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There was a man sitting in the corner.  From far away you couldn’t tell it was a man; it looked more like a lump.  Close up you could see a huddled mess of legs, arms, and a face.  The face did not look up.  The eyes stared intently at the ground, immersed in the damp, gray cement.  The mouth was curled up in a sort of deranged smile.  It showed malevolent intent instead of the happiness a smile is supposed to convey.  The mind raced with horrid thoughts of hurt and pain inflicted on others.  They did deserve it.  

He searched for the good humans, the ones worth saving.  He was neither one of the good ones or one of the bad ones.  He heard a knock at the door, and he regained his fraudulent weakened appearance.  They may already know of his intentions, but they must not know of his physical or mental capabilities.  Let them continue thinking they have the advantage.  Let them keep thinking they are superior.  When the time is right, they will be killed.  But only the bad ones.
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A figure entered the dark, secluded room.  She was one of the bad ones.  His hands itched when he saw the gun in her back pocket.  How easy it would be to steal it, fire, and kill.  But he knew the time wasn’t right.  The figure questioned him, and he did not answer.  Instead he showed his same demented smile and laughed silently at the person’s frustration.  And he waited.  And waited.

