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What Would Freud Say?
by Tlikesprettythings

Summary

Dani shows Malcolm some kindness and he thinks that she is the best person he knows...

The aftermath of his fall and confession to Dani about what really happened with Endicott

Notes

So I'm sure we were all left with so many feels after 2x06, so I decided to break the scene
from the precinct down and this is going where we will see haha I might leave it as a one-
shot or continue it not sure it. This is also my first PS post here though not my first story, so
please comment and let me know what you think. <3

This was not beta-read!

The title is of course from their theme song on the show and the start of their friendship...

http://archiveofourown.org/users/Tlikesprettythings/pseuds/Tlikesprettythings


Chapter 1

The sharp pain blinded him slightly as he slowly walked off balance towards JT and Dani…

He raised his eyes to her face, so familiar, and yet he felt like something was missing, her
eyes full of concern, the lightness in her approach, that intimacy that was there in his dream
was gone, because that Dani stayed locked away in his subconscious, yet here she was solid
and in front of him. His chest tightened as he swallowed and asked softly, “When was the last
time I spoke to you?”

Dani knit her brows together, of course, this was to be expected after he had fallen 4 stories
down an elevator shaft, she wasn’t sure how he was still standing so of course he was
probably a bit disoriented but this subdued Bright felt off, “uh, like, 20 minutes ago.” She
saw the almost ghost of an expression pass through his eyes as he nodded, as her eyes drifted
to get a look at him she noticed something in his hand. “Is that a human skull?”

“I know who the killer is.” He said, there are just too many things going through his head and
he had to put his angst on the back burner for now. There was a job that had to be done, the
only thing he can do. Even in his wildest dreams, he was a detective…

The rest of it moved quickly as they arrested Rupert Swann the Bowery Ripper, the confusion
riddled questions from Greta his daughter flooding Malcolm’s head, he remembered what it
was like to be in her shoes, at least she was old enough to truly understand the gravity of
what was happening, at least she had time to be with her father. He now knew what his life
would be like if he never knew about The Surgeon if he had gone on living in a dream-like
state. He chanced a glance at Dani who was driving them back to the precinct. He would be
someone she could be with.

“Hey, you ok?” she asked turning her head to look at him. Her mantra when it came to him,
constantly trying because she was the best person he knew. “How do you feel?”

He lifted a hand to his head and flinched, it was damp with his blood, this is who he was,
someone who was bloody and grimy, literally and metaphorically. “Like I fell down an
elevator shaft.”

“Next time, I recommend the stairs.” She teased to lighten the mood, as she usually did when
he got in his head too deep.

Malcolm chuckled softly, “yea…” giving his subconscious some credit for being able to
recreate Dani perfectly. The rest of the drive was quiet and that feeling that something was
off with him wouldn’t stop nagging her.

II



Of course, he would figure out a murder in a dream, they had booked Rupert Swann, Bright
gave his statement to them explaining how he figured it out and the wild dream he had where
Gil was the one in Claremont instead of his father, now she could tell that something was
definitely off, more than the concussion he was probably suffering from, more than the
fatigue of his body slamming into concrete and the remains of a body and god knows what
else.

She couldn’t help but watch him a bit closer, there was a blanket of melancholy that sat
around his shoulders always, that he wore almost like a cape of retribution but it never
slowed him down. But today he seemed to be crushed by the weight of it and she wondered
what it was that added to that. Was it the way Greta Swann seemed destroyed by her father
like he was? She also noticed that his eyes mostly avoided hers, or would linger on her ever
so slightly when he thought she wasn't looking. She chewed the inside of her cheek, there
was an anxiousness that has been growing lately regarding the man sat across from her.
Something was definitely wrong, she just had to decide if she wanted to cross that threshold
to push him and demand answers as if she had the right to them.

Gil sat back in his chair arms folded across his chest, letting a sigh escape, he looked at
Malcolm, “get yourself checked out for that nasty gash, go home, clean up and get some rest.
You look like hell.” All said with a teasing affection behind the words.

He felt like hell, and honestly to some extent been through it only to walk right back into the
real one. He nodded from where he sat, it was as if this was the dream state.

“Nice work man, get some rest,” JT said as he stood to exit the room mumbling, “You must
be the luckiest man alive to avoid dying so much…”

The warmth was there, but it was missing just that little bit of familiarity that his
subconscious JT had. The familiarity of close partners, or people who shared time outside of
work, that spend weekends and shared families to form a bigger bond. His lips curved a little
and he found himself softly say, “Thanks.”

Gil was next to leave the room, giving his shoulder a squeeze in that affectionate way he has
always done. You lose things but you gain others, the world was working with balancing
weights, and to tip the scale just back a little it gave him things like Gil and her. He noticed
that Dani hadn’t moved from where she leaned against the windows, the street lights
illuminating her in a yellowish glow.

She looked nervous like she wanted to ask him more. They were always in this constant
battle it seems, he tried not to profile her but he also knew things worked closer to black and
white for Dani, his shades of gray, his secrets, and reasoning wouldn’t make sense to her
convictions and integrity. So he broke the rules again and tried to read her. But his mind
wouldn’t stop showing him the flashes of her that he wanted, the comfort and ease she
brought him and felt with him. The way he imagined her lips felt and tasted.

He sighed, his ever trembling hand going to his head and instantly feeling the sore skin of his
temple, his body jerked ever so slightly, but she caught it. She wordlessly stood up straight
and walked out of the room, he scoffed a bit at himself. His father wasn’t wrong he did create
the misery he lived in, he made the wrong decisions over and over and the biggest one he had



to sort out now was Ainsley. He was so lost in his thoughts that he didn’t hear her come back
in or that she was pulling up a chair until he felt her hand tentatively touch his wrist that
rested against his temple.

His eyes went to her instantly, her warmth assaulted him and comforted him, her scent a
combination of jasmine and ylang-ylang which was subtle hit him fully. She had a packet of
what looked like wet wipes in her hand, “I always keep these cause you know the hassle of
the job, never know when you’re gonna get dirty or bloody.”

He couldn’t say a word as she pulled one free and proceeded to wipe at the dried grime and
blood around his face. The gentleness of this Dani matching that of the one that lived in his
mind. She continued to talk softly, “I mean it’s not a shower, which you will need but I know
there is some paperwork to be done and it’s not a nice feeling when you’re already feeling
like shit to be covered in it as well.”

She won’t be there not like she is here…

There was an intimacy in what she was doing, she knew that, but she couldn’t deal with this
air of defeat that seems to surround him tonight, kindness is kindness she decided, she would
do it for anyone she decided, no questions asked for Gil or JT, so why not him? They were
friends, and friends showed each other kindness even when one of them was always pushing
away. She took her right hand and turned his face to her as she worked, she was grateful that
the precinct was mostly dead tonight. Under the guise of cleaning his face, she let her thumb
brush his cheekbone ever so slightly, let her fingers feel the hair at his nape while covered in
dirt and blood still soft. Learning the plains of his face that she’s looked at for a while now,
her heart pounded in her chest as she pushed some of his hair back into place.

She heard his intake of breath at her action, and finally, she chanced a glance into his eyes.
They were so blue, so fragile, and yet there was such appreciation that it hurt her heart a bit
that he was in this state of never-ending chaos and pain. Malcolm’s mind flashed to a moment
when she was this close to him, how her fingers cupped his face in such adoration and love,
only that wasn’t real, but this was. The feel of her hands on his skin, the feeling was
indescribable at the moment. It both made him feel whole and want to fall apart.

He didn’t deserve her warmth and kindness, his eyes searched hers and saw care and
questions that clouded her mind that she wouldn’t ask cause she didn’t want to push and want
him to be better, he had promised her he’d do better. He promised she could trust him, that he
would be the kind of friend that didn’t break her trust and hurt her, but the first sign of
distress he broke it and continued until he ended up here. He swallowed the lump in his throat
and opened his mouth to say something, anything, to tell her everything but nothing came.
And he saw her shut up again, retreating behind the wall she lived to survive.

Dani cleared her throat, dropping her hands from his face. “That should tie you over until
you’re done with the basic paperwork.” Pulling away and missing the warmth of his skin.
This is why it was dangerous because the line was getting blurry and her heart weaker. She
balled up the used wipes and stood to leave.

“Dani,” He called as she turned her back to him, he eyed the way her body held the breath as
if he would tell her now, and she could trust him to be her friend. When all he could muster



was a “thank you.” she nodded without turning to look at him and walked out.

She won’t be there…

No, she wouldn’t, not if he kept this up. But the fear of how she would look at him kept him
silent, the fear of what will happen to Ainsley kept him silent, the circus that would come
back to life again once the media got hold of this and what it would do to his mother kept him
silent. His head continued to hurt. Secrets from Ainsley, secrets from Dani, he couldn’t
control this not without it causing more harm than good.

On any given day he felt like he was barely afloat, today he was definitely drowning. Sighing
he started on the necessary paperwork even though he wanted to run to her and sweep her
into his arms and beg her to forgive and to give him a chance. He didn’t hope for much, but
he didn’t know when it happened but he started to hope for her.

II

He picked up his phone and texted Ainsley that they needed to talk and that it was urgent. He
couldn’t undo what he did, but he could at least start here. Sighing he looked down at the
notepad and started jotting things down for the prosecutors’ office. When he rechecked his
watch again, 45 minutes had gone by, and he needed to head back to his place. His head was
pounding but he stood and pulled the notepads and his folders together.

She watched him from her desk as he worked on his report, her own almost done. When she
saw him twist his neck to release the tension then stand, she followed suit pulling her coat on
and throwing the messenger bag across her body. She stood watching him for a second
wondering if she should try again to reach him.

Walking around to the door of the conference room, she leaned against the frame and said,
“that place really was haunted.”

He turned to her and chuckled, finally finding his voice again and she thought for a second
that there was hope. “In my experience, people are always scarier than ghosts.” She chuckled
and turned away, yeah, they were and she saw it every day. She smiled and stepped up a bit
closer.

“I still can’t believe you solved a murder in a dream,” she was always impressed with his
abilities, but she also knew that getting him to talk about the work is what would give her
clues to what was going on in his head.

His lips turned up, “The subconscious mind is a powerful thing.” And was it, every bit of her
face perfect and aligned in his head to the point of actually thinking he could taste her lips.

She looked at him and smiled, “mmhmm,” with a teasing yet heartfelt tone she followed with
“Sherlock Freud cracks another one.” There were affection and admiration and something
else in her eyes but he couldn’t put it together.

He just chuckled and looked down at his shoes, she was always trying and he was always
letting her down. She inhaled and said, “Gil didn’t seem too pleased you said he was at



Claremont.” There was a twinkle of humor but he knew what she was doing.

