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The sun beat down upon the large glass windows and fly’s buzzed around in the annoying manner that they always do, another depressing Monday. Dave lay back in his leather chair, frayed at the edges, cushion flattened from years of use. He had worked in this concrete tower for six years, bored to death. The sound of colleagues toiling away on utterly pointless, brain numbing work. For just a few moments his mind wandered from the office hell to a better place, just dreaming of the cool beer he lusted after.
“Dave!” shouted Jones.
The boss’s voice rang out from across the room. The cheap suit buying, BMW driving, golf loving, pink shirt wearing, lower management asshole was stood at the water cooler. He had spotted Dave’s slackened posture and been all too fond to call him up on the fact.
“Isn’t it about time you got some work done?” said Jones.
The idiot had deliberately said it from across the room, loud enough for everyone to witness, they all hated him as much as Dave did, but that didn’t stop him making examples of colleagues on a regular basis, and getting a kick out of it. Dave said nothing, but simply sat more upright at his desk and pretended to give a damn. His workstation really was rubbish, an old grey dreary desk with horribly outdated equipment. The keyboard was stained yellow from age. The monitor was the same 16” CRT that he had used when starting the position, this really was a dead end job.
“Did you not get the memo?” said Jones in a smarmy tone.
“Memo?”
Dave knew about the memo, but he would never give Jones the satisfaction of knowing it. That bastard would be an anal git about every potential issue he could, just to make full use of the little power he held.
“Employees are not to tilt back on their chairs, it is a health and safety hazard. Any and all injuries or damage of equipment as a result of doing so will be at the employee’s expense and liability” said Jones
Dave could do or say nothing without bringing down the wrath of the utter bastard, so he simply nodded and carried on with work. Jones stood upright triumphantly and looked out across the miserly amount of office space he controlled, as smug as ever.
“Where is Chris?” said Jones.
He was his usual obnoxious self. Chris’ seat was empty, his computer not even turned on. The man had clearly never arrived at work. Chris was a decent chap, not all that interesting, but friendly. He liked nothing more than to simply lay about the house, have the odd BBQ and watch the footie. But Dave knew for a fact that he had been on a weekend away to Benidorm with his girlfriend, so was probably wasted. Dave felt sorry for Chris already, fully understanding the painfully annoying rant he would receive.
“Did Chris sign in this morning?” asked Jones.
The office only had fifteen computers in it and just as many workers, it was astonishing it had taken Jones an hour to notice one was missing. He was probably busy tough talking his nancy boy henchman, the pathetic creatures which would lick his boots for a good word. The room looked around at Jones, a few muttered, but nobody committed to a real answer. In all honesty, Dave wasn’t even sure if he had seen Chris today, as his mind had just switched off to the boredom of the nine to five. Jones picked up the nearby phone, not caring to make the call private, it was for all to hear.
“Chris? You’re an hour late for work, what the hell do you think you’re doing?”
You would think the world was in danger from the lack of Chris’ presence, but no, he was just late for more endlessly pointless and boring work.
“I don’t care how rough you feel, you did not call in sick, stop giving me excuses and take some responsibility, get here now!”
Jones slammed the phone down and walked out of the room, clearly going to ensure Chris had the hour docked from his salary, and a mark against his record. Another two hours went by, sweat dripped from Dave’s face on to his poorly ironed white shirt. He mindlessly entered data, not even sure anymore if the work actually achieved anything, or if he was simply employed for the sake of it. Perhaps its purpose was to fulfil some requirement of the business, or maybe to help avoid the upper management assholes some tax that they should be paying. The reason for his work simply didn’t matter anymore, he got paid, that was all that was important, and at least he had a job.
Desperate for the toilet, having drunk too much coffee to try and survive the morning, Dave walked off to the men’s room. Standing at the urinal he sighed in relief, it was the best feeling all day. Walking over to the wash basins he looked out the window down on to the street below. An Ambulance and police car were parked up on the pavement, lights still flashing. Two coppers nearby were beating a man on the floor with their truncheons.
