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I’d like to thank Triplicity
publishing for giving me a platform to share my stories. My editor,
Miranda Campbell; you rock. Thanks for all your suggestions and
catching anything that would take away from Tia and Carina’s story.
And my three amazing friends, Marisol, Naomi, and Maria for helping
me come up with options for a cover. Some suggestions will never be
shared, but I know the ending was a success.


I dedicate this book to every
paramedic/emt partner out there in the medical emergency world and
my personal best, Steve. There’s nothing more powerful than facing
every call with someone you trust. And laughing through the ones
you walk out baffled on. Anyone in the medical field knows what I’m
talking about.


Prologue

 


“Get me out!” The
aggression from the patient was heard loud and clear. He shook
violently on the gurney, ankles and wrists placed in soft
restraints. His face was flushed, eyes pinpointed from the drugs
he’d been taking. “I swear…” he roared loud enough for Tia to wish
for ear plugs. Tia tried never to place her patients in a box. It
was a trap for treating her patients with addictions all the same
or becoming indifferent to their situation.

The ambulance drew to a stop, Tia
sneaking a peek out the back double sided small windows. They were
at a stop light. “Hey, Paul. Remember, we’re not the cops. We only
have you in restraints for your protection as well as our
own.”

“That’s bull shit,” he
sneered. He shook his arms, trying to break free. The gurney shook
but never broke from its locked position.

“You good back there?”
Bruce called out. He twisted, checking for her response.

Tia shifted forward so that he could
see she was physically safe and gave a thumbs up just as their
patient tried to grab her pants. “Whoa there, buddy.” Tia sat back
on her seat. The ambulance began to move again, and she counted the
seconds in her head until they’d arrive. Preferably soon. Since
picking up their patient from the gas station and having the fire
department assist them in putting him in restraints, her patient
had not calmed down.

“Can I check your vitals,
Paul?” Tia held the blood pressure cuff up for him to see. She
always asked for their permission.

His face skewed into a new platform of
rage. “No!”

“We’re five minutes out,”
Bruce shouted from up front.

“Thanks.” Tia looked down
at her patient. “You hear that. We’re almost there.”

“I don’t want to go. Let
me out!” Her patient continued to bellow. After the last word left
his mouth his rage seemed to deplete, as if his mind suddenly
switched gears. “Why do I have to go?” He asked in a pleading
voice.

Tia moved from the side of him to the
captain’s chair directly behind him. She heard him begin to cry,
groaning from his emotional agony. “Paul. You’re not well. We only
want to help. Let us.” Tia picked up the intercom mic. “Hey Paul, I
need to call the hospital, okay?” He continued to cry, and Tia took
her chance to call the hospital before he went back to screaming.
“This is Medic 111 to Unity Memorial.” As she gave her report, Tia
watched as his hands squirmed around, trying to search for a new
way out. He was about to burst into a new fit of rage and she
advised the hospital to have security present.

Finished, Tia slid around the gurney,
sitting beside her patient again.

“You’re taking me against
my will,” her patient argued.

After he tried to destroy the gas
station and attack the employees, Tia knew he’d only have a few
hours of freedom before the cops would come and arrest him in the
hospital.

“Let me out, now!” he
bellowed. He tried to reach for her leg and then spit at her. Tia
slid fast across the bench barely escaping his unsuccessful
attempt.

“Bruce,” Tia called
out.

“I read your mind partner.
Give me one second.” Bruce pulled over and helped her place a spit
bag over their patient’s head. No one wanted a spit
bath.

As she waited for her
partner to come to the back, a headache began to emerge at the back
of her head from all the emotions her patient expressed. She looked
at the time on her wrist watch and sighed. Another 11 hours to go in the start of her 12 hour
shift.

 


*

 


“Bro…” Tia chuckled. “I
seriously went to sleep with a dozen personalities in my head. I
had a dream I was on a boat cruise with every one of our patients.
Trapped.” Tia and Bruce were sitting at the dining room table
connected to one side of the living room.