So countered back, “not sure why. He really pulled off a cardigan.”

She scrunched her face in that adorable way when she was about to tease him or counter his
banter, and stated: “that man will be buried in a turtleneck.”

Malcolm grinned and said “right.”

These moments with her, where she let him be this way, were some of his favorite moments.
Watching her trying to keep from smiling. But after tonight he felt like a fraud, who was he
kidding he'd been feeling this way for some time now. He watched as she turned to leave,
letting it rest there he also turned back to the task of getting his things together. "what about
me?" she asked tentatively biting her lower lip, he turned to look at her as she then continuing
"was I, I don't know, different in your dream?" She was curious and unsure.

Malcolme looked at her then looked away, his mind wandering to the moments etched into
his brain, and softly said "Yes." the flash of her long bare legs draped across his lap, the way
she kissed him, the way she made him feel like the luckiest man alive all flashed through his
mind. When his eyes met hers, she had that same look she did when she asked him what he
wanted to say to her while he was holding a live bomb. "and no." he found himself saying
with a ghost of a smile as he thought about the softness, her ability to make him feel like he
was a worthy human being, someone who deserved to be loved and realized that Dani was
exactly the same in both worlds, his mind wandering right back to her in his arms looking at
him with nothing but love in her eyes.

She gave him a confused smile, "what does that mean?" There was more, she knew there
was. Especially now as she watched his body language the way he looked almost haunted by
the memory.

Drawing himself back to the present, he took a breath and looked at her, "dream stuff, it's
complicated." quickly hoping that his humble condescension would ease her away from it, to
make sure she understood that he did mean it to be humble quickly added, "I wouldn't want
to bore you with it."

But Dani saw that his eyes didn't agree with the words that left his mouth, he wanted to tell
her everything, or at least his eyes did. She pursed her lips and smiled her defeat and told him
what was always true, "The one thing you never do is bore me."

Malcolm's mind ran back to that fantasy the bit he kept to himself for himself selfishly. She
had said the same there, and his heart thud just a bit harder. He looked at her and smiled and
tried to hold it together, to not take the few steps parting them and cross that threshold.
Instead, he watched her look at him pointedly, and say softly "goodnight Malcolm" as she
turned to leave not waiting for his reply. He looked after her, the longing now unclouded
because there was no one to see it, and wondered if he imagined it, she always called him
Bright. Maybe his mind was playing tricks or his concussion was gearing up for another
round, but he nodded his head and softly whispered back to the ghost of her scent,
"goodnight," but it felt more like a goodbye.



A partner he can actually be honest with...

Malcolm scoffed and added another weight to the cape he wore...maybe someday he could
tell her just how much she means to him and that she is the best person he knows. He recalled
reading Murakami's words "if you can love someone with your whole heart, even one person,
then there's salvation in life. Even if you can't get together with that person." Dani was his
salvation and in order to be hers, he needed to be honest and let her walk away from him he
decided.

After all, Freud said "Unexpressed emotions will never die. They are buried alive and will
come forth later in uglier ways."



Chapter 2

Chapter Notes

So I decided to let my creative juice take me where ever it may. Thank you to
TheWaxLion for the encouragement to continue writing for Brightwell. I love these two
and I want them to be ok. I'm upping the rating cause of cussing and later for other
grown things. Not beta-read.

Once again please comment and let me know what you think.

He stared at the drink and phone in front of him, the events of the day finally catching up and
destroying him so a drink wouldn’t be the worst thing that would happen to this head or body,
he needs the liquid courage. He moved through a shower and change of clothes as if he
wasn’t actually in his own body. His mind flashed to just an hour ago when he came home to
Ainsley resolute on telling her the truth, on helping her work through what was happening to
her. He squeezed his hand tight to stop the tremor.

He stared down at Ainsley’s blood-covered top. His concussed brain struggling to keep up
and the voice in his head asking him what now? Who was it? Was he going to cover up
another murder? At the very least with Endicott, there was a self-defense argument, stress-
induced psychotic break. But what now? He didn’t know how to calm his breathing as he
stared down at her. And one thought ran through his mind...he caused this.

Ainsley’s “I’m sorry. I didn’t know where else to go.” Clouded over by his brain screaming at
him for more than one reason. He closed his eyes and gave his head a shake, willing it to
slow down and tackle things one at a time. “Malcolm…”

He opened his eyes and took a deep breath, he slowly edged closer to her, “Ains…” He
honestly didn’t have anything to say, he didn’t know what to do. “Who...who was it? What
happened?” He asked slowly lowering himself to the other end of the sofa.

“I...I...went to see Ramon Vieja, I followed some substantial financials trails of bribery and
racketeering, I just wanted another statement…” She trailed off as her eyes darted quickly
recalling the events leading up to where she was standing over the billionaire’s body covered
in blood, hands trembling. She was just following up a story, that was all it was supposed to
be.

Malcolm let out a breath and ran his hand through his hair, the dried blood, and grim
catching and eliciting a pain from his currently tender scalp. How was he going to save them
all from this? His life was over, and a flash of Dani’s smiling face ran behind his eyes.



He had told Ainsley to go home after he took every detail of her visit to Ramone Vieja, even
making her take off her bloody shirt which now sat in an evidence bag in his closet, emptying
her pockets, and trying his best not to alter evidence. They would deal with the consequences
tomorrow, once they told their mother. He just needed a second to figure out what to do, and
not fuck it up even more. He needed the courage to call Gil and come clean about everything
and do it in a way that would protect Ainsley and his mother.

The knock-on his door broke his wandering mind, pulling him back to the present and he
looked up at it. Looking down at his phone quickly to see the time. 1:30 in the morning,
When he heard another knock, he walked towards the door and opened it to find Dani mid-
fist ready to knock again. She slowly lowered her hand and looked at him almost sheepishly.

She was chewing the inside of her cheek and looked unsure, next thing he knew he was
pulling her into his arms and holding her tightly. The shock of it kept her suspended for a
second with her arms at her side until they came up around him slowly. “Bright?”

She was back to calling him Bright again it seemed, but all he wanted just for a moment was
to feel like his world wasn’t falling apart for the second time that night because as much as it
was all in his head, the loss he felt was real. He let her scent calm him and her warmth
comfort him, her fingers brushing his back ever so lightly. “Bright, is everything okay?”

He didn’t want to let go, he didn’t want to lose the warmth she provided, but he had to, he
knew he had to, so he did. Pulling away from her slowly, he ran a hand through his hair and
looked at her, an apology ready. “Sorry about that...I umm...it’s been a rough day. But no
excuse for just ambushing you like that. Sorry.”

Dani nodded still standing at his door, “it’s ok...don’t worry about it.”

Malcolm shook his head and walked into his apartment, giving her a clear sign to follow him
in. She walked in and closed the door behind her. He ended up at the kitchen island, so she
followed slowly. She didn’t really know why she was there, just that she needed to see him.
That nagging feeling that has been with her all day wouldn’t let her relax and the next thing
she knew she was pulling her jeans on and throwing on her coat over her t-shirt not bothering
to change.

“Do you want something to drink? Coffee, tea, sparkling water?” He offered as he looked at
her standing in front of him as his fingers wrapped around the glass of scotch, now chewing
her bottom lip. His eyes lingered there for a moment, before meeting her eyes but she caught
him.

She walked forward and took a seat and placed her hand on the cool stone of the island. She
pressed her lips together then looked at him. “I..uh, I wanted to check in on you.”

Malcolm found himself smile, Dani was a nurturer through and through. Once again his mind
gave him flashes of just how caring she could be, how reassuring she could be. He turned
around and grabbed a bottle of San Pelligrino and proceed to pour it into a glass and place it
in front of her. “Thanks.” He said eyes downcast, “I don’t deserve your kindness, but thank
you for thinking of me.”



She toyed with the glass in front of her and shook her head, “Don’t do that, don’t put yourself
down like that. You deserve everything.”

Oh if only she knew, if only she knew of the horrors, she wouldn’t be sitting here checking in
on him in the middle of the night from across town. She won’t be here for much longer, that
was for sure, so he allowed himself this respite, this moment of her company and this last
drink they would have together before all hell broke loose. Before he was sitting across from
her in an interrogation room again. The world had a way of tipping the scale, and she
deserved so much better.

“I’m not going to push you to talk to me, but I want to let you know that I know something is
wrong and I want to be here for you, but…” she didn’t know what to, or how to reach him are
the words left unsaid as she looked down at the tiny bubbles in the glass.

“I...have not been a good friend.” He said after a beat, which caused her to look up at him. He
scrubbed his face with his hands and then pushed his hair back. The bruise from his fall
turning darker.

There was no point in denying that he wasn’t fine, or whatever other bullshit excuses he gave
to her every time she asked him if he was ok. He chuckled, “I think I worked too hard to be
ok, to appear ok, that I can’t even tell when I’m not.” he shrugged.

She didn’t say anything as she watched him, slowly unravel a bit for her, at least he admitted
kind of, to not being ok. She took a sip of the sparkling water, letting the bubbles dance on
her tongue.

“In my dream, I saw what life would’ve been like if I never found that box. If I didn’t know
what my father was, the people I think we’d be as a family.” He started then pausing to take
another sip of the scotch, he looked at her as she listened to him intently, ready and waiting to
be his knight in shining armor with a cascading head of curls. He smiled at the image.

She knew there was more to his dream than he let on. More to what was going on with him
since Gil’s stabbing and Endicott’s disappearance. She knew everything was tied, her gut was
practically screaming at her. “Were you happy in that dream?”

Malcolm met her eyes, and that same smile he had given her at the station came lingering
back. She wondered if she was a big part of this dream. He seemed so dismissive about it she
just assumed that she played the same role she always had, just a background player to his
every day. But she couldn’t help but wonder if in this perfect dream world he had someone if
he was happier if he felt safer.

She didn’t know when it happened but she found herself wondering about Malcolm Bright,
wondering if he was okay, wondering if he had slept well the night before, wondering if he’s
had more to eat than a pack of Twizzlers. She wanted him to be happy, of course, she wanted
this for everyone, but it mattered to her that he was. When she let herself have a moment to
feel more than just the concerns of a colleague, she feels sad that his whole life was stolen
from him. He was a victim and the worst of it was that he relived it every day and she didn’t
know which was worse the way he lived or dying.



“I was.” He finally said. “I was normal, had a normal life. Slept, ate, spend time with my
family where my mother wasn’t self-medicating or drinking and she apparently made
scones.” he shrugged.

“Your mom made scones?” she asked teasingly, she could not picture Jessica Whitley
anywhere near an oven.

“I know right?” He chuckled. “Everything was so...ordinary.”

She tucked a curl behind her ear and rested her head on her palm, “so in your wildest dream
your mom makes scones and you live a normal life huh?” she smiled at him.

