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Chapter 1
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Below my feet and beneath my wings, the smell of sweet blood and humid wind fills my nose. Goosebumps rise to the top of my skin, and chills run through every part of me, every nerve, and every blood cell. The rough touch of death at my fingertips, razor-sharp claws ready to dive into the thick wrinkly flesh of the devil that stands smiling, sipping on bitter whisky that sits in the spiral crystal clear glass. So close yet so far, I can almost taste it. His breath creates thin walls of vapor every time he takes a sip. With each taste, his eyes scrunch into lines, his smile lifting into an annoying smirk. He swirls his glass, making the now two small pieces of ice hit the thin glass walls, clicking back and forth. 

I sit at the top of a twelve-story building, home to hundreds of 9-5 workers, working their lives away to earn the small amount that keeps them barely afloat. Each breath hits the back of my throat, bringing the small bumps to rise repeatedly. I watch as he does laps, socializing with well-dressed, well-known, greedy men and women with heads held high and fake, exaggerated smiles that cover their faces. Their minds wander to thoughts consisting of  “I’m the wealthiest, most significant, and most intelligent.” 

As it’s the “most important” affair that happens yearly, plastered on news platforms as a charity event that raises millions of dollars every year, it's known to be vastly exclusive to politicians, actors, artists, and billionaires of different backgrounds. But, behind these articles and stories is the real reason the most influential people in New York gather, La Rua. A club/organization dedicated to building internal relationships that benefit those involved and ruin the mere lives of people who give no attention to the selfless and narcissistic minds of the club members. 

The only people who know the details are the people who are specially selected by the organization's founder and headman, who stand surrounded by at least thirty masked bodyguards placed specifically in corners serving drinks and appetizers, and snipers sitting just a few feet away from my position, atop another building. They haven't moved an inch since they arrived hours ago. They focus entirely on targets they have been assigned, targets that could make a move any second that would threaten the life of their employer. 

But, as far as they know, my target is him, and I know more about him, more than even his family members and closest allies. La Rua’s founder, better known as a billionaire and owner of more than half of New York, is Marco Rua. 

The short 4 years of observing Rua has led to the knowledge of even the smallest things about him, his slightly different colored green and brown eyes, the exact name of his perfume, his habit of picking at his nail beds when growing frustrated at the incompetent people that work for him, a small coffee tinted birthmark that lays right below his left shoulder, the time of day he locks his office door that sits right in the middle of the 10 bedrooms on the second floor of his home to drink overly priced liquor. 

The reason I have been assigned to discreetly get rid of this man's entire existence does not seem to fit the front of Mr. Generous, charity-driven businessman. His name is passed down from generations of the leaders of the mafia world as the head of the Spanish mafia. Notoriously known as a violent, expressionless, and richest mafia family to date, as far back as the 1800s. 

As I’ve studied him, the plan of assassination has grown almost to perfection. The one variable in the way is his one and only son, Lorenzo. The only person who could inherit the name and fortune of the Rua family. Figuring out the steps to not only get rid of Marco but also add in the fact that once he’s gone, his life will carry on. Unfortunately, it wouldn't solve anything. When it comes to their empire, you can't mess up, or it will cost you everything. Though I don’t have much to risk, I know these kinds of people and their ins and outs. What has become of those who try to interrupt, and I’d rather not be in their shoes. 

I sigh to myself, sitting with my legs crossed and my shoulders slouched, on the wall that divides between the thick roof and the pavement 145 feet beneath my feet, which are just begging to be pulled down. My head resting in my hands, as my eyes feel heavy, a yawn escapes my lungs. The countless days of stalking are starting to catch up to me. I’m exhausted.

Standing to my feet, I find myself staring at what could be, at the little dots of people who rush after or to different places. They laugh, they talk, they yell; a smile reaches my face. When I spend my time here, watching the stories and lives of these souls makes me curious. They’re all so extremely different, but at the same time the same, wasting time worrying about the smallest problems and anxieties. Shaking the thoughts from my mind, I let my body drift, letting gravity pull me down. The beat in my chest rises, sinking slowly to the ground, and the whisper of wind catches my ears. The thick air catches my body, the black wings force themselves from between my shoulder blades. Just inches from the ground, I rise again. The cold wraps around my soft feathers, which reach 6 feet to my left and to my right. As I float, I look down at the world that stills for just a moment. 

