
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
 


 


Hold the Line

 


 


~~~

 


 


David Manoa

 


 


 


 





 


 


Copyright 2016 David Manoa

SMASHWORDS Edition v.2.6

 


 


~~~~

 


The author asserts the moral right to be
identified as

the author of this work.

 


 


All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval
system, or transmitted in any form or by any electronic or
mechanical means including photocopying, recording, information
storage and retrieval systems, or otherwise, without prior
permission in writing from the author, with the exception of a book
reviewer, who may quote short excerpts in a review.

 


~~~~~~

 


 


 



 


Colt Gardener
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Rumors, office gossip and secrets. Ever
worked in that in an environment where redundancy might be on the
cards? It’s the same tension I get when I watch Game of
Thrones anxious in each episode that my favorite character will
suffer a horrible death. In our open office the old heads or should
I say the gravy train riders of the company sit in the board room.
Our CEO, Cade Hunter, is standing
in there, arms folded, presenting his business plan for the next
year. All of them nervous. Tense. Sweating a bead. All of them have
been with Hunter International before Cade took the reins. My name
is Colt Gardener, and I work as an account manager for the largest
dairy company in New Zealand. At my desk, I sit next to my
colleague Michelle Cinders as she peeks over her credenza.

“Hey!” I say, “Sit your ass down, don’t be so
nosy. I need you to finish the promotional plan so I can submit it
to the category manager.”

Michelle turns adjusting her glasses, “What’s
the point?” she sits and moves her chair over. “We are all going to
get made redundant.”

I roll my eyes, “And who is your source?
Marjorie at reception?”

“Yeah… so?”

“Michelle, Marjorie is a busybody who makes
up shit because she’s a bored wife who is not getting enough sex at
home. If she put her effort into answering the phones in time, she
would get work done and be less of a parasite around the
workplace.”

Michelle smiles, raking back her brunette fringe behind her ear. She is
young, cute and bloody annoying. 28 years old, still living at home
with her mom. A secret she wants me to keep for some reason. No
boyfriend. She takes her red lip gloss and smooths it over her
lips. “True…” Her eye flicks up to
the board room doors, and I see Cade come out. He walks briskly and
with purpose holding his phone against his ear. Michelle sits up,
smiles and crosses her right leg over her left. Showing her calf
muscle. Trying to get his attention. He doesn’t take notice and
Michelle slumps in her chair.

I raise a brow, “Ew.”

“What?”

I shake my head, “Trying to attract a billionaire huh?” I say. “You know he
moved back here because he’s
engaged now.”

Her hands touch the side of her face, “What?”
she says “Are you serious?”

“Heard she’s in her in her fifties.
Attractive too.”

“Gross.”

“Nothing gross about it. You love who you
love.”

Michelle went all silent and stared. I
clicked my fingers. She flinched, and I point at her screen.

“I need that promo plan now.”

“Sheesh alright. I’ll do it now.”

I winced when I see our HR Manager, Louisa
Batten. She joins Cade heading back to the boardroom carrying her
folder wearing . Louisa has her raven black hair tied back in a
bun. A square jaw that borderlines on the masculine. Her blue eyes
scan the office, like lasers shooting out of them. She closes the
doors. I tap Michele on the shoulder and point. I say, “Damn you
might be right if HR is going in there…” Michelle stands again,
“Jesus woman, sit down! Unless you want to be in that room.”

“OMG, it's happening were losing our jobs.”
She panics. “No!”

“Relax we’re not in that room.”

“But we will be soon. You know how it goes,
from the top, down.” I noticed the worry on her face. “Gosh, what
am I going to do?”

“Settle down and stop jumping to conclusions.
We’re good.”

Michelle exhales and sends the promotional
plan through. I examine it, seems ok.

“Hey.”

She turns, “What?”

“How did you do it so quickly?”

“You wanted it now didn’t you?”

“Yeah, but it would have been two hours work
