
Emergency and the White Crystal    

Jack Winner Crime Thriller Series Book 1

Joseph D. Medwar

J.D. Medwar


Copyright © 2025 Joseph D Medwar

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

Cover design by: Canva
Printed in the United States of America

Dedication
To my family, friends, the Police, the fire, and the Emergency Medical System, I dedicate this book. Many men and women have performed heroic efforts by putting their lives in danger to save a life... The names and places in this book are fictional, but the plot of the story is a great outline of what is involved. It could relate to real life situations with Law enforcement, fire and EMS. If you are hooked on Ice or Crystal Meth, please get help it is not too late! There are many organizations to help! This book is for the enjoyment of the readers of Jack Winner thrillers.

Contents

Title Page

Copyright

Dedication

PREFACE

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4

CHAPTER 5

CHAPTER 6

CHAPTER 7

CHAPTER 8

CHAPTER 9

CHAPTER 10

CHAPTER 11

CHAPTER 12

CHAPTER 13

CHAPTER 14

CHAPTER 15

CHAPTER 16

CHAPTER 17

CHAPTER 18

CHAPTER 19

CHAPTER 20

CHAPTER 21

CHAPTER 22

CHAPTER 23

CHAPTER 24

CHAPTER 25

CHAPTER 26

CHAPTER 27

CHAPTER 28

CHAPTER 29

CHAPTER 30

CHAPTER 31

CHAPTER 32

CHAPTER 33

CHAPTER 34

About The Author

Jack Winner Thriller




PREFACE





EMERGENCY AND THE WHITE CRYSTAL is a thrilling novel that builds suspense chapter after chapter until the dramatic conclusion. The story illustrates that sometimes we cannot rely solely on calling 911 for safety. Many real heroes in the police, fire, and EMS services put their lives on the line.


The main character, Jack Winner, has just graduated from Emergency Medical Technician training school and is eager to enter the world of EMS. He lives alone in a second-floor apartment, directly above Elenora Dunn, a kind elderly woman.


Jack's girlfriend, Melanie Straight, has been his partner and lover since they were in high school. Her mother, Deidra Straight, is the head nurse of the emergency room at Jem City General Hospital, while her father, John, works in a warehouse near the waterfront docks. Although Jack and Melanie don't go out often, they always enjoy their special nights together at Alley Burger restaurant.


Jack starts his new job the next morning as an EMT on the city ambulances. He meets his co-workers. First, there is Roy the dispatcher, his new partner Mike Zaber, and Captain Jim Hawker, their operational manager. Jack breaks into the EMS as he learns more and more about life and death. Jack and Mike became a tight crew, and one of the best in the city, for saving lives!


One day, an illegal drug lab blew up in a horrific chemical explosion, causing a deadly warehouse fire, killing the "cooks," who manufactured meth amphetamines, street-named "WHITE CRYSTAL". Frankie and Lasalle Sabelly, brothers who oversaw the Cartel operation, blamed the EMS personnel for not saving their people's lives. They claimed restitution against the law and EMS. Jack and Mike happened to be at the top of the mob hit list.


At the safe house, members of the East Coast cartel gathered for a meeting to plan their hits. Meanwhile, the futures of Jack and Melanie were put on hold as they became helpless victims of the cartel. They were kidnapped and ransomed for a significant sum of money, with death as the certain alternative. Detectives Glen Delayo and Brian Leman—Jem City's finest detectives—were called into action to resolve this crisis. The city was engulfed in turmoil and fear due to the mob's threats of retaliation against the authorities.

The pressing question was, "Who would be next on the mob's list?"


CHAPTER 1

Jack and Melanie





JACK WINNER STROLLED through Jem city Park serenaded by the sweet melodies of chirping birds that filled the air with a soothing ambiance. His steps were confident, his demeanor springy, and his heart brimming with pride. Having just completed his final Emergency Medical training session, he was eager to begin his first full-time shift as an EMT for the highly esteemed Jem City Emergency Medical System. Upon arriving at his apartment, he was pleasantly surprised to receive warm and heartfelt congratulations from his dear old neighbor living downstairs. Her gracious smile and elegant wave only added to his already overwhelming sense of confidence, leaving him feeling elated and excited for the new journey ahead. With a bright smile on his face, Jack extended his arm and waved to Mrs. Dunn in a friendly manner, expressing his deep appreciation for her kind gesture.

"I cannot thank you enough, Mrs. Dunn. Your kindness is truly important to me," he said.

