The Promotion

If ’'m being honest, I thought killing Milton would be harder. I strangled Milton to death
on the third floor of the parking garage at approximately 9:58PM. One of the office managers,
maybe Julie, was talking about getting cameras put up in the parking garage, as her and a lot of
the other women felt “unsafe”” when walking to their cars. The higher ups mostly agreed, but said
they would need to talk to the landowners, since TeleFrec doesn’t own the parking garage. The
efforts sort of sputtered out from there, only amounting to a few more hushed conversations in
the lunchroom. This, however, made it much easier to kill Milton.

Milton gets in this sour mood when his bosses assign him an overtime task that forces
him to stay late. All I had to do was wait until Milton looked like he was eating a rotten tuna
sandwich and bossing people around a bit more, and I knew I had my shot. I waited in the
parking garage until Milton walked out to his silver Lexus RX. Then, I crouch walked up behind
him and strangled him a 3/16 by six foot galvanized steel cable rope.

The cable tore open the skin on his neck, I pulled it tighter and felt it sink into the cavity
of flesh it had bored, blood spilled out from him onto the ground. Milton was actually very loud
while being choked to death, the empty parking garage made the sounds of his closing airway
echo clamorously. I realized I made a mistake and should’ve knocked him out and killed him at
another location, but it was obviously too late. He made these gurgling, spurting noises and his
neck sounded like cracking knuckles. Milton gave out easily, from what I’d heard, choking
someone to death takes multiple minutes of continuous struggle. Milton, on the other hand,
kicked the bucket like he was ready. After that, I loaded his body into the back of my trunk that I

had covered with black contractor bags.



I drove out to a patch of woods off CR-56, a hardly used, still dirt, county highway. It
took me weeks to find that spot, researching roads, driving around these backwater country
towns, seeing what was public and what was private. I don’t know how anyone lived out there, it
filled me with a sense of dread. I stashed the necessary equipment prior, a giant metal barrel, a
gallon of gas and firewood. I tried burning Milton’s body, but it didn’t go to plan, I guess what
they say about the human body being mostly water is true because nothing caught. I had to stomp
Milton’s body to put out the fire that had mostly just caught on his clothes. Going with plan B, I
grabbed the shovel out of my car and decided to bury him. It took forever and covered my hands
in blisters, but it was done.

After burying him, I had to take care of his car. I got back to the parking garage around
four AM. I drove Milton’s car to a bad side of town and parked it down some random street with
the keys in the ignition. Then, I had to walk all the way back to the parking garage. That was the
only part of the night that scared me, I don’t know how anyone lives there either, but it didn’t fill
me with a sense of dread, just fear. I got back to my car around sunrise, taking a minute, I sat in
my car before driving home. This happened on a Friday, so I could take the whole weekend to

stew in my newfound moral low.

Milton was my boss. More specifically, Milton was the Lead Coordinator of Team
Dynamics and Productivity Enhancement at TeleFrec. TeleFrec was a telecommunications
company that was named ninth most promising telecommunications company in the Midwest by
GlobeCom Quarterly. TeleFrec was owned by P&M, a holdings company which itself was
owned by a much larger holdings company, Glenshire-Burke Holdings. Glenshire-Burke

managed around 2.7 trillion dollars in assets and owned more land per square foot than Rhode



Island, Delaware, Connecticut, New Jersey and New Hampshire combined. It was a
head-spinning arrangement that really gave you a sense of agency.

Milton was promoted to that position a year ago, when the previous Lead Coordinator, Ed
Clark, got offered a position at a non-profit that helps flood survivors. That was when my
working life went to shit. I fucking hated Milton, he was the buttoned up shit stain that I was
subjected to Monday through Friday. I swear, this guy got a hard on every time he assigned me
some menial task or denied my PTO request. TeleFrec doesn’t pay out unused PTO, so last year |
lost a whopping ninety-three hours. He always did it through emails or memos, he could never
tell me directly. Even when we did speak face to face, he never acknowledged the PTO denials or
assigned tasks, he only suggested that I check my email. The phrase “You should check your
email” became an omen that just let me know that [ was getting fucked on something. This was
the theme of my last straw with Milton.

