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Joseph walked into the interrogation room closing the heavy metal door behind him. As 

interrogation rooms go this room was quite large. All white with fluorescent lighting 

along the length of the ceiling chasing away any hint of a shadow, apart from the dull 

shades under the desk. 

 Walking the short distance from door to table his highly polished leather shoes 

clicked as he walked across the laminated flooring to stand behind the one of the two free 

seats. Detective Inspector Joseph Allen took a seat whilst hand ironing the crease in his 

tie and adjusting the cuffs of his hundred quid suit. Placing the file in his hand on the 

table he flipped it open and pulled out five photographs. 

 Each photograph showed a gruesome scene of a women stabbed to death from 

different angles. She looked like she was a beautiful woman in life, made apparent as she 

was led in only lingerie. She had perfect round breasts, alluring hips, even her toes were 

recently manicured and looked very cute in their shape and size. She would have been 

breathtaking in life. But this was her in death and her pale grey skin, on top of the 

puncture wounds and slash marks stole her beauty away, like the light chased the 

shadows away. Joseph pulled out his notepad and placed it in front of him and next to it, 

he placed a pen, which he clicked to prime it for writing. 

 In stark comparison to the suited and booted detective and the has-been-beautiful 

corpse sat the main suspect in the case. The suspect was sat there in a grey hoody and 

grey sweatpants, hood up, casting one of the only true shadows in the room which 

succeeding in obscuring his face. His hands were shackled to the table in front of him. 

Dirt caked the skin of his hands and invaded under what remained of well bitten nails. 

His hands, especially his knuckles were bruised and scraped like he had been in a very 

recent fight.  

 After an indication from the detective the suspect bent his head forward and using 

what leverage the short chains gave him from the table he pulled his hood off.  

His face was in no better of a condition. He had a short buzz cut, not quite army 

standard but still very short. He also had a black eye and a bust up lip and it was evident 

he had had his nose broken at least twice if not more. Stubble dusted his gaunt and drawn 
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out face doing nothing to disperse the thuggish look about him. His appearance spoke 

‘guilty’. But his body language presented him as just a scared little kid. 

 With a slight cough to clear his throat and a disarming smile DI Allen spoke.  

“Hello Steve. Is it okay if I call you Steve?” With a nod of his head, Steve 

indicated it was indeed okay. “I can only assume you know why you are here and if not 

these pictures should give you a fair idea.” Reaching forward and turning on the recorder 

in the middle, Joseph went through the normal routine of stating the case and date and 

time. 

 “So why did you kill her Steve?” 

 Steve looked Joseph dead in the eye and pulling together his scared look he 

simply said, “I didn‘t.” 

 “Do you not think it was suspect Steve that she you were picked up not even five 

minutes away from the scene limping, when we know the killer left through the window 

when the husband came in and shouted his wife?” 

 “Have you seen me? I was mugged on the high street at knife point. After a fight 

with the mugger I ran like hell to get away. As I got round the corner from that woman‘s 

house I tripped and sprained my ankle. So of course I was limping.” 

 “We’ve checked the CCTV footage of the high street and there was no sign of any 

mugging.” 

 “It was obviously in a blind spot then. I promise you I did not kill that woman.” 

 “So you have never seen her before in your life?” Joseph asked pushing one of the 

pictures closer towards Steve. 

 “I never said that. I‘ve seen her around town, you can see how beautiful she was. 

She walks in to a club you look at her. I‘m male, she‘s beautiful. You do the math.” 

 “You don‘t seem fazed by this horrible sight.” 

 “Have you seen the films and video games they bring out nowadays? I guess I‘ve 

been desensitized to all the blood and gore.” 

 “You‘re facing a long sentence for this Steve, you better start rethinking your 

story. For example, if you had been in a fight with a mugger why is there no trace of him 

on you? Not one epithelial under your nails. Nothing. Nada.” 

 “I had gloves on.” 
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 “Well why are your hands so dirty then?”  

 “Because when I fell and sprained my ankle I took them off so I could mess with 

my laces easier to adjust my shoe to make it more comfortable. I obviously just forgot to 

put them back on when I scrabbled back up.” 

 The common theory in this case was after a struggle with the victim he jumped 

out of the window when he heard the husband come home, and had disposed of the 

gloves somewhere as they were covered in blood. They had yet to be found though. The 

dirt the investigators think is from climbing over fences and walls and landing awkwardly 

in the mud, using his hands to steady himself. The story which Steve was saying, whilst 

plausible on some levels, was delivered with the robotic tone of voice that suggested it 

had been planned out, scripted. And badly. 

 Instead of probing further Joseph asked again, “So why did you kill her?” 

 “Have you not listened to a word I’ve just said? I. Did. Not. Kill the bitch.” 

 After he finished saying those last three words, some emotion flicked through his 

features so fast it was barely unnoticeable, but notice it Joseph did. Fear was the emotion 

that shot across Steve’s face. 

