
Hugo wakes with a kick and a gasp, his blood
thudding. Vapour trails of a dream thread
through his mind but dissolve before he can
catch the taste.

Outside a breeze shivers through the
branches of the cherry tree. Beside him Eve’s
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breath is soft and serene, untold sights
fluttering behind her closed eyes. Hugo
inhales and holds the air down for a slow
count before breathing out, then sneaks
another look at Eve to check that she is really
asleep: she has not moved.
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This is the very deadest time of night. He
feels naked, stripped of protection, and his
mind is seething.

Because he knows, he knows she told him
that she was working late, that they had a big
opening. And now there are several hours of
empty time and a bruise around her wrist.

“I don’t think you want to know,” she had
said, her voice cool as water. And sure
enough he just stood and looked at her and
didn’t say a thing.

All you ever have to do is ask.
He should wake her up, ask her while she’s

still blinking back sleep, surprise the truth out
of her. He twists noisily in the bed, the duvet
puffs up and takes a moment to settle,
bringing a draft of cool air with it. Against his
cheek the pillow feels too warm, as if fevered.

Eve’s breathing remains unchanged but
Hugo can see only one thing – another hand
around her wrist, fingers curling around the
bird-light bones up to the second joint. The
only thing he can’t get a fix on is the look on
her face: pain or pleasure?

Maybe he needs something to show her
he’s serious; a weapon, a knife, just to let her
know how important she is to him, how much
he cares. Something from the kitchen maybe –
the chef’s knife from the set they got as a
wedding present. Eve’s an art dealer. She
understands about symbols.

He imagines the solemn weight of the
blade in his hand. “Tell me what happened?”
he would ask. That’s all. He would never do
anything, of course he would never do
anything. Just something to make her look, to
make her give him a straight answer for once.

I don’t think that you want to know.
Hugo is propped up on one arm now. He

leans towards Eve, his hand hovering over her
face. Ask her now, finish it.

He drops his hand.

Because there is worse and in this still
night space he can sense the edges of it
pushing at him in the dark. What if there is no
one? No affair, no other man – just him and
Eve and a gulf he does not know how to cross.

In the darkness she is a thing of shadows.
Hugo feels very tired; all the strings have

been cut.
“I would never do that, Eve. I would never

hurt you,” he murmurs softly.
Of course he would not, never ever. Too

much TV, that’s what it is, he wouldn’t even
know how to use a knife like that. These are
just night thoughts.

Time for sleep, early start tomorrow, need
your rest, need to stay sharp for Sueyaso. And
where did the knife come from anyway?
Crazy idea, as if he would ever….

Ice tempered steel, the box said, folded a
hundred times, the same way they used to
forge samurai swords. You can peel away the
flesh with a blade like that, expose the nerves
and muscles, see all the workings laid bare.
What would it be like to go even further, to
nudge the blade into her skull and into the
brain cavity; probe through the grey matter
and clots of nerves?

Would that show Eve to him? Would that
let him understand?

Tenderly he touches a strand of her blonde
hair that has fallen onto the pillow. Her lips
quiver.

Tomorrow, they will talk: it will be
nothing, of course it will be nothing.

Funny the things you think of in the night.
Funny the things that come when you should
be asleep. It will be better tomorrow. Nothing
to it; just shut her wrist in a door. Nothing to it
at all.

Hugo shifts closer and, very delicately,
rests his head next to Eve’s so that their skulls
are touching, as if snuffling for the scent of
her dreams.
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Inside he could see Fiona at the reception
desk; he tapped on the glass door and she
buzzed him inside.

“Hiya Fi, is Eve about? Thought I’d
surprise her.”

“Hey Hugo, you okay? You look like
you’ve run all the way here!”

Hugo looked around the empty gallery, he
could feel something very slow and big begin
to tear loose inside him. “I thought the
opening was tonight?” he said

Fiona’s schoolgirl skin made her look clear
and innocent. “The Ajerman opening was last
week, Hugo.”

“Eve said there was an opening tonight.”
“Well she can’t have meant…” Fiona

looked flustered, “I mean, maybe she was
talking about another opening, yes that’s what
it is. Now that I think about it, she said she
was planning to do that: there’s another
opening at the Ward and the Reynold’s –
sorry, my bad.” Fiona was flushed to the roots
of her artfully dyed hair: did that make her a
liar? “Are you sure you don’t want to come in
and sit down a moment: you look awful.”

Hugo felt made of glass, transparent and
obvious. One wrong move and he would
shatter. “My mistake,” he mumbled. “Must
have got the dates mixed up.”

He stepped back out onto the street, his
skin stretched taut by the false smile. Was
Fiona in it too? Was she covering? There was
no answer at home so he called Eve’s mobile.
It rang and rang and rang, each repetition
mocked him. Then Eve’s voice telling him
that she couldn’t answer her phone right now
– why not? Where are you? He tried again.
Sometimes she didn’t hear it in her handbag,
it took her a while to get it out – but the same
thing happened.

Hugo turns again in the bed, less carefully this
time. Let her wake up, let’s have it all out
now, a little straight talking for once. His
breath is hoarse in the still air.

The clock beside the bed reads 3:15am.
Sod it. Sod. It.

He left the office late that evening. This was
not unusual. He and Eve both work late, they
are ambitious people.

