





BILAL DADAR

Invisible Man

Setting the world aright



Copyright © 2025 by BILAL DADAR

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be
reproduced, stored or transmitted in any form or by any
means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording,

scanning, or otherwise without written permission from the
publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or
distribute it by any other means without permission.

This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters
and incidents portrayed in it are the work of the author’s
imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or
dead, events or localities is entirely coincidental.

BILAL DADAR asserts the moral right to be identified as the
author of this work.

Designations used by companies to distinguish their products
are often claimed as trademarks. All brand names and product
names used in this book and on its cover are trade names,
service marks, trademarks and registered trademarks of their
respective owners. The publishers and the book are not
associated with any product or vendor mentioned in this book.
None of the companies referenced within the book have
endorsed the book.

First edition

This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy.
Find out more at reedsy.com


https://reedsy.com

Contents

Introduction

InMan starts working
The Minister

The Judge

The Contractor

The Mogul

The Inspector

The Professor

The Mayor

The Banker

The Police Chief

The Hospital of Shadows
The Confession

The Broker

The General

About the Author






Introduction

e is the whisper no one hears, the presence no one
sees, and the reckoning no one escapes.

InMan moves through the world unseen — not as a
superhero, but as a man with an extraordinary gift: the ability to
vanish into thin air and slip through any barrier without leaving
so much as a breath behind.

He watches from the quiet corners of power where greed
thrives unchecked — the banker laundering blood money, the
official stealing from the poor, the priest hiding sin behind
scripture. Their crimes go unpunished by courts and untouched
by public outrage.

But not by him.

With nothing more than patience, precision, and an unbreak-
able moral code, InMan infiltrates their safest sanctuaries,
reveals the truths they buried, and leaves them face-to-face
with the one person they fear most: themselves.

There are no headlines, no arrests, no applause.

Only quiet transformation.

Justice, in the hands of the invisible, is absolute.



InMan starts working

thief had broken into the Ministry’s central vault — a

man who prided himself on leaving no trace. But that

night, he felt watched. When he turned, nothing was
there. Still, the air itself seemed to breathe against his neck. He
dropped his torch, scrambled for the exit, and in his panic, left
behind his gloves — and a single handwritten note that hadn’t
been there before.

“Do not mistake silence for absence!”

The next morning, the security team found everything un-
touched. Nothing stolen, nothing disturbed — except for the
note. Cameras showed nothing. Not even static.

That was how InMan began.

No headlines. No capes. No witnesses. Just the faint scent
of unease in corridors of power that had long forgotten what
conscience felt like.

In a dim apartment overlooking the city, a man sat before
a computer screen. He deleted the note’s draft from his files,
wiped the keyboard, and leaned back. There were no trophies
here, no maps pinned to walls. Just stillness — and a faint hum
from the fridge that reminded him he was, after all, still human.

He had been born without fanfare in a nameless town. An
ordinary child until the night of the fire — when the beams fell,
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INMAN STARTS WORKING

and the world blinked. He remembered walking through smoke
and timber as if they were mist. Remembered his mother’s
scream from the other side of the wall, and her arms, impossibly
reaching through.

He had lived since then as two men: one seen, one unseen.
The seen man worked behind an office desk, balancing numbers
and signing forms. The unseen one balanced scales no one else
dared touch.

He never harmed, never shamed, never exposed. He only
reminded. He believed fear, when pure, was not cruelty but
medicine — a cure for the rot that power brings.

“Idon’t fight men,” he whispered once, “I fight the lies they
tell themselves.”

Outside, the city pulsed — lights blinking like indifferent eyes.
A siren wailed somewhere below. The man stood, crossed the
room, and opened his window. A faint breeze slipped in, cold
and clean. Then the space before the curtain shimmered, and
he was gone.

The curtain did not move.

Only the silence remained.



The Minister

he Minister for Public Works
The Honourable Minister Patrick Mwanda had built
his career on routine.

He left home every morning at six-forty-five sharp, his driver
holding open the door of the black Lexus. The same crisp
shirts, the same cologne, the same briefcase — black leather,
monogrammed, locked with a code only he knew.

Inside that briefcase lived his empire: tender files, budget
drafts, and contracts doctored so neatly they could pass any
audit. For three years he had siphoned public money into quiet
corners of the world. A bridge here, a road there — all built at
twice their cost, all approved with immaculate paperwork.

