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Patty checked into a small Airbnb on the edge of town under a name she wouldn’t remember tomorrow. One week. Cash. No questions. The woman at reception made polite conversation; Patty answered with the right smiles and kept her hands still. Anger had a way of showing itself in small movements, and she couldn’t afford that—not yet.

Late that afternoon she drove to Santa Old Age Village, parked two streets away, and waited with the engine off. From her seat she studied the gate, the guard’s routine, and the slow drift of residents along the pavement. Just before three, an elderly woman stepped out, turned left, and made her steady way to a small café down the road.

Patty lifted her phone as if checking a message and snapped a single photo. She watched the woman linger over tea, then return the same way and disappear through the gate. Patty didn’t follow. She didn’t need to.

For the next four days she repeated the routine: arrive early, park out of sight, watch the gate. The woman left at nearly the same time, walked to the café, and returned with shopping under her arm. By the fourth day Patty knew the place’s rhythm—and something else. When the woman paused at the gate to adjust her scarf, the gesture was unmistakable. Patty had seen it before, in a different life, seconds before everything went wrong. Rosa DeVilliers was inside that village. Patty didn’t need justice. She needed Rosa to feel what Patty had carried for years.

On the fifth morning Patty went in on foot. She parked near the café, stepped inside, and chose a table where she had a clear view of the door. When the elderly woman entered, Patty waited until she’d ordered, then approached with a careful smile.

“Hi,” Patty said. “Sorry to bother you. I’m new in town and I keep getting turned around. Is Santa Old Age Village this way?”

The woman’s expression softened. “It is. I live there,” she said. “I’m Eva.”

Patty let out a small, embarrassed laugh. “This is going to sound odd,” she said, lowering her voice. “Do you know a Rosa DeVilliers? Someone told me she stays there. I... I knew her a long time ago. I’m only in town for a few days and I wanted to drop off something small—just a peace offering. But I’m not on the visitor list, and they turned me away.”

Eva hesitated, then nodded. “Rosa lives in the cottages,” she said. “I can take it to her.”

Patty slid a small paper bag across the table. “Thank you. It’s just chocolates,” she said lightly. “Tell her she has to share—my aunt would hate for her to keep them all to herself.”

Eva laughed, tucked the bag into her shopping, and finished her tea. Patty didn’t watch her leave. She paid for her snack, stepped into the bright morning, and kept moving.

Back at the village, Eva unpacked her shopping and went looking for Rosa. She found her in the garden lounge with a handful of friends, the table set with teacups and crossword books. Eva mentioned the young woman at the café who had asked after her, then handed over the chocolates.

Rosa turned the little bag in her hands, puzzled. “I don’t know anyone new in town,” she said, though she smiled anyway. When one of the women teased her for hoarding, Rosa opened the bag. “Alright—one each,” she said. “It would be rude not to.”

They ate and went back to their chatter. For a minute nothing changed—just the scrape of chairs and the soft buzz of conversation. Then Eva pressed a hand to her stomach.

“Are you alright?” someone asked.

Eva tried to answer, but her breath hitched. Across the table another woman coughed hard, as if something had caught in her throat. Rosa’s smile faltered. One by one the ladies bent forward, gasping, hands clutching at their chests or stomachs, chair legs squealing on the paving as they shifted and stumbled. Within moments all eight of them were in trouble—and none of them understood why.

Paul, one of the village maintenance men, rounded the corner with a toolbox in hand and froze. He dropped it, sprinted to the nearest cottage, and shouted for a nurse. Somewhere inside the village, an alarm began to sound.

Patty walked along the promenade with an easy smile, letting the warmth settle on her skin. The sea lay calm and blue under a clean sky. Families drifted past in slow holiday clusters. Nothing in the morning suggested that, a few streets away, something had already gone terribly wrong.

Sirens split the distance—one, then another—rushing toward town. Patty didn’t flinch. She kept her eyes on the water and counted the beats between wails, steady as a metronome. The sound wasn’t a warning; it was confirmation.

Behind her, voices rose and fell—fragments carried on the air: ambulance... nursing home... eight of them... how could this happen? People reached for the kindest explanation first, as if kindness could make the story safer. Patty listened without turning. She’d stopped believing in accidents a long time ago.

