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t First: You will need a victim

never really liked short men. The way he talked
seemed a bit short too. It was lacking in actual
words and was far short of substance. I couldn’t
say much about the workings of his mind. It was
a bit short too. From what I could gather, there
wasn’t much going on up there at all.

I wasn’t too bothered about the ‘who’ bit, but it
was still a difficult decision. So I thought I would
just go with the next person who rang my cell
phone. And it rang almost immediately. It was
like it was meant to be, destiny had made them
make that call.

‘Babe, I’ll be late,’ he said.
I rolled my eyes. I hated being called babe. It was
common. Every idiot on the street said it, and no
one ever meant it.

I looked at the screen. It was my boyfriend Jack.
I never really liked the name Jack. It was too short.
Not enough syllables for me. I liked names like
Frederick or Sebastian, something that sounded
more definite, more distinguished.

‘I’m doing steak. It will be ruined,’ I said.
Since he was going to be late regardless of what
I said, I decided that perhaps today would be as
good as any to put my plan into action.

Jack suited him, though.
He was short too, in every way, and you know
what I mean. He was barely five foot four. I

This was starting to get exciting.
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t4FDPnd: You will need a weapon

him, I knew he would be here later, sitting at this
very table shoveling food into him at a speed
previously unknown to man.

There was nothing around here I could use to do
a proper job on him. Jack and I lived in a two bed
apartment in a small town. It was a place that
wasn’t exactly known for its crime rates or having
a local hit man, so I needed to improvise. I looked
around the kitchen. Knives were a bit messy, and
I was worried that I wouldn’t be able to stick it
deep enough. For a short man he was oddly
muscular. He was the size of an ox. Width wise.

t'PVSUI5IF$PWFSVQ
To carry out the perfect murder you had to
make sure you didn’t leave evidence lying
around. Basically, that means no blood and get
rid of the body. Since I was starved of intelligent
conversation on a daily basis, I watched a lot of TV
and I had seen many episodes of CSI. So I knew
what not to do, hiding the evidence would not
be a problem.

His mother, who believed that we were living
in sin and that I was no better than a prostitute,
had given us a really ugly picture last Christmas.
Of course, it had to be hung on the wall in the
kitchen, where everyone could see it. She insisted.

I had always loved mafia films, that was the only
thing me and Jack had in common. I had always
thought that it was the money and power bits
that I was into. But, as I cut up black plastic
bin liners and lay them out under the kitchen
table and chairs, I thought it must be the actual
violence I was into.

‘I got it especially for that wall there. It couldn’t
go up anywhere else,’ she said.
The picture looked like one of the tiles on her roof,
with a prayer scraped on it. I’d never actually read
the prayer. There was no need, she had given us
a recital along with the gift. It was something
about Michael the Archangel and protection
from harm.

And I was really getting into this.
You might think that vertically challenged Jack
would be curious as to why there was black
plastic on the floor, but I knew better. I knew that
he would be so hungry by the time he got back
from work that he wouldn’t question me until he
was done stuffing his face.

I had hidden it in under the bed after the New
Year. I didn’t think she would say anything about
it, thought she would take the hint that I hated it.
But of course she had to say something.

Now don’t think I’m a complete heartless bitch. I
did have some doubts about doing this. I mean,
we had made a commitment to each other,
of sorts. We were living together. But since he
moved in, I’d lost my job and a domestic goddess
I was not.

‘What happened to the beautiful picture I gave
you at Christmas? Where is it? Where did you put
it? That cost a fortune, you know,’ she said.
Then she went all teary eyed when Jack didn’t
even know what she was talking about. I gave
in and said I had just taken it down to clean it. I
hung it up again before she left that evening. His
mother was glowing with smugness after that.

‘Don’t worry about the rent, babe, I’ve it covered,’
he said.
Sometimes, in that type of context, the word
‘babe’ didn’t sound so bad.

Anyway, I had an actual purpose for it now.
It was heavy and durable so I thought that if I
gave it a good enough swing, aiming at the back
of his blocky head, then it should do the job. And
if need be, I could give him a few extra wallops
with it. No problem there.

I had planned to pay him back. Eventually.
No need now.
But, beyond the financial input, there was no
other input. His dirty clothes were one thing. He
just threw them wherever the fuck he felt like.
And he never, ever, put on a wash.

t5IJSE-PDBUJPO
That was an obvious choice for me. Here would
be perfect. Since he rang me to keep dinner for

The bathroom was another sore point. Filthy. I
didn’t know how he did it, but every time he
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went in there, there was dirty water marks
around the sink, water all over the floor, and dirty
footprints leading fucking everywhere.

underneath. I was thinking that if he ripped it the
blood would drip through onto the carpet. There
would be some mess to clean up then.

I had figured out that he must have splashed
water from the sink and shower, and possibly
peed on the floor too, and then stood in it.
Well done to his mammy on raising an outdoor
animal.

‘Oh babe, you wouldn’t believe the day I had. The
fuckers on the site. Is that steak? Lovely,’ he said.
That would usually be our entire conversation
done for the evening. Unless I added anything.
But I said nothing. I just smiled and put his plate
on the table. He dragged his chair back in under
the table, the plastic gathered underneath.

So, in that light, my choice of victim might be a
little more understandable. But of course, pure
chance on who had rang my phone.

He started to saw into the meat, raw red in the
middle, blood dripped from the flesh to the
plate. He shoved a few fries in his mouth, his
fingers were still black with dirt from work. Nice.
He would eat his own shit if he thought it was
deep fried.

I had a lot of time on my hands most days. But
I thought, why wait? I had everything I needed:
the victim, the weapon, the location, and the
cover-up plan. All was sorted, ready and waiting
for me to put this plan into action.
I wasn’t hungry (pure excitement) but I still
cooked our dinner at the usual time. Steak
cooked rare, still red and bloody, just how he
liked it. With thick, chunky fries and mushrooms.
My plan was to put the steak knife to use after
the picture had done its bit. I would cut up nice
neat little pieces that I’d drop into different bins.
I was good at this shit.

‘Is there no more fries?’ he said.
The greedy pig.
I stood behind him as he leaned over the table,
shoving the food into him, his elbows out like
daggers either side. He was eating fast, I needed
to get a move on.

The smell of the food was getting to me now. I
started to eat his fries. I knew he’d go crazy. He
hated it when I picked at his food.

I took the picture off the wall. The thing was
heavy, solid with sharp, jagged edges. Perfect for
the job. I lifted it up in the air, ready to put all my
weight into that swing.

So I took a few more.

And as I was doing this the doorbell rang.

Before I knew it, I heard his key in the door, and I
had half his dinner gone.

The lazy fucker actually pushed back his chair
and stood up from his seat, managing to rip the
plastic underneath. And as I made that swing
with every bit of energy in me, I missed the top
corner of his blocky head by less than an inch.

I started to put out what was left on a warm plate,
I was all caring and loving like.
‘I’m fucking wrecked,’ he said.

‘It’ll be my mother,’ he said, already at the door,
‘and, babe, what the fuck is with that plastic?’

He threw his stocky little self on the kitchen
chair. The plastic was being stretched to its limit
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