He believed that corruption in his country was not a crime but
a climate: invisible, inevitable, and everywhere.

That belief was about to change.

The Passenger

Inthe dim dawn light, as the Lexus pulled out of the compound,
the Minister checked his reflection in the window — and never
saw the faint shimmer of movement in the air beside him.

InMan sat there, silent, unseen. Not hiding — simply absent
from the visible world. He watched the Minister’s face, the
lazy pride with which he flipped through his phone, the casual
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THE MINISTER

contempt for the policemen saluting as the car passed.

InMan’s hand reached toward the briefcase on the seat be-
tween them. His fingers passed through the leather like water
through smoke. Papers fluttered without moving. He scanned,
not with machines, but with memory — taking note of every
forged signature, every inflated figure, every ghost company
name. Then, as the car slowed before a junction, he withdrew
his hand and let the case rest, unmarked.

The Minister never noticed a thing.

The First Envelope

When Mwanda arrived at his office, the briefcase sat as it
always did — precise, perfect, faithful. Yet when he opened
it, he found an envelope he didn’t recognize. Plain white. No
seal. Lying directly on top of the morning’s documents, as if it
had been waiting all along.

He frowned. No one had access to his case. His secretary never
touched it. The driver couldn’t. He tore the envelope open.

Inside were photocopies of bank statements — his hidden
accounts in the Caymans — and invoices from his own ghost
companies. Each bore his signature in flawless ink. On the last
page, a short note, written in a calm, even hand:

“Return what is not yours. You have three days.”

There was no name. No address. No demand.

For the first time in years, Patrick Mwanda felt his throat
tighten.

The Second Day

He told no one. A blackmailer, he decided, someone clever
with a printer. Yet something about that steady handwriting
disturbed him. It carried no anger, no urgency. Only certainty.

That night, he locked his briefcase beside his bed. At two in
the morning, he woke to a whisper of sound — a faint rustle,
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INVISIBLE MAN

like paper being turned. He switched on the lamp. The case was
still closed. The room still. But the sound had been real. He was
sure of it.

Across the darkness, unseen, InMan stood by the window,
watching him. The Minister’s breath came in shallow bursts.
Fear was working its way in — quietly, efficiently, like justice
taking root.

The Photograph

The next morning, a second envelope lay on the desk in his
study. He hadn’t seen anyone enter.

Inside: a single photograph. Himself, seated at his office desk,
the exact moment he had opened the first envelope. The picture
was sharp, perfectly lit, taken from directly above.

He looked up at the ceiling. The camera there had been
disconnected last year. He had ordered it himself.

His hands shook as he folded the photo back into the envelope.
His mind raced through possibilities — spies, blackmailers,
rivals — yet none made sense. There had been no one else in that
room.

Outside, unseen, InMan stood beneath the jacaranda tree,
listening to the Minister’s heart hammer through the stillness.
Guilt, he knew, had a pulse of its own.

The Mirror

That night, the Minister drank heavily. His wife was away; the
house was too large, too quiet. He sat alone in his study, staring
at the briefcase as if it were an animal about to move.

Near dawn, he unlocked it. Inside lay the day’s folders — and
a third envelope.

He opened it with trembling hands. This time there were no
documents. Only a small square mirror. On the back, a note
written in the same calm hand:
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THE MINISTER

“Look closely. You will see everything I see.”

He raised the mirror to his face. For a heartbeat — perhaps
imagination, perhaps truth — his reflection seemed to hesitate,
as though it were considering whether to mimic him. He
dropped it onto the desk and stumbled backward, breath shallow,
eyes wild.

InMan watched him from the corner of the room, unseen, the
faintest hint of sadness in his expression. “You see now,” he
whispered, though no one heard him. “You see what you’ve
become.”

The Fourth Day

Patrick Mwanda left the house before sunrise. His driver found
him unusually quiet. On the way to the ministry, he ordered a
stop at a rural orphanage his department had long neglected.

No cameras, no reporters. He walked through the cracked
courtyard, spoke with the director, promised funds for supplies
and teachers. He took notes himself. For the first time in years,
his voice trembled with sincerity.

That evening, he logged into his private accounts and began
to move the money back — small transfers, quiet, untraceable.
Schools. Clinics. Relief funds. It was not redemption; it was
simply... repair.

When he finished, he turned to find one last envelope on his
desk. He had not seen it placed there. Inside, two words only,
written in that same calm, assured hand:

“Well done.”

