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An Attentive Host 

 

How’re we doing back there?  

I know you’re not comfortable. How could you be? It’s just something I like to say at the 

get go. Think of it as an ice-breaker. And speaking of breaking-the-ice, I’m John. 

I don’t need to say your name out loud. 

Not yet. 

Believe it or not but I’ve been back there. I have. Just like you, cowered up in a corner of 

the boot. But I didn’t stay long and I didn’t pull the door completely over … I didn’t want to 

scare myself. 

Okay, let’s get down to the pips, you don’t want to be here, I know you don’t. Who does? 

But I can’t let you go, not now. We’ve crossed a line and unfortunately for both of us there’s no 

going back. I’m not going to pull over, pop the boot and let you escape. It’s important you 

understand this. I may be softly spoken and perhaps a little chatty but there’s absolutely no hope 

of you sweet talking your way out of this. None whatsoever. I hope we’re clear on that.   

If it’s any conciliation you were a good catch.  

A satisfying catch.  

I would even go as far as to say you were the catch of the week. 

Do you want to know how I did it? How I caught you? It’s quite simple really; I’ve been 

watching you. Ever since you jumped that red traffic light, the one on the corner next to the 

school, I’ve been following you. Learning your routine. Observing. I know you go to the gym 

three times a week and early on Saturdays. I know where you work, where your parents live and 

where you like to shop. I also know you don’t have a partner and that you live alone. 

We’re similar, you and I, we’re both slaves to routine.  

I knew where you’d be this morning it’s a Saturday after all. I even got here first. I 

watched you exit your car then waited until you’d entered the building before pulling up in the 
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vacant space beside your little Fiat. Pretty car, nice colour. A little loud for my taste but nice all 

the same.  

You were alone. You’re always alone. Why is that?  

It seems there are a lot of single girls out there. Not that I’m complaining, far from it. For 

one thing it makes what I do a lot easier … although Briege and Catherine were ridiculously easy. 

And they were together. Two lovely nursery school teachers. Young and fresh just like you. But 

they liked to bomb along the pavement outside the nursery on their scooters. Now that’s 

dangerous. And they smoked, too. All that sucking and puffing. Disgusting. I don’t know why 

some people do it. I really don’t.  

Mum smoked … she doesn’t anymore. 

Dad always said smoking cigarettes was like falling from a plane into a pit of serpents: if 

the landing didn’t kill you the snakes’ venom would. I’m still not entirely sure what he meant by 

that. Briege and her friend probably thought smoking made them look sophisticated or … sexy. 

Well, not anymore. I showed them. I mean smoking, what kind of an example is that to show our 

youngsters? But anyway, that was quite an evening.  

One of the best.  

Especially when they realised there was no escape. 

So, when you returned to your car de-stressed and pink cheeked from your workout I 

waited until you were fumbling around in that oversized gym bag looking for your car keys then I 

bopped you on the head. I hope I wasn’t too enthusiastic, I don’t approve of unnecessary 

violence. Then I placed you softly down in my boot on top of a fresh strip of linoleum … which 

someone will eventually find wrapped around your lifeless body.  

But that’s later. For now it’s just you and me cruising along the quiet streets, paying due 

consideration to everyone and everything. 

I believe if you’re sitting behind the wheel you should observe the law and behave 

responsibly. Don’t you? You could say I have a bee in my bonnet about this. I think it’s 
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important. If people drive as they please and as fast as they like, well ... some people might not 

come home when they said they would.  

Mmmmmm … you smell nice. Fruity. I like that. You ladies can certainly teach us men a 

thing or two about personal hygiene. That’s a fact.  

Is that you I can hear scratching around? Looks like I didn’t hit you too hard after all. 

Good, I’m glad. But don’t forget what I said about getting your hopes up … it’s not worth the 

effort.  

Just so you’re up to speed, we haven’t arrived at our destination. For obvious reasons I 

don’t live quite this close to the city. We’ve just pulled up at some traffic lights and … well, well, 

well, what do we have here? You can’t see this but in the silver car directly in front is a woman 

with short black hair. She’s staring at her reflection in the rear-view mirror and talking on her 

mobile phone. Naughty girl. She should have both hands on the wheel: top-left and top right, ten 

to two. Like me. Anything less is just asking for … oops, she’s seen us. I’ll wave my fingertips at 

her. Yes, we’re watching. She’s smiling now. I wish you could see her, she really is quite pretty.  