 “That’s a bit of a rude way to talk about a recently deceased woman who you 

claimed to not know, other than seeing her out and about.” Joseph pointed out. 

 “A slip of the tongue I guess, I’m being asked over and over whether I killed her, 

to be honest I am beginning to hate her, if she hadn’t existed I wouldn’t be here would 

I?” 

 Steve was getting a little better. 

 “No Steve, you and I both know that’s not what you meant. She did something to 

really piss you off didn’t she? What did she do? Did she break your heart? Reject you? I 

ask again, why did you kill her Steve?” 

 This time there was only silence, maybe Steve wasn’t so good after all. Joe met 

Steven’s eyes and held his gaze for a long time. Finally Steve couldn’t stand the scrutiny 

and averted his eyes, looking down at his shackled hands. 

 “Why did you do it?” Joe asked for what he hoped was the finally time.  

It was he found out as Steve suddenly snapped. His face transformed into a mask 

of rage as he yelled at the top of his voice, “Okay! I killed the fucking slut. She deserved 
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every ounce of pain I put her through and more, and I hope she rots in hell.” 

Joe was shocked, he expected a confession but not one like that.  

“What did she do to you?” 

“What did she do? What didn’t she do! But the fucking icing on the cake was how 

she dared lie to my face like she did on the night.” 

 

# 

 

Steve was Sarah’s lover, her bit on the side. Her current dirty little secret in a long line of 

dirty little secrets. Things had started getting out of hand recently though and she got the 

feeling he was falling for her. He was getting increasingly more obsessed and wanted to 

see her more and more often, at first she took it as a compliment thinking she must be 

good at sex or something along those lines but it became apparent it wasn’t just that. He 

would make her meals and buy her jewelry, which she obviously couldn’t wear around 

her husband in case he got suspicious. The latest instance of this kind of attention though 

just made her realise she could not see him anymore. 

 Caring as he was, he was a very violent not only as a person but as a lover, 

especially as a lover, with biting, scratching and slapping. He would get angry over the 

phone and in person when she said he would not be able to see her for a while, but she 

wasn’t scared of him. 

They had just had sex, or as he probably thought of it ‘made love’. It was great, he 

was well equipped and well experienced and he managed to please her properly every 

time, but afterwards is what she had begun to hate. At the start of it all she would have 

had sex and then gone home, but not anymore. Now after they had done the deed he 

would ask her to lay there with him, sometimes she enjoyed this, but most of the time not. 

And this was one of the other times. 

“How does he not know about us?” Steve asked. 

“Who’s ‘he’ Steve?” She asked knowing full well who he meant. 

“Your husband, surely he must have his suspicions.” 

“There’s something I haven’t told you, I don’t live with him anymore, he did find 

out and I moved out but there was a chance it was only temporary so I didn’t think it was 
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worth mentioning. But I’m getting the feeling I am not in love with him anymore. Steve, 

I’m falling for you.” 

She wasn’t. 

“Oh. Wow. Really?” 

“Really really.” 

She really wasn’t. 

Steve was overwhelmed, this was his dream come true, he adored her and loved 

her so much and the fact he seemed to be getting this after so long was just a shock. He 

led there and held her in stunned silence for a while. 

Sarah had only said what she said to shut him up, she’d had enough of the petty 

arguments from him and would deal with this later. She would text him or something.  

While she led there planning the heart break of a lifetime he led there, planning on how 

he could be sure it was true. And the conclusion he came to wasn’t the best considering 

what it led to, but he wanted to be sure she wasn’t lying to him because it sounded too 

good to be true. 

After a few more hours of lying there Sarah decided she had had enough and got 

out of bed, showered and got dressed, ready to leave. She arranged to meet him in a 

couple of days with the intention of not actually meeting him again, and kissed him on 

the door step as she left. He watched her get into her car and drive off down the road.  

# 

 

Steven had just received the best news of his life, and after lying there with the love of 

his life, just enjoying her scent he got dressed and put his shoes on so he could walk her 

to her car. After kissing her goodbye and watching her drive off he sprinted back into the 

house, grabbed his keys and pulled his jogging hoody off the peg near the door and ran 

back to his car. Jumping in, he started the car and set off after Sarah, only putting the seat 

belt on when he came to a junction where he had to wait.  

Turning the corner he saw her turn off at the bottom end of the road. She had only 

ever seen his companies white van, so he was at an advantage here as she wouldn’t know 

he was following her. As she turned the corner he pressed the accelerator, exceeding the 

speed limit to catch up to her. As he drove he pulled his hood up and put on some 
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sunglasses from the dashboard to disguise himself as best he could. Glancing in the 

rearview mirror he decided it wasn’t the best disguise, but was better than nothing. 

He sped round the corner and noticed he was a lot closer to her than he thought so 

he eased off the accelerator. He followed her across town to a neighborhood he knew 

very well. This was where he first met Sarah; she worked nights in an off license, and he 

had stopped by to get a bottle of whiskey on his way home from work one day and met 

her there. He would stop in the shop every day after he first met her just to speak to her 

and eventually they ended up exchanging numbers and it all started from there. He also 

knew the house she lived in was round about where they were driving at the moment after 

he had run her home one night when it was raining really heavy. 