Though she relied on a walker for mobility, Mrs. Dunn was a stubborn woman who relished her daily walks to the nearby store to procure medication, groceries, and other necessities. Additionally, she enjoyed indulging in some of her preferred cookies during her outings.





Jack heard a vehicle approaching and as he turned noticed a blue Chevy pull up beside him. A young woman with curly light brown hair greeted him enthusiastically from the car window.


She yelled, "Hey hot guy how are you doing?"

To Jack's surprise, he recognized the woman as his girlfriend, Melanie Straight. He felt a bit bashful and his cheeks flushed as he proceeded to explain to her the details of his new job. 


Jack looked directly into Melanie's eyes and exclaimed, "Melanie, I have amazing news! I landed a job at Jem City Ambulance as an EMT. Isn't that fantastic?" 

Melanie's face lit up with joy as she responded, "Congratulations, Jack! That's wonderful news. When will you be starting?"


Jack answered, “Bright and early, 6 a.m.”

"Jack, that's great honey! Let's hit the town tonight and celebrate. Don't worry if you have work early tomorrow, we can make it a quick one. What do you say?

Jack agreed to pick up Melanie at five o'clock to go to Alley Burger restaurant. They planned to enjoy some delicious burgers and fries. Melanie thanked Jack and blew him a kiss before driving off. She had to prepare for their date later that night.





Jack finally arrived home and was now in his comfortable space. He removed his shoes and changed into his gym shorts and t-shirt. Afterward, he went through his mail, voicemail, and email. Unfortunately, none of the messages were noteworthy except for the email from Jem City Ambulance welcoming him. Jack decided to take a quick nap and ended up sleeping soundly on the bed. He woke up feeling refreshed at 3:45 pm and decided to go for a run. While running, he had some time to think about his high school sweetheart, Melanie, and realized that she was not just great in bed but also a true friend who understood him well. Upon finishing his jog, Jack decided to freshen up and get ready for his upcoming date with Melanie. He looked at his wristwatch, it dawned on him that it was already 4:35 p.m.

He muttered under his breath, "I gotta hurry," and made his way out of his apartment.

As he descended the stairs, he caught a glimpse of his car parked outside the building. It was a 1990 Buick four door. He had acquired it from a friend for a mere $500 almost a year ago. The friend happened to be employed at a second-hand car dealership. Jack took a moment to observe the vehicle and thought to himself, "It may not be the newest model, but it still functions, and that's all that truly counts!"





Melanie resides on the east side of the city, about two miles away from Jacks apartment. She shares her living space with her pleasant parents, John and Deidra Straight. John works in the shipping industry as a warehouse dock worker, while Deidra is the head nurse at the Jem City General Hospital ER. She normally works during the daytime, including some holidays. Jack parked his car, and he made his way up to the second floor. He knocked on the door, and listened to the door latch slide open as Melanie greeted him with a warm embrace, and a tender kiss. Jack glanced down the hallway, he noticed Melanie's parents and politely greeted them. Mrs. Straight replied with equal politeness, while Mr. Straight gazed at Jack with amiable concern. Eventually, Mr. Straight inquired about Jack's new job, to which Jack replied with confidence, stating that he would start his first shift at zero-six-hundred the following day as an EMT on the Jem City Ambulance team. Jack received congratulations and well wishes from Mr. Straight, who also expressed his pride for Melanie's boyfriend's work as an EMT.

As they prepared to depart, Melanie replied, “Okay you two—Dad, it’s time for us to go. We’re going to be late for supper.”

Jack waved to them saying, “Nice to see you Mr. and Mrs. Straight!”

Melanie reminded them of their tight schedule. Jack bid farewell to the Straights and the group headed to Alley Burger Restaurant, relishing in their laughter and camaraderie.





Alley Burger was a gathering place for the young to mid-aged crowd. Jack and Melanie had eaten at this restaurant since their high school days. Jack in his earlier years was a jock who loved sports. He was about five foot ten, 185 pounds, and had brown hair and brown eyes. He worked out on weights at the gym faithfully, and prided himself as a well-built male in front of the available females. Melanie was a high school cheerleader and a very popular young lady back then. She was shapely and muscular, especially appealing to the opposite sex—of course! School social events were her specialty as she was a good catch. Jack was an exceptional running back on the football field, gaining over a thousand running yards his senior year. They missed the playoffs by one game when they lost the Turkey Day Thanksgiving game to Aimesworth City High School. Jack hung out with his friends a lot doing what high school guys do. Melanie and her band of groupies conveniently waited around for them. Dating a jock meant being at the top of the high school social ladder. She finally got Jack’s attention one night at the harvest dance during his junior year. They ended up at Brickley Point, in the back of Jacks first car. Ever since then, they went on to be girlfriends and boyfriends. Both were now in their late twenties, about twenty-eight years old to be exact.





