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	Chapter One

	 

	 

	‘Welcome to Sunnyside Community Village. A village built for you by the Global Tobacco Corporation. Located on the border of Surrey and Kent, Sunnyside is a countryside town with its own train links that go right into the centre of London. And that’s not all Global Tobacco Corporation has to offer. With competitive salaries, a generous bonus package, and extended holidays, you will wonder why you did not join sooner.’

	Ian Carter reached for the remote and turned off the DVD player. He had been working in the tobacco industry for ten years now and had climbed his way up to a middle management job. Ian knew that he should be happy; most people would jump at the chance to be on sixty thousand pounds a year. Ian’s job also provided him with a company car, forty days holiday a year, and performance bonuses to boot. Ian knew he should be grateful for what he had but he wanted more. He had tried three times for promotion and had got knocked back three times. He would not have minded but for the fact that none of the candidates in the room had been chosen. Instead, somebody was flown in from somewhere and given the position. How was anybody supposed to advance in life when everything was so underhanded? When the world of work was based on who you know not what you know. He had complained to HR about this, and they had brushed him off, saying that there was nothing that they could do. Blah blah blah. 

	That night he had returned home; he had found the envelope addressed to him lying on the floor. Inside was the DVD and nothing else. Ian had briefly wondered how another company had managed to find out where he lived but then these days personal information was not that personal anymore. How many times had people gone online to access a website only to have another screen pop up, asking for a form containing your personal details and email address to be filled in. The other good excuse was accepting cookies so that the website you were looking at could run effectively. 

	He imagined that Global Tobacco had had a scout staking the place out. A bit like a football scout watching the other team to see what tactics they used and if there were any talented players worth poaching. Then another thought occurred to him that Global Tobacco may have gotten his details from all the worldwide tobacco fairs he had attended over the years. Ian found the fairs dull and usually got some subordinate to stand out front and do all the talking whilst he and the other middle management types tried to find the free bar. There was always a free bar at those events and free cigarettes. Well, you could not hold a tobacco fair without giving people free smokes. 

	Ian looked at the screen. The DVD had finished, and the main menu now appeared on the screen with the Global Tobacco logo, which to Ian was unimaginative. A cartoon picture of the earth with a big smiley face smoking a cigarette. He looked at his watch. It was nine o’clock at night. Lucy, his wife of two years, was working late again at the law firm. He let out a sigh and went to the fridge and pulled out a bottle of beer. He then rummaged around in the drawer, trying to find a bottle opener. He placed the bottle of beer down on the counter and started using both of his hands to search the drawer. Why was it that when you needed a certain item it was nowhere to be found, yet when you didn’t need it, it was always staring you in the face? Ian looked up and saw that the bottle opener was on the draining board. He shut the drawer, opened the bottle of beer, and walked back into the living room. He fell on the couch, let out a sigh and started to drink his beer, whilst he reflected on the week so far. 

	God, it was only Wednesday. The week was dragging! He had sat in meetings directed at increasing global sales after various government bans on advertising cigarettes had hit the company hard. He could not argue with the government’s decision in their attempt to make the public healthy, he just thought that if there were rules, they should be applied across the board. He did not see the government restricting the sales of alcohol for example to the same extent as tobacco. Drinks companies were not required by law to put health warning signs on their cans and bottles and hide their company logos. No drinks company would dream of putting a picture of a person with cirrhosis of the liver on their product or somebody unconscious, lying face down in a pool of their own vomit from drinking too much. But tobacco firms had to come up with more and more grotesque images to try and dissuade people from buying their products. It simply went against the whole idea of business advertising. 

	‘Hey, want to have cancer like this person? Well, smoke away and you just might.’ It was hypocritical that the government was trying to make people healthier by restricting tobacco sales, yet at the same time, collecting huge sums in taxes levied against the tobacco companies. Much of the revenue went to fund the hospitals that treated the people who had become ill from years of smoking. So, in some way they were doing their bit for the community. They knew their products were not good for people’s health, but they also paid into the system to get these people the free treatment that they were entitled to.  

