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he wind cut through Bay Street like it had somewhere 
important to be. 
It funneled between towers of steel and stone, 

snapping coats open, pushing pedestrians sideways, forcing 
everyone to keep moving whether they wanted to or not. Winter 
hadn't loosened its grip yet. It lived in the cracks between 
buildings, in the shadows that never saw direct light, in the 
breath that fogged and vanished before it finished forming. 

Toronto's financial district didn't slow for weather. It absorbed 
it. 

Bank towers loomed with their logos etched high above street 
level — names that moved markets and ended careers with a press 
release. Law firms occupied entire blocks, their windows lit even 
at lunch, associates bent over desks like endurance athletes in a 
race they hadn't chosen. On the sidewalks, power traveled in 
tailored coats and polished shoes. Phones pressed to ears. Eyes 
forward. No wasted movement. 

Public relations firms sat among them quietly — less visible but 
no less dangerous. They didn't trade money or law. They traded 
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narrative. What the public would know. What it would never 
see. Who would be blamed, who would be spared, which truths 
would be delayed until they no longer mattered. 

Media Connect Corp. occupied ten floors of a glass tower just off 
Yonge. Close enough to Bay Street to feel its gravity. Far enough 
to pretend independence. 

The boardroom sat at the center of the tenth floor, glass walls 
offering the illusion of transparency while revealing very little. A 
black table stretched long enough to make distance feel 
deliberate. Chrome trim caught the light without warming it. 
Leather chairs waited in careful alignment, their faint creak a 
reminder that even stillness made noise if you listened. 

A clock ticked too loudly. 

Outside the windows, snow clung to ledges. The wind 
continued its work, rattling flags, forcing pedestrians to lean 
forward into forces they couldn't negotiate with. 

Inside, the pressure came from a different source. 

It came from the woman who hadn't entered the room yet. 
 

*** 

The boardroom filled before anyone spoke. 

Chairs shifted. Jackets were shrugged off and folded with care, 
draped over chair backs like uniforms temporarily set aside but 
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never forgotten. Phones were silenced, screens turned face-
down, fingers lingering just long enough to suggest reluctance. 

No one sat at the head of the table. 

They never did until she arrived. 

Chad took his seat two chairs down from where the head would 
be — close enough to be visible, far enough not to presume. He 
adjusted his cuffs once. Then again, slower, as if correcting the 
first attempt. His pen rested between his fingers, tapping not for 
notes but for rhythm. 

Claire sat across from him, posture aligned, notebook centered 
to the millimeter. She didn't write yet. She listened to the room 
first. The faint scrape of a chair leg. The hum of the HVAC. The 
soft breath someone released too quickly. 

Elvis leaned back, arms crossed, performing ease. Tess stared at 
the door longer than necessary, caught herself, looked down. 

The clock ticked. 

Someone cleared their throat and immediately seemed to regret 
it. 

Outside the glass walls, the floor moved as usual. Assistants 
walked with purpose. An intern laughed near the printers, the 
sound too loud for the space it entered. It cut through the room 
like a mistake. 
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Inside, no one matched it. 

Everyone here knew the meeting would begin the moment the 
door opened. Not when words were spoken. Not when an 
agenda appeared. 

Presence came first. 

*** 

Verna Grant, Vice President of Communications, had fought for 
her title and paid for it with pieces of herself. 

Her story began far from glass towers and branded lobbies. A 
childhood of scarcity. Immigrant parents who worked double 
shifts. Pride without privilege. She'd learned early that the world 
didn't hand power to women like her — it had to be taken. 

University gave her access, not acceptance. Corporate life 
sharpened her edges until compassion became a liability. Every 
promotion confirmed her competence and deepened her 
isolation. 

Now, success was her armor. Failure, her nightmare. 

She didn't lead to inspire. She led to survive. 

Her reputation was built on late nights and unrelenting 
standards. She demanded results, not loyalty. Her team had 
learned to read the smallest shift in her tone like a forecast: Storm 
coming. Stay low. 

*** 
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"We've had a strong quarter," she began, moving through papers 
she already knew by heart, eyes on the page, voice even. 

She didn't look up yet. 

Revenue targets met. Client retention steady. Crisis containment 
within acceptable margins. She spoke in metrics, not praise. 
Numbers were safer. They didn't ask for gratitude. 

"Still," she continued, turning a page slowly, "comfort kills 
performance." 

Her gaze lifted then. Not to Chad first. To the room. 