My wings brush the large windows of tall buildings that hold hunched-over humans, with bright screens that bring a sharp glow to their faces. The same sight can be seen in each little square of desks and chairs. What a depressing life, stuck working at the same time, sunrise to sunset, with just a small one-bedroom apartment to show for it. The thought brings chills to my skin, the stereotypical life of humans.

The soft vibrations of the small phone that sits in my pants pocket bring my attention down to the bright screen that makes me squint my eyes. 

Unknown: 


●  I have a situation.

●  What does that have to do with me?

●  I need help

●  Just meet me at the park across from 30th Street.

●  Please.

●  Ok.....



A very small part of me is nervous about what will be there when I show up. The last time I happened to get an unknown number and a destination to go to, it ended with 20 men lifeless on the floor of a warehouse that sat in the middle of a dark, wolf-infested forest. It was an ambush to assassinate an assassin. But, the part of me that is constantly curious and wanting to be inside of other people's thoughts and ways of life wins over my brain. So, why does a stranger need my help? How did they get my number? Questions keep arising, and the nerves grow with them. As I sit in the middle of an intersection, just floating, keeping my feet off the ground and far enough away that I won’t be spotted by any passersby. Luckily enough, it's a quieter part of town that is home to the rich who stay away at home until daybreak. I quickly scan my surroundings and head to a dark alley, letting myself drop and my feet catch me. I hide the part of me that would have my mother yelling at me if she ever found out I had my “sacred” wings out in the human world. The benefits outweigh the punishments, so it's a win-win for me. 

I head to the crosswalk, gently pushing the button that makes a slight pinging sound, and the red hand instantly turns into a person. It counts from 20 down to 1 as I reach the bumps on the other side of the street that connect to the sidewalk. I drag my feet slowly, trying to slow time down for just a moment. I need the right headspace, as some would say, I've lost my edge, lost the way of life I was brought into. Well, I agree to disagree; my other “world” didn't have anything for me. I mean, yes, being raised by the goddess of night was pretty cool and all, but having to dedicate my life to just one form of life. A form of life that has been seen and taught for more decades than I can count, and being the sister with no “special” gifts, nothing that they could benefit from. I had to leave. So, when war broke out, and all seemed to be hell, I left, or ran away, according to everyone else. I haven't had contact with my mother for over 6 years. I was 17, now I’m 23. 

The feeling of the wind's soft breath hits my face, bringing me back from my thoughts. I reach the park that was described by the stranger, it sits in front of me, with a large arched sign that reads “River Walk Park” in big bold black letters that lie on the soft green underneath. Taking a quick scan of my area, I step into the entrance, the park now brightly lit by warm string lights that line the walkway of each sidewalk that loops around a large fountain made of 3 different levels, each getting smaller as it reaches at least 2 feet taller than me. As I make my way around it, I see a figure sitting, completely silent and staring at me with large black eyes. 

The shadow stands and stalks towards me with wide but silent steps. I stand tall, not backing away for any reason. Once the figure reaches me, I can now see the strong features that are a spitting image of someone I know, but a name sits just at the tip of my tongue. The man stands so close to me that I can hear his rapid breathing and uneasy facial expression. Confusion enters my blood, thinking the worst has become a reality. Something is wrong, and I know it. I can feel the tense air that rises, and just to my surprise, I feel the presence of another figure behind me. Just mere steps, the sound of the shoes grazing the uneven concrete. At this moment, I know I need to make a move to get out of there, and fortunately enough for me, my feet turn, deciding the best decision is to run. 

But just seconds before I can reach the exit, he decides to show up. The one man I never want to encounter, never want to see this close to my face, and never with the big, sly smirk that is plastered on his face targeted towards me. No, no, no, this can not be happening, the worst of the worst right at this very moment. He was supposed to be away, in an entirely different country, for 3 weeks. That was my plan. My plan. Ruined. Completely. 

Quickly looking for a way out, I'm surprised by at least 20 different men who sit with guns raised and aimed at my heart. Shaking off my confusion, my body carries me through the crowd. From someone else's point of view, it would look like a bullet that curves in unnatural patterns with the same speed it has during the first millisecond of firing. To me, on the other hand, it feels like a simple walk through the park, and every single body and object sits in complete utter silence as if they were manikins. But we’re in the present, and that relieves me when I find myself in a dark place. Scanning the area, it’s pitch black and as cold as the North Pole during Christmas. Taking deep breaths, hearing the small gasps repeating in every inhale and exhale. My mind roams, trying my best to focus on what I see in front of me. Telling myself to keep looking, to keep breathing, and to keep calm.