	Ian got his phone out and started to research Global Tobacco. Maybe it was time for a change, a time to move on and see what else was out there. He had been feeling like he was in a rut lately. He walked into the hall and picked up the notepad and pen that was by the house phone. Ian never understood in this day and age of mobile phones why they needed a home telephone, but it was there none the less. He sat back down on the sofa and typed in the search engine ‘Global Tobacco’. 

	*

	Ian woke the next morning and saw that Lucy was already getting changed for work.

	‘When did you get home?’ said Ian rubbing his eyes.

	‘Little after one in the morning,’ said Lucy.

	Ian looked at the clock on the bedside table: it was 6.30.  

	‘You mean you spent all day at the office and came home to have a few hours’ sleep and now you are expected to go back in?’

	He did not want to start an argument with his wife. He loved her dearly, but the hours that she put in at the legal firm were ridiculous. She practically lived there these days and even at the weekends she was busy on her laptop or phone going over work stuff.

	‘Yeah, we have a pretty heavy workload on at the moment and if I want to impress my bosses and get a promotion, I am going to have to put in the hours, honey,’ said Lucy as she buttoned up her white shirt and wiggled her feet into her black shoes.

	She walked over to Ian and kissed him to stop him speaking anymore, and then she left for work saying bye as she went out the door. It had just turned 6.35 and he wasn’t due into work until 9am, so he had plenty of time to himself before he needed to get ready to leave. He stared at the ceiling. He had wanted to talk to Lucy about the DVD from Global Tobacco and ask her if she thought it was a good idea if he should enquire about a position there. He knew that if he got a job working at Global Tobacco, he might have to move house and go and live in Sunnyside. It seemed that most Global Tobacco employees were living there. He could hold onto the house he was in now and rent it out. Then, if he found he was not suited for the job, well, he could kick the tenants out and move back in and look for another job. Lucy could continue working in her job and if he got a pay boost then she might be inclined to cut back on the hours that she was doing. Maybe he could even come home in the evening, and they could have dinner together and then curl up on the sofa and watch television. Something that they had not done in months. It wasn’t like they did not spend time together, but those moments seemed to be getting far less as work commitments took over. He looked at his phone and saw that he had an email. He sat up in bed and read it: 

	 

	 

	Good morning, Mr Carter,

	I hope that I find you well this morning. Did you happen to receive the DVD we sent to you? I remember seeing you at the annual tobacco fair that was held in Sheffield. I was impressed by the way you managed to handle those questions by the reporters who pounced on you unexpectedly. You kept a cool head and that is the kind of person we want at Global Tobacco. I hope you will find time in your busy schedule to reply to this email as my employer is very interested to meet you and would like to arrange a time and place that suits you.

	Kindest regards 

	Julia Hunter

	Head of Human Resources

	 

	Jesus, these people don’t waste time, do they? Ian thought to himself. He put his phone away and got ready to go to work. He would consider Julia Hunter’s proposal on the way. Besides, there was no point in rushing the decision. He had had less than twenty-four hours since watching the DVD. Something about the aggressiveness of being headhunted for this job did not sit well and he wondered why, out of all the people that could be hired at Global Tobacco, they wanted him so badly. On the other hand, if they did want to recruit him and were desperate to have him working for them then that meant that there would be room to negotiate his salary. He left the house and made his way to the train station.

	Ian got into central London and headed up to the office that overlooked the River Thames. He was about to go into his office when Mike called him from down the corridor. 

	‘Ian, Ian, hold up! We have a meeting in conference room four in ten minutes.’ 

	Ian sighed, turned around and smiled at Mike and then followed him to conference room four.

	‘I have not even sat behind my desk before I am in another meeting. What is the matter with Andy now?’ said Ian. 

	Andy Goodwin had been the person that the company had flown in at the last minute during the last round of job interviews and was the reason why Ian was still in his old job. Ian thought Andy was a decent bloke, however, he seemed to have travelled around high-end companies, always getting the top jobs and then moving on after squeezing the company for as much money as he could. Ian knew that he did not care about the work; hell, he delegated most of his work and then spent the afternoon playing golf on the computer or going out for expensive lunches with prospective clients and government ministers. 

	‘No idea. I think he has a new product that he wants us to get onboard with. Apparently, it is going to be a “game changer” for the industry,’ said Mike, holding his hands up to signal quotation marks and then rolling his eyes.

