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Note to the Reader  

 
 

 
 This short story serves as an introduction to Barren: A Novel.  
Think of this as an appetizer to the main course. A burst of 

bite-sized flavor to hold you over until the full-length novel is ready for 
consumption in 2020.  

Please keep in mind there are five main characters, however, in this 
short story, you will only follow one. Dr. Jacqui Stevenson.  

Reading this will start you off right before the novel begins and it 
will lead you to a tipping point mid-way through Jacqui’s character arc.  

I chose Jacqui Stevenson because her storyline gives you insight 
into the secret society of Brentwood. With her, you will travel the 
labyrinth of Mercy Hospital and, simultaneously, uncover the blueprint 
of lies surrounding the controversy of the entire story.  

What you will find is that the truly scary aspect of Trapped is the 
fact it could be happening to someone as we speak. 

Side note, I wrote this short story first before I even attempted the 
novel because, initially, it was going to be just that. A quick little tale. 
But as I shared it with close friends and relatives they advised this 
become a book. So here we are.  

 
 
 
 Enjoy :) 
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 Reading is the antidote to ignorance  

- Janiece L. Malone 
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 J A C Q U I  

“A woman with a love for others surpassing that of herself.”  
 

 

THE PAIN STRUCK HER stomach like a knife in the heart. Jessica 

folded over comforting her thirty-eight-week pregnant belly, but the 

feeling refused to subside. She wheezed for air as her chest tightened. 

Andrew rushed her to the hospital, both afraid for his wife and eager to 

meet his baby boy.  

Jacqui stormed into the delivery room. A surgical mask, teal gloves, 

and blue scrubs covered every inch of her body. Her confidence swept 

the entire room as she neared her patient.  

Jessica dug her nails into the bed frame, pure agony rinsed with fury 

ravaged her insides as her face reddened. She sucked in a breath, trying 

to outlast the spasms surging through her body. There was no end to the 

pain in sight even as Jacqui steered her through the unrelenting 

contractions. 

The strength in Jacqui’s voice served as guidance for her team and 

Jessica, balancing between austerity and patience. In addition to her 
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decades of experience, Jacqui aged like a bottle of Brandy, only 

growing stronger with time. Her skin a deep shade of honey brown 

complemented the thick black river of hair down her spine. Striking, 

intelligent, a no-nonsense type of woman with a dry sense of humor 

was how most described her.  

“Hang in there Jess, okay?” Jacqui said, placing her latex glove on 

her patient’s wrist. 

In spite of the fear swirling in her chest, a half-smile gathered the 

corners of Jessica’s lips. Over twenty years, Jacqui had delivered 

hundreds of babies. Jessica couldn’t have chosen a doctor more 

equipped for the job herself. However, neither Jacqui nor Jessica could 

have predicted this outcome.  

Hours later, Jacqui pulled the child from his mother. His pale skin 

beamed bright as cotton in her coffee-colored hands. But after 

examining Jessica's baby boy, Jacqui’s eyes widened with terror, 

trembling, she noticed something she had never seen before. 

A black ominous substance lingered atop his smooth complexion. 

He looked as though someone dipped him in tar and tried to wash him 

clean. Strange, in the right light the child looked a light sheen of violet. 

The sight shocked Jacqui, in all her years, this child managed to strike 

fear into her.  

“How is he?” Jessica asked, her voice weathered from labor.  
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Jacqui pulled away from the child. Out of her own control, her lips 

quivered, shaking as if they gained a life of their own. She didn’t have 

the heart to tell her, or even the words to begin. 

“What’s happening to him? Someone answer me!” Jessica shouted, 

but her angry commands fell on deaf ears. No one could look her in the 

face.  

  

JACQUI WALKED OVER TO Andrew and Jessica’s family members. 

Each click of her heel drew her closer, but she still lacked how to 

deliver the news. These were Premier Care patients, they paid top-dollar 

for the best private care in the city. How could she tell them that it 

wasn’t enough?  

Put on a brave face, try to smile at least, give some hope. Jacqui 

told herself.  

But hope left hours ago.  

