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It was a biting Monday, the kind that seeps into your bones. Work piled up relentlessly; by evening I was drained. Worse, I still had to chauffeur the boss to an important client dinner two hundred kilometers away—two hours on the highway, followed by heavy drinking that would almost certainly end with us staying overnight.

I called Sayuri to warn her I might not make it home. She sounded quiet, resigned. While I was sorting through tomorrow’s files, Takashi appeared at my desk.

“Rikuto, why don’t you bring Sayuri along? If we end up crashing at the hotel, she’ll be alone all night. Fumiko’s coming too—they can keep each other company.”

He’d overheard my call. The company was footing the bill anyway. I phoned Sayuri again and arranged to pick her up.

The private room at the upscale hotel already smelled of expensive liquor and anticipation when we arrived. The client was waiting, so Takashi and I immediately started apologizing with drinks.

Hours blurred into a raucous, smoky haze. Everyone was loud, loose, shameless. The client’s gaze kept sliding over Sayuri, heavy and undisguised. At one point Takashi gave Fumiko a quick look. She rose smoothly, glass in hand, and leaned close to the client, coaxing him to drink.

He grinned, slid his left hand onto her ass, kneading openly. “When a beauty offers a drink, how can a man refuse?”

Fumiko laughed lightly and turned toward Sayuri. “See? He says beautiful women get special treatment. Come on, Sayuri—help me get him properly drunk tonight. We won’t let him stop until he’s happy.”

Sayuri glanced at me. I looked away, suddenly very interested in the plate of grilled fish. She stood, hesitant, and walked over.

From the corner of my eye I saw Fumiko step aside. The client pretended to lose balance and fell against Sayuri, arms wrapping around her waist. Fumiko positioned herself exactly between me and them, blocking my line of sight.

A startled gasp—liquid splashing—then Sayuri excused herself and hurried to the restroom, blouse damp and clinging.

The four of us remained. Fumiko kept the client smiling with practiced charm while Takashi leaned close to my ear.

“Talk to your wife. Tonight she needs to keep the client entertained. We can’t afford to ruin his mood.”

Anger flared inside me—I work for the company, I don’t sell my wife—but the words stayed trapped in my throat. I left the room and headed toward the restroom corridor.

When Sayuri finally emerged, her face was blank. I pulled her aside.

“This client is huge for us. Just flirting, letting him cop a feel—that’s all. It’s not sex. Think about the new apartment we want. Fumiko handles it with a smile every time. We have to play the game if we want to move up.”

She listened in silence, then nodded once and walked back inside.

I stayed outside, chain-smoking under the cold awning, chest tight. The thought of another man’s hands on her made me nauseous.
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