
Boiling Over

Lydia wasn't sure when she decided to kill him. In fact, she wasn't even sure that it had been 

a conscious decision. One second he had been standing over her, towering like the night-time 

monster from her darkest memories, and in the next he was on his knees in front of her, his life 

spilling onto the soft fluffiness of her childhood bedroom floor. 

She felt her own knees buckle and she was grateful that her bed was there to catch her. It 

was funny, really, that the source of so many nightmares could suddenly save her. She heard a soft 

thump through the fog in her brain and she turned her head to the right, searching for the source of 

the noise. Oh. The scissors. They were on the floor now. The scissors from her desk. The ones that 

she'd grabbed when he came up to her room after mother left. The scissors that had-

He let out a violent cough, spraying the pinkness of the carpet with red and making Lydia 

jump. His eyes were bulging. Kind of like a water balloon filled with too much liquid. And even 

though his lips were flapping he wasn't saying a word. Just making strange gulping noises as he 

tried to stop the blood rushing out of his throat. 

Lydia wondered if she should be doing something. Maybe go for a shower or start looking 

online to buy a new carpet instead of just sitting there. On the bed. Watching him die. It was like 

some weird staring contest, where the winner would live and the loser would die. Only there was no

real question as to who would win any more. Surely he had to know that. And yet he wouldn't stop 

staring into her eyes, as if frozen in the moment that the scissors had cut across him. 

Mother would be home soon. It didn't take that long to go and pick up a Chinese takeaway. 

Maybe he would still be breathing when the car pulled into the driveway. Maybe mother would try 

to save him. Or maybe she'd just put him out of his misery rather than watching him drown. 

Lydia lifted one stripey socked foot and prodded his chest with it, marvelling at the fact that 

he was so close to her and yet so far away. Collapsing backwards at the tiniest push, he wasn't the 

overwhelming giant of her nightmares any more. His body twitched and gurgled. It sounded like 

that time the bathtub's drain had got all clogged and so the water couldn't leave as easily as it had 

before. 

She'd committed patricide, she realised. That's what they'd call it when they came for her. 

And then she would be allocated some fancy lawyers. Maybe they would say it was a form of self-

defence. She would probably go to jail. She didn't really care though. She'd just be moving from 

one cage to another. 

He wasn't moving any more. The sounds were gone. She could just hear mother's car turning

in to the driveway. If only he had held on for a little longer, she though viciously. Then she felt an 

odd feeling in her chest, spilling out like a kettle that had been overfilled and set to boil. She 
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realised that she was laughing. 
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