Bruce took a bite of his burger just
as Tia finished her story and began laughing in hysteria when she
finished. She noticed his eyes widen as he coughed harshly. He was
choking on his burger and stood, stomping his foot on the tiled
floor as if that would help him cough it out.

“Tia, help him,” Carina
said, concerned as she saw her husband struggle to
breathe.

Bruce coughed two more times and then
gasped as his wife patted him harshly on the back. She smacked his
back again, not sensing that he’d recovered. “Ouch, babe.” He
winced, arching out his chest and took a step from his wife. “Why
are you beating on me?” He reached for his glass of soda,
swallowing most of it down his aching throat. Bruce shook his head
as if Carina beat him on the regular.

All while watching Bruce and his wife,
Tia chuckled, sticking a fry in her mouth. “You weren’t lying when
you said Carina beats on you.”

“Oh, you two.” Carina
picked up a fry from her husband’s plate and tossed it at
him.

“What’d I do?” He laughed,
watching his wife closely for another slap, this time over his
head.

Tia knew the number one thing to do
when someone was choking and coughing at the same time, was to tell
them to continue coughing. Bruce was a paramedic and she knew he
could handle himself. He choked on his food once a week, so he was
an expert. Going back to their conversation, Tia continued.
“Seriously though, we had way too many emotional patients today.
Total overload.”

“Next shift, we’ll request
only patients who have diarrhea or feel like they have an allergy
who aren’t displaying any allergic reactions,” Bruce teased her.
Bruce was always great at reminding her of the perks in being in
the healthcare industry.

In response, Tia flipped him
off.

“Mom, Tia stuck her middle
finger up at Dad,” Rina tattled. She was Bruce’s oldest daughter
and daddy’s little girl.

Bruce grinned, pleased by his daughter
defending him.

“Tia, don’t get in trouble
in my house!” Carina yelled from the living room in a playful
tone.

“Really?” Tia asked,
pressing her hand to her heart.

Rina shrugged. “You take me to a Julia
Michaels concert for my birthday this summer and I’ll back you next
time.”

“Blackmail.” Tia shook her
head. “You see the kind of daughter you’re raising?” Tia smiled and
looked at her watch. It was almost eight and close to her bedtime.
“I should get going.”

“You are crazy,” Bruce
stated. He wiped his hands in a paper towel, standing back up. “We
barely ended our shift a little over 12 hours ago and now you’re
going to work a double.”

Tia shrugged. “I need the money,” she
argued.

“For what?” Bruce
countered. He held his index finger up, going down a list and
adding another in his rant. “You aren’t dating anyone, so no
girlfriend expenses. And you don’t have some sick grandma to take
care of. Are you finally listening to my wise advice and going to
paramedic school next semester?”

Tia snorted. He’d been hounding her
for over a year about going to paramedic school. They worked
together as an EMT and paramedic crew and she was content. Being
his partner for over three years, she had no desire changing to a
new crew if she became a paramedic. Countless times, Tia relied on
Bruce to have her back. And he knew she’d have his. They’d been on
calls that ranged from cautious to very dangerous. It wasn’t easy
finding a good partner and Bruce was the best. Tia wasn’t willing
to give him up. She brushed her finger over her nose a few times
and shrugged. “I just like working.”

He planted his hands over his waist,
searching her eyes for a better answer.

Carina walked over, saving Tia from
Bruce’s potential lecture. She wrapped her arms around his waist
and he dropped his arms. “Leave her be. Tia will do what she wants
when she wants. You hounding her won’t change that.” She smiled at
Tia and winked.

Tia mouthed a
thank you and stood,
collecting her plate. She went into the kitchen and began cleaning
her dirty dish. She stood alone and silent until Carina walked up.
Tia looked up as Carina stood beside her and held out her hand.
“Thanks for the save.”

Carina opened the dishwasher and
placed the plate inside. “Of course. He means well, as you know,
but he just doesn’t know when to quit.”

Tia snorted. “Agreed.” She dried her
hands on the towel and turned to face the dining room. “I should
get going.”