Melanie and Jack ordered their usual meal consisting of two hamburgers on a bun, French fries, salad, and sodas. Terry, their server, always gave them extra French fries and free soda refills because they were loyal customers since high school. Melanie expressed her happiness for Jack for getting the job and suddenly brought up the possibility of having a wedding at St. Mary's Church, followed by a reception, dinner, and dancing at Wimble-Hall with an open bar. She wondered about the cost of hiring a band.


Jack smiled and paused before speaking. "Before we get too excited, let's see how things go, I’m just starting tomorrow." he explained to Melanie. "I want this job as much as you do, and I'm feeling optimistic about it.

Terry brought out their dinner, and they enjoyed their meal while joking about Jack saving Melanie like Superman. He joked about sweeping her off her feet like Lois Lane and taking her to safety, but they both knew it was a bit over-the-top!

“Oh God Jack, swoop down and sweep my ass off my feet!” she exclaimed. “That would be so wonderful! My hero! Jack... Superman of the EMS!”

Jack answered, “Your beautiful ass!”





Jack and Melanie drove up to Brickley Point after dinner to admire the sparkling city lights. This vantage point offered a stunning view of the vast city that glimmered in the distance. It was their go-to spot for a romantic evening. In the distance, a financial district dominated the skyline with its towering skyscrapers. Nearby, a central park glimmered with crystal lantern lights and was bustling with activity; joggers, dog walkers, and people taking a moment to sit on the park benches and reflect. The scene was truly magnificent. As Jack scanned the area, he noticed a sizable neighborhood and spotted his apartment building. Concerned that someone with binoculars could monitor his activities, he was careful to sometimes keep his curtains closed. Interestingly, just to the right of his building was Melanie's apartment, visible as a darker silhouette.





They spent another hour at Brickley Point! Jack apologized to Melanie saying, “I better go home, got to be up early in the morning for my new job.” He rose up, off the seat and started the car engine.


Melanie moaned, “Please Jack, just another few minutes. It’s so beautiful up here!”

Melanie, if I stay here any longer, I’m not going to go home.”

Jack proceeded to pull away and drive down the road to Melanie’s house.

He thought, “Few more minutes... If I keep going a few more minutes, I am going to do something I’m going to regret, and nine months from now our offspring will be calling me daddy.”

That was a terrible thing to think, but he had to be cautious too. He did not want to tell her he had forgotten his protection for one thing. He knew he’d be beating his head against the wall when he got home, but it was better to be on the safe side!



CHAPTER 2

Welcome to the EMS!


FIVE O’CLOCK SHARP the next morning, there was a distinct beeping sound that chimed more like a Jack reached out and hit the button on his alarm clock then rolled over, saying, “Fifteen more minutes of sleep, please! Just give me fifteen more minutes of—Oh my God!”



Jack jumped up out of bed, his mind started rolling again and he thought—Holy Shit—today I start my new job!


He lay down again—only for a second— and must have dozed off because he heard that foghorn sound again fifteen minutes later. It was five-fifteen in the morning, and he had to be at work at six o’clock. Jack hit the shower with a run and proceeded to dress in his brand-new EMT uniform. The right upper sleeve of his uniform had an insignia of the American flag sewn on it, and the left upper sleeve had a patch with the Jem City Ambulance logo. The pants fit just right and if he gained any weight, he might have a problem. His jump boots with the zippered sides, were the best. He paid extra money for the boots at the police and fire supply store, but it was worth it.


Jack looked in the mirror and said to himself, “okay Jack you can do this!”


Jack gathered up his confidence and bolted out the door. Down a flight of stairs, he saw Mrs. Dunn’s kitchen light on in her first-floor apartment. She was probably having her morning tea and her favorite cookie to go along with it. Jack got into his car, started the ole boy up and headed for the ambulance base. The station was in the middle of the city, by a 24-hour convenient store—it would take ten minutes maybe five if he stepped on it.


Jack’s shift started at six o’clock sharp. The protocol called for using zero-six-hundred, military time. He found a parking spot in the ambulance station parking lot and pulled the old Buick in.


