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​Foreword
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Ever had a song that feels like it speaks directly to your soul? For me, one of those is "Who Knew?" by P!NK. It's been playing in the background of my head for nearly two decades, weaving its way into my thoughts and inspiring this story that's been brewing in my mind all this time.

So, what's this story about? Well, it's a journey through life's ups and downs, loosely inspired by the emotions and themes in the song. It's about love found and lost, about taking risks and facing the consequences, about the unexpected twists and turns that shape our lives.

As you dive into these pages, I hope you'll feel the same connection to the emotions of the song that I do. Maybe you'll see echoes of your own experiences, or perhaps you'll discover something new about yourself. Either way, I'm excited for you to join me on this adventure fueled by the timeless magic of pop music. Let's see where the music takes us.


-  Mike Gagnon, Feb. 2024
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​Chapter 1
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Alecia navigated the bustling streets of Los Angeles on a crisp February morning. It was unremarkable in its simplicity, like many other mornings that she’d experienced, thanks to the perfect life that society afforded her in 2189. The megacity had grown beyond anything that her great-grandparents could have imagined, covering more than half the state of California. The city’s size was due in large part to the economic growth and advancements of the last 100 years. The city’s skyline towered over Alecia’s short, naturally blonde but pink-dyed hair with its metal, glass, and concrete spires reaching for the sky. Every apartment building had at least one community greenhouse unit. Tenants found it much easier to pay rent when there was no danger of going hungry. Tall greenhouse skyscrapers, called Produce Towers, made sure that supermarkets always had a supply of fresh, locally grown produce. Impossibly suspended roads and bridges filled the airspace above and between the gray and glass buildings, while a variety of sky-bound vehicles zipped by; flying cars, cargo trucks, hover bikes, and something that Alecia thought looked like a cross between a helicopter and a praying mantis. All manner of flying vehicles flitted from building to building, other citizens rushing to work to start their day. Alecia had always believed she was born at the best time in history, and this cityscape reaffirmed her belief.

As she strolled towards a massive rectangular building, windowless with uninviting concrete walls, the Project Magenta Compound, Alecia's vibrant magenta spiked bangs caught the attention of a passerby. Another citizen walking about their business, shirtless with a leather harness, pants, face covwering mask complete with gas mask and combat boots. He was likely stumbling home from a late night at a local fetish club.  The leather-clad stranger leered at Alecia, looking up and down, making sure that the nodding of his pale bald head conveyed an appreciation for how Alecia’s burgundy leggings and gray hoodie worn over her pale pink t-shirt complemented her athletic, hourglass frame. It was clear that she was a woman who took pride in her appearance. In his appreciation of Alecia’s passing body, the stranger failed to notice a small cluster of garbage sitting right next to one of the automated trash receptacles that lined the pedestrian walkway. The stranger’s foot landed mid-pile and slid. Glancing over her shoulder, it appeared that her admirer had stepped in a large bag of dog shit. Without losing momentum, Alecia turned her head away, back toward the waiting security gate of Project Magenta, chuckling. The leather-clad stranger cursed his luck loudly to no one in particular, looking for something to scrape his boots clean with.

It was days like this that justified Alecia’s vibrant exterior and made her feel like all of her past struggles in life had been worth it, for lack of a more nuanced term. Though she loved her life, her youth had not been easy, her subconscious memories carried a heavy burden. Every once in a while, she thought back to her childhood, to the day she was diagnosed with “An undefined Mild Cognitive Impairment” by Dr. Patrick. All that really meant was that Alecia sometimes lost entire days from her memory as if she had blacked out, and nobody seemed to be able to figure out why. She recalled when she had just turned twelve, sitting on a hospital bed in one of those embarrassing and drafty hospital gowns. Those gowns were just one small part of the reason that she hated hospitals. The time she’d spent in those places and those gowns had stolen a lot of her childhood.  She remembered how the doctor emphatically explained to her how she was still “a normal person and it did not need to impact her life drastically”. “Easy for him to say!” she had thought, though she knew that Dr. Patrick was doing his best to reassure a young patient. Doctor Patrick had a patient demeanour and kind smile below the coke-bottle glasses that amplified the size of his hazel eyes. When she thought of the dark features that he’d inherited from his Haitian mother, she held no bitterness and knew that he had genuinely cared about her well-being, as well as his other patients.  The memory of her father, Brian, holding her hand tightly during that diagnosis still lingered in her mind. A big, strong, Hispanic tower of a man, Brian Hernandez’s 6’6” frame could make many wanna-be tough guys cower, but to Alecia, he was just a big teddy bear. Lung cancer had taken him in 2182, shortly after she'd completed her University education, but Alecia chose to cling to the happy memories she had of him and not what cancer had done to him in his later years. Working on cars in the semi-detached garage of her family's suburban California home, talking about life, and listening to her mom’s old music files were some of her favourite memories. That, and her father's steady, hand-holding support during all of those hospital visits, while some of the most highly trained doctors in the world tried to figure out why she missed chunks of her memory. Those blank spells, the lost moments in time, had taken on a haunting quality, ever since his loss.

