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A crumpled newspaper tumbled down Monmouth Street, its headlines snagged with frost, smeared by a relentless December downpour.

Mammoth winds hurled the tattered sheets in a frenzied attack just by Chan’s corner shop. Cheap fairy lights rattled against rusty metal shutters, flickering weakly against the rain-drenched night.

Crates of satsumas lay splattered outside the shop on the wet pavement, bright skins gleaming burnt orange under the icy glow of the streetlamp.

Emblazoned on its front page, a chilling declaration: "Dark Times Ahead." Eventually, the newspaper came to a dead stop at the doorstep of number twenty-three. 

Nathan stood inside the bathroom of number twenty-three, naked and motionless. His eyes fixed upon the reflection staring back at him from the mirror above the sink. A single breath created a mist upon the glass as he exhaled slowly, trying to conceal his troubled thoughts.

“Nathan?” Sadie's voice drifted under the bathroom door. “Are you coming to bed?”  

Fury rose from the pit of his stomach. How long could he keep up this godforsaken act? Nathan remained frozen, his jaw was clenched, and his navy-blue eyes were now black and burdened as he briefly reflected on his relationship with Sadie.

A decade of marriage left him with mixed feelings of both joy and sorrow. Together, they had shared laughter, tears, and the important intimate moments that define a partnership. Yet, beneath the surface of their seemingly perfect life lay the torrid affair that tormented him daily. 

“Nathan, what are you doing in there?” Sadie repeated interrupting his thoughts. 

“Yeah, just give me a minute,” Momentarily confused, he shook his head trying to ground the shame that tore through him like a chainsaw into sticky wet meat. 

Thoughts wandered to the other woman, the one who had captured his heart in forbidden embrace. 

With Eva, his vivacious coworker, he had discovered a renewed zest for life. Gone were the responsibilities of mundane life; endless meetings crushed under the weight of unpaid bills. 

The constant shit-show of daily life was replaced by a thrilling, reckless adrenaline that pulsed through his veins, and that was addictive. Each pilfered moment only fuelled the excitement of their illicit affair. 

He kept his relationship with Eva under wraps by being extra cautious. Using late nights at the sales office as a cover, making sure his phone was always locked with a passcode. He took longer on errands to spend extra time with her. 

They met in hidden spots where they wouldn't be seen. Nathan knew it was risky, but the excitement of their secret affair was too tempting to give up. 

It all began at the office Christmas party, where too many drinks and impulsive kisses in murky corners had set their passion ablaze.  

Despite guilt gnawing at his conscience, Nathan found himself unable to sever the bond with Eva. The thrill of danger and excitement was a siren’s call he just couldn’t resist. 

“Is everything alright?” Sadie’s voice returned from behind the locked door.

“Yes darling,” Nathan smiled through gritted teeth. He felt the squall of deceit raging within him, and my god, he could have quite easily done away with her there and then. “I'll be with you in a moment, my sweet.”

He heard the sigh and heavy footsteps as she retreated once more to the bedroom. 

Nathan slumped onto the cold toilet seat, burying his face with shaking hands. Anxiety bubbled up into his chest until it felt as if a thousand tiny butterflies were performing some twisted kind of macabre ballet on his screaming heart. 

The reality was that his fling with Eva had erected an impossible wall between him and Sadie. One sordid lie heaped on top of the other until their bond had fallen apart. He understood he couldn't hide his cheating forever. Sooner or later, the truth would surface. 

Nathan took a deep breath and steadied himself before making his way into the bedroom, careful not to disturb the fragile silence. As he slid beneath the covers, he hoped Sadie wouldn’t touch him, wouldn't make any advances towards him tonight. It was all too much. 

He heard Sadie’s soft snoring and felt a deep calm wash over his body and mind, leaving him to contemplate the inevitable fallout when the truth emerged. A nightmare from which there would be no awakening. 

Laying in the darkness, Nathan listened to the primal call of thunder in the distance as a pitter-pattering of twilight rain descended, bouncing off the windows in perfect unison.