“Okay, Jack here goes,” he whispered.

Jack entered the building, acting calm and cool, he strolled up to the dispatcher's desk and said, “I’m Jack Winner, reporting for duty at zero-six-hundred,—sir.”


The dispatcher looked at him, smiled, and brought up his name on the computer. “Jack Winner... Ah yes... here you are. You’re on Ambulance 55, with Mike Alony.”


“Great!” replied Jack. “How might I make an acquaintance with Mike Alony?”

The dispatcher pointed to the EMT lounge. “He’s probably in there half-asleep on the couch by the TV.”


Jack walked toward the EMT lounge, and as he entered, he noticed it had all the comforts of home. To the right there was a bunkroom, and to the left he noticed a small kitchen with a sink, refrigerator, stove, soda and sandwich machines.



“Could be good,” Jack thought.


He continued looking around and as he entered the room he heard his name called, “Jack—Jack Winner, is that you?”

“Mike, is that you,” Jack answered with a question.

For sure, there was Mike on the couch watching the morning news. Jack headed toward the EMT Lounge Area, not knowing who he was meeting.

“How’s it going, Mike? Nice to meet you.”

They greeted each other by shaking hands.


Mike replied, “Long week... this week I already have forty-eight hours under my belt. Overtime is going to be good. I’ve been running around this city for five years now. The crap hits the fan and then there are days you’ll just sit here for eight hours on a giant pile of nerves, bored as a cuckoo clock man!”


“I guess I’ll have to be ready for anything,” Jack answered.


Suddenly—there was a loud thump and banging noise on the ceiling above and then a couple more larger bangs. 


“What the hell was that?” Jack blurted out.

“That, my friend, is Captain Jim Hawker! He needs to change his furniture and repaint the walls every time the crap hits the fan, presumably his underwear too. A few bodies have been taken out of there, and they weren’t his!”

“Wow!” answered Jack. “I guess I better go meet him. I got as far as the training department and never been introduced to the upper management in the ambulance station.”

“Follow me, it’s straight ahead, up those stairs and the door is at the top,” explained Mike. “I’ll guarantee you’ll be up there plenty of times, so get used to it!”


Opening the door to Captain Hawker’s office seemed like forever—kind of spooky too! Jack was unsure and didn’t know what to expect. Mike entered first and Jack followed.



Captain Hawker sat at his desk with his head in his hands. “Damn media!” he screamed. “They’re making a big issue out of this lady who fell out of her patient stretcher with one of our ambulance crews. She was uncontrollably hysterical and combative at the time—kicking, biting, screaming, and spitting on them. The two EMTs had to grab her and do what was necessary. They restrained her for her safety—No problem, right? Well, the news media gave my EMT crew a death sentence for this, saying the two EMT’s brutally attacked her. It’s all a pile of crap! One of my EMTs was so shaken up by these false acquisitions, he quit.”


Mike cut in to introduce Jack, saying, “Um—Captain Hawker—this is Jack Winner, our new replacement to Jem City Ambulance. He starts his shift this morning with me.”

Jack thought he should think of something quick and calm down Captain Hawker. He was about six foot six, maybe 260 pounds, and built like a rock.

“Nice to meet you, sir. I’m Jack Winner.”

The captain stared him down, “Jack Weener?”


Jack answered, “No, sir, Jack Winner, not Weener sir!”


Captain Hawker appeared to calm down, “Ah yes—Jack Winner. Nice to meet you, son, Welcome aboard! I heard you graduated as one of the top trainees in your class,” Captain Hawker used the right words!

Jack proudly answered, “Yes, I did, sir. Yes, sir, I studied real hard sir!”


The captain looked at Mike. “Mike Alony is one of the best EMTs we’ve got too. He’ll be your ambulance partner and help you get started on the right foot. Both of you if you play your cards right should make a great team—Save a Life! Okay now... get out of here, you and Mike are assigned to Ambulance 55. Make sure you do a checklist and radio in when you’re on duty.”


Jack was confused but not that confused, Captain Hawker made a lot of sense. Mike and Jack quietly backed off step by step and scurried out the door. Once down the stairs, they headed to the garage to find Ambulance 55.


In the background, they could hear him again screaming, “Damn media! Damn media,” then a large thump and crash.



Mike looked at Jack and cracked up laughing, yelling, “To hell and beyond bro!”


Jack was about to start his new adventure.


Mike barked into the microphone, “A-55 to base... We are on duty and ready to roll!”