When Jacqui gave them the news. The four eager faces in front of 

her froze. Confusion covered them like rain. Their eyes narrowed at her 

as though she was speaking a language they couldn’t quite grasp.  

Jacqui could feel the noose of comprehension tightening around 

them, realizing they were going home, alone. Without their would-be 

eldest grandchild. Without a spoiled-rotten nephew. Without a 
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first-born son. Only empty-hearted. Tears flowed from their 

red-cheeked faces, bawling hysterically. There wasn’t enough tissue in 

the world to console their weeping.  

God, she hated this part of her job.  

A sudden warmth rushed behind Jacqui's eyes. Their agony bled 

onto her as well. She felt it. Their suffering, the bitter tang of endless 

sorrow, pouring from the depth of their souls. The gut-wrenching 

sobbing was too much. Jacqui lifted her chin to stop her own downpour 

from flowing. Knowing, she failed them.  

Taking a moment to gather herself, Jacqui quickly left their 

presence. After an emotional start to her day, Jacqui removed her 

surgical attire and marched into the break room. There, she found a 

nurse by the name Anna seated at a table eating a wheat bread 

sandwich. 

“How’s it going?” Anna threw her question across the room, 

greeting Jacqui upon entrance. 

Anna was the kind of young woman who talked to fill the silence. 

Either she didn't like hearing her own thoughts or she couldn't read 

certain social cues, no matter the case, Jacqui was not in the mood.  

“Oh, it's going,” Jacqui responded with dry energy. She stepped 

around the water cooler, searching through the black cabinetry.  

Anna salvaged what remained of their small interaction.  
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“Did you do anything fun this weekend?”  

“Well—”  

“Eric took me to this yacht party out on Lake Lowrie, it was sooo 

much fun. I met this girl named Marie, and she’s studying to become a 

massage therapist and we exchanged numbers. And you know as of 

late, I've been wanting to get into massage therapy, like what are the 

odds! I mean, isn’t that incredible?”  

Jacqui listened on as she continued sifting through the cabinets until 

she found it. Cups. 

“Yea, that’s something alright.” She replied, unenthused. 

An idea came to Jacqui, maybe she could put Anna’s constant 

talking to good use.  

“Hey, have you noticed anything different around here? 

Patient-wise?” Jacqui asked as she filled a cone-shaped cup with water.  

Taking a napkin to her face, Anna wiped the corners of her mouth. 

“What do you mean?” 

“Well, you know, anything out of the norm. Or anything that 

seemed strange to you.” Jacqui narrowed her gaze at Anna, hopeful she 

understood the ambiguity of her question. 

“Hmm, I mean some patients have complained about the air 

conditioning because winter is like next week.” Anna joked and bit into 

her sandwich. 
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Not exactly what Jacqui hoped for, but maybe Anna wasn’t as 

observant as she thought. Jacqui downed her drink and made her way to 

the exit. 

“On second thought, actually, I think I have.” Anna muffled before 

swallowing. At the sound of her voice, Jacqui stopped at the entryway 

and glanced over her shoulder.  

“In fact, in Premier Care patients, we haven’t had a healthy baby 

born in like a while. The nursery is pretty much empty.” 

The comment struck Jacqui still. Did she hear that correctly? This 

entire time she thought her performance was the result of the loss of 

life, but now, there was a definite pattern. On top of that, Jacqui hadn’t 

visited the nursery in ages. Between deliveries and paperwork, she 

hadn’t the time.  

“Really? Why do you think that is?” Jacqui turned her full body 

facing Anna.  

“Not sure, I mean these things happen right? Women aren’t getting 

pregnant as often, it’s just way too expensive to have a kid these days. It 

cost more than a four-year university. I know —personally— I can’t 

afford one right now.”  

Anna was a recent college grad, in her early twenties with a 

mountain of debt. Jacqui understood the apprehension. However, in 
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Premier Care patients, money wasn’t an issue, it had to be something 

else.  

Feeling her search for answers had reached its end,  Jacqui 

crumbled the plastic cup in her grip and tossed it in the trash.  

“Thanks.” Jacqui spat out, not realizing the severity in her delivery.  