He promised he’d tell her tomorrow.

Morning came fast, winter sunshine seeped through the curtains in streaks and slashes, the colour of rotted squash. Nathan slowly crept from under the duvet so as not to wake Sadie. 

He slipped from the warmth of the bed, his breath visible in the chilly air, and moved softly through the room to get ready for work. The cold light washed over him, crisp and clear, before he slipped out the door, leaving the house, and Sadie, wrapped in quiet serenity.

When Nathan came home from work that evening, the atmosphere between him and Sadie felt jarringly strange. Sadie’s quiet behaviour in the kitchen spoke volumes, her flour covered hands hinted that she’d been baking again, a habit she often turned to whenever she felt stressed.  

“Nathan, we have to talk,” Sadie’s voice was sharp and he saw that her hands clenched tightly at her sides barely containing the tremors in her fingers.

“Talk about what?” he shuffled his feet trying hard not to look her in the eye.

“About us. I know something’s wrong,” her eyes scoured his face for any sign of honesty. 

“Sadie, I’ve told you, everything’s fine,” he snapped, the words coming out harsher than he intended.

“Fine? You call this fine?” Sadie’s voice rose, tears were streaming down her pale, freckled face. “We barely communicate anymore, and when we do, it's like talking to a stranger! I don't even recognise you!” 

“God damn it, Sadie!” Nathan’s frustration erupted as he slammed his fist onto the kitchen counter, a cloud of flour rising in response. “Why can't you just let it go?!” 

“Because I love you...you’re my husband...and I can't stand by and watch our marriage crumble!” Her tear filled eyes pleaded with him. 

At that moment, something inside Nathan snapped. The pressure of guilt became unbearable, and the thought of confessing his infidelity filled him with terror. He had dealt with the feelings of shame, eating away at his insides for far too long. He didn't want to be with Sadie any more, but just couldn't think of any other way to get rid of her.

Acting on impulse, he seized the knife lying on the counter, its blade still coated with flour from Sadie’s home-made cherry pie. 

“Nathan, what are you doing?! Put that down!” Sadie’s horrified cry filled the kitchen as she recoiled in fear. 

Driven by irrational panic, he lunged toward her, gripping the knife tightly. With a single, desperate motion, he slashed Sadie’s throat, the sickening sound of steel slicing through the air. Blood sprayed across the room, painting the walls and floor in bright crimson streams.  

Nathan watched as his wife crumpled to the ground, clutching her throat. Thick, hot streams of blood gushed between her fingers, and red bubbles formed on her lips as she choked and sputtered out her last breaths.  

Sadie lay on her back, arms and legs splayed unnaturally, staring up at a murderous Nathan, her deep brown eyes glassy and lifeless. A thin ribbon of blood trickled across her open mouth.

“No,” he whispered, his entire body shaking as the gravity of his impulsive actions began to sink in.  

“Oh shit!” He rasped, staggering back to steady himself upon the kitchen counter. “What the fuck have I done?” 

Nathan’s heart pounded in his chest, the blood roaring in his ears like the screaming of the damned ripping at the gates of hell. He stared down at Sadie’s lifeless body on the kitchen floor. Panic raked its way up his throat, threatening to choke him on his own spit.

“Shit, shit, shit,” he muttered under his breath, fighting back the urge to vomit. 

He had to do something, anything to hide the evidence of his gruesome crime. His mind raced, searching for a solution, and then it hit him; the cellar.  

With shaking hands, he grabbed Sadie’s ankles and began to drag her limp body across the kitchen floor. 

Her silky strawberry-blonde hair was now matted and left a gruesome trail of blood behind her, the sight of which only added to Nathan’s mounting terror. Each step seemed agonisingly slow as he struggled to haul her body down the narrow staircase leading to the cellar at the bottom of the house. 

Sweat dripped from his brow, and he wiped it away with one bloodstained hand.  

Once he’d reached the bottom of the stairs to the cellar, Nathan released Sadie’s cold ankles with a shudder, letting her body slump onto the icy concrete floor. 