As the light suddenly reappears in my view, I see a wall, buried deep into the ground and raised into a small apartment complex. I’m in the middle of an alleyway, surrounded by dark figures that stand tall, with big, muscular bodies. Their faces are completely covered by thick black masks, with small holes cut out of the eyes, giving them just a small range of vision. I’m closed off in a circle of bodies, holding guns and weapons towards where I stand, pointed at my head. I’m now still, not out of worry but rather thought. How am I going to get out of this? What's my plan of attack? The questions keep being raised. What's stopping them from pulling the triggers and making a move? That's the only question that was answered. A small pathway opened between the wall, and a much smaller man walked calmly, too calmly, right in front of my body. My mind is clouded with thoughts. His face doesn't register in it.

Then, finally, it arises from the back of my mind. It’s him, the one and only person I’ve been targeting for the past 6 years of this dreadful life in this wrecked city. He walks, followed by even bigger figures, two, one on his left, and one on his right. They’re carrying large firearms and are completely covered as if some sort of ninja, and the man in the middle is Marco Rua. That horrifying and disgusting smirk stuck to his face.

“Keres,” He speaks with a hint of laughter behind it, like he is amused with the situation he’s put me in. I let him stay in the long silence, refusing to converse with him. 

“You’re a hard one to catch, aren’t you?” Smiling with pride in his dark eyes. “It’s been what?” He stops to think, “6 years?” 

My confusion peaks slightly when it's mentioned. How? How does he know? I have never been caught, nor suspected of anything. There is no way he’s been watching me at the same time I was watching him. Right? How does he even know who I am? 

“What do you want?” I ask with annoyance. 

“Oh, Keres, no need to be hostile, I just want a mere alliance.” 

“No,” I reply, sternly 

“Why don’t you come with me and just talk things out?”

I questioned whether he was asking or threatening that I would be going with him either way. I could easily get rid of his army. It would take a good 7 minutes to either injure or kill every single person who has the intent of getting rid of my existence. The best way to get out of this is to agree. Right? Just give this narcissist what he wants for now, and somehow get out of it without having to fight through it. Though it would be kind of fun to fight with the group of people I've been trying to gain knowledge of for years. But if I can solve this and not have to murder about 60 people in one night. That would be better and less for me to clean up in the long run. I sigh, extremely annoyed with the position he’s put me in. 

“I will talk, nothing more," I say, stepping closer to him, now only leaving two feet of distance between us. 

“Excellent.” He smiles, waving to the circle of figures to clear out.

They make a very quick exit, as they form 4 lines and walk off as if they just got yelled at and grounded by their parents. He smiles at me and gestures towards a blacked-out long SUV. A man with gray hair and a stern-looking face opens the back door. His left hand rests behind his back, palms up and pressed against it, and he nods at me as I enter. I sit myself as far away as possible from Rua. My back rests against the little window that separates the driver's seat from the rest of the car. Rua, straight across from me, rests against the back window of the car with his right leg resting on his left. 

My arms are crossed, my face showing nothing, but my head races with action. I feel the wheels start to turn as we pull away from the curb, making our way towards an unknown place. The entire time, my eyes are on Rua, ready to attack at any given moment if necessary. He sits staring right back at me. The murderous tension rises with every passing millisecond. It’s as if he can read every thought that goes through my brain, and that scares me slightly. Even though I probably know more about him than he does, I feel like he knows more about me than even I do. Shaking away the ridiculous thought, the driver stays silent. I’m ready to finally get an inside look at his operation, and that's the only thing that I keep in my mind for the entire ride.
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Chapter 2
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The bumpy dirt road continues through the forest that's full of bushy trees that go so high that the sky is hidden by the long green shadows. The road is thin, and I can feel the sticks and branches scratching the sides of every door. A continuous waiting game lasts more than 40 minutes, with not one word spoken and not one sound to be heard from either killer. Finally, a very brightly lit mansion appears in view. Various square and circular windows are placed strategically on each side of the building. I’m more surprised at how they fit this big of a home in the middle of an abandoned forest. 