And embarrassed. 

Should I smile back? What do you think? Yeah, why not? I’m a friendly guy. At least 

that’s what dad always said. It’s a shame you won’t get to meet him. He was a good host. An 

attentive host. He would’ve made sure you enjoyed the last few minutes of your life. 

I wonder ..?  

If you bunched up back there do you think there’d be enough room for one more? It 

might be a bit tight but I’m sure it wouldn’t be too uncomfortable. And who knows, you might 

even appreciate the company.  

It’s still early. It would appear time is on our side. Are you game?  

What the hell. 

We’ve just taken a right and are now heading south along the dual-carriageway the one 

which runs parallel to that huge 24-hour Supermarket. I wonder if she’s going shopping? I hope 
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not. The romantic in me likes to think she has a rendezvous with a secret lover. Although, the 

level-headed pragmatist is insisting on something much more mundane. 

She’s still talking on her phone. Can you believe it? That’s something I’ll most definitely 

need to speak to her about. 

We’re pulling into the Supermarket’s car park.  

Supermarkets are great, don’t you think? They’re like Disneyland for adults: all that 

choice. I’ve always thought so. Especially if I’d convinced dad to stay at home. He had a way of 

sucking the colour out of things. Do you know people like that? Annoying, aren’t they?  

That’s interesting. Although the car park is pretty much deserted our friend in the silver 

car has chosen a spot on the far right hand side. Maybe she is meeting someone. I hope not. I’m 

interested and when I become interested in someone … sorry, look who I’m talking to. 

I’ve pulled into the vacant space five down from her silver car. Should be a safe distance. 

Now, I’m going to kill the engine and I don’t want to hear any shouting, banging or screaming. 

Do you understand? I’m serious. I want you on your best behaviour. I don’t think she’ll be able to 

hear you but she might.  

And that would be wrong.  

That shuffling you can hear is me pretending to search for something. It gives me an alibi, 

you know, for parking and not getting out. If she glances over she’ll think I’m searching for a 

coin for one of those awkward shopping-trolleys. 

I’m such a good actor. Dad said I should’ve pursued a career on the stage. I tried it once 

but I couldn’t stomach all that playing around. Life is real, don’t you agree? There are no do-

overs. And in my book actions most certainly have consequences. Rehearsals and countless, 

pointless run-throughs … not my bag. 

She’s still talking on her phone and not paying us any attention whatsoever. I’m not sure 

how we should take that.  

Bloody mobiles. I don’t own one and I never will.  
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How dare she ignore us. 

Doesn’t she know who’s watching? 

Still, even from here, through two glass windows separated by a constant, grey drizzle, I 

can tell she’s pretty. Like that Detective Inspector who is, if you believe those Mickey Mouse 

Press Conferences she heads, hot on my heels. The Detective Inspector has long, golden hair and 

this one’s hair is short and black. Blond or black, it doesn’t matter. 

You’re a brunette who jumps red traffic lights. That’s enough for me.   

Before the Police found my last girl wrapped in a roll of linoleum at the bottom of a 

grassy embankment … you should have seen her roll, it was really something, tumble, tumble, 

tumble, made me quite dizzy … little Ms Detective Inspector made an emotional appeal calling 

for anyone with free time to please assist the Police in searching the local area. 

I watch all her Press Conferences.   

I listened to her, even put up with the unholy shapes and vile colours of her words as they 

forced their way into my head, and the next day I found myself along with at least four hundred 

other concerned citizens scouring a designated area for clues. I even spoke to her. I can’t 

remember what I said. That part of my day is still a bit foggy. But I remember she thanked me for 

donating an entire Saturday afternoon. I also remember what I did afterwards; I went home, cut a 

fresh strip of linoleum and went for a drive.   

That was a strange afternoon. Weird to say the least. First I assist the Police then I save a 

young mother along with her two kids from burning to death. I didn’t set out to save anyone; 

quite the opposite, but when I broke into her kitchen the flames from a blazing toaster were 

already devouring a cheap set of curtains.  

I don’t like flames. I’m not one of those. If anything I prefer it to be on the chilly side. 