The Compound loomed ahead, its imposing concrete structure a stark contrast to the surrounding urban landscape. Alecia knew that within those dark corridors and metallic walls lay the secrets of the Time Well, a device that allowed time travel and was closely guarded by the military. She flashed her face to the security panel, framed on either side by two of the armed military police that comprised the security force for the compound. The secrets of time travel and access to it had become the most heavily guarded asset within the United Socialist Democracies of North America, USDNA for short, since the government had disclosed the project’s existence in 2178. The Time Well was a major reason why the young country, formed in 2099 by the merger of the United States, Canada, and Mexico, maintained a role as one of the most powerful and prosperous nations on Earth.

Inside the Compound, Alecia's coworkers were already busy at work. She quickly padded toward the co-ed civilian employee locker room and stripped. From her locker, she grabbed a gray coverall and pulled it up over her body. The high-tech bodysuit covered her from neck to toe, the thick durable fabric hiding all sorts of high-tech sensors that would heat or cool the wearer as required, based on the environment that they were working in. Thin pink LED strips down the legs and under the arms glowed as the suit adjusted to Alecia’s body temperature. The glowing strips activated every time the suit performed a function, such as temperature adjustments or self-cleaning, keeping the wearer aware that its hidden microcomputers were performing functions properly. Alecia’s favourite feature was the ample thigh pockets, which made it easy for her to always have a wrench, ratchet, screwdriver, knife, wire stripper, and other tools quickly at hand. From the top shelf of the locker, she grabbed her safety glasses, a wide band of dark elastic with large round copper frames and dark lenses, a vintage item that her father had found at an estate auction and gifted to her for their garage projects. Alecia thought the goggles somewhat resembled an old-timey aviator’s helmet, but the antiquity of the item only made her love and cherish the gift even more.  Alecia pulled her safety glasses on and exited the locker room into the massive, rusty metal walls of the Time Well’s engine room. She exchanged greetings with the familiar faces of co-workers, as they rushed to find tools, move a welding cart, or weave between the metal racks of tools, machinery parts, metal pipes, and sheeting that lined the exterior of the massive workshop. The farthest wall of the engine room, opposite the locker room entrance, was the home of a metal platform topped with a massive heavy equipment crane that was mounted to the ceiling on rails, which allowed it to move large objects in the room from side to side. The metal plate centred at the base of the crane was framed on either side by 2 massive and identical engines. The stainless steel outer casings glinted like polished chrome, rising in a rounded arc from the floor to about 30 feet high at the center of its arch. The housing had slits cut into the metal to allow heat to escape and provide visuals to some of the working parts, should a mechanic need to take a look while diagnosing a problem. Small control panels and component housings seemed to grow out of the sides of the metal casing at the person level, allowing mechanics to run diagnostics, exchange parts, or access the inner workings as needed.  Alecia grinned as she nonchalantly padded over to a workbench, leaning on it and addressing a co-worker who was standing on a large stool while hunched over the workbench, cursing at some rusted metal part that he couldn’t get to separate from another rusted metal part. “Hey Benny, what do we get the privilege of fixing today?” Benny Hurley was an Australian Aboriginal with a penchant for fixing things, and as made evident by his step stool and small stature, he also happened to be a little person. Benny had a no-nonsense attitude and always had a witty remark ready. Benny wore a set of coveralls that matched Alecia’s, however, his uniform included a full helmet with a tinted face visor. Having grown up in a place where people are killed by falling coconuts, Benny was hyper-aware of head protection, possibly to an obsessive degree. His open visor allowed him a better look at his task, which apparently helped little, as there was no change in the free-flowing complaints that he issued.