	‘A bit like the time when he thought it would be a good idea to drop more than a thousand advertising leaflets from a hot air balloon. The company got slapped a fifty-thousand pound fine and told to clean it up,’ said Ian.

	‘Yeah, but sales went up three per cent after the incident. The only bad publicity is no publicity. That is Andy’s motto,’ said Mike.

	Ian could not argue with that. The idea had sounded crazy; in fact, it was crazy but the truth was that it did help bolster sales. They reached conference room four and Mike held the door open for him. Ian said thanks and walked in. Inside was a long glass table and several access points for plugging laptops, tablets, and phones. There were four big television screens bolted to the wall showing various business news channels from across the world. Ian knew that, when it was needed, these screens could link up to live feeds so that people could be present at the meeting without having to attend in person. In fact, he had wondered why he could not work from home sometimes and do everything via video link. 

	Ian let the thought go and sat down next to Tina, another high-flyer who had tried out for promotion but had been knocked back. Tina smiled at Ian and then looked at her laptop screen and carried on reading. Spare laptops were positioned on small shelves under the table. Ian reached under the table and proceeded to connect the laptop to the power source and then turned it on. The screen showed the company logo flashing up with the words ‘welcome’ written underneath. 

	He checked his emails and saw that today’s briefing document had been sent to him. He opened the document and was pleasantly surprised that it only ran on for a hundred pages and that was only because half the document was made of graphs, tables of figures, and pie charts. Ian was glad when these types of documents got sent to them electronically. He always thought it was a huge waste of paper printing off a document that most people were going to file in the bin or shredder when they left the room. He was about to turn to Mike and ask for his opinion on Global Tobacco when Andy Goodwin entered the room and cut him short. 

	‘Morning, team,’ said Andy as he sat down on the chair at the head of the table. 

	Ian had to admire Andy’s style if nothing else. The man always came in clean shaven with a tailored suit, crisply ironed shirt, mirror-polished shoes and with his red hair slicked back. He remembered one of Andy’s rules when Andy had only been a week in the job: everybody had to turn up to work looking presentable. Suit, clean shirt, clean shaven for the men and shoes polished. Anybody not following the rules was to be sent home and not to come back until they had changed. He had given them all a little ‘talking’ to about what he expected. He had said that he knew that big technology firms now had a laidback attitude with their staff’s dress code. That staff could come in wearing ripped jeans and tee shirts providing they worked their allotted hours. But the tobacco industry was different. People would continue to turn up to work in a respectable state and would work nine till five, unless otherwise directed by a more senior figure. 

	Ian remembered when Mike had turned up to work and had forgotten to shave. Andy had caught sight of him and had sent him home to clean up. Ian had wondered what Andy’s background had been. He had been told that Andy had a business background, but he could not help wondering if he had been in the military before his moving into the private sector because of his attitude to strict discipline. Ian knew that after the meeting Andy would probably go out for the day, wining and dining some high-powered clients. He had said once to Ian that it was a tough job trying to convince investors to give them their money, or to get government ministers to approve this or that, but he was willing to make the sacrifice. Ian suspected that the expensive lunches and drinks probably helped alleviate the hardship that went with trying to conduct business deals, whilst the rest of the team sat in the office hacking away at facts and figures. 

	‘Okay, folks, there are a couple of points that I have to go through and then I will let you get on with the rest of your day,’ said Andy.

	Everybody in the room was silent as all eyes turned to focus on Andy.

	‘Right, a couple of good ideas have been run past me in recent weeks. Tanya’s idea especially I believe has some merit. Tanya, do you want to tell everybody what you have come up with?’ said Andy. 

	‘Thank you, Andy. Well, I believe we all know about the candy cigarette stunt that the tobacco industry pulled back in the 1930s. Since then, there has been almost a worldwide ban on selling sweets that look like cigarettes. But the big thing now is vaping. Vaping was designed to help people quit smoking but has since become a fashion statement and we have seen people who have never smoked in their lives turn to vaping because their friends are doing it. Now this may be a bit underhanded but what is to stop us creating a vape that blows smoke rings? I got the idea when I watched a group of kids playing with a bubble machine and they loved trying to jump up and pop the bubbles floating in the air. If we add some dye then we could have smoke of different colours, and with our company logo printed on the box it would be good advertisement,’ said Tanya.

