
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter One

The neon-soaked sprawl of Tokyo bleeds through the cracked blinds of my shoebox apartment, casting fractured ribbons of pink, blue, and green across the worn tatami mats. I’ve been here three months—landed in Narita with a duffel bag and a one-year contract to teach English at a cram school in Shibuya, a gig I snagged after bailing on a dead-end desk job back in Chicago. I’m 28, a tall, rangy white guy—6’4” with broad shoulders, long legs that never fit under these tiny tables, and a mess of dirty blond hair that’s perpetually overdue for a cut. My skin’s pale, almost ghostly under Japan’s relentless fluorescent glare, and my jaw’s scruffy, a stark contrast to the clean-shaven salarymen I dodge daily on the subway. I stick out here—tower over the crowds, my frame a clumsy giant in a world built for precision and compactness. And the women? They fucking notice. Every night since I got here, it’s been a new face, a new pull—their curiosity, their hunger, dragging me into encounters I never dreamed of stateside. Tonight’s no exception.

It’s pushing midnight when I duck into the izakaya a block from my place, a grimy little joint buried in a maze of alleys, its wooden facade peeling under years of smoke and rain. Inside, it’s a haze of sake fumes, cigarette ash, and the greasy sizzle of yakitori skewers on the grill. The room’s packed—salarymen in loosened ties, their faces flushed from cheap beer, and clusters of office ladies giggling over shared plates of karaage. I squeeze into a corner, my knees jamming under the low table, my head brushing the dangling paper lanterns as I order a Sapporo, the cold glass sweating in my hand. I’m halfway through it, the bitter fizz cutting through the heat, when she slides in beside me—Haruka, a sharp-edged beauty, maybe 5’2” in her heels, her presence slicing through the din like a knife. She’s 24, a graphic designer freelancing for some trendy Shibuya startup, her short bob cut jet-black and razor-straight, framing high cheekbones and eyes that glint with mischief. Her tight black dress clings to her—small tits, narrow waist, hips that flare just enough to draw my gaze, the hem riding high on her thighs. Her lips are a bold slash of red, glossy under the dim light, and she’s got a confidence that’s borderline cocky, leaning in close, her shoulder brushing mine, her perfume—something floral and sharp—hitting me hard.

“You’re too big for Japan,” she says, her voice low, teasing, her English clipped but deliberate, a giggle bubbling up as her hand grazes my thigh under the table. Her fingers are light but intentional, tracing the seam of my jeans, and my cock twitches, stirring awake, already half-hard from the heat of her proximity. I lean down, meeting her gaze—her eyes dark pools, flecked with amber—and grin, my voice rough from the beer and the night. “Guess I don’t fit in anywhere around here,” I say, and she laughs, a quick, sharp sound, her hand sliding higher, brushing the growing bulge, her nails tapping lightly through the denim. “I like that,” she murmurs, switching to Japanese—“Gaijin no ookisa ga suki”—she likes the foreigner’s size, her tone dripping with intent. The bar fades around us, the noise a dull hum as she presses closer, her knee nudging mine, her breath warm against my neck.

We’re out of there an hour later, stumbling through the neon-drenched alleys, her small hand tugging mine with surprising strength, her heels clicking on the pavement as she leads me to her place—a sleek, minimalist studio on the tenth floor of a concrete high-rise, all glass and steel, the city’s glow spilling through floor-to-ceiling windows. It’s a tight space—futon shoved against one wall, a low table cluttered with sketchpads and empty ramune bottles, a single potted plant drooping in the corner. The door barely clicks shut before she’s on me, her lips crashing into mine, hot and urgent, tasting of sake and mint gum, her tongue darting in, bold and demanding. She’s a whirlwind—shoving me back against the wall, her hands clawing at my shirt, yanking it up and over my head, exposing my chest—pale, lean muscle dusted with blond hair, a stark contrast to her smooth, porcelain skin. I’m a giant next to her, my frame towering as I scoop her up, my hands under her ass, lifting her effortlessly, her legs wrapping around my waist, her dress hiking up to reveal black lace panties, the crotch already dark and soaked, clinging to her swollen folds.

