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“911, what’s your emergency?” asked the operator.  
 
Marty replied, “I need three ambulances and a police unit stat to the corner of East Prien Lake 
Road and Louisiana Avenue. I have an unresponsive female, mid-thirties, with a gunshot wound 
to the left anterior chest with shallow breathing and thready pulse. Second unresponsive female, 
mid-forties, with blunt trauma to the head. I also have an unresponsive male perp, 
mid-twenties, with blunt trauma to the head.” 
 
“Help should be there in about ten minutes, ma’am. May I have your name please?” asked the 
operator. 
 
“Dr. Marty LaFleur,” replied Marty, rapidly shifting her eyes between her three patients and 
maintaining pressure on Martha’s wound. 
 
“Would you like me to stay on the line with you until help arrives, Dr. LaFleur?” asked the 
operator. 
 
“No thanks, I got it,” Marty said and closed the call. Checking Martha’s vitals again, she brushed 
silky blonde hair from her temple. “I’m right here with you, cher,” she whispered. “You’re gonna 
be just fine.” She gently squeezed Martha’s right hand and got a barely perceptible squeeze in 
return. “Good girl,” Marty said with a smile. “Sure wish I could kiss you, but I gotta keep 
pressure on your wound for now. We’ll catch up on the fun stuff later, OK?” She kept her 
knowledge of the coming attractions to herself, like the fact that most gunshot victims go into 
cardiac arrest at least once en route to the hospital, and the CPR would probably leave her with 
cracked ribs, in addition to the cracked sternum from the gunshot itself. And that was only the 
beginning. 
 
Marty and Martha were a new item nobody knew about yet, except for Martha’s sister Nita and 
her partner Jo. Marty had only met the prominent young attorney for the first time a couple 
days ago to share the drive to Jo and Nita’s Blues in the Night tour-opening concert Friday night 
in New Orleans, which finished with the blues duo’s impromptu engagement party. Martha and 
Marty had hit it off well enough to spend the weekend in the French Quarter before heading 
home to Lake Charles this evening. Waking up to find herself being used as a prop for Martha’s 
bed yoga poses surpassed the cafe au lait and beignets they’d had later on at Cafe’ du Monde. At 
the moment, Marty wouldn’t mind being back in that bed again, with Martha in one piece, her 
slender legs draped around Marty’s hips, her torso arched into a graceful backbend toward 
Marty’s feet. Her flexibility had been a bottomless bowl of fodder for Marty’s imagination. 
 
Lights and sirens approached, then cops and medics crashed through the door. The first team of 
medics started a saline lock and pain meds drip before lifting Martha onto the gurney and 
rushing her out the door, all the while keeping tabs on her vitals. Two more medic teams worked 
on the cashier and shooter as officers taped off the station as a crime scene. A detective 
attempted to question Marty as she followed Martha’s gurney out the door.  


