The raccoon practically smashed through the door, panting heavily. He quickly approached the front desk, where a bored looking nurse was checking her nails. He slammed his hands in the hardwood table, making the nurse jump on her place.

“Excuse me, can I”
“Darwin Warwick!”
“Sorry?”
“Darwin Warwick's room, where is it!?”
“One moment please...”

She quickly checked her computer, frowning.

“Where is he!?”
“Third floor... R-Room number 590”

The raccoon quickly made his way to the elevators, without bothering to saying thanks to the nurse. Once he arrived on the third floor, he proceeded to check the numbers on every door, desperately looking, until he found the one he was looking for. He then took a deep breath and opened the door, his heart instantly dropped; He thought he was ready to face everything but now he was there, he wish he hadn't. He knew from the tone the doctor used when informing the raccoon about the accident gave away how serious it had been, but he didn't imagine that. In front of him was his Boyfriend, fully covered by casts and curatives, tubes connected from his arms and mouth to many kinds of medical instruments; the heart monitor locked in a faint but steady rhythm. He tried to approach the fox slowly; the last thing he wanted now was to scare him.

“D-Darwin?”

The fox's eyes shot up, his Head turning and yellow eyes finding dark brown ones, which were filled with tears.
Darwin tried to speak but found it to be impossible due to the tube on his mouth.

“Darwin Babe, what… Oh, God, I’m so sorry!”

The fox started to cough uncontrollable, his heart rhythm slowing even more.

“Darwin? What- Doctor!” 

He yelled, soon, the doctor came in, followed by two nurses; they quickly began checking on the young fox.

“His heart stopped beating, quick, apply two mg of adrenaline!”

He turned to the raccoon.

“Sir, you have to leave, please.”
-“What? No! I'm not leaving him”
“Sir, please-“
“No! I will not leave my boyfriend alone!”

The doctor sighed.

“Just-let us do our job, sit on that chair”

He pointed to the brown wooden chair on the other sidenof the room, allowing himself to drop on it and sob uncontrollable. The doctor worked on the fox for what felt like hours, before stopping.

“That's... That's enough... He won’t be coming back...”

[bookmark: _GoBack]He looked at the raccoon who made eye contact with him, his eyes red from all the crying. He looked back at the fox, his body lifeless, the heart monitor stopped. He checked his clock.

“Time of death... 11:38 p.m.”

The raccoon rested his head on his hands and began sobbing loudly, only one thing crossed his mind: 
It should have been him.