“Bastards, if only I could get my hands on you,” said Dave.
He left the toilets and headed back to his desk. Despite still being in full stride, he was simply on autopilot. Dave was day dreaming, just thinking of Stallone in Rambo II shooting up the office with his M60. It was a pleasant thought, and one he only wished he could replicate. Getting back to his desk, the bored IT worker slumped back in to his chair, back to the boring reality of work.
Chris finally walked in to the office, he was pale and even sweatier than the rest, he looked terrible, but no one spoke a word to him. Nobody wanted to risk having a verbal beating from Jones. Finally, it was lunch time. Not a second had gone past twelve before the entire room stood and headed for the canteen.
“Chris, you haven’t put an ounce of work in to this day, you can use your lunch break to make up at least some of the time you have lost,” said Jones.
What a swine, everyone thought it, no one said it. The room cleared as Chris sat back down, he really was ill enough that he should be at home, but Jones wouldn’t let that fact reduce his bad attitude. To be fair, his sickness was probably self-inflicted. You cannot expect to rush off for a drunken weekend and then return on a Monday morning in a workable state. None of this changed the fact that Jones was a complete nob.
At the canteen Dave sat down with the two colleagues that he at least had some interest in talking to, Barry and James. The three sat around a table, unpacking the contents of the plastic lunch boxes all had brought, as they always did. Half an hour went by of chatting about the usual topics, cars and women. The lunch breaks were the only bearable part of the job, when friends could relax and talk as they wanted. However, they were always too aware that Jones’ would listen in on a regular basis, desperately trying to dig new dirt on his slaves for later use.
It was almost time to return to the hellhole of an office when a sharp cry shrieked out from down the corridor. The sound originated from the office they had spent the morning in, dying of heat and boredom. The three men ran out of the canteen and down the corridor towards the office, Jones was already ahead of them, his office being closer than their canteen. The sleazy boss was probably busy knocking golf balls around his office, never having anything better to do than insult those on a smaller salary. Without stopping, all four men ran in to the office. Sarah, one of the office girls was lying on top of Chris, her body wriggling.
“Stop that right now! You are a disgrace to this place!”
The three colleagues stood not wanting to get involved, but still watching the situation unfold, it would be funny if nothing else. Jones stormed towards the pair, furious. He put his hands on to Sarah’s shoulders and pulled her off Chris.
“What the fuck?” said Jones.
Sarah slumped lifeless down to the floor and the others could now see some of what had shocked Jones. Blood poured from Sarah’s neck, flesh ripped from the throat, her white blouse dripping in her own blood. The same blood trickled from the mouth of Chris, who now had a crazy expression on his face. Jones struck out his hand and pointed in anger at him, shouting at the man, his hand and finger shaking as he could not control himself.
Chris reached out and took hold of Jones arm and bit in to his index finger before ripping it from the hand. Blood was spurting from the wound as Jones screamed out in agony, clenching his bloody hand with his other. Dave and his friends still stood where they had, unable to move, in total shock. Chris stumbled to his feet.
“What the hell do you think you’re doing?” Jones insisted.
The blood soaked employee said nothing, but began staggering towards the panicked boss. Jones turned around to face Dave and his friends, utter shock on his face.
“Do something!” shouted Jones.
Before Dave could even think of a response to the situation, Chris pulled Jones back and bit deep in to his neck, the man screaming out once again, louder this time. Blood spurted from Jones’ neck as Chris drove his teeth in deep. Dave looked around, his two friends had already left the room. Suddenly feeling very vulnerable, he leapt out the doorway and shut it behind him. He rested back against the wall, his two friends there beside him.
“What the hell was that all about?” asked Barry.
“No fucking idea mate,” said James.
“Have you not seen Dawn of the Dead you idiots?” asked Dave.
“Fuck off! That’s just plain silly,” said Barry.
“Oh really, so you see people bite each other to death regularly?” Dave said.
The door reverberated as a loud smashing sound rang out from the office that the men stood outside. The three men jumped at the sudden sound.
Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/23383 to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you appreciate their work!