Malcolm always found her attractive, she was a beautiful woman. But the more he got to
know her, the more beautiful she became to him. The more important she became. He wanted
to keep her taint free of his world or at least that was the bullshit he told himself whenever
she probed for more. He told himself he was protecting her, but really he was protecting
himself. “Yea, crazy right?”

She shook her head lightly, “not really, you basically have what most people dream of. You
are already well off so no need to think of that, you dreamt of what most people have but you
don’t. Seems legit to me.” she shrugged gently. “What...about someone in your life?” She
wanted to know if Eve was there if his mind conjured her back to life.

His cool eyes bore into her, she felt herself get that shiver down her spine. His smile told her
that there was someone special because that was also what most people dreamt of, having
someone you can wholly be yourself with, someone to come home to, someone to trust, and
love. Malcolm swallowed another gulp of his drink and contemplated a refill. He knew his
time with her was very quickly coming to a close, and he wanted to tell her everything, he
wanted to be here like this with her.

“We all want someone who understands us.” He simply answered. “So naturally, in my dream
world, I was with someone who understands me the best.”

She didn’t want to know more and yet she did. She found herself scolding herself for even
thinking this way, for feeling...jealous of a fictitious woman in his mind that he could talk to.
Again she didn’t know when it happened but Malcolm Bright broke through the cracks of the
wall she had around her heart for protection. Admitting she was attracted to him took her a
minute, she denied it to herself in the bathroom mirror. Eventually owning up to it and then
rationalizing that he was attractive cause his mind was, he was brilliant at what he did albeit a
bit intense. Then came the desire to run her fingers through his hair or to look him in the eyes
and tell him he was worth it, or to touch him the way she had earlier tonight without guise.

All of this scared her shitless, but what scared her the most is how much she trusted him
despite his tendencies to keep things from her and even there she rationalized, she wasn’t his
girlfriend or wife, he didn’t owe her anything more than he felt was necessary. His mother
had dubbed her his closest friend, and she realized that he was hers. “I’m glad.”

“You want to know what she was like.” He simply stated reading her body language. He
found the situation almost light-hearted given the fact that just a couple of hours ago his sister



had told him she lost her shit again. He couldn’t be selfish in his dream, he had to leave, he
had to live to be here in this moment and so he let himself have a little bit more of this
moment.

Dani scrunched her face, “I guess, I’m curious. Was she like Eve?” They didn’t speak much
about the woman who came in like a whirlwind, who was connected to his biggest trauma,
the one who became a casualty in his life. She watched as his smile faltered a bit, “sorry, that
was stupid...I mean...I just thought she could be there.”

Malcolm realized while the girl in the box had such an impact on his life, that the remorse he
felt in losing Eve came more from the guilt of association, of being part of the reason her life
was altered and cut short. He did enjoy his time with Eve but it wasn’t love, at least he didn’t
think so. The mundane comfort and closeness all felt insincere. He felt more from his dream
Dani than real-life Eve. It wasn’t lost on him that once upon a time, his subconscious told
him that Eve wasn’t someone he could take at face value, that he didn’t trust her. While Dani
was someone he could be his barest self with, his subconscious trusted Dani more than
anyone. And the simple fact that with everything that has happened since her death he
actually hadn’t thought about Eve and that brought another wave of remorse.

“It wasn’t her and it’s ok. It makes sense.” He shrugged softly.

Dani winced inwardly, it was tactless of her, “Sorry…”

“Don’t be.” He said quickly brushing it away.

She knit her brows together and cleared her throat, “so what was the complicated part of the
dream process that made me different but not? Come on bore me Sherlock Freud.” She was
curious and fuck it she was here pushing him already at two in the morning, she might as
well hear it.

Malcolm actually laughed softly at this, then sincerely said, “In this world, this imagined
world we were all lighter, the things that weigh us down didn’t exist so you were you but not
you. You were you in all the ways it matters. Always having my back and encouraging me to
be kinder to myself.”

Dani smiled, it was good to know that in his mind he wanted them to be okay as much as she
wanted him to be ok. That his mind had a clear and affectionate image of her. She didn’t want
to admit it, but it mattered that he saw her as someone who was good. “Well maybe you
should listen to the Dani in your head, she sounds like she knows what she is talking about.”

“And we don’t keep secrets from each other.”

Malcolm nodded at her, “yea…”

Dani felt the shift, he was retreating and she couldn’t let him, not yet. “Bright?”

“Would you still be here if you found out I did something horrible?” he asked softly his eyes
on his hands, his mind replaying the disembodiment of Endicott.



Dani sat up straight, “what do you mean?” her heart did that jump it did whenever it was
scared. What could he have done? But there was something definitely and her gut was
screaming at her now. “Like what?”

He bit his bottom lip and nodded, there was no way he could save them if he didn’t open up
now if he didn’t tell her. But there was a part of him that needed her to know that he cared
about her, or was that just leverage? He didn’t know and the tremor in his hand came on full
force.

Dani watched his hand and then watched him fist it in a tight grip to make it stop. She stood
and made her way to his side, placing a hand over his. “Malcolm…” she didn’t call him by
his first name often, actually she didn’t know when it started but it was reserved for when
they were alone...she hoped he would understand that she meant well.

“It was you in the dream…” he whispered as he met her eyes.

Dani found herself to be confused, it was her in the dream? He read her and simply
continued, “you asked me if I had someone in my life, the person who I had in my dream life
was...you.”

Realization flooded her, and she felt breathless, a simple “oh” left her and she just stared at
the endless depth of his eyes. They were also her favorite, so bright and intense, and yet held
so much darkness behind them.

Malcolm reached out with his left hand and brush a curl behind her ear, letting his fingers
ghost over the shell of her ear then down the side of her jaw. He swallowed and continued,
“you were here, sleeping in my bed, we woke up together, we had morning coffee together.
We had routines. It was all so normal and...beautiful.”

Dani couldn’t move, she couldn’t look away from his eyes, his touch igniting something
completely different in her belly, she felt hot. She parted her lips and licked the bottom one,
and Malcolm’s eyes were instantly on them.

“In my dream, I got to touch you, I got to kiss you, feel you.”

His hand made its way to the back of her neck, his eyes clouded over and she watched in
fascination as he decided if he’d cross the line, the anticipation making her dizzy, and making
her realize just how much she wanted him to cross the line.

“We were partners in every sense, we belonged to each other completely…”

She couldn’t wait and just when she thought she’d have to make the move, he met her
halfway with such force, her mouth opening to him completely, as he took his now very
steady hand to rest on her waist, to pull her against him, one of her hands closed around his
wrist that held the back of her neck and the other going to cup the side of his face.

With each brush of her lips, Malcolm forgot who he was. He was so thankful at this moment
that she wanted him, and the realization that she won’t once he told her everything urged



them to hold her tighter. He selfishly, greedily let his tongue taste every bit of her, the
coolness of the sparkling water a sensation as she met his stroke for stroke.

Freud had said that “we choose not randomly each other. We meet only those who already
exist in our subconscious. In the small matters trust the mind, in the large ones the heart.”

His heart belonged to Dani a long time ago, now he just had to have the courage to be the
man she thought he was and survive her walking away from him, as much as he thought this
was for the best, that was before he kissed Dani Powell for real.



Chapter 3
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She had him pressed up against the kitchen counter, he pulled her in, claiming her mouth
again, hungry and intense, until her knees gave in just a bit. He needed her to remember this,
so he kissed her fiercely, let his tongue tell her everything that he wouldn’t be able to once
actual words left his mouth. He needed her to know that she was important and he dreamt of
her.

Time stopped for Malcolm, or at the very least he wanted it to as they stood glued to one
another. Being here, being able to kiss her and touch but for real this time sent explosions
through his brain, his heart was racing and with every meeting of her lips to his, he couldn’t
believe she was kissing him back, that maybe she felt a little bit of what he felt for her.

Heat rose from Dani’s stomach to her chest and spread freely across her skin, her coat which
she had kept on due to the fact that she was almost always cold, probably a mental smudge
from her addiction. But right now it was capturing the warmth, and she felt like she was in a
furnace. She let her hand gently yet firmly grasp at Malcolm’s hair, she needed to breathe but
she didn’t know how to stop. After a beat she finally let him go and pushed the coat off her
shoulders, instantly finding Malcolm’s lips again, he became aware of her fingers, they had
already slipped under his shirt, his skin smooth and radiating heat under her touch. Her cool
hands were a welcome relief against his burning skin.

He knew he had to stop, he knew he couldn’t let this go any further. But his whole body was
tingling, he felt like he was drowning and she was his lifeline. It wasn’t far from the truth
really. Throughout the months after Endicott and Eve and a global pandemic, it was her that
kept him balanced. A text here, a call there, checking in, asking if he needed anything. While
the world fell apart she kept him together.

He pulled away cupping her face, heads pressed together as they took a moment to catch their
breaths, she was beautiful with flushed cheeks and full lips a shade or two pinker than
normal. He locked this image away in his mind for safekeeping. Her hands rested on his
chest, fisting his t-shirt in her grip, no doubt she could feel it pounding away.

“Dani…” He whispered her name, already itching to capture her lips again. He was baffled
by the knowledge that this amazing woman who knew almost all his issues wanted him, that



he was a fool for not thinking it possible before.

“Malcolm…” her breathy call of his name, broke his resolve again and he leaned forward to
capture her lips in a few quick and hard kisses.

“We need to talk…” he said softly, pulling away.

“We are talking…kind, of,” she said as she trailed kisses down his jaw. He closed his eyes to
hold himself together. It was amazing how high his pain threshold was but her kissing him
was basically short-circuiting his brain and all he wanted to do was lose control.

Malcolm chuckled softly, under normal circumstances this moment would be sweet,
endearing but he knew that once he told her everything that she wouldn’t feel the same way.
His hand was in her hair the other on her hip as she tried to get closer and god did he want to
get closer. “I need to tell you something, well a lot of things.”

Dani let loose an exasperated sigh with a smile pulling at her lips. “You know your timing for
things is terrible, I have been trying to talk to you for months now.”

Malcolm laughed softly, “I did always have terrible timing,” he moved the hand in her hair to
meet her hand over his chest. Letting himself have another second of just holding her close.

Dani leaned forward and tried to catch his eye. “Malcolm?”

He licked his bottom lip and inhaled, “when I tell you what I am about to tell you, this
moment will be over. And I’m just bracing for it. But I also know that if I don’t tell you,
whatever we just started right now won’t stand a chance…and I really hope there is a
chance,” He spoke mostly to himself really. “You’d hate me...if this continued further than
where we are now.”

“I...I could never hate you.” She said letting her hand caress the side of his face, eyes soft.
His mind showed him an image of her looking at him just as she was now where she said he
was the best person she knew.

