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Chapter One 

“You’re never going to shoot a three-pointer again.” 

Dr. Goldstein rubbed his bushy mustache as he made the declaration, and Sam Johnson raised his eyebrows. 

“Are you joking?” Sam asked, pressing the switch on the hospital bed’s remote. He reclined upwards until the player and the doctor looked eye to eye.

“I’m not,” Goldstein said. “You suffered countless fractures, damage to your hands’ circulation, and they almost were severed from your arms. It’s a miracle you still have them.”

“How many times have I heard a story about one of you guys telling someone they won’t be able to walk again, and the patient is dancing in the club a year later?” 

“We’re not always right, I will admit that,' Goldstein leaned back and nodded. “The body can work wonders at times. However, we’re 100 percent sure you’re not going to be able to use your hands like a normal person. You’d be lucky if you can bend your fingers once they heal.” 

Sam looked at his hands, encased in bandages. He couldn’t even feel pain from them anymore. 

“I’m the star player of the Hawks,” Sam replied. “How is my team going to win without me?” 

Dr. Goldstein replied in his PR tone, a hint of annoyance in his voice. “You’re just lucky to be alive. Most people who hydroplane into a wall at 100 miles per hour don’t make it.” 

Before Sam could reply, the doctor walked off, leaving Sam in the company of the beeping of his vitals as well as the soap opera playing above him. Sam would have sobbed, but his father told him that real men don’t cry, and despite his dad being abusive and eventually abandoning Sam and his mother, that quote stuck with him. Instead, he stayed there trying to fathom what happened. 

Sam would never be able to play professional basketball again. At thirty, he was still young, and still towered over other players with his height of seven foot three. Even though he had more money than even his doctor would make in his lifetime, it was never about the cash. 

Knock! Knock! Knock! 

Someone came into his room. Sam’s eyes lit up as he saw that it was Jade Johnson. Even while crying, she still looked like a model, her perfect makeup not running a single bit. She rubbed her dark cheek and dried her tears. 

“I heard the news,” she said. She sounded somber, but Sam knew it was for the wrong reason. 

“Yup. Can never shoot a hoop ever again,” Sam told her. 

“Hon, what are we going to do?” she replied. “We have to make money somehow.” 

“We’re not exactly starving,” Sam replied. “I have enough to retire until I’m, and you’re still one of the biggest black models out there.”

For a second, there seemed to be a flash of gritted teeth and widened eyes on Jade’s face, but then she composed herself. 

“I know we have money, but basketball was your life! And how are those hands ever going to touch me again?” 

“I can touch you eventually. I just can’t shoot a basketball, or even drive.” 

“Speaking of driving, what the hell were you doing out at ten at night while it was flooding? And why were you driving so fast?” 

“I still had the athlete’s high,” he explained. “You know, the pump of adrenaline after you won a game. Yeah, I wasn’t thinking straight.” 

“Well, I’m not going to let it end like this,” Jade replied. “You still have plenty of years in you.”

Sam shrugged. As he did, his shoulders flared. “Maybe I should just throw in the towel. I do need to spend more time with you, anyway. Maybe we can start a family.”

She shook her head. “Nuh-uh. We’re going to fix those hands.” 

“And how should we do that? The doctor told me I have no chance of using my hands fully.” 

Jade turned around, touching her pointed chin as she did. “Why don’t we... get you new ones?” 

“Get me new ones?” Sam asked. 

“Maybe get a hand transplant? You can switch out any body part nowadays, and I’ve even heard they’re going to do a head transplant soon,” Jade suggested. 

“A hand transplant? I don’t think it works like that. I mean, I’m no doctor, but wouldn’t there be complications?” 

“It’s better than what you have now,” Jade told him. 

“Let’s wait a few months. If my hands don’t heal any by then, I’ll consider it,” Sam replied. 

