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The miso soup and rice were already waiting for Kazuma when he arrived in the kitchen. He sat down at the table and began to eat, taking care not to spill any on his shirt. Mayumi came over and joined him, placing her own breakfast on the table and sitting down opposite him.

They didn’t say much to each other in the morning. He had to eat and rush off to work while she was thinking about what needed to be done around the house.

He looked up and caught her eye, watching to see how he liked his breakfast. He smiled at her and put another clump of rice in his mouth. She smiled back and sipped on her own soup.

It was almost half-past eight. He had to be going soon.

Kazuma finished the rest of his breakfast and wiped his mouth before fetching his jacket and heading for the front door. Mayumi finished the last of her meal and hurried after him, finding him straightening his tie in front of the hall mirror.

He had a lanky build and a thin neck, but looked spritely for a man in his mid-thirties. Even so, he had already begun to dye his hair black. She had just turned thirty and was already wondering when she would have to start using hair dye as well.

Mayumi opened up his briefcase and placed his bento box inside before closing it up again. Then she picked it up and handed it to him.

“Arigatou,” he said with a gracious smile as he accepted the briefcase.

“What time do you expect to be back?” Mayumi asked.

“Hopefully seven,” Kazuma replied, “but I might have to work later.”

Mayumi nodded, watching him as he checked his shoes before opening the front door.

“Ittekimasu,” he said as he stepped out the door.

“Itterasshai!” she called after him.

The door closed, and she locked it after him.

As Mayumi headed back into the house, she caught sight of her reflection in the hallway mirror and stopped to examine herself.

She was about the same height as her husband, with dark brown hair that flowed just past her shoulders. Her eyes were small and her face was round with typical Japanese features.

Her figure was quite slim for a woman her age, but only because she did yoga for half an hour a day in the living room. Her breasts were a respectable size, but were starting to droop a little, a fact which made her more self-conscious than it should.

Did Kazuma still find her attractive? They made love maybe once or twice a week, but it was more a matter of marital routine than real passion.

Mayumi brightened up and flashed a smile at her reflection before starting the day’s chores.
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Laundry was always first. Mayumi loaded her own clothes into the washing machine and set it to run while she did the dishes. Just as she was finishing, the first load was done, and she unloaded it into a basket before loading Kazuma’s clothes and starting the wash cycle again.

Once the washing machine was running, she took the basket full of her own wet clothes and carried them out onto the balcony where the clothesline hung.

They lived on the tenth floor of the apartment block a little way outside the city center. They were close enough to the main city to see the high-rises in the distance, but far enough away that the bustle of city life was kept at arm’s length.

It was a beautiful sight to behold. The sun was still rising, with barely any clouds to obscure the brilliant blue sky. It was early summer, and if the wind weren’t so chilly this far up, it would be a lovely opportunity to sunbathe.

Mayumi took in a deep breath of fresh air and exhaled with a contented smile, allowing the wind to billow through her hair for a moment. Doubtless, there were more impressive views of the city from the high-rise buildings, but that didn’t detract from the sight.

Remembering that she still had other chores to do, she began hanging her clothes up on the clothesline, taking care to attach the pegs securely. How embarrassing would it be if her bra went floating off into the wind?

As she finished hanging up her clothes, she noticed movement to the left. Each apartment had its own balcony, separated from neighboring balconies by a waist-high partition. The neighbor had just stepped out onto his own balcony and was busy preparing a kind of metal frame.

He was a foreigner, judging by his wavy blond hair and European features. He was wearing only his boxer shorts, a fact which made Mayumi blanch. What kind of uncouth barbarian paraded about in the open air with no clothes on?

At the same time, she was transfixed by the sight of his near-naked body. Every inch of his body was toned muscle, from his legs and thighs to his chiseled torso with six packs of muscle on his stomach, and broad shoulders and strong arms.

At the same time, he wasn’t overly muscular like some freakishly enhanced bodybuilder. He clearly had a strong body, but his muscles looked toned and attractive rather than bulging.

He hadn’t noticed her. He was too busy adjusting the frame on his balcony. Mayumi assumed it was his clotheslines, but once he was finished preparing it, he gripped the bar and hoisted himself up before starting a round of pullups.

