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Short Story Portfolio.

Much Needed Time. 

I don’t think either of us saw it ending up like this, right?
	It started the same as any other weekend for the past three years. I finished work on Friday at the usual time—or rather, thirty minutes after I was supposed to, because Linda, that self-righteous cow, kept me back again. Always the same nonsense: paperwork, untidy office, "setting an example." Honestly, if the clients are gone and the clock strikes five, why does it matter? It's not like my dad gives a toss.
Anyway, I managed to escape eventually and headed straight for the pub to meet the boys. Lately, we’ve been hitting that spot tucked behind T.K. Maxx—you know, the one with the name that sounds vaguely French and that busty bouncer with the blonde hair. That pub never disappoints. The drinks are cheap, and there’s always a steady stream of fit birds fluttering around, giggling at terrible jokes or offering coy smiles over their gin and tonics. Makes the night interesting, if you get me.
By the time we’ve got five or six drinks down, the buzz has properly kicked in. It’s that sweet spot: tipsy enough to feel invincible but not so hammered you can’t string a decent joke together. Then my phone starts buzzing, practically vibrating a hole through my pocket. I don’t even need to check to know who it is—my missus, same as always.
Sure enough, it’s her. “What time are you coming home? Can you grab some milk and bread on your way?” Christ. If it’s not “when are you coming home,” it’s “can you do this” or “can you do that.” You’d think she was my boss, not my partner. She’s only sent two texts so far, though, so I figure I’ve got time for another round or two before the nagging starts for real. I send her my usual reply: soz babe works long af, toss my phone face down on the table, and wave over the bartender for more drinks.
You’re probably wondering why I haven’t dumped her yet. Trust me, I wonder the same thing from time to time. It’s not like I haven’t thought about it, especially when I’m a few pints deep and there’s some dolled-up beauty batting her lashes at me from across the room. But, you know, she’s always there. Steady. Reliable. Sure, she nags, but I figure that’s just part of the deal, yeah? Besides, she keeps the house looking decent, has dinner sorted most nights, and handles the bills. I wouldn’t even know where to start with that stuff.
It’s not like I’m doing anything that bad. I just need to blow off steam now and then. If anything, these nights out keep me sane, so I don’t see the harm. Yeah, I send the occasional cocktail to an admirer, but it’s not serious. It’s just harmless fun. If she ever asked, I’d probably tell her. Well, not everything. No point in upsetting her over nothing.
Anyway, the lads are getting boozier, and someone suggests we head to the club. You must know it—the one off the high street, where you take a left just past Waterstones and then down that dingy staircase. Funny thing is, that’s the very club where I first met my missus. Must’ve been five or six years ago now, back when Mikey was celebrating his 30th birthday.
I remember it clear as day. She was standing by the bar, looking totally out of place in her modest dress while everyone else was wearing as little as humanly possible. I’d already had a few, so I went up and offered to buy her a drink. She gave me this sceptical look but said yes anyway. Turned out she wasn’t even supposed to be there—her mates had dragged her out because her fiancé had just called off their wedding. Yeah, fiancé. I should’ve run for the hills right then, but she was stunning, and I’ve always been a sucker for a damsel in distress.
We started talking, one thing led to another, and before I knew it, we were a proper couple. She made it clear early on that she wanted the whole nine yards—marriage, kids, the works. And I told her I wanted the same. What else was I supposed to say? She was gorgeous, and I wasn’t ready to give her up. I figured I could string her along for a while, and by the time she started pressing for kids, I’d either be ready… or gone.
Flash forward six years, and here we are. Still no ring, no kids, and no intention of changing that anytime soon. She’s dropped a few hints lately, but I’ve gotten pretty good at dodging them. A joke here, a distraction there, and she moves on—at least for a little while.
Back to Friday night. We hit the club, and it’s packed as usual. Music’s thumping, drinks are flowing, and I’m feeling on top of the world. I spot a group of girls at a booth and decide to send over a round of shots. One of them—blonde, short dress, classic—shoots me a grin and raises her glass in thanks. Harmless fun, right? But then, out of nowhere, I feel a hand on my shoulder.
I turn around, and it’s her. My missus. Standing there in her scrubs, looking furious. Turns out she’d been waiting up for me and decided to come find me when I wasn’t answering my phone. God knows how she even knew I’d be here.
She starts laying into me right there on the dance floor—about how I’m irresponsible, selfish, disrespectful. The whole club’s watching, and I’m trying to get her to calm down, but she’s not having it. Eventually, I grab her arm and drag her outside so we can talk without an audience.