“We have to replace these bloody couplers for the coolant lines again!” Benny exclaimed in exasperation. “It’s just, you know, TIME TRAVEL!” he continued, to no one. “Heaven forbid they get us some decent couplers that the bloody coolant doesn’t corrode away every other week! No problem, it’s not as if it’s for something important, we’ll just keep changing these bloody rubbish iron couplers every couple of weeks!”

Alecia chuckled and reached for her ratchet as Benny released a forlorn sigh of impotent anger. She then held her first aloft, Benny grinned and did the same in response, bumping fists to be followed with each of them opening their hand and pulling it back while making imaginary explosion noises. The pair padded over to the time lab, Alecia excitedly holding her ratchet aloft in the air with mock victory and Benny carrying a large netted bag full of iron couplers over his shoulder.  The experienced duo would make short work of this coupler exchange.

The time lab was a large open room with curved metallic walls. A smattering of workstations, complete with scientists in lab coats. High-end scientific computers and equipment were spread out in the open areas around the massive chamber. In the center of the time lab was the Time Well, the heart of Project Magenta.  The Time Well consisted of a platform and control panel mounted on a metal grating, which made it look as if it was hovering in the air. An additional wall of metal chain link rose from behind the control panel, allowing all of the necessary screens and control equipment to be mounted securely above the main controls. Below the platform was a circular opening about 20 feet wide over a 20-foot-deep pit, complete with metal access ladders for personnel to climb up and down on.

Benny climbed down to the bottom of the pit with his bag of couplers, followed by Alecia, who began using her ratchet to remove a row of curved metal panels from the wall, running next to the access ladder. Alecia would remove the panels, then Benny would curse as he climbed the ladder, pulling coolant hoses out and replacing couplers before returning the hoses in place, with Alecia following him and the replacing wall panels to their original position, one at a time, all the way back up.

After securing the final metal panel next to the ladder, Alecia crawled out of the pit and was happy to see the lab coat-clad Dr. Gail Agu approaching her. Dr. Agu, a thin woman of 72 years, whose dark complexion revealed her Ethiopian descent, supervised the Time Force assignments. Gail was known for her analytical mind at work and as a lover of fine wine and ballroom dancing to her friends. Despite their age difference, Alecia had formed a strong bond with Gail over the years. Gail approached with a knowing grin and a sideways look through the delicate, thin-framed spectacles that perched atop her pointed features to Alecia. It was the kind of look usually exchanged between friends or co-workers who don’t have to say anything to know what they are thinking. They both looked towards Benny, who was walking away and still grumbling about iron couplers. They looked back at each other and laughed as Dr. Gail brushed a silver-streaked wisp of white curls, which had been black in her youth, behind her ear, in an attempt to convince it to rejoin the rest of its family in the tight bun that she normally wore at work. “Thank you so much, guys.” Dr. Agu commented to Alecia, loud enough that she hoped Benny would hear too. “We couldn’t run this place without you.” “You know it!” Alecia agreed with a smile as she began to pad away, trying to catch up with Benny.

The pair of mechanics hesitated in their path back to the engine room. They encountered two darkly clad men entering the lab from an opening in the shiny, curved walls that led to the military locker room, reserved for Time Force officers. Both men were clad in the same black body stocking, adorned with dark gray padding on the chest, spine, shoulders, thighs, shins, knees, elbows, forearms, and groin, all standard-issue and necessary protection for the falls that the officers were expected to take in the Time Well. Alecia always wondered why they never bothered to wear helmets.

As Benny passed the pair he grinned, turned, and shouted into the cacophonous room. “Here come the hot shots!” He continued without losing a step, chuckling as good-natured laughs and sporadic clapping broke out among the scientists at their workstations.

The first man was Officer Dale Yoshawa, a fourth-generation Japanese American, with a short dark military buzz cut that somehow only served to compliment his complexion,  brown eyes, and athletic build. “Hey there beautiful.” Officer Yoshawa said to Alecia with a playful wink as he passed. Alecia felt a flutter in her chest and a rush of blood to her face. Truth be told, when Dale Yoshawa looked at her like that, it sent an involuntary shiver of anticipation down her spine. She smiled back at Dale and responded good-naturedly, loud enough for bystanders to hear, "Save the charm for your official assignments, Officer Yoshawa." This elicited a few more disembodied chuckles from the science staff in the lab.