People straightened instinctively. Pens hovered. Breath 
tightened. 

Verna rested her palms lightly on the table. The gesture looked 
casual. It wasn't. 

"We'll be welcoming a new Director next month." 

The sentence landed clean. No emphasis. No pause for drama. 

The room reacted anyway. 

Chad froze. 

His pen stopped mid-tap, suspended between intention and 
disbelief. For a moment, he didn't blink — as if blinking might 
confirm what he'd just heard. He'd known the role was opening. 
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Everyone had. He'd shaped his weeks around it. Late nights. 
Strategic wins. Proximity carefully maintained. 

He waited for the follow-up. 

It didn't come. 

Verna flipped another page. 

Claire felt it before she saw it. The shift. The way Chad's 
shoulders pulled back too far, like a correction made too late. 
Elvis leaned forward slightly, then caught himself. Tess's eyes 
flicked to Chad, then away — loyalty overridden by self-
preservation. 

"Who is it?" Chad asked. 

The words escaped before he could temper them. Too quick. 
Too exposed. 

Verna looked at him then. 

Not sharply. Not cruelly. 

Patiently. 

"All in due time, Chad," she said. "For now, we'll focus on 
current projects." 

Her tone was even. Professional. Almost kind. 

Almost. 
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Chad nodded. Once. Too fast. 

"Sure," he said. "Current projects." 

His smile held. His jaw did not. A faint tremor passed through 
his hand before he set the pen down carefully — as if noise itself 
were a liability. 

Verna made a small notation in the margin of her paper. A 
checkmark. Nothing more. 

The meeting continued, but the words no longer mattered. 

No one asked another question. The room had turned inward — 
thoughts clashing beneath polite nods. 

When it ended, no one made eye contact. 

The boardroom emptied in stages. Chairs slid back. Papers were 
gathered with care that bordered on reverence. Voices stayed 
low, even in the hallway. No one lingered. No one wanted to be 
the last person in the room with her. 

Verna remained seated. 

She waited until the glass door clicked shut before exhaling. Not 
a release. A reset. 

Outside the windows, snow drifted sideways between towers, 
caught in the wind tunnels she knew well. The city had a way of 
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reminding you who was in charge. It didn't ask how long you'd 
been standing. It just kept coming. 

She stood and walked to the window, heels deliberate against the 
floor. 

Below, people leaned into the cold, collars turned up, shoulders 
rounded. She recognized the posture. She'd worn it once. Back 
when waiting for buses meant choosing between being late and 
being numb. Back when hunger sharpened memory and 
ambition felt like a liability you had to hide until you learned 
how to wield it. 

Softness had never protected her. 

She pressed her palm against the glass. The chill seeped through 
— grounding, absolute. 

 
They would think the announcement was about power. About 
dominance. About reminding Chad of his place. 

It wasn't. 

It was about erosion. 

Every year, someone arrived with new language. Collaboration. 
Culture. Humanity. Words that played well in interviews and 
poorly under pressure. They smiled at her in meetings, nodded 
at her experience, then quietly rewrote narratives she'd built 
brick by brick. 
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She'd watched it happen before. Leaders who promised 
alignment and left with her authority chipped away in the 
process. Not replaced. Diluted. 

Her phone buzzed on the table. 

She didn't look at it right away. Waiting was something she'd 
mastered. 

When she finally picked it up, the message was brief. 
Administrative. Final. 

HR confirmed the start date. 

Charlene Dinatale. 

Verna read the name once. Then again. 

The résumé had been impressive. Too balanced. Leadership 
alongside community. Results without arrogance. The kind of 
profile that unsettled her more than overt ambition ever could. 

She set the phone down. 

No one replaces me, she thought. They just take turns trying. 

She turned off the boardroom lights and let the room disappear 
behind her. 

Outside, the wind howled. 

She pulled her coat tighter and stepped back into it. 
 

*** 
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Claire watched from her desk, calm but alert. Empathy came 
naturally to her, though she'd learned to ration it. 

When the intern whispered, "What do you think of the 
announcement?" — Claire's eyes flicked briefly toward Chad's 
office. 

"He'll be fine," she said. "But remember this — don't make other 
people's storms your weather." 

The intern blinked. Claire turned back to her screen, quietly 
ending the lesson. 

*** 

The holidays were over. Speculation wasn't. 

Every elevator chime pulled eyes toward the door. The floor had 
been waiting — not anxiously, just watchfully — the way 
professionals did when something new was coming and they 
hadn't decided yet whether to welcome or resist it. 

