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Chapter 01: BEHIND THE GLASS WINDOW
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She swept back the stray auburn lock that had fallen across her nose. Was that a faint shadow forming under her left eye? Clearly, she had been working late too many nights.


Her mouth and cheeks bore a striking resemblance to the unbuckling spirits of her father. She stared at the thirty-two-year-old woman in the mirror, and nothing seemed out of place for her morning jog. The only thing missing from her outfit was her smartphone armband. Slipping it over one of her biceps, she nodded approvingly and headed for the door.

As she nestled the AirPods into her ears, there was no need to decide what to listen to for her sprint today. These days, it is always the same song every morning during her jogs. “Neon Rain (Oh-Na)” by her favorite singer began to purr over the thrum of the synth beat, the familiar tune carrying her down Chelsea Street and into the neighboring locales.

This was a stark contrast to the woman in the room at Mt. Sinai Hospital, where those eyes and that mouth would tell you a different story as her pen dragged across each paper, building a towering stack upon her desk after they had been pulled from a similar, yet untouched pile.

As she turned the corner, a man stood handing out flyers to passersby. He extended one as she neared, and without a second thought, she snatched it from his grip, her fingers scrunching it into a tight ball before she flung it towards a pair of trash cans standing around another corner.

In that moment, she looked free as a bird. But, several hours later, she would appear entirely different as she walked the hospital hallways, her colleagues’ voices echoing through the empty corridors.

“… in room 13 is a nightmare. I have half a mind to strangle her ….”

“… new residents are cute. Others, well …”

“… weekend was a fiasco! I hope the next one ….”

Her colleagues were in the cafeteria, sharing the last cups of coffee and idle gossip as they prepared to head home.

Not her, though. She had tasks to complete.

There was always more work.

The very thought of scribbling in files for hours, full of formalities and technicalities, made her yawn. Yet her steps led her to arrive in front of her office. Her snow-white coat was unwrinkled despite the exhaustion etched on her face.

The door creaked open, the sound echoing through the empty hallway at this late hour. As she stepped inside, the cool, sterile air immediately soothed her tense nerves, and she basked in the familiar environment for a long moment.

People often complained about the pungent smell of antibacterial cleaners in her office, and they were not wrong. She was nothing if not slightly obsessed with cleanliness, an understandable trait for a doctor.

Settling into her chair behind the dark mahogany desk, she let out a weary sigh, one hand massaging the back of her neck while the other rested instinctively on the small of her back.

“Damn,” she muttered under her breath. “This chair is murder on my back.”

The office was a study in perfect right angles, with a bookcase lining one wall and a cozy couch along the other.

Her gaze landed on a single smudge on the desk, and she couldn’t resist the urge to rectify it. Pulling open a drawer, she selected a spray bottle and cloth from the neatly organized array of cleaning supplies and set to work.

As she struggled to make sense of the words before her, her eyes darted to the digital clock in frustration. 9:00 P.M.


“Great,” she sighed, “be a miracle if I get home before midnight!”


Some reward for her long hours and hard work.

Shaking her head, she returned her focus to the open file, the rhythmic ticking of the clock keeping time with the scribble of her pen and the rustle of pages.

“Ugh,” she muttered with another long sigh, “More drug ads disguised as useful information.”

Her eyes fell upon the stack of posts on her desk, and with a practiced hand, she quickly sorted through it, tossing the junk into the trash and carefully organizing the important items in order of priority into her top desk drawer.


“There,” she thought. “One less thing to worry about!”


She rubbed her eyes, her gaze drifting back to the papers.

“Now, where was I?” She muttered to herself, shuffling papers around in search of her last note. “Ah, here. Last blood pressure noted: 130/90. Hmm. Needs a little improvement.”

As she made another note, her pen scratched across the page, the sound punctuating the silence of her office. She set her pen down, gently rubbing her eyes, and let her chair swivel around, taking a moment to rest.

The cityscape beyond her window unfolded like a canvas, alive with people rushing to and fro. Some carefree, others weary, all seeking refuge from the day, sitting on benches in the park across the hospital building, munching on evening snacks and sipping beverages hot and cold. She watched, mesmerized, as the world outside her office window came alive in the night.

As she gazed out the window, a sudden memory struck her. How could she have overlooked the inimitable Mr. Brodie, one of the most colorful personalities on her duty roster?

She took a moment to appreciate the breathtaking view before rising from her chair.

“I’ll be back,” she whispered to the cityscape.

Ten minutes later, the sound of Mr. Brodie’s booming voice echoed down Hallway 1.

“You want my precious fluids for your deep-state lizard people overlords?! Well, fine! Take them!”

Stacey ducked as a bulging bag hurtled towards her, splattering against the opposite wall. A stream of yellowish liquid oozed out, and she turned to face the shouting patient.

