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People think the worst thing about killing someone is the act itself.

They’re wrong.

The worst part is realizing how easy it is to justify.

I didn’t wake up this morning planning to ruin a life. I woke up planning to fix something that




had been broken for years. There’s a difference, even if the end result looks the same on paper.

The coffee machine gurgles as I stand in my kitchen, watching the city crawl to life through the window. Seventh floor. Good view. Enough distance to feel removed, but not enough to forget I’m part of the system I despise.

I drink my coffee black. No sugar. No cream. Addictions start small.

By 8:12 a.m., I’m dressed, calm,




and invisible—exactly how I like it. People trust invisible men. They tell us things. They overlook us. They assume we’re harmless.

That assumption is their first mistake.

The man I’m going to see today doesn’t know he’s already been judged.

But then again, neither did the others.

I replay his file in my head as I ride the elevator down:

Evan Marshall.

Age forty-two.




Married. Two kids.

Respected. Clean record.

On the surface.

On paper, he’s a model citizen—successful, charitable, involved in the community. The kind of man people point to and say, We need more like him.

Paper lies.

The elevator dings. The doors slide open. I step into the morning air, and the city swallows me whole.

By the time I reach his office building, my decision is already final.




People imagine killers as emotional, impulsive creatures. They picture rage, desperation, chaos. What they don’t picture is planning. Restraint. Patience.

I don’t kill because I can’t control myself.

I kill because I can.

Evan’s office is on the tenth floor. Glass walls. Open layout. Designed to suggest transparency while hiding everything that matters.

I sign in at the front desk with a practiced smile. The receptionist barely looks up.




Invisible.

I take a seat and wait. Waiting is easy when you’ve been rehearsing the outcome for weeks.

When Evan finally appears, he looks exactly as expected—tall, confident, relaxed. A man comfortable in his own skin. The kind of comfort that comes from never being held accountable.

“Tom?” he asks, extending his hand.

I shake it. Firm. Friendly.

“Evan. Thanks for seeing me on such short notice.”




He gestures toward his office. “Of course. Anything I can do to help.”

The irony almost makes me smile.

Inside, his office smells faintly of cologne and money. He sits behind his desk. I sit across from him. The stage is set.

For the next twenty minutes, I let him talk. About his work. His stress. His family. I nod at the right moments. Ask gentle questions. Build trust brick by brick.

People love to be understood.




Eventually, I lean forward and say, “There’s something else I wanted to discuss.”

His smile falters just a fraction.

Good.

I slide a folder across the desk.

“What’s this?” he asks.

“Insurance,” I say calmly. “For both of us.”

He opens the folder.

The color drains from his face.

That’s always the moment I remember best—the exact second when the illusion collapses. When they realize someone sees them clearly for




the first time.

“I think,” I continue softly, “you know why I’m here.”

He looks up at me, eyes wide, breath shallow. “You don’t understand—”

“I understand perfectly.”

Silence stretches between us. Thick. Heavy.

I don’t raise my voice. I don’t threaten. I don’t need to.

Because Evan Marshall already knows something important.

There is no version of this conversation where he walks away unchanged.




And as I sit there, calm and steady, I feel it again—that familiar certainty.
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