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    To the book lovers, born with fire in your veins, unshaken by challenge, and always chasing the next great adventure. May your ambition burn bright, your passion never waver, and your courage lead you to the extraordinary.
Who devour stories like fuel for the soul, who find magic between the pages, and who live a thousand lives through the power of words. May you always discover tales that set your hearts ablaze.
This is for the warriors, the dreamers, and the ones who refuse to give up.
 
May your fire never dim.
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Her Lucky Lane

––––––––
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The crowd's roar was deafening, a pulsing wave of sound that wrapped around Orianna Carter like a second heartbeat.

The stadium lights blazed overhead, casting long shadows on the track as she crouched into position. This was it.

The Olympic Trials, the race that would determine if she finally made the team, if years of sweat and sacrifice had been worth it.

She had imagined this moment a thousand times, but nothing compared to the electric energy surging through her veins now.

She exhaled slowly, steadying her nerves.

Her fingers pressed against the warm rubber of lane five, her lucky lane.
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​The starting gun loomed in the official's hand.

Her eyes flicked to the digital clock above the stands. Ten seconds from now, her life would change forever.

The gun fired.

Orianna exploded forward, every muscle in her body coiled like a spring.

She felt the track beneath her spikes, the burn of exertion in her lungs.

She was flying.

The world blurred around her, competitors to her left and right, the finish line glimmering ahead like a promise she was finally ready to claim.

Then it happened.

A sharp, searing pain tore through her right calf.

It felt as if someone had driven a knife straight into the muscle.

Her leg buckled beneath her, and she was crashing
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​onto the track before she could register what was happening. The impact sent a jolt of agony up her spine, gravel scraping against her skin.

Gasps rippled through the stadium.

The commentator’s voice cracked through the speakers, his excitement replaced by shock.

"Orianna Carter is down! Something’s wrong!"

She struggled to push herself up, her body refused.

A strangled cry ripped from her throat as she clutched her leg, the pain so intense it blurred the edges of her vision.

The other runners had already crossed the finish line.

The race.

Her dream, was now over.

Her coach, LaTanya, was the first to reach her. Her face was pale, eyes wide with concern. "Don’t move, Ori. Stay down. Medics are coming."
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​"No," she choked out. "I can finish."

She shook her head, pressing a firm hand to her shoulder.

"It’s done. You’re hurt."
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​​CHAPTER 2:
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Last Place

––––––––
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Tears burned behind her eyes. This couldn’t be happening.

Not like this.

She had fought too hard, and trained too long.

Her fingers curled into fists as she stared at the finish line, just meters away.

The taste of failure was bitter, and suffocating.

The medics swarmed around her, voices a distant hum.

One gently pried her hands away from her leg. "Looks like a severe muscle tear. We need to get you off the track."

A stretcher appeared.

Orianna shook her head, gritting her teeth.
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​"I don’t need—"

But when she tried to stand, white-hot agony ripped through her, and her vision dimmed.

She barely registered the gasps from the crowd as she collapsed back onto the track.

As they lifted her onto the stretcher, she finally looked at the scoreboard.

Her name was at the bottom. Last place.

The reality hit her like a sledgehammer. She wasn’t going to the Olympics.

Orianna Carter’s dream had just gone up in flames. She had spent her entire life training her body to endure pain, to push through limits that most people never even dared to test.

But as she lay in the sterile white hospital room, the cold fluorescent lights flickering above her, she felt utterly powerless.
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​The doctors had been talking for the last ten minutes, but their words were just a dull hum in the background.

She barely registered her mother sitting beside her, gripping her hand tightly. It wasn’t until she heard the phrase “surgical intervention” that reality slammed into her.

"Wait," Orianna said, her voice hoarse. "What do you mean surgery?"

Dr. Patel, the orthopaedic specialist, sighed as he flipped through her charts.

"Orianna, you suffered a Grade 3 calf muscle tear. This isn’t just a strain, it’s a complete rupture. The muscle fibers have been torn apart, and there’s internal bleeding."

She swallowed hard, nausea churning in her stomach.

"How long?" she whispered.
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​"How long until I can run again?"

Her mother, Evelyn, squeezed her hand tighter. The silence that followed was unbearable.

Dr. Patel hesitated before responding.

"Best case scenario? With surgery and aggressive rehabilitation—at least a year."

Orianna felt her heart drop into the pit of her stomach.

"A year?" she repeated, her voice barely above a whisper.

"Without surgery, the muscle won’t heal correctly, and the risk of re-injury is almost guaranteed," Dr. Patel continued. "Even with the operation, your speed and endurance may never be the same. We need to act quickly to give you the best chance of recovery."

Her vision blurred with unshed tears. A year.
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​​CHAPTER 3:
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A Year Lost, or Found.

––––––––
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A whole year stolen from her prime.

The Olympics would come and go, and she would be nothing more than a spectator.

"I can’t do this," she muttered. "I can’t just sit on the sidelines."

