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A Long Road to Love

By Dakota Storm

“It’s like three A.M., this had better be
good,” Gabe answered the phone, groggy and irritated. Caller ID
showed Dylan.

“I know, I know, but…” Dylan said to someone
in the background.

“Are you at a party? What the fuck, were not
in college anymore, calling drunk to chat.” Wide awake now, Gabe
was amused but also more than a little bit pissed. Dylan had been
his best friend since kindergarten, but hell, calling after one of
the worst twelve hours shifts he ever remembered having, with two
back-to-back surgeries? His hope of sleeping for ten hours was
disappearing quickly.

“No man, I need your help,” Dylan choked into
the phone. Gabe jumped from the bed and grabbed his sweats, a
T-shirt, and his car keys. He staggered from one foot to the other,
trying unsuccessfully to get his legs into the pants while grabbing
for his wallet and keeping the phone to his ear.

“I’m on my way, where are you?” Gabe grunted
as he rammed his knee into the nightstand, knocking over the beer
he drank on his way to bed. It had been a typical Friday night with
shootings, bar fights, and the miscellaneous homeless person that
came in with medics to get out of the cold. One hell of a
shift.

“It’s not me, I need you to go…”

“What the fuck is going on, Dylan? Are you
driving? Where are you?” Gabe was getting more frustrated the
longer he had no clue what was going on.

“Man, look, April is in labor we are at her
mom’s up in Vermont and—” He broke off to console his wife,
“Breathe baby.”

“What the hell. Put me on speakerphone and
tell me what is going on!” Okay, so April was in labor, but they
were in Vermont, a five hour drive away. What the fuck could he do?
Gabe was wracking his brain when he heard April emit a blood
curling scream.

“April, sweetheart, we are almost there. Just
breathe,” Dylan tried calming his wife. “Okay dude, listen, I need
you to go and check on my brother.”

“No fucking way, Dyl!” Dylan’s older brother
Chase hated Gabe. It was a laughable request. The last time he saw
Chase he was literally thrown out of his apartment. Well, he’d seen
him since then, but only in passing.

“Gabe, I need you. I am too far away, and Mom
and Dad are on a cruise. There is only you. He was working last
night and the chief called Mom and said it was bad.” His friend’s
voice cracked. Gabe realized he had to step in. Dylan would do the
same for him.

“Please, Gabe,” April pleaded as what sounded
like another contraction hit her.

“Shit, okay. Where is he?” Gabe put his phone
on speaker and changed his T-shirt and sweats into jeans and
sweatshirt.

“He’s at Brigham.” Hearing the worry in his
best friend’s voice was Gabe’s undoing.

“I’m on my way. Keep your phone on and I’ll
be in touch.” Gabe clicked off his phone and sprinted to his truck,
not caring much about his appearance. He was more worried about
getting kicked out of his own hospital by Chase. Chase, his wet
dream and the biggest homophobe on the planet, the guy who broke
his heart twelve long years ago. The man he still dreamed about. A
blaring horn got his attention when the light changed. He was right
around the corner from the hospital. What the hell is he walking
into? He hoped and prayed Chase’s injuries weren’t too bad. He’d
hate to give Dylan bad news.

He pulled into the staff parking lot, waving
at Simon manning the gate. Thank goodness the employee entrance was
so close. What would he say to Chase when he went in his room? ‘Hey
yeah, I know you hate me, but I wanted to check on you for your
brother’s sake?’ Or maybe he will be out of it and he could leave a
message to check in with his brother. Yeah, that’s what he would
do, check and make sure he was okay, leave a message to call his
brother, and get the fuck out of there. Feeling better, he walked
into the craziness of the ER.

“Gabe, what the hell are you doing here?
Coming to bail us out?” Calvin was manning the emergency room
nurse’s desk. Complete and utter chaos was going on around them but
Calvin took all the action in stride—scheduling the rooms,
admitting patients, keeping track of tests, discharges, and
managing the nurses—he did it all without a glitch. Gabe was awed
by how this small, flamboyant man could control the ER like a
bad-ass drill sergeant, keeping the nurses focused and in line, and
the doctors from going crazy.

“Nah man, I’m here to check on a Chase
Bradley. Do you have any information on him?” Gabe looked at
Calvin. Calvin was a sweet and sexy man, but his overly outrageous
personality didn’t do it for Gabe. They once tried a friend’s night
out with some of the nurses and doctors from the ER, but Gabe
realized quickly that Calvin not only had a flamboyant,
over-the-top personality, but was also very stuck on himself. He’d
been trying for years to find the elusive someone that reminded him
of Chase, but sadly that never happened.

“Gabe? What the fuck, man.” Calving laughed
as he waved the file in front of his face.

Shaking out of his thoughts, Gabe yanked the
file out of Calvin’s hand, leafing through until he found the
summary report. It was worse than he’d thought. Fuck!

“Are you taking over this one?” Calvin
reached for the scheduler on the wall, marker poised to make
corrections to the schedule.

“No, Dr. Manning is good; I’ll consult with
him. Can you page him, please?”

Gabe scrubbed his hands over his face, just
as the police chief walked over putting out his large hand. “I’m
Chief Johnson. I just spoke with Dylan and he said to keep watch
for you. Chase is pretty bad off, right?” The chief stood tall and
the worry lines on his face made Gabe want to reassure him that
Chase would be okay, but not knowing what Dr. Manning’s approach
was, he couldn’t tell the chief much until he knew more.

