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Editor’s Note:

 


You can find this story with the others listed below in the
‘Hardcore
Erotica Vol 2’ collection.

 


That collection contains the following
stories:

Cleaner Vs Night Manager, Zen Master Vs
Karma Sutra Master, Soldier Vs Whore, Birthday Boy Vs Birthday
Girl.

 


The ‘Hardcore Erotica Vol 2’ collection can be found at any of your favorite
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First Act:
Cleaner

He runs his hands through his hair in
the way that he does when he's stressed and trying to stay focused
for just that little bit longer. I think I must have seen this from
him about the same time everyday. Probably, if the past is anything
to go on, he'll go to the drink machine and buy a canned coffee
then sit back down and get back to it. That's what I think
anyway.

He glances up and notes me, but
doesn't really see me. I'm cleaning around one of the desks in the
large office space. I don't actually need to do this, but I do it
because I can watch him. It makes my heart do little flutters in my
chest and I enjoy that sensation, even if I will probably never be
able to act on it.

He stands up and walks over to the
machine. On his way he glances at me again, but not in the way that
a man seeing a woman does. He just sees Kim the 25 year old
graduate student from Korea that cleans his office area at around
the same time each night. Hiro Asahi doesn't see a woman like that.
He is much too far above me.

Stopping in front of the machine, he
puts in a few coins and pushes a button. I already know that it
will be a Gold Fire coffee. He always drinks the same thing. It's
the man brand and he really is a man.

He strolls back and I keep wiping the
partition I am dusting. He is taller than me by two heads with
slightly unkempt hair that reaches under his ears. He really isn't
that handsome, but he has a 'masculine air' that I can't really
define, but know at the same time is really, truly
there.

He sits down and continues typing.
Hiro is a workaholic. That's what he is good at.

Stopping at the end of the office
partition, I reach down and pick up my bucket full of spray bottles
and rags. I walk to the vending machine and wipe the panel,
secretly running my middle finger over the button he pressed. It is
an almost sexual feeling. I cannot even begin to describe how much
I want this man, but it is impossible. There is no doubt that I
cannot have him and the least of those reasons is that he is
married with kids.

I think back to the day that I
discovered that fact. I had just finished my undergraduate studies
and I was working here full time. I was cleaning up the smoking
area and I saw Hiro walk past. His wife was probably one of the
most beautiful women that I have ever seen and his child - a boy of
about 10 - looked like a sweet heart. I remember exactly -
intimately - how I felt at that moment, seeing him smiling and
talking to that woman. It was like hellfire burning through my
heart. My knees shook and my chest ached. It was a moment of
intensity that I will never, ever forget. How else would one react
when the man that they are love sick over proves that he is
attached in such a way.

I crunch up the rag I have in my hand
and turn away from the machine. Inside there is a dull sense of
pain. I rarely feel this sensation, but I know it well. My
obsession is getting too strong and hurting me. I know I need to
quit this job and find another, but I can't. Hiro Asahi is too
stronger pull for me.

I walk into the break room and work
quickly towards finishing my work. I need to get out of here. The
walls are closing in and the pain is growing. I need to breathe
fresh air for awhile. I need to focus on calming myself.
Unfortunately, it is not to be.

Hiro walks into the break room and
stops when he sees me cleaning the front of the
cupboards.

"Excuse me, could you pass me a
mug?"

He is using formal Japanese with me.
It is a slight and not unexpected. I am a stranger to
him.

"Yes, Mr. Asahi."

His eyebrows go up slightly. There is
something there. It's like for a moment he is actually seeing the
girl that is hidden beneath the rather plain looking uniform that I
am required to wear during work.

"You know my name?"

Still formal, but his tone indicates
surprise.

I blush.

"I heard someone say it."

He looks at me. He is most certainly
no longer seeing a nondescript cleaner. I wonder what he makes of
the mousy looking girl that I am.

"That's interesting. What's your
name?"

"Kim."

