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	 Alexander enjoys Chicago at night: it’s the perfect opportunity to organize his operations 
in the dark without being noticed by the police.  He walks down the streets, which are 
completely enveloped by the darkness.  
 
 The only sounds heard are his footsteps and the buzzing of some of the city lights. 
Everyone, at this moment, is asleep or working late shifts. What an excellent time of night to 
cause a little bit of chaos… 
 
 The sediment from the crumbling cement of the sidewalk was kicked aside as he checks 
the time on his phone with the numbers 12:27 AM gleaming from the screen, which was 
blending in with the lights of passing cars.  
 
 Perfect, I still have time, he thought.  
 
 Alexander then texts one of his business associates to attempt to get more information on 
the location for his latest scheme.  
 
 Well, do you have him? he wrote.   
 
 A buzz came from his phone while a text appears on the screen.  
 
 Yes, boss. Meet me and the rest of the boys at the docks, you can handle Mr. Basil once 
you show up. the associate wrote in response.  
 
 It’s all going according to plan, Alexander thought in satisfaction, shoving the phone in 
his jacket pocked as he continues his walk.  
 

As he stops at a nearby lamppost and leaned against it, feeling the cold metal on his back, 
Alexander quickly hails a nearby taxi and gets inside while avoiding eye contact with his driver.  
 
 “Where to?” the driver asked him.  
 
 “The docks, I have…business to attend to.” Alexander said, pulling out his phone.  
 
 He began to text the business associate from earlier, a smirk plastered on his face. 
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 On my way right now. I assume Mr. Basil hasn’t tried escaping yet? he typed into his 
phone with a devious smile.  
 
 No, he hasn’t, boss. We have him perfectly subdued. He hasn’t tried escaping yet, his 
associate wrote back.  
 
 “Excellent,” Alexander muttered to himself.  
 
 Soon enough, the taxi stopped near the docks. The driver was about to tell him that they 
had arrived, but he was immediately shot by the gangster. Alexander got out of the taxi, being 
greeted by the smell of the salty water, and dragged the body towards one of his henchmen.  
 
 “Dispose of it,” he commanded.  
 
 The henchman nods and tosses the body into the inky waters. Alexander walks into the 
storage building where his associate was waiting for him. Next to the sharply dressed man was 
another person who was gagged and bound to a chair.  
 
 “Welcome, boss,” The associate said with a nod.  
 
 “Well, well, well, if it isn’t Mr. Basil…” Alexander commented, smirking.  
 
 Mr. Basil let out a muffled scream and struggles in his bonds.  
 
 “I know you seem pretty distressed, but don’t worry, your business is under OUR control, 
in great hands,” Alexander said while pulling out the gun he used on the cab driver and pacing 
around him, making the wooden floor creak, which was terrifying for Mr. Basil. “We only 
wanted it to expand our business. Money, after all, is important in this line of work.”  
 

Mr. Basil responds with another scream, only making the gangster laugh in amusement.  
 
 “Yes, but it’s nothing personal at all! It’s just business,” Alexander said, holding up the 
gun to Mr. Basil’s forehead and shooting him. 
 
 Afterwards, he turns to his associate and orders him to clean up the mess. It’s just another 
day of Alexander continuing to show his dominance in Chicago’s criminal underworld… 
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