Anyway, I quickly unplugged the toaster, covered it with a damp towel then doused the 

flames with a basin of water. I stared at the smoke stained ceiling wondering where the stupid 

bitch could be? I mean, if she couldn’t even make toast without burning the house down what 



6 
 

kind of mother was she? Then I heard racing footsteps and young high-pitched panic stricken 

voices asking what that funny smell was?  

I left before they could thank me. 

Later in a local café I gathered my thoughts over an ice-cream cone with a double helping 

of raspberry sauce then completed the evening by wrapping up a drunk student. She’d been 

plugged into her iPod or Walkman and was smack bang in the middle of the road, lost in some 

energetic air-guitar solo, when I snatched her. It was really quite impressive. Shame she never got 

to complete it, but I didn’t have all night and my clock was ticking.  

I helped the Police search for that one, too. Mary, I believe her name was. But this time I 

didn’t speak with the lead investigator. 

I kept out of her way. 

Who do you think our little Ms Detective Inspector look-a-like could be calling? Home? 

Speaking to her husband? Asking if there’s anything she should add to the bottom of her 

shopping list? 

I wish I knew. It wouldn’t make a difference, not now. Sometimes I just like to know. 

It’s the little details which intrigue me.  

Okay, are we ready to bunch up? Make space for our new friend? Or would you rather I 

simply slipped the gearstick into reverse and … CHRIST! Pardon me, but will you look at them! 

Speeders! They’re racing into the car park well in excess of the posted limit. 

I hate them. I truly do. They’re the reason birthdays are forgotten and Christmases 

ignored. There’s no reason to race around the streets … none at all.  

Deep breaths, John. D-e-e-p breaths.  

Where was I? Oh yes, escape home with one or escape with two?  

I know I shouldn’t be greedy, but I am. Always have been. When I was a lot younger and 

mum said I could have a biscuit, I’d take two. Later, when I was older and dad said I could have a 
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beer, I drank more than was good for me. Afterwards he would lock me in the garden shed until I 

wet myself. 

He loved me, I know he did. I mean, why else would he have done that to me? Besides I 

didn’t really mind, there was always an ice-cream cone with extra raspberry sauce once he let me 

out.  

Remember those Speeders? Well, I’m getting a better look at them now, two are parked 

tightly on either side of us and the third is pressed up against the back bumper. And guess what, I 

recognise their faces. I should do. I’ve seen them more times that I care to remember, starring in 

those sombre, hastily put together Press Conferences.  

I don’t want to get your hopes up but I think you may have lucked out. 

It looks as though your cavalry has arrived. 

 It had to happen one day. 

Why not on a Saturday? It’s not as though it’s my favourite day.  

I won’t resist arrest, try to escape or do anything which would no doubt get a million 

clicks on youtube. There’s no point. Too many ice-cream cones with raspberry sauce have turned 

me into something even dad would find repulsive. You’ve let yourself go, he would say. And 

he’d be right.  

 I’ll just sit here and take what comes. It’s what I deserve.  

It’s funny, you know: the thought of no escape. I honestly believed it only applied to 

you girls back there.  

 I’m sweating. I’m glad you can’t see that. It’s not pretty sight. 

Dad? Are you there? It’s dark and I need to use the bathroom! DAD! D-A-D!  

Our friend with the mobile phone has climbed out of her silver car and is walking towards 

us. Her stride is powerful, full of purpose and determination. And it’s very familiar.  

I’ve admired it many times before. 

Dad would be furious if he found out I’d been caught so easily. Absolutely furious. 
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Hello Detective Inspector, I wish I knew her real name. Maybe I’ll still get the chance. 

She’s raising a hand. But she’s not waving. Through the rain smeared windows it looks as though 

she’s trying to rip her head from her shoulders … and for one horrific, glorious moment it looks 

as though she’s succeeded.  

What comes away in her hand is black and now that it’s lost its shape looks more like a 

dead cat than a black wig. Now free, her blond hair spills over the shoulders of her tailored 

business suit framing her handsome features in a stunning golden hue.   

Hello, Detective Inspector. You’re looking exceptionally beautiful today. 

Maybe I should’ve listened to dad. If I had, I might not be trapped now in his car with 

you in the boot and no chance of escape. 

You can kill one, he had said. For the memory of your mother and your sister. Just one. 

But I’m greedy. 

I think I mentioned that. 

 

The End.   

(word count: 2,616)     


