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Thanks to my amazing wife Shayla for always believing in and supporting in my dreams of becoming an author. Because of your support I’m able to keep going even when things get rough.
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The Chief
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The first sound was the crash of a metal tray. Then came the shout.

“Code blue! Halloran’s down!”

Dr. Mara Quinn was halfway down the corridor when she saw him—collapsed beside the nurses’ station, a sprawl of lab coat and disbelief. A nurse pressed two fingers to his throat, pale and shaking. 

“Pulse is weak!”

“Move,” Mara ordered. The crowd parted. She knelt, assessing the gray cast of his skin.  Halloran. Chief of Surgery. Her mentor. Her rival.

A monitor wheeled in. Someone shouted vitals. Someone else called for cardiology. But all Mara heard was the hammer inside her chest. An aneurysm—had to be. She pictured it instantly: a balloon in the brainstem, swelling until it ruptured. 

“Get him to the OR,” she said.

“Dr. Quinn, we should for Dr. Patel—”

“No time.” Her eyes narrowed. “Prep the room.”

They obeyed. They always had.

Within minutes, the world narrowed to blue gowns, metal gleam, antiseptic sting. Halloran lay on the table, skull shaved and clamped in the Mayfield frame. The overhead lights burned white halos across his forehead.

“Craniotomy,” Mara said. The anesthesiologist adjusted the drip. The scrub nurse handed her the scalpel.

“Are you sure you want to do this yourself?” Blecher asked softly.

She didn’t look up. “Who else would you trust?”

She made the incision with reverence, a clean stroke from ear to ear.
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