We pull up to a double door, each side being at least double my height. It’s quickly opened, with hands hidden behind it. Rua steps out of the car, walking into the entrance in a few strides. I scan my area, trying to notice and remember every single little detail. The more I know, the better my advantage. It finally occurs to me, the carelessness of this man. He let me see the way to his fortress, the exact location, and now his outside security and the placement of his cameras. 

I can’t help but wonder what it is he’s planning, with the way I’ve seen into his mind; he doesn't do anything without some kind of plan behind it. So, what exactly is going through it now? I need to be ten times more on edge, keep my guard up constantly, and be prepared for basically anything. 

Stepping foot into the entrance, I’m met immediately with 4 women, dressed in matching gray pantsuits. They stand in a tight line, hands behind their backs, with their eyes focused on the shiny tile beneath our feet. I follow Rua up a large flight of stairs to the left of the front doors, the same mirrors exactly to the right, nothing but black walls and small, fragile gold decorations that follow very detailed patterns. The steps leading to a large door feel like they go on and on, with no stop in sight. After what feels like I just walked 2 miles, we finally end up standing in front of the large door that seems ten times larger now that I’m standing beneath its frightening height. 

The same gray-haired man opens it, same position, same expression, perfectly angled nod. The entrance shows a dramatically long oval table, definitely custom-made to fit the dark and eerie feeling of the remaining building. The silence just keeps on rising, not one word spoken by another person, like the entire world has completely stopped. Rua leads me to the top of the table that lies right in front of an arched window, lined with the same bright gold. I’m seeing a theme here. The window almost touches the ceiling and floor; the view is gorgeous. I try not to distract myself too much from it, but it's so hard to miss. 

It’s the most extravagant garden, every kind of plant, all taken very good care of. No signs of death are to be seen anywhere. The complete opposite of what I know can be seen underneath my own feet. Gaining consciousness of my surroundings, my thoughts are now focused on Marco Rua, pulling out a chair, more flashy than the other 40. 

“Please.” He smiles, “Take a seat.” 

Taking caution, sitting in a chair not right next to him, but a chair farther away. I think it’s the hatred that pushes me away, not wanting to get too close. He disgusts me, everything about him, and I’d rather die a tragic, painful death than have to be so close in his range that I can hear him even so much as breathe.

Taking a seat, it’s a lot more comfortable than I thought it would be, almost like sitting on a much smaller memory foam bed. 

“So, Keres, I know this is so sudden, I apologize for taking such action. That wasn’t very polite of me. Let’s start over?” His face softened by a centimeter.

“Talk,” I say

“I’ll take that as a yes.” He pauses, “You probably know why you’re here, don’t you?” 

“No. I don’t,” I lie, the same not amused expression stays.  

His permanent smirk and eyes grew tenfold; he saw right through me. The most annoying laugh erupted from his stomach, and a dramatic hand reached his face, wiping a fake tear away. He takes a deep breath as if to calm himself, though, telling from his emotions, it was just a personal play for me specifically. He’s trying to get a rise out of me. 

At that exact moment, the absolutely antagonizing murderous intent that rages inside of my boiling heart almost exploded. The small blade sits snug in a pocket on the side of my legs, buttoned up enough to hide suspicion but loose enough for my convenience. Forming a devious smile, I let him continue. 

“Alright, let me break it down for you then. I want an alliance with you, as far as I know, you’re the best of the best, and my men aren’t quite cutting it for me, unfortunately.” He sighs, “Keres. I know if I had you on my side, we could be gods. Control everything in this state, maybe even the whole world.” 

A laugh almost breaks through the seal of my lips. Gods? I practically am one. 

“What would I get out of it?” I ask

“Power.” He says, confused. 

“Is that not what you want? I’m willing to put anything and everything on the table for you. I need your strengths and mind.” 

“How do you know what my strengths are?” I question 

He laughs again, but it sounds a little more sincere somehow, given his emotionless heart.

“Who doesn’t? Everyone who even has an inch of control knows everything about you. Not literally, of course, given I’ve been trying to find you for 6 years, and what a time you gave me. Trust me when I say, it wasn’t for nothing. I’ll gain your intelligence, whatever it takes.”