Anna shrugged off Jacqui's condescending tone. “Well, you 

asked… And on second thought, why do you ask? To be honest, I think 

everything will work itself out, sometimes, things are just out of our 

control."  

A long silence filled the space between them. Though Anna was 

content with handing their current predicament to coincidence, Jacqui 

remained unconvinced. She had seen too much in her profession to 

believe that. If there was a trend, there had to be a cause. Whatever hit 

the city of Brentwood, left its stain on unborn children.  

“How’s your daughter Ashley by the way?” Anna asked. 

Jacqui crossed her arms, not wanting to be rude but not fully 

engaged in conversation either. 

“She’s great, last year of high school can’t tell her nothing,” Jacqui 

said, smiling a proud parent smile.  

A young man entered the breakroom. “Hey, sorry to interrupt.”  
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If he only knew the favor his presence granted Jacqui, inside, she 

thanked him for the abrupt arrival. “Dr. Stevenson, you have a 

package.”  

Taken aback, Jacqui followed the young man to the front office. A 

heart-warming surprise awaited her.  

Inside a glass vase, stood more than a dozen thick blood-red roses, 

each competing for her attention. The collection of flowers sent a sweet 

aroma into her nose. Jacqui ran her hands through the bright floral 

batch. The roses brushed against the pads of her fingertips, it felt like 

touching scarlet clouds. Her cheeks flushed with flattery, knowing a 

certain someone was thinking of her. At the center, was a note.  

Missing you <3 - Damon 

Damon and Jacqui had been dating for only a year, but he kept the 

romance alive and breathing. Heavy panting and sweat slid from their 

bodies every morning as they made love before work. To start the day, 

he either cooked or bought breakfast and ensured Jacqui’s coffee had 

two sugars and three creams. In the evening they shared the dinner table 

with Ashley. They were a cozy little family, a blended one, but a family 

nonetheless. 

As Jacqui turned around with the message in hand, she placed the 

thin material against her chest. Thinking of how she would pay him 
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back tonight brought a smirk to her lips. But like Jacqui's life, nothing 

good lasted for long.  

“Doctor we have another one, we need you.” A nurse urged Jacqui. 

She nodded and hurried along into another delivery. This time, hoping 

the child would live.  

 

AS THE SUNSET painted the city skyline a smoky burnt orange, the 

end of the day arrived and Jacqui walked home from work. The streets 

were still and quiet, only the breeze whispered through her dark locks. 

A few more blocks and she could kick off her boots until tomorrow. 

She walked past a window full of high-def television sets. Around the 

glass barrier stood a crowd watching in utter silence.  

“The CDC has strongly advised that citizens get vaccinated, an 

outbreak is not a matter of if, but when it will reach us. There is no time 

to wait, go down to your primary care physician, or pharmacy and get 

the IBLN shot. It’s now or never." The television went blank.  

Confused, Jacqui searched for answers from the expressions of the 

spectators around her. All disgruntled faces, covered with angst and a 

pinch of fear, this was far worse than she had imagined.  
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“Man I went to go get that damn shot, they said it would cost a 

stack. Talking about insurance didn’t cover it.” A man said, parting 

from the crowd.  

Instantly, he had Jacqui’s attention, she followed him. Before he fell 

out of her reach she shot a question to him.  

“Excuse me sir."  

He stopped after a few paces and faced Jacqui.  

"Can I help you?" His words drenched with sarcasm.  

Jacqui noticed his attire. His tie disheveled and his button-up 

toppled over his belt, both were physical symbols of the stress in his 

life.  

"I heard you back there. You said something about the vaccine?" He 

eyed her up and down. Her soft blue scrubs indicated she worked in the 

same field he loathed.  

“Yea, I told that nurse lady, does it look like I have a thousand 

dollars on me right now? And I walked out.” With that, he turned away 

from Jacqui.  

His words pained her, knowing his best fell short. The man looked 

like he just left work. No doubt an entry-level office position, trying to 

make ends meet and still couldn’t afford the price of his life. Shaking 

off his harsh reality, Jacqui stopped by a local grocery store.  
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Despite it being rush hour, the supermarket was near empty. A 

handful of people wandered between aisles and the shelves were barely 

stocked. She approached the cash register with a half-filled basket.  

