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Caleb couldn’t stop looking at his watch. Although he was a director of the advanced machinery division at Multicorp, he knew he could only get out earlier so many times. After all, “lead by example” was one of the company’s mottos. In order to stand his last minutes until finally punching the clock, Caleb allowed his mind to wander around a kaleidoscope of simultaneous non-related thoughts, at the same time he kept a steady face while looking at the screen of his computer. He mastered that technique a long time ago. Always putting up a plain face that could either be interpreted as utter work concentration or ultimate boredom. No one passing by could tell.

Last look at the watch. “Time’s up! End of today’s ordeal.”, he thought.

The way out was another ritual. The exit of the directors was separate from the ones of the middle management and the production line workers. Three glass corridors would separate these three categories. This served as a reminder of who was who in the company’s hierarchy. Not that anyone from one corridor would look through the glass at the others from the other corridors. The silent feelings of respect, fear and despise among them were muffled by the humming noise of people dragging themselves out as quiet as possible. And since the directors’ corridor was less populated and was equipped with a transportation mill, Caleb knew he would be out of that place very soon. 

“Free at last!”, Caleb allowed himself to say when already out in the directors parking lot. This place now totally isolated from the other workers’.

“I heard that!”, said a voice right behind him.

Caleb turned his back, to see who that was. It was Marcus, another director from another division. Marcus was much older, probably in his early sixties. He was also a director for a longer time than Caleb. But technically, Marcus was his peer.

“Oh! Hi, Marcus!”, Caleb said. “I haven’t noticed you were just behind my back.” Although Caleb didn’t have any intention to send any indirect message with that statement, now after said out loud it sounded a little weird.

“No problem.”, Marcus replied. “After so many years here, you learn how to tread silently.”

“More like treading on eggshells.”, Caleb thought.

“Have you heard of Alex?”, Marcus continued breaking the awkwardness of the previous moment. “The guy has just been promoted to the High Council.”

“Yes. I heard about that. Lucky son-of-a-bitch.”

“Well, I don’t know about luck”, said Marcus, “But some fine ass-kissing, that’s for sure.”

“And what about you?”, replied Caleb almost instantaneously. “I mean, after being a director for such a long time, didn’t you ever want to be in a position like that? At the High Council?”

“Well, that, my friend, I prefer telling you over some beers.”, said Marcus, noticing that Caleb was truly interested in these nuances of Multicorp’s backstage life.

“Right now?”

“Why not?”, continued Marcus. “Unless you have something better to do with your next couple of hours on a Friday night after work.”

Caleb was single, so he didn’t have any wife and kids to go back to after work, anyway. “What the hell...”, he thought.

“Alright then.”, Caleb told Marcus. 

“A wise choice, sir!”, Marcus said with a grin that displayed his perfectly white teeth. “Let’s go to Gino’s. It’s a bit further down the road”, continued Marcus. “But, it’s better than Dunbar’s which is filled with those corporate snitches that gather for drinks every night out there.”

Caleb silently nodded with a smile.

They both put their cars on cyberdrive and set Gino’s address to their GPS. They also had already set their homes as the final address after that stop at Gino’s. The cars would automatically take them to Gino’s and then safe and sound to their homes, regardless of their alcoholic state after the beers. That was the norm if they wanted to avoid a hefty traffic ticket or being arrested for drinking and driving.

The drive was silent, although they had the intercom option to talk to each other if they wanted to. Deep down they both knew this was a game in which each of them would try to fish as much information from the other as possible.

Sitting alone in the back of his car, during this fifteen-minute drive, that seemed like an eternity, Caleb went back to floating with the tides of his own thoughts, at the same time he looked aimlessly through the window at the fast passing landscapes.  

Suddenly, a voice in the intercom shattered Caleb’s trance. “We’re almost arriving!”, said Marcus with what sounded like real enthusiasm. “I hope they still have my favorite table available!”, Marcus continued laughing. This was supposed to be a joke, since they both knew that Gino’s was known for serving the coolest beers over the counter and not at the tables. 

After some trouble finding vacant spots to park their respective cars at Gino’s, Caleb and Marcus met at the entrance. The hostess greeted them with the usual “Hello! Table for two?” Marcus was then prompt to reply “We prefer to sit at the bar. If there are any seats available, of course.” The hostess informed that all seats at the bar were occupied but that they could take a table and start being served there. As the seats would become vacant she could tell them later, so they could choose between continuing at the table or changing to the bar. Marcus consulted Caleb, who said “It’s all fine with me. No problem.” The hostess then led them to a table next to a window.

The checkers table cloth could not be considered an original decoration item for a bar called Gino’s but as long as the beers were cold, Caleb wouldn’t mind. A waitress rushed to attend them. “Hi! My name is Kelly. I’ll be your waitress for the night. Would you like to start with drinks?” Marcus, again with a grin displaying his perfect teeth, politely replied “Let us do the following sweetie: keep the cold beers coming and we will give you a nice tip at the end.” The girl smiled and disappeared in order to get the drinks they were expecting.

“Well,” Caleb started getting the queue from his previous question to Marcus, “How come you never wanted to be in the High Council?”

“Straight to business, huh?”, said Marcus. “Alright. Well, I never said that I didn’t want to be in the High Council. But after measuring the pros and cons, I preferred to keep a low profile.”

“And by pros and cons you mean...”, said Caleb trying to fish a little bit more.

“Well, you know,” continued Marcus, “The proverbial ass-kissing and all. I’m not for that. I prefer to do my job to the best of my abilities and get paid by the end of the month. That’s all.”

“And what about you?” continued Marcus. “I think aiming at a position at the High Council is more fit for young-guns like you. What do you think?”

“Wow! What a dodgy guy!”, Caleb thought. “He’d just given me the standard bullshit reply and now wants to get some info from me. Alright. Game on.”

“Honestly?”, Caleb started answering Marcus’ question, “I think the work we do there is very fucking boring! I mean, we are directors, right? But what do we ‘direct’? Divisions filled with corporate zombies who are there just to fulfill tasks from a list!” Caleb then continued, “If I’m to shoot for the High Council it would be to propose some changes.”

“What is preventing you to do that?”, asked Marcus.

“I don’t know.”, replied Caleb with a face indicating that he really meant what he was just saying. “Maybe if there was a way to know for sure that changes could be made at Multicorp, the possibility of a seat at the High Council would be more appealing to me.”

Caleb knew he was playing a risky game telling Marcus so many things. But it was a risk he was willing to take. He thought that using the ‘sincerity’ strategy, giving Marcus some true info, but not everything, he would eventually get Marcus to do the same thing. And as a plus, Caleb was even entertaining the idea of having Marcus on his side to help him with this High Council seat project. “Why not?”, Caleb thought.
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