Roy in dispatch answered, “Mike, we just received a call from the Jem City PD for an elderly lady in cardiac arrest. The address is 35 Electro Ave. on the outskirts of town. Jem City PD is on site.”


Mike sparked up the ambulance and answered, “Copy... Ambulance 55 is en route.”

Mike and Jack drove through the middle of the city with lights and sirens on. One thing Mike learned was always slow down, stop at intersections, and then once all the traffic has stopped to continue.

Mike explained, “Never trust anyone Jack. You don’t know what they’re thinking or not thinking.” Mike picked up the microphone and repeated, “Ambulance 55 to dispatch. We’re en-scene.”


Roy came back saying, “A-55, you’re en scene zero-seven-forty-three—roger!



EMT Mike Alony stepped out of the ambulance and moved to the back of the vehicle, opening the double doors. He pulled the stretcher out releasing the bottom catch as the base of the stretcher hit the ground. Instead of carrying the stretcher it rolled on four wheels. Jack remembered his EMS school training and went over to the side of Ambulance sliding door, opened it to retrieve equipment they might need. He managed to grab; the medical jump kit, oxygen gear, backboard and then he set all of it on the stretcher. Mike and Jack proceeded to push the stretcher and gear up the walkway. One of the Jem city police officers first on the scene stood at the front door. You could tell he was holding back a low chuckle.


“You’ve got to see this,” he said.

Mike and Jack followed the officer through the hallway to the kitchen. Mike started grinning.


Jack, for the first time seeing anything like this whispered, “Is she dead? Don’t you think we should start CPR on her?”


Mike, trying to keep his professionalism, also refrained from laughing. He told Jack to turn her over and start resuscitation. The poor old woman still had her apron on, and it looked like she was mixing cake mix. The bowl sat on the table. Jack rolled her onto her back and noticed she was not easily moved. He also noticed that her nose and cheek were rather mashed in. Her hand and arm were stuck in an upward position with a large spoon in it. She froze like a statue in this pose, as she held her mixing spoon to the end and died of a heart attack. The poor lady must have been there at least a day or more.


Rigor-mortis set in; she was stiff as a board Jack yelped, “Holy crap!”


Mike and the Jem City police officer cracked up laughing and gave Jack his official greeting


“Welcome to the EMS Jack Winner!”



CHAPTER 3

Sabelly Family


DOWN BY THE LOADING DOCKS in an old warehouse, Lasalle and Frankie Sabelly oversaw their family’s operation. If you walked into the warehouse, you could smell a strong distinct odor, of methanol and various other chemicals cooked to their perfect specifications. The methamphetamine lab workers were mostly trusted relatives and friends. Frankie and Lasalle’s father Manuel, their mother Maria, Sister Tonia, and various cousins were involved. The workers wore gloves, masks and gowns. They were like master chef creators. The final product was, ice or white crystal—the ultimate stimulant drug that supplemented a fast-paced society. Cocaine and other drugs cooked-up were secondary to Meth. The Sabelly family had quite the operation. Pounds or kilos of these drugs prepped, then delivered to various cartels and mob gangs around the city and different parts of the country. Their people, mostly under cartel operation, distribute the product to buyers everywhere. The crystal meth sold on the street—a gram or an 8-ball for $20-$40 dollars—one ounce for $150 bucks—or a bump at a nightclub for 3-20 bucks. It brought in millions of dollars.


Frankie spoke to his father, Manuel, “Papa—soon we will have the money we need, and we’ll leave this country for good! We’ll go back to our homeland in Columbia. We will build houses and farms—our fields will be full of life again. Meat, pork, and chicken will be plentiful! Our families fulfilled once more, Father. We will enjoy our riches!”

Manuel stared at his son, he was seriously unsure, “Frankie, this is wrong! Frankie, this is wrong! We can do something with the law on our side—there are better ways!”

Lasalle (Frankie’s brother), walked in from the warehouse garage and reported, “The new batch is ready. We’re preparing the car to transport the drugs, Carmen will drive today.”

Just as Lasalle finished speaking, wheeled into the room was a large cart with plastic bags full of white crystals—methamphetamine. They then brought the drugs into the garage and the bags carefully placed in specially built compartments in the car. The men screwed and bolted the doors to the compartments—securing them tightly. You could hardly notice anything changed in the vehicle. It looked like the original manufactured appearance.


Carmen, the driver and the drug runner entered the room, brightened and ready to go.