“You’re making a scene,” I hiss, trying to keep my voice low.
“And you’re making a fool out of me,” she snaps back. “Do you have any idea how humiliating this is? I’m at home, worrying about you, and you’re out here flirting with other women?”
I try to play it off, tell her she’s overreacting, but she’s not buying it. She’s crying now, and I can feel the anger bubbling up inside me.
“I can’t do this anymore,” she says finally. “Either you grow up and start taking this relationship seriously, or we’re done.”
For a moment, I’m stunned. She’s never threatened to leave before. The silence is deafening. She shakes her head, wipes her eyes, and walks away without another word. I watch her leave, but instead of feeling regret or panic, I’m hit with this rush of anger. How dare she? She knows I work hard all week. She knows I need to let off steam. And yet, she shows up, uninvited, to drag me out of a good time and humiliate me in front of everyone? Like I’m some sort of project she’s been assigned to fix.
I head back inside, pushing through the crowd, and order another drink. Then another. But I can’t shake her words. They keep replaying in my head, louder and louder with every drink I down. Irresponsible. Selfish. A fool. Who does she think she is? Acting like she’s some saint while I’m the bad guy. She doesn’t understand the pressure I’m under—work, expectations, her constant demands.
By the time I stumble out of the club, the adrenaline has turned into something heavier, darker. The alcohol does nothing to drown it out, and by the time I get home, I’m seething. She’s waiting for me, sitting on the couch with her arms crossed. She doesn’t even look angry anymore. Just tired. That pisses me off even more.
“We need to talk,” she says. Her voice is calm, but I can hear the edge in it, that quiet authority she pulls out whenever she wants to act superior.
“Oh, here we go,” I say, slamming the door behind me. “Let’s hear it. Another lecture about how I’m such a disappointment, yeah? Go on, then. Get it over with.”
She sighs, like I’m the one being difficult. “This isn’t a lecture. I just… I can’t keep doing this, okay? I’ve tried to be patient. I’ve tried to be understanding. But you’re not even meeting me halfway.”
“Patience? Understanding?” I laugh, sharp and bitter. “Is that what you call showing up at the club and making a scene? Humiliating me in front of everyone? Real understanding, that is.”
Her face tightens. “I wouldn’t have had to do that if you didn’t treat me like an afterthought. You lie, you disappear for hours, you don’t care how it affects me.”
“I’m not disappearing,” I snap. “I’m out there working my arse off all week so we can live in that nice house you love so much. God forbid I blow off a little steam now and then.”
Her voice rises, a rare thing for her. “Blowing off steam? You’re drunk half the time, you flirt with other women, and you act like it’s normal! Like I’m supposed to just accept it and smile while you throw our relationship away.”
“Oh, so it’s my fault now?” I yell. “It’s always my fault, isn’t it? Maybe if you weren’t so controlling, I wouldn’t have to sneak off just to have a bit of fun. Did you ever think of that?”
“Controlling?” She’s on her feet now, her voice shaking. “I’m not controlling. I’m asking for basic respect. Is that too much for you?”
Her words cut deeper than they should, slicing through the alcohol haze. For a split second, I see it: the truth in what she’s saying, the cracks I’ve been ignoring. But it makes me feel small, weak—and I hate that feeling. So I lash out.
“Well, maybe if you weren’t so bloody boring, I wouldn’t have to look for excitement elsewhere!” The words are out before I can stop them.
She freezes, her face going pale. Her voice drops to a whisper. “Is that what you think of me? That I’m boring?”
I don’t answer. Can’t. The silence hangs heavy between us, thick with all the things we’ve never said. And then, something in her breaks.
“I’m done,” she says softly. “You can’t even take responsibility for yourself, let alone us. I’m done trying to fix this.”
She turns to leave, but something snaps inside me. A hot wave of anger surges through me, drowning out every other thought. Before I know what I’m doing, I grab her arm and yank her back.
“Don’t you walk away from me,” I growl.
She pulls free, glaring at me with a mix of fear and defiance. “Let go of me. You don’t get to control me anymore.”
That defiance—God, it makes me feel so small, so powerless. My fists clench at my sides. My heart’s pounding in my ears, and the room feels like it’s spinning.
“I gave you everything!” I shout. “Everything! And you just throw it all back in my face?”
She opens her mouth to respond, but I don’t let her. I step closer, towering over her, and suddenly, it all blurs.
The next thing I know, she’s on the floor. Her eyes are wide open, staring at nothing. Blood pools beneath her, sticky and warm. My hands are shaking, covered in red.
I stagger back, my breath coming in ragged gasps. “I… I didn’t mean to,” I mumble. “You made me do this. You pushed me. I didn’t mean for it to happen.”
But even as I say it, I know it’s a lie. She didn’t push me. She didn’t make me do anything. Still, as I stand there, staring down at her lifeless body, all I can think is: Well, at least now she can’t nag me anymore.

