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	Normie Dan Kills

	Francis the Dapper Diddler

	 

	 

	 

	What you are about to read is the story of a murder so brutal, so heinous, and so wildly satisfying, that it started an ethical revolution.

	The entire world knows the legend of Normie Dan, the People’s Assassin. He’s a modest everyman with the most epic kill list in human history. He has murdered world leaders, corrupt oligarchs, powerful CEOs, cruel dictators, and a smattering of vile celebrities. And he does it with a ruthless pragmatism that maximizes the retribution.

	When Normie Dan kills, the public climaxes.

	Even more impressive is that he kills with the full knowledge and permission of law enforcement. This is because the powers that be understand a very uncomfortable truth. The global public would burn society to the ground if Dan was ever prosecuted. He’s their champion, and they protect him with the ferocity of rabid honey badgers.

	Normie Dan is untouchable.

	And thus evil behaves.

	There is even a Dan Docket website, which quickly became one of the most visited sites on the Internet. Put simply, it’s a ranking list where anyone can nominate a person for assassination. Hate your boss? Name them on the docket. Hate your president? Docket. Hate your greedy landlord, or your racist uncle, or that super annoying influencer on social media? Docket, docket, docket. The public then votes for their favorites.

	This does not guarantee action, nor does it imply malevolence because being a prick isn’t against the law. Dan doesn’t punish irritating humans. But if someone is truly evil, and the public demands justice, and the name rises high enough on the docket, then Dan gets to work.

	But it wasn’t always like this.

	Forget the Hollywood trope of the lone wolf assassin. Dan is not a calculated menace, nor does he ooze charm like a Bond villain. He’s a middle-aged guy with a scruffy beard and a soft belly. No fancy suits or cool gadgets, just work boots and power tools. He’s not sponsored, governed, or bent by ideology. He simply understands the fundamental difference between good and evil.

	At a baseline, Dan likes to drink beer and keep to himself. This was the life he lived, and life allowed him to live it. That is, until a chance encounter changed his life, and the world, forever.

	 

	*   *   *

	 

	The bar was blissfully quiet that day. Dan’s favorite pub was less than a mile from his house. As a work-from-home analyst, he frequented the pub in order to change the scenery. It was his precious third space, a den of working class folk that wanted nothing more than a tasty beer after a hard day’s work. He knew everyone, but rarely talked to them. It was more of a meditation space, a cocoon of gentle noise that allowed him to reset the day.

	His favorite space within the space was a quiet nook at the end of the bar. The surface broke into a hard right angle, creating a perpendicular area where a single person could sit. That was Dan’s spot, and the staff respected it. After many years of reliable patronage, they would cover the area with supplies until Dan arrived.

	And there he sat, quiet and content.

	Beer after beer, he exchanged pleasantries with the staff and nodded at his fellow pub rats. The air was thick with burgers and hops, the ever-present perfume of a workman’s paradise. As a small town lounge, the pub was never loud or crowded. The regulars kept it afloat and the owners kept it peaceful. That was the unspoken agreement and it made everyone happy.

	It was also why a weeping stranger tended to upset the vibe.

	A middle-aged woman had settled at the bar near Dan. She was plain in appearance and wore a faded suit, clearly an overworked cog in need of lubricant. Tears were not uncommon in the pub, but the look in her eyes certainly was. She was frightened. Her hand shook when she sipped her whiskey. Dan could see the flush in her cheeks, the dampness on her brow, and the racing pulse inside her neck.

	Dan was not a vampire, but he did possess the heightened awareness of one. He had the skills to conquer Wall Street, but he much preferred a quiet life away from the city. It made him a godlike data analyst, and that was good enough for him.

	The woman filled her lungs and exhaled a fluttering breath. Her gaze floated over to Dan, who was staring at her with obvious concern. She quickly broke eye contact and recoiled with embarrassment. An awkward haze settled between them. After a brief reluctance, her eyes returned to her scruffy neighbor. He frowned with sympathy, which allowed the woman to claim the seat between them. Nobody sat next to Dan without explicit permission. But in this case, the solicitude invited her over.

	She took a moment to settle, then sighed and met his gaze. “Do you have kids?” she said softly, as if to relay a secret.

	Dan ruffled his brow, then shook his head.

	“Have you ever loved someone so deeply that their pain becomes your pain?”

	Dan relaxed his brow, then nodded.

	“My daughter,” she said, her voice cracking. “Someone hurt her.”

	“What happened?”

	“He’s a disgusting predator.” Her lips were taut with rage.

	Dan sighed and glanced away. No details were needed. He knew exactly what had happened. Her young daughter had been targeted by an older man. The poor girl was now a tragic victim, and she would carry that vile memory for the rest of her life. Dan stared at the tearful woman, sharing her disgust, but he was wholly unprepared for what she would say next.

	“You know him,” she said.

	Dan cocked his head in confusion, but then the realization landed on the bar like a filthy anvil. His entire face puckered with contempt. “Francis,” he said, unleashing the full power of his gravelly voice.

	The woman nodded.

	They shared a solemn silence, letting their mutual loathing do all the talking. Francis Beck was a powerful lawyer who shielded himself and his famous clients from justice. He was a known pedophile with a long list of victims. The evidence against him was overwhelming, but he used his immense wealth and influence to avoid prosecution. “Alleged” was his favorite word, as he aggressively sued anyone who accused him (or his clients) of wrongdoing. Countless lives have been ruined by this man, both physically and emotionally. And now the list had grown.

	“How do you defeat such evil?” the woman said. “I have no power or money. Any legal action would ruin my family. I know I have no recourse. And yet here I sit, aching for justice that I will never see.” She turned to Dan, her eyes welling with tears. “How is this possible?”

	Dan placed his hand atop hers.

	She gripped it tight as tears rolled down her cheeks and dripped onto the bar. Wails were chained inside her chest, as she knew they amounted to nothing. But she was heard. It wasn’t enough, but it was something. In that devastating moment, she found a life raft in the darkness. Sympathy was all that Dan could give her. It was all anyone could give, as the justice system had abandoned its post. There was no equality under the law, just a hedonistic playground for money and power. And so they sat, crushed and silent under the boot.

	“Thank you for listening,” she said, then dug into her purse.

	Dan waved it away. “I got it.”

	She gave him a slight smile, thanking him for the kindness. It was a small gesture, enough to soften the abyss. With a final whimper, the woman gathered her things and departed. She vanished through the front door and returned to her crippling reality.

	Dan nodded and released a heavy sigh. “Yeah, I got it.”

	 

	*   *   *

	 

	Francis Beck lived in the same city, which gave Dan a visual plan for what came next. Beck’s mansion resided on the affluent west side, far from the dregs in Dan’s lonely suburb. But that didn’t matter because Dan intended to leave the suburb forever.

	Dan was an only child whose parents died young. A shy and awkward kid, Dan managed to trudge through his early life while nursing a hungry intellect. His grades were average, but this was a reflection of boredom. Dan was a gifted student who preferred to nurture his abilities outside the classroom. Opting to skip college, he found work at a local cable company and quickly climbed the ladder as a data analyst. He met his future wife at a staff retreat and married a year later. They enjoyed several years of bliss before life threw them a calamitous curveball. She suffered from chronic headaches, which led to the diagnosis of an aggressive brain tumor. She
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