"Miss Kim..."

"Kim is ok," I butt in, feeling silly
for wanting him to remove the miss that is so common for Japanese
to use when meeting someone new.

"Sorry, Kim. How long have you been
working here?"

"About 3 years."

"Really? I thought perhaps this was
the first time we have met."

"It is - in a way. We haven't ever
talked, but I clean the office area everyday."

"Everyday?"

"I'm a graduate student at Tokyo
University."

"Wow, what's your major?"

"Marketing."

"That's impressive. I went to Waseda,
but I always wanted to go to Tokyo. I just didn't have the grades
for it."

Waseda University is no small feat.
His grades would still have been above exceptional to even be
considered.

"I was offered both, but I think Tokyo
has a better curriculum."

"It does. You made an excellent
choice."

I blush again. Compliments are rare in
my life and especially when given with such surety. He truly is a
powerful man and attractive.

There is a moment of silence and he
glances to the coffee cups.

"Oh, sorry, you wanted a cup,
Hiro."

I stop and realize I have just made a
huge mistake. It is highly unlikely that I would know his first
name without having taken an interest enough to find
out.

"That's fine. Pass me the blue
one."

He doesn't seem to notice the use of
his first name and I am relieved. I would be mortified if he took
offense.

I pass it to him and he holds it in
his hands. I can see he doesn't want to go, but there's nothing
more to say and I'm lost for a topic.

"Oh yeah, my son is thinking about
going to Tokyo."

"Really? How old is he?"

"14 next month."

"Lovely. You and your wife must be
very proud of having him setting such a big goal."

"I'm not married anymore."

"Oh, please excuse me if I was
rude."

"You aren't being rude. We separated
when Tomo was 5. I've been single for quite some time."

I gulp. Why is he telling me this? Is
it just normal conversation or does he want me to know? I feel so
hot for some reason.

"Well, I should get back to
work."

He doesn't seem bothered by the
silence now. Hiro smiles and gives me a wave as he walks back out
of the break room.

"I can't breathe," I
mumble.

My body seems so weak. Hiro Asahi is
SINGLE. It is a miracle. All this time I have been imagining him as
married - unavailable, impossible to reach - but he is
single.

I sink down against the bench and hold
the cleaning rag to my chest. He is single...


Second Act: Offer

"Hey Kim, how are you
today?"

He stops beside me and I look up. Has
he become more sexy somehow? I am looking up into his smoky brown
eyes and finding myself drawn into them.

"Kim?"

I shake my head.

"Sorry, Mr. Asahi."

"Hiro, please."

I gulp. He is asking me to use his
first name. What does this mean?

"Sorry, Hiro. I'm ok
today."

"Wonderful. I..."

"Mr. Asahi. Sorry to bother
you..."

One of his co-workers - Mr. Yamada, I
think - stops beside him and glances at me (not really seeing me)
before continuing.

"Do you have time to talk?"

Hiro looks from me to Mr.
Yamada.

"In a moment, Kai. Can I meet you up
in the meeting area?"

"Sure."

Mr. Yamada looks from me to Hiro.
There is a look of understanding in his eyes and something else. He
looks pleased. I, again, am lost to what this all means.

"Sorry, Kim. I was hoping to chat some
more to you. I really enjoyed our talk last night."

He leaves that in the air for just a
moment before continuing.

"I was wondering if you would go to
Karaoke with me this week. I asked a friend and he said you were
from Korea. I plan to go on holiday there in a few weeks time and I
would really appreciate learning more about the country if I can
from someone who has lived there."

It is perfect. He has sold me on the
idea and not made it sound like a date. How can I really say
no?

"I would love to. I've got work
everyday, but I finish around 10:30pm. Would tomorrow be ok for
you?"

He smiles and my heart
soars.

"Yes, I can meet you out
front."

"That sounds good."

He smiles in satisfaction and says
goodbye. I watch him go. Hiro Asahi has just asked me out. That is
quite something.
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