Fragments of Us.

[Midday - Hotel Lobby]

I still remember hearing her shout my name from the entranceway. I had my back to the door at that moment, but the voice was unmistakable. Joyous, almost jovial, it cut through the mundane conversations of the lobby like a veteran sailor manoeuvring familiar waters.
“Angus!”
Turning around, I saw her striding across the lobby. Gina. She hadn’t changed much in nearly thirty years. Her school uniform was long gone, replaced with a neat, age-appropriate suit, and her hair no longer bore an array of colourful bows. But the same youthfulness radiated from her as she moved toward me, her smile as bright and warm as ever.
“Gina,” I murmured, just before her arms wrapped around me in a tight embrace. We stood there for a moment, melting the ice-cold, lonely years apart in a single hug. Holding her felt like the closest I’d ever come to holding my own child.
“Look at you,” I said, stepping back and taking her in. “I hardly recognized you.”
She grinned. “Yet, you haven’t changed at all, Angus. Same posture, same uniform, same kind eyes.”
“Well, the years have been kinder to you than to me,” I replied, chuckling. “But, tell me, what brings you back after all this time? It’s not often I have such unexpected but welcome visitors.”Her expression softened, and the sparkle in her eye dimmed slightly. She reached into her bag and pulled out a small, worn receipt.
“This,” she said, setting it on the desk between us. “When I turned eighteen, I contacted the orphanage where I grew up. They sent me a box of things that had belonged to my mother. In it was this receipt—from this hotel.”
I picked it up carefully. The paper was yellowed and frayed, the ink faded but still legible. A single phrase was scrawled on the back in a hurried, feminine hand: “Follow to father.”
“She must have left it for me to find,” Gina continued. “I think it’s from the man she met here—the man who… who might be my father. But I don’t even know his name.” I stared at the receipt, my pulse quickening. The year… the year matched. Twenty-eight years ago. The year I arrived. The year he arrived.
I forced a smile, my fingers tightening ever so slightly on the edge of the receipt. My mind drifted, unbidden, to a memory. To the way Klaus had looked the first time we met: his uniform crisp, his expression unreadable as he stood at attention outside my room. Back then, I had resented him, resented his presence and everything he represented—obedience to a system that had silenced me.
But then there was that afternoon by the window, when I had been reciting my verses to the air. He hadn’t said anything, hadn’t even stepped into the room, but I’d caught him listening from the hall. I’d turned to him, expecting reprimand or dismissal, but his gaze… it lingered, thoughtful, something flickering there that I couldn’t quite name.
And later, when his guard was down, when words had started to replace silence, I learned he had a past too. A family estranged, a life of quiet duty. It was then I realised he was so much more than the uniform, so much more than the authority that confined me.
“Angus?” Gina’s voice pulled me back to the present. She was watching me closely, her brow furrowed.
“Sorry, my dear,” I said quickly, forcing the memory back into its cage. “I’ll help you. But I need a bit of time to locate the records. Why don’t we meet for dinner later tonight? We can go over everything together.”
Her smile returned, and she hugged me again. “Thank you, Angus. I can’t tell you how much this means to me.” She left shortly after, her footsteps echoing in the grand hall as I watched her go. For a long moment, I stood there in silence, the receipt still in my hand. The rest of my shift passed in a haze, though my mind kept pulling me back to the past. To the reason I came to the hotel. To the people I’d met. To him.

