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Heh, there she is, Chet thought, strolling through the office. Back from lunch already, wearing that pretty white blouse.

Jean sat at her desk in front of Chet’s office, staring down her nose through her bifocal glasses. She wore her hair up. Chet preferred it down, and he’d told her that many times. She always ignored him. Still, that didn’t make Jean any less hot.

The whole reason I hired that girl is to get her to go out with me, but every time I put the moves on her, she shimmies out of my grip. I mean, I get playing hard to get, but three years of this is getting ridiculous.

He sat on her desk. “How’s it going, baby?”

“That’s Ms. Baker to you,” Jean replied.

“You get the chocolates I left on your desk?”

“Those were for me? Sorry,” she smiled. “I thought you left them there by mistake, so I put them on your desk where they belonged.” She held up a stack of notes. “Here are your phone messages. I put your mail on your desk, Mr. Montrose.”

“Oh, you were in my office, were you? Couldn’t wait to see me? You know, I’ve got a couch in there. It’s open anytime you need to relax.”

“Thank you, sir, but I’m more than rested when I get here in the morning.”

“That’s my trouble,” Chet grinned. “I’m having a hard time sleeping these days, ever since my girlfriend left me. Maybe you could help me with that.”

“So sorry to hear about that,” Jean replied. “Don’t worry, you’ll be fine, just like when your other girlfriends broke up with you.”

Feisty, Chet grinned. He took his messages and stepped into the office. “See you later, honey.”

Jean sighed and leaned back in her chair. Pam from the typing pool walked up.

“Does he really think you’ll buy that?” Pam snorted, putting her papers in the in-box.

“Buy what?” Jean asked.

“The whole girlfriend thing. He doesn’t really expect us to believe that he actually has one, does he?”

“Oh, he does—at least, he did. I’ve sent her flowers.”

“But...he asked you out three times last week,” Pam frowned. “If his girlfriend just broke up with him...”

Jean gave Pam a look. “You don’t think that would stop him, do you?”

“Oh my!” Pam gasped. “Well!”

“Don’t worry,” Jean sighed. “You get used to it.”

“You poor dear! Let me get you a cup of coffee.”

“No thanks, I just got this this blouse. I don’t want to spill.”

“Of course, dear! I thought there was something different about you.”

“Thanks,” Jean said wearily. “I stained my old one with India ink from the fountain pen. I needed to replace it; this cost me my last ten dollars. Can you believe that?”

“Of course. Next time, hon.”

Bzzt! Chet was calling on the intercom. “Hey, Jean! You there, sweetie? Pilot to bombardier, over!”

Jean sighed and pressed the button. “Yes, Mr. Montrose?”

“Jean, would you mind bringing me the files for the Anderson account?”

“Yes, Mr. Montrose.” She took her finger off the button. “Into the lions’ den...”

Walking through the office door, Jean found Chet leaning back in his leather armchair, a glass of whiskey loosely cradled in one hand, and his feet set up on his desk. He had opened the chocolates that Jean put there and was tossing one into his mouth as she walked in. The turntable in the corner was playing jazz, and there was a faint scent of cologne in the air.

“Mr. Montrose, I brought the files—“

“You know, Jean, I don’t mind if you call me Chet every once in a while.” He sipped his whiskey. “It’s shorter—saves time—makes the office more efficient, if you know what I mean.”

“I have the files—“

“I mean, ‘Mister Montrose’ is three times longer than Chet.”

“Four times,” she said.

“Huh?”

“Nothing, sir. I’ll consider it. Now, where do you want the files?”

“Right here, Jean. Have a chocolate.”

The desk was too cluttered to find enough room for all of the files. The box of chocolates was sitting there, open. Chet’s mail was still there; he hadn’t opened a single envelope. Jean had to pushed aside a few items to put the files on his desk. Before Jean could let go, Chet put his hand over hers.

“Your hand feels lovely. Are you using some kind of new skin cream? Whatever it is, it’s doing wonders.”

“Thank you, sir, but I need to go—“

“What’s the rush? Stay a while, have a drink.”

“I’d rather just finish the day’s work, you know, for the good of the company.”

“You know,” Chet said. “My dad is part owner of this company.”

“You don’t say...”

“I know he wouldn’t mind if you took a break. After all, you girls work so hard, day in...day out...”

Jean pulled back her hand. “Will there be anything else, Mr. Montrose?”

“Call me Chet,” he said, rising from his seat. “All the girls do.”

