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“Haven’t you done it yet?”  I cringed back in my seat as my boss loomed over 

my desk.  I hated him.  With a gut-wrenching passion. 

“Well… no,” I stammered.  I hated the way he managed to make me feel so 

stupid and incompetent.  “You only gave it to me five minutes ago.” 

“Come on, come on!  I’ve got a meeting in five minutes and I need to take it 

with me!” 

“Mark, it’s going to take hours to do everything you asked for!  You’ve 

known about this meeting for days – why have you waited until now to give me all 

this stuff?” 

“I don’t pay you to moan, Fiona, just get on with it.”  I felt my teeth clenching 

with anger.  “If you spent more time working and less time whinging about 

everything, you’d get ten times more work done.”  My cheeks burned with 

indignation and I bit my lip to try and stop myself shouting something back.  I wished 

I could tell him what a prize bastard he was and how he could stick his job where the 

sun didn’t shine but I’d only been in my new job for a few months and I had a 

mortgage to pay.  As much as I wanted to, I couldn’t just leave.  I felt trapped.  Mark 

stomped out of the office, the door slamming behind him with such force I felt it in 

the pit of my stomach. 

“You… arse!” I spat at the door.  How I longed to say it to his face.  I sat at 

my desk,  my shoulders hunched with suppressed anger while my stomach flipped at 

the thought that he would be back any minute.  He was nothing but a bully.  I chewed 

the top of my pen, listening to the plastic crack between my teeth.  I couldn’t stand the 

man.  He was so aggressive about everything he said and did and he always spoke 

down to me.  It was obvious he thought I was as much use as a chocolate teapot.   

I stared down at the pile of work he wanted done in the next five minutes and 

felt a hard lump in my throat form as I tried not cry.   

I would not let that man see me cry.   

I took a deep breath and tried to concentrate on what he’d left for me.  Pages 

and pages of scribbled notes and half formed comments.  Utter rhubarb.  And he 

wanted me to do what with them exactly?  I had no idea what the mindless scribblings 

were about or how he wanted them laid out…. God, he was just so frustrating! 
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I heard a door slam below and heavy footsteps thumped back up the stairs.  

The phone rang and I snatched it up, grateful that I wouldn’t have to speak to Mark 

when he came through the door.   My hands tightened around the receiver as my boss 

swept in and hovered over my desk once again. 

“Hello Mr Kingsbury,” I said, trying to block Mark out.  “I’m very good, 

thank you.  And you?” 

“Fiona, I’m going right now,” Mark snapped loudly.  “Are you done yet?”  I 

waved a hand at him to get him to shut up.  “Don’t wave at me, get it done!  For 

goodness sake – just fax it over to Brian’s office when you finally get it sorted.”  We 

glared at each other.  Who the hell did he think he was, talking to me like that?  As if I 

were some sort of low life he’d noticed stuck to the heel of his shoe. 

“Mr Kingsbury, could I call you right back?”  I carefully placed the receiver 

back in its cradle and got up. 

“Where are you going now?” 

“For a piss, Mark!  Or is that not allowed now?”  I felt a surge of satisfaction 

that I’d managed a small retaliation.  I scooted around him and through the door, 

running up the single flight of stairs and into the ladies toilet.  I ran into the lone 

cubicle and locked the door.  My face crumpled as I flopped down onto the toilet seat.  

I let out a shuddering sigh and let the tears fall over the unfairness of it all.  How dare 

he treat me like this!  How dare he? 

“You bastard,” I muttered under my breath as I ripped off a piece of toilet roll 

and blew my nose on it.  “If I thought I’d get away with it, I’d push you out the 

bloody window!” 

I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. 

Mark screamed.   

I wondered if I’d heard correctly for a moment and I paused, hardly daring to 

breath, staring at the back of the cubicle door.  The crash of smashing glass got me to 

my feet and I flung the cubicle door open.  I ran down the stairs, heart pounding as I 

went. 

“Mark?” I called as I hurled myself through the office door.  “Mark!” A fresh 

gust of wind from the broken window washed over me, blowing my hair into my face.  

I slowly crept towards the wreckage of the window with wide eyes, shards of glass 

crunching under foot.  Pain bit into my big toe as a sliver of glass flipped into my 
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open toed shoe but I hardly noticed it.  I reached the busted window and carefully 

leaned out to have a look.   

There on the street below was Mark.  His body lay sprawled in the gutter, his 

head wrenched back at a peculiar angle.  A small puddle of blood had leaked from his 

head to form a scarlet halo.  The room began to spin and I put my hands to my mouth, 

my breath coming in terrified gasps.  What had happened?  Who could have done 

this?  No one could have got into the office unless they had a key or were buzzed in 

on the intercom and I’d only been in the toilet for a couple of minutes at the most – it 

would take someone that long just to climb the steep stairs to our floor.  I recalled my 

desperate thoughts in the toilet.  I’d wanted to throw Mark out of the window.  I’d 

wanted him dead. Was this somehow... my fault? 

I turned and ran for the stairs.  Mark had to be dead – we were three floors up - 

but I had to go and see if there was anything I could do.  I ran down the stairs so 

quickly I could hardly keep up with my own feet.  My head was swimming with fright 

at what had just happened.  But what had just happened?  How could Mark have 

fallen from the window like that?  No, wait, it looked more like he’d been thrown 

through it with great force.  I rushed out the front door and onto the street where a 

crowd of people had gathered around to take a closer look while they jabbered 

excitedly amongst themselves with hushed voices.  As much as I hated the man, there 

was something terribly sad and wrong about seeing him splattered against the 

pavement. 

“Someone call an ambulance!” I flapped hysterically.  But there wasn’t an 

awful lot an ambulance could have done for Mark.  His eyes were wide open, staring 

into the next world, and it was obvious to even the most medically inept his neck was 

well and truly broken.   

“Come on, love,” someone said, putting an arm around my shoulders.  “Don’t 

look; there’s no need to upset yourself further.” 

“But… but that’s my boss!” I whimpered mindlessly.  “I don’t know what 

happened!  I... I was only gone for a second...” 

“Where did the other guy go?”  I looked into the face of the young woman 

who was carefully guiding me away from Mark’s body.  I didn’t understand her 

question. 

“Other… other guy?  What do you mean?” 
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“The other guy from your office.  I saw you leaning out of the window before 

you came down here.   Who was the guy looking over your shoulder?” 

“N…no, no, you’re wrong, there was no one else in the office,” I stared at her 

and shuddered.   

“Yes, there was,” she insisted.  Her voice was gentle as if she was afraid the 

shock had left me a little unhinged.  “I saw him, as plain as I see you now.”  I stared 

up at the shattered window, open mouthed, as the first police car siren began to wail 

in the distance. 
 

 


