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Wild


When Opposites Attract

“You have an eight-thirty meeting with the board of directors about the five-percent projected increase in the fiscal budget, a ten o’clock meeting with the legal team about the impending lawsuit from the Grayson Corporation, a lunch meeting with Ronald Jackson about his transfer to the Hong Kong office, and a three o’clock conference call with the regional managers from Los Angeles, Dallas, and Atlanta.”

I could hear my secretary, Shelly, running off my daily schedule, but I was looking past her out of the floor-to-ceiling window. She had greeted me at the door, mug of steaming coffee in her hand, two creams, one sugar, just like she did every morning. She was a pretty sistah—tall, graceful, beautiful skin, perfect smile—but she always seemed so stressed out. I often wondered why she let her executive assistant job get to her so much. Granted, I was stressed out all the time as well, but I had more to lose. Unlike me, Shelly earned no more than $889.95 after taxes, every two weeks, no matter what her work performance.

I glanced up at her, standing rigidly like she was preparing for a military drill. “Shelly, can I ask you a personal question?”

A nervous expression shadowed her face, causing me to wonder if she was afraid of me. We were the exact same age but had never bonded. I was the vice president of corporate development, pulling down 250K a year plus bonuses. She had barely finished high school.

“Sure. Go ahead,” she finally responded.

“Do you ever just go out and have a good time?”I redirected my eyes to the window. There was not a cloud in the powder blue sky. “I mean, just let it all go, hang out with friends, party hearty?”

She giggled. She was gleaming at the mere thought of it. “My friends and I all go to this club over in Brooklyn every Friday night for happy hour, and sometimes we go to a reggae club on Saturdays.”

“Reggae, huh?” It was my turn to giggle. “I can’t even imagine you dancing to reggae music.”

Shelly sat down facing me in one of the leather wing chairs across from my desk. I couldn’t remember the last time she had actually taken a seat, other than to take dictation. I was pleased. It felt comfortable, like two sistahs shooting the breeze.

“What about you, Maylia? I mean, Ms. Kincaid.”

“Maylia is fine,” I responded. “You don’t have to be so formal all the time.”

“Thank you.”

I didn’t know whether to be flattered or offended by her thank you. Did she think I was so high-falutin’ she had to show appreciation for calling me by my first name?

“So, what about you, Maylia? Do you ever just hang out?”

I pondered her question. I wasn’t sure that attending business dinners with clients or boring social engagements at the country club with my parents constituted hanging out.

“Shelly, to be honest, I really don’t know,” I answered. “I go a lot of places, the finest restaurants and theaters in New York, but I can’t remember the last time I actually had fun.”

I gazed deep into her eyes and recognized something I hated: pity. I was pitiful. I needed to face facts. All the money, power, and security that I had in my life meant nothing unless I was enjoying the ride.

My parents had groomed me to take my place in high society, pure and simple. My father made his millions in international trade while my mother spent her days shopping in Macy’s, Saks, and various boutiques on Fifth Avenue. I went to school at Yale University, graduated with honors, and nabbed a job with McMillan and Associates before I could even move out of my dorm good.

There I was, in my corner office on Fifty-ninth Street overlooking Central Park South, wondering what the hell I was doing with my life. Shelly did not have much money, but she had freedom. She could leave the office at five o’clock and do whatever she wished. I had to play negotiator over soft-shell crabs or spend my nights going over stacks of reports. I truly envied her.

I jumped up from my desk, startling Shelly. She jumped up too and waited for my instructions, assuming her military position again.

“I’m going out,” I announced.

“Out? What about your meeting?”

“Cancel it!” I walked toward my private bath, grabbing my purse off my desk on the way. “In fact, cancel all of my appointments. I’m taking the day off!”

“But, but, but Ms. Kincaid, I mean Maylia,” she stuttered, “what am I supposed to tell everybody?”

“Tell them I’m sick or something.” I swung around to face her. “Isn’t that what people usually say when they play hooky from school or work?”

Shelly shrugged her shoulders. “I guess.”

I was about to close the bathroom door in her face when a lightbulb went off in my head. “Shelly, after you cancel all of my engagements, take the day off as well.”

“Are you serious?” She put her hands on her hips, striking a sistahgurl pose. I fell out laughing. She looked good like that.

I put my purse on the vanity counter and struck the same pose. “Yeah, gurl, I’m serious!” I exclaimed in my best ghettoized accent.

“Well,
aiight
then.” She giggled, enjoying our little scene.

I walked back out of the bathroom and raised my left palm. “Give me five!”

She slapped me a high five and laughed so hard that she was practically crying. “I guess I’ll see you tomorrow, then?”

“Maybe. Maybe not,” I chided, knowing good and well taking two days off in a row would be pushing it. They’d probably send the police to my penthouse to make sure I was still breathing.

Shelly strutted out of my office with more pep in her step than I had ever seen and closed the door. I went back in the bathroom and gazed in the mirror. Now, I was glowing. I felt so, so, so invigorated. The mere thought of actually shucking my responsibilities for an entire day was thrilling.

I took a good look at myself and decided I appeared to be more like fifty than my actual thirty years. My hair and makeup, not to mention the stuffy, conservative suit, put age on me. I pulled the clip out of my ebony hair and let it fall down across my shoulders. It had been so long since I physically and symbolically let my hair down.

I took off the blazer of my Donna Karan suit, unbuttoned my sleeves, and rolled them up to just below my elbows. I looked younger already. I turned to the side so I could see the profile of my body. My breasts were as pert as ever, and my ass was just as firm and round as it was in college. Too bad I didn’t show off my assets more often.

