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    This original work is dedicated to Sonny.
She left us in 2024.
She had her own hurdles to face in the mad world of healthcare run for profit in the USA.
I was privileged to know her via the Dirty Discourse authors' forum.
Sonny was a pillar of the writing community and taken from us too soon.
I will miss her greatly and her natty hats.
 
RIP

      

    

Believe Me – I work for an insurance company

Remember that fine print you never read? The one that denies your surgery because you sneezed on a Tuesday? I wrote that. I was an actuary—a professional grim reaper with a spreadsheet, calculating the exact dollar value of your life.

Then the love of my life died. Denied coverage by the very clause I drafted.

So, I flipped the script. Now, I’m taking down the corrupt health insurance industry, one dead executive at a time. They call me the Insurance Avenger, a folk hero with a god complex. But honestly? I’m just a guy with a vendetta, plus a disillusioned nurse and a hacker who treats life like a video game in hardcore mode. Together, we’re like the Avengers—make that the Revengers, we’re great at accidentally killing people.

This is a crusade of chaos: exposing corruption, wreaking havoc, and dropping flaky pastry into the works of the machine. Or we’ll accidentally blow up another aquarium. Either way, you’re coming along for the ride.

It’s got crime, comedy, vengeance, and more dark humor than a claims denial hotline. Just don’t say I didn’t warn you.
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Risk Assessment

––––––––
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THE CHAMPAGNE FLUTES clinked like tiny, crystal death knells as I crouched in the shadows across from the High Hoops Health Insurance gala. My binoculars zoomed in on the sea of tuxedos and sequined gowns, a veritable who’s who of corporate vultures masquerading as healthcare saviors.

“Well, well, if it isn’t a congregation of the Holy Church of Denied Claims. They take communion in the form of crushed dreams and rejected appeals?”

The new CEO, Leo Chandar, took the stage, his tuxedo so crisp it could cut through red tape faster than his policies. A bead of sweat trickled down his forehead. If only he knew this would be his swan song. Or should I say, duck dive into the great denied department in the sky?

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he began, voice oozing faux sincerity, “we gather here tonight to celebrate the incredible achievements of High Hoops Health Insurance.”

I stifled a snort. Incredible achievements? More like incredible DELAYS. Bring on the PowerPoint presentation titled “101 Creative Ways to Delay the Payout Until They Die.”

While he droned on about profit margins and shareholder value, I mentally tallied the lives ruined by his pen strokes and others just like him. It was almost poetic—little Leo delivering his own eulogy barely two months into the job after his predecessor literally popped his clogs. CEO Leo, blissfully unaware of the punchline waiting in the wings.

I wondered if he practiced that smile in the mirror every morning or if it comes naturally to sociopaths.

I found myself playing a macabre game of Bingo. Mention of “cost-cutting measures”? Check. “Streamlined operations”? You bet. “Putting patients first”? Oh, the irony—that’s a free space if I ever saw one.

The ballroom was a veritable aquarium of bottom-feeders lapping it all up. There was Janet from Human Resources, knocking back champagne like it was severance packages. I half expected her to start handing out pink slips instead of business cards.

And oh, check out Mark from Claims Processing—his waistline expanding faster than the list of pre-existing conditions they won’t cover. At that rate, he’ll need to DENY himself a gastric bypass.

A waiter passed by with a tray of hors d’oeuvres, and I imagined Chandar choking on one of those fancy tiny quiches, his face turning as blue as the High Hoops logo. “Sorry, sir,” I’d say, “the Heimlich maneuver isn’t covered under your plan. Have you considered our premium ‘Don’t Die at Dinner’ package?”

I gripped my binoculars tighter, my knuckles white with barely contained rage.

“Enjoy your party, Leo,” I whispered. “Because tomorrow, you’re going to learn about karma’s twisted sense of humor. And I’m its punchline delivery system.”

Leo had no idea what was coming for him. But then again, neither did the rest of Metropolis Heights. They were about to learn that revenge is a dish best served with a side of irony and a hefty deductible.

Soon, this domino will fall, and my campaign of terror against the fat cats will begin its public phase.

I slipped away into the night, chuckling at the thought of tomorrow’s headlines. “Health Insurance Choked on Own Policy.” It had a certain ring to it, didn’t it? I made a mental note to send an anonymous fruit basket to whichever copy editor inevitably came up with that gem.

The game was afoot, and I intended to see it through to its bitter, darkly humorous end. After all, laughter is the best medicine—and for some, it would be the last thing they ever heard.

Metropolis Heights, your prognosis was grim, and I am the grim reaper with a calculator and a really twisted sense of humor.

Watch out, High Hoops. Your policy of terror is about to be canceled—permanently. And you won’t be able to DEFEND your DENIAL when you’re DEAD. It’s time to bring a new meaning to the 3Ds.

It’s time to put the “laughter” in “manslaughter,” and the “fun” in “funeral.”
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Loss Adjustment
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SIX MONTHS AGO, I WAS one of them. That was before I traded in my calculator for a metaphorical scythe.

“Cato, have you seen my keys?” Emma’s voice rang out from the bedroom, tinged with frustration.

I looked up from my laptop, where I’d been poring over actuarial tables like they were the Sunday comics. “Check the bowl by the front door,” I called back. “If they’re not there, check the fridge. You know, in case you were sleepwalking and decided they needed to chill out.”

She emerged moments later, keys jangling triumphantly in her hand. Her auburn hair was slightly mussed, and her green eyes sparkled with mischief. “What would I do without you?”

“Probably be late for work more often,” I quipped. “The kids at the shelter would form a search party. I can see the milk cartons now: ‘Have you seen this social worker? Last seen buried under a mountain of misplaced objects.’”

The sound of her laughter warmed our apartment more than any heater could.

“Well, we can’t have that. Someone’s got to keep those troublemakers in line.”

“You’re right,” I nodded solemnly. “They might start a Lord of the Flies situation without you there. Next thing you know, they’re painting their faces and hunting down the innocent.”

Those were the good days.

Before her diagnosis.

Before the delays and denials.

Before the mantra of my work was turned on my own family: delay, deny, defend.

We were up against the cock with no time for these games.

The very system I’d helped build would be the one to take her away from me—fast. It happened so fast. And I learned that karma has a twisted sense of humor.

I remember the day we got the letter.

“Pre-existing condition,” it said in cold, unfeeling type. “Outside network coverage,” it explained with bureaucratic indifference. The rejections had to be an administrative error, but how the fuck does the appeal process work?

What it really meant was, “We don’t care if you are counting on us. We don’t care if you live or die. So long and thanks for all the premium payments.”

I half expected to see: “P.S. Thanks for all your hard work making our system impenetrable, sucker!” scrawled at the bottom.

The worst part?

I recognized the clause. I’d written it myself, a small tweak to an algorithm designed to maximize profits. In that moment, I felt the weight of every life I had unknowingly condemned with my calculations.

Emma’s face fell as she read the letter, her usual vibrancy dimming like the display on my phone when it’s almost out of charge.

“It’ll be okay,” she said, always the optimist. “We’ll figure something out.”

What would we figure out?

There was nothing to figure.

And we both understood the truth. The system was rigged, and we were on the losing side. It was like playing
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