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“Eiden Cross...” The speakers crackled. My turn to go into the doctor’s room had finally come. The smell of antiseptic mixed with the faint scent of flowers from a nearby bouquet stand. I pushed open the door to the room where the doctor was waiting, noticing the soft hum of medical machines and the gentle tapping of keyboards. Sunlight streamed in through the windows, painting warm patterns on the floor. The doctor looked up from the clipboard, offering a polite smile as I stepped inside. My inhaler was tucked in my pocket, a small comfort that reminded me to pace myself—my asthma sometimes kept me from moving as fast as I wanted.  I have asthma. It’s like my lungs suddenly forget how to breathe properly. Sometimes, out of nowhere, my chest starts to tighten, and every breath feels like I’m trying to suck air through a thin straw. I start wheezing, and if I don’t use my inhaler quickly, it gets worse. Most of the time I’m fine, but when it hits, it’s scary — like my own body turns against me for a moment. The doctor looked at me with a serious, yet calm expression. 

“This is a critical situation in your life,” he said, his voice steady. “Whenever you feel a cough coming on, use your inhaler—don’t skip it. It’s important.”

I nodded, pulling the inhaler from my pocket and giving it a quick glance. The doctor leaned back slightly in his chair, tapping a pen against the clipboard. 

“Follow the instructions carefully, and make sure you get plenty of rest,” he added.

As I stepped out of the doctor’s room, the calm hallway suddenly broke into motion. A hospital trolley rushed past me at high speed, its wheels screeching softly against the polished floor. Four nurses pushed it urgently, their faces tense and focused.

On the trolley lay a man who looked... different. His skin was pale; his mouth smeared with blood that trickled down onto the white sheets. For a moment, our eyes almost met—but I turned away. Whatever was going on, it wasn’t my problem. I had my own life to deal with, and hospitals always had emergencies. I adjusted the strap of my bag and kept walking, brushing off the strange scene as just another chaotic hospital moment.

“Oh no,” I muttered,

as the folded hospital bill slipped from my hand and fluttered to the floor. I bent down quickly, but before I could reach it, someone else did. A girl standing nearby picked it up and held it out to me with a small smile. Her dark hair framed her face neatly, and her eyes had a calm, kind look that caught me off guard for a second.

“Here, you dropped this,” she said softly.

“Thanks,” I replied, 

taking the paper from her hand. Our fingers brushed lightly for a moment, and then she stepped back, tucking a loose strand of hair behind her ear. It was a simple exchange, but something about her presence lingered in my mind as I straightened up.

Ha... ha... she had no idea. While she bent down to hand me the bill, my fingers worked on instinct—quick, silent, practiced. By the time she straightened up, her silver bangle was already resting in my palm. I slipped it casually into my pocket without even glancing down. Yes, I’m a thief—one of the best. I can steal anything without leaving even the faintest trace behind. No alarms, no witnesses, no chances of getting caught. It’s a skill I’ve perfected over the years, like a shadow slipping through locked doors. Years of experience had made moves like this second nature. She smiled politely and walked away, completely unaware of what she’d just lost.

After the girl disappeared into the crowd, I slipped my hand into my pocket and pulled out the bangle. It glimmered faintly under the hospital’s ceiling lights—thin, elegant, and clearly expensive. I turned it over in my fingers, studying the tiny stones embedded along its edge.

A grin crept onto my face. Yeah... this could fetch a good price.

Erick was the first person who came to mind. He had connections, always knew where to sell things fast without asking questions. If anyone could turn this little prize into cash, it was him.

I tucked the bangle back safely and started walking toward the exit, already planning how I’d bring it up to Erick later.

Just as I reached the hospital’s sliding doors, a sudden thought hit me. 

“Wait—my other medicines,” I muttered under my breath. 

I had almost walked right past the pharmacy. I turned around and changed my route, heading down the side corridor that led to the hospital’s medical store. When I reached the medical store, I realized it was a bit more crowded than I expected. A short line had formed near the counter, and a few people were sitting on the benches, holding their prescription slips impatiently.

I sighed and leaned against the wall, tucking my hands into my pockets. 

“Looks like I’ll be here for a few minutes,” I thought. 

The air smelled faintly of disinfectant and medicine, and the soft buzz of conversation filled the space. A mother tried to calm her restless child, an old man tapped his walking stick against the floor, and the cashier’s voice echoed each time she called out a number. Everything felt routine... for now. 

As I waited in line, my attention drifted to the small television mounted in the corner of the pharmacy. The usual health ads had been replaced by a live news broadcast.

The reporter’s voice was shaky, the camera jerking wildly as if the cameraman was running. “People in the city are rushing through the streets—there’s panic everywhere!” she shouted over the noise. 

Behind her, crowds of people were pushing past one another, screaming. Smoke rose into the air, and flames lit up several vehicles in the background.

The image flickered for a second, the sound crackling like the station was struggling to keep the signal. A chill crept up my spine—not because of what I saw, but because it didn’t feel like the usual city chaos. Something about it was... off. Around me, a few people had also started watching the TV, whispering to each other with puzzled looks. Suddenly, a sharp tickle rose in my throat. I tried to hold it back, but the cough burst out before I could stop it. My chest tightened, and I instantly reached into my pocket, pulling out my inhaler.
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