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Sahara

“I don’t care what you want. If you want us to continue to support you in this ridiculous career you’ve chosen, then you will honor our wishes,” my father barked at me.

Tears stung my eyes as I stared at him and Mum. They were being completely unreasonable. If I wanted to be part of their family, I was going to have to marry a man that fucking repulsed me. A man that was so sleazy the only reason he even wanted me was because of the money my parents had. Not that he needed it. His parents were loaded. But that wasn’t enough for Rupert Hart. He needed it all. And he needed me on his arm to complete his look and make his parents look good in the public eye.

“Dad, please. Isn’t there someone else? Anyone else? Rupert is an awful man,” I whined.

Dad’s face was red, and his eyes narrowed as he glared at me. “Rupert comes from a good family. His parents have raised him to be an upstanding man. Marry him, and you can have more money than you could imagine; you wouldn’t have to work.”

I growled and thrust my hands up through my hair. “That’s part of the problem. I love my job. I love what I’m doing, and I love my art. I don’t want to give up my job and sit around a house pretending I’m a lady of leisure.”

Dad huffed out a breath and ran his hand up through his hair. “We sent you to the best-dammed schools. We put all that money into you, so you can become some thug with tattoos?”

I frowned and shook my head. “A thug?” I snorted and rolled my eyes. “I’m far from a damned thug, Dad. I volunteer to help those that are less fortunate. I work with the homeless and care about those around me.”

“But not your parents,” Mum sneered with a shake of her head that dripped with the manipulation I’d grown up with.

“Of course, I care about you both. It’s why I’m still here. I could easily support myself with my work. I could easily get a house of my own and walk away. But I care about the two of you. I care about what you think. I just don’t want to give up my career and marry a man I can’t stand to be anywhere near.”

Dad shook his head. “I’m done arguing with this, Sahara. You have until this evening; you can marry Rupert, and I will allow you to keep working at your little job. Or you are to move out of this home tomorrow, and you will no longer be part of this family.”

My chest stung. I didn’t know why I couldn’t just pack up and tell them to fuck off. But despite everything, I still loved my parents. I still wanted to be in their lives. I remembered all the good times we had together. The holidays we took or the times around the pool. We’d been close once. But then I decided I wanted to do art.

“Sahara, you can still do your art. You don’t have to be a tattooist. You can paint, draw, and display your work in a gallery. You paint beautiful pictures. Marry Rupert, give up the tattooing job, and you can get your art in galleries; you would make much more money that way,” Mum pleaded.

Maybe she was pleading with me because she wanted me in her life. But I wasn’t sure that was the case at all. She hated telling her peers that I did tattoos for a living. In the eyes of the great Erik and Stella Ball, those with tattoos or who created them were nothing but thugs, it seemed. 

My father was an attorney, and Mum had been the trophy on his arm for all the significant events. 

I sighed and felt tears burning in my eyes. What kind of choice was Dad honestly giving me. Either marry a man who repulsed me, or I had to leave my family. I didn’t have brothers and sisters, and I didn’t have extended family. My family wasn’t tight like the Rigby’s. I’d always wished it was. But it wasn’t. 

“Sahara, please think sensibly about this. Rupert can offer you a wonderful life. You don’t have to give up anything. You can drive any car you want; you don’t have to work hard to make ends meet. You can design your house, have a creative space, an art room,” Mum pleaded. I didn’t know why she was trying so hard for me to give into Dad’s will.

I breathed in deeply. Was I really going to consider this? I slowly nodded my head. “I will marry Rupert, but I don’t want to give up working at Shifter Ink,” I said.

Dad gave a sharp nod of his head. I could see that he wasn’t happy about me putting conditions on marrying Rupert. But it was all I was willing to give. It was bad enough that I was even considering marrying this man. He made my skin crawl. 

“Very well, go and get dressed appropriately; Rupert and his family will be here this evening; we will announce the engagement then,” Dad said before turning and stomping from the room.

Mum stared at me, and I could see the concern in her eyes. “Why him, Mum? Why Rupert?”

Mum sighed and shook her head. “This is the unfortunate part of being born a girl into money. Sometimes you have to do what is expected of you. I’m sorry that you feel ripped off. It is just the way it is.”

Mum turned and walked away. I watched her leave and wondered if she felt the same about Dad. I knew that her parents had chosen Dad for her. Had she not wanted him either? Sighing, I walked out of the den and towards my bedroom, where I knew my dress would be laid out and waiting. A dress that would purposely hide the tattoos I had on my shoulders and back. I’d been beaten black and blue when Dad first discovered them. After that, he had his assistant choose dresses that covered the art. 

