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Becky Johnson carefully placed the cold, perfect, wonderfully smooth stone back on her bedside table right before she went to sleep. She stared at the wonderful stone that sat right next to another stone that was exactly the same. Both stones were milky white, pure and the greatest days of her life.

Becky enjoyed listening to the calm, relaxing snoring of her second husband as he lay in bed next to her. Of course, he was taking up all the room in the bed yet again, but it would all be over soon.

She really liked how the small slivers of bright yellow light from the Hell’s Place street lights came in through their broken bedroom window. Becky’s large bedroom might have been pitch-black (exactly how she had designed it) but she liked seeing the slivers of light illuminate her precious stones. 

The sweet hints of lilies, roses and lavender filled the entire bedroom. It was the least that Becky could do given what was going to happen, and she did love that rich, sweet concoction of flowers. 

Becky reached out and gently stroked the first stone she had ever gotten. She smiled as she remembered that perfectly warm, toasty day in early spring when she was a child.

Her and her big brother had been playing in a small stream near their house. There wasn’t a cloud in the sky, they had been splashing and laughing and Becky had loved every single second of that day.

Becky still remembered the sheer softness of the mud under her feet as she climbed the gently sloping sides of the bank. The air was damp, refreshing and had a strange sweetness to it like a neighbour had been cutting their grass lately.

Then her brother had been chasing her through the stream and he had fallen over. Becky had raced over to make sure he was okay and he had found the perfectly smooth white stone for her. 

She had loved it ever since.

It was even better when their mother had disappeared. At least that was what Becky’s dad had said as he covered his cheek, but Becky knew he was lying because she had seen exactly what had happened.

And all of them were way, way happier now.

Becky’s husband snored even louder, making her jump a little. She just rolled her eyes and she gently stroked the second stone that thankfully didn’t have any hints of blood on it. She had had to scrub that perfect stone so much to get the blood out of it but it was okay again.

Becky had never intended to kill Francis, her first husband, but he had left her little choice. 

She smiled and kept stroking the perfect second stone as she remembered how hot, sexy and insanely fit Francis was when they had first met. They had been at a club at Kent University, it had been loud, hot and sweaty. 

Becky had been about to leave but Francis had come over and brought her a drink. She had been so captivated with his good looks, deep manly voice and he was a sex god in the bedroom. And it was even better than he seriously cared about her.

She had believed wholeheartedly that he was the one, and Becky was fairly sure he would have still been the one if he hadn’t made three fatal mistakes. 

Becky still couldn’t believe Francis had been stupid enough to buy a stupidly cheap terraced house in Hell’s Place only five minutes away from Kent University after they had already graduated. She had wanted to go traveling, see the world and enjoy what the UK had to offer. She didn’t want to be stuck in Canterbury anymore.

His second mistake had been spending all his money on beer, cigars and cocaine. She didn’t mind all that too much because if Francis wanted to be an idiot then she would let him. But it was down to her to pay all the bills so she never ever went on holiday.

Or she couldn’t buy anything except the essential range at the supermarket. She hadn’t done four years at university to live like this.

Then his third and final mistake Becky still laughed about at times. One night Francis had parted ways with his coke supplier so he had been angry, rageful and he had shouted and screamed at her. Apparently the idiot believed she should have done even more for him. 

Becky hadn’t had the heart to tell him they were only two weeks away from defaulting on their mortgage in Hell’s Place. Something that was a feat in itself given how cheap the evil place was.

So when Francis had turned around to grab yet another beer she had picked up the perfect stone, something he had found for her two days before on their rare date night. And she whacked him.

The stone smashed the back of his head and he went down. 

Becky laughed and crawled on top of that ugly, fat body and she placed a food waste bag over his head. And she smashed it again and again and again with her bare hands.

There was no reason to endanger the precious stone even more. The stone had done its divine job so now she had to do the rest.

After a few minutes, she was fairly sure that Francis was dead so she picked up the body and drove to her dad’s house. She parked on the driveway because her dad was in Spain, and she carried Francis for an hour as she went towards the riverbank.

Then she buried him right next to where she had buried her mother. Her mother had abused, beaten and almost killed her Dad and Becky was never going to allow that to stand.

So Becky had killed her mother with the first stone. All to save
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