“He is right about one
thing,” Carina said in a supportive tone. “You should take a
breath. Go out and have a day to yourself. Or you’ll miss out on
something special.”

“Something or someone?”
Tia grinned, knowing what Carina was trying to say.

“Both,” Carina said. Bruce
entering her life was the best thing that could’ve happened to Tia.
He was the brother she never thought she’d have. The friendship she
had with Carina was real too, as well as with their kids. “You,
Bruce, and those kids of yours give me more than I’ve ever needed,
but I’ll keep what you both said in mind.”

The kids were chasing after Bruce and
screaming through the house. Carina shook her head and leaned
against the counter. “Take me with you,” she joked.

Tia patted her shoulder. “You chose
this life,” she said and headed out.

 


*

 


After working a double shift, Tia went
home and planted herself in bed. She kicked off her shoes, staring
up at the ceiling. Carina’s words really stuck with her all shift.
What would it hurt to take off one day? She practically worked six
days a week. She tapped her fingers vigorously against the bed,
deciding her fate. Tilting her head outward, she looked to the
window, the sun barely coming up. She’d have to work her normal
shift with Bruce tonight. Could he survive one shift without her?
She smiled. Tia dug through her front pocket, heaving out her phone
as she texted one of her coworkers who worked part time. He’d
needed more hours. She offered him her shift for tonight and within
minutes he accepted.

It was too late to change her mind.
Instead of texting Bruce that she wouldn’t be there, Tia figured it
would be more entertaining knowing he’d look around confused about
her whereabouts. He was always toying with her; it was about time
she did the same thing to him.

Tia reached for the remote
and turned on the TV, finding her favorite classic cartoon
Scooby-Doo. She liked
listening to it in the background as she fell asleep. She’d barely
watched several minutes of it before her eyes drifted
shut.

 


*

 


She woke up to the sound of her phone
ringing. Tia tossed it further away from her, wanting to stay
asleep. The phone began to ring again and Tia groaned. She reached
blindly for it, getting irritated and shifted onto her elbow,
blinking lazily to find it. It continued to ring as Tia scooted
across her bed, picking up her phone right at the edge. She looked
at the caller I.D. just as the call ended. She had five texts and
three missed calls. One from the guy who was covering her tonight,
one from her supervisor, and the other from an unknown
number.

Alarmed by these many calls, Tia
twisted, kicking the blankets off her body just as her phone began
to ring again. She didn’t bother seeing who it was, answering
quickly. She looked at the time on her watch as Bruce’s wife cried
out to her in panic.

“What’s wrong?” Tia asked,
the pit of her stomach swirling and twisting into knots. She could
sense the fear in Carina’s tone expecting an emergency to have
occurred with one of Bruce’s kids.

“Oh God, I thought you
were with Bruce tonight,” Carina cried.

It was after eight and Bruce started
his shift two hours ago. “No. I took your advice and called out.
What’s wrong?”

Carina continued to sob, trying to
speak. “He was…shot…” she cried out.

Tia nearly dropped the phone from her
hand. Her throat clogged and the ability to breathe was removed
from her memories. Long seconds passed before she gasped for a
breath and tears fell from her eyes. “Where…where are you?”Tia
stuttered. So many thoughts were attempting to force their way into
Tia’s mind but she pushed them out when she heard Carina speak
again.

“My sister’s watching the
kids. I’m on my way to the hospital.”

Once she learned which hospital, Tia
said she’d be there and leapt out of bed, nearly forgetting to put
on her shoes. She scurried out of her apartment, fearing the worst
as she drove to the hospital.

Two of her supervisors, a few
coworkers, and a fire crew were seated in the waiting room of the
ER. Tia rushed up to Dean who’d covered her shift. His face was
pale, eyes webbed with tears. “What the hell happened?” Tia looked
to him for an answer, ready to shake him if he didn’t speak right
away. He sat in the chair, his face in shock. He was wearing ER
scrubs. That was a clear sign he’d gotten a lot of blood on him and
had to change. The thought of losing Bruce was unnerving as Tia
pleaded with the universe for him to be okay. The one night she
chose not to work and he was shot.