Tears burned in my eyes. I was about to lose everything, regardless. Sure, my parents might be satisfied that I married the man they wanted me to, but I would still lose. I wondered how long it would be before I could not work at Shifter Ink. Time will tell.
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Gannon

“Don’t you dare say it,” Aina said as I stepped into the medical pod where she was sitting, scouring over the medical files of the patients we had sitting in the emergency room.

“Say what?” I said with a chuckle. I knew the word ‘quiet’ was the no, no word, but I enjoyed speaking it just for shits and giggles. I found it fun. I loved my job. I’d always loved it. I knew from age four that I would be a doctor one day. I’d never wavered. I’d studied hard and got here. 

My parents were thrilled. I was the first of our family to go to university. Dad was a builder, and Mum had stayed home to raise her brood. The only thing that my parents had ever wanted was for us kids to do better than they had. Mum and Dad had fallen pregnant with me when Mum was sixteen, and Dad was seventeen. Mum’s parents kicked her out of the house, but they made it work. It was rare, but Dad was so in love with my Mum that there was no turning back. He worked through an apprenticeship as a carpenter before joining the building trade and finally landing a job with Maddox construction. 

We never had much, but we never questioned the love of our parents. We were all made feel special. A brood my parents had too. In all fairness, I was the only single birth. There were two sets of triplets and one set of twins. Dad never knew how they did it, and it was a running joke that it was all the saw dust in the air, but it was how it worked out. With only eighteen months between each birth, Mum was run off her feet. 

My brothers, Rohan, John, and Myles, were all cops, and my sister Belle and her twin Nate were at university. Belle was studying to become a nurse, while Nate was studying to be an engineer. The other set of triplets, one brother and two sisters, Jakub, Nyla, and Sarah, were living in Lalbert doing all sorts of things. Jakub worked in the building industry with Dad. Nyla was an artist and a bit of a hippie living in the middle of the forest in her off-the-grid cottage. While Sarah was a teacher at Lalbert High.

“You know damned well what word you were about to say coming in here,” Aina laughed as she glared at me.

I snorted. “You mean, I shouldn’t point out how,” I started to say just as the red phone started to ring, letting us know that we were about to get an emergency.

Aina glared at me again before answering the call. I looked over her shoulder as she wrote down the details. 

Twenty-seven-year-old human woman and victim of domestic violence, large laceration to her head and gunshot wound to her shoulder, arm, and stomach. Cuts on her thighs. Stab wounds and defensive cuts. Shit. I put out the code for the doctors and nurses so they were ready. I hated domestic violent cases. It made me sick that someone could hurt another person just for being in a relationship.

I left the staff pod and went to trauma bay five. Nurses were busy pulling out equipment and getting the bed ready.

“Gunshot victim, three gunshot wounds, lacerations to the head and thigh, as well as possible stab wounds; let’s get some plasma on hand,” I directed as I put on the apron over my scrubs. This was going to be messy. Gunshot wounds always were.

“Age?” Tanya asked as she came into the room behind me. Tanya was the emergency surgeon.

“Twenty-Seven, domestic violent victim.”

“Shit,” Tanya groaned. “The cops will want to talk to them immediately.”

I sighed and nodded my head. “Let’s hope we can get her through this.”

“Human?”

“Yep.”

“Even worse,” Tanya groaned. I understood what she meant. Injuries that a supernatural might have more chance of surviving often killed a human. Unlike supernaturals, humans couldn’t heal themselves by shifting or have access to advanced healing.

“Blood coming,” Ezra said as he came into the room. I smiled at him and nodded my head. 

I started to walk out towards the ambulance bay. “Two minutes out,” Aina called as I passed the pod.

“Thanks, Aina,” I called as I went to the bay and waited for the ambulance to pull up. We wouldn’t know much about our patient until they arrived; on the phone, the paramedics only gave us the basics of what injuries we could expect. They didn’t give us the details until they came.

However, I wasn’t waiting long when the ambulance pulled up. Ezra, one of the nurses, waited beside me. Kaylee, one of the paramedics, stepped out of the driver’s seat of the ambulance and jogged to the back doors, swinging them open, where Tyler was performing CPR on our patient.

“Shit,” Ezra said as he jogged to the back of the ambulance. I joined him and helped Kaylee to pull the jersey out.

Tyler lifted off and allowed Ezra to take over the chest compressions. 

“She just crashed as we pulled up,” Tyler said. He and Kaylee pushed the jersey in quickly through the bay doors.

“Trauma room five,” I called. Tanya was watching and turned to the nurses that were in the room.

