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  Foreword



In the hallowed halls of medicine where hope meets healing, two esteemed doctors stand at a haunting crossroads. Tyler Eliot, a brilliant physician with a celebrated reputation, and Solana Davidson, an innovative anesthesiologist known for her groundbreaking treatments, both find their careers spiraling into chaos as their patients’ lives hang by a thread.




With accolades lining their offices and praise echoing in the medical community, a dark shadow looms over their achievements. Unbeknownst to each other, they are wrapped in a sinister web of circumstances where clinical misjudgments challenge their virtues and test their resolve. As Tyler and Solana watch their patients deteriorate, they grapple with the unnerving possibility that their medical prowess may be faltering.




What happens when those sworn to save lives are faced with the unthinkable? Are they simply victims of a flawed system, or is there a deeper conspiracy at play? As they delve into the lives they are meant to protect, Tyler and Solana must confront their own haunting pasts and the choices that led them to this critical moment.




“Bedside Doctors” is a taut psychological thriller that delves into the moral complexities of medicine, the fragility of life, and the weight of responsibility. Readers will be drawn into a tale that challenges their perceptions of trust, competence, and the high stakes that come with wearing a white coat. Prepare for a gripping journey that will leave you questioning the true cost of healing, long after the last page is turned.







  Preface



The Quieting— Story One of The Bedside Doctors




In the heart of Queens, Dr. Tyler Elliot is the beacon of hope for many—an empathetic physician with a thriving private practice, a close-knit team of dedicated staff, and an unwavering commitment to his patients. But beneath the warm façade lies a chilling secret: while caring for those in need, Dr. Tyler has turned healing into a sinister art form. Under the cover of night, his house calls transform from compassionate visits into calculated acts of destruction, as he administers lethal doses designed to end lives instead of prolonging them.




As the city sleeps, a quiet storm brews. The few who dare to question the spate of unexplained deaths find themselves drawn into a web of deceit, where loyalty blurs with moral ambiguity. With each calculated move, Dr. Tyler spirals deeper into a world where life and death hang in a delicate balance—each patient a puzzle to be solved, each prescription a key to a darker vision.




In The Quieting, the reader is led on a heart-pounding journey through the labyrinth of human conscience and the complexities of choice. Will the truth emerge before more lives are claimed? Can the soul of a healer become corrupted, or is redemption possible even for those who walk the line of darkness? Explore the chilling dichotomy of care and harm in a narrative that will redefine your understanding of trust, compassion, and the depths of the human heart.




Prepare yourself for a psychological thriller that will keep you questioning until the very last page—The Quieting is a haunting exploration of the silence that envelops evil when it wears the disguise of benevolence.







  Chapter 1: The Good Doctor



The morning sun, a persistent golden fist, hammered against the grimy windows of Dr. Tyler Eliott’s private practice in Astoria, Queens. Inside, the air conditioning hummed a low, reassuring tune, a stark contrast to the cacophony of sirens, horns, and distant chatter that defined Steinway Street. Dr. Eliott, tall and lean in his crisp white lab coat, moved with an almost surgical precision through the waiting room, his ash-brown hair impeccably styled, his green eyes sparkling with an almost preternatural warmth.




“Mrs. Rodriguez, good morning!” he greeted, a smile lines crinkling at the corners of his eyes. “How are we feeling today?”




Mrs. Rodriguez, a woman whose years were etched into every curve of her weary face, managed a weak smile. “Better, Doctor. Much better, thanks to you.”




Tyler’s charm was legendary. Patients spoke of his attentiveness, his calming bedside manner, his genuine concern. He was the kind of doctor who remembered your dog’s name, who asked about your grandkids, who made you feel like you were the only patient on his schedule. It was precisely this aura of unwavering competence and compassion that made his practice, ‘Eliott Family Care,’ so successful.




Behind the polished mahogany desk, Mrs. Harold, a woman of formidable efficiency and an encyclopedic knowledge of insurance codes, typed away with a rhythmic click-clack. She was the gatekeeper, the first line of defense, and absolutely devoted to Dr. Eliott. “Another full day, Doctor,” she announced, without looking up.