at least from my estimate.”

Michelle smiles. “Colt that’s why I was
hired. I get shit done.”

I rolled my eyes, and thoroughly checked the
plan again for mistakes. Nope, flawless. “I don’t get it, this
whole morning you were fluttering around talking to Sherie, then
you took your long ass lunch break, which I counted was an hour
rather than half an hour. Everyone was staring when you walked in
with Sherie. Then your ass was talking on the phone to your mother.
Then you were on Facebook messaging people and downloading songs on
iTunes. How on earth can you get shit done?” I stroke my
chin. “You took the promo plan home didn’t you?”

Michelle puts her hands on her hips. “As if.
Once 5 pm hits, I’m out those doors on the dot. Not 5.01 not 5.02
I’m gone. Finito. Nada, Omega. And why should I? I only get paid
from 9am-5pm and being on salary. I don’t get paid overtime so
what’s the point?”

“Yes, I know. But if you read your contract
it does say that air quote hours above your contract might be
required to meet the needs of the business. At 4.59pm you are
packed up ready to race out the door. That’s your commitment for
you.”

“Shut up. I get my work done so why should I
pretend?”

“Excuse me? You mean work that is half done
and half-assed.” I lean back and
fold my arms. “So you say when I stay behind most nights that I’m
pretending?”

My jaw gritted, and Michelle picked up my
vibe. “Sorry, Colt. I’m not insinuating anything towards you. I
think that if the work is going to be there tomorrow anyway, so why
overwork yourself? Gosh, I heard from Sherie that you were here
last night till 10 pm!”

“Sweetheart,
have you heard of a word called deadlines?”

She shrugged. “Time management and
multitasking.”

“So you’re saying I’m shit at those?”

She said nothing.

“Michelle if you stepped into my shoes for a
day and go through the bullshit I have to deal with, you’d
understand. You’re lucky that you don’t have to take work home with
you or deal with customers 24-7.”

“I know… Sorry.”

I exhaled “Jesus we getting serious up in
here.”

Her eyes widened, “You’re so fricking serious
all the time.”

“Must be the job.”

“Or your Fiancée.”

I flinched then raised a brow. I paused
thinking of Lauren.

“Come on tell me...”

“Tell you what?”

“What has she bought this time?”

I swallowed from last month’s credit card
bill. The items she bought seared into my subconscious. 20” mag
wheels for the Range Rover. New curtains. Lauren… jeez. Michelle
tugged my arm,

“Tell me!”

“It's none of your business.”

“Said the man who told me about Lauren’s
purchase of a brand new Range Rover Evoque!” She took out her
phone. “I noticed that it’s the new model too when she dropped you
off today.” She swiped her phone more. “What the heck 52
thousand?”

I frowned and leaned over “No that’s the U.S
site. Double that.”

Michelle’s jaw dropped, “Are you serious
right now? You bought her a hundred grand car!”

“Shush!” I say bobbing down. “Keep your voice
down.”

She started shaking her head, “That’s a
deposit for a house! Oh my god what were you thinking?”

“It’s what she wanted. You know, I’d do
anything for her.”

Michelle rolled her eyes, “And she works part
time at the day care center which is literally only ten meters away
from your house. The bitch should walk.”

I said nothing only to bask in my
stupidity.

“Colt?”

I face palmed. “Okay! I’m an idiot.”

“Now I understand why you’re doing the hours.
Sheesh. If I had that money right now, it would pay off my mom’s
rent for the next couple of years. We are barely keeping up with
the payments.”

“Listen we did it over finance. It was 2.5%
over 3years.”

“Still it’s what you pay after the term.
That’s 25 grand in interest plus the 100k. ”

“Yes. But its not 125 grand off the bat.”

“Gosh Colt, Lauren doesn’t know how good she
has it. I hope she appreciates the things you do.”

I couldn’t say that Lauren did, or knew. I
turned to see Cade and the Louisa come to us. Michelle gave her
bright smile, and Cade got off his phone and turned to me. Her
smile dissolved from the brush
off.

Cade said, “I’m hearing about the good work
you’re doing Colt.”

“Thanks.” I turned to Michelle, “but it’s a
team effort. And Michelle has been invaluable.”

She flushed red when Louisa interrupted,