I had been avoiding checking my email all day, as I had put in a PTO request last week
that [ knew was going to get denied. It had also been a few days since Milton assigned me
spreadsheets to comb through. I knew it was coming, it was just a matter of when. I didn’t have
to wait long as ten minutes before lunch, Milton mosied his way over to my cubicle, impeccable
timing.

“Hey, how goes it?”” He said while knocking on my cubicle wall like it was a door.

“Good, I was just about to go to lunch, could we continue this after I get back?”

He checked his watch, a silver Timex.

“We still got eight more minutes til lunch, friendo.”



Despite his nasally, energetic tone, Milton looked off. His eyes, sunken in and red, his
skin, drab and pale. The contrast between his lively voice and disheveled face created an
off-putting atmosphere in his character.

“Okay, yeah, you’re right.” I said in a quick, resigned tone.

“I just wanted to pop in and give you a reminder...”

Here it is, another chip off the old fucking block.

“...To go ahead and check your email a little bit more often for me, would ya?”

This wasn’t even it, this wasn’t the last straw. Milton’s life force still hung in the balance
of some cerebral dimension in my mind.

“Yeah, yeah, I can do that.” I said in an almost robotic tone.

“Awesome, okay, see you around pal.”

As he turned out of my cubicle, his pants brushed against my desk and dragged with them
my legal pad. It fell off the desk and landed on the pages, bending them against the floor. I
looked back, he looked back, we both looked down at the legal pad, crooked and propped up by
the bent pages.

“Ohp, sorry.” He said in a quick voice before coolly striding away, back to his office.

I sat there in silence. Who the fuck knocks over someone's legal pad and doesn’t pick it
up? A guy like that does, a guy like Milton. Like a bolt of lighting, the idea of killing Milton
overtook me. All the hate, all the stupid shit, all the menial tasks and PTO denials and checking
of emails, they all funneled into the insatiable feeling of having to undo his life.

I felt almost giddy, like someone had wound me up and let me go, the path ahead of me
clear and free. An invisible rope was tied to me, pulling me towards the task of killing him.

Immeditaley, I started thinking through and debating strategies to kill him, it was as if it was



automated, like my head was full of tiny workers, operating the machines and shoveling coal into
the fire, I sat there and absorbed it all. From that moment, it was decided. All I felt was a pure
binary energy, none of the nuance and complexity that usually plagued my psyche, just an

unwavering impulse to see Milton dead.

When I came in the Monday after I killed him, I was stunned to see everyone doing their
job as if nothing happened, as if their boss wasn’t missing. I chalked it up to being early in the
day, let some memos and emails build up on this desk, then things will start to unravel.
Lunchtime came and nothing changed, I peeked over my cubicle into his office window, an
empty office chair and empty gray walls.

In the lunchroom, I went up to one of my coworkers, Micheal, he was microwaving his
beef and rice, it made the whole lunchroom smell like a Burger King.

“Hey Mike.”

“Oh hey, how was the weekend, buddy?”

Micheal always called me buddy, it made me consider starting a rumor that he was dating
a seventeen-year-old

“It was good, yeah. Hey, have you heard anything from Milton today?

“Who?”

“... Milton.”

“Oh Milton! Yeah, I don’t know, I haven't heard anything.”

“Weird, he hasn't been in all day, and it's already lunch, I just wonder where he is.”



“The guy probably took some PTO finally, you see how tired he looks, he always looks
like he just ran over someone's dog. Hey, you know you gotta use up that PTO? It doesn’t get
paid out, so take it off when you can, buddy.”

“Yeah, thanks.”

I’m lowering the age to sixteen.

The end of the day came and no one said or did anything, it was as if Milton wasn’t
decaying in a hole in the woods. I gathered my things and put on my coat, disappointed with the
events of the day, I began my walk out of the office. On my way out, Brenda, our front desk lady,
said goodbye to me.

“You made it through Monday! See you tomorrow!”

“Thanks, Brenda, see you tomorrow.” I said, pushing the door open, before I paused and
turned back around.”