“I’ve wanted this,” she gasps, her nails raking my shoulders, leaving faint red trails, “since I saw you at the bar last week—tall, white, so fucking different.” My dick’s throbbing now, pressed tight against her through my jeans, the friction driving me wild, and I growl, carrying her to the futon, dropping her onto it with a thud that jostles the frame. She’s quick—on her knees in a flash, her fingers fumbling with my belt, the leather creaking as she yanks it free, tugging my jeans and boxers down in one rough pull. My cock springs out, thick and veined, the shaft pale against the flushed, swollen head, glistening with precum that beads and drips onto the futon. Her eyes widen, a mix of awe and greed flashing across her face, and she mutters under her breath—“Sugoi, dekai na”—amazing, so big—her voice trembling with excitement as her small hands wrap around me, stroking slow at first, her grip tight and exploratory, her fingers tracing the ridges, the pulsing veins, the slick tip, like she’s memorizing every inch.

I groan, my head tipping back, the sight of her tiny frame kneeling before me, worshipping my cock, sending heat surging through me. She leans in, her breath hot against the head, her tongue flicking out—tentative at first, a quick taste of the precum, salty and sharp—then bolder, swirling around the tip, lapping at the slit until I’m leaking steady, a thin stream she catches with her tongue. She takes me into her mouth, her lips stretching wide to fit me, her cheeks hollowing as she sucks, slow and deep, her tongue pressing flat along the underside, teasing the thick vein that runs the length, her spit pooling, dripping down my shaft. She can’t take me all—too big, too long—but she tries, pushing deeper, her throat constricting as she gags slightly, her eyes watering, mascara smudging as she looks up at me, defiant and ravenous. Her hands pump the base she can’t reach, slick with her spit, stroking in time with her mouth, her rhythm building, sloppy and wet, the sounds—gurgles, gasps, the slick slide of her lips—filling the room.

“Fuck, Haruka,” I rasp, my hands tangling in her bob cut, fingers gripping the silky strands, guiding her as she bobs, her moans vibrating through me, shooting straight to my balls, tightening them. She pulls off, gasping, a thick string of saliva connecting her swollen lips to my cock, glistening in the neon light, and grins up at me—wild, unhinged, her lipstick smeared, her chin wet. “You’re huge—fucking huge,” she says, her English faltering, her voice hoarse, then shoves me back onto the futon, the frame creaking as I land, my legs sprawling wide. She climbs over me, shedding her dress in one fluid motion—her skin smooth, pale as moonlight, her tits small but firm, nipples dark and hard, puckered against her slight frame, her ribs faintly visible as she breathes hard.

She straddles me, grinding her soaked panties against my dick, the lace rough and wet, scraping against my sensitive shaft as her hips rock, slow and deliberate, her folds parting through the fabric, her clit brushing me, sending jolts through us both. Her hands brace on my chest, nails digging into my pecs, and she reaches down, shoving the panties aside with a trembling hand—her pussy bare, glistening, the lips swollen and pink, dripping with arousal that slicks her inner thighs. She guides me to her entrance, tight and pulsing, and sinks down—slow, deliberate, her walls stretching around me, a sharp, high gasp tearing from her throat as she takes me in, inch by thick inch, her pussy clenching, resisting, then yielding with a shudder that racks her small body. “Oh—fuck, so big,” she moans, her voice trembling, her nails sinking deeper into my chest as she bottoms out, my cock buried to the hilt, filling her completely, the pressure intense, her heat searing me.

She’s a wreck—panting, her bob cut sticking to her sweaty forehead, strands plastered across her flushed cheeks, her hips rolling slow at first, adjusting to my size, her pussy gripping me like a vise, slick and hot, her juices dripping down my shaft, pooling at my base, soaking into the futon. I thrust up, meeting her, driving deeper, my cock stretching her wider, hitting her core, and she cries out—“Yamete—iya, tsuzukete!”—stop, no, keep going—her head tipping back, her tits bouncing with every move, small but pert, the nipples brushing my chest as she leans forward. “Yes—harder,” she gasps, switching to English, then Japanese—“Motto, tsuyoku!”—more, stronger—and I oblige, slamming up into her, my hands gripping her hips, fingers sinking into the soft flesh, guiding her as I pound, my cock plunging deep, her walls fluttering, spasming around me as she rides me, fast and desperate, her moans sharp and unrestrained, echoing off the bare walls.

