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CHAPTER ONE

 Sally saved her document and made
sure she had every page printed before putting it together in the
presentation folder. If her boss went ahead and implemented what
she proposed, the company could treble their business. Being the
head of the marketing department, it was her job to present the
management team with fresh ideas.

The team that
worked for her earned salaries that were below average in
comparison with other companies. Sally was able to afford her
house, a small car, and live comfortably on what she earned. She
was wise with her money and saved where she could. Her bank account
looked rather healthy with the extra jobs she took on after hours.
She had a talent for marketing and her promotions were always a
roaring success.

Her team looked
at her as she stood up and took the proposal in to her hands. She
walked out of the office and went to the meeting room. Sally was
surprised that the entire management team were sitting in the
boardroom. She walked in and sat down next to one of the
managers.

The owner of
the business stood up and cleared his throat. “Thank you for
joining us, Miss Watson. The management team and I have decided to
merge the sales and marketing departments. Unfortunately, we will
be restructuring both departments.” She looked across at the sales
manager who seemed to have rather a smug smile. It immediately
dawned on her that she wasn’t there to discuss the proposal, but
something more sinister.

“Your members
of staff will be shifted in to the sales department. Your role as
the marketing manager will no longer be relevant.” Sally took the
presentation folder and slipped it off of the table and placed it
on her lap. She looked at him and waited. The boardroom was eerily
silent.

They turned and
looked at Sally. “If the management team have made the decision,
surely all managers were involved.”

“Yes, they
were.”

“Mister Simons,
am I not part of the management team?”

“You are the
marketing manager.”

“Oh, I see. So
the sales manager is part of the management team but not the
marketing manager. You need to be more specific when you talk about
the management team. I can see by the smug look on Mister Ivor’s
face that he was informed about this decision, and was probably one
of the decision-makers.”

“Yes, he
was.”

“Rather cut to
the chase. You are restructuring and my position is redundant.”

“We will be
going through a retrenchment process.”

“And how many
staff members will be retrenched?”

“One.”

Sally stood up
and nodded. “Good day gentlemen. Make sure my retrenchment package
is deposited in to my account within the hour. I shall take my
leave, clear my computer and desk. Make sure your salaries
department check those figures. If one cent is short paid, my
attorney will be around your neck like a scarf.”

Mister Simons
stood up and looked at her. “Well, Mister Ivor, good luck with your
new role. May the sales flourish.” She walked out of the boardroom
and went to her office. Everything that was on her computer, she
had already copied on to a flash drive for safety. She wiped
everything from her hard drive and took every flash drive that was
neatly stored in a box and put it in to her handbag. The staff
watched as she took a box and placed her books and possessions in
to the box. Making sure the proposal she had worked on was neatly
packed beneath her books.

“Good luck in
your new department. And not a soul knew I was being retrenched.
Strange.” She checked her drawers and switched off the computer.
Sally lifted the box and walked out of the office.

Sally made her
way home and took her box and packed the books where they belonged.
She took the presentation folder and put it in her filing cabinet.
If the owner had seen her proposal his company could have soared.
And yet, he had chosen Clive Ivor over her. Someone who knew
nothing about marketing, and couldn’t sell an item even if he
tried.

It was already
lunch time and she made a sandwich and had her cup of coffee before
going in to the study. She finished and tidied and went to the
study and sat down and switched on her laptop. Sally checked her
emails but there was nothing new. She checked her banking site and
saw the amount that had been paid in to her account. It was a huge
amount that included every cent the company owed her. She had never
taken leave or had a day off sick. As she checked the figures she
noticed they had forgotten to pay her annual bonus. She lifted the
handset and dialled.

“Mrs Gilmore, I
would like a word with Mister Simons please.”

“Oh, Miss
Watson, he isn’t available.”

“Should I have
my attorney give him a call?”

“One
moment.”

Two seconds
later Mister Simons was on the phone. “Yes, Miss Watson. The
retrenchment package has been deposited in to your account as you
requested.”

“With an error.
Why has my bonus not been included?”

“Well, the
bonuses are only paid at the end of the year. That won’t
apply.”

“Would you like
me to schedule an appointment and bring my attorney? What time
would suit you? Put me through to the salaries department
please.”

“Now just a
minute!”

“Why don’t you
read my letter of appointment Mister Simons? That would clear up
the matter of my bonus. Not a bonus but a thirteenth cheque.”

“One moment.”
It was rather quiet and she heard him put the phone on the desk and
call for his secretary. The mention of the salaries lady was all
she heard. She waited for a while and he came back on line.
“Unfortunately, the salaries lady didn’t take that in to
consideration. She will be doing the transfer within the hour. I
must apologize for her tardiness.”

“She doesn’t
need an hour. Make sure that amount is deposited within the next
fifteen minutes or I will be in your office with my attorney.” She
cut the call and closed her eyes and wanted to cry. She didn’t have
an attorney. She didn’t even know what to do.

Mister Simons
looked at the salaries lady. “You told me not to pay that
bonus.”