Very threatening, Rua, changed my mind completely, not. If anything, it might’ve pushed me away even farther than I already was. I’m a woman of independence, and if this man thinks he can barbade my life by threatening me, he’s got something much, much worse coming for his throat. 

But, on the other hand, how much fun would it be? I mean, he is one of the most powerful mafia in America, and who knows, getting on that level, and having that dominance over so many other people might benefit me a little. My plan just keeps growing; now I would have an inside look at it all. Everything could be mine, even the devil's head on a mantle, hung up above my fire from hell itself. My face must look crazy right now, an ear-to-ear smile, eyes that light up and darken with every thought, my knife-like fangs even almost give a little show, I feel like I could almost be drooling if it wasn’t for my manners. Not that I have a ton of those either, well, not for these kinds of people anyway. 

“I have some demands before I even think of agreeing,” I say 

“Anything.” He says

“Money, control, and complete freedom,” I slowly let out

“Deal.” He stands, putting his right hand out for me to shake in agreement. 

I slowly return the handshake as politely as I can, not wanting to raise any questions of my loyalty. Because my loyalty is non-existent, the only loyalty I have is for myself and myself only. But, if I somehow give myself away, this entire “alliance” would be the smoke that floats around in the cold air, after a forest fire. 

“I’ll contact you tomorrow, and we will get everything settled.” He says

I just nod my head, wanting to get myself out of this hellhole. Just as quickly as I was here, I was ready to get out even faster. Walking out of the room, leaving Rua by himself, as he just sits in the same spot and position while typing away on a laptop he pulled out of thin air. The same giant staircase looks even bigger and steeper as I take careful steps to the shiny tile that looks like it could slip with one wrong move. The women stand in the same line and the same stance. I’m walked to the front door by Mr. Quiet Gray-Haired Man, opening the door for me and leading me to the same car that brought us all here. 

The second I'm back in the car, all of my tension is composed and drifts away. I don’t know why I was so nervous and tense; I have never been like that in my entire life. So, it’s extremely new to me, and these emotions that are swelling up are herding me. I feel like sinking into a deep black hole and never rising from it ever again. But, at the same time, the anger that follows closely with everything else is winning the race of emotions. Ready to hit the ground running and prepared for anything to smack me in the face. 

This plan, which  I’ve been building my entire adult life, continues to grow, and eventually, I’ll have everything I need to attack it. The same bumpy dirt road awakens me, the sky now filled with stars, and a black background that they shine on. 

“Excuse me, sir?” I say through the tiny window between my gray hair and my body.

“Yes, Ma’am?” He replies, looking through the rearview mirror at my face, while trying to focus on the road in front of him. 

“What’s your name?” I ask

“Paul Elsher,” He says

“Mr. Elsher, what’s your position, working for Rua?” My curiosity is getting the best of me yet again. 

“I can’t disclose that, but I do whatever Mr. Rua needs from me.” He says, with the same terrifyingly strict voice, that hints absolutely nothing but cold steel that laces it. 

I hum with curiosity, lying back against the shockingly comfortable seat. This feels ten times longer than it was on the path here, like time has slowed down almost completely. This whole day has been weird and eventful, and I miss my boring everyday life of watching, planning, and sometimes becoming a skillful assassin who gets paid hefty amounts of money from vengeful men and women. 

Eventually, we arrived at the same spot I was taken from, Mr. Elsher slowly pulling away from me with some of the best driving skills I’ve seen before, which is saying a lot for the population of New York. 

There I am, in the now downpour of rain, the second it touches my thick clothes, my body is instantly soaked. The uncomfortable feeling of wet pressure against every part of me gives me chills. Taking my time to walk down the alley, turning right, and taking a couple more turns, I finally reached the street on which my apartment building is built. Pushing the 4 numbers that keep me on the other side of the door to the lobby. The small beep sound fills my ears, letting me open the door. Walking in, passing the small room that holds mail for each apartment.

I reach the lobby desk, and a small, fragile woman is sitting behind it. 

“Hi, Mrs. Abram,” I say, smiling at her.

“Lila! Hi, dear, you’re home late.” She says, coming over to assess me.

“Yeah, I lost track of time.” 

“Oh my, you’re soaking wet. Go and take a nice warm shower so you don’t get sick.” She says with my favorite warm smile, I see almost every day. 