He assured everybody, “I guarantee you bro—this stuff, will be out on the streets by tomorrow morning. I have kids and my wife to take care of, and they’re itching for more. I've got to pay the bills—brother.”

Carmen was not kidding, but he was desperate and the faster he made the money the better!

Frankie snickered and brought back a shitty memory of Carmen’s; “Carmen—How many wives do you have in jail—I know you can’t keep it in your pants—bro!”

Carmen wanted to keep his jail time secretly in the past, and was upset by what Frankie said, so he blotted out, “Come on, man! Cut the shit! My wife might find out, and I won’t get any more of her love-in after this. Please Frankie shut up man!”


They laughed hysterically.as Carmen somberly pushed away from them. He climbed into the brand-new black Mustang, built with headers, air scoop, and a nitro tank in the trunk and started the beast up. There was a feeling of power and control as Carmen revved up the engine. He was ready to deliver his expensive and illegal cargo as he would be heading south down Route 95. Carmen pulled out of the garage and throttled up the engine. He put a line of meth on his outer hand and thumb and snorted it. He sucked in, and after a couple more snorts through his nose, he thought, “Two hundred and fifty miles down the coast, piece of cake!” He turned up his favorite music on his stereo-CD player. In the trunk, he had giant thumping subwoofers. With the music blasting, he hit the gas, and vanishing like a ball of light. Driving was crazy as highway seemed like a blur—Carmen cruised in the cover of the early morning darkness. He thought... “Another fifty miles to go and I’m there!” It was three o’clock in the morning. Carmen did another line of meth, “Good—that should hold me over.” He would be meeting up with Carlos at his auto-body shop in the south-end of the city called Handido. Carmen revved the engine and soared down Route 95, a long lonesome highway, early in the morning.



There were loud knocks on the auto-body entry door. Carmen yelled, “Carlos, I’m here, man! Let me in.” No response—then after about three more knocks, an unshaven man in coveralls opened the door.



“Hold your pants on, man. I’ve been working all night on some things, homie.” Carlos walked over to the large garage door and punched the open button. It rose up so Carmen could drive the black Mustang into the body shop. Carmen revved it up once then shut the car down. Carlos closed the large door as quickly as he opened it.



Carmen spoke first, “I got the stuff in the compartments. I need the money first. I want a hundred and fifty grand and something for myself, my man.” Carlos stared at him, his face and eyes drooping. He looked very tired and probably needed a couple of hits of the white magic himself.



“I got the money Carmen,” He pointed to work bench and said, “There are some tools to open the compartments in the car. Show me the drugs—I will go get the money.”



Carmen grabbed a screwdriver and the impact wrench and went to work. He carefully unbolted the compartments in the car, removing the bags of white crystal. Then he bolted the empty compartments back up again. Carlos returned about twenty-minutes later with a briefcase in his hand. Carmen stood by a metal table with four plastic bags full of white crystals in it. Carlos took a dip with his finger and tasted it saying, “Good—Very good!”



Carmen proudly stated, “Nothing but the best, my man, nothing but the best.” He opened the briefcase and checked out the stacks of hundreds. There were thirty stacks with five thousand in each to be exact—$150,000. He closed the briefcase and clasped Carlos’s hand, saying, “Appreciate it, my brother!” Carmen knew Carlos couldn’t make this money from the money you make from an auto body shop. His street dealers came into the shop day and night posing as shop workers or customers.



Carlos assured him, “My people will have it on the streets by this afternoon.”



Carmen answered, “I’ll have more next week. If you need any extra stuff than what you got today, let us know, brother.” Carmen gave Carlos a couple of slaps on his back, opened the car door, and got back into the Mustang. He fired up its powerful engine, drew up another line, and snorted it.



Carlos yelled over the roar of the engine. “Say hello to the Sabelly’s for me tell them I appreciate what they’ve done for me!” He hit the open button and the large overhead door lifted. Carmen pulled out of Carlo’s Body Shop, revved the beast up, and rocketed back to meet with Lasalle and Frankie Sabelly. They were making money, and even bigger bucks were soon to come!



CHAPTER 4

Melanie’s Dinner


JACK AND MIKE COMPLETED their ambulance shift and returned to the station. As usual, Mike informed dispatch that they were off duty and parked the vehicle in the garage. They washed and restocked Ambulance 55. Jack worked on finishing his paperwork, he had to learn new emergency medical terminology. Feeling exhausted, Jack expressed his concern to Mike about the amount of work and information he needed to remember, especially after discovering a deceased old lady on his first day. Mike chuckled and reassured Jack that it would become easier with time. He also complimented Jack on his performance during their first shift. Before heading home, they needed to drop off their paperwork and speak with Captain Hawker upstairs.