Mayumi was still staring. The only sound he made as he exercised was a low grunt of effort, but the sight of his muscles flexing and contracting held her gaze.

He did twenty pullups and then lowered himself to the ground. As he grabbed a water bottle and took a sip, he noticed his neighbor watching him.

“Ohaiyou!” he said pleasantly.

Mayumi averted her gaze out of embarrassment.

“Good morning,” she mumbled back in English.

“I’m Caleb, by the way,” he added, flashing a pearly white grin at her.

His eyes were hazel-colored, and they lit up along with his smile.

“My name is Mayumi,” she replied, trying to look formal but friendly, “Mrs. Suzuki Mayumi.”

“Nice to meet you, Mayumi-chan,” he answered with another smile.

“‘San’,” Mayumi corrected him, annoyed by the cutesy term ‘chan’, “Mayumi ‘san’.”

“Gomen, Mayumi-san,” Caleb responded, brushing off his cultural faux pas.

Mayumi was a grown woman. Only Kazuma could address her as ‘chan’. Even so, it was hard to be too angry at her new foreign acquaintance. His Japanese was impressive, and he gave off an aura of irreverent confidence that was kind of endearing, even alluring.

Or maybe it was the sight of his half-naked body that she found alluring.

A pinging noise echoed from inside the apartment. It was the washing machine announcing that it was finished with the second load.

“I have to go,” Mayumi informed Caleb, “it was nice meeting you.”

“Same here, Mayumi-san,” Caleb replied, returning to his pullups.

Mayumi picked up the empty laundry basket and headed back inside, shutting the sliding door and locking it behind her. She only realized later that Caleb could see her panties drying.
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By the time Mayumi came back to the balcony to hang up Kazuma’s clothes, Caleb had finished with his morning workout and had disappeared into his apartment. She secured her husband’s clothes to the clothesline and headed back inside.

The house still needed to be vacuumed, but that could wait while she took a break. Mayumi returned to the bedroom and sat down on the bed, wondering what to do with herself. As she thought about it more, the question broadened to her marital life.

Kazuma was gone almost the entire day except for weekends – unless there was an approaching deadline at work, in which case he would work weekends and late into the night. She practically lived alone most of the time. They never went anywhere interesting, and the only special occasions they had together were birthdays and anniversaries.

And they still had no children.

Mayumi looked at herself in the mirror. She was wearing a simple white one-piece dress that brought out her figure without being too tight. It wasn’t the sort of outfit she would wear on a night out, but it was durable enough to be worn for chores without looking shabby.

She reached down to the hem of her dress and pulled it up over her head, laying the garment out on the bed before turning back to the mirror.

She was wearing simple cotton panties and a bra, but she was curved like an hourglass, thanks to the daily yoga stretches that kept her body toned. The result was a slim and sexy figure that made her look a decade younger.

At age thirty, her breasts were still ample, but she was so self-conscious about them that she had considered wearing pushup bras. Even then, she didn’t know what difference that would make, seeing as Kazuma never complimented her body.

That foreign boy next door seemed to like her. What was his name? Caleb?

Mayumi climbed onto the bed and lay spread-eagled on her back. On a whim, she slipped her panties off and tossed them onto the floor. She and Kazuma made love regularly, but it wasn’t exactly mind-blowing. In order to get real pleasure, Mayumi had to give it to herself.

Her fingers wandered down to the neatly trimmed mound of hair just above her sex, and then to her lower lips. She closed her eyes and opened her mouth as she felt the wetness of her pussy. Perhaps the sight of her sexy neighbor had gotten her juices flowing without her realizing it.

Why was that foreign boy intruding into her thoughts all of a sudden?

She knew why. The sight of that gorgeous body of his, those impeccable abs, the strong chest and shoulders, the sculpted arms, his exotic foreign features. Unbidden, a mental image of those arms embracing her and cradling her close entered her mind.

Mayumi began to rub her pussy, teasing her clit while making sure to keep her juices flowing. The fantasy became more vivid. Now she was imagining herself naked in Caleb’s arms, at the tender mercy of his urges as he moved on top of her and prepared to enter her.

She remembered a sizeable bulge
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