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   [image: image-placeholder]Seriously!? Not again!! The decimal is in the wrong place! It’s 936.00, not 9360.00. That’s a lawsuit waiting to happen! This is why Erin Melrose works such long hours—to fix mistakes that she shouldn’t have to correct if people around here just did their jobs right!
Just as Erin hears a ding from her computer, an onscreen pop-up message appears: Staff Meeting. Five Minutes. 
Oh, for the love of 2(3+8)! 
She rolls her eyes at all the remaining work, wondering if the overflowing inbox will ever stop! Folders, files, assigned tasks, and calculated assessments call out to Erin, demanding her attention and refusing to let go! They seem forever attached to her life.
She takes some newly printed documents—still warm to the touch—with her as she heads to the main conference room, holding the tiny bundle of papers close to her chest. Erin sits next to the same woman who always wears her hair up in a ponytail and brags about the vegan, organic snacks she brought for everyone. 
Is this woman trying to win a gold star? 
Erin doesn’t even know her name, and she doesn’t care enough to ask.
Other coworkers respond politely, but few dare to eat the cardboard-looking bars. As the group starts piling in for the 11:00 a.m. meeting, the sameness of each individual is all too apparent. Corporate consists of Caucasian executives in their thirties and forties, all high up in the social order—classy dignitaries with polished pedigrees. Everything is tucked in and dry-cleaned only. No hair is out of place, and no wrinkles are seen on clothes or skin. 
Here in the Accounting Department, everyone counts 
(bad pun!).
Daily meetings like these are… all eyes to the front; shut up unless you have something constructive to add; and never, ever be like that one man—Brian Gunway—who is currently acting like his usual self. He raises his hand, inserts himself into a conversation he is not a part of, and shares details no one cares about! This man loves the sound of his own voice!
It’s unfortunate that Brian and Erin have a past—a history she does not want to get into right now! Erin forces herself to remain stoic as Brian explains the origins of his assigned project and the motivations behind his current mathematical trajectories, ending his speech with a joke that only he finds funny. “And everyone knows the QRC file belongs in the G-backup folder. Am I right?” Brian folds his hands, truly believing he is the smartest person in the room.
“As I was saying...” Kacey Bennedict clears her throat. “The company has decided that a few layoffs may be in order. We will keep the Executive branch, but we must find other assets to cut. Oh, and I hate to be the bearer of bad news, but we are only budgeted for a twenty percent bonus this year.”
Groans erupt from the room. Kacey Bennedict, the head of the Accounting Department, never smiles. “We need to review inventory to see where our numbers stand. I need this team to do some research and evaluation. Where can we make cuts and save this company money?”
Of course, Brian raises his hand. “I will perform a full assessment and have the quarterly and annual budget deficiencies over to you by 5:00 p.m. today!”
Erin very badly wants to get on Brian’s nerves. “And I will have updates for you by 4:45 p.m. today!” she shouts.
Brian glares at Erin with a defiant look as she innocently stares straight ahead. When the meeting finally adjourns, Erin is alarmed that she set a deadline for an impossible budgetary project!
“Good luck, Erin,” Brian whispers as he passes in the hallway. “Try finding one hundred and twenty grand in the budget to cut!”
“Oh, I can, and I will!” She shoots him a look of confidence, but on the inside, she silently gulps. Brian is a much better researcher than Erin. Plus, he is five years her senior and has all the connections! He knows this company front ways, back ways, and sideways. Erin just, for once, wanted to shut him up and put him in his place! 
It’s an accrual world. (More Accountant humor.)
Erin wanders past the water cooler, where a group of men compare golf scores. These business associates carry themselves as if they belong in a Collegiate Catalog. Shined shoes, straight ties, a clean-cut look, and a head full of hair (real, but most likely fake). Not a speck of dirt and not an ounce of personality.
“For you, ma’am,” says the worker of the coffee cart as he hands Erin her usual drink order. “Cappuccino. Slight foam. Extra cinnamon.”
Soft jazz music plays from the coffee cart. Instead of giving money, Erin leaves her advice as a tip. “You need to turn off your music. It’s distracting people from their work.”
This building is solely reserved for the corporate elite. A personalized connoisseur mans the coffee cart. There’s an impressive gym upstairs and a large commissary with a gourmet kitchen staff. Daily tour groups take pictures and visit the curated museum and gift shop on the third floor of Garrison Board Games, Inc.