Sam was released from the hospital a week later, following another surgery on his hands. With no damage to his legs, he was able to walk out of the hospital. His limousine awaiting him, Jade and Sam scrambled to the limo while the paparazzi surrounded the couple. One eager photographer pressed his camera lens against the limousine’s window in order to snap a good shot of Sam and his bandaged hands. However, the limo took off, the sudden movement causing the wannabe journalist to drop his camera, the DSLR breaking as it hit the pavement. 

Sam declared his indefinite hiatus from the NBA, avoiding the paparazzi. Jade and Sam retreated to their mansion, shutting the gates from all media. 

During the next few months, Sam tried to make the best of his situation. After a few weeks, the bandages came off, and Sam looked at his hands. His fingers were bent, stripped to almost the bone,, and quite pale compared to his chocolate brown skin. Sam kept them away from his eyes as much as he could. 

His fingers were locked in place, no matter how hard Sam struggled. He could never feel his own hands, either. The couple tried taking a vacation to Paris, but it ended up being a failure. Instead, Sam lived like a hermit. 

After a few months, the breaking point happened. Sam was in his lounge when he tried moving his index finger. It twitched, and then jerked left, making a Crack! Jade, returning home from a photoshoot, heard it and winced. 

Jade looked at his wife, and for once in his life, he started crying. “I need new hands,” was all he said. 

Chapter Two

The hoopla over Sam’s crash did spark an interest with many surgeons. The media discussed why prosthetic hands wouldn’t work, and one of the most esteemed surgeons in the US, Dr. Alfred Bates, told the press that he was planning to attempt a hand transplant by 2020. 

Jade read about this story, and as he looked at Bates and his shiny bald head, she looked at Sam. “Do you think he could do it?” she asked. 

“We’ll have to wait five years and see,” Sam replied. 

Jade shook her head. “If we offer him enough money, maybe he’ll do it early.”  

“Do you think?” Sam asked. 

Jade laid down her tablet, grabbed Sam some coffee, put a straw through the cup, and laid the cup next to him. 

“I know,” was all she said. 

After breakfast, Jade called Dr. Bates. Sam had to listen to Jade’s rants about being put on hold as she was directed through so many representatives. Jade had to verify that she was Sam’s wife multiple times. 

“Can’t I just speak to Dr. Bates?” she asked. “I don’t care how busy he is! We have millions we’re willing to give him if the surgery works out!” 

When Jade finally ended her call, she looked at Sam, smiling as she did. “Good news. Dr. Bates says that he will perform the surgery as soon as the end of the year!” 

She hugged Sam, and they played the waiting game. Fall soon changed to winter, and Sam’s hands still remained the same. Jade and Sam took a plane to New York, where Dr. Bates’s office was located. They went there, filled out the paperwork, and stayed in the Big Apple until it was time for Dr. Bates to perform his surgery. Dr. Bates told them that he had a donor, but would not specify who. 

Sam walked into the waiting room, and soon it was time for his surgery. The doctors put him on an extra-long hospital bed and put an IV into his arm. Anxiety filled the player’s stomach, but it was quelled after the doctors injected the IV with sedatives. As Sam drifted into a calm state, the doctors finished him off by injecting the anesthetic. The last face he saw before he slipped into unconsciousness was Dr. Bates, a mask over his face. 

When Sam came to, Jade was by his side. He tried moving his arms, but the IV strapped it down. The sound of his vitals caused him to stir, and he managed to prop himself up. The euphoria of the remaining anesthetic mixed in with pain meds made him slur his speech. 

“Is everything all rrright?” he asked. 

As soon as he asked, Dr. Bates walked into the room, a smile on his face. “The surgery was a success!” he declared. His emotion was that of someone who could not wait for the limelight, and it made Sam roll his eyes a little bit. 

Sam held up his hands, which were covered in bandages. Even though he didn’t know how they would work, he actually had some feeling in there, and it made him want to scream with joy. 

“In a month, you should be able to have fully-functional hands. The nerves in your arms accepted the donor’s hands quite nicely, and the hands match your size and skin tone, so save for the scars, it will look as though nothing ever happened.” 

“Thank you, doctor!” Jade replied, her eyes tearing up. 

