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Luke Tillerson – Senior Sales Team Leader for Virgo Media – always enjoyed his walk 

to work.  Even on this drab Monday morning, with its lead-grey sky and tepid drizzle, he 

whistled cheerily to himself and twirled his keys around his finger.    

The keys froze in their gyrations, clutched suddenly as it occurred to Luke that the 

drizzle might be ruining his hair.  He paused in front of a shop window to check his 

reflection.  The rain had done little harm.  With a few twists of his fingers he quickly 

teased his hair back into perfection.     

Luke Tillerson – Senior Sales Team Leader for Virgo Media – grinned and flirted 

with his reflection.  He loved the straightness of his teeth, the crispness of his stubble.  

And the line of his jaw: that was his favourite.  It projected a certain robustness that 

worked beautifully with his eyes.  Those labyrinthine eyes, with their icy greys and knots 

of emerald: they were his second favourite.  They hinted at a treasure trove of secret 

sensitivity, for which the ladies always foraged and fumbled.   

He’d fuck himself if he could.  He really would.   

Discreetly, he tensed the bicep of his right arm and squeezed it with his left hand; 

he could feel its rock-like tone beneath the fabric of his suit.  He was lucky to be so 

attractive, he reflected.  It undoubtedly contributed to his success at Virgo Media. 

Although he shouldn’t downplay his other gifts, of course.  It takes more than 

good looks to lead a sales team to becoming – as the Sales Director had put it – ‘the most 
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exemplary team in the Virgo family’.  It takes grit and guile, creativity and flair.  It takes 

knowing the rules of the game, and knowing how to break them.  (He snorted smugly to 

himself.)  It takes an ability not only to be one of the lads, but also to be beyond them.  

They’re mediocre, at the end of the day, so give them something to aim for.  Give them 

an exceptional example.  That’s how you motivate.  That’s how you obliterate your 

targets and leave every other sales team at the starting blocks, watching your sculpted 

arse as it flies over the finish line.   

Glancing at his watch, he left the shop window and continued on his way.     

Nice suit, he thought, clocking someone walking just ahead of him.  Looked like 

Hackett, perhaps Ted Baker.  Pretty sharp, either way. 

Not as sharp as his, mind.   

Luke decided to do some overtaking so that he might get a better look.  Picking 

up his pace, he gradually caught up with the man and flanked him on the right.  He 

glanced quickly to his left, and as well as catching a glimpse of the suit’s front (Ted 

Baker), he accidentally caught the man’s eye.  The man looked momentarily bemused, 

distracted from the music on his earphones, but his expression gave way to an 

unwavering gaze that approached aloofness.    

Tosser, thought Luke, although he grudgingly admired the man’s hair.  By the 

time he’d made a mental note to try some new waxes he had completed his manoeuvre.  

He maintained his pace so that he could increase the distance between himself and the 

man. 

Further up the road he stopped at a pelican crossing.  He watched the traffic go by 

for a while – buses and cars crammed with gormless zombies.  They all wore the same 
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expression: that grim grey mask behind which no eyes would twinkle until the approach 

of the weekend.  Their mouths hung stupidly open, ready and waiting for the force-

feeding of failure’s bland mush.   Luke usually took some pleasure from their misery, but 

his swelling smugness was punctured by the arrival at his side of the man he had so 

recently overtaken.   

A flicker of embarrassment flared suddenly into anger.  He glanced across and 

their eyes met briefly again, allowing an unspoken understanding to take place.  They 

both looked unblinkingly ahead, chests puffed up and eyes on the signal.  They waited for 

the green man.  Luke cracked his knuckles. 

He was taken by surprise when his adversary used a stalling van to flit between 

several cars and cross the road.  Trapped behind the resuming traffic flow, Luke watched 

helplessly as the man increased his lead on the other side of the road. 

Liam Voser – Head Acquisitions Consultant for O3 Communications – turned up 

the music on his earphones and allowed himself a smile.  That’d teach the twat for trying 

to outdo him.  No-one outdid Liam Voser, consistent annihilator of acquisition records 

and captain of the region’s most successful corporate football team.   

He turned the music up a little more and nodded to the pulse.  His new 

Sennheisers had pretty mean bass response, but he wasn’t sure about their look.  They 

clashed with his contours, somehow.  He’d have to go earphone shopping again, and 

would be sure to bring his pocket mirror this time. 