Erin finds it comical—ironic even—that there are families with kids around. Despite its name and reputation, this office is full of critical, loud, and cussing employees, with F-bombs exploding everywhere. Erin regularly hears dark threats at the copier or choice words flung at the unsuspecting printer.
Where else would Erin want to spend twelve hours of her day? Her corner office is spacious, with a view of the city. The air diffuser sprays lemon and lavender aromas. She feels oh-so-important in a place with large windows, high ceilings, a revamped parking garage, and even restroom attendants. Erin Melrose is indeed spoiled here!
[image: image-placeholder]Erin stares at a blank computer screen in her office. She doesn’t even know where to begin. She sighs and leans back in her leather swivel chair. The company logo of the blue and orange GBG hangs on the wall.
Garrison Board Games has been around since the seventies. It’s a household name! Look in your closet right now—you probably own a game or two. This company has been producing board games since before Erin Melrose was a kid. Maybe that’s why Erin originally wanted to work here. She and her father would play board games for hours, making it a Sunday night tradition. Roll the dice and move ahead. Skip a turn. Go back to start. Flip the card and perform its contents. These memories are what she remembers most about her childhood. After attaining her Business Administration degree in Accounting, Erin started a low-level job as a Data-Entry Associate at Garrison Board Games, Inc.
Ten years later, having risen up the corporate ladder, Erin is now a Supervisor for the Budgetary and Financial Department. She works closely with Kacey Bennedict and handles finances, clerical errors, recalls, upgrades, and, yes, more data entry!
There is a knock, and Erin raises her head in that direction. She expects to see her secretary, but instead, Kacey Bennedict stands in front of the door. “I need a word with you.”
Erin immediately sits up at attention. “Of course.”
Her boss sits down and crosses her legs, showing off new designer heels, spiky enough to stab Erin in the chest if swung hard enough. “We have an opening for a Vice President of Risk Analysis, and I want you to apply for it.”
“What happened to Allie What's-her-name?” Erin asks, referring to the one who previously held that title.
“She quit! Didn’t even give a full two weeks!” Kacey curses at Allie’s disloyalty to the company.
“Another one!” Erin exclaims. There is such a high turnover at GBG, which is part of the reason Erin stopped learning people’s names. Why bother? It will just be a vacant desk soon enough.
Erin’s boss delicately folds her hands in her lap. “So far, I am interviewing you, Marcia from I.T., and Brian Gunway.” Just the mention of Brian’s name causes Erin’s shoulders to tense up.
“Brian has been here longer…” Erin’s mouth turns dry announcing this fact.
“Yes. But we are not just looking for seniority. We are looking for performance. Nail this project. Find some discrepancies in our budget. Save this company a substantial amount of money, and you are looking at a promotion.” Kacey Bennedict stands up, balanced and poised, as she sets ablaze a fire deep down inside Erin.
Oh! It’s on!
“I won’t let you down,” Erin stumbles for words as her boss leaves. Not only does Erin desperately want to win this promotion, but a shocked look on Brian’s otherwise smug face would be the icing on this revenge cake!
Her life’s slogan: Be audit you can be! 
But forget the bad Accounting puns…
Seriously! Where to start? 
And how to finish by the unrealistic deadline of 4:45 p.m. today?
Erin will need to eat lunch at her desk, which is nothing new. She emails her secretary, Carolyn, regarding today’s lunch order: saumon fumé with a side of cauliflower gratin no later than 1:15 p.m. Pay a fifteen percent tip, making it… Erin does the math in her head… $34.60.
When Erin types up Carolyn’s email address, a dropdown menu opens. On any other day, Erin would just click on Carolyn’s name and send the email, and a roasted salmon would promptly appear on her desk. But today, call it a lack of options, call it an act of desperation, she notices the dropdown list of names starting with the letter C.
Christina Blanchley. Erin recognizes that name. She works in Security. Erin is incredibly happy with the Security at GBG! Top-notch guards man the front desk. Scan cards, mandatory identification, and other essential requirements are needed to even enter this building—as it should be!
Christopher Smeely. Erin tries to place him. Wait, I know! He works in Events and Promotions.