[Afternoon - Filing Room]

The scent of old paper and dust filled the air as I rummaged through the storage boxes. My hands trembled slightly as I pulled out the register from 28 years ago, the spine cracked and pages yellowed with age. I hesitated before opening it, staring at the cover as though it might bite.
My mind wandered back to Klaus. To how much he had changed me without even trying. I could still see him standing in the doorway on that last morning, fidgeting slightly, uncharacteristically unsure. Orders had come for him to move to a neighbouring town. Riots, they said. Just temporary.
“I’ll write to you,” he’d promised, his voice barely above a whisper. And he had. For a time. His letters were simple, filled with reflections on the mundane details of his new assignment. But then, one day, they stopped. Two weeks later, I received word: an explosion at the barracks. A vehicle detonated. Klaus was inside. The memory twisted like a knife in my chest.
I opened the register carefully, scanning the list of names. There were only two named males that visited the hotel that year. And there they were, side by side: Angus Radcliffe and Klaus Berger.
I couldn’t help myself and flipped immediately to the corresponding files, my breath catching as I lingered on Klaus’, regretting it almost immediately. Attached was a photograph, faded but clear enough. His face stared back at me, youthful and full of life, the uniform’s sharp lines framing his familiar features. My chest tightened as I traced the edges of the picture with trembling fingers, caught between the aching pull of memory and the crushing weight of grief.
I remembered the way he used to smile—not in the stiff, formal way he did for his superiors, but the softer, fleeting one he reserved for moments when we were alone, towards the end of our time together. That smile had been my anchor in those years, a quiet rebellion against the isolation of my confinement. Now, it felt like a phantom, mocking me through the fragile paper.
A pang of guilt swept over me, sharp and unrelenting. Had I let him down? Had I done enough to protect the fragile space we had carved out together in a world that refused to accept us? The last time I had seen him alive, he had stood in this very hotel, his shoulders squared in that resolute way of his, even as uncertainty flickered in his eyes. “I’ll write to you.”
But this photograph, this frozen moment in time, didn’t belong to the Klaus I had known. It was a younger version of him, a stranger to the vulnerability we had shared. It reminded me of the life he might have had before me—a life full of duties, expectations, and the weight of conformity. It also reminded me of what was stolen from him: years we might have had together, the quiet joys of an ordinary love, the ebbs and flows of family, the chance to grow old side by side.
I closed my eyes and took a shuddering breath, the paper slipping slightly in my grip. Klaus’ face was seared into my memory, not just from this photograph but from the hundreds of moments that had passed between us. His laughter, his quiet strength, the way his hand had hesitated before it finally found mine. All of it felt as vivid now as it had been then, and yet it was unreachable, like catching a memory with your bare hands.

[Late Evening - Restaurant]

The restaurant was warm and softly lit, the hum of quiet conversation blending with the soft clinking of silverware. Gina sat at a corner table, her fingers tracing the rim of her glass. Her gaze flitted toward the entrance every few seconds, her expression a mix of expectation and nerves.
I arrived in a flurry of apologies, my jacket slightly askew, my breath uneven. “I’m so sorry, my dear,” I said, offering a sheepish smile as I approached. “The records were more complicated than I anticipated, and I—well, time got away from me.”
Her lips curled into a patient smile, but her eyes searched my face, sensing the unease I hadn’t quite managed to hide. “It’s alright, Angus,” she said gently. “I know I dropped this on you suddenly.”
Sliding into the seat across from her, I smoothed the front of my jacket, more to give my hands something to do than out of necessity. My chest felt tight, the folded notes in my pocket an unbearable weight.
“Thank you for waiting,” I murmured after a pause. “And… Thank you for trusting me with something so important.”
She nodded, her expression softening. “I didn’t know who else to ask,” she said, her fingers still brushing the edge of her glass. “When I contacted the orphanage, I asked if they could tell me about my parents. All they had for me was that box.”
Her voice wavered slightly, though she smiled through it. “There wasn’t much in it, just a few trinkets and old papers. But one thing stood out. It was a receipt from this hotel. On the back, my mother had written ‘follow to father.’” She paused, her eyes meeting mine. “That’s why I’m here. This is the only clue I have.”
I nodded slowly, the words settling heavily in the air between us. I hesitated, glancing down at my hands. I could feel her anticipation pressing on me, but I wasn’t ready.
“That must have been a lot to process,” I said, steering the conversation away from the moment she was clearly waiting for. “What have you been up to since then? How long have you been following this trail?”
Her brow furrowed slightly, but she humoured me. “It’s been years,” she admitted. “I didn’t have much to go on at first, but I’ve pieced things together slowly. My job keeps me busy, though. I’m a research analyst now—maybe that’s why I’ve been so determined to figure this out.” She smiled briefly before leaning forward, her eyes searching mine again. “But I didn’t come here to talk about me. Did you find anything?”
I hesitated, shifting in my seat. “It’s… complicated,” I said, my voice quiet. “There’s a lot to consider, and I don’t want to jump to conclusions without being sure—”
Her frustration broke through, her voice firm but not unkind. “There must be at least one man around my mother’s age on that register.”
I glanced at her, feeling the weight of her words settle in my chest. For a moment, I debated whether I should hold back a little longer. But the truth was unavoidable now, and she deserved to hear it.
“Well,” I said slowly, meeting her gaze. “Actually, there’s two.”