He looked down at her and the weight of his mistakes really hit him. The weight of his self-
centered loathing hit him, he had missed his chance with her without realizing he had a
chance. He had become someone who kept secrets and made calls all in the name of family
and protecting those he loved, all the excuses that his father used.

He sighed and pulled away from her, the confusion already making its way onto her face. She
watched him as he scrubbed at his face, that feeling was coming back again that something
was really wrong. She reached out and touched his arm, “Hey, talk to me. I’m here no matter
what it is.”

“That’s just it, you won’t be here once I tell you.” He said, his voice going up an octave.
“Dani...I fucked up. I fucked up bad.”

There were moments in her life that she felt real fear, like when she was ODing there was a
moment where she thought it was all over, and honestly in her short time with Malcolm she



was always worried for him but the look in his eyes right now told her that he was scared,
whatever it was, was really bad, and that fear came crashing down on her. She waited for him
to tell her more.

“Earlier today, when you asked me what was the family ambush about, I couldn’t tell you
because there is a bigger part of the story.” He started.

She nodded and simply urged him to continue. She knew how complicated the Whitley
family was, and how much it affected him. Maybe talking about it would help him be less on
edge.

“When you and JT left to get the warrant for Endicott, the reason he wasn’t there was
because he was at my mother’s house. I got a text from Ainsley telling me to come home
right away,” He looked at her, she was listening intently, her brows knitted together trying to
piece together the events as he spoke.

“When I got there, Ainsley was visibly scared, but I kept my cool even though just looking at
him made my blood boil, I told him that Major Crimes was acquiring a warrant for his house
and office along with the secret offices. He was calm, he told me those warrants won’t
amount to much as he proceeded to make himself comfortable in our home, pouring himself a
drink. It’s as if he owned the place and us,” Malcolm tightened his hand to stop the tremor,
this time from anger.

Dani waited, but her own anger was rising, the man who probably hurt countless people just
cause he could and people were scared of, the man who hurt Gil.

“I mentioned that he had Gil stabbed, to which he casually mentioned that it was his assistant
Aaron who had done that, that he was an expendable part of the organization, an organization
that was otherwise clean. That Aaron must’ve known that his misdeed would catch up with
him. He was going to pin everything on another expandable member who apparently killed
himself just hours ago in remorse.”

She could hear the anger behind his voice that he tried to keep calm, but his body language
was saying something completely different. He ran his hand through his hair and continued.

“Just like he made it seem like I killed Eve’s killer, it was just that simple the level and extent
of his power. My father scared me cause I was a child and he was someone I thought was
supposed to be good. But Endicott, he was a different animal and now I understood to the full
extent why even my father was afraid of him. I was so focused on him that I didn’t think
about Ainsley for a second.”

His hand was shaking almost uncontrollably now, Dani wanted to reach out to him, but she
also didn’t know if she should touch him even though just moments ago she couldn’t keep
her hands off him, the shift already an almost painful reminder on her skin.

“She challenged him saying he couldn’t keep silencing people, and he calmly told her that he
could. The anger, the desperation caught up with me and I pulled a gun on him.”



Dani’s sharp intake of breath made him look at her, she had no idea what was coming, how
would she look at him after he wondered?

“I listed for him all his crimes just against us, Eve, Gil, and who knows what else, and at that
moment Dani I really thought he deserved to die. I told him as much.” His mind flashed
again to his father saying they were the same, that at that moment he almost believed it, that
he was capable of it. His voice dropped to a whisper, “I believed that I was indeed my
father’s son.”

Dani turned away from him for a second, her head was swimming, is that what he really
thought of himself? She knew he had to struggle with the knowledge that maybe there was
some darkness in him that Martin Whitley instilled, she saw as much on their first case
together when he confessed who he was when he thought he deserved all the pain, to die. It
was the moment she unknowingly decided to protect him, to remind him that his life had
value and meaning.

Dani remembered lying there on that sticky club floor as strangers surrounded her, she
remembered feeling so ashamed and actually glad that her father wasn’t there to see this. She
remembered that feeling of flying and not caring about all the horrible things that have
happened to her but at that moment she came crashing down there was a moment of lucidness
where she realized how badly she wanted to live. Seeing Malcolm be so full of angst that he
was ready to throw it all away reminded her of that moment.

Seeing him now, she was angry and her heart hurt for him but also she already knew where
this story was headed and her mind battled with her heart. Her head told her that she needed
to be objective, her heart asked her what would she have done? Didn’t she find herself in a
similar situation the night that someone violated her body without her permission? Didn’t she
think she was capable of killing that man? Didn’t she feel hate?

She pressed her lips together and turned back to him, signaling for him to continue. She
couldn’t make up her mind until he got to the end. She tried to live as fairly as she possibly
could, given the blurred lines of her job. She knew there were double standards, she was a
black woman in America. She knew all too well where she stood, so seeing things as clear as
possible is what she prided herself in.

The law wasn’t black and white, or rather, it was too black and white, case in point would be
what was happening to JT.

“He taunted me that I couldn’t go through with it, humiliated my mother, but I couldn’t do it,
Dani, he was right I couldn’t pull the trigger. I told him I would find the evidence, and that
I’d arrest him.” Malcolm said a tremor in his voice and then he scoffed, “he looked at me
incredulously, and simply said I won’t find anything, that he owned the whole system and I
knew that he did.
He said he could do anything he wanted, his own grandiose coming through the charade he
had on most of the time and then…”

Dani waited with bated breath, he said he couldn’t do it, and she believed that he couldn’t no
matter how much he got into the killer’s head, he wasn’t a killer. She knew this, half the
reason she thought he was good for Eve’s killer was that she was following the evidence in



black and white and because she was angry. She was angry he got himself into a situation like
this, but there was the other half of her that didn’t believe him to be a killer, capable in
theory, yes, but he didn’t have the heart to.

His eyes teared up, closing his eyes as he tightened his grip on the countertop. Her own hands
trembled to reach out to him, but she couldn’t bring herself to move. The part of herself that
kept her together and strong wouldn’t let her move, not until it assessed the danger. The lump
in her throat, the drumming of her heart, her own eyes tearing up at the internal battle that
was happening. Her head screamed betrayal, while her heart yelled back that it understood
why. She cleared her throat and hoarsely whispered, “what happened next?”

Malcolm didn’t turn to look at her, “Ainsley, she uh, she had a psychotic break, induced by
stress...she grabbed a knife, and...and...came up behind him, and slit his throat...it happened
so quickly, and I couldn’t stop her...I couldn’t protect her…” the tear ran freely down his
face.

Dani’s heart sank because even before she asked the question she knew the answer. “Bright,
what happened to Endicott’s body? How did he end up on the other side of the world?” She
needed to call him Bright to have the boundary because she couldn’t call him Malcolm, not
now.

This time he did look at her, his own heartbreaking at the tears that ran down her face as she
bit the side of her cheek to keep herself in check or as much as she could, her knuckles white
from the fist that rested on top of his kitchen island. “I had to protect her Dani...she couldn’t
remember what she had done and to protect her I did what I had to do. I couldn’t lose her too
Dani…”

He pleaded, he hoped that she would understand, that there was a part of her that would get
that losing another person would’ve destroyed him or he thought at that time. “I...I took care
of the body,” he closed his eyes as he pushed the grotesque images behind his eyes away, “I
got rid of it and told Ainsley that I did it. That I killed him.”

Dani scoffed as she strode away from the island and paced, her hands in her hair then running
down to cover her mouth. A flood broke loose in her, “what the fuck Bright?!” she couldn’t
stand still, but she couldn’t walk away. She felt trapped, she felt trapped by her obligation to
her oath, but she also felt trapped by her feeling for him.

She bit down hard on her lip, “You sat right there and promised that I could trust you.” she
said as she pointed at the kitchen island where he had sat the night they decided to become
friends. “Why didn’t you call me?”

Malcolm licked his lip and shook his head, she was right, he did let her down. “I’m so sorry
Dani...I just didn’t…” think? Didn’t know what to do but cover it all up and take it on
himself.

“Fuck Bright! Fuck! Do you understand what you did? You could’ve gotten her help, anyone
would’ve understood, we could’ve helped you. I would have helped you!” she spoke loudly,
though she felt like the words were catching in her throat. Then she stopped and looked at
him and shook her head.



He didn’t try to reach out to her, didn’t try to comfort her. He just stood with his head bowed
in shame, not only for what he did but also for hurting her like this. She laughed a cold laugh,
his eyes peeked at her, “I feel so stupid…”

“Dani…”

She held a hand up to stop him. “You want to know what the really fucked thing is? I get it, I
wanted the son of a bitch dead too. He almost took someone who means a lot to me, someone
who saved my life. So yea Bright I would’ve helped you. What hurts more than knowing you
did what you did is that you lied to me for months. I knew something was wrong…”

She angrily wiped at her tears that wouldn’t stop, her heart was breaking with each beat. She
swallowed and took a breath that actually hurt. She grabbed her coat off the floor, her mind
flashing to the way his lips had moved over her, the way his hands felt around her body, the
way she felt seen and safe in his arms. Standing quickly she looked at him. “I can’t be here
right now.”

He knew the moment he told her everything that she would leave, that he would lose her. But
seeing it happen, watching her cry for him because he caused her pain, he could've never
guessed the actual physical pain that would cause him. And he didn’t even tell her about
Ainsley tonight. He had to finish this, open this box of secrets.

“Dani...I think Ainsley might have hurt someone else tonight…she blacked out again. I came
home to tell her the truth, to stop gaslighting her and actually get her help, but she was
covered in blood...”

Dani turned to look at him, her anger now taking face, “did you...?”

Malcolm looked her in the eyes, “No, I decided to tell you everything before we head in.
Before you showed up, I was working up the courage to call Gil. I think we-you need to
check in on Ramon Vieja.”

“You are unbelievable.” She said as she pulled her phone out of her pocket, the Whitley’s
were cursed, they had to be for this much suffering and darkness to surround them. She
wiped at her nose with the back of her hand and cleared her throat, “this is detective Dani
Powell, I need a 10-78 at 45th and Park, Ramone Vieja. I’ll meet you there in 15.”

She turned to him and couldn’t say anything more as she walked towards the door. She
hesitated a moment, her fingers lingering on the door handle. She wanted so much for all this
to be a horrible nightmare, she wanted to wake up and just find him standing across from her,
she wanted to go back to 45 minutes ago when they sat and bantered as they always did. But
then again she pushed for the answers, her quest for the truth led her here countless times and
tonight he gave in.