“I will, have a good night, Mrs. Abram,” I say 

“You too, Lila. Sleep well.” 

It makes my heart all snuggly and warm when she calls me that. Because what she doesn’t know is that’s just my alias. Even knowing my real name could be a threat to her, and with her being just a sweet lady, that takes care of everyone in the building like they’re her grandchildren. I wouldn’t want any harm in finding her, even though that's all I’m known for. I think she’s the only person I’ve gotten to know, and even like. I owe a lot to her; she's treated me with nothing but kindness and care since the second I moved in here. Even though she does, she scolds me for not calling her by her first name and threatens to kick anyone mean to me. I love her and her kind soul. I treat her like a real mother figure. 

After leaving the sweet vanilla-scented air of Cora, I head up two flights of stairs to the floor on which my home lies. Passing 3 doors, I reach Apt. 304, taking the key that's been snugged away in one of my many pockets and putting it into the smaller lock. I find myself back in my safe place, away from anything that could threaten my life, which could be anyone or anything. The small hallway that welcomes me holds a small rack that I carefully set my now soaking wet shoes on, hoping they will dry come morning. Walking through the warm, black kitchen and living room, leaving wet steps behind me. My room, which is to my left, is softly lit up by multiple warm light lamps that are placed around my bed and desk. 

Finally, getting rid of the dripping clothes that are stuck to me, and getting to release all of my built-up anxiety by stepping underneath the warmth of my shower. The water is too hot and burns my skin just the way I like it. This is the time I get to let everything go, even though my mind is constantly racing and is even worse after the day I had. It’s all gone. Not letting my wings be free for over 3 hours has now caused a lot of discomfort, pressing against my shoulder blades and spine. 

I take my time to wash my long hair and clean all of the dirt that's stuck to my body. After it has been built up all day long, I feel like a weight has been lifted. Stepping out onto a soft bath mat and drying myself off, I get dressed in loose shorts and a very baggy T-shirt that reaches mid-thigh. I plopped myself onto the soft mattress and pulled a soft blanket over myself. I quickly check the messages that have been filling up all day long, now having over 10 politicians and rich celebrities who just complain about some random person who “wronged” them or is an enemy of some sort. 

With the warmth that surrounds me, my eyes grow heavy from the excessive annoyance I’ve been facing all day, and my body drifts deeply and quickly into the sleep I’ve been desperately needing. The past 3 days of not one ounce of relaxation are now hitting me and forcing me into dark, bloody dreams. 
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Chapter 3
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The slight fog starts to turn clear after a few blinks, and the sound of my eyelids closing against each other shallows into the background of cars driving by, and the long continuous honks of the drivers with road rage. The rage they have never seemed to grow into joy, each day being the same routine of yelling, honks, and screeching tires. 

Seeing the time 3:00 flash rapidly at me, in bright red. It comes to me that I've been sleeping for over 12 hours, which was probably much needed after the day I had yesterday and a couple of days before. I’m used to the long, endless days and the thoughts that just continue to grow, and create a sense of anxiety. Which does not seem to ever come toThe slight fog that starts to turn clear after a few blinks, the sound of my eyelids closing against each other shallows into the background of cars driving by and the long continuous honks of the drivers with road rage. The rage they has never seemed to grow into joy, each day being the same routine of yelling, honks, and screeching tires. 

Seeing the time 3:00 flash rapidly at me, in bright red. It comes to me that I've been sleeping for over 12 hours, which was probably much needed after the day I had yesterday and the couple days before. I’m used to the long endless days and the thoughts that just continue to grow, and create a sense of anxiety. Which does not seem to ever come to a close, I used to enjoy this. But, now I dread the everyday life of dealing with uneducated adults, not mature enough to be able to hold a basic conversation without letting their revenge and hatred get the best of them. 

The same pair of pajamas I wore to bed are ridden up my stomach and thighs, bringing in the chilling air that flows through my apartment. The same kind of crisp air hits me every morning, opposite of a warm bath, washes over me again and again. Each time I brush them away, it just returns. 

Slowly pushing the soft silk covers off of my now freezing body, I quickly grab a large black hoodie, throwing it on, with a pair of gray sweatpants. The warmth now swallows me, a sigh leaves my lips, as a cry of relief, escaping the cold. I head towards the kitchen, right outside of my bedroom door to the right a few feet. My apartment is covered in black paint, some small details a soft white, I personally think it's comforting. A very minimalistic style, and decorations, which didn't have much behind, most inspiration found off of random magazine pages. The energy and solid colors match my personality almost perfectly. 