“Slow day huh?” Jacqui asked, a smile appeared on her face. “Oh 

not really, it’s been like this a lot lately.” The cashier replied while she 

scanned Jacqui’s items.  

“Really? That’s weird this is in the heart of the city, I used to have 

to fight to get a parking spot.” She said, they both shared a small laugh.  

“Well, those days are long gone. People don’t really go out. They’re 

too scared of getting sick, or being in public places for that matter. 

Since, like, the News and all.” The cashier responded in a humorless 

tone. Jacqui froze when she heard that. Those words resonated with her, 

coiling dread in her stomach. Nothing was the same since the News 

began announcing a plague rested on the city's horizon.  

Another part that alarmed Jacqui was the irony of the cashier's 

predicament. She couldn't afford the vaccine, but she has to put herself 

in harm's way in order to purchase it. Of course she took precautions, 

wearing gloves and a face mask, but still, this felt wrong, cruel even. 

After checkout, the missing persons’ posters caught Jacqui’s 

attention. It extended across the entire wall near the exit. She felt their 

faces watch her, a thousand eyes staring all at once. The feeling faded 

when she noticed something, a pattern.  
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Most of the people missing were black women between the ages of 

sixteen and twenty-five. Strange, she thought. Any of them could have 

been her daughter. They all were healthy, in good shape and relatively 

attractive. Just like Ashley. Was this a trend? Or just a coincidence? 

Either way, it didn’t feel right.  

She pulled out her smartphone and called Ashley. Each ring left 

Jacqui more nervous, but maybe it was the pictures fueling her anxiety. 

There was no evidence pointing to Ashley being in danger, none other 

than Jacqui’s intuition.  

A stiff dial tone sounded in her ear.  

 Beep, a voicemail.  

“Hey, honey just wanted to know where you were. I know you said 

you had Cheerleading practice but I’m just checking in please call me. 

Also, I’m going to be at the office late tonight, I left some TV dinners 

in the freezer for you and Damon. Love you, bye.” She ended the call. 

Jacqui rushed back to the office, motivated by an uneasy feeling she 

could not digest. She decided to stay the night, after receiving a text 

from Damon she knew both parts of her heart were safe at home.  

Immersed in documents, Jacqui researched every detail regarding 

the stillborn phenomenon. She looked into demographics, wealth 

distribution, coinciding locations, and any seemingly related details.  

15 



During her investigation, Jacqui came across an encrypted database. 

When she entered her credentials, Access Denied, appeared on the 

screen in bold red letters. She held seniority at her job, this made little 

sense.  

The next morning, as soon as she entered the third floor and signed 

in to a desktop computer, she received an email. It was from her boss, 

Eric, the Director. Jacqui opened it, inside stated a time and room 

number. She figured it was a performance evaluation, a simple meeting, 

nothing more.  

Jacqui reached the location, only expecting to see Eric. But when 

she stepped into the conference room, men dressed in expensive black 

suits greeted her.  

“Ms. Stevenson, please.” An older gentleman said, gesturing at a 

chair. On his wrist was a watch that cost six-hundred thousand dollars. 

Jacqui’s entire face expanded in disbelief. Who were these men?  

She took her gaze across the meeting, scanning her surroundings. In 

front of her company stretched a blackened-wood table across the entire 

room. Jacqui counted six of them. All strong jaw-lined men with 

unforgiving glares upon their expressions. Her throat closed with fear. 

This wasn’t an average meeting. This was a setup.  
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Anxious, Jacqui slid into a seat. Her heart was beating so hard she 

could feel it through her lab coat. What could they possibly have to talk 

about, she thought.  

“My name is Arnold, I work for Lexicom, you’re familiar with us, 

yes?”  Jacqui fumbled for words.  

“Yes, I’m familiar, you all provide the vaccines we administer.”  

“Yes, that we do. By chance do you know why we’ve called you 

here?” He asked. A deafening silence swelled within the room.  