“Tia…” Carina
sobbed.

Tia turned, Carina rushing through the
ER entrance doors and into her arms. “Where’s my husband?” She
cried in her arms.

Tia searched for a nurse
and found one she knew. They locked eyes, and the nurse
mouthed, I don’t know, understanding what Tia was going to ask. That meant the
trauma doctors were still working on Bruce. Tia could feel Carina’s
entire body shaking from fear, doing her best to contain her own
emotions. “He’ll be okay. He has to be,” Tia told Carina as she
continued to comfort her best friend’s wife.

Anger surfaced in her eyes, but Tia
reeled it back in. The one night she chose not to work, and this
happened. She should’ve been there to back him. Tia knew she needed
to be here now for Carina and found them a place to sit and wait
for a doctor to tell them if Bruce was alive or not.

Minutes turned into nearly an hour.
They were seated side by side, Tia never letting go of Carina’s
hand. She wanted to find out what happened but chose to stay at
Carina’s side instead. Bruce wouldn’t want her to leave his wife
alone. Carina didn’t need to hear the details right now. Tia tapped
her feet vigorously on the hard surface floor. More of her
coworkers appeared over the hour along with a few police officers
and members from the fire department. Bruce was loved by so many
and well respected.

The anxiety of not knowing bothered
Tia the most. She began cracking her knuckles and Carina reached
over, trying to calm her movements. Their eyes locked and Carina
wiped away a tear that fell from Tia’s eyes. Tia sighed, shaking
her head. She was supposed to be the one supporting Carina not the
other way around.

Several more minutes passed when the
double doors that led to the ER opened. Carina and Tia leapt up at
the same time. Everyone stayed back, not wanting to invade the
space meant for Carina.

Carina’s grip tightened and pulled Tia
forward. The doctor walked up slowly, one of the nurses beside her,
and fear slammed into Tia’s heart. Her eyes watered, her body
trembling with trepidation. The doctor recognized Tia, their eyes
locking briefly before shifting to Carina.

There was no mistaking the grief in
the doctor’s eyes as she spoke softly. “Mrs. Simpson…”

The doctor said no more as Carina
screamed, dropping to her knees. Tia collapsed with her, reaching
to pull Carina into her arms. They cried together unable to hear
the rest. The pain was unbearable as they both choked out sobs that
couldn’t be controlled. Tia squeezed Carina tight, not wanting to
let her go.

Minutes passed when a nurse
approached, kneeling beside them. She tapped Tia’s shoulder. Tia
looked up, Carina’s face buried in her neck. “Would you
both…?”

Tia knew what she was asking. Tia
nodded, clearing her throat. Trying to blink away the tears was
hard as they kept falling. “Give us a moment,” she whispered
weakly. She brushed her hand over Carina’s back. Slowly, Tia sucked
in a breath trying to sound strong for Carina’s sake. “You want to
see him?” she mumbled to her best friend’s wife.

After a few sniffles, Carina nodded.
After a long minute they stood and began to slowly walk, not
emotionally ready to see his lifeless body. As they neared the
trauma room, Tia nodded, thankful to the nurses who cleaned up
whatever mess they made trying to save him. His body was covered
with a few thick white blankets, only his face exposed. He looked
asleep. Tia almost called his name, hoping he’d wake up and
answer.

Carina cried harder, unable to step
into the room. She shook her head, turning and resting her back
against the wall. “I…I can’t.” She sobbed, eyes red and puffy. Her
nose was running.

Tia reached over, using the sleeve of
her shirt to wipe Carina’s face. She squeezed her fist, released,
and took a breath. Tia cupped Carina’s face, forcing her to make
eye contact.“This is an important decision you have to make. Don’t
leave without saying goodbye.” Tia let out a shuddering breath,
begging herself not to cry again. Not now. Her best friend was gone
but Carina had lost her husband. The father of her children. Tia
needed to help Carina through this next step.