She heard him move up behind her, still not daring to touch her, but she felt him nonetheless.
His touch now a phantom sensation on her skin. She sniffed and swallowed the lump in her
throat. “Call Gil, he deserves to hear this from you one on one...then call your lawyers and I
really hope that your mother wasn’t involved”



“She didn’t know anything, she figured it out and asked me to tell the truth.” He said softly,
he watched her head bop once, and then she was turning the handle.

There were no words of comfort he could offer, there was nothing he could offer her. He was
a fool for thinking otherwise. And just for a moment, he wished he’d stayed for her in his
mind.

Freud said, “We are never so defenseless against suffering as when we love.” Suffering is
real, that is why he chose to stay in this state of mind, it allowed him to put others first, it
helped him to repent for the sins of his father, it let him know that he was real, but never has
it hurt as much and as raw as watching her walk out his door. He just hoped there was a
chance, a chance that she could forgive him, he didn't dare hope for anything more.



Chapter 4

Chapter Notes

Some more angst for you guys, this will be focused mostly just the thoughts going
through the heads of Dani and Malcolm while I build the story of Ainsley. A true WIP.

Thank you for reading! <3

Dani rushed out into the cold night air and took a deep breath, she felt sick, her stomach
turned not because of the idea of what she could only imagine Bright had done to Endicott’s
body but more from the shock and betrayal of the whole situation. She ran to her car and
pulled down the mirror to check her face. The last thing she needed was to show up to a
possible crime scene looking like a hot mess.

Her eyes stung and her insides felt twisted because she was so angry, so utterly sad, she
hadn’t felt this kind of anger laced with sadness for a long time. Sure she was angry with
cases and suspects, but it had been a long time since someone who she cared about, someone
she let into her life, had disappointed her like this, instantly reminding her that, it was the
reason why she kept people out and her circle small.

Pulling up to the midtown building she saw the uniforms that were waiting for her, she
managed a quick text to JT and Gil and nodded for them to head up to Ramone Vieja’s
building. Anytime they walked into a crime scene she mentally prepared herself for what was
to come, but this felt different. One of the Unis already cleared things with the concierge as to
their visit, and watched as the night guard scrabbled to no doubt call Vieja. She wondered
how Ainsley could've come and gone without anyone seeing her or suspecting anything.

Ramon Vieja both lived and worked out of this building that he owned, though he also had a
townhouse in the upper east side that they would have to check out too if this wasn’t the
scene of the crime. When they got to the top floor which acted as his apartment, it was odd
that not one assistant was there to greet them. That lump in her throat is growing even bigger
now. They walked into the pristine penthouse apartment that overlooked the city and nothing
seemed out of place, not even a sign of struggle.

“Mr. Vieja? Are you home?” she called.

After what seemed like a suspenseful minute, Ramone Vieja walked around the corner with a
glass of amber liquid in his hand. With brows raised, he spread his arms out, “to what do I
owe this very late and unexpected visit? I was told the murderer was found.”



Dani stared at him, so if not Ramone, whose blood was Ainsley covered in when she went to
Bright, and she couldn’t help but wonder if he had lied to her again. “Sorry to disturb you, we
got a tip that you may have been compromised.”

Vieja just smiled and shrugged, “as you can see, I am perfectly fine.” taking a sip of his
drinks and pointing at the three officers at her back he said, “if there is nothing else, I would
very much like to get to bed.”

Dani nodded, “of course, sorry for bothering you. Have a good night.” She said as she turned
to leave, from the corner of her eyes she saw the smile on his face. Sometimes she really
disliked people like him. Rolling her eyes, she ushered the other officers out. That unsettling
feeling growing in her stomach and as she wondered what the fuck was going on.

When they got to the lobby, she apologized, “sorry guys, false alarm.” as she said goodbye
her phone went off, it was JT.

“What’s up JT?” she answered exhausted by the events of the day and night.

“Powell, what the hell is going on? You know that I have a newborn right?” JT asked, clearly
irritated and she got why. With everything going on, the last thing he needed to lose sleep
over was some Whitley family bullshit.

“Yea, uh, sorry. I got a tip and had to follow through. But Vieja is fine...” She said as she
leaned against her car, dropping her head onto her arm that rested on the roof of the car.
“Have you heard from Gil yet?”

There was a pause, then, “no I can’t get through, his phone is off or something. Should I be
worried?”

Dani sighed, not sure what to say, “I think you should get some sleep for now. Give that
beautiful baby a kiss and see you in a few hours. Believe me, you’re gonna need it.”

“Dani…, what’s going on?” His voice was softer now, she could hear the concern rolling off
the words.

She pressed her lips together as she felt that familiar sting at her eyes, “Everything JT, but
like I said you’ll find out soon enough. But I’m not gonna lie, this is gonna be a hard one.
Goodnight.”

She didn’t wait for him to reply back cause she needed to hang up and get in her car and let
the tears flow. She was now angry because she was crying for what she couldn’t even keep
track of, she had made a promise to only cry for things that mattered because if she didn’t
then she’d never be done. She hit the steering wheel a few times and just let everything out.

II

Gil sat across from Malcolm who sat with his head in his hands. His face was hard and worn.
This job meant odd hours, they chased leads at all hours of day and night. He wasn’t
surprised to get the call from Malcolm at almost 2:30 in the morning, if he were being honest



he was almost expecting it after this case. He saw how shaken he was, and how he avoided
Dani during his statement. He had figured that something was going on with him, and as
Dani had been telling him he was acting more “Bright” than usual.

Gil’s own mind was a mess with the recent events, getting stabbed, physio, getting back on
the job, Jessica pulling away from him and his guilt over if he was doing right by Jackie. He
almost welcomed the call which would ask him to come over and share a drink or two with
his pseudo son. Touch base and maybe get back on track as much as they could.

There was no lie that he cared deeply for Malcolm and Jessica, Ainsley as well, though they
were never as close, he tolerated her journalistic pushiness as a courtesy to the other two
members of her family with whom he formed a bond. She was sweet enough he had always
thought. She was Harmless...

However, what he wasn’t expecting to come over to find is that the kid he tried so hard to
steer in the right direction even though he was highly damaged by what his father had done
would end up following the same footsteps. Martin Whitly was cancer and he was destroying
his family even from afar after all these years, no one was left unscathed it seemed. Gil
scrubbed his jaw and looked down at the drink that sat with a bloody shirt in the evidence bag
in front of him.

From the corner of his eyes, he saw Bright’s hand shaking uncontrollably, and he wondered
how he managed to cut up a body and dispose of it with that hand. He had to wonder if there
was a part of him that enjoyed it and the thought scared him. He was more disappointed than
angry, but he also understood the situation, in his time as a cop, he’s met a lot of people who
got away with a lot of things, and those stayed with him, built him up to work harder, but
there were times when he wished he could do more when even the law was bent in their
favor. He was torn because he wanted to hurt Endicott too if he were being honest.

The ping from his phone made him pick it up, it was Dani letting him know Ramone Vieja
was alive and well. Which brought another unsettling feeling to the pit of his stomach. “Vieja
is fine.”

Malcolm’s head snapped up to look at Gil, confusion laced within their depths.
“...but...how?...Ainsley, she said that’s where she went.”

“Malcolm, we need to bring her in for questioning.” He said as he stood, grabbing the
evidence bag on the way up. “You need to prepare your mother for what’s next.”

Malcolm looked at him, “Gil, she won’t survive another media circus, this will destroy them.
I know I am not in any position to ask this but please let me bring Ainsley in.”

Gil looked down at him, Dani had said he was soft when it came to the Whitlys that his
judgment gets compromised, and he knew she was right because he couldn’t help but feel
indebted to the now man before him, the little kid who saved his life, the little kid who
crawled inside of his heart and looked for safety. Because he felt the need to protect the
woman who stood strong in her designer shoes but when he looked into her eyes he saw just
how lonely she really was. They were he realized like family, and you do what you can for
family.



Gil sighed, “I’ll go with you, I think we need to handle this as close to the books as possible,”
he said, his eyes conveying that they would be watched, the credibility of his team was on the
line.

Malcolm’s eyes softened with appreciation. He rushed to throw on a sweater and shoes. They
were out his door 10 minutes later. Gil contemplated telling Dani to meet them there, but then
he thought against it. It’s best to give her space, for now, to come to terms with things.

II

Having lived through Martin, Jessica didn’t think there was anything that could break her.
Her top priority, the well-being of her children, and fighting to live on with her head held
high because she didn’t do anything wrong, god damn it, other than loving the wrong man.
And what woman hasn’t at some point been let down by a man?

What she didn’t expect was getting a call from her son in regards to her daughter who killed a
man in cold blood it seemed yet again. God damn Martin Whitley. She needed to save her
children, she needed to protect them, because she had failed to do so back then. Because her
choice of a partner was all wrong and they were paying the price. Her choices, she chose to
get close to Endicott, she chose to bring that man into their lives, she set this whole thing in
motion. She gulped down the single malt scotch and was about to reach for another when she
heard the footsteps in the foyer.

She felt guilty about Gil already and now he must really think they were cursed.

Ainsley looked at Gil then at Malcolm, a flash of betrayal in her eyes. “Mal, what’s going
on?”

“Ains, I need you to tell me exactly what happened tonight, walk me through it again,”
Malcolm said as he grasped her arms to pull her down on the settee. His eyes were frantic to
capture any micro expression he might have missed earlier.

Her brows knitted together, and she looked down at the carpet, her eyes flashing back to the
blood and Endicotts body, she gasped and pulled away from Malcolm. “I...I killed him...oh
my god…”

Jessica moved forward to grab hold of Ainsley when Malcolm shouted for her not to. That
she was going through another breakdown, she watched as Ainsely’s eyes moved quickly
across the floor of her sitting room.

Malcolm looked at Gil and then at his mother, “she’s going through an episode, very well
could be hallucinating.” They needed to take the next few steps carefully. He slowly
approached his sister, “Ains, I’m going to help you. But you have to tell me what is
happening.”

Ainsley’s hands shook, “he was threatening us, I had to do it. I had to do it.” She was reliving
the night of Endicott's murder, but the bigger question was whose blood was on her tonight.



Malcolm took her hands in his and nodded at her, “it’s going to be ok.” His eyes drifted to Gil
who looked just as conflicted by the scene as he felt. “Mother call Dr. Bedford, and probably
a good idea to call for counsel as well. Gil knows everything.”

Jessica looked at Gil who looked at her, and of course, the man had sympathy for her in his
eyes. She swallowed and quickly moved to make the calls.

Gil watched as 20 years later in the same house this family who tried so hard to build a life
and pick up the pieces after Martin Whitly fell apart again. His heart ached and the dilemma
of wanting to protect them even stronger now, battling his oath.