“Brenda, you haven’t heard anything from Milton, have you? I know you guys, uh,
communicate a lot.”

“Who?”

“Milton...”

“Oh, yes, Milton! I haven’t heard anything from him today, did you want me to schedule
a meeting with him for you?”

“No, no, thank you. I just wanted to know if anyone had heard why he wasn’t in today.”

“You know, Milton is a busy man. He’s always on those business trips for those meetings
with P&M and such.*

“So, he’s on a business trip.”



“Well, no, actually, I don’t know, he usually tells me when he goes on one. It probably
just slipped his mind with all the stuff he has to juggle.”

“Ah, okay... Thanks, Brenda, have a good night.”

Weeks went by, nothing fucking changed, no one said anything. While this was
happening, maggots were probably half through eating Milton’s prefrontal cortex. Every time I’d
ask someone, I’d get the same fucking response.

“Where’s Milton?”

“Who?”

“Milton.”

“Oh! Milton! He’s probably...”

Cue some stupid reason on how he's busy and stressed out and in some meeting or on
some trip, using his PTO because it doesn’t get paid out. I felt like a dejected image of myself, as
if I was screaming into a void and hearing nothing back. I’m a rational person, I really am, but I
was starting to think I was going crazy. Maybe killing Milton was just some dream I had, and he
really was on some business trip or using up PTO. I had to be sure, I needed to see it, I had to go
dig up his body and really see it, just to know that it happened.

I stood up from my desk, put on my coat and walked out of my cubicle. As I rounded the
corner, I ran into James, one of my other bosses, I could never remember if he was above or
below Milton’s position. James was a true company man, the only bumper sticker on his Lexus
GX was a TeleFrec sticker, that I’'m pretty sure he made himself.

“Hey, you were just who I was looking for... Are you going somewhere? I wanted to talk

to you about something.”



“Oh, no. I was just cold.”

“Ah, okay. Well, I need you in a meeting in like an hour, can you do that?”

“Yeah, can do.”

“Thanks, pal, I’ll add it to your calendar.”

I sat back down and took off my coat. Initially, I was frustrated with the interruption, but
then I realized, maybe this was about Milton. This is how they do it, in this one-at-a-time way
because they think we're going to burst into tears when we hear our asshole boss is missing. My
mind felt clear, I felt like I could actually get some work done.

Walking up to the meeting room, the blinds were all closed. I opened the door and was
met with three faces, all interchangeable. Old, white, then either balding or bald. These guys
were higher ups, P&M most likely, maybe Glenshire, they were really pulling out all the stops
for Milton. James sat off to the side of the room, drinking something hot out of a TeleFrec
branded mug.

“Take a seat for us, would ya?” James said while blowing on his drink.

He continued. “I want you to meet these gentlemen from P&M. This is Bill, he's the
Senior Manager of Operational Alignment. Frank, the Associate Vice President of
Cross-Functional Coordination and Charles, the Director of Process Optimization and
Compliance.”

I shook all three of their hands and then sat down. One of them started talking, I honestly
couldn’t remember who was who.

“Thank you for taking the time to meet with us, has James filled you in?”

The three of them simultaneously looked over to James, who gave them a quick shake of

the head.



Here it is, this is it. After weeks of this incessant, hanging purgatory I’ve been living in,
they’re finally going to say it. Milton is gone, he’s missing, they don’t know where he is, but it's
thrown a real wrench in the works. I fucking killed him, I put in the work, and now the fruit is
ripe to pick. It's the truth and ¢kis, is actualizing it.

“I suppose to get right down to it, we want to offer you a promotion.”

No thoughts, absolutely none. A vacuous wave hit me, all I could feel was neutrality, it
was like someone had taken out my batteries. One of them continued:

“James here says he's been impressed with your work in the last few weeks and
recommended you for the position.”

I took an extended pause.

“Uh, what, uhm position is it, exactly?” I said.

Without any form of observable communication, all three of them perfectly rotated who
would talk next, like they were all connected at the hip under the table. All apart of the same
giant body.

