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“Any more questions before we move on?” 

The voice, deep and husky, jolted Thomas back to consciousness. Team meetings were like melatonin, especially on Fridays, but that voice could reach him in any state of sleep. Mr. Shao tapped his finger on the conference table, patiently waiting for any interjections, before closing the notebook in front of him and rising from his seat.

“Great. I’ll see you all next week,” he said with a curt nod and grin. His hand reached for the conference room door, but he stopped in his tracks, and his gaze met the tired eyes of Thomas.

“Oh, Mr. Hawk—see me in my office in ten, okay?” 

Thomas felt heat rush through the skin of his neck. He had only been hired four months prior; was his work really so bad to already earn him a slap on the wrist? 

Or, maybe, it was the accidental napping in meetings, he thought to himself in embarrassment.

“Sure, Mr. Shao,” Thomas replied. Everyone in the room shuffled past with their coats and shoulder bags, filing out of the room in a neat line. Thomas’s fingers fiddled with the documents he had put on the table in front of him, more so to convince everyone he was paying attention to the meeting, less for actual use. He stuffed them in a file folder and followed the line of office workers out of the glass doors, noticing the orange light of sunset shimmering through the windows.

As directed, Thomas thudded his knuckles against the door frame of Mr. Shao’s office after ten minutes. No reply. He knocked again, but it was interrupted by a voice behind him.

“Oh, Thomas! Mr. Shao had to leave early, but he left you something, I think. It’s probably on his desk.” Lacy, Mr. Shao’s secretary, gave him a kind smile, before turning and leaving Thomas alone in the entrance to his boss’ dark, empty office.

If what Mr. Shao had to say could be sufficiently written in a note, it probably wasn’t a big deal, Thomas thought. He stepped quietly into the room, darkness engulfing him, other than the yellow light of his boss’s desk lamp, which curved downwards and screamed wealth in its neck of shining metallic gold. Below its light lay a sealed white envelope decorated with the word Thomas.

Thomas tilted his head, ignoring the tingling in his fingertips as he grabbed the envelope. It was odd to see his boss call him by his first name. It was odder how beautiful it looked in his handwriting, a small splatter of black ink bursting at the tip of the s. 

Glancing into the open office beyond Mr. Shao’s doorway, Thomas noticed that he was alone now, as the last of his coworkers ceased their lingering near the exit. It would be best to read the note as soon as possible, just in case it happened to be urgent. 

His peach-colored palms felt ridiculously damp. It was usually a breeze to ignore the crush he had on his boss during the workday. He didn’t see him often, but when he did, his nervousness usually played off as the rookie employee simply being on edge about his new job. At least, that’s what he had hoped for every time he found himself drowning in the scent of Mr. Shao’s cologne or encased in the web of his approving stare. Now, in the intimate light of his office, his fingers trembled at the edge of the white envelope marked with his name, trying to pry open the seal closed with his boss’s saliva. His attraction to him was impossible to deny, even to himself.

Finally, his fingers found purchase, and a small baby pink paper slipped from the envelope’s casing and onto the mahogany desk below. Thomas picked it up and scanned the gentle cursive sentences with flickering eyes.

Thomas,

I’d like to see you one-on-one. My office, tomorrow, 8 p.m. 

Be there. x

Yue Shao 

The pink paper returned to the desk, falling through the tense air like a feather. Thomas’s eyes widened. 

Could this really mean what he wanted it to mean? A one-on-one appointment on a Saturday night, and signed with a kiss, for that matter. Surely, this was illegal, according to any and every moral code in the office. He couldn’t believe that Mr. Shao would go against his own office’s regulations like this. He always spoke proudly of the environment he had created in the workplace, and urged everyone to act respectfully towards one another, never crossing the boundary between professional and personal. He even prevented himself from attending dinners or drinks with his employees, concerned that such mingling might ruin the workplace environment. But how on earth could this be a professional matter?

Thomas forced air from his mouth. It didn’t matter how tempting it was, he couldn’t risk his job, his potential future careers, on an office crush. He knew next to nothing about Mr. Shao—they could be total opposites, for all he knows. 

He tapped his foot against the thin carpet, catching his lip in his teeth to help him think. A moment passed. 

