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Sirens. He hated them with a blinding passion. Nothing good was ever associated with them. Someone's hurt, there were sirens. Something was burning down, there were sirens. Someone caused trouble, there were sirens. The rat watched out the window, making sure the sirens were truly gone before turning away. The sirens hated him, always coming to make his life hell when something went wrong. They were probably looking for him again, and with damn good reason.


Those thugs probably wanted to press charges. He'd roughed them up rather nastily, after all. He kicked a bit of trash aside as he walked into the back room. All of this had happened without much thought on his part. He saw the meatheads beating on something, and he reacted. He leaned in the doorway, looking at what he had to show for it.


The oryx was just starting to sit up, holding her head with a whimper. Her shirt was a bit shredded, but nothing too damning was revealed. The intent was clear, even to hear addled mind. "Where am I?" she asked quietly. He didn't waste any time, and she was quickly presented with a bottle of aspirin and a glass of water. She jumped, as he expected, from his sudden movements. It took her just as long to realize that he was offering help. "Who are you?"


He smiled weakly and offered the medicine again.


"Th-thank you." A dose was all she needed; he knew it'd kick in after a little bit. "Now, who are you? Where am I?"


All he could do was frown and turn away. He stepped back into the front room, his hands going into his pockets. He was counting on her to follow, knowing she'd get all the answers herself.


Much to his expectations, she did just that. "Hey! Answer me!" She had a fighting spirit, that was a good sign. She stepped out after him and into the poorly decorated room. The wallpaper was starting to peel in large strips, hanging over a broken down sofa that sank to the floor on one side. The table was nothing more than a pair of milk crates and a breaking plywood board. The only thing that looked well kept was the front facade; the curtains were as new as the locks, and the door was a weathered but solid metal. She looked around slowly, her steps slowing down. "Is...this where you live?"


He nodded mutely and looked behind the curtain, out at the streets.


"What happened? Why am I here?" She grunted and held her head again. "Ugh...I don't remember anything."


He shook his head, obviously not pleased with what he saw, and moved to the broken down couch to sit with her.


She sighed. "None of this makes any sense..." 


He offered his hand to her.


"...thanks." She reached out for it, only to stop when she saw the shards of glass still in it. "...that looks like it hurts. What happened?"


He sighed and pointed at the door with his free hand.


"...something happened out there." She looked down at herself, her shirt still tattered. "...it involved me, didn't it?" She sighed. "I'm going to go find a pair of tweezers. We've gotta get that glass outta ya."


Her purse held the tools she needed; she always knew the gauze was going to come in handy. The glass piled nicely onto the barely table as she worked busily. It upset her, though. The only sounds she'd been able to get from the rat she shared the last half an hour with was a sigh. Not even yelps of pain escaped him while she worked. She wrapped up his hand just as mutely as he was before looking at him. "You don't say anything, do you?"


He shook his head.


She sighed. "This is going to make figuring everything out harder." She leaned back on the couch. "I probably got beat up or something. I just wish I could remember."


She jerked a bit when he grabbed her wrist. He nodded to her statement, which made her frown. "I...guess that explains the shirt." She sighed. "I...guess I need to thank you, then."


He shrugged and got back up.


"Wait, what are you doing?" She watched him walk over to the curtains again. "You keep doing that. What's up?"


He frowned and shook his head.


"I...see. Well, thank you for bringing me here...instead of leaving me out." She got up and moved to his side, looking over his shoulder. "What are you looking for?" As if to answer her questions, she would see some flashing police lights. "...this is a bad neighborhood, isn't it?" He winced a little bit and slipped away from the window. "I'm not going out until morning. Is it okay if I stay here?"


He winced and looked at her. He wasn't going to put her out there, not at this hour, not in this neighborhood. He nodded and disappeared into the back room, fetching her a pillow and blanket.


"Thank you. I know it's-" He put a finger to her lips and shook his head. "Oh...okay." He locked the door and sighed. "What's wrong?"


He looked at the window, at the flashing lights outside, and shook his head. He patted the couch and offered a polite smile, before disappearing into the back room once more.