“Crash cart,” she called. Everyone moved about quickly. When I reached the trauma bay, they had the girl on the bed and were hooking her up to the defibrillator. Tanya was barking orders.

I turned to Tyler to get the information from him, pulling the computer over to me so I could input everything he told me.

“Sahara Hart. Twenty-seven years old. She was beaten repeatedly by her husband throughout the day. The gunshot wounds were inflicted about an hour ago. She has one gunshot to the shoulder, one through her right bicep, and another to her stomach. She has severe lacerations on her head from blunt force trauma and what appears to be stab wounds in other parts of her body. When we left her home, her bp sat at eighty over forty.” 

I nodded my head as I took everything down. “Oxygen levels?” I asked.

“Was sitting at seventy-eight.”

Her blood pressure and her oxygen levels were super low. The blood pressure didn’t surprise me, I assumed that was because she was bleeding out, but the oxygen levels told me that there was possibly damage to her lungs.

When I turned to look back over my shoulder, my assumption was correct as I watched Tanya threading a tube straight into Sahara’s lungs through a cut in her side. Ezra was trying to slide the ventilator tube down her throat but was cursing as he struggled to get it through.

“We will have to do a trach; she has got swelling in her throat; I’d say she was strangled,” Tanya said as she finished putting the drainage tube into Sahara’s side. 

I looked at her vitals, her heart was beating very fast, and her bp was low, but she was alive again. That was a start. 

“Let’s get her into scans and then straight to the OR,” I called to Carly, one of the other nurses, who nodded her head. 

I walked to where the equipment was set up, ready to do the tracheotomy into Sahara’s throat. If we could get oxygen in, that would be a start to helping her. I took the scalpel and felt where I had to cut. The last thing I wanted was to cut in the wrong spot and cause her more damage or kill her.

I carefully made the incision and moved quickly to get the tube into her throat and lungs. 

“Got it,” I said as I reached out for where Ezra was holding out the ventilator bracket. I connected her up and watched as her chest started to rise and fall as the ventilator took over, breathing for her. Watching the screen, her oxygen levels began to rise. That was a good sign that at least one of her lungs was intact and working. 

“OR seven is ready for you,” Carly announced as she returned to the room.

“Get some blood started on her; she is A positive,” Tanya directed. That was the beauty of having a witch on your team; she could see things humans couldn’t, including blood type.

“We are going to have to find a new vein, all the ones in her arms are collapsed,” Matilda said as she tried to find a vein.

“Groin?” I asked. 

Tanya nodded as she poked at the veins on Sahara’s neck. It wasn’t ideal; we didn’t like going through those veins because it made it harder to get them back under control if they blew out. I moved down Sahara’s body, the paramedics had already cut her clothes from her, and she lay naked on the bed. I pressed on the veins that ran between her groin and thigh crease. 

“Yep, got one,” I said, reaching out for the needle. I slipped the needle's point under the skin and watched as it entered the vein. “I’m in.”

Ezra started to connect the blood to a pole on the bed.

“Good, let’s get her up to surgery,” Tanya ordered as she stepped back, ripped her gloves off, and tossed them in the contamination bin. Ezra and Matilda did the same before taking either end of the bed and wheeling it out of the trauma room.

“Her family is in the waiting room. If you want to go and speak to them, I’ll clean up in here,” Carly said.

I smiled and nodded, slipping my gloves from my hands and throwing them in the contamination bin with the apron. I inhaled deeply and let out a long sigh. I hated this. I hated not having answers for the family, but there was never a straightforward answer in cases like this.
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Scott

It was like a horror scene. There was blood everywhere throughout the house, and the gutless wonder that did it had disappeared after he phoned emergency services to come and collect his wife's dead body. Unknown to him, she hadn’t been dead. She was significantly injured and close to death, but she was fighting. 

“Head into the hospital; I want you two to stay close by; no one is to go in or out of that girl's room,” our Captain, Hayden Magrath, said to me and my partner Landry Morris.

I nodded my head. “On it. What about her parents if they come in?”

Hayden shook his head. “No one other than doctors and nurses for now. Until you speak to her parents, I don’t want to risk anyone trying to finish the job.”

I nodded again before leaving the house and walking with my partner Landry to the squad car.

“This is fucked,” Landry growled as we started toward the hospital.

I nodded my head. “I agree. What kind of fucking monster does that?”

“Yeah, and to someone that is meant to be your wife. Fuck, I couldn’t even imagine laying a finger on Taylor,” Landry said with a shake of his head.

“In fairness, if you did lay a finger on Taylor, she would probably break every bone in your body.”

Landry through his head back and laughed. “You’re right. But even when we have had some of the worst arguments, I never
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