“I’ll see you in the morning, Mr. Brodie. You get some rest,” she said calmly.

“Burn in” Brodie’s voice trailed off as Stacey closed the door behind her.

At the nearby nurse’s station, she handed a chart to Nurse Hooper, a stout woman in her forties with an unflappable demeanor.

“Did that old goat just throw his pee at you?” she asked with a placid face.

“He did, yes. It looks like we’re going to have to get custodial in here. Maybe also a priest.” Stacey said, her eyes locked on the nurse’s.

The nurse’s eyebrow shot up at the mention of a priest. Stacey caught the look and added, “I’m convinced that man is a demon.”

Nurse Hooper’s hand swept across her chest in the shape of a cross. “You’re right about that!”

“Doctor Dimas!” Dr. Wilkins called out, approaching Stacey with his characteristic spring in his step. A wide, forced smile stretched across his face.

Stacey turned, her head tipping slightly in acknowledgement. “Dr. Wilkins.”

The older doctor beamed with pride. “You know, there aren’t ten cardiologists in the city who’d recognize cobalt poisoning as a cause of heart failure. Brilliant! You’re a credit to this hospital, Doctor.”

Stacey’s polite smile masked her exhaustion. “Thank you, sir. It’s a diagnosis I’m particularly proud of.”

Dr. Wilkins followed her gaze to the leaking bag and quickly turned back to her. “Yes, well, he’s an ass. An incredibly rich ass. You probably got us a new MRI. Maybe even a whole new wing for the hospital!”

Stacey’s eyes took on a wistful sheen. “Is that enough to earn me a new chair for my office?”

Dr. Wilkins’ forced smile stretched wider, a hint of superiority creeping into his tone.

“I’ll look into it.” He pirouetted and strode away, leaving Stacey to call out after him, “You’ve been looking into it for six months, Sir!” Her words trailed off as he jerked thumbs up over his shoulder without breaking stride.

Stacey’s gaze fell upon Nurse Hooper, her expression a picture of resignation. “I’m never getting that chair, ever, am I?”

Nurse Hooper’s response was a gentle but firm “No, ma’am.”

Stacey’s frustration boiled over, her words trembling forth in a rush. “That chair is…I hate it. I simply hate it. It’s the one mean thing in the place that is a sanctuary to me.”

Her gaze swept the room, taking in the sterile environment, the perfectly arranged cleaning supplies, and the breathtaking cityscape beyond the window.

Nurse Hooper’s soft chuckle was a gentle rebuke. “Look around you. My office doesn’t have walls. There was a hobo sleeping in it, and the pee of a cranky old man currently stains it.”

Stacey’s shoulders slumped in defeat. “Ok, you win.”

She glanced at her watch, and the movement was a subtle reminder of her weariness. “I’m officially off the clock. I’ll be taking care of some paperwork for a while. Let me know if anyone other than Brodie needs me.”

As she walked out of the nurse’s station. Stacey’s eyes fell upon a homeless man sprawled on a hospital bed, his beard-like stubble a proof of his hard-won years. The beds were filling up fast, and the hospital was struggling to keep up with the influx of admissions.

Back in her office, Stacey’s gaze locked onto the offending chair, her lips curling into a silent snarl. Beyond the chair glittered New York City.

◆◆◆

As she stepped out of her car, the cool night air enveloped Stacey like a soothing balm. She gazed up at the dark sky, her chest expanding with a deep breath, and let the sweet serenity of the wee hours wash over her. The only sound was the gentle chorus of crickets and the occasional hoot of an owl, a lullaby that seemed to rock her soul.

In this tranquil moment, she couldn’t help but marvel at the dichotomy of her life. The same hands that had saved countless lives during the day now hung limp, weary, a demonstration of the exhausting cycle of her daily routine. Would she trade it all for a life unlike her own? The question lingered, unspoken, as she slipped off her shoes and arranged them neatly on the rack.

Her two-story haven, nestled in one of the city’s quietest neighborhoods, welcomed her home with open arms. The trees, tall sentinels, stood guard around her little slice of paradise. The house, a reflection of her impeccable taste, was a sanctuary where she could shed the weight of her responsibilities and bask in the warmth of peace.

As she wandered through the foyer, her footsteps echoed softly, reminding her she was finally alone. The modern house, with its spacious basement and stylish décor, was her hard-won reward, a testament to her dedication and expertise as a cardiologist.

In her bedroom, she settled onto the bed, laptop in hand, and let out a contented sigh. A few emails wouldn’t kill her, she thought, before diving into her inbox. The screen flickered to life, revealing ten new messages. She clicked on the latest one, rolling her eyes at the familiar spam that seemed to plague her digital life.

