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I was indiscreet at the office the other day.  It was a lazy afternoon, after a quiet morning, and we’d sloped off to the pub at lunchtime. The boss was out. It was just we four guys. All in our thirties. All of us married. None of us happy.

Julian started talking about his wife Tricia, and how he hardly gets to see her anymore. She’s begun to make a career for herself as an artist, and she’s flying all around the UK, sometimes abroad, holding different shows, meeting gallery owners. Now if that was me, I’d be wanting to share the fun, and I’d be looking at working part-time so I could go with her. Jules though, he said he keeps a photo in his wallet now to remind him what she looks like.

Mike is a different case. He was moaning about his wife nagging at him, about how she’s always whining over the time he spends away from home and over how he doesn’t help with the baby even when he’s there. Thing is, we all know Jessica has every reason to complain. Mike’s often to be found out enjoying himself at clubs ​– you know the sort – and he’s bragged to us all before now about the women he’s bedded. Tosser. So none of us gave him much sympathy; but then, we were all blokes together, so nobody pulled him up either. Just nodded and tried not to catch each other’s eye.

Simon, well, he has cause to gripe I suppose. His wife’s got religion. They both started going to a local church, and while Si’s happy with Sunday mornings and maybe one meeting during the week, his other half Paula’s got right into the Jesus-loves-you, happy clap-trap and wants to be in – or out converting – with the God Squad every night. Poor Si, he might still be living in the same house as Paula but he really doesn’t count anymore.

Which brings us to me. I’m the youngest in our office, and I was very young when I married Sara. Way too young, though I know it’s no excuse. A real stunner Sara was – still is, I suppose; isn’t it funny how you stop noticing? But at the time I didn’t notice anything else. Like how she lies. And how she really doesn’t give a damn. She told my mother the other week that I’d called her a po-faced cow and said I couldn’t wait for her to die. My mother didn’t tell me this; Sara did, when we were having our dinnertime row. Spat it out at me like food gone bad and laughed. Imagine. I don’t think poor Mum’s got over it yet, despite my rushing round to make things right. But that’s not even the worst of it. She doesn’t stop at lying. 

We had a mate of mine staying with us, and he asked me to get some money for him from the cashpoint, seeing as I was going myself. I saw Sara making a note of his PIN. It sounds awful, but I had to ‘forget’ to give Paul his card back until he was just about to leave. If it had been in his wallet while he was still in the house, Sara would’ve pinched it.

So why don’t I leave her? God knows, I’ve got reason. Thing is, she’d take me for everything I’ve got, and I’ve done very nicely for myself so far. Besides, and I didn’t mention this to the lads, but I’m nervous about what else she would do. I wouldn’t put anything past her. Ringing up and crying wife-beater to the boss, sending hate mail to my clients – she’s devious and nasty enough. 

But what I did tell the lads – and I really wish I hadn’t – was my fantasy about getting rid of her. In a permanent sort of way, you understand. I told them about how I wouldn’t have any truck with paying someone else to do it, I’d willingly do my own dirty work. The thought of strangling her, actually putting my hands around that slim throat and squeezing all the poison out of her, well, it keeps creeping into my mind. The lads laughed, a bit uneasily, I think. Still, they aren’t married to the woman.

So, now I’m in a real predicament. I got home about ten minutes ago. Madam’s car was outside but no hello kiss, no cheerful greeting – nothing new there. What is new is the bloodied, torn body on the bed upstairs. She’s naked, and someone has really had a jamboree with the long curved blade lying dirty-red on the once-white bedroom carpet. It’s a terrible mess; crimson dripping, streaks and splatters everywhere. I even thought, Sara will hate that.  But Sara won’t be hating anything anymore. Not with her throat slashed out and those dreadful eyes, wide and staring. 

And dead. Well, I’m not surprised. She was such a cow I can’t have been the only one wanting to finish her off. Though I don’t think anyone else had the right. It’s weird, but now I can see what first bewitched me about her. Creamy flesh, curvy and sinuous. I resent the vandalism practised on it. But most of all, I resent the position her unnatural death has put me in. How is this going to look? I try and think through my options. Thanks to Sara, I’ve been very careful with my money, plenty of funds I can access now and more I can lay my hands on once I’m out the country. I grab my travel bag and start packing. Time to fly.