Her mother ran a soothing hand over her forehead. "You’re strong, Ori. You’ll get through this."

Dr. Patel leaned forward.

"I know this isn’t what you wanted to hear. But if you rush back too soon, you’ll only end up causing permanent damage. The choice is yours, but I strongly recommend the operation."

Orianna closed her eyes, trying to swallow the lump in her throat.

And suddenly, she wasn’t in the hospital anymore.
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​She was eight years old again, barefoot on the sun- warmed pavement outside her childhood house.

The air smelled like summer, cut grass and distant laughter.

Her mother’s voice echoed faintly behind her. “Orianna, slow down!”

But she never did.

She ran because it felt like flying, because the wind in her hair felt like freedom, and because every step forward felt like she was soaring.

She remembered the first time someone told her she was fast.

“You’ve got something special,” her primary school coach has said, stopwatch in hand, eyes wide with something close to awe.

“You don’t just run... you chase.” And she had.

She chased the older kids down the field, her legs
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​burning, lungs screaming but she never stopped. Not when she fell and scraped her knees raw.

Not when the other girls laughed and she said she was trying too hard.

Trying too hard had always been her thing.

There were early mornings when the sky was still painted in shades of blue and grey, when the world felt half-asleep and she was the only one awake.

Lacing up worn sneakers, her breath visible in the cold air.

There were races where she stood too small against competitors twice her size, heart pounding like a war drum in her chest.

On your marks. Set.

That silence before the gun had always been her favorite part.

Because in that moment, anything was possible.
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​She won her first medal at ten.

It wasn’t gold, it was barely even polished, the ribbon slightly frayed at the edges.

But she held it like it was the world, her chest rising and falling as her mother pulled her into a tight embrace.

“I knew you could do it,” her mother had whispered. From that moment on, running wasn’t just something she loved.

It was who she was.

Every year after that blurred into a rhythm of training, sacrifice, and relentless pursuit.

Birthdays missed. Parties declined.

Friendships that faded because she was always somewhere else, on the track, in spikes, chasing seconds.

Chasing perfection.
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​Chasing the version of herself that always seemed just one race away.

And every time she stepped onto the track, she felt it again, that fire in her chest.

That was where she belonged and who she was.
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​​CHAPTER 4:
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The Surgery

––––––––
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The memory shattered.

The sterile white of the hospital room came rushing back. The steady beep of machines, and the weight of reality pressing down on her chest.

The thought of a scalpel cutting into her leg, the months of grueling physical therapy, the endless hours of pain and doubt—it all felt like too much.

But there was no other option.

If she wanted even a sliver of a chance at returning to the track, she had to fight for it.

She opened her eyes, meeting Dr. Patel’s gaze. "Do it. Schedule the surgery."

As the doctor nodded and left the room, Orianna let her head fall back against the pillow.

The warrior inside her wasn’t ready to surrender just
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​yet—but for the first time in her life, she wasn’t sure if she would ever truly rise again.

Orianna awoke to the steady beeping of the heart monitor.

The surgery was over, but the reality of what lay ahead was just beginning.

Her leg was immobilised, wrapped in bandages, elevated to prevent swelling. She flexed her fingers against the cool hospital sheets, her body heavy with exhaustion and pain meds.

Dr. Langford appeared in her line of sight.

"The operation went well, Orianna. Now comes the hard part—recovery."

She nodded, her throat dry.

Hard work had never scared her, but something about the uncertainty clawed at her.

Would she ever be the same again? Could she still chase her dream?
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​Orianna had been staring at the ceiling, lost in the whirlwind of her own thoughts, the what-ifs and worst-case scenarios playing on a loop in her mind.

Then, his voice—deep and steady—cut through the storm.

"Aries, I'd bet?" Pulling her back to the present. Orianna blinked, the world around her snapping into focus as she turned towards the interruption.

He stood at the foot of her bed, studying her chart with an expression she couldn’t decipher.

Calm, yet keenly observant as if he already knew more about her than she had spoken aloud.

Tall and broad-shouldered, with a quiet intensity about him, he moved with the confidence of someone who had faced battles of his own.

His dark eyes held an unreadable depth, shadowed with something she couldn’t quite place, something that made her want to look twice.
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​He wasn’t just another doctor.

“Orianna Carter. Aries, I’d bet?" he said again. She arched a brow. "What gave it away?"

He smirked, a slow, knowing tilt of his lips.

"The way you’re gripping the side of the bed like you’re ready to run. You’re restless. I’d guess stubborn, too."

She narrowed her eyes. "And you are?" "Harrison Cade," he introduced himself, finally looking up from the clipboard.

"Physical therapist. Your worst nightmare or your greatest ally. We’ll see which."

There was something almost magnetic about the way he carried himself.

Grounded, yet full of fire.

As if he had the power to


d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Q9






d2d_images/image001.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.png





d2d_images/image000.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image016.png





d2d_images/image036.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