	Ian could not believe what he was hearing. He was one of the few people in the room who did not smoke, and he was now listening to Tanya describing ways to get kids interested in their brand of cigarettes. As a kid he remembered when his mum used to buy him those small white candy sticks. He would sit outside with his mum whilst she was having a smoke and pretend that he was a grownup and smoke as well. Most governments around the world had cottoned on to this questionable form of advertising and had placed a ban on such products. So, he was confused as to how Tanya was going to get away with her idea. He did not have to wait to long for the answer.

	‘But surely your idea will get banned by rules set in place for this type of thing and we could even face a massive fine if we just went ahead with it anyway. So how do you propose getting around this, Tanya?’ said Andy as he leaned forward and interlocked his fingers and rested his chin on them.

	‘Well, vaping is a way to stop smoking not promote it. So, what we are doing is for the common good, a sort of anti-smoking campaign. It is not my fault that if in the future those children that play with the vapes end up subconsciously buying our cigarettes because it reminds them of when they were a small child. There are no harmful chemicals in them. I did try and suggest adding a small hint of nicotine, but that idea got shot down,’ said Tanya. 

	‘Excellent. Well done, Tanya, that is just sort of out of the box thinking that we need around here. And who knows, when these kids turn sixteen, they will be begging for older kids to buy them our brand of cigarettes because it has that feeling of nostalgia of being a kid again and playing with their friends. Then when they turn eighteen, they will be so hooked on our brand of cigarettes that they will buy them for life because, as we all know, it is much easier to start smoking than it is to give it up,’ said Andy as a small wave of laughter went around the table. 

	Throughout all this, Ian sat and listened to these absurd ideas. He knew that he could come up with better ideas but why bother? Andy would take the credit and get a nice little bonus, and he would get a handshake if he was lucky. His mind was now made up, and he decided that, after the daily meeting had concluded, he was going to excuse himself for the day and try and apply to work at Global Tobacco. 

	 


 

	Chapter Two

	 

	 

	The meeting had ended, and Ian was sitting in his small office. He had spent an hour researching Global Tobacco from various online reviews, businesses pages, and Global Tobacco’s home page. Global Tobacco was a new start-up company that wanted to sell high quality cigarettes whilst investing in global operations. Ian saw some of the work that they had been doing: donations had been made to various charities and in Third World countries, schools, homes and other infrastructure had been built. Global Tobacco wanted to present an image of itself as a business that conducted fair trade with Third World countries and invested in their future. He was impressed with what he was reading though he knew that such bold statements had to be taken with a pinch of salt. However, it was better than listening to his work colleagues now going on about getting children interested in vaping. 

	Ian found the email on his phone and started typing his reply to Julia Hunter. He said that he was interested in seeing the company headquarters and wanted to know more about what the job offer entailed. He paused. This was a big step. A big decision that could change his and Lucy’s lives. Yet he had not even mentioned the DVD from Global Tobacco to Lucy and now he was in the process of setting up a meeting with them. Ian was staring at the screen on his phone when another email popped up on his computer. Ian read that the children’s vaping toys were in the final stages of being sold to the general public and that the whole team was invited to go out after work for celebratory drinks, all paid for by the company credit card. Ian looked at the email. His decision had just been made for him. He carried on typing the email to Julia, asking if he could attend Global Tobacco the following morning. He clicked send and was shocked when, after only a few minutes, he received a reply from Julia confirming his appointment for the next day.  

	Ian told himself that he was just going to look and that he was not changing jobs. He came up with a plan. He would go out with Andy and the rest of the team that evening and then pretend that he was coming down with something. He would then be excused going into work the next morning. Andy would want to keep it from his bosses that he had let his team go out for drinks when he knew they had to go to work the next day. That would definitely be a black mark on his spotlessly clean record. 

	 

	The alarm at the side of his bed went off and Ian groped around before finally managing to hit the snooze button. It had turned 6.30, and he groaned when he saw the time flashing on the clock. He knew that he was not hung-over, though he had pretended to be last night. He had left the bar at around one in the morning and so had little sleep. He reached over, picked up his phone and proceeded to carefully send an email to Human Resources stating that he did not feel well enough to attend work as he had the flu. That done, he got up and went into the shower. 