“Lead Coordinator of Team Dynamics and Productivity Enchantment.”

‘That’s Milton’s job.” I instantly retorted.

“Who?” One of them responded.

“Milton! He was my boss! He's been gone for weeks and nobody has said a thing!”

The three of them continued a blank stare, like they were computers, processing my
response in their CPUs.

After what seemed like thirty seconds, “Oh! Milton! Yes, well... Milton and P&M had
their... differences.”

“Milton quit?” I said in a short and unentertained tone.



“Yes, it was an amicable split, let us make that very clear.”

“I heard he got offered a position at a non-profit, something to do with rehoming drug
addicts.” James chimed in.

“Yes! I heard that too. He was a charitable guy, Milton.” One of them responded.

This was it. This was the truth. I didn’t kill Milton. It was all a dream or an episode or
whatever you want to call it. This was the reality that was trying so hard to shove itself down my
throat. Milton was gone, that's all that mattered, that's the main reason I even did this in the first
place. This is the truth that had been actualized.

“I see,” I finally returned. The switch had been flipped.

“Don’t worry about accepting this position in any bad faith, I’'m sure Milton would’ve
loved to see you move up.” One of them said.

I couldn’t stunt a quick, amused exhale from my nose after hearing that sentence. They
all had no reaction, but somehow I knew they noticed it.

The one on the left put his hand on the shoulder of the one in the middle. Without any
words between the two, he started: “Oh! Yes! My apologies, you still have to tell us, are you
interested in this position?”

“Yes, yes [ am.”

“Wonderful! So, James here will get you all set up with training and workplace
responsibilities and all that. You’ll have to watch a few union busting and leadership training
videos, but once you do that, we should be all set for you to start.”

“If I may ask, how much does it pay?”



“You know, I’'m glad you asked, because that, is your first task. You’re going to have to
go talk to the financial guy from Glenshire. I’'m sure you’re aware that Glenshire is our parent
company. So, they handle all the financial logistics for our managers.”

“How long will it be before I can get a meeting with him?”

“You won’t have to wait at all, you can go see him right after this, he has an office in our
building.”

“In... This building?”

“Correct, James here set it up nicely so that when- [ mean, if 'you accepted this position,
you could go see him directly after. So, if you head out that door to the elevator and go to floor
seven, he’ll see you there. He’s a nice guy, the Glenshire rep, so don’t worry.” One of them said,
with blank eyes, like they were looking through me.

“Floor seven... What room is it? I’ve never been up there.”

“Heh, you’ll know.” That was the last thing the three of them said.

“Oh. Okay.”

“Thank you for your time, and congratulations, really.” James said in a quick and soft
tone.

I shook all three of their hands again, noticeably more clammy than before. James gave
me a sly nod as I walked out of the room. The door shut behind me as I stepped out into the
office. I made my way to the elevator. Somehow, I had never noticed the floor seven button. It
sat alone, above the three other rows of buttons, shiny, like it had never been touched before, like
it was just installed. The ride between floors six and seven felt twice as long as the other floors,

no music played.



Finally, the doors slid open, | was greeted with a hallway maybe twenty feet long, at the
end a single door. The elevator dinged incessantly, prompting me to leave, like I was offending it
with my hesitation. I stepped out into the hallway, the walls gray, the air sterile and still. The
doors of the elevator shut behind me, followed by the quiet hum of it descending back down to
the lower floors. I started making my way down the long hallway, eventually, I stood at the door,
it was a light wooden brown, a stark contrast to the leeching gray walls. A frigid draft laid at my
back, I grasped the handle, it was cold to the touch.

I pushed it open and was met with the face of an amiable looking man. He looked like he
could be a bartender or a restaurant server. The room was just a desk and two chairs, on the desk
was just the man’s laptop and a single piece of paper. He looked up at me with a face of delight,
like I was his childhood friend whom he hadn’t seen in months.

“Hey! Come in, come in.” He said in a quiet but confident voice.

“Hi, I’'m-" I started before he promptly cut me off.

“Oh, I know who you are!”

“Heh, okay.” I said, awkwardly, his confidence felt exposing.