Carina’s body shook as she choked out
a sob, covering her face. “But I don’t want to say bye.”

There was no hiding from the truth.
Tia needed to make sure Carina didn’t do that. She’d need to tell
her kids and couldn’t do that without facing this truth. Tia
removed Carina’s hands from shielding her face. “You have to. You
have three kids waiting for you.”

Carina took a moment and
nodded, looking back to the room where her husband lie
unmoving. Lifeless. They walked in and when they reached his body Carina’s
hands shook, reaching to touch his face. “He’s still warm,” she
cried out. She leaned in and kissed his forehead.

For some time, Tia watched, her eyes
on her best friend, part of her pleading for a miracle. Gradually,
she backed out of the room and pulled out Carina’s phone. After
receiving so many calls and texts Carina didn’t want to be bothered
anymore. She called one of Carina’s sisters, telling her the
outcome. Her sister was now on her way, the kids staying with her
husband.

Minutes passed when Carina’s sister
walked up. “She needs you.” She squeezed Tia’s arm and walked into
the room where Carina lingered next to her husband.

Tia watched as Carina twisted into her
sister and fell into her arms. There was nothing more Tia could do
for Carina and she found no purpose in being there. The longer she
stayed the more guilt she felt. She should’ve been with him
tonight. Tia looked back at Bruce’s unmoving body and felt herself
shattering. She’d no longer be able to hear his jokes or watch his
silly expressions. Seeing him like this hurt. Part of Tia felt as
if she was in a dream. She stumbled away from the room, heading to
the nearest exit. A few of her coworkers called her but she ignored
them and left without looking back.


Chapter One

 


Four Months
Later

 


Carina

 


A loud bang came from downstairs.
Carina ignored it, walking to the bathroom. Her brunette hair was
in disarray and tangled. She was headed to the toilet but stopped
by the shadow of her figure in the mirror. She knew her brunette
hair was a mess, brown eyes hollow. Carina lost a little weight
from not eating enough, wearing oversized clothes to hide her
curves.

Without Bruce, Carina felt lost and
absent from the world. He’d been her rock for almost 15 years. Now,
at 35, she was alone with no sense of direction.

One of her kids knocked harshly
against her bedroom door. Carina planted both hands over her sink,
wanting to climb back into bed.

“Mom!” Rina screamed
through her door. “Johnathan freaking kicked his soccer ball in the
house and knocked the TV over.”

Carina shut her eyes, not answering
her daughter right away. With a long sigh Carina shouted from her
bathroom with no intention of approaching her bedroom door. “Okay.
Be out soon.” She shut herself inside the bathroom, sliding down
the door to the floor. Carina wore her husband’s shirt, bringing
the hem of it up to her nose. All she knew how to do was cry. Her
family was broken. It had been four months, but it seemed like just
yesterday she lost her husband. The one person she could count
on.

After 10 minutes of crying, Carina got
dressed without showering and went downstairs. She ignored the mess
that was made. Her kids stared at her but said nothing.

“Get your things.” She
walked to the car, waiting for them to follow. They argued the
entire ride, Carina zoning out from their back and forth
bantering.

After dropping them off at school,
Carina went back home and curled into bed. She couldn’t sleep,
lying in her husband’s shirt for the next two hours. She eventually
got up, heading downstairs to check her mail. There were a few
envelopes in her mailbox. One by one she skimmed over them and
tossed them onto the kitchen counter until finding one letter
unaddressed. Opening it, she found a check inside for $800. Carina
closed her eyes and placed the check on the counter.

She looked to the living room and
began to clean up the mess her son made. Johnathan was nine and her
only son. He looked just like his father. In the past few months,
that sweet smile he usually carried turned into anger and
bitterness. He had random outbursts that she knew she needed to
deal with before it was too late.

Carina ate a small meal and headed
back into the bedroom to sleep the rest of the day away. Before she
knew it, the kids were back, asking about dinner. Tonight, Carina
knew she would order more pizza with arguing followed behind. She
couldn’t handle it. Not tonight. Carina called her sister to come
and pick up the kids. She needed a night alone.