All eyes fell upon her.  

She cleared her throat, trying to stop her voice from trembling. 

“No, I don’t.”  

“I don’t imagine you do.” —He chuckled— “Well I’ll get right to it. 

We’ve noticed you’ve been trying to access classified files, I'm curious, 

why is that?” Though he kept his tone light and friendly, Jacqui felt the 

threat on his breath. 

She sat upright. Like a knee-jerk reaction, her muscles tensed. 

When she spoke her throat became dry as a mouthful of sand.  

“I was conducting research to understand these abnormalities.”  

“And what has your research led you to?” Another man around the 

table interjected. 

“Nothing—” She uttered.  
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“Yet,” Arnold added. “How would you like to come aboard our 

project to further understand these abnormalities.” Though his 

colleagues regarded him with cautious eyes, Arnold fixed his attention 

on Jacqui.  

“What project?”  Jacqui answered, cutting through the tension of the 

room.  

In response, Arnold stood, his chair scuffed the linoleum flooring. 

“You would be on the frontlines. Our program aims to provide a 

solution to the delicate situation we’re in. Without healthy children, we 

have no future. I believe a woman of your talents could assist us in this 

endeavor, given the right resources.” He paced around the table, his 

steps slow and calculated as he eased closer to her side of the room.  

Jacqui sat back. She observed their faces; they revealed no hint of 

emotion. Slowly, her focus went back to Arnold.  

“And I’ll have access to everything I’ll need?”  

“You’ll have more than enough” Arnold said, smiling slyly. Arnold 

stood over her, extending his right arm. "What do you say, Dr. 

Stevenson?" The way he looked down at her, empowered her decision. 

This was an opportunity of a lifetime. Her boss Eric had passed her over 

another promotion, but here was another chance. She took it.  
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Jacqui rose confidently, matching Arnold’s eye level. She wrapped 

her fingers around his grip and his sagging jowls bounced during their 

firm handshake.  

“Welcome to the team, follow me.” He said. “Oh, you meant right 

now?”  

“Do you have somewhere else you need to be?” He replied with an 

eyebrow raised. His colleagues stood up following behind them.  

Jacqui glanced back at the frightening men, then faced forward, 

holding her gaze with Arnold. Though neither Jacqui nor Arnold said a 

word, he took her silence as a means to continue. 

 “Good.” He smiled. Eric escorted Arnold's colleagues down the 

hall, while Jacqui followed her new supervisor toward the elevators.  

Upon entrance of the steel box, Arnold revealed a hidden button. It 

took them to a secret underground level. Jacqui worked at the hospital 

for two decades, but she never knew it was there. What else did she not 

know? The elevator doors slid open, and the scenery felt too surreal to 

be reality. 

White translucent lights illuminated the mysterious level. Two thick 

transparent doors stood in front of them. As Arnold walked closer to it, 

an optical device emerged from a wall panel and scanned his retina. The 

doors parted allowing passage.  

Astonished, Jacqui followed closely.  
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“What is this?” Jacqui asked. 

He ignored her and kept walking, the place seemed never-ending. 

To Jacqui the long hallways began to look alike, she could no longer 

distinguish front from back.  

Arnold stopped in front of a gray wall.  Jacqui squinted in search of 

an entryway, but only the cold slab of concrete stood in front of them. 

He had led them to a dead end. Even worse she hadn’t the slightest clue 

how to get back.  

He stepped into the corner and a small square panel appeared from 

the wall. Arnold entered a password into a wordless keypad. Moments 

later, a horizontal line split down the middle. The entire wall folded into 

the sides like elevator doors. When Jacqui stepped into the room, 

following behind him, she realized she had made a mistake.  

The capacious room was the size of an industrial warehouse. The 

floors were a pale hue of gray, cold and lifeless. A chill lingered in the 

air, it felt like a prison. The most shocking of it all, were the dozens of 

women chained to hospital beds. All were unconscious.  