Chad stayed in his office, blinds half-drawn, pretending to work. 
He watched the floor like a chessboard, whispers moving faster 
than memos. He'd built his worth on proximity to power. Now 
power was shifting and he hadn't been told which direction. 

When the elevator opened again, silence moved across the floor 
before anyone could stop it. 
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A new figure stepped out — unhurried, self-possessed, carrying 
the particular ease of someone who had already proven herself 
elsewhere and wasn't here to prove it again. 

Heads lifted before anyone meant them to. 

Charlene didn't pause to survey the floor. She didn't scan faces 
for hierarchy. She adjusted her grip on her coat and moved 
forward with a naturalness that couldn't be rehearsed. 

From the reception desk, she registered first as composure. The 
way her shoulders stayed loose despite the cold. The way she 
didn't rush to claim space. 

Her navy coat was folded neatly over one arm, tailored without 
severity. Beneath it, clean lines in muted tones — clothes chosen 
to move through rooms like this without requiring comment. 

What held eyes, though, was something harder to name. 

Warm skin. The kind of tone that looked less like winter 
resilience and more like someone who carried light with her — 
out of season, out of step with the gray corridor she'd walked 
into. Her hair was pulled back loosely, a deep ginger-orange that 
caught the office lighting differently as she moved. One curl had 
slipped free, resting against the line of her cheekbone, softening 
features that might otherwise have read as too composed. 

Hazel eyes. Dark and steady. Not searching. Not deflecting. 
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She wore the cold lightly, like it had never quite made a claim on 
her. 

Not charming. Not guarded. 

Present. 

The kind of presence that unsettled a room not because it 
demanded attention, but because it didn't need to. 

The receptionist noticed first. 

"Good morning," Charlene said, voice even, unhurried. "I'm 
Charlene." 

Something about the way she said her own name steadied the 
desk attendant — as if this introduction had been made many 
times before, in places where first impressions carried weight. 

"Welcome," the receptionist replied, standing a little straighter 
than before. 

Charlene thanked her. Not out of habit. Out of choice. 

Across the floor, conversations stalled mid-sentence. 

People watched without staring — the way professionals did 
when something new entered their space and they weren't sure 
yet whether it was an opportunity or a disruption. 

Charlene noticed the plant near the lobby window, leaves 
curling slightly at the edges. 
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"Someone's keeping this alive against the odds," she said lightly, 
touching one leaf with care. "That's impressive in this light." 

A few desks away, someone smiled before catching themselves. 

Claire looked up then. 

She didn't register threat. What she noticed was the absence of 
hurry. The way Charlene met the room without bracing for it. 

Their eyes met. Charlene held the contact a beat longer than 
politeness required, then offered a small nod. Recognition 
without familiarity. 

Chad stood in his doorway, arms crossed. 

Charlene noticed him instantly. Not the posture. The tension 
beneath it. 

She changed direction and walked toward him, steps unhurried, 
not cautious. 

"Charlene Dinatale," she said, extending her hand. "I'm looking 
forward to working with you." 

Her tone made room — for warmth, for distance, for resistance. 
Any of them would have fit. 

Chad hesitated. 

Only a moment. Long enough to notice. Long enough to be 
registered. 
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"Chad," he said, shaking her hand. "We've all been eager to meet 
you." 

The lie was smooth. The smile almost convincing. 

Charlene smiled back. 

Not to reassure him. To acknowledge the truth of the moment 
without naming it. 

"I appreciate that," she said. "Change can feel strange at first." 

He blinked. 

It wasn't a question. It wasn't a challenge. It was an observation 
— offered without cruelty and received without grace. 

She moved on. 

"Claire, right?" Charlene said, extending her hand. "I read about 
the community campaign you led last year. You handled that 
with real care." 

Claire's surprise was brief. Controlled. 

"Thank you," she said. "Welcome." 

Their handshake held a beat longer than necessary — mutual 
recognition without alliance, without rivalry. Just two women 
reading the same room from different angles. 

Chad watched from his doorway, jaw set. 
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Verna's words from that morning echoed somewhere behind his 
eyes: Comfort kills performance. 

He wasn't sure which part of him felt threatened — the 
professional, or the man. 

Across the floor, the hum returned. Laughter resumed, softer 
now. Phones rang. Keyboards found their rhythm again. 

The machine absorbed the disruption and kept moving. 

But Chad watched Charlene cross the space as if she already 
understood its geometry. 