Her rhythm’s frantic now—her small frame bouncing on me, her pussy clenching tighter, her clit grinding hard against my pelvis with every thrust, her juices slicking us both, a wet, rhythmic slap filling the room as her thighs smack mine. She’s building, her breath hitching, her thighs trembling, her eyes squeezing shut as she chases it. “I’m—fuck, I’m coming,” she groans, her English ragged, and I grip her hips tighter, pounding up into her, my cock throbbing as she shatters—her walls spasming hard, a flood of wet heat soaking me, her scream piercing the air, raw and primal, her nails raking my chest, leaving red welts as her body convulses, her pussy milking me, pulsing with every wave. I’m close, balls tight, my cock swelling inside her, and she senses it, grinding down hard, her walls sucking me deeper. “Inside—cum inside me,” she pants, her voice breaking, and I lose it—groaning loud, my hips bucking as I cum, thick, hot spurts flooding her, her pussy clenching tight, drawing every drop as she shudders, riding out the aftershocks, a mix of us leaking out, dripping down her thighs, staining the futon.

Chapter Two

The Tokyo night wraps around me like a damp, electric shroud as I weave through the labyrinth of Shinjuku, the air heavy with humidity and the metallic tang of exhaust. It’s my fourth month in Japan—6’4”, a broad-shouldered white guy from Chicago, my dirty blond hair a tangled mop that flops into my eyes, my pale skin practically luminescent under the city’s kaleidoscope of neon. I’m 28, an English teacher at a cram school in Shibuya, my scruffy jaw and lanky frame a jarring contrast to the meticulous locals who glide past me on the packed sidewalks. Back home, I was invisible—another Midwestern nobody coasting through a dead-end gig at a shipping firm. Here, I’m a fucking spectacle, a towering gaijin who can’t blend in if I tried, my long legs catching on every low doorway, my broad hands dwarfing the delicate teacups in the staff room. The women here see me—really see me—and their stares aren’t shy. They’re bold, predatory, stripping me bare with every glance, and every night since I arrived, it’s been a new conquest, a new plunge into their insatiable curiosity. Tonight’s already crackling with it.

It’s nearing eleven when I duck into a narrow standing ramen joint tucked between a blaring pachinko parlor and a love hotel flashing pink and purple hearts. The place is a sweatbox—steam curling from vats of simmering broth, the air thick with pork fat, soy, and the faint char of grilled green onions. It’s a sliver of a shop, barely wide enough for the chipped wooden counter, where a dozen bodies cram shoulder-to-shoulder—construction workers in dusty vests, a lone drunk swaying over his bowl, a pair of giggling teens snapping selfies with their tonkotsu. I wedge myself in, my knees knocking the counter’s edge, my head brushing the greasy, sagging ceiling as I order a shoyu ramen, the broth arriving in a chipped ceramic bowl, dark and glossy, steam fogging up my glasses. I’m slurping it down, chopsticks slick with oil, the salty richness coating my tongue, when she slips in beside me—Misaki, a wiry spitfire, maybe 5’1” in her scuffed combat boots, her presence cutting through the haze like a razor. She’s 26, a bartender at some high-end Ginza lounge, her chestnut hair a wild cascade pinned loosely with a silver claw clip, stray tendrils framing a face sharp with intent—high cheekbones, a small, upturned nose, and catlike eyes narrowed with a glint of trouble. Her outfit’s a statement—black leather skirt hugging slim hips, a cropped red top sliced with strategic cutouts, exposing a flat stomach pierced with a silver stud that winks under the flickering fluorescents, her skin a warm golden hue against the dark fabric. Her lips shimmer with faint pink gloss, and she smells of clove cigarettes and something citrusy, sharp enough to cut through the ramen steam.

She doesn’t hesitate—leans in close, her elbow brushing mine, her voice a husky purr in accented English as she tilts her head, eyeing me up and down. “You look like you don’t belong,” she says, smirking, her fingers trailing along my arm, tracing the vein bulging under my rolled-up sleeve, her nails painted a chipped black that scrapes lightly against my skin. My cock stirs, a slow, heavy heat pooling in my groin, and I wipe my mouth with the back of my hand, grinning as I turn to face her, my height forcing me to hunch slightly. “Guess I’m used to standing out,” I say, my voice rough from the broth and the night, and her laugh—low, throaty, edged with a smoker’s rasp—sends a jolt straight through me. Her hand slides higher, brushing my bicep, squeezing faintly, and she switches to Japanese—“Gaijin wa watashi o kōfun saseru”—foreigners excite me—her tone dripping with a challenge as she presses her knee against mine under the counter, her boot nudging my calf.

