k's eyes were wide with panic ar

| uncertainty, prompting a sardonic smirk from

Brandon. "Having second thoughts, are we?"

| Desperation was evident in his stance, and
Frank slapped his forehead dramatically. "How
on earth do we handle this army of journalists?
Perhaps you should just get rid of me now. With
our meager security, we'd be lucky just to keep

them from storming the main entrance.”

A shadow of annoyance passed over Brandon's
features. "This mess is squarely on you," he
muttered, the lingering camaraderie from their
years of friendship the only thing keeping his.
emper in check.
ing a hand through his hair, a flustered
k admltted "Yes, I messed up royally this

our security team?"
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Desperation was evident in his stance

rank slapped his forehead dramatically. *

on earth do we handle this army of journalist
Perhaps you should just get rid of me now. With

our meager security, we'd be lucky just to keep

them from storming the main entrance."

A shadow of annoyance passed over Brandon's
features. "This mess is squarely on you," he
muttered, the lingering camaraderie from their
years of friendship the only thing keeping his

temper in check.

Running a hand through his hair, a flustered
Frank admitted, "Yes, I messed up royally this

time. But considering the sea of reporters below,

our handful of guards can hardly cope. Can we

lean on your security team?"

The thought of the relentless press hoard
- rd
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reinforcements, a thunderous

:‘-'_'e;,-choed from the floors below, followed by @
‘chorus of screams that seemed to shake the
very foundation of the hospital.

Even from their elevated vantage point, the
cacophony of frenzied footsteps was deafening.

Clearly, a massive crowd was surging below.

Despite witnessing countless altercations
during his tenure at the hospital, this was a
spectacle of chaos unlike any Frank had ever
encountered. His voice shaking, he murmured,
"Have they gone mad? Are they actually trying
to breach the hospital?”

Brandon, who had braced himself for trouble, |

| was still taken aback by the escalating intensity.

His voice dripping with contempt, he growled,

"“Do these fools actually believe they're
vinc




th foreboding. "If they get through,
just my reputation at stake. Your hospita
crumble first."

Frank's mind buzzed, like the frantic hum of a
trapped bee, as he grasped the perilous edge
they were teetering on. Hurrying alongside
Brandon, he voiced his rising panic, "What's

our next move?"

Halting abruptly by the gleaming elevator doors,
Brandon's eyes sharpened into a commanding :
glare. "Above all," he began with deliberate
weight, "ensure your team barricades the
hospital's entrance. We can't let that horde of
news-hungry maniacs storm in. If they breach,

. it's a catastrophe for all of us."

. The gravity of the situation sent shivers down
. . 1 4
Frank's spine. His years as a medi
professional had taught him one unwaven




manded. He wasn't going to allc
irnalist to exploit a crack in their de
As the elevator doors slid silently c
‘Brandon, visibly drained, massaged the bri
of his nose, murmuring, "Janet's exam better
not be disrupted by this chaos. If so, there will
be hell to pay."

Simultaneously, Frank held onto a hope that
the journalists wouldn't barge in. If they did,
the hospital would descend into turmoil, and

everything would crumble.

Frank, nerves fraying by the second, clutched
his fingers together, his lips moving in a

desperate plea. "Just hold out a bit longer.
Please." '

Casting a sidelong glance at Frank, Brando 3

j‘quipp'e‘d, "You know, if you've got energy for

AT

prayers, maybe you should be out there with

levator chimed softly, sign
n the first floor. .
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