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Chapter 1: Midnight Rounds
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The hallway outside Room 214 was silent.

At this hour, most of Blackwell Medical Center felt like a completely different world. The fluorescent lights were dimmed, the nurses’ station down the hall glowed softly, and the steady hum of medical machines filled the quiet spaces between footsteps.

Nia Carter moved through the corridor with practiced ease.

Her scrubs were crisp, her hair tied back, and the stethoscope around her neck gave her the same professional appearance she wore during every shift. Anyone watching would assume she was making routine rounds.

That assumption kept everything simple.

She paused outside Room 214.

The door was closed, but not locked.

Inside, a lamp cast a warm glow against the walls instead of the harsh ceiling lights normally used during patient care.

Nia knocked once.

A quiet voice answered from inside.

“Come in.”

She stepped into the room and gently shut the door behind her.

The patient sitting upright in the bed watched her with calm interest. His hospital chart rested neatly on the tray table beside him, untouched.

“Evening, Mr. Lawson,” Nia said smoothly.

“Evening,” he replied, a faint smile forming. “Or should I say... morning?”

Nia glanced briefly at the clock on the wall.

12:18 AM.

Midnight had passed.

Technically, visiting hours were long over.

Technically, the hospital floor should have been asleep.

But certain patients at Blackwell Medical Center knew better.

Nia set her clipboard down and slipped a pair of latex gloves onto her hands. The motion was slow and deliberate, part of the calm rhythm she carried into every room.

“Are you comfortable?” she asked.

Mr. Lawson adjusted slightly against the pillows.

“Much better now that you’re here.”

Nia allowed a small smile but didn’t respond.

Professional calm. That was the key.

She approached the bed and began what anyone watching would assume was a standard therapeutic treatment—checking muscle tension, monitoring recovery, ensuring circulation.

But Mr. Lawson wasn’t watching the medical equipment.

His eyes stayed on her.

“You know,” he said quietly, “the other nurses don’t do this.”

Nia tilted her head slightly.

“Do what?”

“Make recovery feel... relaxing.”

She didn’t answer right away.

Instead, she removed one glove slowly, placing it beside the chart.

A small signal.

Mr. Lawson noticed immediately.

His smile widened.

“You were right,” he said softly.

“About what?”

“That midnight is the best time for treatment.”

Nia leaned slightly closer, her voice calm and low.

“Some patients prefer privacy.”

Outside the room, the hallway remained empty.

At the security desk two floors below, Marcus Reed glanced casually at a monitor displaying the corridor outside Room 214.

The camera feed flickered briefly.

Then the screen went dark.

Marcus leaned back in his chair and took a sip of coffee.

“Midnight rounds,” he muttered with a faint grin.

Back in the room, Nia straightened, her movements controlled and unhurried.

“Remember the rules,” she said softly.

Mr. Lawson nodded.

“No attachments. No questions.”

“Exactly.”

He reached into the drawer beside the bed and placed a thick envelope on the tray table.

Nia didn’t touch it.

Not yet.

Payment always came last.

She glanced at the clock again.

12:24 AM.

Plenty of time before the next nurse check.

Plenty of time before the next security sweep.

And plenty of time before anyone upstairs realized that certain patients at Blackwell Medical Center received a very different kind of care once midnight arrived.

Nia leaned closer to the bed.

“Now,” she said calmly, “let’s begin your treatment.”
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Chapter 2: First Night
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Talia Brooks arrived at Blackwell Medical Center twenty minutes early.

She always arrived early.

It was the habit of someone still trying to prove she belonged somewhere.

The hospital tower stretched upward against the night sky, its glass windows reflecting the faint glow of streetlights and passing traffic. Inside, the lobby was quieter than she expected. A few visitors sat scattered in the waiting area, their faces tired from long hours spent beside loved ones.

The night shift had a different rhythm than the daytime bustle she’d grown used to during clinical rotations.

Quieter.

Slower.

But somehow heavier.

Talia adjusted the strap of her bag on her shoulder and approached the front desk.

“Night shift?” the receptionist asked without looking up.

“Yes,” Talia replied.

“Fourth floor. VIP recovery wing.”

VIP recovery wing.

The words alone made her nervous.

She had heard about Blackwell Medical’s VIP patients while still in nursing school. Wealthy donors, politicians, celebrities—people who expected comfort and discretion alongside their medical treatment.

Which meant mistakes weren’t tolerated.

Talia swallowed and made her way toward the elevator.

Her reflection stared back at her in the mirrored doors: deep brown skin, tired but hopeful eyes, curls pulled into a neat bun. Her scrubs were fresh, the badge clipped carefully to the pocket.

She looked the part.

But inside she still felt like the same girl who’d spent the last four years juggling textbooks, night classes, and student loans that seemed to multiply faster than she could pay them down.