The next email from the hospital caught her attention, but her vision began to blur, and before she could focus, her head rolled back, and she succumbed to the overwhelming fatigue.

The laptop slipped from her grasp, and Stacey’s eyes drifted shut, the soft hum of her computer and the distant chorus of crickets lulling her into a well-deserved slumber.

◆◆◆

Stacey’s voice recorder captured her wry commentary on Mr. Brodie’s case. “Mr. Brodie’s feeling better today. Thankfully, he still throws like a small, malnourished child. The source of his cobalt poisoning is almost certainly the deterioration of his hip implant, which we have successfully replaced with titanium. Still, someone may want to ask the wife if she’s putting more than Splenda in his morning coffee. No jury in the world would convict her.”

She paused the voice recorder, then jabbed the button again.

“His blood pressure is still a little high at 130 over 90. Will pointlessly recommend diet and exercise and then just give him more drugs.”

She pressed stop and spun around in her chair, her gaze drifting to the window, where a young couple had begun to dance on the sidewalk. Their carefree laughter and spinning steps seemed to mock her, trapped as she was behind the glass walls of her office.


How lucky are those fools? She wondered if they had any idea.


As she watched, a primal cry swelled inside her, a silent scream born of frustration and longing. She raised the recorder, her voice laced with irony. “Everyone continues to have more fun than me. Prescribe 50 CCs of Chardonnay to treat chronic jealousy.”

The knock at the door broke the spell, and Roger’s cheerful face appeared in the doorway. “Burning the midnight oil?”

Stacey’s grin was a mixture of humor and exhaustion. “It would appear so. Hey, Roger.”

Roger ambled into the room, his eyes scanning the cluttered space. “You do have a home, I’m sure.”

Stacey’s smile twisted. “Yeah, my cat tells me it’s really nice there.”

Roger’s expression turned persuasive. “How about going to see it for once? Or even better, go out into the world on this beautiful night. It’s the weekend! Enjoy yourself. You’re way too rough on yourself, kid.”

Stacey’s response was interrupted by her phone’s insistent buzzing. Her eyes narrowed, disgust showing on her face, as she snatched up the phone and flung it into the wastebasket. Roger’s eyebrows shot up in surprise.

“Did you just throw away your phone? Superb shot, though.” He remarked, his tone dry.

Stacey’s glare could have melted steel. “Yes.”

Roger pressed on, undeterred. “Don’t you need that?”

Stacey’s response was curt. “Yes,” she said, gesturing towards the wastebasket as if shooing away a fly. The ringing continued, a persistent reminder of the world outside her office.

“Shut up,” she muttered, her eyes flashing with irritation.

“What’s wrong?” Roger asked, his voice tinged with concern.

Stacey’s gaze remained fixed on the window; her eyes were wistful. “It’s just… look at them out there.” She nodded towards the sidewalk, where the young couple laughed and toasted each other. “Why does everyone seem to be having more fun than me?”

Roger’s tone was gentle, laced with affection.” You know, they’re all braver than you, Stacey.”

Her head whipped around, a flash of defensiveness in her eyes. “Mean but fair.”

Roger’s expression was soft, his voice measured, “But fair, don’t you think?” He paused, letting the words sink in. “You can join them anytime you like, you know. Sometimes, there’s a fine line between a sanctuary and a cage.

Stacey’s gaze drifted back to the window; her thoughts reflected in her profile. She turned to face Roger, her eyes searching as if seeking answers. By the time she did, Roger’s bright smile had already vanished, leaving only the echo of his words behind.

With a quiet sigh, Stacey turned back to her recorder, her voice laced with dry humor. “Prescribe Roger 10 CCs of ‘suck it’ for being right all the time.”

As she clicked off the recorder, the sound of boots echoed down the hallway, paused outside her door, and lingered as a persistent presence waiting to be acknowledged.


Chapter 02: THE ACCIDENT
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Stacey’s face lit up as she swung around in her chair, her eyes locked on Vanessa standing in the doorway.


“Vanessa! What’re you doing here?”

Vanessa’s gaze danced across Stacey’s face, detecting the faintest hint of confusion.

“We’re celebrating Marissa’s promotion tonight,” she said, her tone pointed. “Oh, don’t tell me you forgot!”

Stacey’s words stumbled out, her eyes darting to the scattered papers on her desk. “No, uhm, we did that like a month ago!”

Vanessa’s breath escaped in a slow puff. “That was six months ago, Stace. Also, the last time any of us saw you. This is a new one!”

Stacey’s hands rummaged through the papers, finally unearthing a pocket calendar. She rifled through the pages, her finger tracing the dates until it halted on the circled entry: “Drinks with Vanessa and Marissa.”

“Dammit!” Stacey’s voice was laced with frustration.

Vanessa’s eyes flashed with hurt. “Dammit?”


