
 

My first job out of college was in a private equity group of a large bank. I was the team’s only 
female investment professional out of the group of sixteen. I was always cognizant of how I was 
dressed, erring on the extra conservative, and I never, ever made flirtatious comments or 
spoke about anything romantic or personal. I worked exceptionally hard, learned a lot, and did 
well. I loved my work and the people I worked with. Life was good. 

Then, on a due diligence trip, the senior partner I primarily worked with confessed his love for 
me. I was beyond shocked: he was a married father, twice my age, and I had zero clue he 
“felt” this way (or would attempt this sort of behavior). I didn’t know how to handle it. I told the 
married partner that I was flattered because I thought so highly of him, but that I didn’t think of 
him in that light for many reasons and thanked him for saying so many flattering things. I 
thought that would be the end of it, but he brought it up again and again and again. 

The situation became unbearable. He would tell me we were flying to meet a company 
somewhere in the US and would make sure we chartered private travel so it would just be the 
two of us on the flight.  He would “accidentally” caress my leg on the flight or in a meeting. He 
would show up at my apartment asking me to dinner.  He would tell me all the reasons things 
were “over” with his wife on car rides to company meetings and why they could be “so right 
with us.”  Every time, I would politely say “no,”  but I became a bit unglued at work. 

I asked to work with another partner – but “my” partner rejected the request. I asked HR if I 
could “expand” the number of people I worked with for exposure;  they let me know there was 
no more attractive job than mine (which was true, other than the partner dynamic). When I 
asked  the partner I worked with again for a transfer, he finally offered a rotation in private 
wealth management, a very different role he knew did not interest me. Unable to transfer 
teams, I felt increasingly isolated at work. 

I met a woman who had worked in the department years prior who told me the partner was 
inappropriate with her as well. Her last memory of him was of him putting ice cubes down her 
white silk blouse for an impromptu office “wet t-shirt night”.  Her story made me realize that 
things would not change, this was a pattern of behavior that would not stop.  So I found a new 
job.  When I gave my notice, I set up a meeting with the other partners to explain why I was 
leaving. I didn’t feel it was fair to leave and not make a statement that might protect future 
women hired into the firm. Given the overwhelming evidence and witnesses within the 
company I presented, the senior partners conducted a review and found him guilty, but the 
punishment was  “counseling.” 

While leaving was a lateral move and I had to take a pay cut, my next job turned out to be the 
best job of my career (and far more lucrative in the long run).  Most importantly, I worked with 
wonderful people and felt happy, safe, respected, and valued.
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