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Christine

“My dreams are of a man sweeping me off my feet. I’ve heard all the feminist rantings—we don’t need a man. Maybe we don’t, but God damn it, I want one. Not a silly boy or some macho hero—just a man who wants me. Maybe it’s a warped daddy issue, maybe I didn’t get spanked enough, maybe it’s some stupid Freudian thing. But I want to be needed.
I love the idea of the Phantom of the Opera wanting me the way he wanted Christine. I wouldn’t care that he was scarred or a little evil. I want a man who would steal me from the world, one who’d kill for me. Okay—maybe not kill for me. Well... maybe. No. That makes me sound psychotic.”
I sat in a green leather chair across from a tiny, frail-looking woman with steel-grey hair who took notes like she was racing the clock. Now and then, she’d look up, nod, and return to scribbling. I had no idea what possessed me to blurt out my deepest desire.

“So, who played your favourite Phantom?” she asked, glasses perched precariously on the tip of her nose. The sight irritated me so much that I wanted to reach across and push them back up for her.

“Well, it’s either Michael Crawford or Gerard Butler,” I said. “Probably Gerard Butler, only because they made it into a movie. I can watch him whenever I want.”
Whenever I want—and it was Gerard Butler’s masked face I thought about in the dark. Not something I planned on telling this woman; she looked like she might keel over from shock.
“So, is it the Phantom you’re obsessed with, or Gerard Butler?”

“No—definitely the Phantom. Don’t get me wrong, Gerard has very sexy eyes, a body I could lick for hours, and an accent that makes my knees weak..., but it’s not until he puts on the mask and becomes that dark, mysterious creature—with that gravelly voice—that he’s truly irresistible. It’s always the Phantom I want. I’ve never understood why Christine chose that other ridiculous man, Raoul.”

The woman scribbled even faster. I couldn’t see her notes, but I was sure they read something like: Patient presents with delusions, possibly insane, clearly sexually fixated.
Isn’t that what therapists did?
“So,” she asked, “have you acted out being Christine in your sexual life?”

I blushed. I had. And it ended... poorly.

My boyfriend Mason had been patient—painfully patient. He tolerated the opera soundtrack, the constant rewatching of the movie, and the book on my nightstand. But the night I asked him to wear the mask during sex... something snapped inside me.
I became an animal—scratching, biting, clawing. It wasn’t making love anymore; it was primal, feral fucking. I loved every second. Mason did not.
He dumped me the next day.
A buzzer chimed, snapping me out of my memory.

“Christine, I’m sorry, but our session is finished for today. We can pick this up next week.” At least she’d fixed her glasses.

I stood and smiled politely, feeling like I’d achieved absolutely nothing. I was still addicted to a fictional man, still boyfriendless, still miserable. As I walked out of the faceless building, lost among identical buildings, I couldn’t shake the memory of that night with Mason. I regretted scaring him. But I also wanted more—not just the sex, but the danger, the unknown, the fantasy of being stolen away.
I even took opera lessons once, hoping some old theatre might have a lurking ghost. I didn’t even finish the first lesson. The instructor kindly suggested I might be better suited to thrash metal than ruining Madame Butterfly.
“Thank you,” I murmured as I left the office. Nothing had been accomplished. I was still fully, embarrassingly addicted to a fictional character. Mason didn’t want me. And I felt like crap.

Stepping onto the street, my phone buzzed. Mason. He wanted to pick up the rest of his stuff. He was serious. Completely done with me. Tears burned behind my eyes as regret punched me in the gut.

If only I’d controlled myself. Mason tolerated opera, books, and the movie on repeat. But no—I had to take it further. I had to suggest the mask. I had to ask him to speak in a French accent while wildly fucking me in positions I’m pretty sure even the Kama Sutra hasn’t documented.

Groaning, I scrubbed a hand over my face and kept texting, too distracted to notice danger. I never even heard it coming.

One moment, I was typing, heartbroken as my first boyfriend told me he was done. The next—I was flying.

My body lifted off the ground as something slammed into me. Pain exploded through my limbs as I became airborne, no clue what was happening except the gut certainty that this might be the last day I’d ever live.

I hit the concrete hard. My skull cracked against the road. Vision blurred. The world tilted.
Darkness dragged me under before I could grasp the situation.
The last thing I heard was a crowd screaming for someone to call emergency services.

What was happening?
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Tom

“We’ve got a thirty-two-year-old woman hit by a truck coming in. She’s unconscious with major head injuries,” Stella said as she stepped into the trauma room I’d just finished cleaning.

I groaned. I might have been an emergency nurse, but I hated blood. A pedestrian versus a truck meant blood. My stomach already threatened to flip.

Stella barked a laugh. “I still don’t know why you work in an emergency.”

“It’s only two more days,” I said, pulling out equipment. “Then I’m moving to ICU.”

She stopped. “Wait— you got the promotion?”

I couldn’t help the grin. “Yep.” Head nurse in the ICU. The call had come that morning, and I was still buzzing. Less blood, more long-term patient care— exactly what I’d wanted since uni.

“Are we ready?” Michael asked, stepping in fast, visor already down. “Ambos are thirty seconds out.”

I nodded and scanned the room. Everything was set. When I glanced toward the ambulance bay, I saw paramedics wheeling in their patient.

“In here,” I called. Kaylee nodded and pushed the stretcher in while I swung the charting computer toward me.

With help from Michael, Stella, Alexis, and Tanya, Kaylee and Robbie transferred the woman onto the bed. She was definitely unconscious. Her clothes had been cut away, leaving only her underwear. Blood covered her face and hair, and gravel rash tore up the skin along her side. Both arms bent at angles that no arm should ever bend.

My stomach revolted. 

“What have we got?” Michael asked.

Robbie rattled it off. “Thirty-two-year-old Christine Malcolm. She was texting while crossing the road. The truck couldn’t stop—she bounced off the front and hit the ground hard. BP eighty over seventy. Pulse one-twenty. Obvious head injuries, bilateral arm fractures, possible fractured leg. Possible internal injuries.”

I typed everything as he spoke.

“Oxygen?” Michael asked.

“Eighty-seven,” Stella said while attaching leads.

“Alright. Let’s intubate and get scans.”

Stella moved in with the tube. I tried not to stare at the unnatural angles of Christine’s arms or the large contusion blooming across her thigh.

“I’ll organise scans,” I said, escaping into the staff hub. I dialled radiology. “Hey, it’s Tom from ED. We’ve got a pedestrian hit by a truck—she needs full body scans. Do you have a machine?”

“Room three’s open,” the tech said. “We’re understaffed, though—you’ll have to bring her over. Daniel’s in today; he can run everything at once.”

“Perfect.” I hung up and returned to trauma. “Radiology three,” I called.

“Good,” Michael said. “Let’s get her moving.”

“Can you check OR availability?” Tanya added. “And contact Roger in Ortho and Miles in Neuro—we’ll likely need them.”

“I’m on it,” I said, already turning.

I pulled up Roger’s extension. “Roger Walters.”

“Hi, Roger, Tom from ED. Thirty-two-year-old, struck by a truck. Bilateral arm fractures, possible leg fracture, scans pending. Tanya asked me to loop you in.”

“I’ll head down now.”

“Thanks.” I hung up and called the OR supervisor, booking a theatre, then Neurology. With injuries like these, she’d almost definitely need surgery—probably more than one. A case like this always pulled half the hospital together.

When I returned to the trauma room, I exhaled in relief. At least it wasn’t the kind of bloodbath that required mopping the walls.
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