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Greg laughed and poured another glass of wine for his guests. He felt a little tipsy. 

Everyone in the living room had been drinking for the last hour since they finished dinner.

He finished pouring two new glasses and walked back into the living room, where the group was seated around one another.

“Here you go, Darren, and one for you to Sarah,” he said, handing them their glasses.

“Thanks, Greg.” Greg and Rhonda Hilton were one of the many power couples in Los Angeles. 

They were well known throughout the banking industry, along with managing their own hedge fund, and were considered the titans of their age. 

The couple had made their money entirely from hedge funds. According to the LA Times, Greg and Rhonda Hilton were worth nearly $500 million based on their investments.

Currently, they own six different homes, with three of them being out of the country. 

One in the Philippines, another in Japan, and one in England. The others were an apartment building in Los Angeles, a home up in Northern California, and another apartment in New York City in Manhattan.

Greg took his seat back on the couch. It was a Wrenton six-piece sectional worth over $21,000. 

“I hope you’ve had some time to think about our offer?” Darren smiled and took another sip from his wine glass before setting it down. 

“I have Greg, and honestly, I can’t say no. It’s a great offer. Both Sarah and I are in full agreement,” he said.

“Ah well, that’s great to hear,” he said. “Yes, I feel that you and your firm have a lot to offer, and we’d love to be a part of it.”

“That is really great to hear Darren. You are making the best choice, and I promise you that I will personally make sure your portfolio will expand 110% over the next three years, minimum.”

“I love it!” said Darren. He reached over and shook hands with Greg. “Oh, boys, please keep your voices down. 

Remember, Jack is upstairs asleep,” said Rhonda. “Oh, my apologies.” “It’s alright.

Honey, don’t worry, Jack sleeps like a rock. He’s probably asleep by now,” said Greg.

“Well, I’m glad this evening came to a positive outcome.” “I couldn’t agree more.

This is going to be a great opportunity for you both, and let’s make a toast to this momentous evening,” he said. 

Everyone stood up and raised their glasses. “To a future with more money in everyone's pockets,” said Greg. 

“Here, here,” said Sarah. Everyone's glasses clinked. Greg and Darren stayed in the living room to talk. 

Rhonda and Sarah took the empty glasses back to the kitchen, and Sarah helped her put some of the dishes away. Rhonda had always preferred to cook and manage meals for the family without any hired assistance. 

John exited the elevator quietly and made his way down the hallway. He looked up and saw that the security camera was no longer blinking red.

The camera was dead. As it turned out, he’d managed to sever the security feed and sent the security officer home for the night after pretending to play it off that he was taking over the guard’s shift. 

It hadn’t been hard to find a similar guard uniform. He’d prowled around several bins at a couple of stores, and after going through some used clothing bins, he found the uniform.

It hadn’t been hard to get into the building. He knew a good forger who was able to make him a fake security badge, which got him through the front door.

From there, it hadn’t been hard to make his way into the backroom security office, where he told the guard on duty that he could go home for the night.

Once the guard had left for the night, he walked out of the security office and locked the door from the outside. 

John walked back to the lobby and informed the guard on duty at the help desk that he was going for his nightly walk upstairs.

He’d cased out this apartment building and the family he was targeting for the last month. 

It hadn’t been hard to learn their habits and know their routine, which they always stuck to every day, seven days a week.

The building had been undergoing a lot of maintenance over the last month as well. 

It had been extremely easy for him to steal a construction uniform and pose as a worker for the company that had been contracted to work inside the building.

The company that had been brought in was specifically brought in to work on the gas lines going in and out of the building.

John had been easily able to sneak in several gas cans that he’d hidden in the basement with other materials and equipment that were being stored out of any prying eyes.

He turned another corner and saw that he was in front of the apartment of his marks. 

John set the gas cans down, took three doorstops out of his pocket, and quietly inserted them under the door to prevent it from being opened. 

He quickly looked around and then picked up both the cans and opened the lids. 