“Michelle. How was your lunch break?”

Michelle flushed again this time out of
embarrassment. “Umm Good?”

Cade studied both of them puzzled when his phone rang again. Louisa had
this raised brow. She folded her arms peering at her watch. Her
black dress and matching heels made me think she was attending a
funeral. Maybe Michelle’s…

Cade said, “I’ll be with you in sec. Louisa,
can you take over?”

“Sure,” Louisa said. “Can you two meet us in
the board room in an hours’ time. We have a significant development. To discuss with you both.”

We nodded, and Louisa followed after Cade. I
turned to see Michelle, her face pale as anything. Her hands were
shaking for a moment then held her hands together. Her eyes widened
like saucers. We both sat down. I exhaled.

“Oh, my God. It’s happening Marjorie was
right.”

“Don’t overreact Michelle. It must be
something else. Significant implies something positive. Remarkable.
Noteworthy.”

“How do you know?” she says. “Besides you’re
safe. You don’t have to worry since you’re in sales. They never get
rid of the people who bring money into the company.”

“I don’t know. But you’re wasting your energy
get anxious about it. If worst comes to worst, at the end of the
day, its just a job.”

“Just a job?” Michelle says, “Just a job!
It's fricking the beginning of December. How am I going to find a
job this close to Christmas? And the pay? I can’t get the money
they are paying me here at other places with the experience I
have.”

“Jesus, relax woman.” I reach over and hold
her shoulder, “We can talk about it more after the meeting.” I
check my watch, “Just hang in there.”

***

 


1 hour later

 


Although I didn’t show it. I was more
petrified than Michelle at losing my job. With a man with a
mortgage, car payments, and the superfluous spending fiancée. I
hoped more than anything that it wasn’t what Michelle thought it
was. I sat at my desk and submitted the promotional plan when I
turned to Michelle who was already on a
job seeking site browsing through vacancies.

“The hell are you doing?”

“What do you think?”

“Jesus Michelle, you’re overreacting. Get off
that site and finish the rebate report, I need it for
tomorrow.”

She clicked on the X, on Internet Explorer
then she palmed her face. “Ugh…” She sighed, “We are so fucked, I
can feel it….”

The alarm on her phone went off, and her eyes
widened. I stood to put on my navy suit jacket then adjusted my
black tie. Michelle tied her hair back then reached over to pull my
tie up. We walked side by side heading up the aisle to the board
room. Silence in the whole office as everyone stared. One of the
I.T guys, Shaun Baker tried to be a funny guy and played the
Imperial March from Star Wars. His team snickered and giggled. But
I didn’t find it funny.

Michelle said, “If there are people in this
fricking company that needs to be
made redundant. The I.T department should be first to go.”

“Totally, they still can’t fix my laptop.
Useless pricks.”

 


We walk past them and open the door to the
board room. It has that musty smell from all the people inside. I
watch as Cade adjusts the air con turning it on full blast. The
room cools so much it puts goosebumps on my hands.

Cade says, “Take a seat you two.”

We sit on one side of the rounded table.
Louisa heads to the blinds and closes them. Cade sits further off,
and Louisa takes a seat right in front of us. She sits straight and
motionless. She blinks slowly that
it looks deliberate. Cade is on his phone checking his messages
then switches off his phone and observes. Louisa opens up her
folder and takes out a two A4 size booklets that are faced down.
She turns them over, and I read what’s on the cover.

Hunter International Restructure – Discussion
Document

Everything Michelle said hit me like a shit
ton of bricks. I breathed in. I didn’t even want to touch the
document. I turned to Michelle,
and her head dropped. She started hyperventilating.

He said, “Colt, I’m not praising you with one
hand and slapping you with the other. You know me long enough that
I am a straight-shooter and I tell
it the way it is.”

Louisa says, “Shall we start on the document
first?”

I say, “Cade, give us an executive
summary.”

Louisa
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