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​DISPATCH TO SCENE

​Chapter 1 — What’s Your Emergency
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“911, what’s your emergency?”

Lena Ortiz had answered that question hundreds of times.

Most calls blurred together—panic, noise, confusion. People talking over each other, sirens already wailing somewhere in the background, televisions blaring, dogs barking, wind whipping through open phones. There was always something.

This one had nothing.

No background noise.

No breathing.

No movement.

Just silence.

Lena’s fingers hovered over her keyboard as she leaned slightly forward in her chair, headset pressed tight against her ear. The glow of her monitors reflected in her eyes—call trace active, location pinging slowly into place.

Industrial sector. East Baltimore. Near the harbor.

She kept her voice steady.

“Caller, I need you to tell me what’s happening.”

For a moment, she thought the line had dropped.

Then a man spoke.

“There’s going to be an accident.”

His voice was calm. Not just controlled—flat. Like he wasn’t part of what he was describing.

Lena straightened.

“Sir, are you in immediate danger?”

A pause followed. Not hesitation. Something else. Like he was deciding how much to say.

“No,” he replied. “But they will be.”

Across the city, Marcus Hale sat in the passenger seat of a patrol car that still didn’t feel like it belonged to him.

Everything about the uniform was stiff. The fabric, the vest, the weight of the badge—it all sat on him like something borrowed. Even the radio chatter felt foreign, a constant stream of codes and clipped voices that moved too fast for him to fully track.

He kept his eyes on the street ahead.

Rowhomes. Dim porch lights. A flickering streetlamp at the corner. A quiet block that didn’t feel as quiet as it looked.

“Relax,” Sgt. Ray Donnelly said from behind the wheel.

Donnelly didn’t look at him. He didn’t need to.

“You’re thinking too hard,” he went on. “Out here, you don’t get paid to think. You get paid to move.”

Marcus didn’t respond right away.

He was watching the intersection at the end of the block.

“Light’s been green a long time,” he said.

Donnelly gave a short exhale through his nose. “You’re watching traffic lights now?”

Marcus didn’t answer.

He wasn’t watching the light.

He was watching the rhythm.

Back in dispatch, Lena’s screen updated with more precise coordinates.

Same location.

She swallowed and kept going.

“Sir, I need a specific location. Where is this going to happen?”

“You already have it.”

Her eyes flicked to the map again.

The blinking dot pulsed quietly on the screen, sitting exactly where the system said it would be. No movement. No correction.

Static.

Lena felt something tighten in her chest.

“Tell me what kind of accident,” she said. “Vehicle? Fire? I need details so I can send the right units.”

The man on the other end didn’t answer immediately.

When he did, his tone hadn’t changed.

“You’re already too late.”

The line went dead.

At Station 12, Caleb Turner was already moving before the dispatch tone fully cleared the speakers.

“Engine 12, Ladder 4—stand by for possible response.”

“Stand by” was enough.

It always was.

Turner grabbed his helmet from the rack and slid it on in one smooth motion, already heading for the truck. His crew followed without a word. Boots on concrete. Doors opening. Equipment shifting into place.

They didn’t know what they were going to yet.

They didn’t need to.

“Medic 7, copy standby.”

Rachel Kim shut the back doors of the ambulance and climbed into the passenger seat, pulling her gloves halfway on as she did.

Her driver glanced over. “You got a feeling about this one?”

Rachel paused, then shook her head slightly.

“Just be ready,” she said.

She didn’t like how quiet the air felt.

“Unit 12, respond—possible incident, East Harbor industrial...”

The radio came alive in the patrol car.

Donnelly straightened immediately, hand moving to the light controls.

“That’s us.”

The sirens kicked on, red and blue spilling across the dark street as the car surged forward.

Marcus turned his attention back to the intersection.

The light shifted from green to yellow.

A box truck approached from the far side, moving faster than it should have been.

“Do you see that?” Marcus said.

Donnelly followed his gaze. “Yeah. He’ll stop.”

The truck didn’t slow.

Didn’t tap the brakes.

Didn’t hesitate.

The light turned red.

Traffic began to move through the crossing lanes.

Marcus felt it before he understood it—a wrongness that settled in his gut.

“He’s not stopping,” he said.

The impact came an instant later.

Metal screamed.

Glass burst outward in a violent spray.

The truck tore through the intersection, slamming into the side of a sedan and driving it into another vehicle. One car lifted halfway off the ground before crashing back down, spinning as it hit.

The sound wasn’t just loud.

It was final.

Donnelly was out of the car before the siren cut.

“Move!” he shouted.

Marcus opened his door but paused for half a second.

Not because he didn’t know what to do.

Because something didn’t make sense.

The timing.

The speed.

The call.

Then training took over.

He ran.

Smoke curled up from the wreckage in thin, twisting lines. Coolant leaked across the pavement, mixing with shattered glass and debris. Someone was screaming—high, sharp, continuous.

Another voice called out for help.

A car horn blared without stopping.

Marcus moved toward the nearest vehicle, forcing himself to focus. A driver inside was slumped forward, blood running down from a cut along his forehead.

“Sir, can you hear me?” Marcus said, reaching for the door handle.

Behind him, Donnelly was already pulling someone from the second car.

“Fire’s on the way!” Donnelly shouted. “Stay with them!”

Marcus nodded, but his attention drifted for just a moment.

To the truck.

To the angle it had hit.

To the path it had taken.

Back in dispatch, Lena replayed the call.

Once.

Twice.

She leaned closer to her screen, isolating the audio, filtering out the silence.

The man’s voice remained the same each time.

Calm.

Controlled.

Detached.

“There’s going to be an accident.”

