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​Walkies, Darling!
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Hastings, Sussex. 

Evie looked at vile Vernon in the opposite uncomfortable armchair. She hated him, hated the smug stick insect with a passion.

She wriggled, tried to get cosy, impossible with horsehair stuffing, she might as well sit on a concrete slab. And the chair coverings were bland and beige like her life, looks and demeanour. Sipping her small glass of cheap red wine, she thought back a few months...

‘It will be long-lasting,’ Vernon said when ‘they’ chose the new chairs and sofa.

‘What about this fabulous floral print?’ Evie dared utter in the bespoke furnishings store. She lovingly stroked a gorgeous velvet fabric adorned with pink roses on a brown background.

Vernon gave a glare which said don’t interrupt or you will suffer. The assistant cleared his throat, then said, ‘The floral is equally hard-wearing, sir. And will not show any stains.’

Vernon dealt a death-ray glare, and the assistant gulped. ‘Beige it is. What filling do you want?’

‘Feathers,’ whispered Evie.

‘Horsehair,’ barked Vernon, his long nose in the air.

The assistant paled. ‘Horsehair stuffing, are you sure?’

‘Yes.’

Seeing panic in Evie’s eyes, the assistant said, ‘Feathers would be more comfortable.’

‘Comfort promotes laziness,’ said Vernon.

‘How about a halfway house?’ suggested the assistant.

‘I’m not an alcoholic,’ snapped Vernon.

‘I wasn’t suggesting you were, sir. I meant that foam could be a happy compromise between horsehair and feathers.’

Evie imagined Vernon tarred and feathered and hid a guilty grin. It was too horrid a fate, even for him. But the assistant was right. Foam cushions would be better than horsehair, but she doubted her husband would agree. 

And she was right. Vernon’s eyes bulged with shock and disdain as he said, ‘Foam!’ in the incredulous tone Dame Edith Evans, as Lady Bracknell, used when she uttered the immortal words, a Handbag! 

Evie stifled a snort – her husband was so pompous. The foam filling wasn’t posh enough for him.

Brought up on a council estate, he was ridiculously snobbish. From his manner, you’d think he hailed from a mansion. If only she hadn’t fallen for his boyish charms all those years ago. Mummy warned her not to marry him. ‘I don’t trust him, darling – shifty eyes. And he’s after your inheritance.’

Two days after Evie’s eighteenth birthday, her beloved maternal grandmother died and left her favourite granddaughter half a million pounds.

‘Don’t tell anyone about it,’ warned Evie’s Mum.

But she couldn’t contain her excitement, and a week after the funds hit her savings account, she told Vernon. Big mistake.

––––––––
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‘Walkies, darling!’ Vernon jolted Evie from her rueful reverie. 

Teeth gritted, she counted to ten, and said, ‘Yes, dear,’ as she removed herself from the instrument of torture (armchair) and dawdled to the porch to don her raincoat and wellies in readiness for the wet and windy evening. She struggled to dress Philip the greyhound in his waterproof coat, and he refused to put a paw outside until Evie lured him with a Bonio biscuit. 

As they waded through mud and puddles, Evie cursed her pathetic compliance. Why didn’t she stand up to Vernon? Why? Whenever he said, ‘Walkies, darling!’ she wanted to kill him. As if she’d forget to take the dog for a walk without Vernon’s prompt. And the hypocrisy was unbelievable as she took Philip for at least three walks a day, and Vernon hadn’t taken him once. 

Some evenings Evie said, ‘Come on Philip, walkies,’ before Vernon ‘reminded’ her. But then he’d look smug and say, ‘I wondered when you’d do it. Can’t neglect the poor animal.’ So, either way, she lost. 

That evening, after Philip did his doggie business, he refused to walk further. 

Back at Stalag Home, after Philip hot-pawed it to the hearthrug, Evie peered into the living room and noticed Vernon’s wine glass was empty. ‘Shall I refill that for you?’ she said from the doorway.

‘Yes. Half a glass – early start tomorrow – I have a property to view in Peacehaven, and the appointment is for 8 am.’

I might get a lie-in, she thought. 

But that happy idea was scuppered when Vernon said, ‘I’d like poached eggs on toast for breakfast, please have it on the dining-room table at 7 am.’
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