Still in a haze, Sam asked the doctor, “Who was mmy donor, anyway? You nnnever explained.” 

Dr. Bates laughed. “I’m sorry for keeping it a secret. Since the surgery went through, I guess I can tell you. I didn’t want to tell you at first because I didn’t know if you were a superstitious man or not.” 

“What dooo you mean?” Sam slurred. 

“The donor was a man by the name of Japheth Allen. Does his name ring any bells?” 

Sam shook his head, and Jade scratched hers. “It seems familiar.” 

“Well, how about if we refer to him by his moniker, the Double-S Killer?” 

Jade gasped, and the high Wesley just opened his mouth a tad. 

“The Double-S Killer, the S’s standing for strangle and slash. He killed many women of all shapes, sizes, and races. When he was captured, he said he murdered women by the hundreds.” 

“We all know serial killers like to exaggerate,” Jade added. 

“Right. But there were at least twenty confirmed kills, so even the reality is chilling. He was captured back in ’08, and was executed early this year. However, he was an organ donor, and claimed he wanted every part of him ‘put to good use.’ With no family to bury him, many doctors got different parts. I managed to purchase his hands, and then your accident conveniently happened.” 

“Wait, so my husband now has a killer’s hands grafted onto him like some kind of Frankenstein?” Jade asked. 

Dr. Bates nodded. “Indeed. I was afraid of what you would think.” 

Sam shrugged. The anesthetic had almost wore off by this point. “It’s a bit odd knowing I have the hands of a killer, but I was never the superstitious type. They’re now my hands, and the only thing I plan to kill is the opposing team’s dignity.” 

They all shared a laugh, and even Jade warmed up to the idea. “Well, his hands are now yours, and even though my mother wouldn’t approve, I can overlook it.” 

Sam was released from the hospital a few days afterwards. A week later, he removed his bandages. Save for the ring-shaped scar around his wrists, the new hands looked like his old ones. By the end of the month, he was slamming basketballs into hoops like never before. 

Chapter Three

The next few months were a firestorm of hype. Everywhere Sam went, the crowd cheered his name. Sam brought the Hawks out of their slump and returned the team to being the most respected and feared. 

The sports media constantly referred to Sam as “The Miracle.” This soon bled into the mainstream use. Sam could not get out of his mansion without journalists pouncing on him. Dr. Bates received a boom in clients, and he never told anyone else whose hands the transplant belonged to, leaving the person anonymous. 

Sam and Jade’s relationship grew strong once again. Their intimacy sparked like never before, even more than when they first met. Jade received much more publicity as well, with many photographers, both professional and amateur, wanting a scoop. She even made it on the cover of Playboy. 

Overall, life was good of Sam, and his past was now behind him. The car crash, his broken hands, the recovery, all water under the bridge. Even though the scars served as a reminder, he wanted to move forward. 

It was summertime, and Sam’s maintenance had just put the finishing touching on his renovated backyard pool. The water glimmered in the sunlight as the new tiles soon became wet. Jade, wearing her swimsuit, dived in the deep end. As Sam relaxed on his chair, some water splashed on his chest. Jade raised up his sunglasses, took a sip of his margarita, and dived right in. The couple began splashing water on each other, laughing as they did. 

Sam splashed some water on Jade’s chest and she blushed. She countered by sweeping some water on Sam’s face. They looked at each other, drew closer, and kissed. 

As their lips went away from each other’s, Sam had his hands on her shoulders. Then, the trembling started. At first, it seemed to be mental. He almost assumed it was the pins and needles feeling a person had on occasion. 

Jade soon debunked this theory. “Why are your hands shaking?” Jade asked. 

Sam held his hands up to his face. Sure enough, they trembled. It was subtle, but when he squinted, he noticed their slight shake. 

“I don’t know,” was all Sam could reply. Was it just a side effect from the surgery? It seemed strange for this to happen almost six months after. 

He closed his eyes and ignored the shaking. Soon, the tremors slowed, and then came to a stop. 