“So, I heard someone got a promotion! Congratulations, really.”

“Yeah, thank you.”

“Lead Specialist in Team Dynamics and Productivity Optimization. Wow, impressive
title, moving up to the big leagues.”

“It's actually, Lead Coordinator of Team Dynamics and Productivity Enhancement.”

“Oh. My mistake, yes, Lead Coordinator of Team Dynamics and Productivity
Enhancement. I must have it wrong here.” He said, while flipping through the pages of a manilla

folder that he shoved into the file cabinet of his desk, before taking out a different one. He gave



me a strained smile as he slid the paper on the desk towards himself, replacing it with one from
his folder, it was the first time his confidence had waned.

“Who cares about titles anyway? You’re here to hear about the money! Flip over that
paper for me, would ya?”” He said.

I put my hand on the paper and slid it towards myself, flipping it over I read the number
printed on it, it was nauseating.

“This, uh, was for Milton’s job?” I stuttered out.

“Yeah... What? Is it not enough for you? You think Milton made more than that?”

“No. Uh, It’s not that it’s-"

“Alright. You drive a hard bargain, we’ll raise it another ten percent.”

I cleared my throat and wiped my hands on my pants.

“Okay, yeah, that’d be great. Thank you, that’ll, uh, yeah, that’ll work.”

“Awesome! Let me pull up a few of the other logistic stuff real quick, just sit tight.”

“Yeah will do.”

He started typing away at his laptop, a low hum filled the empty air, I wasn’t sure where
it was coming from.

“So, I heard Milton got a job at a non-profit or something.” I said, trying to break the
silence.

“What?” He responded, without looking up from his laptop.

“That's what some of the P&M guys told me. I guess he quit because he got a job at a
non-profit, I guess some people don’t do it for the money.” I said in a light, humored tone.

“What are you talking about? Milton’s dead.” Still looking at this laptop.



I felt as if I’d just been plucked out of the world. A tumbling, droning sensation took
over, I sank into myself. This back and forth whiplash was blurring my head, but in a strange
sense, it felt kind of good to be thrashed back in this direction.

“Wh-what?”

He, purposefully or not, ignored me as he squinted his eyes, focusing on something on his
screen.

“How do you know?” I asked.

“Huh? What? Oh, that you killed Milton?”

The same force that plucked me from the world, just forcefully put me right back in.

“You know I killed him?”

“Of course we know.”

“How? How the fuck do you know?”

“Well, I didn’t know. Glenshire-Burke knew.”

“What? How the hell did they know?”

“Well, I’'m not at discretion to discuss Glenshire-Burke’s Methods for acquiring said
knowledge. But yes, Glenshire-Burke knew you were going to kill Milton, in fact, it's why we
hired you.”

“It’s why I was hired? I started working here three years ago. Milton didn’t even work
here!”

“Well, yeah, it’s why we hired you. What? Did you think it was your two years
experience supervising at Taco Bell?”

“How the fuck did you know?”



“Again, [ didn’t know, Glenshire-Burke knew, and again, I’'m not at discretion to discuss
Glenshire-Burke’s methods”

I started intently at him.
“Okay, fine, all I can say is that Glenshire-Burke has... Methods to... Foresee these things
happening and plans accordingly for the best interest of the company.”

I felt invaded, like someone was wearing me as a suit, like something was inside of me
that shouldn’t be. My own existence felt foreign, as if I was watching it through a screen, but I
couldn’t disconnect entirely from this engulfing feeling of disgust that seemed to drip from my
fingers.

“Okay... Then why did Glenshire want Milton dead?” I asked.

“I’m not at discretion to discuss Glenshire-Burke’s reasons and desires, but a change in
management at TeleFrec was in the best interest of the company.”

“You guys couldn’t just fire him?”

“Not an option.”

“What do you mean not an option?”

“That’s not how Glenshire-Burke does business.”

“Okay, so, what? Glenshire just saw it in the cards, that [ was going to kill Milton, and
they saw it years ago, and hired me because of it?”

“Pretty much, yeah.”

“How? Do you guys have a fucking genie on payroll?”

