
Alive. 

 

Dr. Craig Wesley sat at his desk, elbows on an open manila folder.  His hands spread 

through his hair, while his eyes looked through the tests results in front of him with 

disbelief.  His blue tie and matching shirt rose quickly as he sucked in air for the first 

time in what seemed like hours, though only a few seconds.   

 

Craig let the words flow from his mouth in shock, “This can’t be right.” 

 

“I had the test results run twice,” responded Dr. Collin Murphy, though he recognized the 

rhetorical nature of his colleague’s tone.  Sitting in front of Craig’s desk, dressed in green 

scrubs, and a white lab coat, Collin attempted to wear a stoic professional mask, but his 

eyes revealed a deep sorrow of sympathy. 

 

“She can’t be……,” continued Craig, as though Collin had remained silent.  Craig’s eyes 

continued to bore into the papers in front of him, as though he could erase the words off 

the page with just his stare.  “We only just…. This has to be wrong.”  The dreadful word 

spilled from his lips with a hiss, “Cancer.” 

 

Outside Craig’s office, Chloe just stepped through the door as Craig said the dreadful 

word.  She looked from Dr. Collin to her father, and immediately knew she was the topic 

of conversation.  Her blue sun dress emphasized the intensity in her eyes.  She quickly 

turned on her heals and left the office at a run.  Not wanting to stop, she took the stairs at 

a brisk pace and left the hospital.  Craig and Collin tried to find her, but they did not see 

her take the stairs.   Craig turned to Collin in the hallway outside Craig’s office.  “She is 

probably headed home.  I had better go and talk to Nancy.” 

 

 

Outside the hospital, Chloe did not want to stop moving.  Her pale face and dazed eyes 

turned neither left nor right.  She could not think about what she just heard.  She did not 

want to think.  She just wanted to move.  She walked to her mother’s Altima that she 

drove to the hospital, and started driving.  Somehow she found herself outside of an only 

recently familiar door.  She stood staring for minutes, remembering…. 

 

[Flashback] 

 

“Ok Diva, watch your step,” stated Brady as he guided a blinded Chloe into his new pad.   

 

“Where are we Brady?” demanded Chloe, tired of trying to guess. 

 

With that question, Brady untied Chloe’s blindfold and let it fall to the ground.  He gently 

pushed her back, facing him, further into the loft apartment.    “Welcome to my new 

home.” 

 

“This is yours,” softly spoke Chloe in apprehensive wonder. “This is what you meant 

when you said you had made a decision.” 



 

“Yeah, I’m old enough to be on my own now,” responded Brady, as he walked closer to 

his Diva.   With his breath brushing Chloe’s left ear, he whispered, “We can now have 

privacy for our voice sessions and just to be together.” 

 

Chloe felt a tickling sensation go down her back, as though her spine fell asleep.  She let 

the sensation role through her.  She suddenly felt as though she could not breathe, but she 

did not want to.  Instinctively, Chloe let her feet take her a few steps away from Brady’s 

breath.  Her brain knew she needed air, even while her body wanted to burn in the heat 

that was Brady.   

 

Chloe took a few forced slow breaths.  “Yeah, this is great.  I’m sure your new neighbors 

will just love the new noisy neighbor.”   

 

“Someone has to expose my new neighbors to the gift that is Chloe’s voice,” answered 

Brady, with a depth of seriousness that scared Chloe to the core.   

 

“I just remembered,” as Chloe fumbled with the purse clasped in her hands.  She turned 

to Brady, but avoided eye contact.  “I forgot to do something for Nancy at home.  Can we 

do this later?” 

 

Brady tried to catch her eye, to no avail.  “Sure.”  He turned and slid open the door to the 

loft.  “After you.”  As Brady watched Chloe pass him, an expression of defeat crossed his 

eyes.  In his head, he knew he made a mistake.  He had pushed too soon. 

 

[End flashback] 

   

The memories cascaded through Chloe’s mind rapidly, up to the point where Brady 

stated, “just to be together.”  That one little phrase danced through her head.  Brady was 

her life line.  He had been for so long, Chloe could not remember when her hatred of the 

man had turned from friendship into need, but the blood that coursed through her rapidly 

beating heart now screamed for Brady to hold her.  She did not think about the 

consequences.  Her heart was in control.  She had been afraid that day, to live.  Now a 

bigger fear ruled her, and any fear she had of exposing herself to Brady vanished.   

 

Chloe knocked on the door to the loft.  After a few seconds of no response, Chloe picked 

up a stick of wood on the ground, probably left by the movers, and began beating the 

door with it. 

 

“Hold your horses,” yelled Brady from his bedroom upstairs.  His hair was wet from 

taking a shower.  He finished buttoning his jeans, and gave a quick tug to the back of a 

white muscle shirt.  He jogged down the stairs, and pulled open the door.  Taking one 

look at Chloe he knew something was wrong.  He opened his arms and let Chloe collapse 

into he embrace.  Expertly he maneuvered both of them so they were sitting on the couch.    

 



Chloe revealed in the sensations coursing through her body.  No one made her feel like 

this- safe and alive.  She listened to Brady’s heart as her head pressed into his chest.  As 

her breathing calmed, she raised her head and looked into Brady’s eyes.  Chloe saw the 

look in Brady’s eyes, the one he had given her many times before, but now she knew or 

suspected that Brady really cared, loved, and maybe even desired her.  She knew she 

could not waste any more time in confusion and wonder.  Her eyes drifted to Brady’s 

lips.  She let her arms unwrap themselves from around Brady’s waist, and repositioned 

herself so her arms were wrapped around Brady’s neck and her mouth stood inches from 

his lips. 

 

When Chloe moved to wrap around his neck, Brady shifted to allow her access to him.  

This was his Diva.  She needed him.  Just as he had exposed his true self to her months 

ago at Basic Black to a tune from Phantom of the Opera, he now exposed his heart for her 

to just reach and grab.  Chloe looked again into Brady’s eyes and saw the piecing flare 

emanating from Brady’s soul, the same look from that day at Basic Black when she let 

fear decide.  Not today.   

 

Chloe let her lips descend to Brady’s mouth and gently touch his lips.  She pulled back 

with apprehension, only to find a gently spark of joy dance from Brady’s eyes.  His face 

had turned from serious concern to boyish joy.  His lips softly curled into a giddy grin.  

“It’s OK,” he softly breathed.  “What ever you need Chloe.”   

 

Chloe pulled herself closer to Brady, and let her lips dance across his again and again.  

Brady matched his lips to her actions, letting her know he approved of her libations.  

Slowly, Chloe’s tongue began its exploration.  At first, she lightly caressed his lips, then 

his teeth.   

 

As Brady felt Chloe become bolder, he allowed her full access to his mouth and tongue.  

Cautiously, Chloe let her tongue slip into Brady’s mouth.  A moan escaped Brady’s 

throat as he felt her tongue begin to message his own.  Brady began to match the motion 

of Chloe’s tongue with his own.  Their tongues found a rhythm that with each beat took 

Brady to a higher level of ecstasy.   

 

Chloe’s heart was beating faster and faster.  She felt her body become warm in ways she 

never felt before.  She did not want this to stop, but she needed to slow the beating.  She 

needed to breathe.  She pulled her lips away and sank her head into Brady’s chest. 

 

Brady wrapped his arms around Chloe and pulled her close.  He kissed the top of her 

head and whispered, “Thank you Chloe.  I’ve never felt so alive.” 

 

Chloe could not believe what she just heard.  “Neither have I,” she whispered into his 

chest.  She let herself relax and drift off to sleep in his arms.   

 

 