	Lucy had been asleep when he had come in and then had risen early and left for work. He stood under the shower, letting the hot water burn his skin, trying to shock himself to wake up. He knew that he should have had a cold shower to do this, but he hated cold showers. He got changed and made a cup of coffee in a travel mug. He grabbed a bagel from inside the breadbin which he wrapped up in foil, to have on the train journey on his way to Global Tobacco headquarters. 

	Ian left the house and stood outside for a few moments looking up at the sky. The weather forecast had predicted a sunny afternoon but right now clouds were gathering overhead and there was a slight wind. He buttoned his coat up and turned the collar up to try to shield himself and proceeded to walk to the station. 

	He arrived at the station, bought his ticket and stood on the platform. He looked at the overhead screen and noted that his train would arrive in six minutes. As he waited on the platform for the train to arrive, he tried to plan what he was going to say when he arrived at Global Tobacco. From the emails that he had received he was confident that he could get a job working for the company, but he was still unsure if this was the move that he wanted to make at this moment in his life. Besides, even though the email sounded positive, he could arrive and be told that the people in charge of Global Tobacco had changed their minds and there was no position for him after all. 

	The train pulled into the station, and he got onboard and took a seat by the window. He was busy watching the passengers boarding the train when his heart suddenly skipped a beat. Evan Tailor had just got on to the train and was looking around for a spare place to sit. Ian shifted his body down the seat and turned his face praying that Evan was not going to see him. Ian and Evan worked in the same building but did completely different jobs. If Evan spotted Ian, then he was bound to wonder why he was not going to work and if he later asked Andy why he was not at work then the gig would be up, and he would be asked some very tough questions as to why he had pulled a sicky. Ian would probably have to abandon the plan of visiting Global Tobacco and follow Evan into work and just tell Andy that he felt a lot better. 

	Evan was walking down the aisle and getting closer and closer to where Ian was sitting. Any minute now, Ian thought, Evan is going to see me. Just then Evan found a seat and sat down with his back facing Ian. Ian let out a sigh of relief; he knew that he had been lucky. He got slowly out of his chair making sure that he kept an eye on Evan and walked further down the train and went and found a seat three carriages down. As the train pulled off, Ian sat back but made sure that he kept his attention focused on the door in front of him and silently prayed that Evan would stay in his seat and not think about stretching his legs by taking a walk through the carriages. The train pulled into Paddington and Ian waited until only a few passengers remained until he decided that it was safe enough for him to move out of his seat. 

	Ian got off the train and looked up and down the platform, but he could not see Evan anywhere. Ian hoped that Evan had caught the underground and was long gone but he still kept a lookout whilst he walked outside. He decided to catch the bus that would take him to Marylebone, where Global Tobacco’s headquarters was based.

	Ian finally reached his stop and got off. He hated catching the bus as it was continuously stopping and starting as people got on and off, coupled with sitting in heavy traffic the whole journey just seemed to take forever. He looked at the map on his phone and soon found the place that he was looking for, which was a tall glass skyscraper and in gold letters the words ‘Global Tobacco’ were written so that they were visible for miles across the city. Ian entered through the glass door and was immediately stopped by two security guards dressed in black uniforms.

	‘Sorry, sir, no unauthorised entrance into the building,’ said one of the guards who was twice as wide as Ian was and looked like he could probably lift him off the ground with one hand.

	‘I was asked to come here by Julia Hunter,’ said Ian, who got out his phone and showed the guard the email.

	‘Very well, if you would like to take a seat over there and we will contact Mrs Hunter and tell her that you are here,’ said the guard. 

	Ian walked over to the leather seats pushed against the wall opposite the reception desk and took a seat and waited. He saw the guards walk around the reception desk. The guard who had spoken to him picked up a phone and started to speak rapidly into the mouthpiece whilst the other guard stared coldly at him. The security guard finished his phone call and put the phone down on the desk. The two guards did not move from behind the reception desk and continued to stare at him, which started to make him feel uncomfortable, but he told himself that he had been invited here and had done nothing wrong. It had just turned 9 o’clock and he knew that he had arrived way too early for the meeting with Julia Hunter, but Ian liked to plan ahead. 