“That young
lady has probably spoken to her attorney by now. Pay the full
amount and make sure you include her salary for this month.”

“But I already
did that.”

“Do it now! The
bonus and her salary. Without deductions!” She scuttled off and
quickly did the calculation and transfer.

Sally checked
her banking site and nodded to herself. They had overpaid her but
she wasn’t going to say a word. She spent the entire afternoon
sending out her CV hoping that something would be available. She
went on to her site and did a few adverts to promote her
business.


CHAPTER TWO

 Three months later Sally was
still sitting at home. There had been no job offers forthcoming.
The money in the bank was slowly dwindling and she had to do
something fast. She picked up her bag and went to the pub. If she
spoke to people maybe someone knew of a vacancy.

As she reached
the pub she saw the sign advertising a vacancy. It didn’t matter
what she did or earned, but she had to have some form of income.
She walked in and looked at the owner. “I see the sign says you
have a vacancy.”

“In the
kitchen. I am one staff member short.”

“And what is
the position?”


“All-rounder.”

“And the
salary?”

“Daily rate. I
don’t pay salaries. You earn a daily wage.”

“Can I apply
for the position?”

“You are
applying for the position aren’t you?”

“How much is
the daily wage?”

“I pay per
hour.” He told her the amount. “When can you start?”

“Tomorrow?”

“Be here at
seven. You can start tomorrow.”

“Thanks.”

Sally walked
over to a table and sat down and a waitress walked over to her. She
looked up at the board and ordered the meal of the day and a glass
of wine. If she was out she would have her meal and not have to
cook. She sat waiting and didn’t know whether to laugh or cry.
Under normal circumstances, she would be elated that she had a job.
But the way the owner had handled the appointment was beyond
ludicrous.

“You aren’t
seriously going to work in this kitchen are you?”

She looked over
at the young man. “I prefer being employed instead of jobless.
Times are hard.”

“What is it
that you are trained to do?”

“I am a
marketing manager but I have just been laid off after they merged
the sales and marketing departments.”

“In most cases
that happens. The sales department always wins. Meanwhile, the
marketing department is the one that keeps the company alive. Seen
that happen many times. Just be warned. He ends up sloshed by the
end of the day. He was never like that. Gregg might be the owner
but his girlfriend rules the roost. She isn’t here at the moment.
Comes and goes as she pleases. Just a word of caution.”

“Thank
you.”

“Don’t expect
that meal of yours to be tasty. Those are her recipes.”

Sally smiled as
the waitress brought her wine and meal and she took a sip of the
wine. “Wine is fine.” She took a mouthful of food and opened her
bag and took a tissue and cleared the contents of her mouth in to
the tissue. She grimaced and looked over at the gent.

He grinned and
looked away from her. “You can’t send it back because you have
already paid. If you send it back or complain there will be a
war.”

“And I might
lose my job.”

“Daniel Cray. I
didn’t introduce myself properly.”

“Sally Watson.
Thank you for the word of caution. Things might have to
change.”

“If you can get
past the bulldog. She has just walked in to the pub.”

Sally looked
over and was astonished at the leggy bimbo who had just walked in
wearing a tiny pair of shorts with heels. “He can do much better
for himself,” she whispered.

Daniel heard
her remark and grinned as he finished his drink and stood up. He
took money out of his wallet and put it on the table. “I took you
out for lunch.” She gurgled with laughter and took the money and
put it straight in to her purse.

Desiree looked
over at them and walked up to the table. “What is wrong with that
meal?” They both looked at her. “Something the matter? That is my
recipe. You have taken one mouthful.”

Sally knew she
had to be very careful and tactful. “Mister Cray forced me to sit
down and have a meal but I have just eaten. Any chance I could take
that home as a takeaway? I would hate to waste.”

Desiree
suddenly smiled. “But of course!” She took the plate and Daniel
grinned as he looked at Sally.

Sally took out
her business card and handed it to him. “I freelance.”

He took out his
business card and handed it to her. “Thank you.” He put her
business card in his wallet and Desiree walked over with the
container.

Sally stood up
and took the meal. “Thank you. Now I don’t need to cook.” Daniel
walked her out of the pub and she walked over to her car.

Daniel walked
up to her. “You handled that well. I mean it when I say be careful.
She will knife you in the back and twist the blade if she thinks
she is being undermined or has any competition.”

“Does he pay
his staff?”

“That he does.
Gregg is a nice guy when he is sober. This pub is his livelihood
but she seems to have taken over the management of everything. He
doesn’t make a profit because she handles the money. And squanders
every cent. Get in that kitchen and work your magic. The staff has
been working here for a while.”

“I might end up
scrubbing floors. But at least I will have an income.”

“You have a
good attitude.”

“No, I am
desperate.” She chuckled as she climbed in to the car and went
home. She took the meal and put the container in the kitchen and
opened the lid. She had a taste and shuddered before placing it in
a packet and tossing it in the bin.
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