“First of all, I believe the word you’re looking for is a psychic and second of all, ’'m not
at discretion to detail Glenshire-Burke’s methods.”

“What else can you guys see? How much of the future can you reasonably predict?”



“Heh, I’'m not at discret-"

“Yeah, yeah, you’re not at discretion... So... are you guys going to arrest me?”

“What? No.” He snickered.

“So, am I still getting the promotion?”’

“If you still want it.”

“You guys really want me as a manager? I killed somebody, I am a murderer.”

“You’ve got to relax, that’s a hustle mindset! You saw something that was hindering your
growth, and you got rid of it. That’s exactly the kind of fire we want in our managers.”

“A hustle mindset?”

“Yes! You did something good for your company. Keep that attitude up and who knows,
maybe in a few years, you’ll be bumped up to Senior Manager of Interdepartmental
Collaboration and Policy Implementation.”

“Senior Manager, huh?”

“Oh yeah.”

“That does sound nice.”

“Exactly, yes, it does sound nice.” He said in a voice I found oddly soothing.

But just then, his face dropped and he continued.

“But know this, and this must be stated. Your murder of Milton did not go unseen.” He
said

“Wh-what do you mean? Like someone saw it? There was no one in the parking garage, I
made sure.”

“We saw. We have footage of you strangling Milton.”

“How? There are no cameras in the parking garage, they never got put up.”



“Oh yes, there are.” He said in a short and minacious tone.

I stopped, I realized that I was facing something much, much, much bigger than me. I got
at what he was trying to say.

“Okay.”

“Now, let's finish this up and get you on payroll.” He said.

I sank uncomfortably into my chair, the low hum coming from somewhere in the room
serenading me as he clicked away.

“Okay so, company car, Lexus RX or Mercedes G-Class SUV” He asked.

“..RX.”

I closed my laptop as I finished up the last spreadsheet. Looking over at the clock, it read
9:45PM. This was the third overtime task this month. I was exhausted, but I had more money
than I knew what to do with, I told myself over and over again that it was worth it. I can see why
Milton acted the way he did, I hate to say that I still think about him, but I do. Everyone once in
a while I feel drawn to go back to where I buried him. Maybe I’ll dig him up one day, just to look
at his dirt covered bones, maybe to see if there's any flesh left.

That invasive feeling never left me, if anything it grew stronger, everything I did felt like
someone else. I felt plastic, as if my lungs were just breathing for the motion, not taking in any
oxygen, my heart beating, but not pumping any blood. Every thought and feeling I had was just a
stage to observe it from a third angle, it all led to this unexamined feeling of disgust.

For the first few months of the promotion, I tried my best to remedy it, all the pieces fell
into place the exact way they do for everyone. I bought all the things I never thought I would, I

paid off my old debt, got new, bigger debt. Got new, rich friends, “expanded my portfolio”. My



new apartment even had heated floors and its own gym and spa. But eventually I found myself
latent with feelings of familiarity.

I gathered my things as I walked out of my office. The office always had a calming
feeling at night, like a playground with no kids, or a highway with no cars. It was soothing to see
something not serving its purpose for once, see it in stagnation. The elevator slid open with a
clang, I walked out then, pushed through the door to the parking garage. Walking towards my
car, the sound of my dress shoes echoed on the concrete ground. I slowed as I reached in my
pocket to find my keys, I felt nothing. As I reached into my other pocket, I felt something
violently tighten around my neck.

In a way, I felt like I had just won a bet. Like I was one of those crazy people on the
street, screaming about how the world’s going to end, but I was the lucky bastard who got it
right. My entire life since that meeting with the Glenshire guy felt like the bouncing DVD Video
logo, aimlessly jumping around the screen, watching it, waiting for it to go into the corner. This
was it, this was it hitting the corner. My first instinct was to grab the wire around my neck, but I
stopped, I let it dig into me, my head felt like a balloon, my eyes bulged from my skull. My head
was forced upwards as blood pooled in my mouth, in the dark corner of the ceiling, a single red

dot blinked at me as my vision began to fade.



