The day I killed my father.

Part one - Tabatha

My name is Emma, by all accounts I’m a 30 year old freelance writer. I do small business website copy, nothing remarkable, and I work from my desk in Pembrokeshire. I have never met any of these clients, and nor would I wish to. I am married to David; we have two dogs and one child. Note the dogs come first, child was a bonus. 

What nobody knows, (I like to keep this one to myself,) is that I’m a secret assassin. Call it what you like, a cuckoo, gunman, shooter, a marksman, any of these but I like to think I’m more creative than just your average sniper. This is what I am good at and takes up the extra time that a full-time job should.

Let’s just say, I don’t have quite as many website accounts to my name that my husband thinks I do. 

My clients for this extra aspect of my life I meet mainly through word of mouth. I don’t charge a fortune like many of my peers, but I do it for fun, the greater good and to people that deserve it. Mainly paedophiles, abusers, sexists, home wreckers, racists, and the odd murderer, you know the kind, the ones that don’t deserve to roam freely, the ones the police just miss, either because they’re too stupid or because they are a mate…

I stumbled on this line of work quite by accident. My father, a raving alcoholic and wife beater, one day took his last swipe before I took the breadknife out and shouted, “you fucking bastard” and stabbed him right in the heart where he fell to his death. My mother so shocked by my outburst, screamed out to me ‘blame me’ before she grabbed the knife off me and stabbed herself, collaping right on top of him in a death-defying slumber. 

So, I did, I told the police my mother had acted in self-defence before taking the knife to herself, and it all ended in tragedy. It wasn’t difficult to tell this story as my father was well known in the area, so nobody questioned this being a somewhat farfetched version. 

My mother had simply had enough.

So that was it, both my parents were dead, I was 18, an only child and left to take care of myself by myself, I was an adult after all. 

I didn’t know what to do, as all the inheritance luckily came to me, I stayed in my childhood home and was able to live quite comfortably doing nothing for a while. 

I didn’t have many friends, but I was happy that way, I was content conjuring up image after image of what the world would look like with less people like my father in it. 

At the time I was living in a little town in Hampshire called Whitchurch, where I had lived all my life. It was a funny little place, not big enough to be called a ‘town’ really, but that’s what it is.

My second job was a local lady named Tabatha; her daughter was in school with me a few years earlier. 

Back in school I’d noticed on the days we had gym she would every time have a massive bruise on her stomach, I’d clock this while we were getting changed. One day, I asked her what it was, she was reluctant to spill, but I bribed her with the promise or 10 Marlborough Lights after class and she was happy to oblige. 

Her name was Katie and was quite an oddball, she had black long straight hair and pale skin. She wasn’t very popular but then neither was I, and we were both it seemed happy that way. 

She told me: “My mother every month on my period barges into the bathroom while I am trying to hide my shame, she comes at me with a large garden spade or something that can cause damage and whacks me so hard in the stomach I pass out.”

I queried why she would do such a thing.

“My mother said that I was a mistake and did not want me to go through the things that she had to by having me, so she is doing me a favour”. 

I scowled.

On another occasion over another dose of tobacco, she said that Tabatha did not want to be a grandmother so was trying to kill everything inside Katie that could possibly make that happen. It sounded brutal, but I was used to that kind of cruelty at home, so we often swapped stories in the woods behind school and became the ‘odd friends’ over the next year.

Then we finished school, Katie moved to Basingstoke to start a hairdressing apprenticeship and I killed my father and became a recluse. 

I always thought it was strange she became a hairdresser when her hair was so bad, but who was I to judge, my mousey brown curly hair resembled a hedgehog on steroids, and that was fine by me. I wanted to be as boring, unnoticeable, and unapproachable as possible.

One day about five years later, still living at my ghostly home I bumped into her in Tesco. I asked her if she wanted a coffee and cigarette as hadn’t really spoken to anyone since IT happened, and as it was her, I didn’t mind breaking my non sociable rule this once. 

