
 Do beautiful women always get what they 
want? 
 

I’m not a bad person, I swear. But, oh, how a murderer that makes me sound!  

A trickle of dark brownish red against my grey cotton knickers. The first time I bled, I was terrified.  

After insisting to my mother that I was going to die, she loudly laughed and made me read ‘Puberty 101: A Guide for 
your Changing Bodies’, a free pamphlet she printed off the NHS website.  

The monthly cramps were not the only change I started experiencing. People finally paid attention to me now. The 
boys, who used to call me ‘Paki’ and flick spit wads at me, suddenly wanted to be my friends. The girls still refused to 
talk to me but now they looked at me whenever I walked down the hallways. Even my teachers started paying extra 
attention to me; my grades shot up under this preferential treatment and I actually started to enjoy learning.  

Even my father smiled at me more when he noticed my shirts getting tighter in the chest. My mother begrudgingly 

brought me bras from the bargain store. Nevertheless, I was still poor and dressed like an orphan from modern 

renditions of ‘Oliver Twist’. Despite my boyish outfits, men (and some women!) were smiling at and telling me how 

wonderful I am.  

My first job was in London as a PA to one of the senior managers at an investment fund.   

For the first time in my life, I could afford finer things. I swapped my garish hoop earrings for diamond earrings, my 

cheap own brand makeup for Prada and KFC’s milkshakes for cocktails at trendy bars.  I smiled when I brought my 
mother the first new pair of shoes she wore for years. Life was looking good.   

Red Siren Number 7.  

The lipstick, fluorescent red and potent, twirled out of its sleek black casing. It was the brightest scarlet I had ever 
seen but somehow avoided being too garish.  

In a smooth motion, I slid the lipstick onto my mouth. Previously a faint pink, my lips were poker red against my 

caramel skin. 

 Beautiful. I was beautiful.  

The first time we did it was in the office on the couch. I was staring at a photo of his wife and children the whole 
time. They looked like the perfect family from a Phillipe Patek commercial, all bright white smiles and sunning-bed 
tanned complexions.  

It didn’t hurt that he was rich either. We were walking along the Thames one morning, when I casually commented 

that I liked the damask dress on display in the window of the luxury boutique. A few minutes later, I was walking out 
of the shop with the new outfit in tow.  

This whole saga started with a big cliché. I, an attractive twenty-something, had caught the attention of my boss. It 
was only a matter of time—he was a typical male, silver-haired with a giant beer belly and dissatisfied with his 

middle-aged wife. He graduated from Oxford back in the 90s and married his college girlfriend, a blonde beauty from 
a wealthy family. Flash forward three decades and her slender body sunk on itself like a rotten pumpkin, ravaged by 
childbirth and the relentless progression of time. Her compliant smiles turned into nagging demands and their once 
active sex-life devolved into sleeping in separate bedrooms. I had even met her once, at my boss’s birthday party. 

She looked at me in disdain as we made small talk about the weather, before strutting away to laugh at her 
husband’s jokes. 

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

She had come back early from her yoga class. The wife had walked in on us in flagrante delicto.  



There was a lot of shouting and the throwing of valuables. In the middle of the drama, I put on a bathrobe and crept 
out of the open door, before driving his car to my flat. The next day, I received a message from the boss. 

 You’re fired. 

 

Now at this point, I could just find new work. However, I had just been fired from my first ever job, which greatly 

decreased my chances of entering a well-paid profession. With no decent job, I had no money. I couldn’t go back to 

the poverty of my childhood, the greasy microwave meals, the bargain shop cosmetics and second-hand clothes.  

Besides, it was flattering to know that I had caught the attention of such a wealthy, powerful man; I felt disgusted at 

the thought of my boss crawling back to his hideous wife like some well-trained dog.  

So, I waited for a week, before ambushing him on his way home for work. We could run away together, I said, like 

star-crossed lovers. You could be young again and free from the responsibilities of providing for an ungrateful wife 

and spoiled children. We could live in Spain, like you’ve always wanted.  

He lured her on a romantic camping trip for two in the Lake District in an attempt to ‘strengthen their marriage’. 
They stayed in a cosy cabin on the edge of the forest, two hours away from the nearest village.  

I arrived after they took a drive around the village. It was quiet and then the birds flew away all at once after the gun 
went off. The blood squirted out, a jet of deep crimson. She fell to the floor with a solid thump. With my gloved 
hand, I checked her pulse and nodding to my co-conspirator when I found none, we carried her out of the house, 

through the forest and into the grave I had dug hours earlier.  

It was years later, when we had established ourselves in a charming expat town in Alicante, that the police found us. 
In the beginning, we were both under suspicion but they could not pin the murder on us, having never found the 

body. But a property developer had wanted to build a hotel in the area and his builders found the remains. 

The rest you know is recorded quite clearly in the news. The story made headlines across the world—it was a slow 
year for news—and overnight, I had become a celebrity. My lover, weak and lily-livered as he was, committed 
suicide whilst on trial. I cried and cried when I found out and the media lapped it up. 

Please, I’m just an innocent young woman enthralled by the allure of an older, more powerful man. He took 

advantage of my youth and his position to manipulate me into the murder. I am deeply sorry for what I have done. 

Whilst in Alicante, I lived quite comfortably. I drank fine wines, ate seafood every day and took up surfing. The strong 
sun made my skin glow like polished mahogany and I developed a model-like physique from all the time spent 

outdoors. 

 Despite my age, I was still attractive.  

Now in jail, I smile at the guards and bide my time. My lips are less full than they were a decade ago but they are still 
red.  