Although his music prevented him from hearing anyone coming up behind him, 

he could sense a presence.  The reflective glass of a bus stop ahead confirmed that his 

instincts – as always – were correct.  The man he had left at the crossing was just a few 
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metres behind him.  With a determined frown pasted across his face, the sad bastard was 

ploughing onwards at a speed that was far from natural.  Hardly subtle.  He swung his 

satchel to and fro as if its momentum would help him to catch up. 

Liam Voser – Head Acquisitions Consultant for O3 Communications – sighed 

and rolled his eyes.  He found it more than a little embarrassing that this man hadn’t 

admitted defeat and left things as they were.  Poor show.  It’s just a walk to work, for 

fuck’s sake.  He pulled out his earphones and picked up his pace. 

It didn’t escape Luke’s attention that his competitor had pulled out his earphones.  

He grinned to himself.  The guy obviously wanted to be able to hear if he was catching 

up.  That meant he was intimidated.  He knew he was in trouble.  And what did he 

expect?  That was a pretty dirty trick he’d played at the pelican crossing.  Bad 

sportsmanship. 

Luke increased his pace a little more, sending splashes up from occasional 

puddles, and kept his eyes on his adversary ahead.  No doubt about it: the guy was 

definitely speeding up.  In fact, you could hardly call that a walk anymore.  He was 

bending his knees too much, leaning into his steps.  It was almost a trot.  Get a life, mate.  

It’s not a competition. 

Gradually, subtly, Luke eased himself into a trot too. 

He was hoping that his shift in gear wouldn’t be noticed, but it was.  Liam heard 

the steps of his pursuer becoming faster and peered over his shoulder. 

‘What the fuck are you doing?’ he scowled. 

‘What the fuck are you doing?’ sneered Luke, now just a few steps behind him. 

‘I’m walking to work, mate,’ replied Liam.  ‘Don’t know about you.’ 



 5 

‘I’m walking to work, too,’ grinned Luke. 

‘Well why don’t you slow down, mate.  It’s not a race.’ 

‘I’ll slow down when you do, mate.’  

‘I’m already going slow,’ smiled Liam slyly.  ‘This is nothing.’ 

‘Oh yeah?’ said Luke.  He tensed himself for a leap but Liam beat him to it, 

bounding into a sudden sprint.  The first smack of his shoe against the pavement was a 

shot from the starter’s gun, and before they knew it Luke and Liam were in a race with an 

unknown finish line.  

Pedestrians and passengers, barely stirring from their morning comas, gazed 

abstractly at the two sprinting yuppies.  They bolted through the rain, ties and suit jackets 

flailing behind them, teeth bared like the fangs of jaguars. 

Being the finest striker in the corporate league, Liam was a formidable sprinter 

and managed to keep ahead of Luke.  He flew along the pavement at relentless speed, 

leaping nimbly over drains, fast food cartons and pools of Sunday’s spew.   

While Liam dodged pedestrians and loiterers with ease, Luke had to kick aside 

beer cans and pigeons, and even knocked over an elderly couple who were too feeble to 

get out of his way.  His rival was steadily increasing his lead, but he didn’t feel 

intimidated.  The man obviously had more agility and speed than him, but he could tell 

from his technique that he was no long distance runner.  Luke, on the other hand, spent 

most nights training for marathons, which he ran regularly – less for charity than for his 

general sense of superiority.  People can talk all they want about ‘taking part’ and good 

causes, but at its heart a marathon is a race.  Anyone who turns up in a parrot suit should 

frankly fuck off. 
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As Luke had predicted, Liam eventually began to slow down.  Luke was easily 

able to maintain his speed and soon caught up.  As he overtook Liam he threw him a grin 

and a thumbs-up.  ‘Good effort, mate,’ he laughed.  Liam, red faced and glaring, lashed 

out at him with his briefcase but narrowly missed.  Luke laughed again and gave him the 

finger before quickening his rhythm and extending his lead.  Frustrated, Liam lobbed his 

Hugo Boss briefcase into the air in Luke’s direction.  Whether by luck or by skill, the 

briefcase descended in a graceful arc and knocked Luke on the side of the head with a 

solid thud. 