“You're heavier than you look,” he snapped through gritted teeth, and in a moment of madness his chest heaved, his lips peeled back baring shiny white teeth, and a shrill, depraved laugh tore free. He’d finally lost it, but the realisation that time was of the essence spurred him back into action within seconds.

Frantically, he rummaged through a mound of old clothes, throwing aside a rat-eaten jumper and a faded pair of jeans until he found a tattered old tartan bedsheet. He draped it over her body, shuddering as he smoothed it down, careful to cover every inch of her pale skin.  

As he stood tall and looked down at her covered body, he could see blood seeping into the sheet, swirling eddies in a dark, sanguine pool.

“Out of sight, out of mind,” he muttered irrationally, trying to convince himself that hiding her away would help him forget. 

Turning, he raced back upstairs and began frantically searching the kitchen for cleaning supplies. Grabbing a bottle of bleach and a scrubbing brush tucked beneath the sink, Nathan attacked the bloodstained floor, desperate to erase any trace of his heinous act.  

“Please let this work,” he clasped both hands together and forced a hurried prayer, his eyes darting nervously between the clock and the stubborn red stains that refused to vanish completely.  

Time seemed to creep by as minutes turned into hours, each second bringing him closer to the possibility of discovery. Between frenzied bouts of scrubbing, he attempted to wipe his own blood soaked hands on a tea towel, only to find them stained deep red. 

Nathan laboured, his thoughts churned like a whirlwind, each one becoming more frantic and disjointed. He knew there was no escaping the consequences of his actions, but that didn't stop him from trying.  

With every scrub of the brush, he prayed for a miracle. Something, anything to save him from the hellscape his life had become.  

“Please,” he whispered to himself. “Please let this work.” 

When he was satisfied that the kitchen no longer resembled a slaughterhouse, he stood in its centre, heart pounding against his ribcage like a caged animal, his mind racing through various scenarios.  

He might have cleaned away the blood, but how would he explain Sadie’s sudden disappearance? 

He could claim she stormed off after an argument and hadn't returned or contacted him since. But would her family and friends believe that? He knew how close she was to them and how unlikely it was that she would cut them off without a word.  

“Maybe. Maybe I can say she went on an impromptu trip with friends,” Nathan muttered under his breath.  

“She was planning it as a surprise, and now unreachable because she's out of the country.” 

But even as he spoke the words, he realised the absurdity of the lie. It wouldn't take long for someone to start asking questions, digging deeper into the flimsy story he'd constructed. 

And then what?

There was still the matter of the body hidden in the cellar. The longer it remained there, the greater the risk of discovery. He knew he had to dispose of it, and soon.  

Descending into the cold dark cellar again, the smell of musty clothes and damp earth greeted him. But there was another smell now. Copper. He pulled out his phone, flicking on the torch feature. The glow illuminated the cluttered space, emitting bizarre shadows on the walls.  

“Alright, let's see,” he whispered, his voice nearly drowned out by the boom of his racing heart.  

“I'll need a sleeping bag or something to wrap her up in. Then I can find a remote spot to bury her.”  

His fingers quivered as he rummaged through old clothes boxes, finally finding a large, weathered sleeping bag that he and Sadie had shared on the camping trips they had gone on when they had first started dating. 

He spread the sleeping bag out on the floor beside Sadie’s lifeless body, taking a moment to look at her. 

“Sorry, darling,” he huffed, “I simply can't risk anyone finding you.”  

With quaking hands, he began wrapping her in the sleeping bag, securing it tightly with duct tape. The sight of her cold skin and the gaping wound on her neck made him retch.  

“Once I find a place to bury you, I'll need a shovel,” he garbled, trying to focus on the next steps. “I'll have to be careful. It has to be late at night, when no one's around.” 

Nathan stepped back, surveying his grim handiwork. 

“Crap,” he whispered, his fists clenching as he noticed the trail of blood leading from the steps of the cellar. “I need to clean up down here too.”  

