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This story was written as an entry to a competition where the last line had to be “I still didn’t think it 

was the right colour”. 

 

It was really annoying when Roger suddenly became uncontactable three days before the trip. As I 

didn’t have a car of my own, I had to do some frantic phoning round before Quentin said he would 

drive me. Nor was I keen on Quentin; I’d always found him hard to get to know, which in a way was a 

disappointment, as he seemed to be a fund of unusual knowledge; that is, on the rare occasions when 

he chose to speak. Once when our society was discussing Christ’s death, he said that blood and water 

could not have flowed from his side, as blood stops circulating when the heart stops beating, and you 

cannot extract blood from a dead body. That was typical of Quentin: he would sit silent during the 

debate, then suddenly come out with a statement like that. I would have far preferred to go with fat, 

cheerful Roger, but he seemed to have disappeared off the face of the earth. 

   I got to Quentin’s place a good ten minutes before we were due to leave, and rang the bell. He 

opened the door holding a small paintbrush in a jar in one hand. 

   “You’re early, I’m painting the lounge,” he said, unsmiling, and showed me in to a large room at the 

back of the house. 

   “Aargh!” I said, just in time managing to moderate my tone to make it sound like a joke. Even so he 

seemed to take offence. 

   “You don’t like it?” he said grimly. 

   “It’s much too dark. It should be a lighter, brighter, colour,” I replied, trying to make it sound like 

constructive criticism. The room had been a non-descript pastel colour before, and now Quentin had 

painted half of it dark, blood-red. It made the room dark and somewhat oppressive, and gave it more 

than a hint of decadence. “Something like yellow or very light brown would be better,” I added. 

   “I’ll have it as I please,” he said, adding a few more touches. 

   “Well, of course,” I said, trying to ease things. I was puzzled by the fact he was painting from a large 

jam-jar, but decided not to comment. I guessed with his knowledge of science he probably made his 

own, but it must have been simpler to buy it. I glanced around looking for a change of subject, and 

noticed a long straight crack running down the wall. 

   “Hell of a draught coming from that crack,” I commented. Quentin spun round and almost leapt 

across the room where he shut what was now clearly a concealed door. 

   “It’s nothing,” he muttered. He had gone very pale. 

   “Well, shall we go?” I said, now convinced I was in the house of a madman and the best thing I 

could do was to get out as fast as possible. 

   We drove to the country estate, and on the way Quentin was even more quiet than usual. He kept 

giving me sideways glances, and I noticed at one point he was gripping the wheel so tightly that his 

knuckles were white. I decided I would find someone else to drive me back, and luckily Dave had a 

spare place as Judy had dropped out at the last minute. 

   During the following days the whole incident would not go out of my mind.  What was behind that 

door that Quentin was so eager to hide? It kept bugging me even after the day out had been discussed 

and evaluated, and we resumed our normal round of debates, planned our next trip, and wondered what 

could have happened to Roger, who it seemed had genuinely vanished. Eventually I came to the 

conclusion that Quentin had been frightened of me noticing the door because he was up to something 

criminal. I could expose him, and maybe get a reward. 

   I was still in my 20’s and had a taste for adventure, and was less respectful of other people’s privacy 

than I am now. Quentin’s house had simple sash windows, and I knew he worked during the day.  I 

looked for a thin knife in the kitchen. Most of my mother’s cutlery – I was still living at home – was of 

Swedish design and much too thick. In the end I settled on a small carving knife, though a sharp blade 

was a slight disadvantage when pushing a window catch. 
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   Choosing a time in the afternoon before schools were out, but when mothers would have left to 

collect their children, I went round to Quentin’s and rang the bell three times. No answer: good, he was 

out at work. I slipped the knife up the gap in the window and opened it in a couple of seconds. Then I 

was over the sill and into the front room. I listened carefully: not a sound. It took me a few minutes to 

find the concealed door, which was now closed and painted over in that ghastly red colour, and then 

much longer to find out how to open it. It was only when I tried pressing on various points that I was 

suddenly rewarded by a click, and the door swung open on a dark room. A blast of cold air swept out, 

and I shivered as I groped for a light switch. After a moment I found it and a fluorescent light came on. 

Before me was a room kitted out like a laboratory, and quite cold; but that was not what froze me to 

the spot. Hanging by its arms from hooks on the ceiling was Roger’s chalk-white naked body, attached 

to which were tubes which had been used to extract the blood from it. 

   For a moment my mind refused to function, then I realised where the blood-red paint had come from. 

Even as I saw this, I heard a sound behind me and whirled round just in time to see Quentin come 

through the door. For a moment he stood still, then leapt towards me with a wild shriek. 

   I had totally forgotten I was still holding the knife, but as Quentin’s hands closed round my neck 

with a grip of incredible strength, I felt the blade enter the soft tissue below his ribs. For a moment we 

were face to face and I gazed into his staring eyes, and smelt his breath. Then I made my decision and 

pushed the knife up as far as it would go. His expression changed to a look of horrified surprise and 

then his eyes glazed and his hands fell away from me. 

   I must have fainted at that point, because when I came round I was lying on the floor next to 

Quentin’s body, still holding the knife which was thrust up into his heart. I got up shaking, but had 

enough presence of mind to withdraw my knife from his body and wipe it clean on his clothes. Then I 

stood and tried to collect my thoughts. Fingerprints! The only thing I had touched in the lab was the 

light switch. I got some tissues from a dispenser at the side of the lab, cleaned the switch, and then 

wiped everywhere I could remember touching. Of all the things I remember of that day, the memory of 

how my hands shook and sweated while I was trying to wipe things down has remained clearest in my 

mind. I had shut the window on my way in, so I gave it a brief rub down, and left by the front door, 

making sure I put the tissues in my pocket for later disposal. In one moment of inspiration, I threw my 

weight against the door and burst it open. I then left as hurriedly as possible, just managing to stop 

myself from running. 

   When the story broke a few days later it caused a sensation. Everyone has heard of vampires, but 

why a man should want to live in a room painted in human blood defied explanation or even belief. 

According to the internet, Quentin would have had to make a lot of chemical changes to the blood so 

that it kept its red colour: only a person obsessed with the idea of blood would have done such a thing. 

Dave suggested it as a topic of discussion for our society, but no-one seconded the idea; the whole 

thing was too close to home. The inquest decided that Quentin had killed Roger, and that he had been 

killed by person or persons unknown, but it was generally held that he had surprised a burglar, who 

had gained entry by forcing the front door. The police made an appeal for witnesses, but no-one came 

forward, and in the end the case was unresolved. 

   After I had at last managed to get to sleep that night, I recovered quite soon from the shock – oh, to 

be young and adaptable again! – though even to this day I do not like the subject of blood transfusions. 

Meanwhile, a nephew of Quentin’s inherited the house. He had the local priest come round to exorcise 

it, and invited us all to a party afterwards, in the hope that some high spirits would dispel any lingering 

malevolent influences. He had done a good job a converting the laboratory in to library-cum-study, but 

for some reason had painted the lounge in a vivid shade of green. I still didn’t think it was the right 

colour. 

 