Once her kids were gone, Carina sat at
the dining room table holding the check in her hand. Her husband
had put in for life insurance, but she was unable to touch it yet.
Even if she had access to it, she couldn’t. Just another thing to
remind her that he was gone. But this check hurt her just as much
and it wasn’t the first one. She needed the money but was too angry
to cash it.

She climbed into her car and drove
until she reached her destination. She found a few ambulances
parked outside the medic station getting ready to leave soon. There
were a few employees she recognized. They smiled weakly but said
nothing. Carina left her house in sweat pants and Bruce’s shirt.
She felt like a mess but didn’t care at the moment. Once she
reached the medic unit Bruce worked for the last four years, she
opened the back door to the ambulance.

Tia sat on the bench seat alone,
checking over her equipment. Her dark brown eyes widened, surprised
by her presence. “Carina—”

“How dare you?” Carina
spat out the words, not caring who was listening. “You think this
is what we need from you?” She waved the envelope in her
hand.

Tia stepped out of the ambulance,
tears threatening to spill. She couldn’t speak.

“Take your money.” Carina
shoved it into Tia’s chest. Tia had been sending her money every
two weeks for the last two months. Carina never spent a dime of it,
holding on to it until now. She was finally ready to be
angry.

“That’s for you and the
kids. I can’t—”

Carina screamed. “Damn it, Tia. Take
your money.” She was about to fall apart. After losing Bruce she’d
also lost her friendship with Tia too. At least, that’s how it
felt.

“No!” Tia retorted. “It’s
for you.”

“You think this is what we
need from you?” Carina let the envelope fall on the ground and
turned to walk away.

An audience was building as the
supervisor and a few employees stepped out.

Carina walked faster to her car,
shutting herself inside as if it would block the feelings spilling
out of her. She knew she looked crazy. She began crying, slamming
the palm of her hand repetitively against the steering wheel. There
was a knock on her window. Carina didn’t roll it down afraid she
might crumble.

The door opened, Tia kneeling beside
her. Tia lowered her head, guilt soaking into her eyes. “I’m
sorry.”

Prematurely and out of anger, Carina
slapped Tia harshly. A sob escaped Carina as she covered her face.
Tia reached inside, pulling her into a hug. Carina consented for a
brief time, but then pulled away. “No!” she hissed out. “I don’t
need you comforting me only to abandon us tomorrow.” Carina hadn’t
realized until now how hurt she was from Tia abandoning them after
Bruce’s funeral.

“I wasn’t…” Tia stopped
and took her time. “After the funeral…it was hard looking at you
all. I failed—”

“Don’t you dare!” Carina
shook her head, baffled by Tia’s omission. “We needed you Tia, and
you disappeared on us for the last four months. My family is torn
apart.” Carina never blamed Tia for her husband dying. All she
wanted was her friend and Tia had disappeared.

Tia nodded, staring at the ground. She
wiped her face with the back of her hand. “What do you want me to
do? I thought I’d hurt you all by staying around.”

“We needed you more than
your money.” Carina’s voice came out rough and fractured. Carina
wiped away her tears and reached out to wipe away Tia’s. She missed
her. “We still need you. The kids. I don’t know what to
do.”

Courage built in Tia’s brown eyes as
she faced Carina’s. She took a long breath, trying to find a way to
make up for her cowardice. “I’m sorry. I thought—I was wrong to
leave you alone. Bruce…he’d hate me for it.”

“We need you. And you need
us,” Carina spoke firmly. She looked one last time into Tia’s eyes.
“Dinner will be at six tomorrow night.”

Tia stepped back and
nodded.

She closed the door for her as Carina
put on her seatbelt and drove off.


Chapter Two

 


Tia

 


“You need a minute?”
Quintin asked. He was one of many temporary partners Tia had
lately.

Working Medic Unit 111 was her normal
shift of six pm to six am. Once she got back to work, there had
been a string of paramedic’s covering Bruce’s shifts. And none Tia
cared to work with. It wasn’t easy finding a great partner. Tia had
that with Bruce and now he was gone. She shifted the gear into
drive and took off with Quintin, only looking forward.