Stacey’s head jerked around; a forced enthusiasm pasted on her face. “I mean, yay!”


Vanessa’s gaze narrowed, her expression skeptical. Stacey’s attempt at enthusiasm was a bit too… forced.

“I think she’s making these up as an excuse to go out,” Stacey said, her voice laced with self-deprecation.

Vanessa’s laughter was quick to follow.

“I wouldn’t blame her. You’ve met those kids,” She paused, her voice a perfect echo of Stacey’s. “And Dan.” The shared laughter was a moment of pure camaraderie.

The sudden buzzing from the trash broke the spell, and Vanessa’s eyes snapped towards the sound. “Your trash is ringing?”

Stacey’s face was a mask of innocence. “Yeah.”

Vanessa’s expression was a picture of distaste. “David still won’t stop texting?”

Stacey’s head shook, a wry smile playing on her lips. “Nope.”

Vanessa’s face twisted into a wry expression. “It’s getting weird. Yesterday, he offered to ‘rotate my tires.’

The curl dropped off Vanessa’s face, replaced by a puzzled expression. “Why does that sound dirty?”

Stacey’s laughter was a low, husky sound. “I don’t know, but it does, right?”

Vanessa’s eyes scanned her own body, a look of mock puzzlement on her face. “And, what part of a woman’s body do you think are the tires?”

Stacey’s laughter was a short, sharp sound. “I have no idea. And I aced human anatomy class.”

Vanessa’s eyes narrowed, a mischievous glint sparking in their depths. “Want me to arrest him? Or just shoot him? No one would ever find the body.”

Stacey’s mouth twitched, and a fleeting smile played on her lips. “I’ll let you know, Nessy.”

Vanessa’s hands went to her hips, her voice firm. “Alright, girl, so come on. Time to go!”

Stacey’s words were laced with reluctance. “Oh no, I can’t tonight.”

Vanessa’s response was immediate, her voice firm. “Oh, that’s not happening. We’re going.”

She took a step forward and put Stacey’s pen down for her.

“I don’t know… there’s just too much to do. And besides, I don’t feel like leaving this room right now, where everything is calm and stable. Just the way I—”

The whining creak of the chair interrupted her words, growing ominously louder until it gave way beneath her. Stacey crashed to the floor; her eyes wide with surprise. Vanessa’s laughter was barely contained, her eyes shining with amusement.

Stacey poked her head above the desk, a sheepish grin spreading across her face. “I could go for one drink.”

Outside the hospital, Vanessa’s police cruiser stood out, its tires perched halfway on the sidewalk. Stacey chuckled, pointing at the vehicle’s precarious posture.

“Nice parking, Dirty Harry.”

Vanessa shrugged, a mischievous glint in her eye. “Half the reason I work this job is being able to park anywhere I want to. You want a ride?”

Stacey’s nose scrunched up in distaste. “Anyone poop in there recently?”

Vanessa’s laughter was quick. “It’s a New York City police cruiser. Of course, someone pooped in there recently.”

Stacey shook her head, her smile growing. “I think I’ll walk. Fresh air will do me good.”

Vanessa’s grin was sly. “That way, you’ll reach the bar way later and get to spend less time at the bar.”

Stacey’s smile was slow and sly. “All right. That’s a 15-minute walk. If you’re not there in half an hour, I’ll arrest you and throw you in a cell with your ex. Fair deal?”

“Copy that, officer,” Stacey said, her voice dripping with sarcasm.

Vanessa hopped into the cruiser, firing the engine with a loud roar. As she sped away, Stacey watched her go with a wry smile. She shook her head, chuckling to herself before starting down the street.


Seven-and-a-half minutes later, Stacey turned the corner onto 12th Avenue. A radiant smile spread across her face. The night air was alive with magic, the scent of blooming flowers and fresh sidewalk filling her lungs. Her heart swelled, and her footsteps lit as she walked.


For a fleeting moment, she felt alive, the weight of her mundane life lifting like a bird taking flight. The pain and exhaustion of her hospital shifts faded, replaced by a sense of freedom and joy.

Her phone’s loud beep shattered the spell, and Stacey’s gaze dropped to the screen, her eyes unfocused. The sudden intrusion was jarring, a harsh reminder of the world beyond her little bubble of happiness. She stared, her mind slow to reboot, before finally focusing on the screen.

Two new texts from David and nine emails from the hospital populated her phone’s screen. Stacey’s gaze fell upon the “URGENT” subject line, and her curiosity got the better of her. She clicked on the email, her attention drifting away from her stroll down the avenue.

As she read, her pace slowed, her eyes scanning the screen with growing concern. Suddenly, a gentle pressure against her belly stopped her in her tracks.

“Whoa!” A low, smooth voice exclaimed, accompanied by the screech of tires and the rush of air as a taxi whizzed past her.

