
 

Click, click, click—these vapid, rhythmless noises emitting at the mercy of quivering 

fingertips. The illuminated screen from a laptop and the pitter patter of the raindrops splashing 

against the windowpane was the only aspect beside the monotonous clicks of a keyboard to 

contrast the dull atmosphere of the rather dim-lit room. Shadows were cast throughout the room; 

ranging from supplies you’d find in an office to an upper-body figure branding shoulder-length 

hair. The faint shadowed figure disappeared from the peripheral walls just as a quick as a sudden 

thud could be heard. Quickly the room became still, even the continuous tapping of the rain 

seemingly drowned out. Despite the slight changes within the room, a gloomy sentiment 

persisted throughout the atmosphere. Everything was at a standstill—if anything moved or made 

a sound, it did so parabolically. Lively conversations and collaborations alike from recent past, 

separated by mere hours echoed lowly through the enclosed air that filled the room. As several 

minutes passed, the illuminated screen was no more due to idleness. With this, the room was 

completely bereft of life—not a shadow nor light was within sight. A set of eyes lurked; set in 

one place—undeterred by the bleak atmosphere and determined by mere apathy. A swoosh of air 

brushed across the inert eyes, followed by a blinding, cylindrical light. A footsteps echo followed 

suit—the eyes remained; another shadow was cast, this one towering over its counterparts.  

“Fre-,” a deep, stern, masculine voice began, halted momentarily only by his sudden 

discovery—a palpable, yet blurred figure that loosely mirrored the upper-body, shoulder-length 

haired shadow. “Jesus! Mallory, you scared the shit out of me—I almost pumped you full of 

lead.”  An awkward chuckle left the temporarily disembodied masculine voice; this voice was 

seemingly alone, there was no response. A faint click of a light switch could be heard through 

the split-second of remaining darkness until the surrounding shadows disappeared—the room 



 

was lit with a cool white light; revealing the objects and singular figure that casted the shadows. 

“What uh,” the man paused, taking the time to assess Mallory’s motionless body, “What’re 

doing here so late?”  

“Will, you out of all people should know we don’t get a break,” Mallory held her head 

against the keyboard, her still eyes beaming at Will’s face. “Even when we’re off, we’re on call 

twenty-four seven three hundred sixty fucking-five.”  

“I’m damn sure you knew exactly what you were getting yourself into, it comes with the 

job.” 

Mallory finally lifted her head from her keyboard and turned her chair towards Will, 

maintaining her glassy-eyed gaze on him. She sighed, “Regardless, I have to finish up this 

report.”  

“Go home and get some rest. Forget about the report, besides, I thought I put you on 

administrative leave,” after having it sit at his side for a moment, he finally placed his slick, 

stainless steel Beretta M9 into his holster.  

“Go home? No, I-I can’t,” she paused, slowly rubbing her right hand against her 

forehead. “How can you just expect me to go home after something like that? How can I even 

look at my husband or my kids knowing that there’s even the slimmest chance they know what 

happened?” Mallory began to breath unsteadily, pressing her elbows against her desk in order to 

keep a steady support.  

A chuckle escaped Will’s lips through his ambiguous grin, “Maybe I should be a little 

more sympathetic towards you—tell you what; I’ll set you up with a therapist tomorrow.” 



 

“I don’t think that’d help anything. But since you are all of a sudden so considerate, I’ll 

try it.”  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


