The Project

By Keiko Tanaka


“That’s really great.”


Kim was leaning over Rick’s shoulder, looking at the computer screen in front of him.  They had just implemented a big project to renovate their accounting software to make it easier to use.


Rick was the project manager, Kim was the head of accounting.  They had worked closely together for months on this project and she was more than pleased with the results.


“It has everything we wanted,” Kim said with wonder.  “I thought we didn’t have time for everything.”


“I used to write code for a living,” Rick told her.  “So I pitched in so we could give you everything you needed.”


In gratitude, Kim put her arms around Rick from behind and hugged him impulsively.  He got an even stronger smell of her perfume, felt her lips brush his ear.


“Thank you,” she breathed.


Kim’s voice was seductive.   Her perfume was intoxicating.  Rick though he had to stop thinking that way.  He was married.


She straightened, put her hands on the back of his chair.  “Let’s go to dinner to celebrate,” she said.  “My treat.  I insist.”


Rick thought it was nice Kim wanted to take the team to dinner.


“Sure,” he said.  “What time?”


“Mario’s at 6,” Kim said.


Rick spun my chair around to face her.


“I think we’re done here,” she added.  “Thanks again!” Kim exclaimed over her shoulder as she practically skipped out of his office.


Rick got to the restaurant about 10 minutes early as usual when I had an appointment.  Mario’s was a local Italian place that was expensive but damn good.  No one he knew was even around the lobby.


The waitress greeting people up front asked if she could help him.


“I’m meeting a group here,” Rick told her.  “I believe a Ms. Chang made the reservation.”


The waitress checked something on her podium.  “Ms. Chang is already here,” she said.  “Booth for two in the back.  If you’ll follow me, sir.”


Rick was a bit surprised as he followed her to where Kim was sitting.  When she saw Rick, Kim stood and greeted him warmly, taking his hands in hers.


Kim was dressed provocatively.  Rick had never seen her outside work where she was always professionally dressed, so it was quite a shock.


Her blouse had the first two buttons undone, giving Rick a view of her 36C cup breasts since he was about six inches taller than her.  Kim wore a leather skirt that clung to her perfect ass like a second skin and showed plenty of her nicely shaped, perfectly smooth legs.  Her glossy black hair was down around her shoulders instead of piled on top of her head as usual,


Kim was drop dead gorgeous, and those cherry red lips were smiling at Rick as if she shared an intimate secret with him.


God help him.


The booth was one of those that had a rounded bench seats where you sat next to each other behind the table.  Rick slid in and tried to maintain a respectful distance but Kim slid up right next to him despite there being plenty of room.


“I already ordered some wine,” Kim said, uncorking the bottle. “I hope you don’t mind.”  She poured Rick some.


“Not at all,” Rick said, trying to remain calm.  He was a red blooded American male, after all.


“Here’s to bigger and better things,” she said, raising her glass.  Her tone was almost suggestive, or was it just him?


They clinked glasses and drank.


“Order anything you want,” Kim said.  “Like I said, it’s on me.”


“I thought the whole team was going to be here,” Rick told her.


Her face fell.  “I’m sorry if I might have misled you,” Kim admitted.  “It’s just that I always am dealing with subordinates so I can’t be myself.”  She looked up from her wine glass into Rick’s eyes.  “With you I can.”  She looked away as if embarrassed.  “Us being equals and all.”


“I see,” Rick said, then took another sip of wine.  She had good taste in wine.


“Anyway,” Kim said brightly, taking him by the arm.  “The waitress told me the special tonight is to die for.”


They spent two hours at dinner, laughing, talking, eating, and yes, drinking.  Especially Kim as she polished off most of the two bottles of red wine they had.


Like a proper gentleman, Rick walked her to her car, but saw pretty quickly she was in no shape to drive.


“I better table you home,” Rick told her.


Kim looked up at me.  “Great idea,” she said in a husky voice.


She clung to his arm as she walked to his car.  Rick was still in good shape to drive, thank goodness.


Rick opened the passenger door for her, waited till she settled in, then shut the door behind her.


By the time he got in the driver’s side, Kim was lighting up a long cigarette.


“I hate that you can’t smoke in a restaurant anymore,” Kim said after exhaling a long first drag off her Marlboro Light 100.  Suddenly she looked embarrassed again.  “I hope you don’t mind,” she added, remembering she hadn’t asked.


Rick shook his head as he started up the car.  Actually, watching her smoke that cigarette only made her look more attractive.


He drove her home.  She gave directions but otherwise remained silent and thoughtful as she finished her cigarette.  She rolled down the window and flicked the stub out the window.


“Long day,” Kim said after exhaling her last lungful of smoke toward the window, then rolled it back up.


“Yeah,” Rick said.


“Pull in over there,” Kim said, pointing toward a parking lot outside an apartment complex.


Rick cut the engine and Kim took his hands in hers.  “I had fun,” she said.


Kim then kissed him right on the lips.  Gently, a little longer than she should have but she didn’t open her mouth to make it a proper lover’s kiss.