Jacqui stepped closer to a bed, her eyes enlarged, she recognized 

her. The girl was a missing person. Bile rose from the pit of Jacqui’s 

stomach, she had a sickening feeling that they all were. The girl’s hair 

was matted and disoriented. How long had she been down here?  
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There was another door —one of many— in the far corner. Arnold 

saw her looking at it. He whistled casually  as he walked over to it and 

unveiled the inside. Jacqui stepped through and flipped on the blaring 

ceiling lights. Horror painted on her face.  

Like pillars, there stood countless thick glass tubes filled with a 

liquid substance and inside them were pale-skinned babies. Jacqui 

covered her mouth with both hands. She couldn’t believe what her eyes 

were feeding her.  

“We haven’t been able to figure it out. This is why I recruited you. 

Our researchers determined the Plague … was only a catalyst to an 

unforeseeable side effect from the vaccine. Which as you may know has 

caused our current predicament.”  

She turned to him. “What you’re saying is literally impossible.”  

“You’re a doctor, you see impossible all the time.” He stared at her 

intensely. It wasn’t until that moment did she understand why he 

offered her the position.  

“My research about In vitro, that’s why you need me.” Her head 

dropped into her chest. “It’s purely theoretical, we can’t experiment on 

humans.” She protested.  

His gaze was relentless. “Why not? What do we have to lose? 

Besides, we’ve already begun we just need you to supervise.” He 

lacked any sentiment in his words. 
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Jacqui sat in silence, thoughts raced through her mind.  

“Research has revealed that we as a species brought this on 

ourselves. That includes you.” —He sneered at her— “They claimed 

heavy metals made our air toxic inducing irreversible climate change, 

causing the threat of the disease in the first place. And when we created 

the vaccine we knew there were risks, but we took it.” He crossed his 

arms, defending his position. 

Rage stirred in her chest, spewing out of her as a diatribe.  

“You mean the vaccine, no one making under six figures had access 

to! I didn’t even bother to get it.”  In the middle of her rebuttal, she 

stopped, fully realizing what this meant. A memory overcame her. She 

remembered back a few days ago with a young Medicaid patient, 

Cassandra. 

“Hello Ms. Brown, so you are here for the vaccine, correct?” Jacqui 

asked as she sat down in the backless rolling chair with a clipboard in 

hand.  

Cassandra hesitated. “Yea, how much is all this gonna cost, my 

insurance recently changed and I can’t get a straight answer anywhere.”  

“It says you’re with Argus, hmm, I’m not sure if we take them 

anymore let me check okay?” Jacqui said.  
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Surprised, Cassandra gasped. Instead of her unleashing her initial 

repulsion, she posed a simple question. “You stopped taking them? 

What do you mean?”  

“Well let me double-check I’ll be right back,” Jacqui said, though 

she already knew the answer. This type of thing happened too often. 

Low-income patients are switched to the cheaper version of 

medications, with far fewer benefits, then all of a sudden their insurance 

no longer covers it. Despite the odds, Jacqui was hopeful. She returned 

with the news.  

“I’m sorry Ms. Brown we-”  

“I figured, well let me see the number maybe I could work 

something out.” Cassandra fixed her crooked glasses, shifting them on 

the bridge of her nose then examined the clipboard. Her face widened 

when she found the total.  Droplets of water blurred her vision. She 

rubbed her eyes forcing her glasses up to her forehead. Though the 

room was still as calm water, Cassandra filled the silence with sobbing. 

Tears fell onto the paper, covering a comma and a set of three zeros.  

“There’s no way I can afford this, here,” Cassandra lowered her 

glasses back onto her face, handing Jacqui the clipboard. “There’s no 

cheaper version of it?” Cassandra asked, clinging to hope.  

“I’m afraid not.” Suddenly everything made sense. Jacqui’s eyes 

fluttered, bringing her back to reality, back to Arnold and his 
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scandalous endeavor. She stepped closer to him, her face twisted in 

disgust.  

“You used the plague as an opportunity to eradicate the poor, the 

same way airline companies jack-up the price during a natural disaster. 

But it backfired, didn’t it? And now you need the very people you were 

trying to get rid of to survive.”  

He said nothing, but his silence served as confirmation. “The meek 

shall inherit the earth, God meant that when he said it huh.” Jacqui 

scoffed. 