The next minute, Thomas’s coat pocket held a small pink note, and his virtual calendar was marked for the following day. 

8 p.m. – Meeting.

The city rushed through the afternoon of Saturday. Thomas occupied himself with a bit of tidying, petting his cat, and impatiently looking out the windows of his apartment, waiting for the sun to continue its path down towards the horizon. He tried to keep himself busy, but every few minutes, he couldn’t help but glance at his ticking silver watch. Every second was one second closer to the possible self-destruction of the job he had spent months working towards. Every second was one second closer to living the fantasies he’d been exploring since his first day as Mr. Shao’s subordinate. 

He wondered what his skin would feel like against his own. He wondered what was hidden beneath his neat, expensive button-downs and suit jackets. One day, during the summer, a heatwave had hit the city and the office became a sauna. Thomas can still replay the sight that unfolded before him as Mr. Shao loosened his tie, the midnight blue fabric wrapping around his strong hands, and unbuttoned his dress shirt down to his collarbone, exposing the tendons of his neck and skin of his sternum. Thomas was infinitely grateful that the redness of his face was easily passed off as a result of the summer heat and not the tension growing in his pants.

A chime sounded from Thomas’s phone, prompting his cat to pounce off his lap with a short purr. 

Reminder: 8 p.m. – Meeting starts soon

Thomas’s throat closed. The time was now 7:30, and he had forgotten to consider what outfit he should wear, or how much gel was too much gel in his hair. The fifteen-minute drive to the office told him that no gel was probably fine.

With a shaky breath, Thomas found a presentable button-down and a chestnut-colored wool coat that both wore minimal wrinkles. He tossed on a pair of black business slacks, too, and with his bag on his shoulder, he was in his car as the sun kissed the lowest points of the cityscape.

Thomas peeked inside the office. It looked almost pitch-black, but he could make out a faint warm light coming from the far side, where Mr. Shao’s office is. He gulped. This was a horrible idea. No, not just horrible. This was the worst idea he had ever had. It was wrong, irresponsible in every sense, to respond to his boss’s note this way. Maybe it was professional after all, or if it wasn’t, he should’ve gone straight to HR, rather than straight home to daydream about the events to come.

“Thomas?”

Thomas gasped, turning behind him. Mr. Shao stood tall, a few inches taller than his subordinate, and held in his hand two small mugs of tea. “I apologize for asking you here so late. I hope you can understand me, once I explain,” he spoke softly, his words like a pleasant hum. 

“I-it’s no problem, Mr. Shao,” Thomas stuttered, taking one of the mugs from Mr. Shao’s hands as he offered it. It smelled of peppermint and warmed his already-hot hands.

“Please, call me Yue.”

“Sure,” Thomas replied nervously. He couldn’t help the grin spanning his lips. If he could listen to one thing for the rest of his life, it would be this man’s voice. 

“Please, come in, come in,” Mr. Shao said with a smile of his own, gesturing inside the office doors. He must have been in the back making the tea for them. Hopefully, he didn’t see Thomas’s nervous fidgeting for too long.

Thomas followed his boss through the dim lights of the office, noting the neatness of it, as well as the emptiness. He had never seen such a quiet place before. It was surprisingly serene for a place that contained so much stress during the daytime. In moments, they reached the warm light of Mr. Shao’s office, the tall man’s cologne trailing behind him and leaving the pleasant sting of tobacco and sandalwood in Thomas’s nose.

“Thank you for coming here so late,” Mr. Shao said as he sat down in his large, leather-covered chair. Thomas took a seat on the opposite side of the desk, politely placing his bag beside the chair. “I would have said more in my note, but I was worried about... prying eyes, let’s say.”

“Really, it’s no problem, Mr. Shao—I mean, Yue,” Thomas corrected, earning himself a smile from the man across. He could feel flames of blush licking at his ears. “What exactly do you need from me?”

Mr. Shao chuckled. “I hope this is not too forward, Thomas,” he said quietly, his eyes meeting his folded hands on his desk. “I need you.”

Thomas was paralyzed. All he could hear was a steady silence, like the aftermath of an explosion, and his eyes could not blink. Brown eyes flickered upwards and met his own, and he could not look away. Suddenly he was reminded of the length of Mr. Shao’s eyelashes, and the muscles in his
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