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John Lance clipped his courthouse ID to his jacket and grabbed his briefcase as he locked the office door behind him. 

He’d had a long day and was ready to take a load off and rest. The last week had been absolute hell for him. 

For the last week, John had been preparing for what he knew was probably going to be his biggest case. 

Everyone in Baltimore knew of the upcoming trial of Frank “Buster” Scaloan, a notorious crime boss responsible for several murders, drug trafficking, and prostitution throughout the city. 

John had made a career out of prosecuting the most dangerous gangsters and mob bosses. 

Lucky for him, he’d led a successful case in conjunction with the local Baltimore PD and the FBI field office. 

Over the period of eight months, they collected enough evidence to tie in Buster Scaloan to several murders that had occurred over the last year and a half. 

The cherry on top was the numerous successful drug raids by the PD’s narcotics team, which, after six separate raids, had successfully taken over $4 million worth of cocaine and heroin off the streets. 

Because the investigation was such a success, it made national news after they arrested Buster, who was caught at a private airstrip outside the city limits as he attempted to flee. 

Though most of his criminal enterprise was still en-tact John knew that once he got Buster behind bars, he could take on whoever was left. He was very exhausted but knew it was all in a good day's work. 

He continued down the stairs of the courthouse and made a right towards the courthouse parking garage. 

Across the street, a shadow watched as he walked down the stairs. When he made a right towards the parking garage. 

Smiling, the shadow put on his hood and started to cross the empty street and walk towards the garage. 

He felt a buzz in his pocket and took out the burner phone that was in his right front pocket. 

It was a message from the client who’d hired him for the job. The message read “Is it done yet?” 

The hitman replied with “Following him into the garage now. Will message with details once I have him.”

He clicked off the phone and put it back into his pocket. Once he crossed the street, he walked through the side entrance of the parking garage and looked around for his target. 

After a moment of looking around, he saw him walking toward what he guessed must be his car. 

The car was a 1996 Honda Civic. He paused and hid around the corner, and managed to stay behind a large pillar as he waited for Mr. Lance to get into his car. 

John reached into his pocket and began to fiddle with his car keys as he unlocked the door and threw his briefcase into the passenger seat. 

As he started to climb in, he was hit in the head from behind. John turned and tried to fight back, but was hit again in the face and fell to the floor. 

Smiling, he walked over and opened the trunk of the car and stuffed Mr. Lance inside. 

He closed the trunk and jingled the car keys before hopping into the driver’s side and taking off out of the garage. 

A lone security camera did, in fact, capture an image of the car leaving, but the security footage was grainy; it would be enough for law enforcement later. 

As he drove, he pulled out his phone and dialed the only number that was saved. 

Once it began to ring, he put the phone to his ear and waited for the client to answer him. 

“Yes,” said the voice on the other end of the line. “It’s done,” he replied. He kept hold of the steering wheel, turned onto the on-ramp, and got on I-95 north towards Pennsylvania. 

“Good, make sure you take his wallet and anything else of value. It must look like a robbery gone wrong.”

“I understand. You still want him stabbed?” “Yes, as many times as possible. Be sure and leave the car in the location that’s already being forwarded to you.”

“Very well. Is my payment already being sent?” “Yes, it should be hitting the account as we speak.”

There was a ding, and he looked to see that he’d received a message stating that a sum of money had been deposited into his account. 

“Thank you, it’s been a pleasure doing business with you. I’ll inform you once I’ve taken care of him fully and disposed of the body and the car.”

He pressed the end call button, put his phone back into his pocket, and pressed on the gas pedal. 

Everything was swirling around in his head. Suddenly, John awoke and thought he was having a normal nightmare. 

He hit his head on the roof of the truck and realized it wasn’t a dream. It was an actual reality calling. 

John coughed and felt the back of his head. It was wet. Even though he couldn’t see, he figured that it must be blood. 

It was dark, and he could feel the vibrations. He was inside his own car. John tried to move but couldn’t. 

Somehow, he’d ended up in the back of his own car in the trunk. John couldn’t remember what had happened. 

Everything was dark, and his head hurt. The last thing he could remember was throwing his briefcase into the car. 

After that, everything went dark. He had no active memory of what had happened. 

He lay awake, trying to get his bearings before his head started to spin, and suddenly, he passed out from the stress. 

The man smiled as he approached a gas station and looked at the gas meter. No one knew who he was or what he’d done. 

So far, it was the perfect crime. He got off the exit and pulled over at the first gas station he saw. 

He wanted to fill up the car quickly and get going. Just a few miles before he’d crossed the state line into Pennsylvania. 

Once the car pulled up in front of the gas pump, he hopped out and started to pump gas. 

It was 3:20 in the morning when he stopped briefly to get gas. The man had John Lance’s wallet and pulled out his debit card to pay for the gas. 

When he was done, he walked inside to buy some snacks. He walked around inside the store and grabbed a bag of chips. 

He approached the counter and turned the ball cap he was wearing so that it would cover the front of his face. 

“Evening,” said the clerk. The man didn’t respond. He only nodded to the clerk and handed him the debit card. 

Once he finished, he walked outside, got in the car, and drove away. He got back onto the highway and continued north. 

His destination had been texted to him. The car was to be left at a creek near a bridge going into Lancaster County. 

The drive would take another hour before he would get there. The man looked back at the trunk and couldn’t hear any movement. 

He figured that John Lance must still be out cold from when he’d been knocked out. 

The rest of the drive was pleasant. Munching on the chips, he continued driving on the interstate and didn’t stop until he drove into Lancaster County. 

It was a quiet county. There wasn’t much traffic on the road once he got off the interstate. 

He looked ahead and saw a sign that read Sensenig & Weaver. It was a well-digging company. 

Just behind it sat a small river or creek and a bridge that went across the road. 

He looked down at the GPS and then checked the address that had been sent to him. It matched. 

“Perfect,” he said, and pulled in behind the building and parked on the bank facing the creek. 

The car was parked just next to the bridge. The client wanted the murder to appear to be a suicide of sorts. 

His instructions were clear. The victim was to be stabbed multiple times until he died, and then his car was driven into the creek. 

The hitman put the car in park, turned the engine off, and hopped out. He walked to the back and opened the truck. 

As he opened the trunk, he instantly saw it coming. Mr. Lance was awake and tried to jump out of the trunk and hit him. 

It didn’t work. He stepped back and watched his victim fall out of the trunk and right onto his face. 

“Ahh,” John fell onto his face and hit the ground. He looked up and didn’t recognize his kidnapper, but figured this must be related to his upcoming case.

John tried to get back up but felt a swift kick to his rib cage and fell onto the ground again. 

“If you're going to kill me, just do it already,” he said, coughing. The man standing over him hit him again, this time in his jaw. 

He cried out in pain and felt like he’d popped a couple of teeth. John stared at his captor, who only stared back without saying a word. 

“Say something already, or just kill me. I don’t care anymore. Just do it!” he yelled. 

There still wasn’t a response from the man. John had slid his hand into his pocket when he was on the ground and pulled out a pocket knife that he always kept with him. 

“I promise you that it’s nothing personal. My client wants you dead for some business and perhaps personal reasons,” he said. 

John glared at him. “So all you are is a hired gun?” “I guess if it’s put that way, then yes, that’s all I am,” he replied. 

“Huh, well, your family must be proud!” John leapt to his feet and swung the knife towards the man’s face. 

The hitman took a step back and easily dodged the swing before thrusting forward and blocking John’s next attack. 

He reeled him forward, took the knife out of his hand, and tossed John onto the ground once more like a sack of potatoes. 

John groaned as he tried one more time to
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