I had no idea where I was going to go or what I was going to do today, but I was determined to savor and enjoy it. Then I thought about the park. Every day, I looked down from the twenty-fourth floor at the ant-size people Rollerblading, strolling, or riding bikes through Central Park. I didn’t know the first thing about Rollerblading, and I hadn’t been on a bike since my first year in high school, but I did know how to stroll.

The three-inch leather pumps I had on were not made for walking, though, so I dug through my closet behind the bathroom door and retrieved my gym bag. The same workout clothes had been in it for more than three years. I had every intention of hitting the corporate gym on the seventh floor—I really did—but time constraints just never allowed it.

I opted out of changing clothes completely, but I did take off my thigh-high stockings so I could put on my white crew socks and cross trainers. I had often laughed at the women walking down the street or catching the train in work clothes and tennis shoes. It looked so silly. But I was content to look silly for just one day.

When I emerged from my office less than five minutes later, Shelly was nowhere in sight. Her phone console had been forwarded to the night message, and all the papers I had seen strewn across her desk when I came in were neatly stacked in her in box. Girlfriend meant business about her day off. Now it was my turn to escape the madness.

 

I managed to get down to ground level in the elevator before someone began to question me. The security guard, Fred, wanted to know if I needed him to call a company car. I told him no thanks, that I would be taking a morning walk in the park. He looked at me in stunned disbelief. I left him sitting there at the security desk with his mouth wide open and swiveled through the revolving door into the brisk morning air.

I sucked air into my lungs, and it felt wonderful. I went to the corner and waited for the light to change before crossing the street and entering Central Park. People were laughing and enjoying themselves. They had lives, unlike me.

I walked down a path for a long time. The muscles in the back of my calves began aching, and I realized I needed to start working out. Not because of weight issues—I was only carrying about 133 pounds on my five-six frame—I was just out of shape,
period
.

I spotted an ice cream vendor and grew excited. I had not had an ice cream cone in years; just fancy desserts like biscotti, compote, and slices of cheesecake that cost more than having a pizza delivered. I half-ran over to the vendor and whipped out a five, asking for a double scoop of chocolate on a waffle cone. I licked my lips while he hand-packed the ice cream onto the cone. I paid him and then turned around just as a big-ass basketball appeared from nowhere and knocked the cone into me. Luckily, the ice cream was so hard that I only ended up with a brown circle over my left breast, but I was still pissed. My ice cream was on the ground.
What idiot would be so careless?

I glanced up and saw the idiot coming toward me. I wanted to spew out a bunch of ugly words at him, but I could not. I was reared up better than that, and people do make mistakes. He was average-looking and I envisioned what type of woman would date him. Certainly not me.

He frowned. “I’m sorry. Did you get hurt?”

“No, I’m fine.” I smiled at him and pointed to my shirt. “Just a little stain.”

“Well, let me buy you another cone. That’s the least I could do.” He picked up the cone from the ground and tossed it into the nearest receptacle. “You should let me pay to have your shirt cleaned also.”

“None of that is necessary. Really.”

He wasn’t paying attention. He was already digging into the pockets of his athletic shorts, searching for money. He paid the vendor for another cone.

“Thank you,” I said as he handed it to me.

“You’re welcome.” He glanced back over to the basketball court, where three other men were standing, looking mighty impatient. “I better get back to the game. Have a nice day.”

“You, too.”

I decided that my best strategy was to find a bench and eat my cone. I did not want to risk someone bumping into me while I was walking and causing another mess. There was a bench on a hill about thirty feet from the basketball court, so I grabbed it seconds before a man in a suit with a bag lunch got to it.

I was sitting there, licking the hell out of my ice cream cone, when I started surveying the rest of the men on the court. One of them stood out from the rest. Not just because of his height, though he had to be at least six-five—he stood out because he was the finest man I had seen in ages. Sepia skin, ebony eyes, and some seriously lickable lips. None of them had on a shirt, but his muscles put the rest of theirs to shame.

“Damn!” I heard myself exclaim out of lust.

Before I finished my cone, I was in heat. The ice cream did nothing to cool me down. I was sitting there fantasizing about that man’s hands, tongue, and whatever else all over me. Once I finished my cone, I did not budge. I was mesmerized. How foolish, I finally said to myself. This is so unlike you, Maylia.

That may have been true. In fact, it was completely unlike me, but that did not keep me from following the brother when he threw his shirt back on and started walking away.

I had no idea what I hoped to accomplish by following him, but I kept my distance. I was sure he had absolutely no idea that I was trailing him until…

“Why don’t you just walk beside me?”

Was he talking to me? Unfortunately, he was. He had stopped dead in his tracks and turned around, staring down at me.

“Excuse me?” was the only response I could come up with.

“I said, why don’t you just walk beside me?”

“Why would I want to do that?” I asked, feigning innocence.

“It’s better than following me.” He grinned. “You are following me, right?”

“Don’t be absurd!” I could not believe his nerve. Even if he was right about me following him, he did not need to point it out. “What are you, some sort of narcissist or something?”

“I have no idea what that means.”

“A person who’s egotistical, full of themselves.”

“Now, I do know what that means, but I’m not that.” He pushed a loose hair away from my face and I felt faint. He was turning me on so much that it was scary. “I am flattered, though.”

“I can’t imagine why,” I replied, determined to keep some composure.

“I saw the way you were checking a brotha out on the court.”

“Oh, were you just playing basketball back there?” I asked the question with a straight face. “I wasn’t paying attention. I was too busy eating my ice cream cone.”

“The way you ate it was a treat in itself.” He licked his lips. I wanted to lick them for him. “It made me wonder if you devour everything else like that.”
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