Not because she'd claimed it. 

Because she hadn't needed to. 

Something had entered the room. 

And it wasn't leaving quietly. 

*** 

Verna stood at the edge of the floor, just beyond the glass. 

She hadn't meant to stop there. The elevator was waiting. The 
day already moving on. 

But something held her. 

She watched Charlene cross the office. 



KYLE KALLOO 

22 

 

 

Not the obvious things — not the greetings or the smiles or the 
way people tilted subtly toward her without realizing it. Verna 
watched what happened after. 

The shift in volume. The way shoulders loosened without 
instruction. The way people resumed work with something 
faintly different in their posture, as if something unspoken had 
changed and they weren't ready to name it yet. 

Charlene didn't look around to confirm her effect. 

That was what unsettled her. 

Leaders who needed affirmation were manageable. They 
announced themselves. They overcorrected. They asked 
questions designed to be overheard. 

Charlene moved like someone who trusted the room to do the 
work. 

Verna's jaw tightened. 

She told herself it was nothing. New energy always created 
ripples. The floor would settle. It always did. People adapted or 
they left. She'd built her career on that truth. 

Still, she stayed where she was. 

Across the floor, Chad retreated into his office, blinds half-
drawn. Claire returned to her desk, attention sharpening. Phones 
rang. Keyboards resumed their rhythm. 
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The machine absorbed the disruption and kept going. 

Verna exhaled slowly. 

She didn't hate Charlene. 

That would have been easier. 

Hate was loud. Obvious. Temporary. 

This was something else entirely. 

This was recognition. 

She turned away before Charlene could look up. 

Some things were better assessed from a distance. 

The elevator doors closed. 

The floor kept moving. 
 

Verna Grant reminded herself, as she always had, that weather 
didn't care who you were liked by. 

Only who was still standing. 
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harlene woke before the alarm. 
Not abruptly. Not reluctantly. Her body surfaced 
from sleep the way it always did — slow, aware, 

already orienting. The city outside her windows was still muted, 
early light softened by cloud cover and glass. Bloor Street hadn't 
fully decided what kind of day it would be yet. 

She lay still for a moment, listening. 

Radiator ticking. 

A car passing below. 

The quiet hum of a building that held other lives without 
intruding on hers. 

Her apartment was spare but intentional. Clean lines. Warm 
wood. Neutral tones broken only by a single framed photograph 
on the far wall — sunlight, water, her parents younger than she 
remembered them now. It wasn't nostalgia that kept it there. It 
was grounding. 

She moved through the space without turning on lights. 
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Bare feet on cool hardwood. 

The familiar reach for the kettle. 

A mug warmed between her palms while the water heated. 

She didn't check her phone. 

That was a rule. 

Mornings belonged to her body first. Her breath. Her thoughts 
before they were shaped by anyone else's urgency. Notifications 
could wait. They always wanted something. This was the only 
part of the day that didn't. 

Steam curled upward as she poured, the scent of citrus and ginger 
rising quietly. She leaned against the counter, eyes unfocused, 
letting the warmth move through her. Not indulgence. 
Preparation. 

She crossed to the window and pulled the curtain back just 
enough to see the street. 

Bloor was waking in stages. A cyclist cutting through traffic 
early. A café across the way arranging chairs after the night. 
Someone waiting at the corner, collar pulled up, shoulders 
already braced against the morning. 

Charlene studied movement the way other people studied 
weather. 
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Who rushed. 

Who waited. 

Who moved like they expected space to open for them. 

She recognized herself in none of it. 

Her reflection hovered faintly in the glass. Warm skin against 
winter light, olive-toned and steady, the faint echo of summers 
that never quite left her. Her hair was loose now, curls 
unrestrained, catching the dim light in copper and ginger flashes 
as she shifted. One curl fell forward against her cheekbone. She 
didn't move it. 

After her shower, she dressed carefully. 

Not for attention. 

For alignment. 
 

Tailored trousers. A soft blouse. A jacket laid out but not yet on. 
Clothes chosen to move easily between rooms and expectations 
without announcing anything. No jewelry beyond a simple 
watch. Time mattered. Signaling did not. 

She paused at the table where a leather folder waited, unopened. 

Work could wait another minute. 

She sat, shoulders relaxed, spine straight, and closed her eyes. 

Three slow breaths. 
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In through the nose. 

Out through the mouth. 

Again. 

This was the part no one ever saw. 
 