Stacey’s heart skipped a beat as she realized she’d almost walked into the path of the oncoming taxi. Her eyes widened in horror as she visualized the outcome, her mind racing with the ‘what-ifs.’

Then, her gaze locked onto the stranger who’d intervened, saving her from inevitable disaster. Tall, with a chiseled jawline and piercing hazel eyes, he radiated warmth as he smiled at her. The connection between them was palpable and electric.

For a few heartbeats, they stood there suspended in time, as the world around them melted away. Stacey’s gaze was drawn to the fitted suit that accentuated his broad shoulders, the crisp lines of his shirt, and the tantalizing hint of a smile on his lips.

“Thank you,” she stammered, her voice barely above a whisper. “I … I’m sorry.”

The stranger’s eyes crinkled at the corners as she spoke, his voice gentle and reassuring. “You okay?”

Stacey nodded, still trying to process the close call. “Yeah… yes. Thank you. I’m... thank you.”

He nodded in response, his eyes never leaving hers. “Be careful out there. It wouldn’t be a bad idea to tuck away the phone while you’re on crossroads.”

Stacey’s cheeks flushed as she felt a surge of embarrassment. “Ah!”

With a courteous nod, the stranger turned to leave, disappearing into the crowd. Stacey’s pulse raced as she watched him go, her heart still reeling from the near miss. She raised a hand to her wrist, feeling the rapid beat of her heart.

As she turned to continue her journey, Stacey couldn’t shake off the feeling that her life had just been forever altered by the chance encounter with the handsome stranger. The question echoing in her mind was: Had her heart been racing due to the close call or the piercing gaze of her savior?

As Stacey stood there, still reeling from their encounter, the stranger suddenly turned back to her. His smile still lingered, and for a moment, she wondered if he, too, had felt the spark of connection between them.

But in an instant, his expression transformed, replaced by a look of terror. His eyes darted over her shoulder, and he sprang into a sprint, his mouth open in a silent warning. Stacey’s instincts screamed at her to turn around, and as she did, she saw a black van careening towards her.

The stranger’s footsteps pounded the sidewalk behind her, his arms outstretched as if to grab her. The van’s tires screeched, and its side mirror whizzed past Stacey’s ear, sending her hair flying like a wild mane. Time seemed to slow as the van hurtled between her and the stranger, heading straight for him.

With a desperate cry, the stranger leaped into the street, attempting to dodge the van. Stacey’s scream ripped through the air as the truck sped away, leaving the stranger crumpled on the asphalt.

“No!” she shrieked, her heart in her throat as she rushed towards him. The stranger lay motionless; his body brutally tossed aside like a rag doll. The van’s tires had left their cruel mark, and Stacey’s world went dark as she stared at the devastation.


Chapter 03: RACE AGAINST TIME
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As she sprinted towards the bleeding stranger, she frantically dialed her phone. The moment someone picked up, she blurted out the details.



“I’m on West 52nd Street, by DeWitt Clinton Park. There’s been a hit and run. A young man is unconscious and bleeding profusely from a laceration on his forehead, and I suspect he has a fractured femur. His leg is severely compromised. Please send an ambulance immediately; it’s really bad!”


Surprisingly, she got the words out in one go, evidence of her experience with emergencies. This was the first time she’d witnessed someone being intentionally run over right in front of her eyes. She placed the phone on the ground and quickly knelt beside him, her heart racing with concern.

“Oh my God, oh my God,” she whispered, taking in the sight of his bloodied face. His eyelids flickered, and one of his legs twitched before he became still. His one hand scratched the sidewalk, and then he fell limp.

Her eyes were fixed on his labored breathing. Suddenly, his cheek quivered, and his eyes slit open. His mouth struggled to form words, and she leaned in closer.

“Is… is it that bad?” he whispered.

“Uh, no, no, not at all. Don’t move; just lay back,” she soothed. “You’re going to be okay. It’s just a minor injury. You’ll be fine. I promise. Just hang in there.” After a pause, she asked, “Can you tell me your name?”

The stranger’s mouth forced out the words. “I … can’t … be … here.” He tried to turn onto his side, clearly wanting to get up.

“No, please. Don’t move,” she urged, gently pushing him back down. “The ambulance is on its way. They’ll get you to the hospital.”

“I … need … to … go,” he whispered, his effort exhausted.

“There’s only one place you’re going, and that’s to the hospital,” she reassured him, taking one of his hands in hers and stroking it gently. She hoped her touch would bring him comfort.

As she gazed into his half-open eyes, she willed his pain away. A calming smile spread across her face, a gentle reassurance that she was there to protect him in this terrifying moment.