	He had been caught out before with trains being cancelled or meeting venues changed at the last minute and knew that it was always better to arrive early and give himself enough time in case the plan changed unexpectedly. He glanced around the room and took note of the smoothed marble tiles that covered the walls and floor of the building. Behind the reception desk, the company’s logo was projected on a television screen: the cartoon planet Earth smoking a cigarette with a big grin on its face. A woman with long black hair and dressed in a smart suit approached the reception desk and spoke a few words with the security guard who had been using the phone moments before. The guard pointed to Ian and the woman approached him and extended her arm out.

	‘Hi, you must be Mr Carter. So nice to meet you in person. I am Julia Hunter.’ 

	Ian got up from his seat and shook Julia by the hand. He noticed that her nails were painted red, and her skin was smooth and soft.

	‘Yes, pleased to meet you, too, Miss Hunter.’ 

	‘Please take this visitor pass and follow me this way.’ 

	Julia handed a small pass to Ian who clipped it onto his suit, and he followed her as she led the way past the security gate and to the lifts. They entered the lift, and Julia pressed the button for the fourth floor. Ian could feel sweat running down the side of his body and realised that he was nervous. But this was only to be expected and he knew everybody went through the same moments when they were faced with stress or an unknown situation. The lift stopped at the fourth floor and Julia turned her head and smiled at Ian. To his surprise he noticed that he was smiling back at her.

	‘I will take you to see Mr Yuri Novikova. He is the CEO of Global Tobacco,’ she said. 

	Ian had read a little online about Yuri Novikova. His family had been big in the oil and gas industry in Russia until political pressure from the Russian government made it necessary for Yuri’s family to relocate. Yuri had been bright and had attended some of the best schools and universities in the world and seemed to have a natural flair for business. When he was only twenty-four, realising that he could not follow in his family’s footsteps and join the gas and oil industry, he turned instead to selling tobacco. At first, he had worked in the offices of United Tobacco in America, but he quickly gained enough experience to leave and create a rival company. There were rumours, mainly amongst Yuri’s rivals, that he was being funded by the Russian government to compete against United Tobacco in some bizarre Cold War plot. Yuri always denied this, but the rumours still persisted. Now in his early fifties, Yuri had operations all over the globe that covered Europe, Africa, America, and South American countries. 

	Julia walked along a small corridor and approached a woman sitting at a desk and working on her laptop.

	‘Is Mr Novikova available to see Mr Carter?’ 

	The woman smiled and said, ‘One moment.’ She pressed the intercom unit on her desk and waited.

	‘Yes, Hannah?’

	‘I have Miss Hunter here with a Mr Carter if you are free to see them?’

	‘Of course, send them straight in.’ 

	Hannah smiled at Julia and said, ‘Go right through please.’

	As they entered the office, Ian looked briefly around and noted that it was fitted out pretty much the same as any other office. There were the usual desk and bookcases, photos of Yuri with his family and various politicians and business leaders spaced out all over the walls. At the side was a small drinks cabinet with a tray and a few glasses on top. 

	‘Ah, Mr Carter. Please come and take a seat,’ said Yuri. Yuri walked over and shook hands with Ian and then led him to a sofa that was off to the side. Ian thought it was a bit informal to have a discussion on the sofa instead of sitting at his desk, but he again kept his opinions to himself and supposed that the Russians did business a little bit different to people in mainland Britain. He sat down on the sofa and Yuri took a seat next to him. ‘Now before we begin, I want to put you at ease, I am not here to ask you questions and to go through the procedure of interviewing you. I have seen your file, and I know all I need to. You have an impressive track record and can be calm in an emergency, yet you are still in a middle-management job, now why is that?’

	Ian shifted uncomfortably on the sofa. He had not expected to be asked such a personal question straight off. He had only really turned up to find out what else was out there and what Global Tobacco was offering. Ian knew that big companies had a way of getting personal information on people who they were interested in. It was just a case of knowing the right person to bribe. He knew that Yuri had shown an interest in his work otherwise he would not have received the DVD, but sitting on the sofa with Yuri, he felt exposed.

	‘I guess there were better candidates for the job,’ said Ian, knowing that the answer sounded weak, but he could not think of anything else to say in its place.