II

Malcolm tried to catch her eyes as she stood looking out of the windows of the conference
room, with arms crossed and a stoic face in place, she was protecting herself from him. He
dropped his gaze and looked at his hands. His head was pounding, his body felt battered at
this point, the soreness making itself known. His lawyer had advised against him seeking her
out, but he couldn’t help it, he needed to see her. Even though he knew she was listening in
when he gave his statement.

Ainsley was currently being interviewed by a criminal psychologist along with the presence
of Dr. Bedford, the army of lawyers his mother had on speed dial already working on a
defense for her, while major crimes worked on trying to figure out whose blood exactly was
on Ainsley’s shirt. He was currently out on bail.

In this room, they shared so many moments. And now this was where they might end the
friend and partnership that took careful bricks to build. He wanted to reach out to her, he
wanted to get down on his knees and apologize to her. There was nothing he could say that
would ever make any of this easy or ok really and he knew that. He didn't know how to bring
them back from this.

“I guess you’re free to go?” she finally softly said, she didn’t turn to look at him.

Malcolm swallowed and nodded even though she couldn’t see him. “Yea, for now.”

“You shouldn’t be talking to me…” it was simply a statement of where they stood on the
sides of the law now. Yet it shattered him even more. Talking to her was one of the only
things in his life that brought him any peace, that he enjoyed.

“It wouldn’t matter, you know everything” he simply said, he watched her flinch just a bit at
that. He was too late but she did know everything now.

Dani chewed the inside of her lip, did she know everything now? How could she ever know
for sure? And those were words that stumbled out of her before she could stop herself. “Do I?
How can I ever know for sure?”

That hurt more than falling down an elevator shaft. That hurt more than breaking his own
hand, getting stabbed, or living with the knowledge that his father tried to kill him as a child.
The way her voice broke, the way he could feel a distance between them broke him. He knew



he had no right to ask for her trust, or even hope for it but the human mind and heart worked
on delusions for self-preservation and at this moment all he wanted was for her to look at
him.

But she softly asked, “Is that why you kissed me tonight? Was it just to soften the blow?” She
didn’t actually think he was that manipulative but then again she didn’t know he could
dismember a body and ship it off to Estonia. Everything felt wrong, but the worst of all was
the idea that he only kissed her to confuse her. He was a profiler, after all, she was sure even
though she tried hard not to give away her feelings that he saw it.

His eyes quivered with emotion, is that what it came down to?! Did she really think that he’d
be so low, that he was so calculating? Hadn’t he warned her that they shouldn’t go any
further? Was everything he said a lie to her now? the dark part of his mind asked "but didn't
you wonder if it was leverage too?" He shook his head, no, what he felt for her was real, no
leverage or manipulations. He...he wasn't like his father in this regard.

“I know...I don’t have a right to say this, but believe when I say that what happened between
us tonight, was real it was probably the most real anything has felt in a long time. Dani being
with you...that’s all I think about, dream about.” He hoarsely whispered, swallowing the lump
in his throat as his eyes stung. “I know I don’t deserve you, but I want you nonetheless.”

Dani turned to look at him, her own eyes full of emotions now. She wanted to hate him, she
really did, she wanted to break him like he was breaking her, but she also wanted to believe
him.

“I told you once that I can’t be fixed, but you said you didn’t think that was true...the thing is
I started to believe you, I started to believe that I could be better because you were here. I
know I fucked things up, I know I broke your trust, but please believe this.” He couldn’t hold
back the tears as they fell freely and quickly down his cheek.

She stood digging her fists into her arms, she felt so weak and disgusted with herself for
wanting to run to him, to embrace him. What kind of a woman was she?! She stared down at
the rings that were digging into her skin. He was supposed to be one of them. “I can’t do this
with you...I don’t know…” what’s real, what was a lie if everything was.

“What’s real is how I feel for you, Dani…” He whispered before turning slowly to leave,
taking one last glance at her, he walked out.

Jessica watched her son walk away from what she presumed up until now was his best friend,
but tonight she realized that Dani Powell meant more to him than she previously thought. She
pressed her lips together. She was a failure as a mother. Her fingers covered her lips, her own
eyes watering as she watched her son’s defeated departure.

Freud said "Life, as we find it, is too hard for us; it brings us too many pains,
disappointments, and impossible tasks. In order to bear it, we cannot dispense with palliative
measures… There are perhaps three such measures: powerful deflections, which cause us to
make light of our misery; substitutive satisfactions, which diminish it; and intoxicating
substances, which make us insensible to it." They did what they could to cope, and were all to
familiar with the measures they had to take in order to exist in their reality.





Chapter 5

Chapter Notes
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Jessica watched her son walk away from what she presumed up until now was his best friend,
but tonight she realized that Dani Powell meant more to him than she realized. She pressed
her lips together. She was a failure as a mother. Her fingers covered her lips, her own eyes
watering as she watched her son’s defeated departure.

It was Gil’s hand on her shoulder that made her turn around to face him. “Gil...what am I
going to do?”

Gil ushered her into his office, closing the door behind him. He looked at her, Jessica was a
strong woman, he knew this much from all that she endured after Martin. But even for the
strongest of people what was happening now could not be easy, knowing that your children
were wrapped up in murder just like their father, whatever the circumstances. He stepped up
to her letting his hands fall on her arms to comfort her, as he has done countless times in the
past. “I don’t know what will happen, but you’ll get through this.”

Jessica shook her head, “Gil, I had no idea...I worried so much about Malcolm, that I didn’t
even notice her, she was the normal one. God, what a terrible thing to say...I...I made things
worse. I...you got hurt because of me, and they keep getting hurt.”

Gil pulled her into his arms, he cared deeply for this woman. Spending time with Malcolm
brought her into his orbit and he did try to fight the attraction, the way he felt about her, and
for a time he did, when he met Jackie.

As he admitted to her he had a whole wonderful life with Jackie. But that pull never went
away, while her persona of a socialite the daughter of a billionaire, the air of pretentious
never really existed between them, because he knew that wasn’t who she was, not really.
Initially, maybe he wanted to pull her out of the cold of the loneliness she experienced not
just from the betrayal of someone who she chose to be her life partner but also those who
were supposed to be her family and friends.



When she admitted that she may have felt the same as he did, it broke his heart to know that
she didn’t take a chance because she thought she wasn’t worthy. Did he think that maybe he
wasn’t good enough for her? Yeah, the thought crossed his mind, because he was human, and
wanting someone sometimes brought out the best and worst in people. It was ironic that
technically they raised Malcolm together but apart, that he felt so invested in his life as if he
were his own. Maybe in another life.

He sat her down on the couch, sitting down beside her, her eyes found a spot on the floor to
look at. “I didn’t see it until tonight how much she means to him,” she whispered softly. “I
know he confided in her, that she has been there for him. But I’ve never seen him like this.
He’s in love with her isn’t he?”

Gil sighed, he knew from the moment he saw their dynamic that it would be the kind of love
story that tore at your soul. “yeah well you Whitlys have a way of worming your way into
people's hearts. I knew that was bound to happen. Dani...she needs time with these kinds of
things, she’s young and lived too rough. She cares for him deeply, they will get through it.”

“Will they?” Jessica turned to look at him, her eyes not quite believing him, “we know better,
those are words for romantics and ignorant people. We know there are some things we can't
come back from. To think otherwise is delusional.”

Jessica didn’t have it in her to live in delusions, didn’t have the luxury really. While she could
buy, own anything she wanted, what she couldn’t own was what people thought about her,
how they saw her and her family, so she chose to rise above it but the insecurity lingered in
the shadows of her mind.

“You don’t believe that…” he said softly, taking her hand and making her look at him. “He
will be ok, so will she, they will get through it if they are willing. I’m not gonna lie Jessica
this is not gonna be easy for Malcolm, even if we can prove that Endicott was corrupt,
Malcolm’s actions cannot really be justified beyond that he was protecting Ainsley. This
could possibly end his time with the NYPD, but it will not end how Dani feels about him, not
if I’m right about the two of them.”

Jessica scoffed softly, “Was that supposed to make me feel better?” it was meant without
malice, if there was one person who could read her or learned to do it was Gil Arroyo.

“Yes, because as you said we don’t live in romantic delusions...no matter how much we’d
like to. He told her first Jess, because she is important and she is angry right now because he
is just as important to her.” Gil said, giving her hand a squeeze. “you know exactly how I feel
about that kid, about you. And I’m struggling but I have to also forgive him…but a part of
me is so disappointed.”

Jessica leaned her head into their joint hands and sobbed, and he felt his heartbreak, this hurt
more than getting stabbed. Watching her suffer, not knowing what would be next, and
wishing he could make it all better. It was only for a moment, then she raised her head and
took a deep breath.

“I know, you’re a good man. You’ve done so much for him.” She said softly, words that she
has shared with him from time to time. Her way of sharing her feelings for him with him.



“But my children will not go to prison, not for Nicholas Endicott.”

Gil saw that determination spark up again, he couldn’t advise her anymore, and honestly, he
was already crossing so many lines right now. But there was part of him, the part that had
seen too much and from time to time seen a lot of horrible people walk, he couldn’t say that
he wasn’t rooting for his kid, that may be the Whitly children did the world a favor.

But none of that mattered right now, for now, all he could offer was his shoulder for her to
lean on. And she would always have that from him.

II

Gil found her in the conference room staring off into space, fingers digging into her arms. He
sighed heavily as he approached her, gently placing a hand on her shoulder. He had walked
Jessica out when his phone pinged, lab results for the blood on Ainsley’s shirt.

“You brought him to us.” She whispered almost in accusation. To me. her mind filled in.

Gil sighed, “go home, it’s been a really long night. Get some rest and we’ll figure everything
out as it goes.”

Dani snapped her head at him, “what about the blood on Ainsley’s shirt?”

Gil sighed leaned against the conference table, “according to Edrisa it’s pig’s blood.”

Dani’s face contorted in confusion and mild disgust, “what?”

Gil pressed his lips together and scrubbed his jaw, “yea, that is what Edrisa said, if I had to
guess, she apparently wanted to teach Malcolm a lesson. Ainsley has always been headstrong
and I can see her doing this, especially if she has been reconnecting the dots before Malcolm
came clean about what actually happened.”

“What’s wrong with these people?!” Dani snapped, “why are they like this?!”

“Hey now, before you say anything you regret, I’m gonna stop you. This is a difficult
situation and we will handle it as it unfolds, but what we won’t do is this. GO HOME, that’s
an order. I’ll call you when I need you.” Gil said sternly, he knew she was hurting but he
needed to put his foot down.

Dani hesitated, her mind couldn’t wrap around the roller coaster that was tonight, first
Malcolm almost died again that part being the only normal thing, he confessed his feelings,
then his involvement in dismembering the body of the man his sister killed, then a new
murder only to have it turn out to be a prank by the younger Whitly. Ainsley definitely
needed some help.