“Yes” she said” so we went to a seedy cafe called Jemimas down the road. It was one of those café’s that never seemed open or shut, perfect for me. It was 11am on a Saturday, but I said do you want a beer instead. “yes” she replied.

We spoke about the last few years; she told me she had met someone called Phil who she had fallen in love with. She said how much they both had wanted a baby, but after having two miscarriages and many tests she had been told that the damage done to her from all those years of beatings would mean she would never be able to carry a child to the end. 

The relationship with Phil had not been able to survive this sadness either and they had gone their separate ways last year.

“Do you want me to kill her?” I said with the look of someone deadly serious.

Katie replied, “who”? 

“Your mother of course”

“Are you serious?”

“Yes” I responded slightly annoyed.

“I’ve not really thought about it”, she said. 

“She’s a bitch” I snorted, “yes” she agreed.

“Whiskey?” I asked.

“OK” 

It was a cold February day, the sky looked dark and grey, and the shoppers wondering past looked lost in their own thoughts, lacking any motivation to be anywhere. It was all so depressing. 

“OK to what?” I pushed. 

“Let’s kill her, I’ll give you £500 and all the information you need, and payment on completion.”

Pleased with my work, I said “deal.”

We shock hands, downed our drinks, swapped numbers, and went on our way.

I came back home that day with a purpose I hadn’t felt in years. 

It was all too easy, it turned out Tabatha was a regular in the local tennis club, every Tuesday she would play with the ladies, have lunch and return to have a shower at home in Whitchurch where she still lived. 

She was disgusting, I hated every part of her, that fake snooty laugh she would make while she drank cheap champagne. She deserves what’s coming to her I thought.

She lived alone, so no-one else would be about to mess things up.  I got planning, I would enter the house via the back door with the key Katie had given me for the task. There were no security cameras and there was nothing overlooking, so we were certain that I could get away with not being seen. 

According to the New York Times I had read; bathrooms can be the deadliest place in the house, and I was going to make certain that the bathroom with all those horror beating memories to Katie in the air was the last thing she ever saw. 

I purchased some (slippiest legal product in the world), making sure it was delivered to another house in the name Fred East. I would then go round to pick it up for ‘my partner Fred’ who had been silly and got the wrong address.

The day came, everything went to plan, I hid in the house and waited for her to return after covering her shower floor with the invisible liquid. 

As normal, she went straight upstairs, and I heard the shower turn on. I waited for the thud, which soon came. BANG I smiled to myself and quietly went upstairs. 

As luck would have it the impact on her head when she fell on the floor had knocked her out cold. I had the very spade in my hand when I walked into the bathroom, I looked at her in a heap on the floor and said ‘this one’s for Katie’ and crashed the weapon down on her already beaten head. Blood covered the floor in a sticky slippery mess, I left the shower on which would rid of any last traces of the lethal liquid, carefully replaced the washed spade back in the garage on my way out. 

Katie regularly popped in to see her mother, and she had particularly arranged this for today, Tuesday for dinner after work. 

She arrived as planned, heard the shower on upstairs, smiled to herself, peered in and called the police. 

It was confirmed a freak accident. 

I was £500 richer and more importantly knew this was my calling in life. 

Katie met Dan, they married and adopted a son. They live happily in Tabatha’s house in Whitchurch.

I knew I needed a cover job, so after this and as English was my best subject at school, I took this forward and started a small freelance copy company where I would offer my skills to local businesses who didn’t know any better. The money isn’t good, but as well as having plenty of the inheritance left, I am able to top it up the other way.

I then joined a dating site, met Dave and moved to Pembrokeshire a year later, where business really picked up. I have the perfect setting, and my hunger to save the world continues. 
I try to keep this second job to one a year, but as the only one in this line of work locally, I really must be selective. Who knows maybe I’ll take an apprentice one day……


Part 2.

My second job – Dean !!!!