‘Cunt!’ screamed Luke, stumbling sidewards and clutching his head.  He quickly 

recovered his momentum, though, and slung his satchel onto the pavement in an attempt 

to trip up his assailant.  Liam, invigorated by his fluky aerial assault, leapt like a gazelle 

over the satchel and through the blizzard of reports that spilled from its open end.  

Looking ahead, he could see that they were nearing the end of the main road and 

approaching the high street.  The street was so crowded that his opponent was bound to 

lose the advantage of his stamina, allowing Liam to come back into his game. 

Liam licked the sweat from his lips and grinned.  He was beginning to enjoy 

himself. 

The runners hit the crowd like cue balls hitting a rack, scattering drones in all 

directions.  And Liam did indeed come back into his game.  With liquid ease he slid, 

skidded, ducked and dived his way through the crowd at formidable speed. 

Luke found himself buffeted and blocked by the sleepy masses.  ‘For fuck sake!’ 

he shouted, pushing over a freckled child in frustration.   

‘Hey!’ shrieked the boy’s mother.  ‘You can’t do that!’ 
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‘You can’t do that!’ whined Luke at the woman, shoving his mouth into her face 

and flapping his wrists.  He stood on his tiptoes and, twitching his head like a bird of 

prey, scanned the crowd.  He spotted Liam just ahead: he was starting to make his way 

around the fountain in the square, and was being slowed down by the thickening swarms.  

It was a wide circular fountain – about thirty metres in circumference.  A cod-Greek 

statue of Icarus stood proudly at its centre, with wings wide and back arched; a circle of 

stone eagles perched at his feet, absurdly spraying water into the air through dripping 

beaks. 

Luke glanced back and forth between Liam and the fountain.  He’d had an idea.              

He barged his way shoulder-first through the crowd.  As soon as he reached the 

fountain he leapt into its water and started to sprint towards the other side.  Confused 

mumbles rippled through the crowd around the fountain, but no-one abandoned their 

autopilot plods.  Impeded by nothing but the chilly water, Luke quickly reached the far 

side of the fountain, overtaking Liam in the process.  He climbed onto the fountain’s edge 

and turned around. 

‘Oi!’ he shouted.  ‘Fuckface!’  He waved his arms in the air until Liam spotted 

him.   Luke curled his fingers into a loose fist and shook his hand at Liam, hooting loudly 

as he did so.  Liam huffed bull-like through his nostrils and began to knock his way 

through the crowd with riled determination. 

Clocking the brutal tenacity of his competitor, Luke leapt back into the crowd and 

continued on his way to the unknown finish line.  He cursed the weight of his wet 

clothes, and with a primal roar tore off his shoes, trousers and socks and threw them to 

the ground.   
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Glancing backwards, he saw that Liam was rapidly gaining on him.  He wound 

his way through the masses like a ferret, getting closer with every nimble step.   

Deciding that strategy would be his only advantage on this field, Luke assessed 

his surroundings.  He spotted the Commerce Centre up ahead on the left, its twelve floors 

glistening dully in the thickening drizzle.  As soon as he remembered that its lifts were 

closed for maintenance work, Luke began to sprint with rejuvenated drive.  For the last 

six weeks he’d been destroying the stepper at his gym, in preparation for a charity hike he 

was soon to take on with his team.  If he could bring the race to the Commerce Centre’s 

stairwell, he had no doubt that he could make it to the top and leave his adversary 

collapsed around the sixth floor.   

The two racers were nearly side by side now.  Luke could feel Liam’s breath on 

his neck as he jumped into the Commerce Centre’s revolving door.  There was a quick 

yelp as Liam – just short of making it into Luke’s partition – slammed against the glass 

pane’s edge.  Recovering quickly, he jumped into the next partition behind Luke’s.  

There was an awkward moment as both of them shuffled along with the revolving door, 

glaring at each other through the glass.  Liam pointed at Luke’s wet Calvin Kleins.  

‘Pissed your pants?’ he grunted. 

Luke turned his back to him and pointed to his arse.  ‘Get used to this,’ he jeered.  

‘This is all you’re going to see of me.’  With that he sprinted out of his partition, which 

had finally entered the inside of the building. 