The Silence After

The next day, the Honourable Minister attended meetings as
usual. He smiled more often, asked fewer favours, signed fewer
cheques. He no longer carried the briefcase.

No one ever heard of the envelopes.
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INVISIBLE MAN

No scandal. No resignation. No confession.

But sometimes, when alone, he would glance at the ceiling or
the corner of a room — not in fear, but in acknowledgment, as
though thanking an invisible witness.

And somewhere, walking unseen among ordinary streets, In-
Man drifted on — unhurried, patient, anonymous — searching
for the next soul to remind of its own shadow.



The Judge

he Judge’s Chamber
Justice Daniel Kasinga was known for his poise.
Measured words, immaculate robes, unblinking eyes
— aman of procedure and polish. His judgments were elegant,
often quoted in law schools.

But beneath the polish ran a current of quiet trade. A whis-
pered network of fixers and friends who “helped” him see the
right side of cases. No paper trail, no bribes exchanged directly
— only gifts, vacations, and the odd bank deposit routed through
a cousin’s firm.

Justice Kasinga liked to tell himself he wasn’t corrupt. He was
simply balancing realities.

The Door That Shouldn’t Open

That Monday evening, long after the court had emptied, the
Judge returned to his chambers to retrieve a forgotten file. He
prided himself on his privacy; even the janitors avoided his
corridor after hours.

He unlocked the door, stepped in — and froze.

The drawers of his desk stood open. Not ransacked, but neatly.
His pens arranged in a straight line. His robe hung folded on the
chair.

Yet he distinctly remembered leaving them differently.
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INVISIBLE MAN

He looked around. Nothing seemed stolen. No sign of forced
entry. Still, a chill crawled up his neck. He shut the drawers,
relocked the door, and left, telling himself fatigue was playing
tricks.

Behind the locked door, InMan stood silently beside the desk,
motionless, listening to the retreating footsteps. His hand
passed once more through the polished wood, brushing against
a hidden envelope of cash. He memorized its position and
withdrew. No trace, no print, no sound.

The File Swap

The next morning, as the Judge prepared for a crucial land
dispute hearing, he opened the case file on his desk — and
stopped.

Inside, instead of the plaintiff’s documents, lay photocopies
of his own bank statements. His name. His cousin’s company.
Identical sums to the “gifts” he had received last month.

On top of the stack, a yellow sticky note:

“The law is watching. So am L.”

He tore it up instantly, scanning the walls for cameras. Noth-
ing. He called his clerk, asked if anyone had touched the file.
The clerk swore no.

He checked the security footage later that afternoon — the
door to his chambers never opened. But something had.

The Night Visitor

That night he stayed behind, determined to catch the intruder.

The courthouse emptied, its echoing corridors fading into
stillness. He turned off the lights, left only the glow of the desk
lamp, and sat waiting, pretending to read.

Minutes stretched. Then, faintly, the rustle of a page. He
froze.

Across the room, a file cover lifted itself an inch, then settled
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THE JUDGE

back down. He rose slowly, heart hammering, eyes wide.

“In the name of God...” he whispered.

He took two steps forward — and felt something brush past
his sleeve, cold and soundless, like a gust that had form.

A second later, his own photograph — seated in that very chair
— slid from under the file onto the desk.

He turned in panic. No one. Only the steady hum of the ceiling
fan.

InMan had already stepped through the wall, gone as quietly
as breath leaving a body.

The Verdict

The next day, the land dispute came before the bench. The
usual fixer sat in the gallery, waiting for the familiar nod. But
when the verdict came, it stunned everyone.

Justice Kasinga ruled against the well-connected developer,
citing “an unconscionable abuse of process.” His tone was icy,
his face pale. The clerk noticed a faint tremor in his hand as he
signed the judgment.

After court, he dismissed his driver and walked home alone.
That evening, he found an envelope on his pillow. Inside, a copy
of that morning’s verdict — annotated in delicate handwriting:

“That’s more like it.”

No signature.

He looked around the silent room, every shadow suddenly
alive. He whispered into the still air, “Who are you?”

There was no answer, but he felt the faintest change in
temperature — as if the question itself had been acknowledged.

The Reformation

In the months that followed, Justice Kasinga quietly mended
his ways. No grand speeches, no confessions. He dismissed
his cousin’s firm, rewrote internal ethics procedures, began
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