Her fingers moved quickly now, flagging the call, marking it for review.

Something wasn’t right.

She knew it.

Her system chimed.

New incoming call.

Same general location.

Lena froze for a fraction of a second.

Then answered.

“911, what’s your emergency?”

This voice was different.

Shaking.

Barely holding together.

“...it’s happening again.”

Marcus stood in the middle of the intersection as sirens began to close in from every direction.

Fire engines.

Ambulance.

More units.

The city waking up to chaos.

He looked down at the ground, at the skid marks that weren’t there.

Then back at the truck.

Then at the light.

And something settled into place in his mind.

Not fully formed.

Not yet.

But enough to know—

This wasn’t random.
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​Chapter 2 — The Scene Doesn’t Lie
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The sirens didn’t stop.

They layered over each other—police, fire, EMS—until the sound became a wall that pressed in from all sides. Red and blue lights strobed across the wet pavement, reflecting off broken glass and twisted metal like fragments of something shattered beyond repair.

Marcus Hale stood just outside the wreckage, forcing himself to focus.

Training.

Priorities.

Scene safety. Victims. Control.

But his eyes kept drifting.

“Engine 12 on scene!”

Firefighters moved fast, boots pounding pavement, gear already in motion. Caleb Turner jumped down from the engine, pulling on his gloves as he scanned the intersection in a single sweep.

“Two vehicles, heavy damage—truck involved,” he called out. “Possible entrapment!”

“Copy that,” someone answered behind him.

Within seconds, tools were being pulled, hoses dragged, positions taken.

Controlled chaos.

“Medic 7 on scene!”

Rachel Kim was already moving before the ambulance fully stopped. She grabbed her kit and ran toward the nearest car, dropping to her knees beside the driver Marcus had been trying to reach.

“What do we got?” she asked without looking up.

“Male, mid-thirties, unconscious, head trauma,” Marcus said. “Pulse is there—weak.”

Rachel nodded. “Alright. Stay with me.”

Her hands moved with precision—checking airway, stabilizing the head, calling out vitals to her partner as he arrived with the stretcher.

Marcus stepped back, giving space.

Letting them work.

That’s what he was supposed to do.

But something kept pulling at him.

“Hale!”

Donnelly’s voice cut through the noise.

“Help me over here!”

Marcus turned and moved to the second vehicle—a compact sedan crushed along the passenger side. The driver, a woman in her forties, was conscious but dazed, blood running down her arm.

“I’m okay,” she kept saying. “I’m okay—I didn’t even see him—he just came out of nowhere—”

“You’re alright,” Donnelly said firmly. “Stay with me. What’s your name?”

“Angela,” she said, voice shaking. “Angela Brooks.”

“Alright, Angela, you’re doing good,” Donnelly said. “We’re going to get you out of here.”

Marcus reached in carefully, supporting her shoulder.

But even as he did, his eyes flicked past her.

To the truck.

It sat at an angle in the middle of the intersection, front end crushed but not nearly as much as it should have been.

No skid marks.

No sign of braking.

“Hale,” Donnelly said quietly, “focus.”

Marcus snapped back.

“Yeah.”

They worked together to stabilize Angela until EMS moved in to take over.

Rachel glanced up briefly as she passed Marcus, eyes sharp.

“You good?” she asked.

Marcus nodded.

“Yeah.”

She didn’t look convinced.

A police cruiser pulled up hard on the far side of the scene, tires screeching slightly as it stopped. Another officer jumped out, moving quickly to start redirecting traffic.

More units were arriving now.

More lights.

More noise.

Marcus stepped away from the cluster of responders and walked slowly toward the truck.

No one stopped him.

Everyone had something else to focus on.

The driver’s side door hung open.

Empty.

Marcus stopped a few feet away, taking it in.

“Driver fled?” he called out.

“Didn’t see anyone get out!” an officer shouted back. “Might’ve taken off on foot!”

Marcus nodded, but it didn’t sit right.

Not with the timing.

Not with the call.

He moved closer.

The inside of the truck smelled faintly of oil and something else—burnt, maybe. The keys were still in the ignition.

Engine dead.

Dashboard dark.

He leaned in slightly, scanning.

No personal items.

No phone.

No bag.

Nothing that told a story.

That was the problem.

Vehicles always told a story.

This one didn’t.

“Hale!”

Marcus turned.

Donnelly was watching him now, arms crossed, expression tight.

“What are you doing?”

Marcus stepped back from the truck.

“Just looking.”

“At what?”

Marcus hesitated.

Then—

“No skid marks,” he said. “No attempt to stop.”

Donnelly shrugged. “Could be drunk. Could be asleep. Could be anything.”

“Maybe,” Marcus said.

But his eyes drifted back to the road.

To the intersection.

To the light.

“How long was that light green?” he asked.

Donnelly frowned. “What?”

“When we were coming up,” Marcus said. “It stayed green longer than it should have.”

Donnelly studied him for a second.

Then shook his head.

“This isn’t a traffic study, Hale. It’s a crash scene.”

Marcus nodded.

He knew how it sounded.

But he couldn’t shake it.

Across the scene, Rachel stood up from the first victim, pulling off her gloves.

“He’s breathing, but we need to move,” she told her partner. “Now.”

They lifted the stretcher and began moving toward the ambulance.

As they passed Marcus, Rachel slowed just slightly.

“Something’s off,” she said quietly.

Marcus looked at her.

“You see it too?”

She didn’t answer right away.

Just glanced back at the wreck.

Then at the truck.

Then back at him.

“Yeah,” she said.

Then she was gone.

Firefighters worked the passenger side of the sedan, tools biting into metal, sparks flashing as they pried the door open.
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