
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


“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.
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