Officer Yoshawa was followed closely by his investigative partner, Officer Kevin Kilroy. Aside from being Time Officers and having black hair, Kilroy and Yoshawa had very little in common. They got along well, respecting each other as equals thanks to a friendship built on years of having each other's backs when working investigations away from the Time Lab. Where Yoshawa’s hair was trimmed short, Kilroy had let his hair grow out, sweeping his locks into one voluminous wave that swooshed from his forehead to the back of his head, almost like a pompadour. The eastern European features twisted into a lecherous leer that oozed indecency as he passed Alecia. “Damn right, we’re the hotshots!” Officer Kilroy proudly announced, arrogantly peacocking across the time lab toward his pre-jump briefing with Dr. Agu.

Where Officer Yoshawa made Alecia’s heart flutter, Kilroy made her sick to her stomach. She tolerated his sleaziness and innuendo as much as she could, and only to keep from causing any potential conflicts with Dale over his partner.

Together, Alecia and Benny returned to work on the time engines, the massive machines responsible for generating the power needed for the Time Well. The pair had worked together at Project Magenta since Alecia first started as a trainee. Benny had several years under his belt already when Alecia had started, and where others were fooled by his gruff exterior and cranky temperament, Alecia saw the heart of gold hidden underneath. The pair had become fast friends and Alecia’s natural skills and talents were quickly enhanced thanks to Benny taking her under his wing. This is how they developed their signature tag-team approach to the day-to-day maintenance of the machinery in the massive concrete compound. They had become a formidable team, complementing each other's skills effortlessly.

As the morning progressed, the team prepared for a significant time jump. Dr. Agu took charge of coordinating the operation, ensuring everything was in place, and debriefing the Time Officers on mission objectives. Alecia watched with a mix of anticipation and curiosity as Dale prepared for today’s jump.

With a sense of ceremony, the Time Lab came to life. Dr. Agu strode onto the Time Well platform, tapping fingers quickly across the transparent control panel that nearly appeared to float above the bank of computers and bright buttons. Moments later, the circuitry that ran along the gaping circular opening of the Time Well generated a thin, rippling pink layer of temporal energy over the 20-foot-deep pit. At the bottom of that pit, motion-triggered airbags and heavy padding awaited the Time Officer's descent.

Dale stepped onto the platform, his gaze briefly locking with Alecia's, who had stolen a moment away from her engine work to sneak a peek, bashfully half-hidden by the entrance between the engine room and the lab. Another perk of having a tag-team approach was that she and Benny could handle working on jobs alone when necessary or if one of them just needed a breather. Alecia often snuck away to watch on the days that Dale was “dropping in” to the well. There was a connection between them, a silent understanding of the risks and responsibilities that came with their work.

“Are you ready?” Dr. Agu issued her standard pre-jump question. “Ready and willing,” Dale responded excitedly. “Remember, as important as our mission is, today's objective is to simply verify the date and location of the subject, beyond that, it's just a regular day.” the doctor confirmed. “Copy that.” With a nod to Dr. Agu, Dale took a deep breath and let himself tip backward, arms raised as he plummeted into the Time Well, disappearing into the temporal energy below.

The lab fell into a momentary hush, the anticipation palpable. Then, with a loud thud, Dale reappeared at the bottom of the pit, cushioned by the airbags. He climbed the ladder, his mind filled with memories of an objective completed in the past.

Alecia released a breath that she hadn’t realized she’d been holding until that moment. As Dale climbed out of the pit he shot a sideways glance at Alecia and smiled. Alecia smiled back, and then remembering her duties, turned back to the busy engine room, only slightly blushing.

As Officer Yoshawa and Dr. Agu went to debrief with the Time Directors and analyze the jump, Alecia couldn't help but feel a surge of pride and admiration for him, and the immense responsibility and trust put in someone tasked with jumping through time.

After a long day at the Compound, Alecia and Dale returned to their luxurious condo. “Nice to be home after a long day, eh Mrs. Yoshawa?” Dale asked, opening the door into their unit for his blushing bride. “Yes, it is, Mr. Yoshawa.” Alecia said, putting the same emphasis on the word “Mister” that he had on “Misses”. She put her arms around his neck and leaned forward to place a deep kiss on his lips.

As the pair entered their home, the space exuded a sense of minimalist comfort, a place where they could unwind after the rigours of their work. Alecia's mother's old music recordings played softly in the background as they moved through their nightly routine.