“Wouldn’t have it any other way, Narisa,” Tyler replied, his voice smooth as aged whiskey. “Keeps us all on our toes.”




In the back, the clinic hummed with quiet industry. Marilai and Brenon, his two medical technicians, moved between the exam rooms, taking vitals, preparing equipment. Twin pillars of calm in the often-stressful environment of primary care, they rarely missed a beat. Sadoni and Dixon, the nurses, were equally adept, their movements fluid as they administered injections, dressed wounds, and offered comforting words. They were a well-oiled machine, testament to Tyler’s leadership and, ostensibly, his commitment to exceptional patient care.




Dr. Eliott’s office was minimalist, almost Spartan. A large, uncluttered desk, a few framed medical degrees, and a single, vibrant abstract painting on the wall. No family photos, no personal knick-knacks. It presented an image of professionalism, of a man utterly dedicated to his calling.




He sipped his coffee, black and bitter, and reviewed the day’s schedule. Sore throats, routine check-ups, a few lingering coughs. The mundane symphony of general practice. He signed off on a prescription, his penmanship elegant, his thoughts already drifting. Day hours were a performance, a necessary charade. He excelled at it, enjoyed the recognition, the praise. But the real work, the true satisfaction, only began when the streetlights flickered to life and the clinic doors were locked for the night.




He glanced at his watch. Almost noon. He had an opening between two appointments, a chance to step out for a quick, solitary lunch. He liked the quiet, the brief respite from the constant demands of his public persona. It was during these moments that the other Tyler, the one hidden beneath layers of practiced smiles and professional concern, truly breathed. He allowed himself a small, private smile. Tonight, he had a house call scheduled. An elderly patient, a complex case. The kind that required his personal, unhurried attention. The kind that offered unique opportunities.




He pushed away from his desk, the squeak of his chair a minor discord in the clinic’s otherwise harmonious routine. “Alright team,” he called out, his voice carrying just enough to be heard. “Let’s make it another great day of healing.”




The words felt like ash in his mouth.







  Chapter 2: The Evening Ritual



The rain began just as twilight bled into the ink of night, painting the streets of Jackson Heights with a slick, obsidian sheen. Dr. Eliott, clad in a discreet charcoal-grey suit, navigated his black Audi through the narrow, bustling avenues. The clinic was long closed, his staff at home, oblivious to the true nature of their employer’s nocturnal activities.




He had received the call an hour earlier: Mrs. Della Flores, 82, a long-time patient of the practice, stable but increasingly frail after a lingering bout of pneumonia. Her daughter, worried about a sudden decline, had requested a house call. Tyler had agreed, his voice laced with the appropriate amount of gravitas and concern.




He parked a block away from the modest brick row house, the rhythmic thump of the windshield wipers a counterpoint to the distant wail of an ambulance. He always parked a little distance, a small, subtle precaution. He was the picture of a dedicated physician, rushing to a patient’s aid, even in inclement weather.




The Flores home was warm, smelling faintly of old wood and brewing herbal tea. Della’s daughter, Lupe, a woman in her late fifties, met him at the door, her face etched with exhaustion and worry.




“Doctor Eliott, thank you so much for coming,” she whispered, gesturing him in. “Mom just seems… weaker. More confused.”




“Of course, Lupe,” Tyler said, his voice soft, reassuring. “That’s what I’m here for.” He placed his medical bag, a vintage leather satchel that looked more comforting than clinical, on a small table by the entrance.




He entered the dimly lit bedroom. Della Flores lay propped against several pillows, her breathing shallow and ragged. Her eyes, clouded with age and illness, flickered open as Tyler approached.




“Hello, Della,” he murmured, taking her frail hand. His touch was gentle, comforting. “Dr. Eliott here. Just checking in on you.”




He spent the next twenty minutes going through the motions. He listened to her heart and lungs with his stethoscope, felt her pulse, checked her pupils. His movements were fluid, professional, every action designed to convey competence and care. Lupe watched from the doorway, her anxiety easing as she witnessed his thoroughness.




