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This was the day I became a killer.

I have always, always considered myself to be a very warm and loving and kind person. When I was a young adult and I was at university, I used to volunteer at the local soup kitchen, I used to absolutely love doing charity runs and I really enjoyed helping young students to improve their grades.

I really was just that sort of wonderfully kind, helpful and funny person.

But I, Bella Dawson, just found that marriage sort of messed it all up, and I know for a fact that tons of so-called good people would call my husband a brilliant man that was just as kind, loving and sensational in bed as I was, but these people simply did not live with him. He was so annoying after a while.

Even now as I sat in my freshly decorated kitchen with its massive bright white and black splashback, copper-coloured appliances and a massive copper oven with 6 whole hobs that I had wanted for ages, I still knew for a fact that I didn’t like my husband too much.

And this morning like every single morning since we got married over ten years ago, he was sitting near me at our white marble kitchen island. He was still reading the newspaper because he was that sort of dinosaur and he had the knees, back and neck pain associated with being that annoying prick that he was.

The morning was rather cold and when I had been making the tea and coffee and toast earlier I had watched the early morning sunlight sparkle off the frost-covered grass, and I doubted it was going to get much warmer. But that’s life.

Life wasn’t exactly on my side at the moment.

Amazingly enough, he actually hadn’t spoken too much to me this morning which was surprising because normally I couldn’t get him to shut up, and I was even more surprised that he hadn’t interrogated (no sorry, asked) about my short prison sentence that I had just finished up.

Because it turns out, and I seriously don’t know why, but you can’t punch a vicar that was annoying the crap out of you. Apparently that’s rude, criminal and unholy (like I give a shit about that anyway) so I was done for assault and had to spend three months in prison.

My husband didn’t do a bad job for the kitchen decoration but I would have added a little more cabinet space, a draw to keep some larger knives and I needed a bigger coffee machine but that was apparently too expensive.

My favourite thing about going to prison though had to be the mindfulness course that I was sent on.

Now I know what you’re thinking, mindfulness is crap, rubbish and what those yoga, body temple people bullshitters harp on about. But it actually works and now I know exactly what I was meant to do whenever I was annoyed, I simply needed to focus on my thoughts, acknowledge they existed and focus on the here-and-now.

“You look beautiful this morning,” my husband said. “Did you want to go out today? Maybe we can visit the children at the local school singing their songs to raise money for a new school roof?”

I hated the very notion of spending time with my husband who I was now realising I hadn’t actually focused on at all this morning. He was still hot with his thin middle-aged body, handsome face and piercing emerald eyes.

“Maybe,” I said. “It’s a little cold though I think and I want to hear about your life since I was away. I’ve only been back a week and we’re both been working so much,”

I leant across the table and took his hand in mine and I kissed him. I had missed the warm touch of his lips against mine and his lips were so much better than the Prison Daddy I had had sex with over the three months.

“Of course babe,” he said, “but I might pop out to see the children first. We need to support the new roof thing so the children can benefit,”

I simply focused and tried out the mindfulness techniques that I had been taught.

But I had to say I was fucking pissed with my husband. How dare he want to go and see little children sing songs when I wanted to spend time with him? I wanted my husband to myself, I didn’t want some tiny snot-ridden children to see him more than I did.

And I focused on the fact that I was very angry, I tried a few deep calming breaths and tried to focus on the relaxing chill in the air.

It wasn’t working but well I tried.

“Did I upset you?” my husband asked in a very calming voice that sounded like he was talking to a dumb child.

I gave him a seductive smile. “Of course not dear. I simply wanted to spend a little time with you so yes, let’s go to see the children together,”

“Brilliant,” my husband said as he stood up and made both of us a piping hot cup of coffee each.

“Thank you,” I forced out as I wrapped my hands around the burning hot coffee mug and I couldn’t believe that I was now stuck looking and hearing and donating to children this morning and knowing my husband we would be there all afternoon.

I couldn’t do it.

I wanted to hit him, hurt or just flat out shout at him.

But again, I closed my eyes and took deep calming breaths of the slightly cold air that filled with amazing hints of coffee and my own jasmine-scented perfume. And yes I was annoyed at my husband but it was just a thought and it would pass and I would be fine afterwards.

“You really don’t want to go do you?” he said.

Of course fucking not but of course I was trying way too hard to be positive to actually say that to him.

“How about I take you to Bennie’s afterwards for the afternoon as a special treat for you not punching anyone in a week?” 

I just stared at my husband. How dare he actually offer to take me to the amazing Italian restaurant where we had met, had our first date and he had proposed to me. That was our sacred place and he was using it as a reward for me controlling myself.

How dare he.

I forced myself to take a hot burning sip of my sharp, intense coffee so I wouldn’t say anything I was going to regret.

“You know I was talking to the prison people yesterday because that psychologist had been wanting to talk to you,” he said.

I smiled because I really did love Dr Pyke. He was always so kind, helpful and he was fucking fit so I had a lot of time for him.

“And he told me to feel relaxed about you because you were a better person and fixed,” 

Now I knew for a fact that my husband was a liar because Dr Pyke was many things and he used a lot of psychological terms that I both did and didn’t understand but he had never ever said that I needed “fixing” or I was a “bad person” in the first place.

That was why I loved working with him because he actually made me feel like I mattered but I didn’t exactly understand why my husband was lying to me.

“And he said that if I saw you being stressed that I should call him and get you sectioned,” my husband said trying to kiss my hand again but I shook him away.

Then I simply stood up and went over to the little silver kettle that we had tucked away in one corner.

I closed my eyes and just focused on how much I wanted my husband to die. I wanted him to be slaughtered and I wanted to him out of my life completely.

And come to think of it that was an excellent thought. It was such a good thought that it made me happy and even now I felt so much lighter, happier and more relaxed than I had felt at all over the past week.

Maybe this mindfulness stuff really did work because my thoughts were right. Maybe I should just kill my husband and free myself of him so I would feel better forever.

Yes, that was exactly what I needed to do.

I opened the large copper draw under the kettle area and took out a massive knife that I used for slicing chicken.

I checked that my husband had gone back to reading his newspaper and he thankfully had.

So I just went
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