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Semi-professional assassin Cora Baker normally loved driving around in her little blue sports car that she didn’t remember the name of, but she flat out hated how her damn husband had had to take the sportscar to work today. So she was stuck with his stupid, pathetic piece of garbage that he called his little bundle of joy.

Cora had no idea at all how her husband could ever call this smashed up black Ford thingy with its silly three doors, and massive scratch marks, any bundle of joy.

She hated it. 

Cora parked the stupid, damn thing with a massive bang as she dragged the icy cold, rough handbrake that was probably from the last century upwards to lock the car in place. She always felt like her hands were going to be pulled off by how much bloody effort the handbrake took to pull.

Even now on the ground floor of a massive multi-storey car park that was basically empty, Cora still couldn’t believe how icy cold it was. She really didn’t want to go outside but she was going to have to. She had to complete the job no matter what.

She supposed the car wasn’t all bad though. She had always liked the refreshing mint, chocolate and vanilla scents that filled her senses. It left a pretty great flavour of birthday cake form on her tongue, so at least something good had come out of her spilling bottles of essential oils on the backseats.

Cora looked at the backseats a little and really wished she hadn’t. The large black carrier bag that was filled with used clothes that she was intending to donate at the store outside was just a cover for her latest kill. Yet the grey backseats were ripped to shreds and she really wanted her husband to get rid of this awful car.

She shook her head, grabbed the carrier bag and got out the stupid car.

Cora really would have preferred to be reading to children at the local school, singing to the elderly or even cleaning the toenails of the sick at her mother’s care home. Anything to not be driving that stupid car about.

Cora shook the thoughts away and then the damn cold just hit her.

She was standing in the middle of a ground floor car park and she would have loved there to be some damn heating. The grey concrete walls of the entire place were cold, lonely and just depressing.

There were lights flickering gold, yellow and white as they strained to stay lit. Cora really understood why no one parked down here, she felt like she was going to get mugged or something.

But it would be the muggers that suffered.

Cora went towards the lonely little blue fire door on the other side of the car park. She hated how her tennis shoes echoed in the sheer silence and she wished someone else was here with her.

Not for protection but so she could focus on something. And it would certainly help her focus on something besides the damn cold.

As she neared the blue fire door, Cora noticed red painted lines on the floor where car bays should have been. It was weird but not exactly strange for local youth to paint the town red so to speak on occasion.

Cora rubbed her hands together before she grabbed the blue fire door. She really needed to focus and just find her target that was meant to be the store manager of this local Pound Store. 

Apparently Timothy Johnstone wasn’t exactly the best employer to work for. He was evil, harsh and he regularly beat his employees that fell behind on their sales targets. Cora had already visited two of his victims in hospital and she was impressed with Johnstone’s work.

He knew exactly what he was doing when it came to hurting people, and that was why his boss’s boss at Pound Store HQ had decided to summon Cora.

He was trash and he needed to die like trash.

Cora was only too happy to help.

Cora pulled open the fire door and just grinned as she walked into a solid wall of ginger, nutmeg and cloves that filled the air. She loved the taste of Christmas cookies with thick sugary icing as it formed on her tongue, this was going to be an amazing job for sure.

Cora went down a long aisle of blue, red and green Christmas jumpers perfectly arranged on white plastic shelves. She already knew from looking up plans of the building that the entire store was made up of these immensely long isles of different products. 

There weren’t many customers in this aisle but Cora smiled at a cute man in jeans, a t-shirt and black shoes as she passed him. In her experience it was always harder to remember nice people than evil people, so smiling was a good part of her job. 

The bright white lights that hung down from the ceiling every two metres annoyed the hell out of Cora. She wanted a little darkness so she could slip away and she could do her job unseen. 

It was so stupid when targets worked in “good” shops that wanted their customers to have the best possible experience.

Cora subtly looked up at the little black orbs of the security cameras with bright red flashing lights. She had already checked the store three times from the comfort of her own home, they were the only cameras. And they were rarely watched.

Perfect for her work.

Cora held the cold plastic carrier bag tighter as she reminded herself the clothing donation box or area was on the other side of the store. She would be fine in cover if she simply kept heading in that direction.

Cora kept going down the aisle and she enjoyed the gentle mutter of the different cashiers on the other side of this aisle talk to customers about their plans for December. They sounded friendly, female and very much not like her target.

As much as Cora liked admiring the horrible Christmas jumpers as she went she really didn’t want to stalk all the isles looking for her target. She needed a distraction and she needed to make some noise for sure.

Cora reached into her carrier bag and felt around the wonderfully soft clothing. She didn’t need her Swiss army knife, her pistol nor her combat drugs for now. She grabbed her lighter and went over to one of the Christmas jumpers.

She set it on fire.

The man didn’t seem to notice so Cora hid the lighter and simply took a few steps back.

“Help! Help! Fire!” Cora shouted.

The young man spun around and gasped. He rushed over to her but the idiot simply stood there like a tit in a trance.

Cora shook her head as she shouted again and again hoping that someone, anyone would come to her aid. 

In reality she only wanted her target to come to her.

Then Cora noticed the golden shiny police badge hiding under the young man’s jeans. 

Cora whipped out her pistol but the man had already clocked her.

He lunged at her.

Slamming his fists in her throat and solar plex. 

Agony ripped through her body.

Cora didn’t let it stop her. She aimed. She fired.

The bullet screamed through the air. Smashing into his chest. Blowing a hole out the other side.

The corpse slammed on the ground.

Cora spun around. She didn’t hear any screams, any shouts and the cashiers were gone.

This was a damn setup. Cora didn’t doubt the police already had her car impounded. At least her husband couldn’t keep the stupid pathetic thing anymore.

Two young women stormed down the aisle.

Cora raised her gun. She shot them both in the head.

Cora went down the aisle. Scanning the area as she went. 

Something screamed to life. 

A forklift smashed through the plastic shelves dividing up the isles.  

Cora spun around.

Three police officers leapt off the forklift.

They fired.

Two bullets missed.

One smashed into Cora’s leg.

She hissed in crippling pain as the bullet ripped into her flesh. Her breathing quickened as cold fear took over.

She couldn’t die. She couldn’t kill innocent people. She couldn’t fail her mission.

Yet this was all in self-defence.

Cora charged at the police officers.

The forklift jerked towards her.

Cora fired.

Shooting two cops in the head. Their skulls exploding. Blood painting the Christmas jumpers.

Cora leapt into the air.

The last cop fired.

The bullet missed.

Cora kicked him in the head.

Snapping his neck.

The forklift drove into her as she landed.

Cora gripped onto it.

Swinging her weight forward.

Someone shot at her.

Cora misjudged the landing.

She swung too much and missed what she was trying to
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