All the while she questioned why Gil seemed so put together. Wasn’t he mad? Wasn’t he
disappointed? Didn’t he feel as betrayed as she did?! Or did he know something that she
didn’t so she asked, “why are you so calm about this?”

Gil sat back on the conference table. “Because I know this must not have been easy for him.”



Dani scoffed, “how can you know?”

Gil pressed his lips together and shrugged, “I know Malcolm, he wouldn’t do something like
this lightly. Am I disappointed that he didn’t trust us, yes, but then again given what he was
going through at that point the high of the emotions, my stabbing, Eve. I don’t know if I
would’ve been any better.”

“You’re the best cop I know but you let your feelings get the best of you when it comes to
them.” She spat, she didn’t mean it, but she just wanted to know why she felt like everything
was falling apart while everyone around her simply seemed to understand.

Gil stood quickly at that and his face pulled into frustration, “I would say this is the case of
the pot calling the kettle black. It wasn’t your business to bring up Jessica to me, but I could
do the same to you about Malcolm, you make those same decisions when it comes to him.
Don’t think I didn’t read the reports or hell see it with my own eyes.”

Dani’s throat tightened because he was right, she’d run after Bright anywhere make sure he
was ok that he survived whatever stupid idea he had that moment. Because he didn’t value
his life enough, so she had to. And she didn’t know when she made this decision but here
they were.

Gil’s face softened, “in this job we should be level-headed, objective, and logical, but we’re
human Dani, and sometimes we need to be human. Our job is to protect and serve not to pass
judgment and sometimes we do make calls based on emotions and hopefully when we do that
it is for the best outcome because we want to protect someone so bad we are willing to take
on the consequences. It’s a balancing act. Why do you think this team works?”

She couldn’t look him in the eyes, because somewhere deep down she knew he was right. He
placed his hand on her shoulder and gave her a squeeze. The small act was enough for
another wave of emotion to pass through her as if she were in an ocean and just trying to
keep her head above water.

“Go home, maybe call your sponsor,” Gil said softly before turning to leave. He needed
several drinks and sleep and some reassurances, but age and experience have taught him
neither would be coming anytime soon.

He was barely holding it together, but he needed to for her, for Malcolm, and for Jessica. He
looked over his shoulder at her, he remembered seeing her broken once before. He hoped, in
his heart of the heart that he was right, that they pulled together and somehow, just somehow
made it.

II

She left the precinct shortly after Gil’s order if there was one thing she knew about Gil, that
his temper was not to be messed with, and honestly, she didn't know if she could be there any
longer. She sat hunched over on her couch, her mind racing through the events of everything
that had happened. If she were being really gut-wrenchingly honest, she knew that it was very
convenient that Nicolas Endicott ended up in Estonia. She knew, deep down she knew that he
was involved to some extent.



The months of avoidance, even while they were apart due to the pandemic, she knew
something was off. The erratic behavior, the spacing out, and of course his tense demeanor
around Ainsley. She talked herself down from putting the pieces together, from pushing him,
because deep down she wanted to be wrong.

Dani felt like she would explode, she stood up and paced her apartment, hands in her hair as
she pieced everything together, all the moments she asked him if he was ok, and his eyes
begging for help while his mouth said the well-rehearsed I’m fine. But she couldn’t get past
his lies, she knew but waited and trusted that he would tell her.

Well he did, didn’t he? What are you really mad at? Her mind questioned.

She licked her lip and tried not to cry because there was a battle inside of her, the part of her
that believed that he did what he had to do for his own, and the other who questioned his
loyalty.

He promised you that you could trust him, though you’re the idiot to think you could trust
him. the other side of her mind taunted.

She was going insane, just hours ago the feel of his hands was burnt into her skin, his lips
kissed her senseless. She had thought finally, finally, they found their time, finally, she felt
ready to take a leap. Only they crashed and burned.

It was already early morning, the light actually hurt her eyes, she didn’t know what to do,
sitting at home wasn’t going to help her. If anything she thought she might go crazy.

Getting off her couch she walked into her bedroom pulling out her workout clothes. She
needed to blow off some steam though the tiredness was already settling into her bones, sleep
was not even an option right now.

II

Malcolm paced his apartment, everything was wrong, everything was broken...again. He sat
down on the stairs leading to the upper level of his loft, his body felt broken, his head was
pounding and he fought through the waves of nausea. Every time he closed his eyes, he saw
her eyes fighting to keep the tears in check, fighting to hide from him.

There were moments in his life that he hated his father, truly hated his father, so much so that
the darkness threatened to consume him just as bad as having Martin Whitly in his life, but
that would’ve been better than this. Watching his life he fought so hard to build the last
couple of years, fall apart.

The strangled gasp that left him sounded foreign even to his own ear, as fresh tears ran down
his face. Just for a moment, he was happy, he had everything he wanted, he had her. She
wanted him back.

He pushed the palms of his hand into his eyes, they stung. A new set of nightmares taking
home in his mind to haunt him. It was the ping from his phone that brought him out of his
mind, and what he read left his blood running cold.



II

JT grimly let himself into the gym. Was he surprised that Bright was wrapped up in this
whole mess with Endicott, not really? Was he upset about it? Absolutely, but then again
somehow the guy was growing on him, and he was one of his teammates. Though he never
openly admitted it, he liked having the guy around, he got things done, albeit, stressed Gil
and him out but he was able to act out and JT was able to live vicariously through him.

When Dani told him that he was gonna need the extra couple of hours of sleep, that was an
understatement. He needed at least a month's worth of sleep with everything that has been
happening lately. Hell, he needed a vacation, then a month’s sleep. But after getting the call,
hearing about the Whitlys, his first thought went to Gil and Dani, the two members of the
team who were invested in Bright on a different level. Selfishly for a moment, he thought, he
had his own shit going on to let this derail him even more, a baby, a wife, a life he had to
fight for every day just for being the color he was.

He watched Dani aggressively punch the bag in front of her, his suspensions confirmed. He
knew she was hurt and angry, while they didn’t exactly spill their deepest darkest thoughts,
he knew her baggage and she knew his, they had to in order to work together, in order to keep
each other safe. He understood the importance of trust and trusting someone with your life
was a big deal, especially in their line of work. Suddenly that selfish thought of having his
own problems vanished, he needed to make sure his partner would be ok, both of them.

Her arms ached but she couldn’t stop, she needed to get it all out this way or she felt like she
might break even more. She even considered the old methods of escape just for a fleeting
moment. Because while you were flying, nothing mattered and you felt nothing and
everything in abstract and that sounded so good.

JT walked up behind the punching bag and held it steady and looked at her. “You good?”
obviously he knew she wasn’t.

Dani exhaled and wiped at her forehead, her lips pulled into a hard line, she paced. “I don’t
know.”

JT stood with his hands tucked in the pockets of his jeans. Patiently waiting for her to
continue.

“He lied to us for months, months JT.” She said finally softly.

JT sighed and nodded, “Yeah.”

Dani ran her hand across the top of her head to rest on the ponytail, “we’re supposed to be a
team, and he’s always been reckless.”

JT knew that everything she was saying was right

“Pig’s blood, that’s what it was. They’re all playing us, all of the Whitlys. You know I went
to Ramone Vieja’s place cause Bright thought it was him she could’ve...” Dani paced in two
steps. “How could she do that to her own brother?!”



So there it was, now her anger was with Ainsely and if JT was right then most of it was laid
with the younger Whitly at this point. “Hey, people break in different ways.”

“You can’t be ok with this, you can’t just be letting this slide?” Dani asked incredulously.
“What do you and Gil know that I don’t?!”

JT sighed, rubbing the back of his neck he looked at the woman who was like a younger
sister, “Dani, I’m mad as hell, but then again, I don’t know that I wouldn’t have done the
same for Tally or one of my brothers or you. When I was in Afghanistan...we saw and did a
lot of things that I can’t say are far off, yea sure his method was gruesome, but I can’t
honestly say I wouldn’t have if I were in his place.”

Dani scoffed, but he continued. “Did he break our trust, absolutely, but I think he’s paying for
it. He’s the one living with it. Hell, the guy’s been paying for it for years now. But I think you
also know that Gil was right, he is one of us, he’s weird as fuck, but who doesn’t have their
own shit? It couldn’t have been easy.”

“So that’s it, all is forgiven cause his father is a serial killer, you and Gil all cool with the
facts here yea?” She asked, folding her arms across her chest, she didn’t believe half of what
was coming out of her mouth.

JT shook his head, “that’s not what we're saying, we’re trying to see it from his point of view.
He deserves that much from us. If he were a cop, we’d have his back first then we’d pass
judgment. Life isn’t that simple and you of all people know this.”

She did know that, while JT didn’t know the details but he probably put the pieces together of
her rape. Why she kept her circle small, why the drug abuse was so easy. She figured that’s
why any time someone made her feel off in the workplace, JT would respectfully hover to let
them know she had back up.

“Look Dani, I know that you’re mad as hell right now because you care about him. He’s
hanging on by a thread and I think that thread became you. I’m not saying forgive him, hell
don’t, cause he deserves your anger, but hear him out, like really and if you can’t get past it
then you can’t. But he did come clean when he thought it was more than self-defense.”

JT spread his arms then dropped them to his side, “but also, don’t do this to yourself. Go
home, try to get some rest. But if you’re gonna keep that up, use gloves. Maybe consider
going to a meeting.” With that, he turned to leave her. He didn’t know how to comfort her
beyond this point and he had a job to do, like get every bit of dirt he could on Endicott, cause
the bigger picture was that while not ok, Ainsley took care of a big problem, he’d be lying if
he said he wasn’t happy the guy was gone for good.

She hit the bag once more hard, the pain spreading from her knuckles to her wrist and up her
body sending a form of comfort. Pain was real, it put control back in your hands when
everything felt out of control. It replaced the more visceral pain that is all-consuming, be it
for a few moments.

Her head felt fuzzy as if she couldn’t focus on anything. Sitting down on the mat she let her
head fall onto her knees over folded arms. All she saw are flashes of Malcolm, how broken



he looked as he walked away from her. Her gut told her that a guilty man didn’t look as
tortured as he did, she spent time with him, he wasn’t a psychopath. Her gut always leads her
in the right direction. But the doubt that this was a Whitly production left her feeling just a
little unsure.

But it was her gut that led her to Malcolm Bright, it was her gut that told her that he was
someone to pull closer, to nurture because he was lost like she was once but worthy of
guidance. She thought of the night she was raped, the way her body fought and the way it
finally gave up, the way she felt when it was over, the defeat, the self-hate, and the anger, the
red searing anger. She thought about it, she had, how she could make him feel just as
powerless, small, and disgusting as he made her.

