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I Was Wrong

I was spending another late night at the office. This project is going to kill me or get me fired. I wouldn’t be close to making our launch date if not for Jamal. Painfully, I must admit, at first, I thought he was a product of affirmative action. I guessed he was only hired because of his skin color, not his brains. While an undergraduate, he played football, so he couldn’t be that smart, right? I believed his high grades were the product of manipulation from the athletic office. Acceptance into an elite graduate school was the byproduct of the inflated grades, taking a spot from a worthy applicate, and he parlayed his position into an internship. In my mind, this was all true.

I was wrong, so wrong. It was the opposite. The other interns graduated from elite high school prep programs at elite undergraduate universities and are now enrolled in elite graduate schools. They hail from prestigious families and feel entitled to be here. Jamal grew up poor, paid for school via an athletic scholarship, and still had higher grades than the other interns. No, I want him on my team next year after completing his second year of grad school. He had an energy to him I fed off. I never had a direct report with that effect on me. 

The Director of Project Management, Lisa, tried to steal him from my workgroup. That whore can’t help herself. She almost creamed herself on his first day. I stopped her advances quickly. Lisa wasn’t the only one. I had to beat off the other interns and some of the junior members of the team from flirty with him all day. It was almost a full-time job stopping an HR incident from occurring. 

Jamal was taller than most men, had sexy dreads that he put into a ponytail, and wore tailored suits that gripped his muscular body. An infectious personality ensured he was central to most office discussions. He smelled of cologne and cocoa butter. The man was stunning. If I didn’t have a husband, I would have been in the running to harass him, too. Not to marry him but to test-drive what was under his hood. Who wouldn't want a spin with a sports car like that? 

Neck Pain

I popped two more painkillers because of pain in my neck. I officially hit the age when stuff hurts because you slept on it wrong or the universe was saying fuck you to me this week. My body felt like it was breaking down from the stress and pressure of the project. Mentally, I didn’t have much left. I received a text from my husband, once again furious, that I wasn’t coming home until late. He flung insults at me as the marriage fell off a cliff. I wish he were more supportive of me like the other husbands of working women. I hope he will understand how much he negatively affected my health one day. 

“Are you Okay,” Jamal said in a deep baritone voice that no man his age should have. A voice that powerful should only belong to platinum soul singers, presidents, or God voice-overs, not interns. Its bass tickled my soul. I gathered myself to look at him. Hoping the pain lines on my face didn’t show.

“Is it that obvious?” I said. Showing weakness was rare for me in the office, but my neck felt like thirty people were performing the Irish River Dance on it. “My neck is killing me,” I explained. Rubbing it was helping a little, but the painkillers were losing effectiveness by the day. If this continues for a week, I may be on bed rest. I continued to rub the sore spot in the hope of relief. 

“It wasn’t obvious until you yelled fuck and grabbed your neck,” he explained. I didn’t even realize I cursed out loud. I felt embarrassed that I did that. I am a girl boss, but I felt like a little girl who needed her daddy. “Do you need some help with that? I used to get stingers a lot when I played football. Our trainers worked the knots out all the time. I know all the secrets, trust me. You work hard enough. Having neck pain is wrong. Come one, and let me help you out.” 

On the drive home, I identified this as the turning point, the moment I should have said, “No, thank you,” and kept working. As you guessed by now, I didn’t. I said, come over here, Jamal, and rub my shoulders. I am such an idiot sometimes. Okay, back to the story. 

TURNING POINT

Jamal walked over and placed his strong hands on my shoulder. Ripples of pain relief emanated from the stable hands. Both thumbs pressed the bottom of the neck and moved in a circular pattern. “You will feel some pressure and a little pain at first, but in the end, you will love it, ”he whispered. I suddenly felt better and a little of something else. At first, I struggled to place the feeling because it had been so long. I was horny. That young man pierced the wall I put up with his mighty hand and fingers.

The palms of his hands rubbed against my blazer, so I pushed them off my shoulders. Jamal’s fingers expanded across my neck and shoulders. At first, the friction felt tremendous, but I began to chafe. My skin was dry from a long day in the office. I reached into my designer purse on my desk and retrieved the lotion. Jamal’s hands didn’t stop when I moved; he followed my movements to the bag and back into the chair. He was determined not to let go for a second. Cupped hands entered my line of sight to receive the lotion. I squirted it three times. 

“Don’t worry, I will get that later,” Jamal said.  

“Get what?” He laughed but did not answer. The boss wanted to know the meaning of the statement. I ask the questions and my direct reports answer. That was the way of things. I waited thirty seconds for him to volunteer the information before asking him, “When will you get it?” Once again, he laughed. I laughed, too, completely missing the joke, but I didn’t want to feel left out. Maybe he made a sports reference or something that I didn’t understand. 

“Do you know what I like about you, Melissa? You get straight to the point. At first, I wondered if the vibes I was getting from you were real. First, you asked me to work late. Next, you cock-blocked my conversions with female interns and junior team members. Lastly, when Lisa threw herself at me, you stopped her. I thought you might want me. But right now, you finally gave me the sign.” Jamal’s hands moved down the v-neck shirt. My eyes tracked the tips of his fingers. I finally saw the lotion that missed his hands and landed on my breast. His hand slid over the cream and continued into the front of my shirt. Outstretched fingers entered my bra. 

Holy shit, what the fuck is he doing, and how is this happening right now? The world crashed around me — clarity of the events that led to the situation. I made him work late. I cock-blocked him from the younger women at work. Shit, I even asked him to rub my shoulders, a no-no in corporate America. Then, like a whore, I squirted fucking lotion on my tits. Melissa, what are you doing? Get your life together. I froze for the first time I could remember. Large hands gripped my breast. Once again, I should have stood up and ended it. 
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