Arnold uncrossed his arms, but nothing left his lips, not even his 

face moved a muscle.  

“I rescind my offer, I refuse to help you abduct black women, and 

experiment on them. I’m going to the authorities.” She shouted.  

“Oh, I think not.” He retorted with a smirk on his face. “If you do, 

we will ruin you. First, we’ll take your house, savings, and retirement. 

You’ll be homeless by the end of the week.” 

Clearly, he didn’t know Jacqui. She would rather die than lose her 

dignity. She stormed out re-entering the larger room.  

Arnold followed behind her leisurely. His fingers intertwined 

behind his back. “Then we’ll come after every relative you have left. 

What is his name Damon Velasquez? It'd be a shame if he had to go 
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back to the Dominican Republic. And oh, and how old is your daughter 

again? Seventeen am I right? She would do great here.”  

She stopped mid-stride. Jacqui clenched her fists. Her caramel 

brown skin flushed red with fury. Fuming, Jacqui parted her lips to 

speak, before she could unleash a mother's wrath something stopped 

them both.  

Ear-shattering screams cut through the air. Jacqui scanned the room 

for their source. A young woman cried in pain. Her forehead glistened 

from sweat. Perspiration permeated the armpits of her hospital gown. 

Tears streamed down her face. Instinctively, Jacqui rushed to her aid.  

“Her heart rate is spiking, what did you do to her?” Jacqui blustered 

at him. Arnold watched Jacqui in action, he stood back from a safe 

distance.  

“Nothing.” He responded. His cool composure diminished as he 

watched the girl suffer resulting from his doing.  

The young woman began seizing.  

“Help me, hold her down!” At first, he stood there at a distance, but 

at the fervor of Jacqui’s voice, he scurried over and held the girl down 

by the arms. She started foaming at the mouth. Her eyes rolled to the 

back of her head. Sweat poured from her skin. If they didn’t find a 

solution soon, no telling her fate. 
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Jacqui grabbed a syringe nearby then examined the label. She 

managed to find a vein on her arm and buried the needle into it.  The 

erratic movements calmed and the girl’s breathing stabilized. Jacqui 

sighed, assuming the worst had passed. She brought a cloth to her 

patient’s lips, cleaning the fluid from her chin. Both angry and full of 

sorrow, Jacqui darted eyes at Arnold.  

“If she dies, it’s on you.”  

“That’s why I need you here, to make sure that doesn’t happen.”  

Jacqui stroked the girl’s hair. When she became a doctor she vowed 

to help people. To ensure their livelihood. She understood the purpose 

of Arnold's project, to bring life where only death existed before. 

However, this project crossed a line. Yet, if anything, these girls in 

bondage needed her help more than anyone else. What could she do?  

Rhythmic beeping caught Jacqui’s attention. She looked for the 

source. The numbers on a screen near the girl's bed fell from 

triple-digits in green to a red zero in less than a minute.  Before Jacqui 

could figure out what went wrong a straight line formed and a 

high-pitched noise pierced their ears. The young woman laid 

motionless. All breath ceased from her limbs. Beyond the scope of help. 

Gone.  

Gritting her teeth and holding back anger-filled tears, Jacqui locked 

eyes with Arnold. This man was hellbent on this project whether she 
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joined or not. At least with Jacqui, these girls stood a chance of 

survival. With that, she made her decision.   
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TOPICS & DISCUSSION  
 
 1. What is your opinion of Dr. Jacqui Stevenson? Do you find her 

likable or frustrating?  
 
 2. What is the connection between the vaccine and wealth?  
 
 3. Why do you think unborn children are dying before birth? What 

is your working theory? (I'm really interested in this question in 
particular)**  

 
 4. How does Jacqui's profession shape her values? (Is Jacqui a good 

mom?)  
 
 5. What do you predict will happen in BARREN: A Novel?  
 
 
 

Share with me your thoughts on social media, you can find me here: 
  

- Instagram: @Janiecelmaloneauthor  
- Email: Janiecelmalone [at] gmail.com  
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