The couch was surprisingly comfy, despite being in it's current condition. The slant didn't bother her at all, and that was the only problem. The cushions eased her into a peaceful sleep, and it would remain as such until the sirens fired up outside. She sat up groggily, the thin walls definitely not blocking out the loud screeches. Her weary eyes could see the flashing red lights outside, not an uncommon sight in the city. She slowly got up and opened the door to peek outside. Down below, she could see the cops making some sort of bust. Several people were lined up against the alley wall in cuffs. She didn't think anything of it when she shut the door and turned back for the for the couch.


She didn't expect to see the rat curled up at the end of the hallway. "...are you okay?" He didn't respond to her, barely even moving from his fetal position. "Hey, you okay?" When he didn't respond a second time, she ran down the hall for him. "What's wrong?"


"Make it stop." Those were the only words coming out of his mouth. "Please, make it stop."


She sat down with him. "It's the sirens, isn't it?" She pulled him close, cradling his head gently.


He whimpered and nodded.


She couldn't figure out what to ask him after that. He seemed to be a little calmer being held; it was probably for the best. She tried reassuring him, whispering into his ears. She rocked him back and forth as he begged her to make the sirens stop. "You know I can't." She sighed. "I would in a heartbeat. It'll be over soon."


"Please...make it stop."


"Shh..." She rubbed his back, waiting for the police to go away.


"They're gonna hurt me. They're gonna hurt me."


"No they're not. They're just busting some people downstairs."


"They're always after me. They're going to hurt me."


"Shh..." She pulled him onto her lap and gave him a hug. "Relax...please..."


The sirens slowly died down, and the lights pulled away gradually. She held him close, waiting for everything to go away before letting him go. His ears twitched after a few minutes of silence. He sat up and looked towards the door. He got up and crept to the window. He pushed the curtains aside and looked down.


"They're gone," she told him from her spot on the floor.


He didn't look at her, frowning and lowering his head.


"Come here?" She watched him step away from the window and hold himself. "Why do you hate the police? Why do you think they're after you?"


He looked at her sadly. He stumbled to the room he'd been sleeping in.


"Hey, wait!" She got up and followed him.


The room was dominated by a large mattress. It looked positively uncomfortable, with a large spring poking out of the side, bent to the point of being harmless. Aside from a fairly solid looking dresser was a rather well kept filing cabinet, where the rat was standing. She didn't hesitate to step over to him. "What's up?" she asked quietly.


He opened up the filing cabinet and handed her a large folder. She opened it up without hesitation and saw a police report, which she quickly discovered was attached to a court document. It was one of many, which she started to read over. Both reports told completely different stories.


The police said that the person in question had stolen a large number of high value electronics. The court found that there was no evidence. She continued to thumb through the paperwork and saw the common trend. The cops would accuse the individual of a crime, usually theft, and the court would reject it for lack of evidence or improper police work. "This is...horrible."


It stopped with the last two documents, both clipped together. The first was a court document chastising the police, calling their constant harassment outright persecution. The second document was a lawsuit filed against the police department.


She set the folder down and looked at him. "This is all against you, isn't it?"


He nodded slowly.


"Why do the police hate you?"


He shrugged.


"This is...infuriating!" She put the folder in the cabinet and turned to him. "You live in fear here. Why?" She frowned when he looked away. "This is not living. You need something more."


He turned away, patting the cabinet. This was what he was comfortable with. "I'm okay here." It was the first willing words he'd given her all night.


"...why do you speak so little?" She stepped closer to him, not wanting to disturb him.


"No need to."


"So why talk to me?"


He turned and looked at her. He smiled softly and moved closer to her. He took one of her hands, patted it with the other, and gave it a firm shake.


She smiled and pulled him into a hug. "That's not how you do it, dear." She giggled when she saw the blush poking through the grey fur on his cheeks. "What's your name? You better tell me, I know where I can find it."


He lowered his head. "Vaughn."


"I'm Charis. Thank you for letting me spend the night." She kissed the top of his head.


Charis gave him her phone number should he want to get in contact with him before she left the next morning. He looked at the scrap of paper as he stood in the door, smiling to himself. He did want to talk to her again, if not later, but he'd have to speak to her. He shut the heavy door and headed into his bedroom again. The phone number would go into the filing cabinet, right into the same folder as the police reports. He changed into a clean set of clothes and headed out.


He was greeted with sirens roaring past. Ambulance sirens, but sirens none the less. He jumped back into the apartment, his heart beating at a heavy pace. He hated sirens, and right off the bat, there they were.


It was going to be a long day.

End