Not the preparation. Not the restraint. Not the way she gathered 
herself before entering spaces that would test her warmth and 
mistake it for weakness if she let them. 

She thought briefly of her mother's voice, years ago, steady and 
unsentimental. 

You don't have to harden to be taken seriously. But you do have to 
decide what you'll give away. 

Charlene had decided a long time ago. 

She opened her eyes and reached for the folder. 

The day could begin now. 

*** 

She stepped out onto Bloor just as the morning settled into itself. 

The air was sharp but manageable. Not hostile. Not kind. The 
kind of cold that asked for awareness, not surrender. She adjusted 
her scarf once and began walking, pace easy, steps sure. 
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This part of the city still felt new to her. Not unfamiliar. Just 
unclaimed. 

She liked that. 

Storefronts lifted their gates in sequence. A bakery vented warm 
air onto the sidewalk, the smell of bread and sugar catching 
briefly before dissolving into exhaust and winter. A florist 
arranged buckets outside, hands bare despite the temperature, 
fingers moving fast and practiced. 

Charlene noticed the rhythm. 

Who opened early. Who lingered over small tasks. Who greeted 
the same barista by name. 

She passed them without interruption, neither invisible nor 
inspected. Downtown had a way of absorbing people who knew 
how to move through it without demanding recognition. 

At the crosswalk, she stopped beside a woman scrolling through 
her phone, jaw tight, foot tapping. On the other side, a man 
stared straight ahead, briefcase held like a shield. 

When the light changed, Charlene waited half a beat longer than 
necessary. 

The city rewarded patience. 
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She crossed with the second wave, letting the first surge break 
ahead of her. No jostling. No apology. Just space opening where 
she expected it to. 

Glass towers rose closer now, catching the low light, reflections 
stacking sky against steel. She saw her own shape briefly in one 
window. Tall posture. Loose shoulders. Someone who looked 
like she knew where she was going. 

She did. 

What struck her most wasn't the scale of the buildings. It was the 
quiet agreements happening everywhere. 

Eyes that slid away at the right moment. Doors held without 
ceremony. Silences respected. 

This wasn't warmth. 

But it wasn't hostility either. 

It was neutrality earned. 

She liked that too. 

As she neared the office tower, the sidewalk tightened. Suits 
replaced coats. Voices dropped into clipped exchanges. Phones 
rose to ears, conversations already halfway through before words 
were spoken. 

Charlene adjusted her grip on the folder. 
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Not bracing. 

Preparing. 

She paused briefly across the street from the building, watching 
people stream inside. Some hurried. Some slowed at the doors, 
posture shifting as if stepping into a different version of 
themselves. 

She wondered, not for the first time, how many of them mistook 
readiness for hardness. 

The light changed. 

She crossed. 

*** 

Memory surfaced without invitation — the way it always did 
when she was moving toward something new. 

A place she'd already outgrown, resurfacing just long enough to 
remind her why she'd left. 

The lecture hall had been smaller than it looked from the back 
rows. Tiered seating. Worn desks etched with initials and careless 
boredom. She remembered standing at the front, notes 
untouched, jacket draped over the chair back because the room 
always ran warm. 
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University of Toronto. Third-year seminar. Leadership, ethics, 
systems. 

She'd been younger then. Not inexperienced. Just more open. 

She remembered how she'd asked questions that lingered in the 
room after the words stopped. How she waited through silence 
instead of filling it. How students leaned forward without 
realizing it, drawn into conversations they didn't know they 
were hungry for. 

They trusted her quickly. 

That had been the problem. 

One afternoon, after class, a student lingered. Then another. 
Then a small cluster formed, questions slipping from coursework 
into something more personal. Careers. Expectations. The 
particular fear of getting it wrong before you'd even started. 

She stayed longer than she should have. 

Not because she didn't know better. 

Because she believed generosity would be understood. 

Later, a colleague pulled her aside. Voice low. Considered. 

"You're respected," he'd said. "But be careful. Warmth invites 
interpretation." 

He hadn't meant it as a warning. He'd meant it as advice. 
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It hadn't been the students that changed things. 

It was the review. 

Anonymous comments. Praise tangled with discomfort. Words 
like approachable, intense, too familiar. Nothing overt. Nothing 
actionable. Just enough to suggest she'd crossed an invisible line 
she'd never been shown. 

She'd read them once. Then again. 

She didn't argue. 

She adjusted. 

Office hours shortened. Boundaries clarified. The warmth she'd 
offered freely became something she rationed more carefully. 

