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Chapter 1: Restless Nights






Angie Morris pressed the elevator button for the forty-second floor and watched the numbers light up. In the steel doors, she saw her reflection: navy suit, leather portfolio, hair styled for work. At twenty-nine, she was a senior analyst at Greystone Capital, a tough Manhattan mergers and acquisitions firm.

The doors opened to floor-to-ceiling windows with a view of the Hudson River. Sunlight filled the marble floors. Angie's heels clicked as she passed the reception desk, where Miriam had her coffee ready—black, no sugar, just as she’d had it since her first day as an intern.

"Morning, Angie. The Kellerman file is on your desk. David wants the preliminary numbers by noon."

"He'll have them by eleven." Angie grabbed the coffee and felt the warmth spread through her fingers. Miriam smiled. Everyone liked Angie. She showed up early, stayed late, never made excuses. The kind of employee who made other people's jobs easier.

Her office was small, but it was hers. There was a window, a desk, and a shelf with three years of deal books she’d helped close. Angie set down her portfolio and took out the Kellerman file. Greystone’s client wanted to buy a smaller drug company for six hundred million dollars. Her job was to go through the financials and find the truth in the numbers.

She worked all morning without looking up. The numbers told stories if you knew how to read them: revenue streams, debt, research and development costs that didn’t match the patents filed. By ten-thirty, she had everything David needed.

The meeting went well. David nodded during her presentation, and the client asked questions she had already expected. Afterward, David stopped her in the hallway.

"Good work. The Patterson deal closes Friday. I want you there."

"I'll be ready."

"I know you will." He walked away, already on his phone.

Angie went back to her office and allowed herself a small sense of victory. The Patterson deal was important. Being there when it closed meant David trusted her. It meant she was moving up.

By seven, most of the office was empty. Angie finished her notes and packed her things. The elevator ride down felt longer than the ride up. Her legs ached. They had been aching for weeks, a restless feeling that started in her calves and moved up to her thighs. Moving during the day helped, but at night, her legs wouldn’t settle.

She had tried everything: hot baths, stretching, cutting out caffeine. Nothing worked. Last night, she finally fell asleep around three, only to wake at six feeling like she had run a marathon in her sleep.

The walk from the office to her condo on Riverside Drive usually cleared her head. Tonight, her legs felt heavy. She stopped at the corner deli and grabbed a salad, too tired to cook. The guy behind the counter—Ahmed—asked about her day. She gave him the easy answer: "Busy, but good." He didn't need to know about the legs, about the exhaustion that had settled into her bones.

Her condo was small, just one bedroom with a river view she had saved three years to afford. She dropped her bag by the door and took off her heels. The relief lasted only ten seconds before the restlessness returned. She ate her salad standing at the kitchen counter, then tried to watch TV. Her legs bounced. She stood up, walked to the window, sat down, then stood up again.

By midnight, she was pacing her living room. It was getting worse. She had back-to-back meetings tomorrow. She needed sleep. She needed her legs to stop moving.

At two in the morning, she finally called her insurance company's nurse line. The woman on the phone listened to her symptoms and suggested she see her doctor. Angie made an appointment for the next afternoon, knowing it would mean leaving work early, something she never did.

Dr. Ramona Sloane’s office was on East 72nd Street. It was a bright space with plants and soft music meant to make patients feel calm. Angie sat on the exam table, her legs moving even as she tried to keep them still.

Dr. Sloane was in her fifties, efficient and kind. She'd been Angie's doctor for four years. "Tell me what's happening."

Angie explained the restlessness, her trouble sleeping, and the constant urge to move her legs. Dr. Sloane asked questions, took notes, and did a quick exam. Then she sat back and folded her hands.

"It sounds like restless leg syndrome. It's more common than people think. The good news is we can treat it."

"What causes it?"

"Sometimes iron deficiency, sometimes stress, sometimes we don't know. But there's a medication that works very well for most patients. It's called Syzematol."

Dr. Sloane pulled out her prescription pad and wrote quickly. "Start with one tablet before bed. It should help within a few days. If you have any unusual side effects, call me right away."

"What kind of side effects?"

"The usual—nausea, dizziness, headache. Most people tolerate it well."

Angie took the prescription and stopped at the pharmacy on her way home. The bottle was small, white pills that looked like every other medication she'd ever taken. The pharmacist reviewed the instructions—one tablet at bedtime—and Angie nodded, already thinking about the emails she needed to answer when she got home.

That night, she took her first pill at ten. By ten-thirty, her legs had stopped moving. She lay in bed, feeling her body relax for the first time in weeks. Sleep came easily—deep and dreamless. When her alarm went off at six, she felt like a new person.

The second night was the same. And the third. By the end of the week, Angie had forgotten what the restlessness felt like. She was sleeping seven hours a night. Her focus at work sharpened. She closed the Patterson deal and David mentioned her name in the company-wide email announcing it.

Everything was better.

She didn’t notice the small changes at first. She started checking her phone more often, looking for texts from her friend Marissa, who worked in finance at a competing firm. Marissa had mentioned a weekend trip to Atlantic City with some friends, nothing serious. Angie had said no. She always said no to those things. Gambling wasn’t her style.  In fact, Angie was so against gambling that she never even bought lottery tickets when the prize was enormous.

But now, two weeks into taking the medication, she found herself thinking about it. Not obsessively. Just curious. What would it be like? Her parents had taught her that gambling was a waste of money, a fool's game. She'd never questioned it.

Friday afternoon, Marissa texted: "AC tomorrow. Last chance to join. Corporate jet leaves at 2."

Angie stared at the message. She had planned to review files for the Monroe acquisition, work she could do on Sunday or early Monday morning. Her fingers moved before she could think.








