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Zana pulled away from her supervisor, Jerry. The call from the client came through with the man yelling at her over the phone. He yelled so loud everyone near her could hear. Fielding and Associates had several online retail businesses offering services and products for those who were in small businesses. The company drop-shipped products, sold products at wholesale, and offered accounting and marketing services to the small businesses. Zana’s position was acting as a customer service representative. She had to field the calls and try to resolve the issues. If the issues weren’t resolvable by her on the phone, she was to ship the caller to the appropriate person within the company. But Fielding had strict guidelines where the CS reps were to try hard at resolving customer service issues without bothering the other employees in the company.

Zana had been trying to appease Mr. Bruxom for days. He was a big client, buying into many of the services and product lines Fielding offered. He had ordered the wrong line of product and hadn’t carried through the correct channels in changing the order. As the customer service rep, Zana’s job was to smooth over his mistake and talk him into keeping the pallet of product he’d ordered. It hadn’t worked well, as Mr. Bruxom, though the issue was his fault, turned the tables on Zana. He claimed she didn’t listen when he ordered her to change it. He wanted Fielding to pick up the pallet and replace it with the one he intended to order. Zana tried to explain that he had made the error and as such it was his responsibility to send the product back on his dime. She then tried to talk him into incorporating the product as a part of his line as she suggested ways of introducing the new line.

Mr. Bruxom wasn’t responsive and when she said she’d talk with her supervisor about it, he gave her an hour. Her supervisor wasn’t happy with the way she had suggested the man keep the product. Now Mr. Bruxom called back and by-passed customer service and filed a complaint about her. The accusations were scathing that she wasn’t bending at all in helping him. Mr. Bruxom even suggested the company fire her for ineptness. 

“Zana, what makes you think you can make such suggestions to the client? You are to take care of minor customer service issues. This issue was a doozy and should have been handled differently,” Jerry said. 

“I’m not sure what you require of me. You tell me to smooth it over to keep from having to bring in more people into the conversations. And yet when I offered valid solutions, I get yelled at. Mr. Bruxom made the error and I’m to blame?” Zana’s face flushed with the heat rising.

“It’s your fault for not shipping him to the right person when he made such a big mistake. You know the adage where the customer is always right?” Jerry stared at her.

Zana fought to keep the tears at bay. Her nerves were frazzled. Mr. Buxom was just one of many who had complaints. It was the nature of her position. Customer service received the brunt of complainers. She didn’t have it in her to put on a friendly tone and try to make things nice and sweet for the always right customers. Five o’clock couldn’t come quick enough. The minute the clock chimed she turned off her computer and marched to the time card machine. She couldn’t wait to shake the dust of the workplace off her feet, at least for the weekend.

Being single meant another weekend of loneliness. Her best friend recently got married and was away on an extended honeymoon. Her friends all had plans or had moved away and were living their own lives. Zana didn’t make too many friends at work. The place was too uptight. 

She slipped into the shower and washed away the cares of the day. After the shower, she popped a pot pie in the microwave and opened her fridge. A single can of beer sat in the mostly empty shelf. “Damn, I need to make a run to the liquor store. Can’t spend the weekend alone without a good supply of alcohol,” Zana said as she grabbed the last beer.

Zana cursed when she burned her mouth on the bubbling pot pie. Damn chicken gravy was too hot. She almost enjoyed it, like a perfect end to the shitty day and week she’d had. She shoved the empty pie pan away and downed the beer. After belching loudly, she chuckled and cleaned the kitchen.

For whatever reason, Zana put on the blue dress, the kind you wear when going to the club. The high heeled boots and matching belt made her feel a little better about herself. At least she was hot even if no one would enjoy her company tonight. She’d be something pleasant to look at for those passing her on the sidewalk. Her long blonde hair shone after she brushed the waves over her shoulders. She was a pretty girl, with big blue eyes and a nice body. Everyone had told her so, except she was between boyfriends. At least that’s what she told everyone. Really no one caught her interest long enough to hold her attention. She wanted something different, something she couldn’t quite put her finger on just yet.

The air had cooled considerably when she stepped out her door. Street lamps illuminated the road and sidewalks. Zana padded along at a good clip, the nearest liquor store was eight blocks up the road. Happy Tymes Bar loomed ahead on the right. The beat of the music from within thumped loudly when she strode by the bar. She grinned as a couple walked inside, fresh faced and ready for a night on the town. She frequented the bar every so often. The patrons were mostly nice and friendly. She continued toward Slurping Spirits and paused. Pivoting, she made her way back to the bar.

Happy Tymes rocked with a beat that had a third of the patrons hopping on the small dance floor. Zana liked that it was so loud she didn’t have to think about her day. She pulled out a bar stool and smiled as she watched those dancing across the floor, having a good time.

“Buy you a drink?” the man said as he pulled out the seat beside Zana. At first, she didn’t think he was talking to her, but he beamed his piercing blue eyes at her. She turned and regarded the man. He wore a nice button-up shirt in navy blue. He looked out of place in the khaki trousers because most men in the bar wore faded jeans. But then Zana was a little over dressed for the atmosphere as well.

“Well, sure. Why not? That’s why I’m here,” Zana said as she turned her full attention to the man.

“What’s your pleasure?” the man asked. His brown hair neatly framed his clean-shaven face, except for the goatee that jutted from his chin.

“Dry martini,” Zana said and offered the man a smile.

“Oh, nice choice. Make that two dry martinis,” the man said to the bartender. “I’m Louie, by the way.”

“Zana,” Zana said as she
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