“Sorry,” he replied. “The doctor said there may be side effects, but I didn’t hear anything about tremors.” 

“It’s a small price to pay,” Jade assured him. 

Sam knew that this was true, but there was another side effect he did not bring up. As his hands shook, a fog enveloped in his mind, going away after he concentrated. The occasional brain fog was not that big of a deal, but in the few minutes it was there, there was an urge. 

For a split, subliminal second, Sam wanted to wrap his hands around Jade’s neck. This feeling flashed in his mind to the point where it seemed like an afterthought. 

A few weeks passed without any tremors. It must have been a one-time only side-effect, or so Sam thought. It was dinnertime, and the basketball season was just wrapping up. Sam celebrated by having his cooks make him a feast that made Thanksgiving look like a midnight snack. He invited his teammates, friends, and what little family he had. 

“Here’s to another championship next year!” Sam announced. He held up a glass of champagne to make the toast, and that’s when the tremors started. He dropped the glass, champagne spilling on the table and the floor. The glass hit the ground and shattered. 

The maids scrambled to clean the mess up as Jade, his teammates, and his family gave him the stare. Sam’s heart pounded. 

“Um, sorry,” he announced, scooting up his chair as one of the maids swept up the glass. “My new hands have a mind of their own at times.” 

Everyone laughed, but Sam was still frowning. Even as the food was served, Sam had a difficult time eating. All the teammates noticed, but no one confronted him. After the team and Sam’s family left, he had barely touched his food. Jade walked up to him, her hand son her hips. 

“What was that? It was a bit embarrassing,” she told him. 

As Jade held onto his fork, the brain fog thickened. He looked up at Jade as she continued nagging. For a second, he imagined himself driving the fork into her eyes. 

No, stop it! his mind screamed. The fog cleared, and his hand stopped trembling. 

“Are you going to be all right?” she asked him. 

“I don’t know,” he replied. The conversation soon ended. Sam looked at his hands. His wife could be annoying, and sometimes he wanted to slap her, but killing her brutally? Those thoughts had not occurred to Sam until now. 

What is wrong with me? 

That night, Sam tossed in his bed while Jade slept like an angel. He eventually hopped out of bed and went to the bathroom. There, he stood in front of the mirror. Bags were under his eyes. His hands were dormant for now. Sam opened his medicine cabinet and found a dusty pill bottle. The tranquilizers were still not expired, so Sam popped a few into his mouth and downed it with a cup of water. 

Sam returned to his bed and lied down. His tossing and turning soon subsided once the pills took effect. Even then, it took a bit for him to fall asleep. He had not had insomnia for years. 

Chapter Four 

“Nice place ya got here,” the prostitute replied. She laid her zebra-striped purse on his table and gazed into his eyes. 

“I expected you to have some ghetto shack in the ‘hood, but you live in the uppity-class apartments.” 

“Not exactly,” he replied. “I’m middle class like most Americans.” 

“Pah!” the prostitute replied, her hair extensions swinging as she shook her head. “Not at all. I’d love you to be my sugar daddy. Hell, I don’t even know why you’d want a hooker like me if you have so much money.” 

The man stroked some of his coal-colored stubble on his dark face. “I’m not picky. I have my urges tonight, and I’m looking for someone to satisfy me.” 

The prostitute stuck out her tongue. “Well, I can make your bed shake all night. I’m not known as Titillating Tiffani for nothin’.” 

Tiffani licked her lips as the man led her to his kitchen. 

“Wow, you have a Keurig!” she declared. “I just have a coffee maker I got from Goodwill. I can’t even get it to work half the time.” 

She turned around to face him. “Wait a minute, why are we in here? Do you want a few drinks before we have fun? Because I’d be down with t-“ 

She stopped talking as she saw what was in his hand. While the coffee maker distracted her, the man grabbed a knife sitting on the counter. It was a butcher’s knife, and from its weathered blade, it had served the man well. 

