
DUPLICITY 

 

“Ready to talk?” 

The detective stared at the figure in the cell. Concern plastered across his face as he looked onwards  

at the mysterious figure in front.  

The male outline was immersed in the confines of tenebrosity, and was thoroughly coated in mystery. 

A baseball cap masked his facial features, and a smirk was hidden away in the prison of obscurity. The 

investigator strode towards the hidden figure, and asked once again. “Tell me. Where is Jay?” 

A deep voice echoed out from his position.  “I don’t know”. The figure shrugged with disinterest, 

finally emerging from the dim corner.  

“He just” — the figure reached up to his cap, outlining its brim — “disappeared.” 

 

 

 

I trudged along the damp sand, narrowly skimming the sea withdrawing from the shore. As I lifted  

my gaze, the mist against the night sky radiated an almost angelic ambience. Despite the burdensome ache in 

my entire body, I felt a sense of serenity and tranquility flow through my very being. 

My wrists and ankles were twinging. A tightening sensation was locking me down in place, causing  

my movements to slow and become boulders of weight. Feeling my legs give out from under me, I collapsed 

onto the damp ground. The miniscule grains of sand clung to my thighs and calves, restraining any sort of 

movement of which I desired. As if on queue, mother nature sided with the enemy of luck. The sea’s waves 

tugged towards my figure, dousing my legs in ice-cold liquid. The salt-filled water swept my heels further 

away and, as I frustratedly sigh, I brought my hands to my face. 

I exhaled into my bitterly frigid fingers. The action caused my palms to rapidly condensate, only to 

leave it slightly clammy and the feeling of exasperation.  

I adjusted the hem of my dress, before hugging my body close. The stolen sweater clung to my  

slim figure; I hadn’t eaten in days. My anxious state had lead me to end up fidgeting with the thick and 

overflowing envelope. Fortunately, it was enough.  

“Jay!” I stressed out with a strained voice.  

A ripple of foam had once again washed up against me, this time leaving my limbs with a strange,  

grainy texture. I weakly placed a hand on the ground, using it as a support to push myself up. “Come on now, 

hurry up—” 

Despite the fact that my surroundings were submerged in murk, my eyes still pointlessly darted from 

one place to another, searching for the man who had seemingly disappeared into thin air. 

To put it simply, he wasn't there.  

“J-Jay?” I spluttered, choking on the dense atmosphere. 

I was uncontrollably twitching by now. My trembling figure arose from the excruciatingly painful  

position, all the while wiping the assorted granules off of me. I peered at the hidden night sky, noticing the 

mist was now obscuring the moon.  

The light had faded away, dragging my insecurities and all hope along with it. In an attempt to escape  

the darkness chasing down my fading shadow, I began hastily staggering.  

With sand-filled heels in one hand and a phone in the other, my heart began pulsating at what felt like  

a thousand beats per minute.   

Then, there were sirens. The penetrating sound was unmistakably in this district. I suddenly realised  



my clumsy mistakes so, in an effort to deter the cops, I hurled my phone out to sea.  

They would only be able to track me so far.  

 

 

 

After what had seemed like an eternal night, dawn reached the skies and my mind began its journey  

through the labyrinth of nonsensical nothings. 

I managed to reach an oak boarded bridge in my, supposedly, abstinent state, and settled myself upon  

it. As I rested my head against a wooden pillar, I took a glance downwards. The realisation dawned upon me 

that I had somehow lost my heels along the way. I was also missing something else. Something important. 

However, as quickly as that thought came in, I hurriedly dismissed it, so as to not obtain a headache this early 

in the morning. 

My consciousness was gradually escaping from my frail grip though, determinedly coaxing me into 

calamity. Gravity felt as though it had suddenly become more prevalent. My vision blurred, and my eyelids 

grew heavier with each passing second. 

“Hello? Miss?” The voice belonged to an elderly man, and I could just about identify his figure in the  

distance. However, before I could respond, my vision and mind went into discord. 

The consuming darkness gained victory over my powerless state. 

 

 

 

I awoke in a cell. 

Only chaos occupied my mind, as multiple people attempted to force a reaction out of me. I did not  

care to take in a single word they had all said. However, even in my weary and ignorant state, a single name 

managed to attract the remaining amount of my attention. The three letter label held much familiarity.  

Jay.  

The buzzing in my ears deafened all else. It was only then, when I felt a pair of hands attached to my  

neck and stomach, suddenly constricting, that I was fully aware of my negligence.  

I had only been an accomplice. 

 

 

 

The detective cautiously stumbled back. Questioning and cursing the gods above, he questioned the  

man’s identity. The latter bewildered, and the former amused, as a mischievous grin played at his lips. 

Removing his cap, he began to brush the thick, auburn hair through his fingers. 

A revelation was about to transpire with the intertwined events: Jay’s sudden advent, and the death of  

a woman who knew all too much. 

 

 

 

 

 

 