As the stranger’s eyes fluttered shut, his hand still grasped in hers, she knew he had lost consciousness. “Shit! He’s going into hemorrhagic shock… losing too much blood now…” she muttered to herself, her brow furrowed with concern.

Her hand shot forward to gauge his pulse; it was weak and beating erratically. It was all wrong. Panic rising, she scanned the area frantically, her eyes settling on a dead branch jutting from a nearby tree. She sprinted towards it, snapping it off, and then whipped out her belt to create a makeshift tourniquet.

With swift efficiency, she threaded the branch through the buckle, pressed it against the gash in his leg, and looped the strap around his thigh before yanking it tight. The branch dug deep into the wound, stemming the flow of blood. She held the end of the belt taut, her face set in determination as she crouched beside him.

The silence of the deserted street was broken only by the sound of her own ragged breathing as she waited for the ambulance.

The city’s darkness seemed to swallow all signs of life, leaving only the two of them suspended in this fragile moment.

As the minutes ticked by, the stranger’s eyes flickered open once more. He turned to her, his gaze locking onto hers, and a faint smile trembled on his lips.

“You’re back! Oh, thank God!” she exclaimed, her voice laced with relief. She leaned back slightly to maintain the pressure on the tourniquet.

In the distance, the wail of the sirens grew louder, and the handsome stranger’s eyes flashed with gratitude.

“You saved me. You’re my guardian angel,” he whispered, his voice frail, as he reached for her hand and squeezed it lightly.

“Well, I owed you one, didn’t I?” she replied, her voice soft, as she gently squeezed his hand back.

The sirens turned the corner, growing louder, and the ambulance screeched to a halt beside them. The paramedics jumped out, and one of them took the tourniquet from her grip.

As they worked to stabilize the stranger, she rummaged through his pocket and pulled out his wallet.

“Hello, Mr. Jason Walker,” she said, her eyes scanning his ID, a small smile on her face.

In mere moments, the paramedics had loaded the mysterious man into the ambulance.

Stacey asked the young paramedic, “Where are you headed?”

“Mt. Sinai,” he replied.

“Perfect. I work there. I’m a doctor. I’ll ride with you.”

The paramedic nodded, and soon, the ambulance was speeding through the streets. Stacey assisted the paramedic in setting up the ventilator and monitoring the patient’s cardiac rhythm.

“He’s lost a lot of blood,” she warned as the paramedic secured the gash.

“Don’t worry, we’ve got it under control,” the paramedic reassured her. “We’ll be at the hospital soon.”

Stacey gently stroked the patient’s forehead, her eyes locked on his pale face. She gritted her teeth, pushing aside any doubts that threatened to surface.

“You’re going to be fine, Jason. I’ve got you. Just stay with me.” She was determined to save this man no matter what it took.

As they sped through the streets, Stacey called out to the driver, “Hey, step on it! You’re not driving Miss Daisy.”

The driver shot her a confused glance in the rearview mirror.

“It’s from a movie,” Stacey explained. “Jessica Tandy. Morgan Freeman. He’s her chauffeur. She’s old and likes to drive slowly. It’s a classic. Just go faster, please.”

The driver chuckled and pushed the ambulance to its limits.

As they arrived at the hospital. Stacey rushed through the doors alongside the gurney. Her eyes remained fixed on the patient. Roger, a fellow doctor, intercepted them, his eyes scanning the scene.

“I’ve got it from here,” Roger said, effortlessly breaking Stacey’s stride.

Stacey clung to his coat, her eyes pleading. “I just... I was there when he was hit. I need to help.”

Roger halted, taking in Stacey’s disheveled appearance. Blood stained her hands and clothes, and her hair was disarrayed. He hadn’t seen her like this in years.

He studied her face, noting the frantic desperation in her eyes. She looked like a sail struggling to stay upright in a gale-force wind.

Roger gripped her shoulder. “I’ve got it. He’s in good hands. The hands that taught you how to be good.”

Stacey slowed to a stop, her eyes lost. “Right. Yes. Thank you.”

As the medical team whisked the patient away, Stacey gazed after them, taking in the chaos of the surgery wing. When the doors swung shut behind them, she looked down at herself, taking in the bloodstains and disarray.

She let out a long, shuddering breath, trying to still her racing heart.

◆◆◆

The shower’s icy water hit Stacey’s face, refreshing her exhausted skin. She paused, letting the water pummel her pursed lips, then tilted her head back. She opened her eyes and let the rivulets wash away the remnants of the traumatic scene.

When she emerged from the shower, Stacey walked to Nurse Hooper’s station with the hazardous bag lunged over her arm. She dropped it on the counter with a soft thud.

“Do you want me to have these cleaned up for you, dear?” Nurse Hooper asked, eyeing the stained clothes.

Stacey’s voice was laced with a mix of exhaustion and resignation. “Have them burned, please.”