“Why do you have a knife?” she asked. “I mean, I’m into some pretty kinky stuff, but I’m not into-“ 

The man darted at her, swinging his blade. His brown eyes went from warm to psychotic in just a blink. The prostitute reached for the Keurig, unplugging it. As the man attacked, she threw the coffee maker. 

Bam! It hit him in the face. As it fell from his visage, it landed on his feet. Being a tall man, this did little to stun him. However, it bought the prostitute enough time. She scrambled out of the kitchen and went to the front door. 

“I’ve dealt with some psychos, but you’re the worst!” she shouted. The man started running at a speed that sounded inhuman. She went to the door and realized that all the locks were set. She panicked as she twisted the knob’s lock and reached for the chain one. She managed to open the door, and she soon stepped outside into the dead night. 

However, she did not get that far. As she stepped outside, the man’s massive hand grabbed her by the shoulder and pulled her back in. He shut the door and pinned her to it. She bit the man, kicked him, and tried punching, but her blows just angered the knife as it went down upon her.

As the man walked away from the mess, he calmly adjusted his tie and went to where he kept the cleaning supplies. 

Beep! Beep! Beep! 

Sam sprung up, the bedside alarm screeching. He hit the alarm and Jade began stirring. Despite the rude awakening, he felt weighed down, a common side effect from the tranquilizers. However, his mind was clear enough to realize his nightmare. 

He double-checked Jade, who was just waking up. The woman seemed fine, and she even kissed him good-morning. For a second, Sam almost flinched. However, there were no murderous urges. 

As the cooks served them breakfast, Sam drank his coffee, hoping that he’d soon forget that nightmare. Most dreams fade away after a few minutes, but this one was vivid. It did not take a rocket scientist to see the truth: He was not Sam Johnson in that dream. 

Instead, he had to be dreaming about Japheth Allen, the Double-S. Since his transfer, Sam did research him out of curiosity. He was a successful salesman who seemed charming at the surface, and always kept a professional demeanor. Survivors of his attacks said he changed whenever he wanted to kill, going from calm, cool, and collected to savage. According to one who survived his stabbing, “He went from a puppy to a hyena in just one blink.” 

Sam wondered what the dream meant. He was looking through the eyes of Japheth, seeing him kill. His stomach turned just thinking about the blood. But why was he dreaming about him? 

His mind turned to rationality. You’re just paranoid at what the doctor told you, and you’re letting it get to you. Everything is all in your head, man. It didn’t help that you took three tranquilizers, either. Those will make anyone dream some crazy shit. 

Just stop thinking about it. It did make sense, after all. He was experiencing side effects from the surgery, and his imagination thought it was because a serial killer taking control. If Dr. Bates didn’t tell him the donor’s identity, this would not be happening. 

However, he had to make sure. 

When Jade left for a photoshoot, he took out his phone and dialed Dr. Bates’s number. This time, the doctor did not take long to answer. 

“How’s it going, Johnson?” Dr. Bates asked. 

“Good. My hands work like new, and my game has never been better.” 

“Great! I’ve been reading about you, so I knew that, but I did want to hear it from the patient’s mouth. Anyway, are you experiencing any side effects?” 

“As a matter of fact, I am. My hands shake on occasion. It’s nothing big, but it’s making me paranoid,” he admitted, leaving out the nightmare and his urges. 

“Afraid of a killer taking over?” Dr. Bates asked, chuckling. “Nah, don’t sweat it. I’m going to be brutally honest here, as a surgeon, I see no case for a soul. I believe that when you die, you’re dead. The killer’s soul wouldn’t be hanging out in his hands for any reason. It’s more than likely a side effect. Although your nerves connect with his almost perfectly, the keyword is almost. Sometimes, your nerves may fight with his, and that’ll make your hands tremble. No biggie.” 

Sam thanked Dr. Bates and turned off his phone.

Chapter Five

After that conversation, Sam did see improvement, at least for a bit. Every time his hands trembled, Sam dismissed it as a side effect. After all, a trained doctor knew much more about the body than someone who was paid to slam a ball into a hoop. This notion made him relax, at least for a brief moment. 