The direct smell of the gas fumes set him off into a nice high. Something he had become quite fond of was smelling the hard fumes of gasoline.

John loved it, and it set him apart from other pyromaniacs and arsonists. He loved the thrill and felt unstoppable now. 

He quietly crept backwards in the hallway from the apartment room and poured the gas into the hallway. 

John made sure that he was silent so that no one could hear him. He continued to move down the hallway until he reached the elevator.

Once he set down the two gasoline cans, he lit a cigar and took a couple of puffs before exhaling, and with one drop, he threw down the cigar. 

It hit the ground and ignited a large firestorm that quickly worked its way down the hallway. 

In the elevator, John could smell the fumes and the smoke as they curled through the hallway above and covered the building. 

The door opened, and he started moving with a sense of urgency, pulled out his phone, and placed an anonymous call to 911.

“911, what’s the nature of your emergency?” asked the operator. “Uh, I’m on the block of 1026 South Broadway. There’s a large fire here at Broadway Palace Apartments. 

Please send fire and EMS here right away and hurry,” he said. “Sir, can you give me your name?” asked the dispatcher. 

John smiled and hung up before the operator could ask for his name again. He turned a corner and saw that smoke had begun to fill the hallway. 

The guard who’d been on duty came running around the corner. He’d obviously figured out that there was a lot of smoke and that something was wrong.

“Hey, what’s going on?” he asked John. He smiled, pulled a gun from his jacket pocket, and fired a single shot, hitting the guard in the chest. 

He barely got a chance to move before his body crumpled to the ground. John put the gun back into his jacket pocket and quickly made his way out the door of the complex. 

Outside, he blended into the street and looked up. He saw that smoke was billowing from multiple floors.

He smiled and stood back on the street and watched. Already, a large crowd was gathering and was shocked at the sight of the flames and smoke. 

Other bystanders had already called for 911, and in the distance, John could hear the sirens in the distance. 

The cavalry was on the way. John stepped back more until he was completely hidden in an alley and looked up at the building that was engulfed in flames.

As everyone looked on in terror at the raging flames that were before them, no one knew that the fire had been set on purpose.

Greg yawned and saw the time. He noticed that Sarah and Darren seemed to be ready to go home. 

As he walked over to the door, he was met by a large swath of smoke that flooded the apartment from under the door.

“What the hell?” He went to the door, and as he put his hand down onto the knob, he pulled it back immediately.

“Son of a bitch!” he cried out, pulling his hand away. “What’s wrong? And what’s with all the smoke?” asked Rhonda. 

“There must be a fire in the hallway,” he said. “Can you not get the door open?”

“The doorknob is hot.” “Wait, here, put on these gloves,” she said as she handed him an oven mitt. 

Greg took the mitts and put them on. He put his hand on the knob and turned it, but the door wouldn’t budge.

“What’s happening? Why can’t you open the door?” asked Darren. “I don’t know if it won’t open!”

More smoke began to fill the room. “Mom!, Mom!” Rhonda turned around and saw her son, Jack, coming from his bedroom.

“Jack, come here!” she said, putting her arms around him. He was coughing from the smoke. 

It was beginning to fill the whole apartment, and it became hard to see anything. 

“Help me break one of the windows,” said Greg. He and Darren walked over and grabbed a lamp post, and used it to smash open a window.

It helped to deter a lot of the smoke, but it wasn’t enough. Greg, where are you?”

Rhonda was calling for him. It was nearly impossible to see. His eyes burned as Greg searched for his wife. 

He couldn’t see anything, and tears of sweat ran down his face as his eyes stung from the fumes and the smoke.

“Rhonda!” Suddenly, he hit the wall and heard a boom. The door exploded, and flames began to crawl in. 

Greg walked back into the living room and suddenly lost his footing and fell to the floor. 

He tripped over the bodies of Darren and Sarah Fuller. Both of them were dead. 

Apparently, they couldn’t handle the amount of smoke. It had killed them both.

“Rhonda!” he cried out again, but didn’t hear a response. She and her son had fled to
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