Her evaluations improved. 

So did the distance. 

She learned then what most people learned much later: that 
competence could be taught, but authority had to be managed. 
That warmth, unchecked, didn't always land as intended. That 
being understood was not the same as being respected. 

The memory released as she approached the building entrance. 

She didn't regret that chapter. 

But she'd never repeated it. 

*** 
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Charlene stopped just inside the lobby doors. 

Not to hesitate. 

To decide. 

The building was still waking. Security nodded as she passed — 
recognition without familiarity. A faint scent of citrus and wood 
lingered, engineered calm layered over urgency. Screens near 
reception looped overnight headlines, language already being 
shaped somewhere above. 

She moved to a seating area off to the side and opened her folder. 

Inside were notes she'd prepared carefully. Not a plan. A map. 

Names. Teams. Recent campaigns. Places where silence had 
followed mistakes instead of conversation. 

She skimmed, then closed it again. 
 

Charlene reached for her phone and opened a draft email she'd 
written the night before. Addressed broadly. Polite. Clear. An 
introduction that signaled collaboration without surrender. 

She read it once more. 

Then she deleted two sentences. 

The ones that softened the message. The ones that invited 
reassurance. The ones that explained her intent instead of letting 
it stand on its own. 
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She rewrote the opening line. 

Shorter. Cleaner. Neutral. 

She made no promises she couldn't keep. 

A second draft waited beneath it — notes for her first meetings. 
Questions she planned to ask. Observations she'd hold back for 
now. Patterns she wanted to confirm before drawing 
conclusions. 

Charlene had learned that the first mistake new leaders made 
wasn't speaking too soon. 

It was listening without discernment. 

She slid the folder back into her bag and stood. 

Around her, the lobby had filled. Shoes on tile. Voices lifting as 
people stepped into their workday. The machinery of the place 
coming online. 

Charlene didn't announce herself. 

She didn't need to. 

The choice she'd already made would take longer to notice. That 
was the point. 

She turned toward the elevators, attention already forward. 
 

*** 
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The elevator bank was busy. 

A few early arrivals stood spaced apart, coats draped over arms, 
eyes fixed ahead or down at phones. No one spoke. Morning 
etiquette in shared silence. 

Charlene stepped into the open car and took her place near the 
side panel. She set her bag between her feet and let her shoulders 
drop a fraction. 

Just enough. 
 

The doors slid shut, sealing the lobby away. The hum of motion 
replaced the open air — a brief suspension between floors and 
intention. 

Charlene inhaled once. 

Not deep. Not staged. 

A breath taken the way people did when they were ready, not 
when they were afraid. 

The display above the doors lit up. Numbers advanced steadily. 

As the car rose, reflections layered in the brushed steel — faces 
composed, expressions closed, everyone momentarily equal in 
ascent. 

Charlene's gaze stayed forward. 

This wasn't anticipation. 
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It was readiness. 

The elevator slowed. 

The chime sounded. 

The doors opened. 

Charlene stepped out. 
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y Wednesday, the printers on the tenth floor had 
jammed twice and no one had bothered to fix them. 
Drafts piled up beside the machines, pages skewed and 

half-finished, interns rerouting around the mess with practiced 
avoidance. Phones rang and went unanswered. A calendar 
reminder chimed somewhere and was silenced too quickly. 

The office still functioned. 

That was the problem. 

Conversations happened in lower registers now. Laughter cut off 
faster. People checked email twice before sending and once again 
after, scanning for mistakes they hadn’t made yet. 

Deadlines were met. 
Clients were placated. 
Nothing looked wrong. 

Chad felt it anyway. 

The quiet had teeth. 

*** 



KYLE KALLOO 

40 

 

 

At six-foot-two, Chad looked like confidence made flesh—
tailored suits, clean lines, an athlete’s posture. 
But lately, the mirror betrayed him. 
There was something brittle in the eyes now, something he 
couldn’t hide with charm or aftershave. 

The team didn’t flinch anymore when he spoke. 
Even Tess, once overly cautious, walked in without knocking. 

She stood in his doorway now, voice brisk. 
“Mr. Miller’s been trying to reach you for weeks.” 

Chad blinked. “What? I haven’t seen any messages.” 

“Because they’re still in my outbox.” Her tone was dry, 
unreadable. “Holiday chaos. My bad.” 

“Where is he?” 

“Reception.” A faint smirk. “He’s been waiting.” 

