Where were you? (Adam Johnson)  
Task: In media res (in the middle of things task), write a story beginning with “where were you last night?” Last night has happened already, thus we start in the middle of things 
Note: passages of speech in italics are John’s thoughts, it gives me the chance to explore his thoughts to add to the story
“Where were you last night?” The words shot out of Susan’s mouth like a bursting dam and hit John like a tidal wave. 
“I-I… I don’t know what you mean,” John forced a smile, curving his face into an unnatural shape, internally he was taken aback, how had Susan known he’d went out? 
“John, I’m not an idiot, now why did you sneak out of the house?” A tear began to slide down Johns face and his voice began to shake, 
“W-w-what does it matter? What’s done is done, it doesn’t even concern you, please just leave it be.” John walked towards Susan and tried to grab her hand in a warm embrace, but she pulled it away and stared down at the table, 
“You know you can talk to me?” John sighed deeply, I can’t tell her what happened, she’d never forgive me 
“I’m sorry, I just… It’s too painful to talk about. Reliving what happened.” he said meekly, sitting down opposite Susan and putting his head in his hands. Susan glared at him, then she threw a mostly burnt shirt onto the table, 
“Why did you burn it John? Whatever happened last night, you need to tell me, you need to tell me right now, I need to know that,” Susan lowered her voice to a whisper, “I need to know that whatever you did won’t get you or me into trouble.” John slammed his fist on the desk and glared into Susan’s eyes. 
“Why must you keep fucking pushing?! Do you take pleasure in my misery? Is it in your bloody nature to pry?!” Susan looked shocked, her mouth was agape, her eyes were glazed over and she was shaking. 
Susan took a deep breath, “I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have pried, but John, whatever happened, you need help, talk to someone, anyone, please.” Susan rose from the table and put on the kettle, “would you like some tea sweetie?” John gave no response, she turned to him.
“You want me to see a psychologist? That’s what you mean, isn’t it?” He glared up at her, Susan looked perplexed, 
“And what would be wrong with that? They’re legally bound to keep your secrets.” Susan turned back to the kettle and muttered something under her breath, “especially since you can’t seem to tell me in confidence,” with this John shot out of his chair so fast that he sent it flying backwards. 
“I ain’t seeing no fucking shrink Susan, I’m not insane, I don’t need to stay in the past, times arrow certainly isn’t going backwards!” Flecks of spittle rimmed John’s lips, “and the reason I don’t want to talk to you is because you couldn’t possibly understand!” Susan slammed down the kettle, 
“So you won’t talk to me despite the fact that we’re married, you won’t talk to a psychologist, what are you going to do? You can’t keep it all bottled up forever!” Susan snapped, 
“Because the demons of my past have come back to haunt me! I just want to leave it all behind! I’ve talked to you about what I used to do, I’ve talked to psychologists as well, lingering on this isn…” 
“What did you do John?!” The air went silent, John whimpered, 
“I did what I had to do,” he snatched the shirt off of the table and walked up the stairs, Susan followed close behind. 
“What does that mean? Please just tell me,” Susan and John jumped onto the bed, “please, I just need to know, I need to know that you trust me, it’s either that or I’m gone,” John looked painfully into her eyes. 
“I… I got a tip off that an old gang leader was rebuilding and that he wanted to kill off the members of my old gang, he’d already managed to pick off 3 of us,” John sucked in air as he sobbed, 
“And?” Susan pressed 
“He wasn’t just killing members of our gang, he was killing their families as well, I was worried that he’d come and hurt you, so I… I…” John shut his eyes tightly, grimacing at the pain of the memory. 
“Hey! Stay with me, what happened after that,” John shook his head, then once again opened his eyes, 
“I killed him, Nathan his name was, a vicious bastard, he took pleasure in killing, in making people suffer, I slit his throat while another man held him, oh god, the thrashing, the blood it… It,” John punched the bed and took in a deep breath. Susan looked into his eyes sympathetically, 
“John, I’m so sorry… But can this in anyway come back to you?” Concern lined her voice, 
“No, no, we put the body in a large plastic barrel with a bunch of acid, then we went out in Steve’s boat and dropped the barrel in the middle of the sea, we even tied an anchor to it, so they won’t find out… Unless they get their hands on the shirt,” John burst into tears and Susan cradled his head. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]Susan and John stayed in their bed watching TV until midnight. They packed all sorts of useless items into a large cardboard box along with the deceased’s shirt as to avoid lucking suspicious. Once they had done this, they started a bonfire and chucked the box onto the open flame. And as the fire consumed the box and the contents inside, John and Susan gave a sigh of relief and entered into each others embrace. 

 