“Yeah um, I’m Dr. Gabe Adler. I’m not on
shift but I’m going to meet with Dr. Manning in a few moments to
see what the game plan is,” he said, shaking the chief’s hand and
clearing his throat. “I know you’re not family, but from what I
have learned you’re as close as family at the station. I’m not
going to sugar coat anything; both bullets are logged in his
sternum with one right by his heart…he’s lost a substantial amount
of blood.”

“Dr. Adler, you wanted to see me?” Dr.
Manning was a very capable doctor and very calm, cool, and
collected in the ER. He wasn’t as pompous as some other doctors who
tended to get their feathers all in a bunch when one suggested a
consult.

“Yeah, I—Ah, this is Chief Johnson. I was
asked by the family to come down and check on Chase Bradley. Chief,
give us a moment, please? I will be right back.” With a nod of his
head Gabe gestured for Dr. Manning to go into the consultation
room. The consultation room was overly bright, with yellow walls
and floors, a coffee machine with perpetually cold coffee on a
bench, four very uncomfortable chairs, and a small table
in-between. Gabe didn’t agree with the decorating principles
hospitals used. In his opinion they shouldn’t attempt to go for
cheery and bright, they should rather go with subtle and calm. His
brain thought of weird shit when he was tired.

“Dr. Manning, I—”

Holding up his hand, the doctor gestured to a
seat. “I know you’re Chase Bradley’s brother’s best friend. Chase
was coherent for a small moment and he asked for Dylan and then
asked for you.”

“What do you mean asked for me?” Gabe was
flustered by this information.

“He said ‘I need you to call my brother
Dylan, he’s my next of kin. If you can’t get him, find Dr. Gabe
Alder, he’s my brother’s best friend.’ Dr. Manning looking at Gabe
in concern. “Then his BP skyrocketed and he lost
consciousness.”

“Me, Dylan, and Chase mostly grew up
together. Chase is…” Gabe cleared his throat and continued,
“Anyways, I read the file; he was shot twice, fell down a set of
stairs, has multiple contusions and two broken ribs.” Gabe was
trying hard not to let his feelings show, but he was dying inside
to think Chase, the man he loved, was fighting for his life.

“Well, as you know, we are prepping him for
surgery. Our hope is to get both bullets out, repair the damage,
and get the internal bleeding under control. I’m hoping there’ll be
no need for multiple surgeries.”

Gabe registered the words ‘multiple
surgeries’ and had to sit, not only because of his long and
stressful shift the night before, but because he was here, Dylan
was not, Chase was fighting for his life, and there was little he
could do about it.

As Gabe ran scenarios in his head, Dr.
Manning squeezed his shoulder and said, “Look, I can talk with the
chief if you want. I was going to ask you to scrub in but you look
dead on your feet and it might be a conflict, being so close to the
family.” Sighing, Dr. Manning got up, stretching his neck side to
side. “I know you’re worried.”

“I can do it,” Gabe pleaded. “Just let me
observe. I will be there if something goes wrong. Please.” Dr.
Manning looked as though he would decline so Gabe gave it one more
try. “I need to be.”

Dr. Manning raised his hand up to stop
further arguments. He knew Gabe was one of the best surgeons at
Brigham. He would be an asset in the OR.

“Does he know you’re in love with him?” Dr.
Manning asked quietly.

“I’m not!”

Dr. Manning’s brow quirked.

“Anymore,” Gabe finished.

“I never really was, at least it doesn’t feel
like that now. I don’t know it was a high school crush that crashed
and burned before it could go anywhere. I haven’t seen Chase in a
few years, even though we both never left town. I just need to be
there, as his friend and for his family’s sake.”

“Okay,” Dr. Manning agreed. “We’re going in,
in thirty minutes.” Dr. Manning walked to the door and Gabe
couldn’t help but admire him even more. Most doctors would have
told him to sit back and fuck off, but Dr. Manning had a real heart
when it came to his patients. Not your typical surgeon. A team
player.

He didn’t have much time to get ready to
scrub in and he’d have to drink some coffee if he was going to make
it through. Luckily he had forty winks before the phone call
came.

He knew he had to look for the chief so they
could both update Dylan. It would take less time than explaining it
twice, plus he knew Dylan might have questions for the chief that
he wouldn’t be able to answer.

Walking down the hallways of the ER, even
though the noise was deafening and chaos swirled around him, Gabe
had a sense of purpose: he would do everything in his power to save
Chase’s life. He always felt at home at the hospital. He loved his
job; loved helping people.

“Chief Johnson, can you come this way.”

“It’s Fred.” The chief walked next to Gabe
with an air of authority and confidence. Normally Gabe did the same
but thinking about Chase and having to call Dylan right in the
middle of his wife’s labor, was stressing him the fuck out.

“Fred, as I said, I am not on shift but Dr.
Manning asked me to scrub in. I’m going to call Dylan so if he has
any questions I can’t answer maybe you can.”

“Of course.”

Gabe took a deep breath and dialed Dylan’s
number. He picked up on the first ring.

“Please tell me he’s going to be okay, Gabe.”
Dylan’s voice shook with emotion.

“Dylan, I can’t sugar coat this. You need to
know what Chase is up against. I’m here with the chief and I’m
scrubbing in with Dr. Manning—” he checked his watch, “—in the next
ten minutes. Chase has lost a substantial amount of blood; he’s
fighting for his life. They did several blood transfusions to
replenish what he lost, but there’s internal bleeding. It’s tricky
to go in after the bullets because they are lodged in his sternum,
one right by his heart and the other by his lung. Dr. Manning is
confident of success and so am I. I will be there as back up for
Dr. Manning, he’s the best chance we have, Dyl.”

He took a deep breath. “He would be the one I
would choose for an operation of this magnitude. Like
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