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Chapter One
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"What's that sound?" Sam asked, looking around the room. All of her friends were still in the same seats that they were, so there was no way that the sound came from any of them.

"It sounded like it came from the hallway," Nate replied, looking towards the front door of the apartment. "Maybe we should look outside. Someone might have tripped on the stairs of something. I would hate to leave them out there if they are hurt."

"I don't know about that," Mika said, the color draining from her face. Maybe I just watch a lot of horror flicks, but that sounded like a body falling to the ground."

"Exactly my point," Nate replied. "Someone might have fallen. We can't just leave them. What if they need help?"

Sam looked at Nate and then at Mika. Both of her friends made valid points. It was difficult to know what to do in this kind of situation. "What do you think, Theo?" She asked, looking at the only one of her friends that hadn't spoken up.

"I don't know," Theo said, looking frightened. "What if there is someone out there that is just waiting for you to open the door?"

Sam sighed. There were so many possibilities as to what could happen that it was putting her in a really compromising position. If there was someone out there, then opening the door would just result in more people falling. If someone was hurt and she didn't open the door, they could end up suffering a worse fate. There was no one way to handle a situation like this, and if she didn't open the door, she wouldn't know the reality of the situation.

Sam looked at her friends and contemplated what she would do. She knew that eventually all of her friends would want to go home, and that alone would require someone to open the door. Therefore, waiting to open it would either prolong a situation that might happen anyway or it might leave a person that got hurt without a way to get help.

Then, it dawned on her. She knew a way to check on what happened without ever having to open the door. Sam took out her phone and dialed the number that she had memorized as a child."Lakerville Police?"sheathed as soon as someone answered 

"Yes," the woman that answered replied. "How can I help you?"

"Yes," Sam replied. "I am at the Oakland Apartments off Cypress Street, and I just heard a loud boom in the hallway. Is there any way that you can have someone come out here to check it out?"

"Ma'am, is there anyone in the hallway that might be moving furniture or a delivery driver there that might have dropped a package?" the operator asked. 

"I honestly don't know," Sam replied. " I haven't opened the door to check. I'm afraid for my safety."

"Ma'am, did you hear any yelling or gun fire or anything unusual that made you afraid?" the operator asked.

"No," Sam said.

"Then, what exactly made you so fearful?" the operator inquired. At this point, it was clear that the operator didn't think that the situation was a big deal. Sam didn't know what to do.

"The noise made me fearful!" Sam exclaimed. "It sounded like a body dropping, and I don't want to be the person that finds it."

"Ma'am, is there any indication that a body actually fell?" the operator asked. "Because at this point, it doesn't seem like there is."

"I heard it!" Sam yelled. "Now, is there any way that you could get someone out here?"

"Ma'am," the operator replied. "Could you please stop raising your voice? I'm doing my best to assist you."
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Sam was frustrated at this point. How was she supposed to calm down? Didn't the operator understand her fears? She took a deep breath and got back on the phone. She needed to be rational if she wanted this woman to help her. "Sorry, ma'am," Sam said into the receiver, sucking up her pride. "I'm just a little overwhelmed."

"I see," the operator replied. "However, due to all of the emotion you have displayed in such a small amount of time, I have to ask you a question."

"Okay," Sam replied, hoping that she would make the question and answer session quick, so she could send help.

"Are you on drugs?" the operator asked.

Sam was baffled. "On drugs? No. Why would you ask that?"

"Have you been drinking?" the operator asked.

"No," Sam said. She was getting angrier by the second. 

"Do you have any mental health issues?" the operator inquired.

"No, lady!" Sam yelled. "I just need help! Are you going to send someone to help us or not?"

"Ma'am, I told you before, I am not going to tolerate you yelling at me," the operator replied.

"Wrll, what do you want me to do?" Sam exclaimed. "You're doing everything except for helping me!"

Sam heard a click followed by a steady buzz. The operator had hung up on her, and now, there was no chance she was going to get help.

"Couldn't you just suck up your pride a little?" Nate asked, shaking his head.

"Yeah, now we are stranded unless one of us chooses to go out there," Mika said.

"I'm not going," Theo replied. "I'm fine just where I'm at."

"Sam is going to have to do it," Mika said. "She is the one that went off on the police operator. She's the reason we have no help. She is going to have to check the hallway. I'm sure we all want to go home, and in order to do that, we need someone to go out there. So, I think she should."

"Why me?" Sam asked, frightened. She could feel goosebumps cover her arms as she thought about the proposed endeavor, and she wondered how she was going to get out of it.

"She just told you," Nate replied. "Because the cops aren't coming and we all need to get home."

"But I don't want to go out there," Sam argued. "This isn't a pick the shortest stick kind of thing. This could be life or death."

"For us too," Mika countered. "If we don't get home, who knows what will happen? We don't watch to be in the middle of any crazy business that happens in your building. None of us even live here."

"So, it's up to me to check the hallway, so you can all leave me here by myself?" Sam asked, irritated that her friends would abandon her so easily.

"I mean, no offense, but yeah," Mika replied. "I'm sure one of us would let you stay at one of our homes, but no one wants to be inside a building where people are dropping to the floor. The police won't even come here to check things out."

"Theo?" Sam asked, knowing that he might be her last chance to get out of the tedious task.

Theo looked down at his feet and then back up at Sam. "I agree with them. Someone's got to do it, and you did get into an argument with the operator at the police station."

"Well, I guess it's up to me then," Sam replied with a sigh. Her heart was pounding, and she could feel sweat on her palms. She wasn't ready to do this task, but what choice did she have? It was three against one.
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Sam walked over to the front door of her apartment and took a deep breath. She didn't know what she would do if there was someone on the other side. There really wasn't anywhere to run unless she went to the roof, and given the possible circumstances, that didn't sound like the best idea.

What if the culprit was waiting on the stairs? What if she looked out and thought everything was fine and her friends found the killer on the stairs on their way down? Should they even leave? Would it bring more attention to them if they did? There was a possibility that the person that committed the crime wasn't even thinking about them. Heck, the culprit might not even know that they heard the thump. So, was it really a good idea to open the door and reveal their presence? Doing that might put a target on their backs that wasn't there.

"Are you going to open the door?" Mika whined. "I'm ready to go home. This is all just too much for me."

"I agree," Nate said. "I'm ready to go home."

Sam made a face. "Did you ever think that it might be better if you stayed here? What if the killer doesn't even know we exist? What if we draw attention to ourselves by opening the door?"

"Stop the bullshit," Mika replied. "I want to leave. Open the door, Sam."

I looked at Mika. She looked terrified, and the expression on her face said
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