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“Thanks for driving me home.” Victoria said, looking down at her feet before meeting the eyes of 
her best friend Fiona. “Never a problem.” Fiona returned with a smile as she pulled into 
Victoria’s circular drive, centred around an obnoxious looking fountain. A grey brick mansion 
with white pillars holding up the doorframe stood tall in front of the parked car. 
 
Fiona watched her friend, perhaps a little too attentively, walk towards her cold looking house. 
She pried her eyes away and started the engine of her car. If Victoria hadn't insisted on rolling 
down the windows on the way home, Fiona may not have heard the ear piercing scream that 
rattled every bone in her body.. Slamming the door behind her, Fiona ran into the house to find 
Victoria on her knees beside the lifeless body of her husband. A hand flew to her mouth 
stopping her from gagging over the bloody sight surrounding them. She crouched down beside 
Victoria laying a hand on her back, feeling her fast breathing as she attempted to guide her 
away from Kingsley’s body laying at the bottom of the staircase. “Vic-” before she could even 
finish saying her name, Victoria threw her arms around Fiona. “Go sit in my car, I’ll be right out 
with you.” She said warmly whilst pulling away from Victoria. She watched the back of her head 
as she stumbled towards her car, struggling to find the strength to open the passenger side 
door. Fiona rested her left hand on the back of her neck as she brought her right hand, holding 
her phone up to her ear.   
 
Sat in an empty car, Victoria reached for her handbag which she had left underneath the seat.  
Out of her beige coloured bag she pulled out a small glass fropper. Looking at the door her 
breathing returned to a normal rhythm as she saw Fiona’s back still facing her. She tilted her 
head back, dropping a clear liquid directly into her eyes. She blinked a few times as she looked 
at herself in the wing mirror as her eyes started to become redder and tears streamed down her 
cheeks.  
 
Fiona climbed in the driver's seat, finally taking the time to really look at the fragile woman sitting 
beside her. The white slip dress Victoria wore out to brunch just hours before was now stained 
with small patches of crimson red blood, as if someone had accidently splashed her with 
expensive red wine. Tears blurred Victoria’s vision as she looked into the eyes of Fiona. She felt 
a comforting hand on her right thigh and placed her quivering hand on top of it. Catching her 
breath she looked out the window as she heard sirens approaching.. “Fe, I cant speak to them 
like this. I… I can’t. Not alone..” She stammered as her eyes grew wide watching ambulances 
and police cars pull up outside her house. “No, of course not. I’m not leaving your side.”. 
Offering her most convincing smile towards Fiona, Victoria held her hand for a moment longer 
before approaching the nearest police car.  
 

https://m.youtube.com/playlist?list=PLGohKfU3G8hZxTlK7ZEmqFGEp_KHa0EHm


 
“Mrs Wright, my condolences for your current situation,” Victoria slowly nodded at the policeman 
as he spoke softly, carefully articulating each word “If you don’t mind I have some questions 
regarding your late husband. Is there somewhere quieter where we can talk?” The two girls 
walked hand in hand as the bald policeman followed them to the garden where they sat on 
expensive looking garden furniture. The policeman proved quite the contrast to the two petite 
figures sitting together, legs crossed looking like they could have been on the cover of ‘Widows 
Weekley’. He sat red faced, breathing heavily, flicking through pages of a small leather bound 
black notebook “Now,” he said catching his breath, “Kingsley Wright, you’d have to be bind and 
deaf to not know that name. The pharmaceutical industry would be practically non-existent 
without his contributions.” Fiona looked nonchalantly at the man sitting opposite her as if she 
had heard the same remarks a million times over. “So, did your husband have any health 
conditions that either of you were aware of?” 
“No.”  
“Alright, can you take me through this morning until you found him 20 minutes ago?” Victoria 
took a deep breath, feeling a hand squeeze her wrist which was laying across her lap. She 
explained how she woke up and everything seemed fine. She explained how she had made his 
morning coffee like usual whilst she had green tea. She explained that when she left the house 
to go out for brunch, he was in his office doing paperwork. Then as she couldn't bear to recount 
the tale of finding her husband dead at the bottom of her stairs, Fiona informed the Policeman 
how she ran in after hearing Victoria scream. She described how the blood was in a pool around 
Kingsley's head.  
 
The questioning lasted for an almost cruel amount of time. They walked round to the front of the 
house, this time there were no ambulances and the only police car that remained was the one 
that belonged to the soft spoken policeman. “Fe I know it’s a lot to ask but I can’t stay here. Can 
I crash on your sofa only for tonight and tomorrow I’ll sort out a hotel for me to stay at until I’m 
ready to go back?” Fiona unlocked her car and gestured her hand towards it whilst offering a 
warm smile.  
 
As they were driving away, Victoria watched her house grow smaller in the mirror. They turned a 
corner at the end of the drive and suddenly the mansion was no longer in view. Victoria kept 
looking in the mirror. A smile tugged at the corners of her mouth before forcing herself to look 
away.  