The elevator doors slid open.

Fourth floor.

The hallway she stepped into felt almost too quiet.

Soft lighting lined the corridor walls. The faint smell of antiseptic mixed with something warmer—coffee, maybe, from the nurses’ station down the hall.

A tall man in a security uniform leaned casually against the counter, talking to one of the nurses.

Talia noticed him immediately.

Not just because he was tall.

Because he looked like he didn’t belong in a hospital.

The man had an easy confidence about him, one hand resting on the counter as he laughed softly at something the nurse had said.

When he noticed Talia approaching, his attention shifted.

His eyes traveled briefly from her badge to her face.

“New nurse?” he asked.

Talia nodded.

“Yes.”

His smile widened slightly.

“First night?”

“How could you tell?”

“You’ve got that look.”

“What look?”

“The one that says you’re still trying to figure out which hallway leads where.”

Talia laughed nervously.

“That obvious?”

“Don’t worry,” he said, straightening. “Everybody looks like that on their first night.”

He extended his hand.

“Marcus Reed. Security.”

“Talia Brooks.”

Marcus shook her hand lightly.

“Well, Talia Brooks,” he said, “welcome to the quietest part of the hospital.”

The nurse standing beside him glanced at the clock on the wall.

“Quiet for now,” she said.

Marcus smirked.

“Give it time.”

Before Talia could respond, another voice drifted from behind her.

“You must be the new hire.”

Talia turned.

The woman approaching looked effortlessly composed in her scrubs. Her curly hair was pulled back, and she moved with the kind of calm confidence that came from years of experience.

Even the way she walked seemed deliberate.

“I’m Nia Carter,” she said.

Something in her voice made the hallway feel different.

Not colder.

Just... more controlled.

“Talia Brooks,” Talia replied quickly.

Nia studied her for a moment—not in a harsh way, but in the quiet way someone assesses a situation before speaking.

“First night nerves?” Nia asked.

“A little.”

“That’s normal.”

Nia gestured toward the hallway behind her.

“VIP recovery wing isn’t as dramatic as it sounds. Most of our patients are just here for extended observation.”

Talia nodded, trying to relax.

Marcus watched the exchange with quiet amusement.

“Don’t scare the rookie on her first night,” he said.

Nia raised an eyebrow.

“Marcus, the only thing you do on this floor is watch cameras.”

“And keep everyone out of trouble,” he replied smoothly.

Nia gave him a look that suggested she knew exactly what he meant.

Then she turned back to Talia.

“Come on,” she said. “Let me show you the wing.”

They walked together down the hallway.

Patient rooms lined both sides of the corridor, their doors closed, small monitors glowing softly beside each one.

The calm atmosphere felt almost surreal.

“So,” Nia said casually, “why Blackwell?”

Talia hesitated.

“Honestly?”

“Always.”

“The pay.”

Nia laughed quietly.

“Fair answer.”

Talia relaxed slightly.

“Student loans?”

“Among other things.”

Nia nodded knowingly.

They stopped outside a patient room.

Room 214.

Nia’s expression shifted slightly, though Talia didn’t notice.

“This wing mostly runs itself at night,” Nia explained. “Routine check-ins, monitoring recovery, making sure patients are comfortable.”

“Sounds manageable.”

“It is.”

But Nia’s tone suggested there was more she wasn’t saying.

Further down the hallway, Marcus glanced at one of the security monitors.

Room 214.

The same room Nia had visited earlier that night.

His mouth curved into a knowing smile.

The rookie had no idea yet.

But she would soon enough.

And once she understood what really happened on the night shift at Blackwell Medical Center...

There was no going back.
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Chapter 3: The Quiet Hours
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The first two hours of Talia Brooks’ shift passed slowly.

The VIP Recovery Wing at Blackwell Medical Center was nothing like the chaotic hospital floors she’d trained on during nursing school. There were no rushing gurneys, no panicked family members crowding the halls, no alarms screaming from every direction.

Instead, the hallway felt almost peaceful.

Patient rooms were larger than standard hospital rooms, with soft lighting, private bathrooms, and televisions mounted neatly on the walls. Some even had reclining couches for visiting family members.

Money bought comfort.

That much was clear.

Talia moved quietly from room to room, checking vitals, adjusting IV lines, and making sure patients were resting comfortably.

It felt routine.

Predictable.

Almost too easy.

At the nurses’ station, Nia leaned casually against the counter, reviewing patient charts while sipping coffee from a black insulated mug.

“You’re doing fine,” she said without looking up.

Talia blinked.

“I didn’t say anything.”

“You didn’t have to.”

Nia flipped another page in the chart.

“New nurses always start overthinking by hour two.”

Talia laughed nervously.

“Is it that obvious?”

“Only to people who’ve been here long enough.”

Talia leaned against the counter beside her.

