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He’s just a work of art.

I have always believed the mind is a corridor, long, dim, lined with doors most people never dare to open. My profession grants me keys to those doors. My curiosity compels me to turn them.

Even now, as I write this final entry, I feel that familiar hum beneath my ribs.
Not excitement. 
Not fear.
But something alot quieter. Something purer. A simple release.

Because my patient, Michael, has reached the end of his spree. I never needed to know the faces of the people he removed. Their identities were irrelevant. What mattered was the precision. The silence. The way Michael moved through the world like a shadow I had sculpted. He believed the thoughts were his own. That was always the beauty of it. 

He came to me months ago, brilliant and brittle, a mind gnawing at itself. He wanted peace. I gave him purpose. Not overtly. Not with commands. 

That would have been crude. I nudged. Redirected. Planted questions like seeds in fertile soil. 

"Do you ever feel," I asked him once,
"that some people simply occupy space they haven't earned?" He laughed nervously. "Sometimes."

I watched the seed take root. I watched him water it. I watched it bloom.

The first disappearance was a test. I didn't ask for the details. I didn't need them. But I saw the shift in his posture, the clarity in his eyes. He came to my office trembling, not with guilt, but with confusion.

"I don't know why I did it," he whispered. 

But I did. He was ready. People assume the desire to kill is loud, a scream in the mind. But they are wrong. Completely wrong.

Its quiet. A whisper. A curiosity. A gentle tug toward the forbidden.

I have felt that tug since childhood. But I am civilized. Disciplined. A man of reputation. I cannot indulge the whisper myself. So I built a vessel. And its name was Michael. He carried my darkness so I didn't have to. He moved through his tasks with meticulous grace. No patterns. No traces. No names. Just absence. Clean, surgical absence.

I sometimes wondered if he sensed the architecture of my influence, the shape of my hands inside his thoughts. But he trusted me. More than anyone. More than himself.

That is the final stage of conditioning is when the patient believes the manipulator is the only stable pillar in their world. But something changed. It began as hesitation. A tremor beneath his words. A silence that lingered too long. A question he didn't finish.

But I dismissed it as fatigue. Or perhaps I simply refused to see it.

His conscience was returning. The human mind is stubborn in every way, simple or complex. Even after months of careful shaping, even after I carved new pathways into his thinking, some part of him was aching, I could see it. The buried part.

I still remembered who he had been. He came to my office one final time. But he looked hollow, drained, as if the weight of every act had settled onto him at once. He sat down slowly, as though gravity had doubled.

"I don't know how I didn't see it," he said. 

His voice was barely a breath.
"How did i not see what you were doing."

My pulse stilled.

"I can't carry this," he whispered. 

"I can't live with it."

I reached for him, not physically, but with tone, with the subtle psychological hooks I had embedded in him over months. 

But they no longer held. His mind had slipped free of my architecture. He left without another word. And I didn't know where he went until the police called me hours later.

They said he had been found alone. They said he had taken something. A bit too much of something and that by the time anyone reached him, he was already gone. 

They asked if I knew why. 

I told them Michael had been struggling with depression. That he had been overwhelmed. That he had been fragile. And they believed me. Of course they did. But I know the truth. His conscience returned, and it crushed him. The weight of what I whispered into him, what I shaped him to become and it became unbearable. 

He opened a door I never intended him to reach. The one that led back to himself. And now I sit here, writing this final entry of Michael, feeling the corridor inside my own mind. Until I create the next perfect vessel to carry out my innermost desire.

The End

"He is already choosing the next one. Mind which questions you answer."
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