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Chapter 1 — Awakening

The alarm clock rang at exactly six o'clock.

Anna opened her eyes.

For a moment, she stared at the unfamiliar ceiling above her. White. Perfectly smooth. Expensive.

Her heart skipped a beat.

This wasn't her room.

She sat up abruptly.

The bedroom was enormous. Sunlight poured through floor-to-ceiling windows. A crystal chandelier hung above her. On the opposite wall stood a large bookshelf filled with medical textbooks and framed awards.

"No..." she whispered.

The memory of the previous night rushed back.

The envelope.

The message.

The sleep.

And now this.

Again.

Anna threw aside the blanket and hurried to the bathroom.

A stranger looked back at her from the mirror.

A man in his forties.

Dark hair.

Sharp blue eyes.

A strong jawline.

He looked healthy, confident, successful.

He was not Anna.

She closed her eyes.

"Not again."

After several deep breaths, she forced herself to remain calm.

Panic had never helped before.

She opened the medicine cabinet and found a toothbrush, prescription glasses, and several medications. Everything belonged to the man whose body she now occupied.

On the bathroom counter lay a wallet.

Inside was an identification card.

Dr. Daniel Ross.

The name meant nothing to her.

She returned to the bedroom and began searching for clues.

Photographs covered a nearby shelf.

In one picture, Ross stood beside a surgical team.

In another, he shook hands with a government official.

A third showed him receiving a medical award.

Every photograph told the same story.

Daniel Ross was important.

Very important.

Anna moved to a large desk near the window.

Several framed certificates hung above it.

Chief Surgeon.

Medical Excellence Award.

National Surgical Association.

The man whose life she had entered was not ordinary.

A vibration interrupted her thoughts.

A smartphone lit up on the desk.

The screen displayed dozens of notifications.

Messages.

Missed calls.

Hospital reminders.

One message stood out.

Major surgery today. 8:00 AM. Patient: Michael Hart.

Anna stared at the screen.

A surgeon.

She had become a surgeon.

Outside, the city was beginning to wake.

Inside, Anna felt the familiar mixture of fear and determination.

Somewhere in this life, there was a problem.

There always was.

And somehow, she was expected to solve it.

Again.
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Chapter 2 — A New Day
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Anna sat at the desk and unlocked Daniel Ross's phone.

The screen immediately filled with notifications.

Emails.

Messages.

Missed calls.

Calendar reminders.

For several minutes, she scrolled through them, trying to understand the life she had inherited.

The name Daniel Ross appeared everywhere.

Hospital directors thanked him.

Medical organizations invited him to conferences.

Former patients sent messages expressing gratitude.

One message caught her attention.

Reminder: Surgery at 8:00 AM. Patient: Michael Hart. Attendance required.

Another followed seconds later.

The board members will be present.

Anna frowned.

Board members?

Who exactly was this patient?

She opened the attached file.

A photograph appeared on the screen.

Michael Hart.

Age sixty-three.

Owner of several private hospitals and healthcare companies.

Estimated net worth: over two billion dollars.

Anna let out a slow breath.

This was no ordinary operation.

Another notification appeared.

Driver waiting outside.

She checked the time.

7:02 AM.

Less than an hour remained.

"Wonderful," she muttered.

"A surgeon with an important operation."

After dressing in one of Ross's expensive suits, she left the house.

A black luxury sedan waited in the driveway.

The driver immediately opened the rear door.

"Good morning, Doctor."

Anna nodded, hoping silence would hide her uncertainty.

The city passed by outside the window.

Twenty minutes later, the car entered the grounds of St. Mary's Medical Center.

The hospital looked more like a private university than a medical facility.

Glass walls reflected the morning sun.

Security guards stood at every entrance.

As soon as Anna stepped inside, people began greeting her.

"Morning, Doctor Ross."

"Good luck today, Doctor."

"It's an honor to work with you, sir."

Anna forced a polite smile.

Everyone seemed to know him.

Everyone respected him.

Perhaps even feared him.

A young nurse nearly dropped a stack of files when she saw him.

"Doctor Ross! We weren't expecting you this early."

"I like being prepared," Anna replied carefully.

The nurse laughed nervously.