We’re out in twenty minutes, the ramen abandoned, her small hand tugging mine with a grip that’s all sinew and purpose, dragging me through the pulsing arteries of Shinjuku—past blaring karaoke joints spilling off-key pop, neon signs hawking hostess bars, salarymen staggering into taxis. Her loft’s a hidden perch above a shuttered bookstore, up a rickety metal staircase that groans under my weight, the space a chaotic nest of exposed beams, mismatched furniture, and the faint hum of a retro fan doing fuck-all against the heat. It’s cluttered—futon sprawled across scuffed hardwood, a low table littered with cigarette butts and half-empty Asahi cans, a battered acoustic guitar propped against a stack of warped vinyl records—Patti Smith, The Clash, some obscure J-pop band. The air’s thick with sandalwood incense and the sour tang of spilled whiskey, a cracked window letting in the distant wail of sirens and the city’s restless buzz. The door slams shut, and she’s on me—her lips smashing into mine, hot and fierce, tasting of plum wine, clove smoke, and a faint bitterness that lingers, her tongue sliding in, bold and insistent, tangling with mine in a messy, hungry dance.

She’s a live wire—shoving me back against the wall, the plaster cool and rough against my spine, her hands yanking at my shirt, buttons popping free with sharp little pings as she rips it open, exposing my chest—lean muscle taut under pale skin, blond hair dusting my pecs, heaving under her touch as my breath quickens. I tower over her, my frame swallowing her wiry silhouette as I grab her waist, my broad hands spanning her ribs, lifting her effortlessly, her legs hooking around my hips with a dancer’s grace, her skirt hiking up to reveal red satin panties, the crotch dark and soaked, clinging to her swollen folds, outlining every curve of her pussy through the fabric. “Foreigners—fuck, you drive me crazy,” she pants, her nails scraping my back, leaving stinging trails, her teeth nipping my jaw, sharp and quick, as I carry her to the futon, dropping her onto it with a thud that sends a cloud of dust puffing up from the worn fabric, the frame creaking under her slight weight.

She’s relentless—scrambling up, her fingers clawing at my belt, the leather creaking as she yanks it free with a rough tug, tossing it aside as she tugs my jeans and boxers down in one desperate pull, the denim catching briefly on my thighs before sliding to my ankles. My cock springs out—thick, veined, the shaft pale against the flushed, swollen head, glistening with precum that beads at the tip, a fat drop rolling down to drip onto her knee. Her eyes flare, a hungry, almost feral glint, and she mutters under her breath—“Kuso, dekai yo—hontō ni yabai”—shit, it’s huge, really dangerous—her voice trembling with a mix of awe and greed as her small hands wrap around me, stroking slow at first, her grip firm and deliberate, fingers tracing the pulsing veins that bulge along the length, the ridge where the head flares, the slick tip where she smears the precum with her thumb, exploring every inch like it’s a rare, forbidden prize. I groan, my head tipping back, the sight of her wiry frame kneeling before me, her sharp features lit by the neon glow seeping through the window, worshipping my cock—it’s enough to make my knees buckle, heat surging through me like a live current.

She leans in, her breath hot and ragged against my cock, her tongue darting out—quick, tentative, tasting the precum, salty and sharp on her lips—then bolder, lapping at the head in broad, wet strokes, swirling around the slit, teasing it until I’m leaking steady, a thin stream she catches with her tongue, smearing it across her glossy lips, her chin glistening as she works. She takes me in, her mouth a furnace—hot, wet, her lips stretching wide to fit me, the corners straining as her cheeks hollow, sucking slow and deep, her tongue pressing flat along the underside, tracing the thick vein that pulses with every heartbeat, her spit pooling at the edges, dripping down my shaft to coat my balls in a slick, warm sheen. She can’t take me all—too long, too thick—but she pushes hard, her throat tightening as she gags, a wet, choking sound escaping as her eyes water, mascara smudging into faint black streaks down her cheeks, her gaze flicking up to mine, defiant and ravenous, daring me to push her further. Her hands pump the base she can’t reach, slick with her spit, stroking in time with her mouth—fast, sloppy, wet—the sounds a chaotic symphony of gurgles, gasps, and the slick slide of her lips, filling the loft, driving me to the edge.

