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tal, a bright green light illuminated the |
Cy corridor as a group of experienced
> With silver hair personally guided a stretcher,
fitly entering the emergency room.

Aldo was the undisputed titan of the business world,

| With his every step capable of shaking the
- foundations of Vagow's financial industry. When the
~ hospital received the emergency call, even the
| director of the hospital personally took charge,
. understanding the gravity of the situation.

The emergency room glowed with a solemn red light,
. its closed door standing as a barrier before them.
. Loraine pressed herself against the door,
- overwhelmed with guilt, and tears streamed down her

e was to blame. Despite the frailty of Aldo's health,
had vexed him...

nd Wesley kept their vigil by her side, offering
with reassuring pats on her shoulder.




resence?”

n retorted frostily, "Weren't you the first to
‘mention it?"
Loraine intervened, desperate to cease their
squabbling. ‘Rowan, Wesley, this isn't the moment for
petty disagreements."

Her words resonated with the men who, despite their
differences, fell silent and retreated to a quiet corner.

Just then, the door to the emergency room creaked
open. A doctor emerged, paperwork in hand, a sigh
escaping his lips.

“The patient has sustained a cerebral hemorrhage.
Immediate surgery is imperative. Who will grant the
requisite approval?’

Pausing for a moment, the doctor continued,
‘Furthermore, it's crucial to understand the potential
- risks. Our hospital utilizes a state-of-the-art eighth
| generation operating robot, designed specifically for
| clot removal. Nonetheless, given the patient
‘advanced age, the surgical risks remain margina
ed..."




ith a trembling hand, Rowan claimed the agreement,
fixing his signature.

The outside waiting area was a temporal purgatory,
each ticking second seemed like an eternity.

As Loraine lifted her gaze to the red light of the
emergency room, her fists clenched, and her prayers
resonated silently towards the heavens. She held firm
in her conviction that Aldo would overcome this
ordeal.

Three hours passed.

The door swung open once more, revealing a masked
doctor. With a grave expression, the doctor swiftly
conveyed the urgent situation, "The patient has a rare
blood type, AB RH negative. Our blood bank is running
low on this type. We've reached out to other hospitals
' blood banks, but we also need your assistanc
finding any potential donors with a compatible




> was suddenly struck by a deep sense fo_‘f‘_“i}
ineptitude. In the face of such a crisis, she was

Suddenly, the echo of footsteps reverberated down
the hall. A sea of white coats, medical staff carrying
boxes of blood, flooded the scene. After a brief
discussion with the hospital personnel, they swiftly
made their way into the emergency room.

Loraine lifted her gaze, her eyes meeting with a
familiar figure, her tears momentarily forgotten.

"Marco, is that you?'

The hospital staff exhaled their gratitude, "Mr. Bryant,
your timing couldn't be more perfect. This blood

| ~ donation is invaluable!”

Marco had little patience for small talk with the
medical team. Following a few cursory responses, he
ftly moved towards Loraine. fail i

eps slowed as he locked
‘in front of her and




figure. He was momentarily taken aba

sfore gently stroking her back, soothing her until her
cries subsided.

After regaining her composure, Loraine extricated
herself from Marco's hold, her voice barely a whisper,
"How did you know about my grandfather's situation?
How did you manage to bring the exact blood type we
needed?’

"The hospital reached out to the Bryant Group's blood
bank. Once they mentioned your grandfather's name,
my man alerted me. | wasted no time and headed
over after | got all the details.’

Seeing her teary, puffy eyes, Marco couldn't help but
feel sympathy. ‘Loraine, remember, you can always
turn to me when you're in a bind."

' Reminded of her earlier despair, Loraine couldn't find
'_;"e.strength to disagree.

on after, Rowan and Wesley returned
s turning to surprise upon seeing
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As dawn painted the sky, the red light of the operati
room flickered to green.

At the doorway, Marco stood, maintaining a silent
vigil for Loraine throughout the dark hours.

Exhaustion overwhelmed Loraine, and she could no
longer fight off sleep. In the middle of the night, she
drifted off, only to awaken and discover herself
wearing Marco's coat. To her surprise, Rowan and
Wesley, without uttering a word, allowed Marco to sit
beside her, accepting his presence without objection.

With a heart heavy with emotions, she expressed her
gratitude to Marco, noting the shadows under his eyes.
Her gaze then anxiously swept back to the operation
room.

Silently, Marco clasped her hand, giving it a
comforting squeeze.

. The moment the operation room doors swung
~ they simultaneously rose, tension coiled withi




The doctor's word hung in the air, instantly refilling the. |
room with tension.

“Considering Mr. Torres' old age and his unique blood
type, coupled with the current limitations of the eighth
-generation operating robot, we are unable to proceed
with the surgery for an extended duration. As a result,
we couldn't fully eliminate the clots, leaving behind
some remnants that pose a temporary risk to his
health and have the potential to trigger an attack at
any given moment.”

As his words sank in, Loraine's complexion blanched.
Anxiety creased her brow. "So, what's the plan now?"

"Unfortunately, our present technology doesn't offer an
immediate solution. The best course of action would
be constant monitoring to ensure the clots don't
deteriorate and to promptly intervene with treatment
| if necessary.”




tor, taken aback, adjusted his glasses nd

replied, 'In theory, yes, but the ninth generation hasn't
been developed yet."

In a composed tone, Marco conveyed, "The ninth
generation has been successfully developed, although
it hasn't been implemented yet.”

With a smile, the doctor countered, "Mr. Bryant, if such
revolutionary medical equipment had been available,
we would have been the first to know in our
profession. How come you seem privy to this
information?"

On hearing this, Loraine's eyes widened, instinctively
turning to look at Marco.

Marco's expression grew tense, but he maintained a
~ calm demeanor as he shared, "Coincidentally, | have
 a friend who is part of the leading intelligent medical
- research team. He was the one who informed me

about this."
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ach out to your friend at the earliest?"

" Her two uncles offered their concurrence.

The doctor trained his eager eyes on Marco as well. If
their hospital could be the first to pioneer this

advanced technology, they would indeed have
something to boast about!

Yet, their exhaustion was impossible to hide despite
the anticipation reflected in their eyes. Particularly,
Loraine's complexion was ashen from pulling an all-
nighter. Sympathy welled up in Marco as he glanced
at her pitiful state. He heaved a sigh, directing his
gaze out the window towards the open sky.

" will reach out later. Considering my friend is in
Matias and the inevitable time difference, he's
probably sound asleep right now."

Upon hearing Marco's words, Loraine suddenly
“realized that an entire night had passed.




Rowan knit his brow at Marco's words, while Wesley
let out a pronounced cough. Shooting a sideways
- glance at Marco, Wesley cautioned him, "Marco,
you've exerted yourself throughout the night. Well

handle family affairs from here. You should go get
some rest.”

Despite his gratitude, Wesley noticed that Marco's
intentions might not be entirely noble. His gaze
always seemed to linger when it landed on Loraine.

A shadow flitted across Marco's eyes. He was aware
that the Torres family hadn't forgiven him yet, and
continued to perceive him as an outsider.

He had no intention of forcing their forgiveness, but
he also wasn't prepared to walk away. Meeting
Rowan's and Wesley's eyes, he said earnestly, ‘I am
" guilty of past transgressions and a lack of respect for
the elders when | married Loraine. Now that Mr.
Torres is in need, if | can help in any way, consider it
a way to make amends for my past mistakes." ¥