Reflective Essay.
Short fiction is a literary form I’m drawn to because it challenges me to pack a lot of meaning into a small space. Its brevity forces creativity with structure and narrative choices, ensuring every word earns its place. In my stories Much Needed Time and Fragments of Us, I approached short fiction in two distinct ways to explore its emotional depth and versatility. With Much Needed Time, I crafted a raw, fast-paced, first-person narrative, while in Fragments of Us, I used a fragmented structure to mirror the disjointed experience of grief and memory. Writing these pieces gave me an appreciation for how structure, voice, and perspective can make a lasting impact.
When I wrote Much Needed Time, I wanted the first-person perspective to immerse readers in the protagonist’s chaotic mind. I made the voice conversational and unfiltered to create a sense of immediacy, pulling readers right into the action. Since the story is so short, I avoided long explanations and kept the pace relentless, letting the tension build naturally. I chose to end the story abruptly, leaving everything unresolved, to reflect real-life messiness. This lack of closure, I hoped, would leave readers with lingering questions and a stronger emotional connection. The abruptness was a deliberate decision, influenced by the idea that contemporary narratives often leave gaps for readers to engage more personally with the material.
For Fragments of Us, I took a completely different approach. I wanted to explore a non-linear structure, so I wrote it as a series of fragmented moments, like snapshots of memory. Each fragment stands alone but contributes to a larger mosaic of experiences when pieced together. I intentionally made the structure reflect how grief often feels—disjointed, with no clear order. This allowed me to focus on the essence of each moment, capturing feelings and emotions without relying on traditional plotting. By leaving gaps between fragments, I invited readers to interpret the silences and connect the dots, creating a more personal engagement with the story.
The structures of both stories shaped their emotional tones in unique ways. When writing Much Needed Time, the linear, fast-paced narrative gave the story a sense of urgency, as though the protagonist was racing to catch up with their thoughts. The first-person perspective limited the reader to the narrator’s view, adding tension through unreliability. I wanted readers to question whether they could trust the narrator’s version of events, which added layers of complexity. 
In Fragments of Us, the fragmented structure allowed me to explore memory, hopefully, that feels authentic. Writing in short episodes let me hone in on specific moments or emotions, creating snapshots that didn’t need to follow a chronological timeline. I left intentional gaps between these fragments because I wanted the silences to speak as loudly as the text itself. Those gaps felt necessary as they invited the reader to engage with the story by filling in what was left unsaid.
Voice and perspective also played a key role in both stories. For Much Needed Time, I crafted a protagonist with a raw, sarcastic, and sometimes unreliable voice. This unfiltered perspective brought an intimacy to the narrative, immersing readers in the character’s headspace. At the same time, the unreliable narration kept the tension high, as readers had to question the truth behind the narrator’s words.
In contrast, the voice in Fragments of Us was more introspective and restrained. I wanted the narrator to feel reflective, almost like they were speaking to themselves. Writing in this tone allowed me to convey the protagonist’s emotions subtly, often leaving things unsaid. Those moments of silence were just as important to me as the words, offering readers space to empathize and interpret on their own terms.
What I’ve learned from writing these stories is that the emotional impact of short fiction often lies in its brevity. In Much Needed Time, the fast pace and unresolved ending create tension and leave readers unsettled. In Fragments of Us, the fragmented structure concentrates the story’s emotional weight into small, powerful bursts. The brevity of both pieces was challenging, but it pushed me to focus on what was essential.
Reflecting on these works, I see how versatile short fiction can be. It’s not just about being brief—it’s about finding innovative ways to connect with readers and tell stories that resonate. Through Much Needed Time and Fragments of Us, I’ve come to appreciate how structure, voice, and perspective can shape a story’s emotional impact and create meaningful experiences in just a few pages. And it has very quickly become one of my favourites.
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