As he drew closer to the street she lived on his heart sank, she had lied to him. 

This was the house which she had always lived in, she hadn’t just moved out at all. After 

everything he had done for her and this is what he got in return? As she pulled up to the 

curb outside of her house he drove past, turned the corner and pulled up.  

In a mad rage, not knowing what to do with himself he punched the steering 

wheel repeatedly until he had beat out the immediate effects of his rage.  

“I fucking knew it,” Steve whispered in his anger fuelled rampage. 

 Getting out of the car and slamming the door, he walked across the road to the 

corner of the street that turned into the road. Without even a moment hesitation he turned 

the corner and strolled down the street and straight up to her front door. He didn’t comply 

with the standard house visitation rules. There was no doorbell ringing or window 

knocking, he just opened up the door as if this was his own house. She had forgotten to 

lock the deadbolt of the door behind her lucky for him. 

 He knew where she was, she would be getting changed in the bedroom out of her 

work clothes and the sexy underwear she had worn especially for her visit to him and into 

something a little more comfortable. He all but sprinted to the kitchen and picked up a 

sharp knife out of the knife block. Fortunately he kept driving gloves in his glove box, 

although he had never once used them for driving, he somehow had remembered to grab 

them on the way from his car and had put them before he even got to the house. No prints 

was always a good thing for a would-be murderer. 

 He had made a little noise during his rush to the kitchen but not enough to alert 
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her, so now he proceeded cautiously up the stairs, as silent as possible. He didn’t want 

her to know he was coming and be able to slip behind him and attack him first. Surprise 

was his biggest advantage here. He heard her moving around in the master bedroom at 

the front of the house once he got on to the landing.  Walking to the bedroom door he 

stopped and listened to make sure as best he could that she wasn’t aware of his presence. 

After he was sure he opened the door and without an explanation other than, “you end my 

life, I end yours”, he leapt across the room and punched her as hard as he could in the 

face. As she fell to the floor in nothing but the underwear he had so recently slipped off 

her, he bent over and raising the knife he had secured downstairs he stabbed her, over and 

over again. 

 As he went to plunge the blade into her soft flesh again he came to his senses and 

realised what he had just done. In the morbid silence that followed he heard a car pull up 

outside the house and then the car door opened and closed, followed by the front door of 

the very house that Steve was in. Open. Close.  

 

# 

 

“Honey? I’m home!” David said, smiling at his own cheesiness, hoping she would find it 

as funny as he did. There was only silence, but this wasn’t the silence of an empty house. 

It was different and he didn’t know quite how. He stood in the hallway and put down his 

keys, slowly. He then took off his coat and hung it on the pegs close to the door. Slowly. 

Silently. “Princess?” Still no reply. 

 David knew Sarah was home, her car was parked outside. Going in to the kitchen 

he saw Sarah’s bag, purse and car keys on the counter. He also noticed a gap in the knife 

block that was next to her possessions. He didn’t know why this worried him so much but 

it did, it put him on edge. Subliminally he knew what he was about to find when he went 

upstairs so without thinking he grabbed one of the three remaining knives from the block 

and holding it out in front of him he went to the front of the house and up the stairs to the 

master bedroom at the front of the house. Stopping to listen at the door, not unlike the 

murderer of the his wife he heard nothing from within. He slowly opened up the door and 

the first thing he noticed was the window open, the curtains blowing gently and serenely 
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in the breeze. He ran to the window and saw a figure disappear round the corner, but did 

not make out any discernable features, he wasn’t even sure what colour clothes he was 

wearing. 

 Turning around to run outside and chase the would be theif, he saw her. Led in a 

spreading pool of her own blood. Growing larger and larger as it soaked into the carpet 

and the life force left her body. Not theif. Murderer. 

 Dropping the knife, David ran over to his wife and scooped her up in his arms. He 

knew she was gone, he wasn’t going to fool himself with calling her name and hoping for 

a reply. He just held her corpse and sobbed, as he felt his heart unraveling inside of his 

chest and he felt like he would die to. He was dead at the moment for all intents and 

purposes, he held his life in his hands. His life was soaking into the floor. 

 

# 

 

Shocked and appalled at the admission he only half expected to get, Joseph managed to 

close his hanging jaw and collect up the pictures he had spread across the table and 

replaced them back in his file. 

“I think that is all we need Mr. Robinson. The recording of everything you have 

just said along with what evidence forensics turns up in conjunction with the evidence we 

already have, you are looking at a long time in jail son.” Turning off the recorder in the 

middle of the table, he ejected the tape and placed it into a case which he put under his 

arm along with the file. “It is people like you Steven that make me wish our country still 

deemed capital punishment a humane way of punishing someone.” 

“Thinking about it, so do I.” 

  

 

 


