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The Organ Market 




The Heart’s Rebellion: Chapter 1 

The hospital smelled like rust and despair, a forgotten relic of a city that had long since given up on itself. Marcus trudged through the cracked asphalt lot, his boots crunching on broken glass and syringe caps. The building loomed ahead, a concrete husk with boarded windows and graffiti that bled like open wounds under the flickering streetlights. His breath caught in his throat, not from the cold November air but from the weight of what he was about to do. Ellie was dying, and this was his last chance.

Inside his coat pocket, his fingers clutched the crumpled envelope, ten thousand dollars in cash, scraped together from pawned heirlooms, borrowed debts, and a few jobs he wasn’t proud of. The surgeon’s contact had come through a whisper in a dive bar, a name passed like a curse: Dr. Varkis. No first name, no credentials, just a promise of miracles for those desperate enough to pay. Marcus was desperate. Ellie’s heart failure had eaten away her childhood, leaving her a frail thirteen-year-old tethered to machines in a hospice ward. The doctors had given her weeks. Marcus had no weeks left to lose.

The hospital’s entrance was a rusted metal door, half-ajar, creaking on hinges that hadn’t been oiled in decades. He pushed it open, the screech echoing through the cavernous lobby. The air inside was thick, heavy with the stench of mildew and something sharper, antiseptic, maybe, or blood. His flashlight beam cut through the darkness, illuminating overturned gurneys and scattered medical charts, their pages curling like dead leaves. A faded sign pointed to the surgical wing, and Marcus followed it, his heart pounding harder with each step.

The hallway narrowed, walls stained with streaks of brown and green, as if the building itself was rotting. He passed doorways to empty rooms, their beds stripped to rusted frames, and heard distant drips, like water or something thicker falling in the shadows. At the end of the corridor, a faint glow spilled from under a door labeled “Operating Theater 3.” Marcus hesitated, his hand trembling as he reached for the handle. He thought of Ellie’s face, pale and sunken, her hazel eyes pleading for him to fix this. He pushed the door open.

The room was a nightmare masquerading as a surgical suite. A single fluorescent bulb buzzed overhead, casting a sickly yellow light over a stainless steel table crusted with dried blood. Shelves lined the walls, cluttered with jars of murky fluid, each containing something that pulsed faintly, organs, Marcus realized, his stomach lurching. A heart in one jar throbbed with a slow, deliberate rhythm, its surface veined with black. A lung in another expanded and contracted, pressing against the glass like it wanted out. At the center of the room stood a figure in stained surgical scrubs, their face obscured by a mask and goggles. Dr. Varkis.

“You’re late,” Varkis said, their voice low and clinical, betraying no gender or emotion. They gestured to a chair bolted to the floor, its leather straps cracked and peeling. “Sit. We discuss terms.”

Marcus swallowed, his throat dry. “I’ve got the money. Ten grand, like you said. For a heart. My daughter needs it now.”

Varkis tilted their head, the goggles reflecting Marcus’s haggard face, forty-two years old but aged a decade by grief, his dark skin etched with worry lines, his eyes bloodshot from sleepless nights. “Money buys the organ,” Varkis said, “but not the outcome. You understand the risks?”

“She’s dying,” Marcus snapped, his voice breaking. “I don’t care about risks. Can you save her or not?”

Varkis didn’t answer immediately. They turned to a shelf, selecting a jar with a heart that seemed too large for its container, its surface slick and glistening, veins pulsing with an unnatural rhythm. “This one,” they said, holding it up. “Strong. Compatible. It will give her strength beyond what she’s known. But it demands… care.”

Marcus stared at the heart, his gut twisting. It didn’t look right, too alive, too eager. “What does ‘demands care’ mean?”

Varkis set the jar down with a clink. “It will beat. It will live. But it has a will. You’ll see. Ten thousand, as agreed. No refunds, no questions.”

Marcus pulled the envelope from his pocket, his hands shaking as he handed it over. Varkis didn’t count the money, just tucked it into their scrubs and gestured to the table. “Bring her tomorrow. Midnight. No earlier, no later.”

“I want to know where it came from,” Marcus said, his voice steadier now, fueled by a flicker of defiance. “That heart. Whose was it?”

Varkis’s goggles glinted. “Does it matter? It’s hers now. Or it will be.”

Marcus wanted to press, to demand answers, but the image of Ellie’s frail body flashed in his mind, her chest barely rising, her lips blue. He nodded, turning to leave, the jar’s faint thudding echoing in his ears like a warning.

 

Ellie was asleep when Marcus returned to the hospice, her small frame dwarfed by the hospital bed. The monitors beeped softly, a cruel metronome counting down her time. He sat beside her, brushing a strand of dark hair from her face. She stirred, her eyes fluttering open, and gave him a weak smile. “Dad… you look tired.”

