Lecture 6
Write a short story beginning with the line ‘Where were you last night’

“Where were you last night?” The words cut the toxically thick air like a knife. Mickie was almost glad for the end to the frigid stalemate that had hung over them all morning. He shut the fridge. 
	“I was working.”
	“Bullshit.”
	“I was.”
	“Your boss called and said you didn’t come in.” That bastard. Of course he had. Mickie opened the can of beer, taking a sip before he answered.
	“Fine, I was out.”
	“Out where?” She was pushing his buttons. She probably knew it too.
	“I was driving around. Is there a problem with that?” He turned, looking at her. She was too skinny. He usually didn’t go for women that were too skinny, but damn if he hadn’t gone for Lola. She had let herself go since they moved in. She’d let her roots start to show. She only started wearing makeup again because he told her how shit she looked without it. He’d even bought her nice stuff, but it took him actually spelling it out for her to understand that a girl like her couldn’t go out unless she was dolled up.
	“Where did you drive around? I was worried about you. I thought you might have been hurt.”
	“Well I wasn’t. So ti doesn’t matter.”
	“Were you out with someone?”
	“God you are so paranoid. Has anyone ever told you that?” He told her that, a lot. She was always demanding to know where he had been, what he had done. He took a large mouthful of beer, swallowing it down. He took in too much air, and let out a loud belch. “You’d be prettier if you weren’t on my case all the time.” He turned away.
	“You were out with the hookers, weren’t you?” He paused.
	“So what if I was?”
	“I just want to know. I promise I won’t be mad. I just want to know.” She was pleading. It was pathetic.
	“Leave it.” Mickie turned, walking into the living room. She followed him though. Whinging like a little kid. 
	“Please, I said I wouldn’t be mad.”
[bookmark: _GoBack]	“Shut up, Lola.” He went into the hall. He was going out. He was going to go on a drive. Find some woman that wasn’t a such a bitch.
	“Why don’t you just tell me the truth?” Lola said. She was still fucking following him. “Please, Mickie, talk to me. I don’t want to argue, I just want to be able to talk about thi-“ He didn’t want to talk. He didn’t want her to talk either. The beer can fell to the ground. He swung around in the hallway, facing the little bitch, making her come to a sudden halt. His hands closed around her throat. She let out a sharp gasp, grabbing at his hands, but he didn’t let go. If she had just let it drop, if she had just kept her stupid mouth shut this wouldn’t have happened. He wouldn’t have gone to jail if she had kept her mouth shut last time she had made him this angry either. He squeezed. If she would just shut the fuck up and did her job, kept the house clean and the kid quiet and him satisfied, there would be no problems at all. She was turning red. His hands grew even tighter. She always started this. She managed to make a croaking noise past his hands.
	“Mi…ckie…” He let go of her neck, but shoved her back against the wall, as far away as he could get her in the narrow hallway. Her head cracked back against the mirror. She sunk down as he towered over her. He needed to see her cower. He needed to see her stop.
	“Maybe if you trusted me more I wouldn’t need to lie!”
	“Mickie-“
	“And maybe if you weren’t such an icy bitch I wouldn’t be going to hookers in the first place! Jesus, how is a man meant to function if he can’t fuck his wife?!” Somewhere in the house Niall began to wail. “Great, look what you did now.” Lola was trembling. “Go shut the brat up before I do.” She scrambled to her feet, racing out. Mickie’s body was burning with fury. He kicked a pile of clothes. Stupid woman. He worked all the time to bring in money for her and she couldn’t even keep the house clean.
	“I work too.” He parroted her. Her job was easy. She just gave out fast food. He stomped to the kitchen, seizing another beer from the fridge. She didn’t deserve him, but god he loved her. His mother had always said he could find someone better than her, prettier than her, smarter than her. But Mickie wanted Lola. She had tried to leave him once, before they had Niall, but he had convinced her to come back. He had warned her that he wouldn’t let anyone else touch her, even her own family couldn’t have her if he couldn’t. She had realised that they belonged together. Of course she had gotten pregnant after that, had that noisy little brat. Meant she wasn’t going anywhere though. He was halfway through his beer when she came shuffling back in. Her face was red, tears had streaked down, washing away the makeup. He had bought her that shit, and there she was wasting it…
	“I’m sorry.” Lola said, looking down at her feet. “I… I should trust you.”
	“Yeah, you should. Its okay though.” Mickie stood, smiling at her and opening his arms. The slip of a woman rushed into his embrace. “I forgive you.”
	“Can you forgive me for one more thing?”
	“Depends on what it is-“ He felt something round in his ribs. “Lo-“ The gun fired.