The frequency of the tremors did grow worse, and Jade began noticing. One day, Sam was driving when his hands began trembling. His steering wheel turned, and he almost veered off the road. When he was able to stabilize himself, Jade pointed at him. 

“What are you trying to do, kill us? Do you want to destroy your hands again?” 

“Sorry, my hands were...

“I don’t care. It’s all in your head, babe! I don’t even believe it’s a side effect. You’ve always worried too much, and it’s driving you bonkers!” 

As they pulled up to a gas station, Sam sighed. “I suppose you’re right,” he replied. 

“The season starts soon,” Jade told him. “You may want to get everything checked out. I don’t want your hands to slip while you’re scoring a three-pointer.”

Sam tried to do so. First, he set up an appointment with a neurologist. Considered one of the best, Dr. Adams promised his patients to ‘get on their nerves’ as soon as possible. Dr. Adams did extensive testing on him, and then told Sam straight. 

“Your nerves are strong,” Dr. Adams explained. “The nerves connecting to your new hands don’t raise any cause for concern. I don’t know why you’d be trembling. Maybe it’s all in your head.” 

“A lot of people have been telling me that,” Sam admitted. 

This inspired Sam’s next action. He set up an appointment with the most advanced MRI specialist in the country, Dr. Seltzer. Dr. Seltzer stuffed Sam into a narrow tube, and a ring of scanners passed him repeatedly. After he came out of that claustrophobic mess, Dr. Seltzer made his diagnosis. 

“Your brain is doing great. No signs of abnormality.” 

This should have been the final nail in this saga of his life. After realizing there was nothing wrong with him physically or mentally, Sam’s shaking should have stopped. And for a bit, it seemed to. 

Then, he woke up with his hands not just shaking, but flinging in a spasm. He ran to the bathroom and tried pouring warm water on his hands, but they did not slow down. As he grabbed his left hand with his right, both broke free from each other. 

His head pounded in addition to being foggy. When he left the bathroom, he saw Jade, sleeping like an angel. He wanted to put her to sleep for good by wrapping his hands around her neck, and... 

Stop that! his mind screamed. 

“Baby, what are you...?” Jade asked. When she stepped out of her bed, she noticed him in the corner, sobbing.

“What’s wrong?” she asked. 

Sam turned around. His hands were now dormant, and he looked at her with tear-stained eyes. 

“My hands...” was all he muttered. 

She put her hands on her hips, her sympathy now a reprimand. “Oh, give me a break. The doctors told you straight up that everything is fine, yet here you are, still causing drama. How the hell are you going to play basketball this season?” 

Sam looked down at his wife. As he did, there was a brief fire in his eyes. He extinguished it. 

“Honey, you gotta get yourself together. I didn’t marry a mess, a married a strong man who would take care of me,” she continued. “I know what happened is still a bit traumatizing. Hell, I still think about it every other night. But we have to move on. It doesn’t matter where you got the hands. As long as your brain’s the same, you don’t need to be worrying.” 

“I can’t!” Sam told her. “I’ve tried everything. My mind is slipping, and I don’t know why.” 

“Because you think too much,” Jade replied. “Whatever, I’m going to bed.” 

She did so, and Sam stood in the corner for another hour. Finally, he went to bed. There were no dreams that night. 

The following few days, the couple did not talk to each other that much. With them living in such a gigantic mansion, they could make routes that allowed as little conversation as possible. When they went to sleep, their bed had enough space for both to sleep on the opposite side. 

This happened for the following few days. A numbing sensation enveloped Sam, and even those his hands stopped shaking, he just wanted to be alone. Jade, meanwhile, was not talking to him, but Sam did catch her talking to her parents. 

Jade was born to parents in the slums of New York, who were also devoutly religious. Jade was not allowed to talk to many people, but when she did, they always said how beautiful she was. Those compliments were her only drive to ambition, and once she was old enough, she left her parents and traveled across the country to be a model. It took many tries, but soon she was one of the most famous models out there. 

Her parents did not approve
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