“Fuck, Misaki,” I rasp, my voice gravelly, my hands tangling in her chestnut hair, fingers gripping the silky strands, guiding her as she bobs, her moans vibrating through me, a low hum that tightens my balls, makes my cock twitch in her mouth. She pulls off, panting hard, a thick rope of saliva connecting her swollen lips to my cock, glistening in the dim light as it stretches and snaps, her lipstick smeared into a messy pink halo, her chin dripping with spit and precum. She grins up at me—feral, unhinged, her sharp teeth flashing. “So big—fucking monster cock,” she says, her English rough and halting, her accent thick, then shoves me down onto the futon with surprising force, the frame groaning as I land, my legs sprawling wide, my back hitting the worn fabric with a dull thud that sends a faint whiff of old cigarette smoke rising around me.

She climbs over me, shedding her top in a quick, violent yank—her skin smooth, a warm golden tone that glows in the half-light, her tits small but round, firm under her wiry frame, nipples dark and hard, puckered tight, the silver stud in her navel glinting as she moves, catching the neon flicker from outside. She straddles my thighs, grinding her soaked panties against my dick, the red satin rough and drenched, scraping against my sensitive shaft as her hips rock, slow and deliberate, her folds parting through the fabric, her clit brushing me, sending electric shocks through us both that make her gasp, her hands bracing on my chest, nails digging into my pecs, leaving faint red crescent marks that sting under her grip. She reaches down, shoving the panties aside with a trembling hand—her pussy bare, glistening, the lips swollen and flushed a deep pink, dripping with arousal that slicks her inner thighs, a faint patch of dark hair trimmed into a tight, neat triangle above her clit, glistening with her wetness. She guides me to her entrance, tight and pulsing, and sinks down—slow, agonizingly slow—her walls stretching around me, a sharp, high moan tearing from her throat as she takes me in, inch by thick, throbbing inch, her pussy clenching, resisting the invasion, then yielding with a shudder that racks her wiry frame, her breath hitching as she adjusts to the stretch.

“Fuck—too big, too much,” she gasps, her voice breaking, her nails sinking deeper into my chest, scraping down as she bottoms out, my cock buried to the hilt, filling her completely, the pressure intense, her heat searing me, her walls gripping me like a slick, pulsing vise. She’s a wreck—panting, her hair sticking to her sweaty neck, strands plastered across her flushed face, her eyes half-lidded as her hips roll slow at first, testing her limits, her pussy squeezing me tight, her juices dripping down my shaft, pooling at my base, soaking into the futon in a dark, spreading stain. I thrust up, meeting her, driving deeper, my cock stretching her wider, hitting her core, and she cries out—“Itai yo—demo sugoi kimochi!”—it hurts, but it feels amazing—her head tipping back, her tits bouncing with every move, the piercing in her navel glinting as she leans forward, her nipples grazing my chest, hard and hot against my skin.

“More—fuck me harder,” she gasps, switching to English, then Japanese—“Motto, onegai—tsuyoku!”—more, please, stronger—and I oblige, slamming up into her, my hands gripping her hips, fingers sinking into the soft flesh above her skirt, guiding her as I pound, my cock plunging deep, her walls spasming around me as she rides me, fast and frantic, her moans sharp and wild, bouncing off the bare beams, a raw cacophony that drowns out the city’s hum outside. Her rhythm’s chaotic—her small frame bouncing on me, her pussy clenching tighter, her clit grinding hard against my pelvis with every thrust, her juices slicking us both, a wet, rhythmic slap filling the loft as her thighs smack mine, her piercing flashing with every bounce, her breath coming in ragged, desperate gulps as she pushes herself further, her body trembling under the strain.