“Thank you,” Kim said.  She looked down as if embarrassed again, then back up at him.  “Come in for a while?”


Rick paused.  He knew if he came in what would happen.  He had practiced good self control all night but if he was alone in that apartment with this gorgeous creature, well, he was only human.


Then Kim’s eyes glistened with tears.  “Please?  I don’t want to be alone right now.”


Rick just couldn’t say no at that point.  This beautiful woman was begging him to spend time with her.  No one could have said no to that.


Kim opened the door to her apartment and Rick followed her inside.


When she shut the door behind him, she pushed him back against it, hard.


Kim’s lips were warm on his, her breath harsh from nicotine but he didn’t seem to mind.  Her mouth was hungry on his, her tongue probing his mouth.  Kim kissed Rick hungrily like she had been starving for years.


She only stopped when she needed to catch her breath.


“I want you,” Kim said in the darkness. “You are the one I think about when I masturbate in my bed at night.  You are the one I dream about when I wake up wet between my thighs.”


Kim paused as she stroked the tent in his Dockers in the darkness.  “I know you’re not happy with your wife.”


It was true.  Rick’s wife was back in Chicago spending all the money he made and living her own life.  He was lonely and depressed except for the joy his work gave him.


Now Kim was offering him something more.


“Make love to me,” Kim’s voice begged.  “Please, darling.  I want you so much.”


Kim undressed him with deft fingers, then he heard the whisper of her own clothes as they tumbled to the floor.


Rick took her against the door.  They moved toward the bedroom, but only got as far as the couch where he had Kim for the second time.  He then finally took her in her queen bed as Kim clawed first at the sheets, then dug her fingernails into his back in her passion.  Finally, Rick took Kim from behind, bending her over the edge of the bed as had wanted to do all along.


Each time Kim broke the sound barrier as her orgasm came forth.  Rick had never been with a woman who screamed so loud for sexual release before.


Now completely satisfied, Rick went to sleep holding Kim from behind as she smoked a cigarette.


Rick woke to find Kim gone.


He smiled.   She must be taking a shower.  He looked forward to having her in the shower.


Then he heard the whispers.


Rick threw the covers aside.  Was someone else here?


He dressed just in case.  When he walked into the living room, he got the shock of his life.


He couldn’t believe his eyes.


Kim was standing there in a black coverall.  An empty black holster was under her left armpit.  The holster was empty because the large black automatic with a silencer attached was in her right black gloved hand.  She was talking into a cell phone held in her left black gloved hand.


“I will call you when it’s done,” Kim said, then turned toward Rick.  She snapped the cell phone shut and threw it on the desk beside her open cigarette case.


“What the hell is going on?” Rick said.


Kim calmly lit a cigarette.  “I was really hoping you would refuse to sleep with me,” she said after exhaling the first drag.  “I didn’t want to believe you were the man she said you were.”


“Who?”


Kim smiled knowingly.  “Your wife, of course.”


“What does she have to do with this?”


“Everything,” Kim said.  She laughed.  “You’re a bit slow, aren’t you?”


“Kim, I have never cheated on my wife before.”


Kim exhaled a stream of smoke and laughed.  “That’s what they all say.”


“It’s true!”


Kim waved her hand.  “It doesn’t matter now.”


“What do you mean?”


“Face it, Rick, she’s paying me a hell of a lot of money to get rid of you,” Kim said.  “It’s only business, honey.”


“Are you saying you’re a hit woman?”

“Now he gets it,” Kim replied jovially.


“But you can’t kill me here in your own apartment!” Rick protested.  “They’ll know who did it.”


Kim smiled.  “Kim Chang doesn’t exist.  Fake ID.  Fake driver license.  Fake resume.  Fake background.  In my business, we know how to cover our tracks.”


Rick finally put it together.  Kim had joined the company not long before his current project started.  These last nine months he had known her, it was all a setup.  Orchestrated by his wife to get rid of him.


Kim aimed the gun at him.  “I just want to tell you that you really gave me a lot of pleasure last night, Rick my love,” she said sadly. “I haven’t been fucked that good in a long time.  I just wanted you to know that before you died.”


“Kim, listen,” Rick pleaded.


“It’s too late,” Kim said.


“We can go off together somewhere,” Rick continued.  “Get new identities.  Start a new life together.”


Kim’s eyes brightened with tears.  “I live by a code in my work, Rick.  I always finish a contract.”  She straightened herself up.  “Now, I have a job to do.  I have to do it.”


She shot him twice in the heart.


Rick looked at her in disbelief.  He had actually thought he could talk her out of it.  But Kim was hardened by years of killing for profit.  A little good sex wasn’t going to change that.


Kim walked up to him where he lay dying.


“I’m sorry, Rick,” she said before finishing him off with two shots through his brain.


Kim looked down at the body of the man she loved.  Because she did love him, despite herself.


“Rest in peace, darling,” she said.


Kim collected her things and left without looking back.  She was off now to pursue her next contract.


Never a dull moment.