Chad’s pulse spiked. “You’re kidding.” 

“Do I look like I’m kidding?” she said, already walking away. 
“You better hurry. He doesn’t seem patient.” 

*** 
 

Mr. Miller was not patient. 
His handshake was hard, his voice harder. 
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“Unanswered messages for weeks, Chad. What’s happening over 
here?” 

Chad started to explain—backlogs, delays, internal transitions—
but every excuse made the silence between sentences heavier. 

“This isn’t about holidays,” Miller said, each word clipped. “It’s 
about professionalism.” 

Chad’s throat tightened. His usual fluency deserted him. 

The exchange was over in minutes. By the time Miller walked 
away, Chad’s collar was damp, and his confidence had cracked 
under fluorescent light. 

He sat there a long time after, staring at the glass doors as they 
closed behind the client. 

*** 

Across the floor, Claire worked quietly. Her presence was soft 
but grounded—steady fingers, careful tone. She didn’t need 
attention to command respect. 

At the copier, Tess hovered. “Any big weekend plans?” 

Claire smiled politely. “Just reading. Maybe cooking.” 

“Of course,” Tess said, disappointed. 

Claire’s smile didn’t fade, but her eyes hardened slightly. 
She knew Tess’s kind—hungry for gossip, not connection. 
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When she sat again, she felt Tess’s gaze on her back. 
Don’t make other people’s storms your weather, she reminded 
herself. 

*** 

Charlene’s  role  still  hadn’t  been  officially  announced,  but 
whispers traveled faster than memos. 

Verna’s team had learned to mask their curiosity, though even 
Claire noticed the subtle restlessness—people staying later, triple-
checking reports, managers suddenly “dropping by” other 
departments. 

Someone new had passed through the floor. 
No explanation had followed. 

Change was coming, and everyone felt it. 

Claire stayed longer that night, finishing her work under the dim 
hum of office lights. She saw Chad pacing his office, tie loosened, 
shoulders tense. 

For a moment, she thought of checking in. 

She didn’t. 

He wouldn’t have heard her anyway. 

From the corner of her eye, she caught Verna walking past—coat 
on, face unreadable. 
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Two storms on opposite ends of the hallway, both pretending 
not to need an umbrella. 

*** 

Hours later, Chad was still in his chair, replaying Miller’s words. 

The room felt smaller now, the silence louder. He’d spent years 
performing competence—every smile, every handshake, every 
quip calibrated for survival. Lately, it all felt hollow, like a script 
written for someone he no longer recognized. 

A knock broke the quiet. 

Tess again. 

“Verna called a meeting,” she said, leaning into the doorway. 
“Monday. Seven a.m.” 

Chad rubbed his temples. “Any idea why?” 

Tess considered him for a moment. Not unkindly. 

“Well,” she said, “you’ve met Charlene.” 

Not a question. 
A reminder. 

He looked up. 

“And Verna still hasn’t said what she’s doing here.” 
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A thin smile crossed Tess’s face. “Which means it probably isn’t 
about introductions.” 

When she left, her perfume lingered longer than her presence. 

Chad stayed where he was, the name settling heavier now that it 
had nowhere to go. 

*** 

Later that night, Chad ended up at The Junction. 

It wasn’t a plan. Just a turn he’d taken without thinking, feet 
moving before his mind caught up. The bar was dim and already 
loud, music bleeding into laughter, the kind of place where no 
one asked how your day had been unless they meant it casually. 

Aaron spotted him first. 

“There he is,” he said, sliding out of the booth. “You look like 
hell.” 

Chad huffed something that might have been a laugh and 
dropped into the seat opposite him. 

Beer arrived without discussion. 

Chad drank too quickly. Slower than panic. Faster than 
intention. 

“You used to love that job,” Aaron said, watching him over the 
rim of his glass. 
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Chad stared at the condensation pooling on the table. “I used to 
know where I stood.” 

Aaron nodded, as if that explained enough. “And now?” 

Chad shrugged. It felt easier than words. 

The noise around them swelled and collapsed in waves. A group 
near the bar cheered. Someone missed a note in the music. Glass 
clinked. Life carried on without asking permission. 

Aaron talked. About work. About someone he’d stopped trying 
to impress. About how not everything broken needed to be fixed 
right away. 

Chad listened without responding. His phone buzzed once in his 
pocket. He didn’t check it. 

When the beer was empty, he ordered another. Then left it 
untouched. 

By the time they stood to leave, Chad felt heavy in a way sleep 
wouldn’t solve. 