She’s building, her breath hitching, her thighs quivering, her eyes squeezing shut as she chases it, her hands sliding up to grip my shoulders, nails biting into the muscle. “I’m—shit, I’m coming,” she groans, her English ragged, her voice cracking, and I grip her hips tighter, pounding up into her with brutal force, my cock throbbing as she shatters—her walls clamping down hard, a flood of wet heat soaking me, her scream raw and piercing, tearing through the loft as her body convulses, her pussy pulsing with every wave, milking me with a ferocity that drags me to the edge. Her nails rake my chest, leaving red welts that burn, her piercing glinting as she thrashes, her juices dripping down my thighs, a slick mess that stains the futon beneath us. I’m close, balls tight, my cock swelling inside her, and she senses it, grinding down harder, her walls sucking me deeper, her eyes snapping open to lock on mine—wild, desperate. “Cum—give it to me, all of it,” she pants, her voice hoarse, switching to Japanese—“Naka ni dashite!”—inside, let it out—and I lose it, groaning loud, my hips bucking as I cum, thick, hot spurts flooding her, her pussy clenching tight, drawing every drop as she shudders, riding out the aftershocks, a mix of us leaking out, dripping down her thighs, pooling on the futon in a sticky, glistening mess.

She slumps against me, panting, sweat-soaked, her wiry body trembling against my broad chest, her breath hot and ragged against my collarbone, my dick softening inside her, still twitching faintly as her walls pulse around me. “You’re… a fucking beast—too much,” she mutters, laughing shaky, her English halting, her accent thick with exhaustion and satisfaction, and I grin, my chest heaving, my hands resting on her hips, feeling the tremor in her muscles, the faint quiver of her thighs. “Guess I’ll catch you around,” I say, my voice rough, and she smirks, sliding off slow, her thighs slick with us, her pussy glistening, red and swollen as she flops beside me, sprawling on the futon, her piercing catching the light as her chest rises and falls. “Maybe—if you can keep up,” she says, her eyes glinting—sated but already plotting, a challenge lingering in her gaze. I stumble out later, the city buzzing around me, my legs shaky, my dick spent, my chest stinging from her nails, the faint ache of her grip lingering on my skin. Night two in Japan, and these women—they’re fucking relentless, each one carving out a piece of me in ways I never saw coming. Tomorrow’s another hunt, another story, and I’m already too deep to turn back.

Chapter Three

The Tokyo summer has me fucked up by the tail end of my fourth month, my body a twisted wreck from the relentless grind of teaching English at a cram school in Shibuya. I’m 28, a 6’4” white guy from Chicago—broad shoulders that strain my cheap button-downs, long legs that catch on every damn chair, dirty blond hair a sweaty, overgrown mess that flops into my eyes, pale skin perpetually flushed from the sticky heat. Back home, I was just another schlub, pushing papers at a shipping depot, blending into the gray sprawl of the Midwest. Here, I’m a fucking giant—my scruffy jaw and lanky frame a beacon in a sea of sleek, compact locals, my boots thudding loud on subway platforms packed with salarymen who barely reach my chest. The job’s brutal—hours hunched over tiny desks correcting essays, ducking under low ceilings, my knees screaming from folding into spaces not built for me. And the women? They’ve been relentless—every night a new one, their eyes raking me over, their hands pulling me into wild, sweaty fucks that leave me sore and spent. Last night was Misaki—her wiry little body riding me hard in that cluttered loft, her nails carving red highways down my chest, her piercing glinting as she came. Now my back’s a knot of steel cables, my thighs ache from pinning her against me, and my shoulders feel like they’ve been hammered flat. I’m done—I need relief, something to unkink me—so I decide to hit a massage parlor I’ve passed a dozen times near Harajuku, its neon sign pulsing “Relaxation Station” in garish pink and green, promising a break from the chaos I’ve been drowning in.

It’s pushing ten-thirty when I trudge up the creaky metal stairs, the city’s humid buzz—ramen steam, exhaust, and distant karaoke wails—fading behind me as I step into a dimly lit reception. The space is a stark contrast to the street—bamboo screens partitioning the walls, soft shamisen music plinking from a tinny speaker, the air thick with eucalyptus and a faint whiff of lavender that cuts through my sweat-soaked haze. I tower over everything—my head grazing the low ceiling, my boots loud against the polished hardwood as I shuffle to the desk, where a tiny woman in a crisp blue kimono bows sharply, her English clipped and efficient. “Massage, yes? Full body, one hour?” I nod, too wiped to haggle, my voice a rough grunt as I mutter, “Yeah, whatever works.” She hands me a clipboard with a basic form—name, ailments, the usual—her finger jabbing toward a cramped changing room as she says, “Robe, please—over there.” I stumble in, stripping down—jeans stiff with dried sweat, shirt clinging to my back, boxers damp from the heat—my skin sticky and flushed as I drop them into a heap, my cock twitching faintly, half-hard from muscle memory as I wrap the thin cotton robe around me. It’s laughable—barely reaches mid-thigh, stretches tight across my chest, the tie straining to hold my broad frame together, leaving me half-exposed as I shuffle back out.

