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*  *  * WALT *  *  *

"Dammit," I say as I pitch the necktie to the bed. After grabbing another I try tying it and this time it works. I have issues with the silk ties, the fabric crawls. My parents gave me six new ties in different colors when the bank hired me. It was a gift of celebration. I interned at the bank for six months and they got to know me first hand. 

"Don't be a cocky know-it-all," Dad advised the day I started the internship. I gave him a cocky smile and nodded.

"Who me? Cocky?" I asked.

Point being, I am a cocky dude. I brained my way through college and lived with my parents while I worked on the internship. It helped me focus on my studies while I wooed my way into a great job offer. In my opinion, it worked out well. I lived at home for another three months while saving for the lease deposit on the condo and my car. 

Three months later, I'm finally on my own in my own place. I can't call on my father to tie my tie for me. I can't ask my mother to help me decide which suit to wear. I have to be a big boy and do big boy things.

Finally, I secure the sleeves of the button up shirt and pull on the suit coat. I have to remind myself I wanted this kind of job, where I dress to a T every day. I have swagger and I know it. Mr. Cocky is back!

I push through the glass doors at the bank and smile at the receptionists and secretaries that line the lobby. The women glance up and give me big smiles. The single ladies especially pour out the flirt all begging for attention from the stud that I am. I make their day when I smile and make eye contact. Though I'm cocky as fuck, I'm also nice. 

I walk by the last secretarial desk of Janice Ainsworth. She's a tough one to crack. A buxom red-head with curves that won't quit. Her nails are impossibly long and always gleaming in a color that matches her impeccable outfits. But she is just a secretary. And yet she doesn't think I'm all that, not like the others and that makes me super-hot for her.

Enough about Janice, I can't let one lone secretary stop me from being a stud at work. I climb the winding staircase to the second floor where the loan officers’ offices sit among the board of directors’ offices. That's right, I'm a fucking big shot at this posh and polished bank. 

Sherri Nolston's office is next to mine. She's a big shot too. Married to a big ad executive and rakes in greater than six figures a year. She grew up with me, we even graduated in the same class, but she's a snob and a half. I think it pissed her off when the bank hired me as they did in giving me a comparable salary. She barely acknowledges me. It's okay. She can go home to her rich husband and be all la-de-da about life. I don't live for her thankfully. I just wish my office wasn't sharing a wall with hers. Ha!

The loan officers share a secretary, dear sweet sexy voluptuous Janice downstairs. She fields the calls, directs the customers, sets the appointments like a good little secretary. I get goose pimples when she speaks to me with her husky sultry voice over the phone. One time, as a joke really, I asked her to talk about something sexy, you know to give me good dreams for the weekend. She hung up on me. How dare she! I'm paying her a big compliment and certainly when my cock is involved, it's doubly big. But she didn't take it as a compliment.

"Your ten-thirty appointment with Mr. Bigfield is here," Janice says into the phone.

"Thanks, hon, send him up," I say.

She absolutely hates it when I call her hon. I have to be careful and not cross the sexual implication line here. We had to attend some big behavior modification seminar upon being hired at the bank. Fuck that shit, we're all sexual beings and it's impossible to hide the fact. I smile and rise as Mr. Bigfield walks through my door. He has a seat and we talk shop about how he wants a business loan to help float expansions at his three bakeries in the city. 

I'm feeling my oats as I waltz down the winding staircase to the secretarial pool. Tina giggles when I lean over her desk and ask how her weekend went. She enjoys telling me about a party she attended and felt sad not to see me there. I scrunch my nose. She and I don't run with the same crowd, so of course, she won't see me at parties she attends.

Bethany lifts her brow as I saunter to her desk. My eyes swing to her swooping low neckline and she sits up and pushes out her chest all the more. "Looking good there, sweetie," I say. 

She bats her baby blues at me and licks her lips just so. Yep, maybe, perhaps. I could see tangling with the likes of her, but she is skinny. I much prefer the bodacious curves as found on Janice who is currently sneering at me disapprovingly from her desk.

"Thanks, Walt. Not so bad yourself," Bethany says.

Yep. She's right. I'm a looker and I know it. I point my finger and wink at her while clicking my tongue against my teeth. It's enough to make her day as she craves attention from me. I saunter back up the secretarial line, nodding and saying hello to the married girls before I pause at Janice's desk.

"And how was your weekend, dear?" I ask as I perch my ass on the edge of her desk.

Janice looks up at me with her golden eyes, her painted lids blinking up at me as if she can't believe I'm even talking to her. "Fine, and yours?" she asks without much of a smile.

I lean toward her. "You know, you are so pretty when you smile. It just brightens the room, my heart and makes... well, let's just say it makes my body come to life," I say and wink at her.

"Honestly," she says as she shakes her head and types frantically on her keyboard.

I act like I don't notice her disgust. "Say, it's almost lunchtime. Would you like to grab a bite to eat? My treat," I say as I grin down at her. My eyes fall to the valley below her chin and I make no hidden agenda that I'm looking right there. Why else would she wear such outfits if she didn't want my eyes peeled to it?

"No, thanks. I brought a salad from home," she says.

"A salad? Here in the breakroom?" I make a face. "That's no fun."

Janice picks up her pen and jots something on a document opened. After shutting it she sets the pen down hard and sighs as she looks up at me. "No, I'm not wasting my salad. That's my lunch plan."

"Hey, you can't turn down a sexy handsome man who wants to have lunch with a sexy beautiful woman," I say and wag my brow.

"The salad will go bad if I don't eat it within the next day or so," Janice says. Clearly, she's not impressed with me.

I clap my hands together. "Then I have a solution. Have your salad for dinner later. You cannot resist having lunch with this," I say as I wave my hands down my body. I grin and nod. "Yes, you like? You know you want to." I wink at her.

"Why? You think you're the greatest gift to women. I'm choosing the salad in the breakroom over lunch with your beast," she says as she rises from her desk and walks away.

I'm hard-headed and follow her into the break room. After hitting the vending machine, I sit across from her at the table eating my package of peanut butter and crackers and a bottle of soda. I grin as I nod. "Mmmm, good," I say.

Janice takes a bite of salad and shakes her head. "What are you doing in here, Walt?" she asks.

"I'm giving you another chance," I say as I pop a cracker into my mouth.

"I didn't ask for another chance," she says.

"No, but I'm giving you one because that's the kind of man I am. I don't allow just any woman to have at this," I say as I again wave my hands down my body.

"Why are you here?" Janice acts as if she doesn't hear me. 

"It's the breakroom, for the employees. I can eat my lunch in here if I want," I say as I eat another cracker.

"You never slum it and have lunch in here. You're a big shot who goes out every day," she says.

"You got me. I'm here because you are. I'm trying to figure out why you won't go out with me. I mean, not many women refuse me when I pursue them," I say.

*  *  *  JANICE *  *  *
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