 28 years old. Ten years ago, during a health checkup, swollen lymph nodes were found in the neck area. The initial diagnosis was non-Hodgkin lymphoma, but after further specialized biopsy tests it was discovered...

Alright, there's no need to read the rest.

Huh? Teacher... are you acquainted with this patient?

Hearing that, my heart nearly fell out of my chest.

I pretended to be busy by looking down and fiddling with my phone, but I could still feel Xie Chuyan's gaze fixed on the cute sheep-horn wool hat on my head.

It was a long while before he finally spoke in a flat tone:

Not acquainted, it's just that this is a rather special case so I had reviewed it beforehand.

At that moment, my phone screen automatically switched to Taobao, and the payment interface began its countdown.

Time ticked by minute by second, while I sat there dazed, missing my chance for a long while and still unable to press the confirm button.

After the intern diligently finished reporting the treatment plan, Xie Chuyan listened in silence, and his voice afterward revealed no hint of any unusual emotion:

Alright, just continue treatment along the current direction, we'll run another check tomorrow.

With that, he moved on to the next patient's bed.

That day's ward round lasted about twenty minutes, and until the very moment he left, he didn't look at me even once more.

I gently moved my stiff neck, only then realizing with a start that my back was already drenched in sweat at some point.

The wig link I had just taken a liking to had been completely bought out by someone else long ago, simply because it got interrupted midway.

Tsk, what rotten luck.

But there was at least one thing worth celebrating: Xie Chuyan seemed to have long since completely forgotten me.

Even when he heard the intern doctor read my name aloud, he didn't show the slightest reaction.
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When Xie Chuyan and I first met, our relationship wasn't actually very good.

I had always relied on my family having some means, so I was mischievous and disruptive, and my academic performance was accordingly poor, perpetually stuck at the bottom of the class.

Our homeroom teacher at the time, wanting to urge me to study properly, specially arranged for Xie Chuyan to sit at the same desk as me.

At first, Xie Chuyan couldn't be bothered with my presence at all.

Every day he just buried his head in stacks of exam papers, diligently working through them over and over again.

He was smart, gentle-natured, and also possessed exceptionally good looks.

His only flaw was perhaps that he was poor.

I, on the other hand, was the complete opposite.

I was bad at studying and had a difficult temperament.

Sitting next to Xie Chuyan, I looked no different from a foolish nouveau riche brat with not a brain cell to spare.

Fortunately, my EQ still made up for it a little.

While the whole school's girls were competing to give him flowers or write love letters, I chose to buy him the book series Five Years of College Entrance Exams, Three Years of Mock Exams.

All of his exam prep materials afterward were also handled entirely by me.

And so, in less than a semester, I successfully won him over.

The day I stealthily stole a kiss from Xie Chuyan happened to fall right on his birthday. His white shirt was disheveled, my lipstick still lingered on his lips, and he lowered his eyes slightly and asked: What is the meaning of this?
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It was my first time kissing a boy, so my brain short-circuited along with it.

I could only stammer in reply: You... you still don't get it? Be my boyfriend, what else?

Xie Chuyan's ears turned red, and he said softly: Okay.

That period of time was truly beautiful for me.

A lazy student like me, yet whenever I stepped into class I would obediently sit next to Xie Chuyan and let him tutor me on coursework.

In the span of just one year, my total score increased by more than a hundred points.

Roughly calculating, this number was more than enough for me to test into Beijing, so I wouldn't have to worry about a long-distance relationship with Xie Chuyan anymore.

If only there hadn't been that health checkup afterward that discovered something wrong with my body...

Ugh——

The sound of my vomiting echoed throughout the hospital room.

I clutched the toilet bowl tightly, my vision going dark, sweat pouring out like rain.

My best friend rubbed my back worriedly and said: This won't do, your reaction is too severe, let me go get the doctor.

I hurriedly grabbed her hand to stop her: No need, I'm used to it.

Remembering those 27 rounds of chemotherapy years ago, didn't I grit my teeth and get through it all alone in a foreign land?

Yet after persevering for a full ten years, the old illness had finally relapsed.

Who knows how long I'll have to endure this miserable situation, and if I go looking for a doctor every time, I'm afraid they'll just find me annoying.

But my best friend still wasn't willing to let it go: Isn't Xie Chuyan your attending physician? I'll go find him, he'll definitely have a way to help you.

Hearing that, I immediately clung tightly to her leg: My dear auntie, please spare me! You should be glad he hasn't recognized me yet, because if he did, he'd probably prescribe me a hundred rounds of chemotherapy just for revenge.

Who told you it takes a hundred rounds of chemotherapy?

A clear yet icy voice suddenly came from behind me.

My whole body instantly stiffened, so much so that I didn't even dare to turn my head to look.

My best friend immediately breathed a sigh of relief: Professor Xie, Tingyue isn't feeling well...

Those are just normal chemotherapy reactions, if she can't handle it...

What else Xie Chuyan said to my friend afterward, I couldn't catch a single word of.

Because the only thought circling in my head at that moment was: Those words I just said, could he have heard them all?
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That evening, the nurse came to give me anti-nausea medication.

There seemed to be a hint of probing in her words: Miss Meng, are you acquainted with Professor Xie?

I lay slumped on the bed like someone with no attachment left to the world: Not acquainted, why do you ask?

Professor Xie normally doesn't bother with these trivial matters, yet this time he specially took the trouble to go all the way to the office to instruct your attending physician to prescribe additional anti-nausea medication.

I looked at my own reflection in the mirror, my whole body had grown thin, my face also haggard from being worn down by illness for so long.

Compared to how I looked ten years ago, it was truly a world of difference.

It can't be...

No matter how good Xie Chuyan's memory is, he still...

Right, his memory was always exceptionally good.

What if he's still been holding a grudge against me all this time?

With the three characters Meng Tingyue right there at the head of the bed, how could I delude myself into thinking he wouldn't recognize me?

My best friend suddenly cut in: Your Professor Xie is only 28 this year, right? So young and already a professor?

Hey, you're quite well-informed! Professor Xie went straight from undergrad to master's to medical doctorate. Roughly speaking, he got his doctorate around twenty-six or twenty-seven. A resume like this has to be classified as rare and hard to find, ordinary people simply can't compete.

Seeing my friend seemed interested, the nurses joked: Are you planning to pursue our Professor Xie? I'd advise you to stop dreaming, because he already has a 'special someone.'

My best friend secretly gave me a meaningful wink.

Then we heard the nurse continue: I heard it's the hospital director's daughter, also a doctoral graduate who returned from studying abroad, they'll probably be married before long.

The smile on my friend's lips suddenly froze.

I clutched the loose hospital gown, suddenly developing an intense interest in the loose threads on it.

After the nurse left, my best friend couldn't help but speak up: Tingyue, I'm sorry...

Pfft, what are you apologizing for.

I'm 28 this year, not 18 anymore.

Those pink fantasies about a cold handsome man falling madly in love with me, I stopped dreaming about them ten years ago.
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