Opening the large two doored fridge, to find rows and rows of energy drinks, fruits and veggies. I think I live because of energy drinks, because without them I might as well be dead. Though they’re probably killing me slowly each day, which makes no sense because I'm Immortal. But, you get the point. Grabbing a cup of ridiculously expensive vanilla greek yogurt, opening it and throwing in some blueberries. I take my, probably only, meal for the day, bringing it to the large leather couch that sits facing a thin screened tv, looking to my right the bright lights of New York shine like stars and make me feel like I made it into heaven. It's gorgeous, a dream for most to be in the city and be able to experience the view. I know that from the extensive internet watching I did before coming here, and from comments of others from different states explaining the dreams of living here. Which is the ultimate reason I chose New York over any other state. 

Finishing up my meal pretty quickly, I head over to my office which is built right across from my bedroom. The large desk, covered in a matte black paint as well as the chair, computer and monitor. Sitting down to look through my schedule for the day, the calendar app pops up immediately. The day is booked for just one assassination, the target a man named Harry Mueller a comptroller for the city. The hit was placed by his own wife, as a publicity stunt. I was given specific instructions to make it seem like a suicide, specifically from drugs. I’m not a drug dealer, so I don’t know what she suspects from me. 

But, I guess this makes it ten times easier for me, no hiding bodies, and no cleaning. Taking a good thirty minutes to do an in depth research of the man, most of his life is posted on the internet by different news agencies, most talking about his commitment to the state. It's shocking how the majority is positive. From what I've seen, specifically from the parties and gallas I have seen him attend, he’s a cheater, a drug addict and an overall creep. I can see the reasoning behind his wife's impatience to finally get rid of him. 

I have a detailed pattern when it comes to “suicides” and well any other homicide performed by my hands. It's extremely simple, and any mistake made will throw absolutely everything off. 

First, set the stage: Create an alias by taking what I have seen and learned from the target, and basically creating the perfect personality to intrigue them. Though I never like to get too personal, sometimes this step differs, being completely skipped in the first place. This time around it will be skipped, because of his proximity to bodyguards and higher up personnel that may be involved. This step would be useful for example: on a lower level manager in some sort of law firm. 

Second, Map out the entrance and exit routes: Probably the most crucial steps, by knowing the exact placements of cameras, stairs, elevators, doors and busy areas. This could be the success or failure of the assassination in entirely. Most buildings are almost identical to any other office building, like his office which sits on floor fifty out of fifty-three floors in total. His being the largest, and the very center of the level. It's surrounded by six others on each side, spaced out only five feet or so. If you were to walk straight out of the main elevator you’d be welcomed by a womans and mens bathroom. Circling either side to the smaller offices which lead down the hallways to his office, one single dark wood stained door, silver handle and a sign stuck to the middle “Harry Mueller”. With cameras that basically engulf the entire building, but luckily enough for me, I’m not an assassin for no reason. The routine of changing the film on these recording devices can be set back a couple of hours, to show a repeating movie. Just a simple keyboard smash to log into the data frame, and most firewalls can be shut down forever without anyone's knowledge. 

Third, The way of death: My favorite, being able to play around with the lives of no good government officials and rich men. Going back to what I stated before, a suicide. The easiest and most creative technique used. To make it quick and painless, some sort of drug mixture was hinted at by his clearly loving wife. When most of these boys have an addiction they don’t know how much easier they’re making my job. I won't go into extreme detail of the stuff specifically used for obvious reasons, but he’s known to have depression and past overdoses on the pills used to treat these specific mental illnesses. So, a quick mix of a couple of these and a toss into his flask that's carried around in his suit jacket pocket, which is filled with who knows what. I know, vodka. Straight vodka, refilled every couple hours to the brim. 

Fourth, Create the scene: Anything that would incriminate him as the suspect, such as a pill or alcohol bottle should be set precisely where he one, would be able to reach and two is familiar to a family member or coworker. Making it seem as though he did it personally is the key to getting away with the murder. 

Fifth, Get out of there. 

The ultimately simple plan, for me at least. It's almost like it's my first nature, my life's job and how people get so used to it they can’t think of anything else and can’t even make half of a mistake. 