The nurse nodded sympathetically, but Stacey quickly corrected herself. “No, wait. Please just wash and donate them to whoever might need them.”

Nurse Hooper nodded again, her expression understanding.

As Stacey walked away, her gaze fell upon her room, where the only anomaly was the broken chair lying on the floor. The familiar surroundings brought a fleeting sense of comfort.

Just then, her phone rang, shrilling in the silence. Stacey’s heart skipped a beat as Vanessa’s playful and teasing voice came on the line.

“You’re under arrest,” Vanessa declared, with Marissa playfully shouting in the background, “You have the right to remain a party pooper, you beautiful bitch!” The last part was said quietly.

Stacey couldn’t help but smile despite the lingering fatigue. “Sorry, I had a work emergency.”

Vanessa chuckled.


“Liar,” Marissa’s slurred voice echoed in the background, “I am the law!”



Stacey’s smile faltered as she explained, “I turned up on 12th Avenue, and there was a hit-and-run there. I had no choice but to bring Jason in.”


Vanessa’s tone turned curious. “Who’s Jason?”

Stacey hesitated, then continued. “The patient … I mean, the man who got hit. He bled a lot.”

Vanessa’s voice turned serious. “Is he going to be okay?”

Stacey’s voice was laced with uncertainty. “Hopefully… I hope so. Maybe. They’re operating on him now. Listen, I need to tell you... It wasn’t an accident.”

Vanessa’s tone turned sharp. “What do you mean?”

Stacey’s words came out in a rush. “Someone did it on purpose. The van deliberately hit him.”

Vanessa paused momentarily, then said, “How do you know it wasn’t an accident?”

Stacey’s voice was firm. “The van steered onto the sidewalk and back onto the road, chasing him before hitting him.”

Vanessa’s response was measured. “Wow,”

Stacey’s description of the van was vivid. “It was faded, as it had just rolled out of a body shop. Dark green, like weeds. And it looked like an old cargo van, you know, the kind that used to deliver bread early in the morning when we were kids?”

Vanessa’s tone was nostalgic. “Yeah, I remember those vans.”

Stacey’s voice was laced with concern. “Would you look into it when you’re at work? See if they caught the guy?”

“Yeah, of course,” Vanessa replied. “Good luck.”

After hanging up, Vanessa pondered over Stacey’s words as she sipped her drink in the bar. Marissa’s slurred voice interrupted her thoughts.

“I am the law, right?” Marissa asked, seeking agreement.

Vanessa didn’t bother looking at her. “No, girl.”

Marissa sloshed more martini down her throat. “That’s a shame.”

◆◆◆

Stacey cradled the hot coffee mug in her hands as she gazed down at the operating team below.

Her eyes locked onto the surgeon, Roger, as he worked on the mysterious patient.

Nurse Hooper’s voice was soft. “I didn’t know he was someone you knew.”

Stacey’s gaze didn’t waver. “I don’t know who he is. I was just walking down the street when it happened. I guess I… feel responsible for him.”

Hooper’s expression was compassionate. “From what I can see, you’re the only reason he didn’t die on the sidewalk, Doctor. You’ve given him a fighting chance. It’s okay, go get some sleep.”

Roger glanced up, catching Stacey’s eye, and gave her a reassuring nod. Stacey’s lips curved into a small smile.

Hooper sat beside Stacey, gently pushing aside the pen and hospital binder. “Terrible accidents happen every day. You know that.”

Stacey’s voice was resolute. “I want to see how this goes.”

Then she turned to Hooper. “You know what, that’s the thing. Nothing about it went like it was an accident. I think he was... I think someone wanted to hurt him. Why would anyone want to do that? He seemed so kind.” Stacey looked inquiringly at Hooper.

Hooper’s eyes met Stacey’s, then drifted to the nurses on the other side of the glass.

“That’s awful. I don’t understand this world sometimes.”

Hooper’s gaze lingered on the open binder beside her, her expression somber.

As Stacey’s eyes scanned the page, her interest piqued. The medical examination notes seemed routine, but something about the heart rate and face color observations didn’t quite add up.

Hooper’s gaze followed Stacey’s to the open binder. “Just some symptoms a friend of mine experienced earlier,” Stacey explained hastily. “Not an official case or anything.”

Hooper’s eyes narrowed as she read aloud from the binder.

“Elevated heart rate. Moist palms. Dry mouth. Flushed cheeks. Adrenaline rush resulting in decreased blood flow to the stomach.” She paused, her finger tapping her chin thoughtfully. “Sounds like a fancy way of saying butterflies in the tummy, doesn’t it?”