The two EMT’s climbed the long and dreadful stairs to Captain Jim Hawker's office and knocked on door.



"Come in," the captain said in a monotone voice. They entered the room and stood before Captain Hawker.



"How did it go, Jack? I assume the first call with that poor woman was a good introduction to what we deal with here. Just follow the life-saving steps taught to you, and everything should be smooth sailing. Remember, Mr. Winner—Mike is the senior member of your team unless otherwise instructed. He will guide you in the best way possible. Is that right, Mike?"



Mike smiled at Hawker and responded, "Absolutely, Captain. We won't make any mistakes."


The captain dismissed the EMT team, instructing them to submit their paperwork and rest up before returning the following day. Jack and Mike handed in their EMT documents, which the captain reviewed with his reading glasses. Afterward, the pair exited the building and faced the next ambulance crew on duty. Mike introduced Jack and shared some details about their day. Jack felt proud to be a part of such a great team. As they parted ways, Mike praised Jack and shook his hand. Jack drove his Buick home, resisting the urge to speed through a red light as if on an emergency call. He reassured himself that he would eventually adjust to his new job.


Jack walked up the porch stairs on his way to the second-floor apartment that he lived in. There was good old Mrs. Dunn on the porch watering her flowers. Jack could not help but think of the first emergency call he did today—that poor woman lying on the floor, stiff as a board, still holding her wooden mixing spoon.



“Hi, Mrs. Dunn, how are you today?" he asked. "Is everything all right?"


Jack refrained from using a sarcastic tone of voice, with the thoughts about what happened today.

Mrs. Dunn answered, “Oh, Jack, you’re such a nice boy. I baked a cake, want some?”

Jack almost dropped. “Ah—well—oh shoot—Um— Mrs. Dunn, I’ve had a long day. I’ll just go up to my apartment and get some rest, thanks for the offer anyway.”

He looked at her hand to see if she had a wooden mixing spoon in it.


He thought, “Please don’t die Mrs. Dunn I got a date tonight!”


Mrs. Dunn answered, “Okay, Jack sweetie. Anytime you feel like a piece, come on down and get it.”

“Great no spoon,” he thought!


Jack flew up the stairs to his apartment—thinking, “A piece, Jack, how about it?”


He stuck the key in the door-lock and entered the apartment, by coincidence his cell phone rang. It was Melanie Straight, his girlfriend calling him right on the "dot". He answered it.

“Hey Jack, how did you make out today? Mom worked the afternoon shift, so you wouldn’t have seen her at the Jem City General Hospital emergency room. She said she can hardly wait to see you all dressed up in your uniform.” Melanie’s mother Deidra was the Jem City General Hospital E.R. head nurse, and Melanie was going to school studying to be a physical therapist.

Jack hesitated and said, “Um—everything went good. I have a great partner.”

“Partner,” Melanie asked? “Is it he or she?”


Jack answered, “His name is Mike Alony. He showed me a lot of good stuff today, Melanie. Captain Hawker recommended him highly. He said we’re going to be the best team in the company.


Melanie was ecstatic, “Oh, Jack, that’s wonderful! Guess what I made for you?”

“What?” Jack asked.

“I made your favorite; Ziti, broccoli, chicken, and cheese, with your favorite salad. I’ll be over in about an hour to your place, and I’ll bring dinner.”

“Wow! Dinner with Ziti, broccoli, chicken, and cheese,” Jack was famished; “That’ll be great, Melanie! I’m so hungry I could eat a horse. I’ll see you in an hour.”

Jack hung up the phone and plopped on his bed.

“Got to take a shower and get ready for Melanie, what a day!” he thought.


The doorbell rang almost an hour later—Jack opened the apartment door, and there was Melanie already on the second floor landing with a huge tray in her hand.



“Come on in” Jack replied!


She smiled and said mockingly, “I brought you dinner—Hun—you want a piece?”

The couple stared at each other for a sec and then let out a loud chuckle! Jack headed for the kitchen and Melanie followed. They commenced to bring out the glasses, dishes and silverware and got ready to eat Melanie’s homemade meal.


“Dig in,” Melanie demanded! “It’ll get cold if we both stare at it!”



Jack complimented Melanie's cooking, saying "This was tops!"


