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I settled into my new overseas office and was introduced to my new staff, and I immediately take notice of the new assistant. A tall slender white guy, who looks a little nerdy, and properly named Norman. I get through my first day by simply setting up my office, and whether out of brown nosing, obligation, or actual courtesy Norman offers his assistance to help me set up. He doesn't say much, he just does as he's told and a little more than needed. The contrast to men I normally associate with is obvious and intriguing. We talk throughout the process of moving items around to fit my décor. We don’t discuss anything deep just small talk to get through the task.

As the day wraps up, I send everyone home and continue towards the elevator where I am of course met by Norman. He asks, "What are you doing tonight?" I answer as fast as possible with, ‘Meeting my husband for dinner.’ He replies, ‘Oh!’ The elevator doors open, and I quickly get on without hesitation. I am a little stunned, but I make my way out of the building to the streets of Tokyo, Japan to catch a cab.

I met my husband Gabe at a restaurant of his choosing and begin to discuss our day. He had been here in Japan a month before me and did some early exploring. He knew my joy of eating exotic foods, although for him it was limited, being that he was allergic to most seafood. He found us a nice steakhouse he believed would help me adjust to the food of Japan. He was always attentive in that way of putting my wants first. It was never in a way of putting me on a pedestal, however always in way of letting me know I was being heard and loved.

Gabe’s eyes softened when he asked, ‘How was your day?’ The words felt heavier than usual, or maybe it was just me. My chest tightened as I tried to summon a casual smile. ‘Just set up my office, met my staff. Nothing too exciting.’ His gaze lingered, weighing my words. ‘Anyone interesting?’ Norman’s face flashed in my mind. I swallowed hard, willing the blood not to rush to my cheeks. ‘No one special,’ I replied, forcing the words out. Gabe’s brow furrowed slightly, as though he could feel the lie. The silence that followed stretched out between us like a chasm, and I couldn’t help but wonder if he somehow knew.

He shook his head and continued to talk about the people of his office and our sons that we left with his sister Lisa. Our sons were only four and two years old, so we decided to leave them in the states and take this year to work on our marriage. Our careers kept us traveling moving and busy, it was never enough hours in the day. The strain was felt in loss conversations and nights of sleeping or getting up alone. Although we functioned well as a team it has been a while since we felt like a marriage.

A few weeks have passed, and I have gotten use to my surroundings and adjusted to my new office. Norman and I have gotten to know each other, and I learn he is married to a Japanese woman and has a daughter. As we talk about families, he continues to discuss the issues of his marriage and the threat of it ending. I know this very well since my husband and I were at this point a few months earlier. I encourage him and stress the need to keep working at it and continue to communicate. Through my experience and current situation, I know this is easier said than done. Although I say this, I take a big interest into him, more than I should, especially with him being a subordinate and me being married. Our talks have gotten deep since that first conversation, sometimes discussing our motivations, inspirations, and sexual exploits.

I come home to find my husband packing and in somewhat of a hurry. I ask, "What's going on?" He replies," I have to go to China for a week on business." I was upset that I had no notice, because I would have surely taken some time off to go with him. He informed me that they told him last minute and he apologized for the late notice. I was still upset with him because he didn't call, although I knew it was out of his control, I for some reason was still upset. He finished packing gave me a kiss and ran off to the airport. Here we are again strained and putting business before each other. I left wondering if everything we came here to do was worth it anymore. Nothing has changed we are doing the same actions with the same results, at this point it’s a form of insanity.

It was around Midnight I received a text that he landed safely in China. He again expressed his apologies and promised to make it up upon his return. I noticed another text came in while reading his, it was from Norman. It read, "Really need to talk to someone before I hurt myself." I called his phone without delay, he answered, and we began to talk about the troubles he was having. He informed me his wife was threating to leave and never letting him see his daughter again. I calmed him down and tried to at least talk him out of hurting himself. The following morning, he texted, "Thanks for being a friend." I replied, "It’s ok, with a smiley face." He texted back, "I could use a smiling face right now," I immediately replied, "Well you can come and finish watching, 'The Lord of the Rings' with me," since we both discussed how much we loved the series before. He texted back even quicker saying, "ON THE WAY!!!"

Since being in Japan I normally walk around the house with white t-shirt and mesh shorts on no bra or panties, so of course I didn't realize what I was lacking under garments until after the doorbell was ringing. I thought well no need to make a big deal of things maybe he would not even notice. He walks in and you can tell he is feeling down and out, so I offer a drink, and he accepts. We sit down on my sectional and continue to watch the movie, and I realize I forgot his drink, so I go to get his drink and can feel his eyes following me. I come back with his drink and notice he moved closer to where I was sitting, which I quickly ignored with a big fighting scene showing on the movie. I curled up on the couch, legs folded beneath me and felt his eyes on me again. The weight of his stare lingered on my skin, sending a ripple of awareness through me. ‘What?’ I asked, my voice betraying a nervous laugh. I barely got the word out before he leaned in, pressing his lips against mine – hard, fast, desperate. Shock froze me in place for a moment before I shoved him away. We stared at each other, the silence thick and loaded. His eyes were darker now, searching mine for permission, maybe. Before I could stop it, his mouth was on mine again, this time slower, more deliberate. And I didn’t push him away.

We are both getting into it and he's now between my legs as we kiss, and his hands go under my shirt, and he caress my breast. At this point my nipples are hard and sensitive to everything, but he's not sensitive at all. He's being rough in kissing grinding me hard much more different than Gabe. I did not expect what I was getting especially with him being a nerdy type of guy. He yanked my shirt off, his movements urgent, almost impatient. My body followed, yielding to his demands without resistance. When he flipped me over, the cold air hit my bare skin just before I felt his tongue – hot, wet – press against me in places Gabe had never touched. His fingers plunged into me with an aggressive rhythm, every touch rough, unapologetic. It wasn’t what I was used to, and that made it even more intoxicating. My body betrayed me, slick with arousal, craving the unfamiliar intensity. As his tongue pushed deeper, and his fingers gripped harder, I felt like I was teetering on the edge of something wild, something dangerous.

It is giving me a feeling I’ve been missing but greatly remember. While close to my second orgasm, I feel him penetrate me going as hard and fast as he could. I must admit it more than made up for the lack of size, and at this point I did not even care
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