Back at the Airbnb, she showered as if washing off nothing more than salt air. Her hands stayed steady; her thoughts were quieter than they’d been in days. She told herself what she always did: she wasn’t taking life—she was taking back what had been stolen from others: time, dignity, breath. There would be questions now—uniforms, clipboards, grief on the evening news—but questions were for people who still believed the world was fair. After a sandwich, she went to bed early, listening to the ordinary sounds of the house until sleep took her.

The next morning she checked her supplies in the kitchen. Plenty of chocolates. Enough poison for another batch. She worked neatly: a fine needle, a practiced push, a careful press of foil until each wrapper looked untouched. It mattered that it was clean. It mattered that it was controlled. When she was done, twelve chocolates sat in a row—identical and innocent—waiting for the next names on her list.

Patty turned on the television and sat down. The deaths were everywhere—anchors speaking softly over footage of flashing lights and a cordoned-off entrance. Eight senior citizens, gone within minutes. Police interviewed neighbors and staff, collecting timelines and names. Patty watched until the reporter said no obvious motive. Her mouth tightened. Motive was easy; people just pretended not to see what they didn’t want to name. She clicked the volume lower and reviewed her reasons the way other people recited prayers.

By late morning she’d packed light—just enough to look like any other traveler passing through. The chocolates were wrapped again and set aside, not as treats or temptation, but as proof of her own resolve.

Outside, the town moved on with ordinary faces: people buying bread, pushing prams, pausing to talk in doorways. Patty walked among them and felt the familiar certainty settle into place. If the world insisted on rewarding cruelty and calling it chance, then someone had to correct the balance.

She didn’t see the uniforms until she was almost at the corner. The street narrowed, forcing her to slow behind a pair of tourists who stopped to argue over a map. Patty waited, patient as stone, feeling the weight of wrapped sweets in her bag and the clean simplicity of what came next. One more turn, one small pause—then the day would tilt again.

An hour later she was on her way out of town, the coastline falling behind her in the rear-view mirror. The news would call it a tragedy; the police would call it a crime; strangers would call it unthinkable. Patty called it necessary. Somewhere ahead, another quiet place waited—another set of doors left unlocked by trust.

By dusk she reached the next town and found a roadside motel. She signed the register, locked the door behind her, and fell onto the bed fully dressed. Sleep took her fast and hard.

“Patty. Patty. Where are you?” a deep voice called, and she jolted awake, sweating and breathless. Another nightmare. She drank water straight from the bottle, then sat on the edge of the bed, hands trembling in the dark.

“I have to do this,” she whispered. She pulled out her notebook and drew a firm line through Rosa’s name. “That’s two,” she told herself. “A few more, then I find Desmond.”

Her thoughts slid, as they often did, to how easy it had been to get rid of Emilia—Rosa’s sister. Patty replayed that day in her mind and, despite herself, smiled.

The next morning Patty checked out and headed north toward a small town where her next victim lived. As the highway unspooled ahead of her, she found herself wondering—again—why the three sisters had never lived close to one another. Then she remembered how they had treated her as a child, and how they had protected her father, Desmond, when they should have stopped him.

As a child, Patty lived on a smallholding in the country with her father, Desmond, and his three sisters—Rosa, Emilia, and the youngest, whose silence was its own kind of cruelty. Patty’s mother had died shortly after she was born. Desmond, an alcoholic, went into town to drink and pick fights, then came home and took it out on them. He beat Patty, and he beat his sisters. They endured it with a strange resignation; with no lives of their own, they turned their bitterness on Patty, and the more Desmond ruled the house, the crueler they became.

Patty couldn’t remember her body ever being without bruises. Even when the beatings left her bleeding, no one helped. She never went to school; instead, the three aunts claimed to “homeschool” her. There were days that felt almost normal, but they were few and far between.

Night-time was what Patty feared most, because it was when her father came into her room. She lay rigid and silent, and afterwards she cried until she couldn’t. A few times she tried to tell Rosa and Emilia, but they scoffed and told her she was mad.

Patty was almost eighteen when she ran























































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
CLERFoundation - Laura Oneale






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg
CIRFoundation - Laura Oneale






d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
&