“So this floor is always this calm?”

Nia shrugged.

“Most nights.”

That answer felt vague.

Before Talia could ask another question, the elevator doors at the end of the hall opened with a soft chime.

A tall woman stepped out.

Even from across the hallway, her presence was unmistakable.

She moved slowly but confidently, her scrubs perfectly pressed, posture straight, expression composed.

“Dr. Laurent,” Nia greeted as she approached.

The woman smiled faintly.

“Evening.”

Her voice carried a smooth elegance that made her sound almost out of place in a hospital hallway.

“This must be the new nurse,” she said, looking at Talia.

“Talia Brooks,” Talia replied.

“Camille Laurent.”

They shook hands briefly.

Camille’s grip was surprisingly strong.

“I run most of the physical therapy cases on this floor,” she explained.

“That explains the late hours,” Nia said.

Camille smiled slightly.

“Some patients recover better when the hospital quiets down.”

Talia noticed the way Nia and Camille exchanged a quick glance.

It was subtle.

But something about it felt... private.

Marcus appeared from the far hallway a moment later, walking casually toward the nurses’ station.

“Everything calm tonight?” he asked.

“For now,” Nia replied.

Marcus glanced at the wall clock.

11:42 PM.

His expression shifted almost imperceptibly.

“Almost time,” he muttered.

Talia frowned.

“Time for what?”

Marcus immediately smiled again.

“Security rounds.”

Something about his tone felt playful.

Like he was enjoying a private joke.

Before Talia could press further, the phone at the nurses’ station rang.

Nia answered.

“Yes?”

She listened for a moment.

Then nodded.

“Understood.”

She hung up and reached for a patient chart.

“Room 214 requested extended therapy tonight.”

Camille lifted an eyebrow.

“That’s the third time this week.”

“He’s recovering well,” Nia said calmly.

Camille gave a small, knowing smile.

“I’m sure he is.”

Talia watched the exchange carefully.

Something about the conversation felt strange.

But she couldn’t quite explain why.

“Extended therapy?” she asked.

Nia closed the chart.

“Some patients prefer longer therapeutic sessions. Helps with circulation and muscle recovery.”

That explanation sounded reasonable.

Still...

The way Marcus leaned casually against the counter and glanced toward the hallway made Talia feel like she had missed part of the conversation.

Nia grabbed a pair of gloves from the supply box.

“Why don’t you finish your vitals check in Room 209?” she said.

Talia nodded and headed down the hallway.

Behind her, Marcus lowered his voice.

“Rookie’s observant,” he said quietly.

Camille folded her arms.

“That could become a problem.”

Nia slipped on one glove.

“She’ll learn.”

Marcus glanced at the monitor on the security panel beside the station.

The camera feed covering the hallway near Room 214 flickered.

Then disappeared.

Marcus tapped the screen twice.

“Camera’s down,” he said casually.

Camille smiled.

“Convenient.”

Nia walked toward the hallway leading to Room 214.

“Give me twenty minutes.”

Marcus checked the clock again.

11:57 PM.

“Midnight’s coming,” he said quietly.

And somewhere down the hall, Talia Brooks had no idea that the quiet routine she thought she was learning would soon introduce her to the secret that kept certain patients at Blackwell Medical Center smiling long after visiting hours ended.

Midnight Rounds had begun.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 4: Room 214


[image: ]


The hallway lights dimmed slightly as midnight passed.

Inside Blackwell Medical Center, the change was subtle but noticeable. Day staff had long since gone home. Even the distant hum of activity from other floors seemed quieter.

For the first time that night, the VIP Recovery Wing truly felt like it belonged to the night shift.

Talia finished recording vitals in Room 209 and stepped back into the hallway.

She checked the clock on the wall.

12:07 AM.

The floor was unusually quiet.

No alarms.

No pages.

No patients calling for assistance.

Just the soft hum of machines and the faint glow of hallway lights.

Talia returned toward the nurses’ station, expecting to see Nia there.

Instead, the counter was empty.

Marcus leaned against the far end of the desk, scrolling through something on the security monitor.

“Everything okay?” Talia asked.

Marcus glanced up.

“Smooth night so far.”

“Where’s Nia?”

Marcus shrugged casually.

“Checking on a patient.”

That seemed normal.

Still, something about his tone made it sound like the answer wasn’t quite complete.

Talia glanced down the hallway.

Several patient doors remained closed, small monitors blinking beside each one.

But one door stood out.

Room 214.

The light inside was on.

And the door was shut tightly.

Talia slowed her steps as she passed.

From inside the room she heard something unexpected.

Not distress.

Not a patient calling for help.

Laughter.

Soft.

Relaxed.

Almost... playful.

She frowned.

Most recovery patients on this floor were resting at this hour.

Curious, she glanced
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