Melanie smiled in response, noticing that Jack had eaten half the tray of ziti, broccoli, chicken, and cheese. Jack joked that Melanie's cooking was better than his own, as he often struggled to eat what he cooked. Earlier in the day, Jack had burned many calories trying to keep up with his ambulance partner. After dinner, they cleaned up the kitchen and went to the den to watch TV. Jack chose a sci-fi movie about zombies. He pointed out a scene where a zombie was eating its own hand, joking that it needed a tourniquet due to arterial bleeding. Jack and Melanie settled into a large, comfortable sofa to watch the movie.


The movie played for about half an hour when Melanie asked, “Jack—do you want to know what I learned today in my physical therapy class?”



Jack’s eyes brightened up, “Um—Ya—Sure, Melanie, anything for you. I’d love to find out.”



She got down on her knees in front of Jack and took off his shoes and socks. “This won’t hurt a bit. I have some special lotion. It’ll make you feel great.” She took out the lotion from her purse and began massaging the tops and bottoms of his feet. “How does that feel,” Melanie asked.



Jack let out a moan, “Don’t stop, Melanie, please. It feels wonderful!”


Melanie explained what she was doing, “I’ll start with the foot muscles and work my way up your leg muscles.” She kept massaging and massaging and massaging, working each group of muscles.

Jack felt pure pleasure and answered, “Anything for you, Melanie! Anything!” She continued to massage, working the different foot and leg muscles.

Jack begged her, “Please don’t stop keep going... Oh, Melanie—it feels great!”

The night went on and on and on. . . By the way, Jack had to be at work at zero six hundred in the morning!


CHAPTER 5

Bellevue Hospital


JACK AND MIKE HAVE BEEN WORKING together for several months, responding to countless emergency calls. From transporting sick patients, and attending to life and death situations, they had seen it all. Jack walked into the EMT lounge and complained about a boring two-hour Continuing Education class he had attended the night before. Mike lounged on the couch, watching the morning news, the newscaster was reporting about one if the other ambulance crew responding to a major car accident. Mike turned away from the TV and agreed with Jack's opinion about the Continuing Education classes, saying that it was ridiculous to go over things they already knew just to renew their EMT licenses. He also mentioned that their supervisor, Captain Hawker, had been quiet that day, and hoped he wasn't sick or anything. Jack suggested they get started and prepare Ambulance 55 in the ambulance bay. They would never know when they'll have to respond to an emergency and the severity of the call.



They opened the doors of ambulance 55, and began their daily duty routine ensuring that everything was running smoothly. The EMT’s checked the equipment, making sure it was up to standard, and that they had enough supplies stocked in the emergency vehicle. Jack started the inventory checklist, going through each cabinet and shelf. He listed everything, including the O2 kit, medical jump kit, backboard, neck collars, and straps. They also made sure to have enough sheets and blankets for the patients. Meanwhile, Mike was busy checking the ambulance's engine oil and fluids. He went to the back of the vehicle to check the large oxygen tank, which was secured in its own case. However, he noticed that the O2 level was low and almost empty.



Feeling frustrated, Mike yelled out, "Oh crap!"


Jack heard him and asked what was wrong. Mike explained the situation, and Jack offered to help him refill the tank. However, Mike declined and took the tank to the oxygen refill station in the garage. After refilling the tank, Mike remounted it back in the ambulance. It was crucial to have enough oxygen, especially for patients in respiratory distress who needed oxygen therapy. It would have been foolish if they didn't have enough O2 for their patients.


Jack, sat in the driver’s seat, keyed the microphone and called out on the ambulance radio, “Dispatch; this is EMT’s Winner and Alony, Ambulance 55 on duty.”


Roy the dispatcher acknowledged the EMT’s, “Ambulance 55—Winner and Alony Head to 16 Beacon Street and meet up with the Jem City police department. You will pick up paperwork for a violent psychiatric patient from the police. The patient was released a few days ago from Bellevue Hospital and is acting abnormally and unable to cope with simple ordinary situations. There have been a number of complaints called in against him by his neighbors. Bellevue requested that he be picked up and returned for more therapy.”


Jack responded, “Ambulance 55 is en route to 16 Beacon Street to pick up and transport a violent psychiatric patient—roger—dispatch!”



Roy reminded them, “Don’t forget to meet the Jem City PD, they will assist you. The patient might be too dangerous for both of you to handle. He may not want to return to Bellevue.”


“Ambulance 55 understood,” Jack, answered.
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