After checking for any messages that may have come in on the tele-corder during the day, Alecia and Dale made their way to the bathroom where they brushed their teeth and talked about their day. Following their ablutions, Alecia was no longer able to resist placing her hands on either side of Dale’s face and planting a long, deep passionate kiss on his lips, outdoing the one she’d planted on him at the doorway by several degrees. They shared an intimate moment, staring into each other's eyes before Alecia backed away and wordlessly stripped nude, giving him a grin before sliding open the floor-to-ceiling glass wall and entering the spacious steam shower with overhead rainfall setting. Alecia's nude body was the perfect canvas to show off the intricate and detailed tattoo of a Japanese cherry blossom tree that ran up the full left side of her ribcage. Dale smiled and thought about how lucky he was before following suit by stripping, showing off his own full-back Japanese dragon tattoo, and entering the shower behind her. Steam clouds and trickles of warm water cascaded over them, cleansing away the stress of the day. Their bodies pressed close, and their connection was undeniable. As soon as the soap was rinsed out of the way, their hands and mouths began exploring each other’s bodies, releasing all of the pent-up sexual tension and stress of the day.

Their lovemaking carried them, half-dried from their shower, into the bedroom. Their union was a passionate dance between two souls deeply in love. Their mutual passion for discovering each other's pleasure zones filled their condo with sighs and moans. Afterward, as they lay together in bed, sated and content, Alecia's curiosity got the best of her.

"Dale," she began, her voice soft, "what's it like to time jump?"

Dale turned to her, his eyes filled with a mixture of memories and emotions. "Well, it's kinda hard to explain," he started. "You have just the briefest split-second of being somewhere with no direction, filled with bright colours..."

“And then you wake up in the past, at the beginning of the day, in your own, younger body,” Dale added after a brief pause. “And you have about 24 hours, give or take, to complete your mission. When you fall asleep, you drop back out of the Time Well, make a brief verbal report for the microphones, and then spend the rest of the shift debriefing with the Time Directors.

He described the sensation of time travel, the disorienting experience of inhabiting a younger body, and the rush of fulfilling an assigned objective. Alecia listened intently, fascinated by the intricacies of her husband's work.

After laying together in a post-coitus cuddle, Alecia looked at Dale and said “Want a coffee?” “I’d love one!” Dale replied. The pair rose and slipped on their underwear, they rarely felt the need to be completely clothed when at home. As Alecia fastened her bra and Dale slid a tight undershirt over his body, their ongoing conversation about time jumping and the debriefing process was interrupted when Dale’s voice shuddered. He released a hard, loud, involuntary cough and collapsed, smashing with a hard “THUD” into the staircase that led up from their bedroom to the rest of the condo.

“Dale!” Alecia shouted in wide-eyed surprise, panic setting in when she realized that he was breathing, but could not be stirred back into consciousness.
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​Chapter 2
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The sterile white walls of the hospital room enclosed Alecia and Dale Yoshawa as they sat on the edge of a clinical-looking bed. Dr. Celia Grant, a middle-aged physician with long messy brown hair, a slim build, large round glasses, and a pale complexion, gave a warm, but troubled expression. She stood before them, holding a transparent digital clipboard that displayed a series of moving charts and images that nobody outside of a trained physician would be able to make heads or tails of.

"Mr. and Mrs. Yoshawa," Dr. Grant began, her voice gentle but tinged with sorrow, "I've reviewed all the test results three times and consulted with several of my colleagues. I'm afraid I have news that is going to be difficult to hear.”

Alecia's heart pounded in her chest as she exchanged a worried glance with Dale. She gripped his hand tightly.

"Your husband," Dr. Grant continued, "has an advanced case of Cerebral Lymphoma. It’s a very rare form of brain cancer...I...I’m sorry to say it's already spread too far to consider conventional treatment. I'm so sorry."

From the doctor trying to restrain her own emotions while delivering the news, Dale and Alecia quickly realized that this may have been the worst news that they could have gotten.

Dale swallowed hard, his face paling. Alecia felt her throat tighten as tears welled up in her eyes. She turned to the doctor, desperation in her voice. "Isn't there anything you can do, Doctor? Anything at all?"