Outside, the cold cut through him instantly. Honest. 
Uninterested. 

He walked home without replaying the conversation. 

That, too, was avoidance. 
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He didn’t bother changing when he got inside. The couch took 
him as he was, jacket still on, shoes kicked off somewhere near 
the door. 

Morning found him exactly where he’d landed. 
 

*** 
 

Monday. 

The boardroom at 7 a.m. was already full when Chad arrived. 

That, alone, was a message. 

Verna sat at the head of the table, papers aligned, tablet dark 
beside her. No coffee. No coat. She’d been there long enough for 
the room to settle around her. 

Chad took his seat without comment. 
 

Verna didn’t acknowledge him immediately. 

She reviewed numbers instead. Project timelines. Client 
retention figures. A few lines of context delivered without 
emphasis, as if she were reading weather conditions rather than 
performance metrics. 

When she finally looked up, her gaze passed over the table once 
before stopping on him. 

“Let’s talk about continuity,” she said. 
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Not his name. 
Not his role. 

 
Continuity. 

She slid a folder across the table—not to Chad, but to the space in 
front of him. It stopped just short of his reach. 

“These accounts,” she continued, tapping the folder lightly, 
“have required more intervention than anticipated.” 

Chad straightened. “I can walk you through—” 

She raised one finger. 

Not sharply. 
Decisively. 

“I’ve already been walked through,” she said. “Several times.” 

Silence stretched. 

Verna turned her attention back to the table. “The issue isn’t 
effort. It’s outcome.” 

She let that sit. 

Chad felt it then—the shift. The way the room leaned away 
without moving. No one looked at him. No one offered cover. 

“Clients are asking for consistency,” Verna went on. “They’re 
asking who will be accountable moving forward.” 
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Accountable. 

Not you. 
Not your role. 

Chad swallowed. “I am.” 

Verna nodded once, as if confirming something she already 
knew. 

“For now,” she said. 

She closed the folder. 

“We’ll be adjusting oversight on your accounts effective 
immediately,” she continued. “This isn’t disciplinary. It’s 
operational.” 

Operational. 

A word that erased tone. 
A word that didn’t argue back. 

Chad waited for the rest. 

It didn’t come. 

Verna gathered her papers and stood. “We’ll revisit this after the 
quarter closes.” 

She looked at him then. Calm. Holding herself together. 

“Use the time well.” 
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And with that, she left. 

Chairs shifted. Pages turned. Someone exhaled. 

Chad remained seated, staring at the closed folder that hadn’t 
been opened. 

Nothing had been said aloud. 

Everything had been decided. 

*** 

Back in his office, Chad stared at the photo on his desk—himself 
smiling with people he no longer called. 
For years, ambition had been his compass. 
Now, it only pointed backward. 

He looked out at the skyline—each light a reminder of someone 
awake, working, surviving. 
He wondered when success had stopped feeling like progress 
and started feeling like punishment. 

He wasn’t fired. But something inside him was already gone. 
 

*** 

As the building thinned out that evening, the elevators chimed 
softly, carrying people down in measured waves. 

Charlene stepped out on the tenth floor alone. 
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She carried a slim folder under one arm, eyes moving as she 
walked, taking in what the day hadn’t allowed her to notice 
earlier. Desks cleared. Lights dimmed. The residue of urgency 
still clinging to the air. 

Her start date hadn’t been announced. 

That, she understood now, was intentional. 

Verna had requested a brief walk-through. Nothing formal. 
Nothing explained. Just enough access to observe without being 
positioned. 

Charlene paused near the boardroom window and looked out 
over the city. Glass caught her reflection—still, composed, 
slightly removed. The skyline stretched ahead, indifferent and 
exacting. 

She adjusted the folder in her hand and turned away. 

Down the hall, Chad remained in his office, tie loosened, 
shoulders set too rigidly for someone alone. He stared at his 
screen without reading it, jaw tight, as if bracing for impact that 
hadn’t arrived yet. 

They didn’t see each other. 

That was the point. 

At her desk, Claire shut down her computer and stood, slipping 
her coat on as she scanned the floor one last time. Her gaze landed 
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briefly on Charlene moving through the space—unhurried, 
attentive, not looking for permission. 

Claire paused. 

She couldn’t have said why. 

Only that the room felt… altered. 

The lights dimmed further as the last elevators descended. 

Above them all, the city waited. 



KYLE KALLOO 

52 

 

 

 