Stacey’s expression turned sheepish, but she replied with a nonchalant tone, “It’s a natural part of the fight or flight response, which causes increased heart rate and blood pressure, consequently sending more blood to the muscles and away from…”

Hooper cut in, a knowing glint in her eye. “I don’t think you need to be board-certified to diagnose this one, doctor.” She cocked her head to the side, a sly smile spreading across her face.

“Looks like your friend was struck by strong magnetism when you took her pulse.”

A smile quickly overtook the blush that crept up Stacey’s face. “I believe that may be accurate.”

Hooper’s gaze drifted to the patient on the operating table, her eyes sparkling with amusement. “Maybe it was someone about six-foot-two with a jawline that could cut glass.”

Stacey’s smile struggled to contain her blush as Hooper stood up, a teasing glint in her eye. “Then the diagnosis is clear, doctor. Your friend is horny.” With a parting shot, Hooper added, “I’ll be praying for both of you.”

As Hooper walked away, Stacey’s attention snapped back to the operating room below. A sudden squeal from the pulse monitor sent a jolt of adrenaline through the room. The staff rushed to respond as the machine’s warning cry pierced the air.

Stacey’s coffee mug teetered in her hand as she rose from her seat, her heart racing.

“Get me the damn crash cart!” Roger yelled. “Chest compressions! We’re losing him!”

The crash cart hurtled towards the operating table as Jason flatlined.

Stacey’s breath caught in her throat like a stuck valve. Time seemed to slow as Roger barked orders, his voice a blur of urgency.

The paddles charged, and Roger cried, “Clear!”

The nurse stepped back, and the paddles struck Jason’s chest. The body jerked, but the flatline persisted.

“Again!” Roger shouted, his voice laced with desperation. The paddles charged once more, and the nurse prepared to deliver another shock.

“Clear!”

The paddles struck Jason’s chest, causing his body convulse.

“Come on, you handsome bastard!” Roger begged. “Don’t you make me look bad tonight!”

This time, the flatline showed signs of change, and Stacey exhaled a silent prayer.

“Come on! Come on!” Roger sweated.

The line squiggled once more. Stacey breathed again.

Roger’s wry remark hung in the air as the medical team breathed a collective sigh of relief. “Keeping things exciting, I guess. All right! Let’s keep going.”

The hours ticked by, with Stacey scribbling notes in her papers, her gaze drifting upward to the operating table occasionally, her eyes flicking to her watch to mark the passage of time.

Finally, the unconscious man was out of the woods. With a flourish, Roger peeled off his gloves and tossed them onto the floor, his proud face tilting upward to meet Stacey’s gaze. A triumphant smile spread across his face, radiating a sense of satisfaction at a job well done. With a theatrical bow, he took his leave, exiting the operating room with a spring in his step.

◆◆◆

Stacey stood transfixed, gazing at the man’s peaceful face, partially obscured by tubes and wires.

She took a step closer, noting the significant improvement in his appearance. His hands lay still by his sides, and his legs stretched comfortably to the length of the bed. His chest rose and fell with gentle, rhythmic breaths. The eyes above the oxygen mask remained still, revealing no signs of restless dreams.

A deep sense of satisfaction swelled within her. She longed to reach out and touch his hand or gently brush against the side of his face. But she restrained herself, aware that such gestures were better suited to a more private setting.

In fact, she yearned to do more, to curl up beside him, wrap her arm around him, and drift off to sleep. But she knew that would be unprofessional, and the hospital staff might raise an eyebrow if they caught her in such a compromising position.

Just then, a voice pierced the air, making her jump.

“So, what’s the story here?”

Roger stood behind her, a mischievous grin spreading across his face. He seemed amused at having startled her.

Stacey composed herself, trying to sound nonchalant. “No story. I just... the prognosis looks good?”

Roger nodded confidently. “He had a bad day, but if I were a betting man, and I am, I wouldn’t bet against his recovery.”

Stacey’s gratitude was palpable. “You did great tonight, Roger.”

Roger’s familiar smug smile bloomed on his face. “When don’t I? Time you had some sleep, Stacey. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

Stacey hesitated, smoothing a stray hair away from her chin. “I might stay for a bit.”

Roger raised an eyebrow. “Who’s feeding your cat tonight?”

Stacey’s eyes widened in alarm, and she sprinted out of the room, remembering her forgotten feline companion. Roger chuckled at her sudden departure, shaking his head in amusement.

As he turned to leave the ICU, he cast one last glance at Jason, his expression thoughtful.


Chapter 04: AT FIRST FEEL
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Standing in the hallway of her home, Stacey gazed wearily at the wallet of the man who had cheated death.


She dropped the wallet into a compact bowl alongside her keys. The screen of her phone displayed a flurry of missed calls and texts: five from Vanessa, eleven from Marissa, and nine from David. Her lips twisted in annoyance as she flung the phone into the wastebasket and turned down the hall.
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