Having met Nicholas Endicott and knowing what he was capable of, she couldn’t really
blame the Whitlys for what they did, could she? Was this a case of the lesser evil? She just
didn’t know, all she knew was every time she closed her eyes the only thing she saw was
Malcolm Bright.

II

Pigs blood...he ran his fingers through his hair. The team of lawyers worked their magic and
Ainsley was out on bail under the condition of house arrest at the family home, the perks of
having so much money that you can almost get away with murder. When he saw the message
from Edrisa, who was always on his side that it was pig's blood on Ainsley’s shirt, he really
wondered if this was a nightmare or was he really living it? He couldn’t tell anymore.

His head was spinning, if he was being honest he didn’t know how he was still standing at
this point. So when he arrived at his Mother’s what he wasn’t expecting was Ainsley’s calm
visage as she gracefully sipped her tea.

“So did you figure it out?” she asked as she placed her teacup down.

“I did, the blood was porcine, pig’s blood,” Malcolm said as he faced her. Ainsley’s soft
chuckle left him feeling like he really was living a nightmare, maybe he was still at the
bottom of that elevator shaft. “Really? This whole thing was a prank?”

“Come on, it was a little funny.” Ainsley’s nonchalant demeanor made a chill run down his
spine, she looked at him through her perfectly styled hair and shrugged.

Malcolm paced in front of her, “do you have any idea what you’ve put me through?!” he
asked, his voice breaking.

“Do you?” She countered, eyes full of accusation. “you lied to me, underestimated me for
months! I had to make sure you wouldn’t do it again.”

His eyes widened with emotion, his mind ran through what he had done, to the fact that Dani
was lost to him. But he had brought this onto himself, didn’t he? But what scared him was
how in control Ainsley looked sitting across from him. Her eyes were almost void of any
remorse.



“I didn’t expect you to run and tell Dani and Gil everything. But it’s actually not as bad as I
thought.” She simply shrugged.

Malcolm narrowed his eyes at her, “not as bad as you thought?!”

“Relax Malcolm, I had a “mental break” and Nicholas Endicott was no angel, he stabbed a
highly respected police officer, I have a whole file I started a few months back on his
dealings to back me up, If anything I did the world a favor.” Her use of air quotes to reference
her mental break brought that chill back in Malcolm, it was like talking to his father.

“You were putting on a show for Gil last night” It was a rhetorical question, he knew that she
was, that this was all calculated risk assessment on her part. She didn’t expect him to break
under the pressure, didn’t expect his feelings for Dani to be the catalyst.

Dani. She can’t know about Dani! His mind warned him.

She sat back in her chair and sighed, “I did what I had to do, though now it all seems like for
nothing. You took on all that stress and gaslit me for...nothing.” she waved out her hands.

“I gave up EVERYTHING for you!” He finally shouted, “I...I hate myself for what I did, I
don’t even know who I am anymore. All of it to protect you.”

“Protect me?” her voice dropped an octave and her eyes narrowed, “Is that what you’re
telling yourself or did our father convince you of this? Cause truth be told Malcolm I’m
having a hard time making a distinction between the two of you.”

She hit him where it hurt. She compared him to their father and at this moment he wondered
if she was right. His eyes glistened with unshed tears. “I’m...I’m sorry.”

“I appreciate you saying that,” She nodded, “Don’t worry Mal, we’ll get away with it,” she
said as she picked up her teacup again.

Malcolm shook his head, “you don’t know that.”

She shrugged, “I do, while you did underestimate me, I didn’t underestimate myself and I’m
one hell of an investigator when I want to get to the bottom of something. And after all, no
one does this murder business like us Whitlys.”

Being scared was a constant companion the years since his father’s arrest but up until now, he
feared that it was him who would snap, turns out he had it wrong. The fact that his sister, his
very normal sister was suddenly so calm and collected about getting away with murder
chilled him to the core, and he was left with repercussions of his choices. A whole new
nightmare was about to begin, but he also believed her when she said they’d get away with it.

II

He left his mother’s house in a frenzy, his bones chilled. When he got back to his own
apartment Ainsley’s words haunted him, he needed to pull all his research out on Endicott,
build his defense, because if Ainsley was going to get away with it, he didn’t know what she



had planned for him and there was no way he was going to be stuck in jail while she ran lose
and all because of his mistake.

Just as he was about to go into his storage upstairs to pull out the files, the soft knock of his
door stopped his ascend. He quizzically eyed the door, he wondered if it was Gil perhaps here
to deliver some more gut-wrenching news. But when he opened the door he wasn’t expecting
the person standing on the other side.

“The mailman let me in.”

He didn’t expect her to step foot in his apartment ever again, didn’t expect that she would
come to him, but by whatever miracle, she was here. Even if it meant she would yell at him,
there was at least something there, and he’d take it like the masochist that he was. He
couldn’t even utter her name, so he simply held the door open for her to step in. She walked
in holding a paper bag that looked like takeaway, which she simply dropped onto his counter.

She didn’t know why she was there, honestly after beating the shit out of that punching bag
she kind of just lost track of herself. Her body moved and brought her to him as if he was
calling out to her. Or maybe she was calling out to him.

“You look terrible.” she finally said, she wanted to hurt him, but her heart also broke at the
state of him, she probably didn’t look any better.

Malcolm didn’t realize he was holding his breath until he exhaled and simply said, “thanks.”

His eyes instantly went to her bruised knuckles, they were fresh. “Who was at the receiving
end of that?”

“A punching bag.”

Malcolm bit the inside of his cheek, he knew that she usually overdid it at the gym when she
had too much going on in her head when she was really angry with a case, or in this case him.

Dani walked towards Sunshine where the bird chirped, she recognized Dani now. She placed
a finger within the cage and the little thing floated down onto her finger. What a beautiful
little thing she was too, his only companion for all these years and she loved him. But
Parakeets didn’t understand murder, betrayal, broken trust, or hearts, did they?

“She recognizes me now,” Dani simply said, at this point, her brain was fried, she hadn’t
slept in over 24hrs, not factoring in the emotional and mental stress and honestly she didn’t
know that she could sleep even if she tried.

“Parakeets are highly intelligent and social birds, they form bonds, once they...trust you, it’s
for life.” He said softly his voice faltering towards the end, “you’re someone who belongs to
her flock now.”

Dani used another finger to stroke the bird's head gently, to which Sunshine gladly let Dani
know she was enjoying it. “Is she the one you tell your secrets to when you can’t tell anyone
else?”



Malcolm swallowed the lump in his throat, “no, because I want to keep her pure. I don’t want
her to be hurt.”

“That doesn’t sound fair, but I suppose she is a bird,” Dani answered absently, it’s as if
Sunshine was taking all of her emotions and leaving her hollow so that she could rest so that
she could take a breath.

“Dani…” He didn’t know what to do, all he wanted was to wrap his arms around her and
bury his face in her neck, breathe in her scent, but that was probably forever lost for him now.

“Did you eat?” She asked, still not looking at him.

“No.”

She chewed her lip, finally, she ushered Sunshine back onto her perch and looked at him.
Malcolm hated that he was the reason all luster was gone from her face, she looked as tired as
he felt.

“I guess you haven’t slept either?”

“No.”

Dani inhaled holding the breath then releasing it and nodding, then she proceeded to go into
the cupboard where the tea was kept, he watched suspended in place as she filled the kettle
and pulled down 2 mugs. seven hours ago, his heart would’ve swelled at the idea of her here
knowing her way around his kitchen. Now it just hurt to know that even after all he’s done,
she came to make sure he was ok.

You don't deserve it.

“I grabbed bagels from that corner place with the scallion cream cheese.” The place they
discovered together, the place where he sometimes humored her by eating something, and the
scallion cream cheese was a particular favorite of his. From the gym to the bagel shop to his
place, all on autopilot.

What could he say to her? What was she doing here? There was a part of him that hoped, the
part that hoped, hoped so deeply that it actually hurt but then there was a part of him that
knew to take that pain and be pragmatic, that she shouldn’t be here, and that he didn’t deserve
any kindness, especially from her. He was a monster, and monsters don’t get the girl or the
happy ending, not in the real world, even if they did it wouldn’t last. Maybe just maybe he
was his father's prodigal son after all.

Dani leaned back against the counter, her mind drifted to just a few hours ago when his body
was pressed up against hers, his hands in her hair, pulling her closer. His lips telling her she
was wanted, that it was her that lived in his heart. She squeezed her eyes shut and shook her
head.

“You should take a nap, I bet the concussion is a trip at this point.”



Malcolm closed his eyes and shook his head which was just as painful as his worst migraine,
“Dani...you don’t have to do this.”

Finally, she looked at him, still chewing her lip, arms folded in front of her, after a moment
she pursed her lips and blinked several times. “I don’t know...I don’t know what to do,” she
whispered.

“I’m so angry, and sad and scared,” She said clearing her throat but the lump wouldn’t go
away and her chest felt tight, her fingers digging into her arms. “But you are you, and you
treat yourself so carelessly,” she exhaled as if that would rid her body of some of the weight,
“but I don’t know how to stop myself from thinking about you, worrying about you, caring
about you.”

Malcolm moved towards her, unsure whether he was allowed to touch her. Helpless, utterly
helpless is what he felt, so he dropped to his knees in front of her, breaking down completely.
“I thought I was protecting her, I thought that’s what I was supposed to do.”

“Hurting you is the last thing I ever wanted, I would do anything to go back and fix
everything.”

“I’m so sorry, I’m sorry.” He kept repeating, each sorry tore at her heart.

Dani wanted to reach out to him, but she stood in place, watched as his body shook with
harsh cries. She’d seen him in pain before, has seen him fall apart even, but this anguish was
completely new, he was so broken, and in no world did she want to see him this broken.

She stepped towards him carefully, as if each step was defining what would happen next for
them. Reaching out to place her fingers in his hair, as if that was all he needed, his arms
instantly wrapped themselves around her waist, as his head hit her stomach. She pursed her
lips and closed her eyes and her own tears trailed silently down her face.

This is who they were, broken pieces of the same puzzle. She didn’t know when he started to
fit into hers and she into his. She didn’t know how to feel or what was right in the eyes of
others, but being next to him as angry as she felt also gave her the calm that her mind refused
to offer her when she was alone. Was this healthy? Who the fuck knew at this point. All she
knew was that she promised to look out for him and she kept her promises.

Freud said, “a virtuous man contents himself with dreaming that which the wicked man does
in actual life.”

She dreamt of killing her rapist, she actually thought about it countless times, a way for her
mind to make peace with what happened. So she let the part of her that could relate to
Ainsley and to Malcolm guide her. She didn’t know what was right and she was too tired
right now to think on it.
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