Crisbenia Pimentel. Erin doesn’t know that name. She clicks on the highlighted section, and instantly, Crisbenia’s company bio and information expand on the computer screen. Erin reads the profile intently. Crisbenia Pimentel works off-site for the Quality Control Department.
What!? Where is that? Erin pulls up a map showing the location: Orange Bell Business Park. She gasps a little too loudly. We have an office in that part of town!?
Erin is so intrigued that she forgets all about her lunch order, even though her stomach is softly rumbling. She needs to investigate further! The boss of the Quality Control Department was Finn Markels, who retired nine months ago, and no one ever replaced him. From the outstretched business hierarchy map, Crisbenia Pimentel has other associates in this mystery office working under the same department. The names are Doug Harley, Michael Simmons, and Samantha Aidan. Erin studies the information on the screen in disbelief. Her heart races with excitement as if she has finally found something!
Erin knows for a fact that Brian Gunway wouldn’t think twice about utilizing this information to his advantage. Quality Control? What kind of department is that? An unnecessary one... if you ask, well, anyone! 
But Erin’s conscience tells her to slow down. She doesn’t want to jeopardize the jobs of innocent people. Erin minimizes her screen. She wouldn’t want to stoop to that level...
Instead of risking people’s livelihoods, Erin should find one hundred and twenty grand in the budget elsewhere. How much does the Pro Gluto Deluxe cost the company—those complimentary meal boxes she currently has stocked in her fridge? Or maybe the coffee cart costs too much? She could run the numbers on the catered lunches.
But as the hours quickly pass, she soon receives a demanding message from the boss lady, who wants to see Erin in her office right now! 
Erin has nothing to show and no good ideas. However, she is starving for food... and for that promotion!
Brian is already sitting in the office when Erin arrives, fingers tapping on the arm of his chair, impatiently waiting to present his findings. Erin slouches down on the swivel chair next to Brian as he opens his laptop, sharing a detailed and colorful slideshow presentation. Kacey Bennedict sits on the other side of the large circular table.
“And then... if we all embrace a downgrade in health insurance while giving up holiday pay, we could save the company money! That’s deducting by seventeen percent... you then divide by fifty-five, which equals $119,212.62.” His graph shows impressive bar charts from his research. “The numbers don’t lie!” Brian slowly closes the laptop for dramatic effect, a drop-the-mic moment in his eyes.
His math does add up... as if anyone would agree to such a plan! “And what are your ideas, Erin?” her boss inquires.
Erin is about to say that she has no good ideas and that she just needs more time. But then Brian coughs loudly and looks at his watch as if timing Erin on her failed attempt. 
Erin reacts but first shatters her moral compass. “There is a department that could be eliminated.”
[image: A pair of blue high heels next to a purse  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]Erin is out to dinner on a Wednesday evening with her boss, who orders braised duck and grabs the base of her wine glass with intention. “You need to go to that Quality Control Department!”
“You mean, like… spy on them?” Erin picks at her macaroni au gratin with a fork.
This French eatery is as prestigious and posh as her boss. The waiters don’t engage in small talk but rather make their presence known by cleaning the table every few moments with a crumb brush. This is a place where it’s common for a grilled fish head to be served—a decapitation that Kacey Bennedict clearly desires for the Quality Control Department.
“Just be a presence in that area. Get to know the team. Bring back vital information. We need intel if we are going to shut this place down by next quarter! It sounds like this department is without a boss, direction, or support. I just cannot believe there is still a team over there after all this time!” Kacey Bennedict drinks the rest of her Alsace Pinot Gris, the perfect pairing wine, she was told, with her meal selection.
“I will inform the Quality Control Department of my arrival but leave it vague as to my reason for being there.” Erin Melrose agrees.
You know how the joke goes: What did the Accountant do when her caps lock got stuck? She capitalized on everything!
Kacey Bennedict whispers, not so subtly, at her observance of a family sitting a few tables down. “Who brings a baby to a three-star Michelin restaurant? Honestly?! And wearing no shoes? I
	Occupation: Quality Control
	Been at his current position for eight years

	Occupation: Freelance Quality Control

	Occupation: Freelance Quality Control
	Recently graduated from college

	Been with the company for five years
	Part-time. Works Monday–Wednesday only
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