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I, hitman Darren Ward, have to admit that right now as I leant against the warm red brick wall of a local pub set in a beautiful Tudor-style house in southeast England, I really would rather be anywhere else. I would rather like to be reading to the elderly, cleaning up after the elderly at the local old people’s home and I would much rather be singing softly to the sick children at the local children’s hospital.

But instead I am leaning against the red bricks of a pub just waiting for my target to walk out of there. The pub itself was actually in a very nice area that I really liked, all across the high street were sweet little Victorian shops painted in reds, blues and dark greens.

All the shops were starting to flake at the edges, some shops had their single-glazed windows smashed and boarded up but it was the roses, tulips and sweet marigots that made me smile. It was even better that the warm evening sunshine was lighting up the sky with immense streaks of fiery orange as the sun started to set.

There were plenty of cute happy cutes walking about holding hands, they were some kissing and others laughing. The young women were beautiful in long sweeping summer dresses and the men were even more stunning in their tight-fitting jeans, fit shirts and beautiful piercing eyes.

Maybe only a handful of men had piercing eyes but I was glad that everyone else was having a great night out, because I wasn’t.

I seriously wasn’t having a good night.

I understand that there are homophobes in the world, I have suffered through more homophobia than I care to admit and I had seen the destructive power of that hatred in more ways than one ever since I was a child. Yet when my boyfriend, a local science teacher at a local secondary school, gets attacked, beaten up and ends up in hospital fighting for his life just because he loves men.

That is when I disobey The Firm and I kill people I am not sanctioned to kill.

Normally I kill serial killers, I kill drug lords and I kill terrorists. I actually hate killings but considering I donate 50% of my earnings to charity and I am a millionaire by nature, I actually don’t mind it.

And it gets evil people off the street.

That was why I was happily waiting outside this pub on Rochester high street just waiting for my target to come out, because I was going to kill him.

I have to admit it wasn’t exactly hard for me to track him down because that’s the thing about homophobes, they are actually rather dumb and they always have a tiny little prick of a penis too.

True story that.

So after my boyfriend had been rushed into the operating theatre and the doctors assured me that they were trying but he probably was going to die, I set to work and I am still waiting for the nurses to call me saying he was out of the theatre.

As soon as I had kissed my wonderful boyfriend on the head, I had gotten into my small black car and I had hacked into the security cameras surrounding the school. I had watched the attack first hand.

I had no idea why Little Prick had felt the need to take a crowbar to my boyfriend’s head, junk and body but he was going to die for it. Little Prick hadn’t even had the brain cells to cover his face so I simply ran facial recognition through my mobile phone. 

There really was an app for everything these days.

And I had found a match, Little Prick was called Tyler Page, a rather attractive 25-year-old man from Strood, he had never finished secondary school, he wasn’t employed and judging by his mock scores on his GSCEs, he was as dumb as a bag of rocks.

Exactly like all homophobes as far as I was concerned.

“I hate Pride Month,” a man said.

I subtly looked over towards the entrance to the pub and shook my head as I realised the very tall, ugly, elderly man wasn’t my target. He was just another drunk, drinking homophobe who was going to go and spread hate and rage all around the local area.

He was even carrying leaflets about why God was right and gays were fundamentally diseased.

Thankfully I am a very effective hitman so I simply flicked my wrist and a very tiny bullet flew through the air out of my high-tech wrist gun.

The bullet splashed against his head and I just watched as the contact-poison started to work its way into his bloodstream.

He would be dead in two hours. The poison would be completely untraceable and a post-mortem would simply reveal heart attack.

No I am not sorry.

I felt the cold metal barrel of a gun against the back of my head.

“Gay,” a man said.

I smiled as I slowly turned around and I saw Little Prick standing just there just grinning at him. Normally I don’t grin at my prey but I actually did today because I knew the homophobe was going to die. 

I wasn’t going to lie. Tyler Page was not a bad-looking man at all, his deep emerald eyes were very average, his body was fit and skinny but it looked like I was right to call him Little Prick.

“Get in the back alley,” Tyler said to me.

I simply shook my head as I noticed other people were starting to notice the gun being pointed at me. 

I knew from basic psychology that the Bystander Effect would mean that no one called the cops because everyone thought that someone else would simply do it. I don’t blame them but it hardly made me feel any safer.

Thankfully I was a very good assassin.

I went round the other side of the pub and down a very narrow cobblestone alley that was shrouded in darkness. There weren’t any lights, any puddles or any signs of life in the alley.

It was just me and my target and all my assassin tricks up my sleeve.

You might be asking why I didn’t simply kill him there and then, I seriously could and I could make sure the body was never found so The Firm was okay, but I wasn’t a monster like Tyler.

I wanted to give him a choice. Repent or death.

I smiled at Tyler. “Why did you attack my boyfriend?”

Tyler laughed. “Come on man, your species is disgusting and he was a school teacher for crying out loud,”

I couldn’t help but smile because he was being silly. 

“What you smiling at fag?” he asked.

“What are you scared of?” I asked looking around in case there was something in my environment I could use to help me.

There wasn’t.

“I am not scared man. I ain’t no pussy like you and your boyfriend. I am a man. I just wanna protect the kids but peos like you,”

I frowned. He was one of those homophobes.

“What risk would I ever pose to a child for God sake?” I asked really wanting to do nothing more than snap his body in half.

“Everyone knows that gays hurt kids and groom them. Gays always groom children, man, that is how your kind work and a schoolteacher is the perfect position for a predator,”

I whacked the gun out of his hand.

I grabbed the gun with my other hand and activated a small superheated blaster in my hand that melted the gun and I threw it on the ground.

I loved the toys The Firm gave me.

“A School teacher, man,” Tyler continued. “I heard from my little sister that your boyfriend was teaching gay content to kids. My little 15-year-old sister was learning about gays. That is wrong man,”

I shook my head because I knew exactly what my boyfriend was teaching those kids and it wasn’t dangerous at all.

“How is teaching kids the history of gay rights a bad thing? How is teaching children that gay and straight people are no different a bad thing? How is teaching that you will meet a gay person and they aren’t a danger to you, a bad thing?”

“But they are a danger man,” Tyler said. “What about the news?”

“What about it? The news will always pick up on the most sensational, most scary, most outrageous pieces of information because it makes you watch it. If a straight person attacks someone on the same day as a gay person does the exact same thing what will be reported,”

“The straight attack because everything is set against straight people,” Tyler said.

I tried to smile at him because I could see that he wasn’t a bad person, he was just misinformed and I didn’t want to kill him. 

I really didn’t.

“No,” I said. “I am sorry about whatever you went through to make you think straight people are disadvantaged but I promise you that isn’t true,”

Tyler frowned at me.

He charged.

He kicked.

He whipped out a knife.

I didn’t think. Only reacted.

I stepped to one side.

Tyler flew past me.

I grabbed his wrist with the knife.

I snapped it.

He didn’t stop.

He punched me.

He went to get me in a headlock.

I got him in a headlock first. “Please stop this Tyler,”

“You fags can’t even defeat me. A bright strong white man. We will stop you. We will stoop you grooming children. We will-”

I snapped his neck before he could finish another word. I had given him a chance or two or three so he could hopefully change his mind but he wouldn’t.

I have had to deal with people like him my entire life, from my own parents who kicked me out at aged 14 when The Firm found me, to my first kill three years later and to my brothers and sisters when I found them three years after that.

Everyone has hated me in the past but I actually don’t worry because I am a survivor and I know not everyone hates gays. In fact a lot of
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