Sometimes a call would pop up at the
start of shift and other nights they could sit posted at a location
for hours waiting for their first call. That was tonight. It’d been
almost three hours and the night was still silent. She stuck her
ear phones in her ears, ignoring any chance of making conversation.
She didn’t want to. Quintin was a funny guy, but nothing could make
her laugh since Bruce died. She’d never had to work with Quintin
before.

A call rang, their phone vibrating as
dispatch sounded on the intercom. “This is dispatch to Medic Unit
111. You have a call coming from 225 Church St. An officer assist
for a K-9 bite.”

Quintin reached for the mic, but Tia
moved faster, snatching it up. “This is Medic 111. We copy call. En
route.”

“When we get there, can
you—”

“I know what to do,” Tia
cut off. “It’s a freaking dog bite,” she muttered.

She heard Quintin sigh, but he said
nothing. It took them a few minutes to arrive. She parked the rig
and walked around back to grab the medic bag.

The police unit SUV was parked on the
side of the road, its lights still flashing. The police officers’
K-9 barked in the backseat as they approached. They had a suspect
handcuffed.

“Can we temporarily remove
the cuffs—”

Both the police officers and Tia said
no at the same time. Tia looked to Quintin as if he was a rookie
and she was his superior. He was a paramedic and Tia was the EMT.
He had higher ranking, but she’d worked more years than him with
all the experience he had as an EMT and paramedic combined. She
knew she was being harsh but didn’t care. Their patient was in
handcuffs for a reason.

She walked up to the patient. “I’m
Tia. An EMT. I’m just going to check out your hand.”

“My knee hurts too. They
slammed me to the ground.” The patient looked up to her with
pleading eyes as if asking she request to take him to the
hospital.

She opened the bag, grabbing a small
500 ml bottle of sodium saline. She used her gloved hand to touch
his wrist. Blood dripped from the palm of his hand. Skin was torn
open from a few puncture marks. The patient hissed. She poured the
container of sodium saline over his entire hand and used a thick
patch of gauze to clean it up. She examined further, checking for
coloration and anymore tears around his hand. “Wiggle your
fingers,” she told the patient. He did and she continued to clean,
asking the cop to use his flashlight to see better. It was dark out
and the red and blue lights from the police vehicle didn’t
help.

Hand clean enough, Tia used rolling
gauze to wrap around the patient’s hand. “All done. Were you
planning to take him to the emergency room yourselves for a full
clearance?”

“Yeah. We got it from
here. Thanks.”

Tia nodded. “Then my job is done.” She
removed the used gloves, tossed them in the trash bin in their
ambulance, and put the bag away. Tia took out the Tough book they
did their charting on and typed up a quick report. When she was
done, she hopped in the front driver seat and grabbed the mic,
clearing them from the scene.

Tia drove off, counting the hours
until she’d be done with her shift.

 


*

 


At home Tia couldn’t sleep. After
losing Bruce, it took sleeping pills to give her at least five
hours. It wasn’t easy going back to work. After his funeral, Tia
asked for leave, using much of her paid overtime to escape. There
was no vacationing in her absence. Every night she cried,
hibernated in her room watching endless TV. She’d gone to the gym
practically every day. Depression worked differently for many. For
Tia, it came out through anger and exercise.

Work reminded her of Bruce, but she
needed to go back. She knew Carina and the kids would need the
money and couldn’t picture letting his family struggle. Seeing
Carina last night brought back all her tears. Tia hadn’t cried in
the last month.

After showering, Tia stared at herself
through the foggy mirror from the steam. The sight of herself
obscured, she shut her eyes, not ready to really face herself.
She’d only breakdown. Carina gave her a dinner time, not leaving
much room for her to say no. If she didn’t show up tonight, it
could be the end of whatever friendship they had left. If she
bailed, Tia knew Carina wouldn’t take her money even more so.
Carina was strong like that.
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