Despite the hour he did not feel tired;
instead his mind jittered with half-finished
ideas jostling for space. More preparation for
the meeting tomorrow; another memo from
Mr Sueyaso, which he had taken care to
answer promptly and formally. “I know it is
the style now to be faster, to worry less about
the details,” Mr Sueyaso had told him once,
“but you must forgive me, I am old
fashioned.” Hugo’s eyes were drawn to the
sword that hung on the wall of his office. The
handle was bound by a ribbon and the blade
was slightly curved; it looked wicked sharp.

When Hugo emerged from the building and
into the open air it was dark and the
pavements were wet. He blinked in surprise.
When was it raining? His office has a window
looking over St Paul’s and the panorama of
the city, a coveted view, but he did not notice
it raining.

Eve, he thought. I could go to the gallery
and surprise her, take her out for a meal –
something spontaneous.

The idea made him feel childishly happy.
He started to look for a taxi and then

changed his mind. Why not walk, pound the
London streets? Again, the idea seemed novel
and agreeably daring.

The sodium yellow of the streetlights
bounced off the slick pavements as Hugo
strode along, his hands jammed into the
pockets of his cashmere overcoat. At first Eve
would be surprised: her perfect eyebrows
rising as he walked in. And then she would
smile that very faint curving of her pale lips.
He wondered if there was anywhere he could
stop to get flowers, something big and
expensive: show he’d been thinking about her.

Eve’s gallery looked like a lighted toybox
on the monochrome streets. The window was
filled with one enormous, unframed canvas.
Hugo paused to look at it: browns and ochres
surged against one another, here and there a
dab of blue pulled the swirls together. It
looked violent.
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Under the duvet Hugo curls the fingers of
his right hand around his left wrist until the
bones grate together. Now his fingers are
digging into the softer flesh, pushing past the
tendons. He feels a pulse fluttering wildly.

Hugo was waiting for Eve when she got
home, trying to read a file for the Sueyaso
meet tomorrow. If it had been up to him he
would have started takeover negotiations
weeks ago, but Mr Sueyaso would not hear of
it. “Better to be patient Hugo-san, until we
have all our knowledge arrayed and ready. Far
better to wait and then move with success.”
The corners of the old man’s lips had twitched
upwards but his dark eyes did not change.

The pages in front of Hugo were dense
with figures, but his eyes kept skidding over
them. Better to be patient. When he heard the
sound of Eve’s key in the lock, he felt
something in his chest loosen with relief.

“How was the opening?” Hugo asked.
Usually he enjoyed savouring this first look at
Eve, the play of light over her fine features,
but tonight his gaze could not settle. Under
the halogen downlighters Eve’s skin was only
a few shades paler than the ashy blonde of her
hair. If he narrowed his eyes out of focus the
two colours would blur together.

“Fine – you know how these things go.”
She shrugged off her coat – Chanel, he had
bought it for her, told her it made her look a
film star – and as she did so the sleeve of her
jacket fell back to show a livid bruise
braceleted on her left wrist.

“What happened?” He closed the space
between them in two steps and took her hand
between his. The bruise was phenomenally
dark, plum bloody beneath the creamy skin.

“Really, it’s nothing,” Eve said. She let her
hand rest between his, looking up at him, her
grey eyes intense.

“Eve, what happened?”
“Stupid really,” she curled her fingers

between his; he let his hands fall to his side
and took a step back. “I shut it in a door.
Silly.”

“It looks painful.” Hugo realised he was
rubbing his own wrist and stopped. “Tell me

what happened, darling?” he tried to keep his
voice light. “I want to know.”

There was something vulnerable about her
face as she looked at him, some fold of the
light that made her look hurt.

“I don’t think that you do,” she said.

In the bed Hugo moves his body carefully so
as not to waken her. His back feels tight, a
hard knot of tendons between his shoulders.
He crooks one arm beneath his head, but it
makes him feel hunched up, so he moves his
shoulder down opening out the blades. He
tries to visualize the two scapula neatly
aligned, like a pair of folded wings.

“You have too many secrets,” he told Eve
once.

“Do I?” The idea seemed to astonish her.
“I’m an open book, darling. All you have to
do is ask. All you ever have to do is ask,
Hugo.” She slid one hand around his neck and
touched her forehead against his. He drew
back to look at her: she seemed sad, a little
melancholy but it made her even more
beautiful. “Not like you: your mind goes
around corners, I can’t follow you there.”

Stealthily Hugo moves one arm over until
it is basking in the heat of Eve’s body. He
studies the shape of her in the dirty beige
glow of the streetlights, trying to picture the
bruise on her wrist. Did it circle the whole
way round? Were the edges straight or
ragged, a spreading stain of ink in water? If he
could examine it closely, would he find finger
marks? In the mushroom-coloured light he
can see that her left wrist is tucked safely
under the duvet. Even asleep her alibi is
perfect.

How did it feel? Again he wraps his right
hand around his left wrist; the movement feels
furtive, dirty. He has thick wrists from
playing squash but hers are so slender that his
fingers would overlap up to the second joint
of his thumb.

Was it a swift slam of pain, the sort of
shock that overwhelms senses? Or did it take
longer, deepening in numb waves. Did she cry
out? Did she enjoy it?
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