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Chapter 1. Blue Moon Bar.
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Jenny had a decision to make: should she stab her husband in the eye or throat? The question echoed in her mind like a whisper from the shadows, accompanied by a flash, Mark’s face twisting not in pain, but in silent accusation, his eyes pleading, ‘You always knew.’ She blinked it away, but the bar’s flickering neon seemed to pulse in rhythm with her heartbeat, mocking her restraint. She drank her rum and Coke instead.

Their Friday night was just the same boring night out as any other. Eleven years of mediocrity, which were slowly disintegrating as their life passed them by.

Jenny remembered the wedding vows like a poor joke: ‘For better or worse.’ Back then, Mark had seemed like salvation, a soft-spoken accountant with no sharp edges, no questions about the scars on her wrists from that ‘accident’ in college. She’d chosen him precisely because he was weak, pliable, and a human shield against the urges that had started at 15.

The bar they had chosen was as old and decaying as their marriage. Its walls, weeping a yellow-brown film that smelled faintly of urine and old blood. The stain that never quite washes out. Above the bar, the neon sign sputtered, buzzing in a code no one translated. The cracked and torn pool table and the music felt as dated as the place itself. The Blue Moon Bar had seen better days and a better clientele.

Jenny and Mark sat in silence, Mark clutching his drink as if his life depended on it and Jenny staring into hers as a way of avoiding conversation. The booth they sat in had a smell, a reminiscence of her grandmother’s house, but underneath the mix of mothballs and stale beer was something coppery, like pennies left in a corpse’s mouth.

Jenny looked around the room, playing a game of "would I" or "wouldn't I" in her mind. Anything would be better than a drunk Mark slobbering over her later. Like that night five years ago, their anniversary, when he’d promised to ‘spice things up.’ He’d fumbled through a half-hearted role-play, blindfolding her with a tie that smelled of his sweat and cheap cologne, but backed out when she whispered, ‘Hurt me a little.’ His eyes had widened in horror, not excitement, and he’d spent the rest of the evening apologising. That was the turning point: the moment she realised his ‘love’ was just cowardice, smothering her fire until it burned inward, twisting into fantasies of carving that fear from his flesh.

The door swung open, and a draught forced its way into the room, drawing Jenny’s eyes. Into the bar strode a couple she did not know, confident, well-dressed, and out of place in this bar. The guy was of particular interest. He wore an expensive outfit that stood out in the bar, and he was rugged and handsome at the same time. She watched as he ordered their drinks. His companion was just as elegant and drew the looks from the other patrons of the bar. Probably because of the size of her breasts and the way they held her cleavage together. Jenny looked down at her own cleavage, flat and unimpressive.
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