Enclosed in the soothing silence of the room, he silently but unknowingly removed his mask, and let it fall softly onto the littered floor.

All at once he felt the burden of the world lift from his weary shoulders.  Soon, he told himself, all the people that gave me endless irritation would be cleared from the face of the Earth.  Lying on his worn-out couch, a smile, filled with anticipation, lit up his face.  Beautiful but unorthodox thoughts continued to fill his brain, thoughts that led to a world in his favour.

In a desperate attempt to stop him from thinking any further, the clock struck twelve, shattering the calm silence in the room.

He jumped, and silently feared that an invisible specter might have heard him at his thoughts.  He unknowingly put on his mask as he scanned the area for people.

Thankfully (to him), there were none.

He breathed a few loud gasps of air.  He did not want his plan to be foiled at the last minute.

Once again he allowed the thoughts to creep into his mind, and they weaved the immensely joyful dreams he had on that night.  He was still lying on his couch dreaming dreams of superiority when he woke up the next morning, 10 minutes late for work.

He imagined his boss and his loud voice questioning him about why he was late for work.  He wondered how it would be like if the questioning voice was replaced by a loud scream and, after that, eternal silence.

Great, he decided.

He cleaned himself up at the speed of lightning, grabbed his suitcase and coat and snatched the car keys from the hook they were hanging on.  He paused abruptly.  Something was missing.

He snapped his fingers.  Reaching underneath the bed, he pulled out a jet-black piece of metal, and hid it in his coat.  Preparation complete.  The door slammed, and he promptly drove down to his office at Wesley Street.

The fifteen minute drive seemed like eternity to him.  When he finally reached his office, he was already bursting with excitement.  Slowly, he pushed the door to his boss’s office open, and calmly waited for the boss to greet him.

The boss greeted him fast enough,  “Why are you late again?  This is the second time you were late this week!  I know you very well, you scoundrel, not doing any work during office hours but going back home early!  I am going to deduct from your salary!”

He had remembered to put on his mask before he came out from his house.  With a voice that was, to say the least, very submissive, he replied, “I am sorry, sir.  I guarantee that I will not be late ever again.”  With that, he reached into his coat and grasped on to something.

His boss looked at him in mock belief, as if his words were worth listening to.  Suddenly, he caught a glimpse of black metal, and a split second later his vision was shrouded in red, a scarlet that seemed more intense as he lived the last few seconds of his life.  His boss slumped to the floor, to his death. 

He snorted as he removed his mask (again unknowingly) and returned the weapon to its former place.  Spitting on the dead body, he turned around and walked out of the office, sealing the offensive body behind a door- and memories he wanted to forget, to be replaced by these joyful ones.

He felt so happy that he had gotten rid of one of his enemies.  A quiet but deadly jubilation ran through his body, a jubilation that left him yearning for more and more.  All he wanted now was a world where he could be free of his enemies and his superiors.  He decided that we would work towards it, the first step being taken already.  Grinning, he could not wait to clasp his gun once again, one step closer to his perfect world.

The first step from the office left him being greeted from yet another enemy who (being his colleague and his arch-rival) was intent on knowing whether his salary was deducted.  Seconds later, he lied in a heap at his feet, killed by a smoking gun.  

Screams of fear and pandemonium spread through the whole office like wildfire.  Soon, everybody’s voice had taken on a note of hysteria as they ran towards the exit.  He, however, was lost in another dimension; he could not hear the screams and shouts that shook the windowpanes.  All he could think of was the perfect bliss that was waiting for him amidst all that chaos, the happiness, the power…  in the silence that followed, a harsh one to say the least, a demented laugh, long and loud could be heard ringing through the office.  This was promptly joined by the unmistakable wail of the police car, which had come to investigate on the events that happened in the office.

He frowned.  Certainly the person who called those bastards here did not value his life.  He could already hear the people downstairs actually calling him to surrender.  Suddenly, he caught sight of an office worker hiding underneath the table.  Obviously it had not the common sense to escape with the others, but she was what he needed right now.  He dragged the unfortunate woman from the floor and pointed the gun at her.  Now her life rested on his; if his life remained, so would hers.  Or would she be dead afterward?  He laughed humorlessly as he walked out of the door, gun poised at the ready to shoot her if any rash action was done on the police’ part.

The police caught sight of both of them.  Immediately, their threats softened, ranging from a variety of coaxing to pleading.  

He looked at them, pity welling up in his eyes.  Wasn’t this what he had wanted?  Now, he was superior, there was no boss, no rival, even the police had to be respectful to him.  He laughed, long and loud, again lost in his imaginary domination over the world.  

It was only imaginary though.  His laugh was cut off by a bang.  His grip loosened, and he fell to the floor with a dull thud.  

The mask, though intangible, lay shattered on the floor of the office.

***

His funeral saw the congregation of 20 people mourning for the loss of a “respectable gentleman”; a person that they never believed would do this sort of a thing.  He was such a good person, so kind and generous to the poor and needy.  All of them were lamenting about him; little did they realize that they were deceived by a person who hid his bad side with a good façade.  His good side was not instilled in him, it was kindly sponsored by his mask.

Soon, the funeral ended, and when everybody reached their homes, they took off their masks.  Of course, unknowingly.