To finish the plan, one small factor of hacking the surveillance systems comes to mind. Finding the company's employee website, and logging in as Gary the computer and information systems manager. He has complete access to everything technology wise, giving me the perfect opening. With a couple of buttons pressed I'm in. The cameras are a little different than what I’m used to but nothing a recording can’t fix. With the change of video, my plan is set. 

Shutting off the monitor, cracking the tighten muscles and bones that need relief in my neck and back, the noises bringing bumps to my cold skin. Which disappears quickly as my feet bring me to the small dedicated section of my closet that's filled with the black costumes, some different but most long tight sleeves and long tight pants. These give the idea of a shadow, not being seen and hidden. Including the black masquerade mask I found at a party store, that works more than well. It covers the sharp features of my face which has kept my existence hidden from anyone who had been a witness or caught a glimpse of a shadow. Which has been one person, my very first hit. I was careless and did the number one obvious thing not to do, beware of my surroundings. 

I take off the loose fit clothing I wore to bed off and squeeze into the matte stretchy material of my work uniform. The boots I choose specifically to make me seem a couple inches taller just in case I would happen to be a suspect in any of these cases, the most unique feature is someone's height and this is a form of evidence used by lawyers. Opening the rectangular safe hidden in what would normally be a sock drawer, a belt that hides four throwing blades, three sharp needles that reach a few inches best for interrogating or needing to get information, and finally a pack of gum, for personal use of course. The side of my pants that act as cargo pant pockets holds a Glock G19, simple but useful when needed. 

To pull everything together I braid one simple braid, which is never used by me unless in uniform, another evidence avoidant. That most likely wouldn’t get me caught but better safe than sorry in the long run. 

I pull a pair of sweatpants and an oversized hoodie over the top of the set, just to be able to make it down to the lobby and outside without suspicion. 

I pick up the backpack with extra supplies that hangs by the front door, and walk out of my front door, push in the door combination before waiting for the small beep to make sure it’s all the way locked. Heading to the elevator, the down button lit up pressing it making the doors open automatically. Stepping in, I press the lobby button, it takes not even a minute for the doors to open again, bringing me to meet the desk which sits in front of the building doors. Mrs. Abrams’ small figure meets my gaze. The sound of my footsteps brings her attention to me. The soft and warm smile fills me with happiness. 

“Hi, dear!” She exclaims 

“Hi Mrs. Abrams, how are you this morning?” I reply 

“I’m doing amazing, how are you sweetheart?” She says 

“I’m ok.” I smile softly at her 

She walks from behind the counter to reach me and pulls me into the most comforting embrace. I can feel her hand rubbing my back in circles, as if she's soothing me. It wouldn’t be wrong, her entire being and energy gives me so much positivity. I could never imagine how my mentality would be if it wasn’t for her. The hug ends with her teeth flashing at me, the small smile lines showing. 

“I won’t keep you any longer dear.” She pauses, turning me to the door, walking me towards it. “Be careful, and call if you need anything.” 

“Thank you, Mrs. Abram. I'll see you later.” I say

As I step outside the sun is hidden by the large buildings, making it seem as if it's completely dark while the sun is setting. 

I have to walk just a mile to meet my destination, I take my time wanting the sun to be set completely before making any moves. As I walk, even with the multiple layers the cold and still air reaches my skin. The feeling of constant freezing makes moving any part of my body ten times more unbearable. The trip suffers slowly, time making a stop, creating an experience of mind games. When finally I reached the same building I hacked into, and got every piece of information in under a half hour that I needed. 

Walking into the alleyway that sits between the building and the restaurant on the left, I shed out of my outerwear and stuff them into the almost full backpack that sits on my shoulders.  I then scan the area, the heightened senses I was fortunately born with making it easier to hear and feel any sudden changes in the air which surrounds me. Being able to tell these differences up to almost three miles away if I'm focused completely. Taking a deep breath, making my bones shiver. The ache and pressure of my wings are finally set free, the sensitivity of sound, and touch even more heightened now. Just one lift up and down shoots me up, close enough to the building to where my hands can feel the details of each brick. Trying to keep the distance as close as possible. My eyes closed, waiting. Just waiting. Each molecule that floats in the air, is a dead give away. I know when to stop. 
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