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It happened about a month ago, while I was on a business trip in Seattle—a legal conference for criminal defense attorneys—with my boss Rachel. We were staying at one of the big hotels downtown. Near the end of the first day, Rachel texted me, asking me to meet her in the business center. She had some emails she needed to print off and she was having trouble with the hotel computer.

Justice never takes a break, and neither do paralegals.

Not to be all bitchy about my job, because I’m not. I like what I do. And Rachel and I get on well enough. She’s a tough boss, but fair. She treats me okay and I learn a lot from her. She’s a senior partner, and she’s got quite the reputation for being a bitch around the office. Mostly that comes from the people she’d reamed out for fucking up their jobs and the general slackers in the firm. Which we’ve got a lot of.

The running joke was she was short-tempered because she didn’t get laid enough. I didn’t buy that, because if that's what did it, I’d be the one who was the crazy, screaming lunatic. Celibacy sucks.

I found the business center and knocked on the closed door. Rachel called me inside.

The center was set up like a small office, with a desk, a computer, printer, phone, and a couple of chairs. One was set out across from the desk where Rachel sat. She had a cell phone cradled between her chin and shoulder. She waved me in, mouthed, shut the door, and pointed to the chair in front of the desk.

I sat and waited.

What did she look like, you ask?

Well, she’s attractive for her age, in her early fifties. She takes care of herself, works out regularly so she’s fit but clearly struggles with her weight, just like all us women of a certain age do. She’s softer and a little thicker, less toned, than I imagine she’s comfortable with. Still, I hope in ten years when I’m her age I look half as good.

She’s got dark hair. She keeps it long but usually wears it pinned up in a bun. Her professional look she calls it. She dresses nicely, business attire but expensive. That day she had on a dark skirt and beige button down blouse, unbuttoned maybe one too many to be appropriate for the office. But we were coming to the end of the day and we weren’t really in a business setting, per say. She had draped her suit jacket over the back of her chair.

She finished her call, hung up. She wore light pink lip gloss on her full mouth. I thought it a bit too pale for her olive skin. 

“Thank you for coming down, Lexie.” She put her hand on a stack of papers in front of her. “But I’m afraid I’ve wasted your time.” She smiled. “I figured out how to print them out myself. Forgive me?”

“Of course. It’s no problem.”

“Didn’t pull you out of anything interesting, did I?”

“God, no. A presentation on tort law. So boring I could barely keep my eyes open.”

“So then, I rescued you,” Rachel said.

I smiled. “I guess you did. Thanks.”

Her office chair had rolling wheels. They squeaked as she pushed back from the desk and stood up. She pushed her sleeve back and looked at her watch. “It’s late. No point in going back to the session.”

I sat with my hands folded together in my lap. “No. I guess not.”

Rachel came around the desk. She’d kicked off her shoes. I couldn’t help but notice how shapely her legs were. They were like runner’s legs. She stood between me and the desk. Her arms folded under her ample chest. She looked down at me. “I’m glad you’re on this trip with me, Lexie.”

I crossed my legs, pushed the hem of my skirt down and clasped my interlocked hands over my knee. “I’m glad you invited me. It a nice break form the routine in the office.”

Rachel pushed back and sat on the corner of the desk. Then she leaned across it, propping herself head up on her elbow. She crossed her legs at the ankle and draped her other arm over her hitched hip. She looked like a model lounging on a sofa. The ones that peddle some product you can’t remember, using sex to sell it.

A sexy, sensual pose. Completely inappropriate office behavior.

I snapped my mouth closed and gulped, suddenly quite uncomfortable.

“I have a confession to make, Lexie.” Rachel smiled and it made the corners of her eyes crinkle. For the first time I noticed how green they were, and quite stunning. “I didn’t bring you along only because of work.”

“You didn’t?”

“I hoped we could use this time to get to know each other better, more personally.”

“I’m not sure I know what you mean.”

Her manicured fingernails were painted pink, matching her lipstick. She tapped the surface of the desk with one. “Well...”

She slinked off the desk and circled around behind me.

I followed her with my eyes then shifted to the left slightly.

“You’re divorced, aren’t you?” she asked.

“Yes.”

She put her hands on my shoulders.

“How long has it been?” She leaned over. I felt her presence, her breath on my neck.

“The divorce was final a year ago,” I said.

She laughed. “I’m not talking about the marriage.”

“You’re not?”

She slipped a hand down over one of my boobs while she cupped my chin in the other. “I’m talking about sex.” She turned my head and kissed me on the mouth. With the hand that had grazed my breast, she pushed my crossed leg off my knee. 

With my legs parted, I felt her hand reaching up under my skirt.

I gasped, started to protest.

She pushed her tongue in my mouth, reaching past my lips, past my teeth.

I twisted further around and grabbed her arm. I pulled it away and stood up. “Rachel, I don’t...”

She stood with her hands up in the air, palms out. “Lexie, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean...I thought...”

“You thought what?” I wasn’t angry, just surprised and confused. “Did I do something to lead you on, to make you think—?”

“No. I’m sorry. No. This is all on me. I...I find you very, very attractive and I thought...I hoped you’d feel the same about me.”

“I...” I didn’t know what to say. I didn’t know how I felt. “I, um, think you’re attractive too, Rachel. In fact, you’re beautiful.” Then I started stammering, not wanting to lead her on, but I didn’t want to embarrass her either. “But I’m not...I don’t...I never...you know. That.”

She flashed me a brave smile. “It’s okay. I understand.” She went around to the other side of her desk and retrieved her jacket. She folded it over her arm. “Can we, um, put this behind us? Pretend I didn’t just make a giant jackass of myself.”

“You didn’t. It’s forgotten. My hand to God. It never happened.”

Visibly relieved, she sighed. “Thank you. But that’s going to make what comes next a teeny-weeny bit awkward.”

♥
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Twenty minutes later, we were outside a hotel room on the sixth floor. Rachel stood poised with the card key in hand, our luggage at our feet.

“We’re staying in the same room?” I asked.

She slipped the card key in the slot and pushed open the door. She flicked on the lights. With carryon bag in hand, she held the door open so I could step past her into the room, dragging my wheeled suitcase in behind me.

“When I booked the room, I thought...was hoping....”

I tossed my bag onto the bed. I looked around. “Rachel. There’s only one bed.”

She gave me a weak smile. “At least it’s a king-size. Plenty of room.”

I gave her a look.

She put her hands up, palms out, surrendering. “I know. I know. I already spoke to the manager but because of the conference, the hotel’s booked solid. There are no other rooms available until tomorrow. He can bring in a cot if you’d like. But those things are so uncomfortable.” She closed the door and locked it. Then set the security bar. “I swear. No hanky-panky. I’ll be the perfect roommate. Let’s just get cleaned up and go to dinner. You’ll have your own room tomorrow. I promise.”

“Okay,” I said, not okay, and feeling
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