Just as the thought engulfed his mind, a loud knock resounded from the front door. Panic surged through him as he stumbled towards the entrance, his legs felt like they were about to give way. 

“Police!” called a deep voice from outside. 

“We’ve received reports of a disturbance. Can I come in?”  

Nathan’s heart raced as he swung the door open, revealing a stern faced police officer. The officer's gaze bore into him, searching for any signs of deceit.  

“Officer, I...I don't know who could've called you,” Nathan stammered, trying to keep his composure.  

“My wife and I had an argument, but it's been resolved.” 

"Is she here?" the officer asked suspiciously. 

“No, she went out for a walk to clear her head.” He forced a strained smile. “I'm sure she'll be back soon.” 

“Mind if I take a look around?” the officer asked disdainfully. 

“Of course, come in,” Nathan replied, stepping aside reluctantly. 

As the officer entered, his mind drummed, concocting lies in a desperate attempt to evade the consequences of his actions. He struggled to maintain his act as the officer began to inspect the house. 

“Please, Officer, there's really no need for you to look around. My wife and I just had a small argument. It was nothing serious.”  

Nathan's voice faltered as he pleaded, but the officer remained persistent.  

"Nonetheless, I'd like to make sure everything is in order,” he insisted, cutting off any further objections. 

“Fine,” Nathan muttered begrudgingly, his heart sinking as he led the officer through the house, a faint beam of the Christmas tree lights visible through cracks in the dining room. 

His mind raced with thoughts of what would happen if the officer found Sadie’s body or any remnants of the bloody scene he had tried so hard to erase. The consequences would be dire, and he knew it. 

As they passed the door leading to the cellar, a weird creak echoed through the house, causing both men to stop, paralysed to the spot. Nathan’s heart hammered against his chest.  

“Did you hear that?” the police officer asked, scrutinising him for any signs of abnormal behaviour.  

“It’s an old house. I hear lots of creaks and bumps in the night,” he replied trying to sound casual, despite adrenaline coursing through his veins. 

"Are you sure your wife isn’t at home?" the officer asked, stepping into the kitchen and scanning the room for any signs of trouble.  

“Sadie? No, she’s out for a walk, like I’ve already told you,” Nathan lied, his voice faltering slightly, inwardly cursing himself for his lack of confidence. 

“Really?” the officer raised an eyebrow. 

“The caller mentioned hearing a woman's screams coming from this house.” 

“That must have been, erm, the TV!” Nathan offered weakly, attempting to mask his nervousness with a smile. “We were watching a horror film earlier. Must've been too loud. I apologise for that.” 

The officer studied Nathan for a moment, he couldn't work out whether he believed him or not. 

“And you're sure your wife is okay?” he pressed, not fully convinced by Nathan’s explanation. 

“Positive,” Nathan insisted, his voice more confident than he felt. “She called me just a few minutes ago. Everything's fine.” 

“Alright," the officer relented, “If you're certain that everything is okay, I'll be on my way. But if you or your wife need any help, don't hesitate to call us.” 

“Thank you, Officer,” Nathan replied, relieved to see him leave. With his heart still racing, his hands shook as he tried to steady himself. 

The feeling of impending doom weighed heavily on his shoulders, and a sudden creaking sound caused him to freeze into place, his eyes darting around anxiously. 

Then he saw her, bold as brass, stepping from the front doorstep, into the hallway. It was Sadie. Nathan’s jaw dropped as he stared at his wife in disbelief and horror.  

It had been less than two hours since he'd slit her throat, and yet there she was, walking around and looking very much alive. She wore a soft pink silk scarf wrapped tightly around her neck, concealing the wound he knew must be there. He couldn't comprehend what was happening. It was impossible.  

The police officer followed Nathan’s horror-stricken gaze and turned around to discover Sadie now standing in front of them. 

“Nathan,” Sadie spoke out, her voice soft and unnervingly calm. “I thought I saw a police car parked out front as I came back from my walk. Is everything okay?”  

“Y-yes,” Nathan stammered, unable to form any other words. He tried to avoid her stare, but her eyes were locked on his with an intensity that made his flesh crawl. 