Liam barked and punched at the glass pane as it crawled around.  As soon as he 

could he vaulted through the door and bounded up the staircase after his adversary. 
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By the time Luke had reached the eighth floor he was in agony.  He leaned on the 

stairs’ handrail and winced, sweat gushing from his face and pooling on the marble 

landing.  His thighs and hamstrings were tight and throbbing with fire, and felt as if they 

had been beaten by crowbars.  He listened to the steps that echoed below him; they were 

undoubtedly slowing, but they weren’t stopping.   

‘Ha!’ wheezed a voice below.  ‘Throwing your towel in, eh?’ 

Pushed by a spurt of gall, Luke gritted his teeth and continued to run up the stairs.  

His aching legs felt like two swollen balloons now, and it sounded like his lead was 

dwindling.  He had underestimated his opponent.  Shaking his head, he ignored the white 

strobes in his eyes and kept going.   

He was soon on the top floor.  The sound of steps below kept coming, and there 

was now only one place to go.  He ran across the landing, kicked open a restricted door 

and climbed up a ladder.  Kicking open another door, Luke gasped and rolled onto the 

Commerce Centre’s roof.  He lay sprawled on his back, surrounded by silent air vents 

and flapping pigeons. 

He barely noticed Liam as he collapsed by his side. 

It began to rain heavily.  They lay together with their mouths open to the sky, 

gulping at the thick water like goldfish spilled from plastic bags.  Their chests rose and 

fell in rapid rhythm, and their panting breaths broke the mellow, cooing chorus of the 

pigeons around them.   

Liam was the first to stir.  Shakily, he got onto his haunches and scanned the roof. 

‘Where now?’ panted Luke.  ‘It’s over.  I got to the roof first.’ 

‘It’s not over,’ said Liam.  ‘The finish line’s over there.’    
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Luke propped himself up and looked in the direction of Liam’s pointed finger.  

‘You’ve got to be joking,’ he finally said.  Liam was pointing at the roof of the 

neighbouring building.  It was about a story lower than the roof they were on, but was 

separated from the Commerce Centre by around 6 metres of rainy sky. 

‘Don’t do it,’ said Luke.   

Liam stood up and winked at him in the rain.  ‘Scared of losing?’ he asked, 

grinning a grin that was almost a wince. 

Luke shook his head.  ‘I’ve already won,’ he grunted. 

‘Nah,’ said Liam, smiling cockily.  He jumped up and down a few times and 

puffed some air through his cheeks.  ‘I’ll see you later,’ he said, and sprinted across the 

roof.  Luke got to his feet and jogged behind him, unsure of what else he could do.  He 

watched helplessly as Liam launched himself from the edge of the roof. 

Liam Voser – Head Acquisitions Consultant for O3 Communications – sailed 

through the air beautifully, arms and legs spiralling slowly as if he were swimming 

through the rain.  Luke stared wide-eyed as Liam continued to sail on a steepening 

gradient.  He shouted as Liam fell just short of the distance, his chin slapping the cusp of 

the far roof and sending bloody teeth into the wet air.  Bouncing back from the concrete 

wall, Liam toppled groundwards like a broken doll.  His limbs flailed uselessly for just a 

moment. 

A woman screamed.  Luke peered over the edge to see a crowd gathering around 

Liam’s splattered corpse.  They kept their distance to avoid the red mist that was raised 

by the pounding of his blood by the rain.   
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Luke turned away and started to head back across the roof.  Amidst the chaos of 

his thoughts he tried his best to suppose that at least he was the winner.   

But was he really?  He stopped in his tracks.  Doubt squirmed like a worm within 

his ego.  A new finish line had been marked out, and his competitor had got closer to it 

than him.  Surely the only way to win this thing was to make it to the other roof, to 

succeed where his opponent had failed. 

He turned around and eyed up the space between the roofs.  It didn’t look too bad.  

His competitor had very nearly made it, and from what Luke could recall, his launching 

step had been at least a sole’s length before the edge of the roof.  Surely it was just a case 

of launching right from the edge of the building.   

Luke Tillerson – Senior Sales Team Leader for Virgo Media – takes a few steps 

back, giving himself enough distance to pick up maximum speed.   He squats so that only 

his fingertips and the balls of his feet touch the roof’s gravelly surface.  He takes a deep 

breath and counts to three.  On three he propels himself forward and shoots across the 

roof.  His aim is perfect: his right foot lands exactly on the cusp of the roof, and his right 

leg straightens rapidly, propelling him like a bird into the darkening sky. 

 

 

 


