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TERRITORY

The killer lit a cigarette, took a long drag, and leaned back on the red bricks next to the front door.

The quiet of the night was blissful.  So serene.  

He had been casing this house for the better part of a month.  Driving up and down the road at various times of the day in stolen cars, taxis and the occasional Uber.  And every single time he had driven on this street, he had been appalled at how busy it could be.  He had seen children of all ages running up and down the street chasing each other and playing ball; hoons driving up and down the street, revving their cars for no apparent reason; large pitbulls chasing petrified cats up trees.  But at this hour, with all the residents fast asleep, and pets dreaming pet dreams, there was nothing but peace and quiet.

This was serenity.

This was perfection.

The night air kissed his cheek gently as he pulled on the cigarette.  The tip flared a glorious red momentarily and then faded to a dull orange as the inhaled smoke traveled through his mouth, down his  throat and into his lungs.  The killer had earned this, he felt.  His latest masterpiece, a family of five, lay sprawled in their respective bedrooms, separate from each other, wearing the most expensive things he could find in their wardrobes and chest of drawers.  
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