“Thank you, sir,” Jean smiled. “But I think that it would be better if I called you Mr. Montrose from now on.”

“Ah, you see?” Chet chuckled. “I see your problem. You’re worried about me. You think that I’m uptight like those other bosses. Once you get to know me, you’ll see that I’m not so bad. You just need to relax—loosen up! Once you get all that tension out, you and I won’t need to be so formal with each other.”

“Thank you, sir. I’ll try.”

“Why don’t we try it right now?”

Jean swallowed. “Try what?”

“Loosening up: is my schedule is open for the rest of the evening?”

“Uh...” Jean paused a moment to think. “No.”

“Well, cancel everything. What do you say to getting a few drinks after work? My treat.”

“Why, that sounds lovely, Mr.—I mean, sir, but I’m afraid that I’m going out tonight with my boyfriend this evening. It’s our anniversary, after all.”

“No you’re not. You don’t have a boyfriend?”

“What? O-of course I do.”

“No you don’t. I asked. The girls in the typing pool all told me that you were single. Nice try, though.”

Damn it!

“So, now that we’ve gotten to know each other,” Chet leered. “How about those drinks tonight?”

“I...I prefer not to drink.”

“That’s fine, we can get dinner.”

“I’m on a diet. So sorry.”

“We’ll make it a light dinner,” she said, standing up from his seat. “What do you think?”

“Oh, sir,” Jean laughed. “You’re so clever, but really, I’ll have to say no—“

“Come on, Jean!” he said, walking around the desk. What’s the real reason you don’t want to go out with me? Is it the money? You want some kind of present first?”

“Oh sir! I wouldn’t presume to ask you for a present. After all, I’m so happy just to work here already...”

“What is it? Come on,” he said, still holding his whiskey. “What’s the real reason? You scared?”

“Well, of course! Why, a secretary like me couldn’t hope to have a relationship with a young executive like you.”

“That’s where you’re wrong. We executives can have relationships with whoever we want.” He tried to touch her hand again. She pulled back. “Still playing hard to get, eh? Don’t worry, I understand,” he laughed. “You’re one of those girls who likes to be chased. That’s fine,” he grinned. “You wanna be chased? I’ll chase you, baby?”

“Now, Mr. Montrose...”

“Come on, baby.” He reached for her. “Run for me!”

“Sir, what will the other workers say? They can hear us through the walls.”

Ha! Shows what you know, Chet thought. These office walls are soundproof. No one’s going to hear anything when I catch you, sweetie! “Never mind that. Let’s see if you can get away from me!”

Jean jumped back. “Oh! W-wait a minute!”

“Come here! I’ve got you now.”

“No, please! Help! Help!” She ran for the door, but Chet reached it first.”

“Pretty quick, huh? I was a wide receiver back in high school.

“Sir, let me out!”

“Ha-ha!” Chet chuckled. “Shout as much as you want. I like it when you girls put up a fight.”

“No, stop! Stop kissing me! I can’t take it! You must stop, please!”

Good thing these walls are soundproof. Once the door is closed, no one can hear anything coming from inside this office, meaning that I can do whatever I want! He kissed her again, over and over, holding her close and wrestling her to the ground.

“Please, Mr. Montrose—“

“Chet!”

“Please, Chet! You need to stop. If you take this any further...”

“Don’t be such a spoil sport, honey? Why don’t you just admit it. You’re mad about me! I’ve felt your eyes all over me ever since you walked through that door. Admit it! A handsome young executive like me—a pretty young thing like you—we’d be an awesome couple!”

“Let me go, you brute!” She pounded on his chest with her delicate, manicured, hands, but he wouldn’t let go. He simply smothered her in more kisses, messing up her hair and forcing open her blouse. “You beast! You monster! Let me go!”

“Never, you’re mine, baby.”

“No, you don’t understand! I can’t allow this to happen, otherwise I’ll tear you apart!”

Chet paused. “What do you mean?”

Jean struggled to speak. “If manhandle me like this, I’ll get angry, and the angrier I get, the more I...I...”

“Pshaw! You women are always saying that you’re angry.” He kissed her again. “If you’re really angry, why don’t you put up a decent fight? You just expect me to roll over at the first slap? Well, if you think that Chet Montrose is going to give up that easily—whoa!”

Jean tried to roll away, but Chet rolled with her and the two of them hit the desk. The glass of brandy toppled and spilled on the carpet. A couple
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