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It was nearly six o’clock and people were preparing to go home. Papers were being filed away, computers were being shut down, and jackets were being zipped up. There was a faint din of background chatter as work colleagues said goodbye and shuffled towards the elevator.

Reiko was still at her desk. The boss hadn’t gone home yet, so she couldn’t either. Her back was stiff from sitting down all day and her eyes were strained from staring at the screen. Despite multiple cups of coffee, she was finding it hard to keep the fatigue at bay.

As the last few people left the office, Reiko glanced at the big oak door with the word ‘CEO’ emblazoned on it.

She felt a buzzing in her pocket. Her cellphone was ringing. She dug it out and felt guilty when she saw who was calling. Reluctantly, she pressed accept and put the phone to her ear.

“Hi, baby,” she said, trying her tired best to sound happy.

“Hi Reiko,” said Taro, “how’s work?”

“I might be here a little while longer,” she sighed, “Mr. Shaw needs his personal assistant.”

“Does the guy ever take a break?” Taro asked exasperatedly.

“Not that I can tell,” Reiko replied.

“I’ll put some dinner on and keep it warm for when you get back,” he said.

“Don’t wait up for me, Taro,” she said.

“I’ll try not to,” Taro assured her, “love you.”

“Love you, too,” Reiko replied, “bye.”

She ended the call and put her phone back in her pocket.

An instant message popped up on her screen: ‘Come to my office. Bring tomorrow’s agenda.’

That was the sort of message he usually gave her: commanding and to the point.

Reiko gathered up the papers and approached the big oak door, standing there nervously before knocking. The door lock clicked and opened inwards, and Reiko scurried inside.

One end of the office was dominated by a pair of couches on either side of an ornate wooden table with a glass top. The carpet was plush, and one wall was lined with oak bookshelves, while the other was dominated by a window providing a panoramic view of the city below.

At the other end of the office was a massive wooden desk with a state-of-the-art office computer sitting on top. Behind the desk, seated in a high-backed chair, was Daniel Shaw himself.

The boss was a tall and athletic man with the classic look of a wealthy businessman. He wore a slick suit, had slicked-back hair, and had the jawline of a male model. All the women in the office had girl-crushes on him, and he probably knew it.

Reiko was also wearing a business suit, but with a pencil skirt and five-inch stiletto heels. She also had her collar open to show off her cleavage; a bit more than she should.

“I have the agenda for tomorrow,” she announced, standing tall and stiff.

Mr. Shaw gestured for her to approach. Reiko walked around to his side of the desk and handed him the file. He accepted it from her, making eye-contact with his crystal-blue gaze.

“Good job,” he remarked as he leafed through the papers.

Mr. Shaw was an imposing figure. He had built the company from scratch and turned it into a multi-million-dollar enterprise. His own net worth was rumored to be nine figures.

“Be here bright and early for the investor meeting,” he commanded her.

“Yes, sir,” Reiko said obediently.

Mr. Shaw put the file down and got up from his desk. Reiko stayed where she was, but squeezed her wrist nervously as he approached her.

He was almost a head taller than her, and he towered over her as he got unusually close. She looked up apprehensively before quickly averting her gaze.

His presence in her personal space was a little intrusive, and yet it wasn’t totally unwelcome. He looked her up and down with his piercing blue eyes, and she caught them darting towards her cleavage before running down her body to her skirt and tights.

Slowly and gently, he put his hand on her shoulder, making her shiver a little.

“How long have you worked for me?” he asked her softly.

“About three months,” Reiko responded, nervously adding, “Mr. Shaw.”

“It feels like it’s been longer than that,” he said.

Reiko brought her knees together and bit her lip, her heart racing with jittery anticipation as she waited for his next move.

Mr. Shaw brushed a lock of her hair out of the way and Reiko unconsciously tilted her head an inch to the side. He was standing so close, she thought he might try to kiss her neck.

“The investor meeting starts at 9:00am,” Mr. Shaw told her, “Be here promptly.”

“Yes, Mr. Shaw,” Reiko acknowledged.

“See you tomorrow, Ms. Yamada,” he said.

Then he abruptly returned to his desk, and just like that, the energy was gone.
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It was nearly seven when Reiko stepped through the front door.

“Tadaima,” she said in a half-hearted voice just loud enough to be heard from the front hall.

“Okairi!” said Taro, approaching dressed in sweatpants and a t-shirt, “I’ve got some food that’s still warm if you’d like it.”

