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I can't help but whistle as I waltzed into the building. I love my job and it bugs my co-workers. They are the grumpy type who talks about the dreaded six a.m. alarm clocks and how work is like prison. Not me, I studied accounting for four years and happily earned the degree in accounting. When the accounting firm hired me, I was over the moon thankful for the opportunity to land a job that could use my degree right away. I'm a nerd of sorts, I love math. 

"Good morning, Ginger," I said to the beautiful secretary. She beamed a brilliant smile in my direction, her green eyes sparkling and bright. Whenever she spoke to me or even looked at me, I would blush.

"Good morning, Oscar. We have fresh donuts and coffee in the break room this morning," Ginger said.

"Oh my, you know how to sing the song of my people," I said as I skipped around her desk to the break room.

Ginger followed me, her heels clicking along the floor. "Yeah, it's my turn and I knew you'd enjoy the sour cream donuts," she said.

Her ass wiggled just right when she walked. Of course, the body-hugging skirt she wore left nothing to the imagination. She always looked presentable. She's single and very sexy, very curvy, and sweet. I gazed at her appreciatively. She was the first face I saw when I came in for an interview. She and I hit it off right from the beginning. I noticed, she's as sweet to the others too, so unfortunately, it's not just for me. I wish it were so. I'd love to tap into her curves over some white wine. 

"Enjoy, I need to get back to work," Ginger said as the phone on her desk lit up with a ring. 

I shook my head as I watched her walk away, her hips swaying. Mr. Johnson stepped in to grab a donut. I glanced at him and realized he saw what I was looking at when Ginger walked away. I shook my head again and whistled just loud enough for him to hear. "Am I right?" I said to Mr. Johnson.

The portly man looked at Ginger and back at me. His expression didn't change and then he smiled slightly. "Yep," he said as he drew out the word. I could tell he really didn't want to talk about the sexy Ginger, so I just smiled and let it go. After pouring a cup of coffee I made my way to my office to stick my nose in my work.

Ginger poked her head in the office. "Your nine o'clock is here," she said with a smile.

I winked at her. "Thanks, dear," I said.

Ginger normally tells me on the phone, unless she had to get up and run an errand up the hall. I was always happy to have a reason to talk to the beautiful secretary. I walked into the lobby and shook the hands of Mr. and Mrs. Sample. 

"Right this way," I said and led them back to my office.

Mr. and Mrs. Sample was pleased with their tax return. I try to go over and above for my clients. I want to show the owner of the accounting firm, Mr. Hartman, that I'm the most valuable accountant here, even winning out over the accountants who have seniority over me.

"If you're happy with my services, may I ask you leave me a good review when we send you an email in a couple of days?" I asked the couple. 

"Sure, you brought back a much larger tax return than we had when we visited the competition last year," Mrs. Sample said.

I smiled, because last year I was still in the throes of my senior year of college. At twenty-three I was one of the youngest accountants at Hartman Accounting Firm. I walked around like the top rooster after being hired fresh out of college. A few of the senior accountants scowled at Mr. Hartman for taking a chance on a chump like me. I reassured him I would do over and above what his other accountants do. 

After the Samples left, I approached Ginger. I was all swagger and smiles. Leaning over her desk, I wagged my brow. "I think I'm the best accountant in the office. Mr. and Mrs. Sample said so," I said and chuckled.

Ginger took it as a joke and giggled. "We have the best accountants here, all of you," she said. I'm sure it was an attempt to make the others feel good too, but I knew I was the best. 

The next day I walked into the office and saw ginger sitting at her desk. She was typing away on her computer her long gleaming nails clicking on the keys. Deep in thought, she didn't see me walk in. I sauntered up to the desk and leaned over peering down at her. I couldn't help but look at the valley in the middle of her chest from her unbuttoned low-cut blouse. Nor did I avert my eyes when she looked up, I wanted her to know I was looking at her.

“Hey good looking what are you doing? “I asked, and I chuckled.

I didn't see that Ginger had ear buds in her ears and she put them out and gazed up at me with confusion on her face. “I'm sorry, I didn't realize you were talking to me. I'm having to get this report done before 9 o'clock this morning.” She offered me a smile and I couldn't help but blush thinking that maybe she was looking at me more than just looking at a coworker.

“Ah, I see. I just said hey good looking what are you doing?” I laughed. Ginger giggled nervously.

“I'm hard at work right now, I'm sorry. Did you need something else?” Ginger asked.

“No, sweetie. I just wanted to stop by and say hey to a beautiful woman.” I winked at her and walked away.

The sexy secretary got under my skin. I had a hard time focusing on my work. My thoughts kept going to the curvy lady sitting in the front at her desk. Today she wore a navy outfit one that hugged her body and accentuated her curves just right. I wonder if she would be open to going out with me?

I couldn't help it because I became cocky. I wanted her to know that I was interested, and I didn't know how else to do it except to talk to her about how beautiful she was. Every time I saw her, I gave her a compliment. Maybe it wasn't the best of compliments that I was constantly talking about her curvy body. It seemed like now she was beginning to avoid me that perhaps my cocky nature scared her off.

Ginger popped her head into my office. She had her handbag in her hand. “I'm about to run some errands and go by the post office. Do you need anything while I'm out?” Ginger asked.

I beamed a smile at her and let my eyes travel over her well curved body. “What I need can't be brought back from an errand,” I said. I chuckled as my eyes rolled over her body. I was hoping my body language spoke volumes to her.

Ginger peered at me while squinting her eyes. “What is that supposed to mean?” she asked.

“What I need is a big dose of spending some quality time with you,” I said and laughed.

Ginger didn't find that too funny. Perhaps she was in a bad mood for some reason. Her lips thinned, and she didn't smile. Pleasantries from the secretary weren't on the menu today but I didn't let that stop me.

“Why don't you and I go out to lunch tomorrow? We could find a cozy little spot and have some fun making out in a corner,” I said. I smiled big hoping that she would see it was partially a joke. But really it wasn't a joke. I wanted her to know that I wanted to go out with her.

“I'm sure that's not too appropriate. Oscar, you are a jokester. I need to run to the post office. If you need something send me a text,” she said and pivoted on her heels and left.

I smiled as I pulled up my phone when I knew that she had been gone for about ten minutes. My thumbs swiped over the screen as I typed a message. I typed, missing you hot stuff. I laughed again and put my phone away and she never answered it.

I tried unsuccessfully for a couple of weeks to get Ginger to notice me. It seemed the more I complemented her on her curvy body the more she ignored me. One day after work I decided to take matters into my own hands. I left the office a few minutes before Ginger did and parked around the corner hidden in the shadows against the building across the street. I watched and waited for Ginger to come out of our office
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