“Your mother’s lungs are still a bit congested,” Tyler explained, turning to Lupe. “And her heart… it’s working harder than it should.” He paused, allowing the gravity of his words to settle. “We need to adjust her medication, clear things up, help her rest.”




He opened his bag, retrieving a small, sterile syringe and a vial. “I’m going to give her a small dose of a bronchodilator, just to open up her airways a bit, and a mild sedative to help her sleep through the night. It will help tremendously.” The names he mentioned were legitimate, the dosages he rattled off sounded plausible. But the liquid glinting in the vial was anything but.




Lupe nodded, relief washing over her face. “Whatever you think is best, Doctor. I just want her to be comfortable.”




“She will be,” Tyler assured her, his green eyes meeting hers with an almost hypnotic sincerity.




He turned back to Della, preparing the injection. He spoke to her softly, calmly, as he swabbed a spot on her arm. “Just a little pinch, Della. This will help you breathe easier.”




His hand was steady as he depressed the plunger. The syringe emptied its contents into Della’s vein: a potent cocktail of a muscle relaxant and a massive, deliberately lethal dose of potassium chloride, precisely calculated to induce cardiac arrest that mimicked natural causes, silent and swift. There was no pain, no struggle. Just a gentle sigh.




Della’s eyes, which had been fixed on his, slowly drifted shut. Her breathing became shallower, then ceased. Her heart, already weakened, gave out almost instantly under the sudden, massive electrolyte imbalance.




Tyler remained by her side for another minute, feigning a check of her pulse, a concerned frown creasing his handsome brow. Then, he turned to Lupe.




“She’s resting now, Lupe,” he said, his voice laced with a gentle sorrow. “The medication is working.” He paused, then softened his tone further. “But I’m afraid… her heart was just too weak. She’s gone now.”




Lupe gasped, a hand flying to her mouth. Tears welled in her eyes, but oddly, there was a sense of peace mixed with her grief. Her mother had simply… slipped away, gently, in her sleep, with the good doctor by her side.




Tyler offered condolences, a comforting hand on Della’s shoulder, a professional explanation of the natural progression of her mother’s illness. He advised her on the next steps, the funeral home, the death certificate. He would handle the paperwork, of course. Everything would be by the book.




As he walked back to his car, the rain still falling, Tyler felt a familiar surge of exhilaration. It wasn’t about the money – his practice was more than lucrative enough. It wasn’t about malice, not exactly. It was about control. The ultimate power. To decide who lived and who died, to execute it with such precision, to walk away untainted, still hailed as a saviour. Della Flores was just another name on a growing, secret list. And no one, he was certain, would ever know.







  Chapter 3: The Ghost in the Machine



Weeks turned into months, each marked by the steady hum of Eliott Family Care during the day and the occasional, targeted house call at night. Dr. Eliott’s reputation only grew, his services increasingly sought after. He was Queens’ golden boy, the compassionate healer, the man who went above and beyond.


Yet, a subtle tremor, almost imperceptible, began to ripple through the clinic’s controlled environment. It wasn’t suspicion, not yet. It was something far more subtle, a barely-there disquiet.


Sadoni, one of the two nurses, was meticulously organized, almost to a fault. She took pride in her work, in the order and logic of medical records. It was why, late one Tuesday evening, long after Dr. Eliott had left for the day, she found herself still at her desk, double-checking the clinic’s new electronic patient management system.


She was reviewing a series of recent patient deaths, standard procedure for quality control. Most were elderly, long-term patients with chronic conditions. Natural causes, heart failure, respiratory arrest. All signed off by Dr. Eliott.


As she scrolled through the files, a faint pattern began to emerge. Mr. Pendleton, 78, heart failure. Mrs. Lexler, 85, respiratory distress. Mr. Shue, 81, cardiac arrest. All had been recent house calls by Dr. Eliott. All had died quietly in their homes within hours, sometimes minutes, of his visit.


Sadoni frowned. It wasn’t unusual for frail, elderly patients to pass away. But the sheer consistency of it, the neatness of the timeline – visit, then rapid demise – niggled






