“Yes, please,” Reiko said with a smile, leaning in as her husband pecked her on the lips.

Taro was about the same height as she was, with a head of jet-black hair and a thin face. His casual clothes looked a size too big, but he worked from home and could wear what he liked.

Reiko hung up her coat and slipped out of her flat bottoms, placing them alongside her stilettos, and padding barefoot into the kitchen.

A plate of food was already prepared for her, and she sat down and began eating it gratefully. Taro sat down opposite her with a cup of squash.

“How was work?” he asked.

“Long and tiring,” Reiko responded, wolfing down her food, “there’s a big investor meeting tomorrow, and the boss wanted everything prepared today.”

“He sounds like quite a taskmaster,” Taro remarked.

“He’s not that bad,” said Reiko, “but he likes to keep people on their toes. How about you?”

“Mostly done with my latest project,” Taro replied, “had an hour-long conference call with my colleagues, but nothing else to report.”

“That’s not gonna eat into our phone bill, is it?” Reiko asked with concern.

“Don’t worry,” Taro reassured her, “it’s one of those VOIP systems the company pays for.”

“Good to know,” said Reiko, finishing the last of her food.

“We’re not short on cash, you know,” Taro continued, “we’ve both got good jobs, we’re ahead on our mortgage payments, and no other debts to pay off.”

He got up from his seat and approached Reiko.

“In fact,” he added, “we could afford to support more than two under this roof.”

“I’ve got a long day tomorrow,” Reiko replied, unsubtly dodging the hint.
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Reiko sat up in bed, waiting for Taro to finish in the bathroom. Even though he didn’t need to go to bed early, he chose to anyway so he could get up at the same time as her.

They didn’t spend a lot of time together, except on weekends and dinner most weekday nights. The trouble was her own job and the long hours she had to work.

Reiko’s thoughts shifted back to Mr. Shaw, in particular to that moment in his office. The man radiated an aura of intimidating authority, and yet the way he had leant in so close and almost kissed her neck had given her chills...and not the creepy kind.

The water tap stopped running, and she heard Taro wiping his hands before returning from the bathroom. Then he switched off the light and climbed into bed.

The two men were polar opposites. Besides the obvious ethnic difference, Mr. Shaw was tall and strong while Taro was thin as a rake. Mr. Shaw always looked stern and serious while Taro never stopped smiling. Mr. Shaw was taciturn, while Taro was an avid conversationalist.

Reiko shook her head guiltily. She was married and yet her thoughts kept dwelling on another man, her employer, no less. It was hard to deny the idea that she had grown attracted to Mr. Shaw – and she sensed that the attraction might not be one-way.

Her fingers began to wander, slipping under her nightshirt and touching her belly before sliding towards her crotch. It was pitch black, but she closed her eyes and opened her mouth as her fingers found her cleft and began a gentle massage.

Mr. Shaw was in her mind’s eye, his ruggedly masculine face looking down on her naked and vulnerable body, his own clothes gone from his muscular chest.

She felt Taro shifting about and stopped what she was doing, hoping he hadn’t noticed. What was she thinking, masturbating to another man while her husband was lying right next to her?

She rolled over and tried to get to sleep, but Taro was moving towards her side of the bed. She felt his hand on her shoulder as it moved towards her chest.

Reiko let him fondle her breasts while thinking of a way to gently refuse sex. She really needed to get a good night’s sleep, and a quickie wouldn’t help.

Taro persisted, sliding up close until his chest was touching her back and she could feel his boner jabbing at her leg. It was only four inches, but he was intent on using it.

“Not tonight...” Reiko murmured sleepily, “...got a long day tomorrow.”

“But it’s been a few days,” Taro protested.

“I know,” Reiko replied guiltily, “maybe on the weekend when I have more energy.”

Taro paused his ministrations.

“Alright,” he said, sounding disappointed.

“Weekend sex,” Reiko repeated, “I promise.”

Taro rolled back over to his side of the bed without saying another word.

Reiko remembered his hint at the dinner table and was sure he had more than sex on his mind. She wasn’t sure she was ready for a baby, even if her dutiful, home-working husband was willing to handle most of the childcare.

As she drifted off to sleep, her thoughts returned to Mr. Shaw...
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Reiko looked up and down the empty corridor, wondering where everyone was and why the corridor seemed to stretch on forever.

She started
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