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The air in the board room was cool and dry. It seemed suited to the quiet, moderated hum of the air conditioner and the polished dark walnut conference table. The high back, warm brown leather executive swivel chairs seemed right for the walnut table. And the entire setting perfectly suited the cool, luxurious demeanor of the trim, lithe woman sitting alone on one side of the table. 

Her skirt and jacket were dark grey, pinstriped with a slightly lighter shade of grey. Her platinum blonde hair was pulled back in a tight bun. Only a few strands had escaped. They arched out to touch her neck behind her left ear. She reached up to lightly scratch the area with long, perfectly shaped fingernails.

Her ample breasts strained against her white silk blouse as she leaned forward and slid a single sheet of paper across the table. “Here you go.” 

Across the table, Harold Deroso was dressed in dark slacks and a white shirt with the sleeves rolled up on his pudgy mid-forearms. His tie lay on the table in front of him to his right, and his collar was unbuttoned to display the sweaty sausage rolls of his neck and throat. 

What was left of his thinning, conservatively cut coal-black hair was combed perfectly straight back, as if he had run a comb through it after he sat down. His dress jacket hung over the back of the chair. It seemed happier there somehow. 

He slapped his palm on the sheet of paper to indicate his disrespect, dragged it toward him, and creased it as he picked it up. He glanced at it without reading it, then turned it over. The back of the sheet, of course, was blank. 

He sneered and flipped it onto the table again. As it spun, he said, “This can’t be the whole agreement.”

“Of course not. You’ve already seen the entire agreement. This is only the signature page. The agreement hasn’t changed, as your attorney will attest.” She turned her head to the right. “Won’t you, George?”

He was already looking at her blankly when she turned her head to face him. The man was dressed in a nondescript dark grey suit. The knot on his stained blue tie had worked loose, though the throat button on his white shirt was still buttoned. What little bit of hair remained inside the horseshoe fringe was mussed. 

He looked at her for another moment as her question wormed its way through his personal fog. Her silhouette was so crisp, so sharp and clean. What a graceful, powerful, beautiful woman. She might well have been modeled after Nefertiti. In fact—

She frowned. “George?”

“What?” He shook his head slightly. He glanced at his client, then at the woman again. “I’m sorry. Daydreaming. Did I miss something?”

Harold balled up the sheet of paper and threw it at the attorney. It struck him on the chest and bounced back to the table. “Yes, you missed something. You wanna daydream, that’s fine, but not on my time.” He looked at the woman. “Three grand an hour this guy’s charges me so he can sit there and ogle you.” 

He turned back to the attorney and pointed at the balled up paper. “That’s the signature page, she says, or somethin’ like that. The agreement hasn’t changed, she says, an’ she says you got a copy of it in your files or somewhere.”

“Ah, yes. Yes, I understand.” He nodded.

Harold looked at him for a moment, obviously frustrated. He frowned and held his arms out to the sides, palms open. “So you got it, or what?”

George leaned slightly toward him and frowned. “I’m sorry. Do I have what, exactly?”

Harold’s face flushed red. “The agreement, you putz! The damn agreement we been talkin’ about! The agreement this shark over here wants me to sign! You got it, or what?”

“Oh, yes. Yes, I have it.” George looked at the woman. “This signature page that you’re asking him to sign, Angela, it is the last page of the same agreement I have in my files, correct?”

“Yes, of course.”

“And neither you nor your client have altered it in any way?”

“Of course not, George.” She smiled just for him.

George turned back to his client. “Well, you see, Harold? There you have it.”

Harold glared at him. “Hell, I could’a asked her that! What am I payin’ you for again?”

Angela leaned forward again, and slipped another sheet of paper across the table. “Here’s a clean one.”

Harold slapped his hand down on that one and balled it up as well. He tossed it over his shoulder. It bounced off the window ledge and fell to the carpet. He sneered. “Yeah? How many more you got?”

She smiled, leaned forward and slipped another sheet of paper across the table. “Plenty. And there’s a copier just down the hall.” She glanced at George. “I get paid by the hour too.” Then she turned back to Harold. “And my fees are part of the agreement. So please, feel free to take your time.”

He glared at her, slapped his hand down on the most recent sheet of paper. He hesitated, then pulled it toward him. He reached under his jacket for his shirt pocket. “Hey, whaddya know? I ain’t got a p—”

A pen came sliding across the table. She smiled. “There you go.” 

“You got a answer for everything, don’t you? Well lemme tell you somethin’, missy— you ain’t got a answer for everything.”

“Thank you. That’s what I like about you, Harold. You always make such perfect sense.” She pointedly glanced at her wristwatch. “Tick, tock, tick, tock.” She looked up at him and smiled again. “I love that sound.”
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