"Of course you do."

Clearly, Daniel Ross had a reputation.

As Anna continued through the hospital, conversations stopped when she passed.

Doctors straightened their posture.

Interns moved out of her way.

Even department heads greeted her with unusual respect.

It felt less like entering a workplace and more like entering a kingdom.

Finally, she reached the surgical wing.

A group of surgeons stood waiting outside the conference room.

The moment they saw her, they fell silent.

One of them stepped forward.

A gray-haired man with glasses.

"Good morning, Daniel."

"Morning."

"The team is ready. We're all relying on you."

Anna's stomach tightened.

They weren't relying on her.

They were relying on Daniel Ross.

A man she had never met.

A man whose skills she did not possess.

Yet somehow she was expected to be him.

The gray-haired surgeon handed her a folder.

"Everything you requested is inside."

Anna opened it.

On the front page was a single name.

Michael Hart.

For reasons she couldn't explain, she felt a sudden chill.

Something about this patient was wrong.

And before the day was over, she suspected she would discover exactly why.
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Chapter 3 — The Patient

[image: ]


Anna entered the conference room and took a seat at the head of the table.

A dozen doctors were already waiting.

The moment she sat down, a large screen lit up.

Michael Hart's photograph appeared again.

The gray-haired surgeon from earlier began the presentation.

"Patient: Michael Hart. Sixty-three years old. Admitted six days ago after collapsing at his residence."

Anna listened carefully.

The doctors discussed medical terms she barely understood.

Blood pressure.

Brain activity.

Neurological responses.

Test results.

Most of it sounded convincing.

Yet something felt strangely rehearsed.

As if everyone had already agreed on a conclusion.

"The prognosis remains poor," one doctor said.

Several others nodded immediately.

Too quickly.

Anna noticed it.

The meeting continued.

A younger physician changed the slide.

Michael Hart appeared standing beside politicians, celebrities, and business leaders.

The room suddenly became less clinical.

And far more political.

"As everyone knows," the physician said, "Mr. Hart owns twelve private hospitals, three rehabilitation centers, and several medical research companies."

The screen displayed a list of assets.

The numbers were staggering.

Anna had never seen so many zeros in one place.

"Hart Medical Group employs more than twenty thousand people worldwide."

Another slide appeared.

Photos of hospitals.

Research centers.

Luxury offices.

The empire of a billionaire.

One of the doctors leaned toward Anna.

"His decisions affect half the healthcare industry."

Anna nodded slowly.

No wonder the board members were interested.

No wonder everyone seemed nervous.

Michael Hart wasn't just a patient.

He was a source of power.

And power always attracted people.

The presentation moved on to family members.

A woman appeared on the screen.

Elegant.

Blonde.

Perfectly composed.

"Elizabeth Hart. Wife."

Another photograph followed.

A younger man in an expensive suit.

"Victor Hart. Nephew."

Then another.

An older man with silver hair.

"Thomas Gray. Personal attorney and legal adviser."

The names meant nothing to Anna.

But she memorized them anyway.

Experience had taught her that people were often more important than evidence.

Especially when money was involved.

The presentation ended.

Doctors gathered their papers and prepared to leave.

Before anyone could stand, Anna asked a question.

"Who benefits if Michael Hart doesn't recover?"

The room fell silent.

Several doctors exchanged uncomfortable looks.

The gray-haired surgeon cleared his throat.

"That's a legal matter."

"Maybe," Anna replied. "But I'd still like to know."

Nobody answered immediately.

Finally, the younger physician spoke.

"His nephew Victor is believed to inherit most of the company under the current will."

Anna noticed the word.

Current.

That usually meant complications.

"Current?" she asked.

The physician hesitated.

"There have been rumors about changes."

"What kind of changes?"

"No one knows."

The answer only deepened her curiosity.

A knock interrupted the discussion.

A nurse entered the room.

"They're ready for you, Doctor Ross."

The operation.

The reason she was here.

Everyone stood.

Everyone looked at her.

Trusting her.

Expecting greatness.

Expecting Daniel Ross.

Anna rose from her chair and followed the team toward the operating wing.

As she walked down the corridor, she glanced once more
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