	‘Now be honest. You applied for the job numerous times but each time somebody slid in at the last minute who was not even part of the initial application stage, am I right?’

	‘Yes,’ said Ian and gave Yuri a sheepish grin.

	Yuri looked at Ian and then let out a hearty laugh and slapped him on the knee several times before getting control of himself and continuing the conversation.

	‘Good. Now you are being honest. I need somebody who has got experience in the tobacco industry to take on a management role to oversee our Research and Development department and to also do other such managerial tasks as and when directed. You seem like just the man I have been looking for, and I want to offer you a job right here and now. If you say yes, then I will wait until you have resigned from your job and moved into your new house. You saw the DVD we sent you? Good, and then you will begin your introduction into the company. Are there any questions that you have for me, Mr Carter?’  

	Ian thought for a moment. He had been thrown off guard a little bit by the informal surroundings that this job interview was taking place in. He had not been asked any real interview questions outlining his strengths and weaknesses and why he thought he would be good for the company. Instead, Global Tobacco had seemed to have done all the research that they needed, and he was being offered a job there and then. The pace of things was starting to make his head spin. He still had not told his wife that he was even thinking about quitting his current job. Hell, he wondered if he had even really thought it through. The time between getting the DVD through his letter box and sitting talking to Yuri had been short. What if he did not like it at Global Tobacco or after a month or two Yuri decided that he had a change of heart and dismissed him? Then what was he going to do? Ian’s mind went back to the meeting where Tanya had been trying to persuade the rest of them that it was a good idea to create smoking toys for children. That one thought was the final push that Ian had been looking for.

	‘Mr Novikova, I accept the job and look forward to working with you.’

	‘Excellent! We already have your details. I will draw up a contract by the end of the day and email it to you to consider. Once you are satisfied with the details of your contract, we can then begin your career at Global Tobacco. Let me take this opportunity to welcome you to the team.’ He shook Ian warmly by the hand.

	They both got off the sofa and Yuri escorted Ian out of the building, shaking him by the hand once more at reception before leaving him to walk outside. Ian stood in the street in a daze. He had not thought himself of being capable of one day deciding that he wanted to leave his old place of work and then just walk into a brand-new job. He knew that many people disliked their jobs but stuck them out because there were few alternatives out there. He got out his phone and called Lucy to tell her the news.

	Across the road, sitting on a piece of old cardboard, was a man in a tattered dark green coat. He wore an old, blue, woolly hat and his black trousers were torn at the knees from age. He had come a long way to the UK and though he did not know much about the country, apart from the queen and the big red London buses, he did know about the company Global Tobacco. A passer-by threw some small change into an old paper cup that he had been using to drink his coffee from. The man did not acknowledge the money or even say thank you. He did not care for such things. He had grown up poor, and he was more than likely going to die poor. His hands were stained yellow, which stood out on his black skin. He reached into his pocket, drew out a cigarette and, after fumbling for a couple of minutes, he found the box of matches in his coat pocket. He lit the cigarette and continued his surveillance of the Global Tobacco building.

	*

	‘Lucy, it was not like I could turn the offer down. This is a chance of a lifetime for me, and I felt that I had to strike whilst the iron was hot or they would find somebody else,’ said Ian.

	Lucy had stormed into their bedroom and slammed the door in his face, making the whole house shake. 

	‘I don’t care! You should have talked to me before you went there today. You could have texted me on the train into work,’ shouted Lucy.

	‘But Global Tobacco could be my chance to move up in the world. I don’t need to tell you the countless times I have been passed over for promotion despite my years of dedication working in that place.’ 

	The house was silent for a moment, and Ian was about to go downstairs and wait until Lucy had cooled down when the door opened and Lucy stood there looking at him. Ian could see that she was still annoyed with him, but she had calmed down a little after the initial outburst.

	‘You should have told me sooner,’ said Lucy, crossing her arms over her chest. 

	‘I know but I really only went there to scope the place out. I did not expect Mr Novikova to corner me like he did. Anyway, I have to resign from my old job first and so, if you don’t want me to take it, I will email Global Tobacco back and say thanks but no thanks. I have

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
cover.jpeg
JONATHAN BAILEY





images/image.png
/A "»{ New Generation Publishing