“Are you alright?” the police officer asked Sadie, his brows knitted together as he looked at her suspiciously.  

“Your neighbour reported a violent row coming from this house.”  

“Everything is fine, Officer,” She answered, as she offered a smile that seemed too sweet to be genuine.  

“There hasn't been any row between Nathan and me. Just a little disagreement, but we're both okay.”  

“Are you sure?” the officer asked, scrutinising her closely. “You seem a bit...pale.” 

“There’s nothing to worry about, I can assure you," she told him, placing a hand on her silk covered throat that hid her deadly wound. 

“Alright," the officer said, although he still seemed unconvinced. He handed Sadie a card with his number on it as the three of them headed towards the entrance.

“Call if there are any further problems.”  

“Thank you, Officer,” she declared as he left, shutting the door behind him.  

Nathan couldn't understand how she was alive, and the fear that gripped him was unlike anything he'd ever experienced before.  

“Sadie,” he whispered, his voice cracking. 

“How are you...?”  

“Alive?” she finished for him, her voice cold and devoid of emotion.  

A wicked grin spread across her face as she pulled the same knife he had used to kill her from inside her jeans. 

“You didn't really think you could get rid of me that easily, did you?”  

Nathan’s heart raced as she locked the front door, trapping them both inside the house together. And now that the police officer had left, Sadie began to change into the corpse that she truly was.  

As the glow of the moonlight filtered through the glass panels by the front door, Sadie stood before him, her long strawberry-blonde hair dishevelled and matted with blood, wearing the same blouse and jeans she had been wearing when Nathan had killed her.  

Her eyes, once bright and full of life, were now cold and lifeless, filled with a haunting fury that sent chills down Nathan’s spine. Reaching up with one pale slender hand, she removed the silk scarf about her throat, revealing the bloody gash. 

“Hell fire!” Nathan whispered, with complete dread and disbelief as he backed slowly away from her along the hallway and into the kitchen.  

"How?" he stammered, unable to tear his eyes from the venomous apparition before him.  

The nightmarish reality of her appearance seemed too impossible to comprehend, yet there she was, as real as the fear racing through him. 

Sadie advanced towards him, her movements awkward and unsettling, as if supported by some unseen force. The creaky wooden floorboards groaned beneath her weight.  

From the deep wound slicing across her throat came a grotesque sound, like a wet gurgle, with each laboured breath she took. Her dark eyes remained fixed on Nathan, piercing through him with an icy power.  

As she drew closer, the kitchen seemed to constrict around Nathan, suffocating him with dread. Each heartbeat thundered in his ears, a horrifying premonition of his imminent death. 

“Nathan,” Sadie’s voice, once sweet and soothing, now echoed with an alarming hollowness.  

With each word, the gash on her throat moved, opening and closing like a gruesome mouth.  

“You stole my life, but I cannot find peace until you face the consequences of your actions.” 

“What do you mean? You're...you're dead!” Nathan’s body stiffened with pure anguish. 

“Yes, dead,” she affirmed, her tone devoid of any warmth or familiarity. The gash on her throat gave off a sickening sound with each syllable she uttered.  

“But unrested. I’m chained to this world until justice is served.” 

As if propelled by an invisible force, Sadie raised the knife clutched in her pallid hand. The blade shimmered menacingly in the moonlight, flashing like bolts of lightning streaking across the kitchen.  

“Please,” he pleaded, panic surging within him with the force of a colossal breaker.  

“Don't do this. We...we can talk about this. There must be another way.” 

“It’s too late for that, Nathan,” her lips and the wound across her throat twisted into a grotesque grin, while her eyes blazed with an otherworldly fury.  

“You made your choice when you betrayed me...when you killed me, oh yes, Nathan, I know all about it! It's time to face the consequences. Merry Christmas you cheating bastard!” 

With a swift, vengeful motion, Sadie plunged the knife into Nathan’s abdomen, the cold steel slicing through the flesh and muscle in his stomach with brutal precision.  
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