Dr. Grant sighed, her expression sympathetic. "I wish there were, Mrs. Yoshawa, but given the stage of the disease, it's beyond our current capabilities to treat effectively. We can provide palliative care to make him as comfortable as possible.  With regular treatment and care, we can extend life expectancy by 1 to 2 years. Without treatment, Dale may only have a few months. Again, I’m so, so sorry to be giving you this news.”

Through his shock, Dale feebly managed to rasp out a question. “What could have caused it?”

“We still don’t know all of the causes for this type of cancer.” Dr. Grant explained. “There’s been a lot of speculation about possible radiation exposure from your job with time travel, but there’s never been any clinical proof of such claims. At the end of the day, the technology is just too new for us to know if there is any connection.”

Alecia felt a wave of despair wash over her. She couldn't bear the thought of losing Dale, her love, her rock. A glimmer of hope flashed in her mind, the kind of idea that is borne of extreme desperation.

"What about the Time Well?" Alecia blurted out. "Can't we use it to go back and prevent this from happening?"

Dr. Grant's eyes widened in shock, and she took a step back. "Mrs. Yoshawa, you can't be serious," she stammered. "Using the Time Well for personal reasons, especially to change a medical diagnosis, is illegal. It goes against everything the Time Force stands for. If I thought you were serious, I'd have to report it."

Alecia's frustration and anger boiled over. She jumped to her feet, her face contorted with emotion. "You people and your rules! You have the technology to change the past, to save lives, but that’s not allowed. This man puts his ass on the line every day to make the world better for you and everyone else, but when he needs that same kind of help, you just WON’T do anything!"

Dale reached out and placed a calming hand on Alecia's shoulder. "Leesh, please," he implored softly, "I know you're hurting, I can’t even process my own feelings yet, but you know how serious the responsibility of changing the past is. We can't break the law."

Alecia's anger slowly ebbed, replaced by a profound sense of resentment and action. She turned to Dr. Grant, tears streaming down her face. "I'm sorry, Doctor, but none of this is acceptable. We’ll be getting a second opinion, hell a third opinion, and if the diagnosis is correct, come hell or high water, I’m going to find someone who can help him.” Alecia strode purposely toward the exit, propelled by her anger. “Grab your coat, Dale, we’re getting out of here!”

Dale, jacket in hand, gave Dr. Grant a sombre look as he passed. “I’m sorry Doc,” he said. Dr. Grant placed a comforting hand on Dale's shoulder. “No, I’m sorry, Mr. Yoshawa.” “Thank you,” Dale said softly, then continued toward the exit, following Alecia.

As Alecia stormed over to their parked hovercar, her resolve solidified. She couldn't give up on Dale. She would do whatever it took to save him, and she didn’t give a rat’s ass about what the laws were if something could save him and keep him with her. “It’s crazy to tell someone they’re going to die without confirming it with another opinion first.” She half shouted as Dale trailed behind, a mix of emotions and thoughts that he couldn’t verbalize yet.

Over the next few weeks, Alecia and Dale sought other opinions from various doctors.  Dr. Fred Glumpf and Dr. James Botell each independently confirmed the same thing that Dale and Alecia already knew. Each time, they received the same grim prognosis: Dale's condition was terminal, and there was no hope for a cure.

Desperation led them to their last hope within Project Magenta itself—Dr. Gail Agu. Gail had been a practicing physician before time travel had been disclosed. She was one of many who were swept up in the new branch of science that was suddenly available. Gail had always enjoyed helping patients with medical ailments, but time travel lit a fire of passion for exploration in her mind that propelled her to work every day in a way that medicine never had. Gail was able to coax the nurse practitioners to let her use some of the high-tech medical equipment that was located in Project Magenta’s medical bay while they were on a lunch break. She’d have to make a point of bringing the Med Staff a round of coffees the next morning. With access to advanced medical equipment and technology, Dr. Agu performed exhaustive tests on Dale. Small pointed scanners that looked like pink highlighters were connected to long, curved metal arms that rose up, connected to tracks on the ceiling that allowed a computer to move and manipulate the location of the scanner. Several of these “pink highlighters” whirled quickly around Dale’s ever-thinning body, draped in the classic hospital gown that Alecia had such a distaste for. The sensors continued to whirl and spin, occasionally making a “beep” noise, followed by a brief pinpoint of light emitted from the sensor. The sensors fed information to a transparent screen mounted on the end of the hospital bed on which Dale lay, being viewed by Dr. Agu. Alecia held her breath, praying for a miracle.
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