She leads me down a short hall to a private room—small, warm, the air heavy with oil and quiet, a padded massage table draped with a crisp white sheet dominating the center, a shelf of amber bottles glinting in the low light, a single paper lantern casting soft, flickering shadows across the shoji walls. I’m expecting some stern, middle-aged auntie with hands like steel traps, but the door slides open, and in walks Yumi—maybe 30, 5’3” in her flat black sandals, her petite frame wrapped in a simple black tunic that clings to her curves, hips flaring subtly, her waist narrow under the fabric. Her black hair’s pulled into a tight ponytail, swinging with each step, framing a face that’s soft but sharp—round cheeks, a small, upturned nose, full lips bare of makeup, her eyes dark and piercing, flicking over me with a quick, appraising sweep as I loom there, dwarfing her. “You’re big,” she says, her English smooth, a faint smile tugging at her mouth, her gaze lingering on my broad shoulders, my long legs spilling over the table’s edge. “Very cute—American, yes?” I laugh, rubbing my neck, my voice rough from exhaustion. “Yeah, Chicago. Been here a few months, and it’s kicking my ass—sore as hell.” She nods, patting the table with a small, strong hand. “Lie down, face up—I fix you good.”

I shrug off the robe, letting it fall to the floor, naked now—my skin prickling in the warm air, my cock resting thick and soft against my thigh, heavy from fatigue, my legs dangling awkwardly as I climb onto the table, stretching out flat, my head propped on a thin pillow. She doesn’t blink—calm, professional—draping a flimsy towel over my hips, her fingers brushing my skin, light but deliberate, as she pours warm oil into her palms from a bottle on the shelf, the scent of sandalwood and cedar flooding the room, grounding me. She starts at my shoulders—small hands, surprisingly strong, digging into the knots with firm, practiced pressure, her thumbs pressing deep into the muscle, working the tension out in slow, relentless circles that pull a groan from my throat, low and raw, my body sinking into the table as the ache starts to unravel. “Too tight—too much stress,” she mutters, leaning in close, her breath warm against my neck, her ponytail grazing my cheek as she kneads, her fingers sliding down to my chest, tracing the ridges of my pecs, her palms slick and hot, easing the stiffness with every pass.

She moves lower—arms, biceps flexing under her grip, then my thighs, her hands kneading my quads, fingers digging into the sore muscle, brushing the edge of the towel, sending a faint twitch through my dick, stirring it awake despite my exhaustion. She’s thorough—her touch steady, professional, working my calves, my feet, her thumbs pressing into my arches until I’m groaning again, the soreness bleeding out under her hands. Then she pauses, her palms resting on my hips, and I crack an eye open, catching her staring—her gaze locked on the growing bulge under the towel, my cock thickening, lifting the fabric as it hardens under her attention, the outline stark against the white cotton. “You’re sore here too?” she asks, her voice dropping low, a teasing edge creeping in, and before I can muster a reply, she slides the towel off with a slow tug, tossing it to the floor, my cock springing free—half-hard, veined, the shaft pale against the flushed head, swelling fast under her gaze, a bead of precum glistening at the tip. “Very cute,” she says again, smirking, her eyes glinting with something playful, hungry, as she grabs a bottle of lube from the shelf—clear, clinical, half-used—squirting it cold and slick onto her fingers, the sharp scent cutting through the sandalwood.

“Special massage—relax you good,” she says, her tone firm now, and I blink, caught off guard, my voice a rough stammer. “Wait—what—” She shushes me, her lubed hand wrapping around my shaft, stroking slow, her grip tight and slick, pumping me up as my cock hardens fully, throbbing in her small palm, precum leaking steady, dripping down her fingers. “Fuck—Yumi,” I rasp, my hips twitching, and she smiles, soft but wicked, her other hand sliding lower, cupping my balls, rolling them gently, her fingers warm and slick as she teases, tugging lightly, sending jolts through me that make my cock jump, my breath hitching. Then she shifts—her lubed finger circling my ass, slow and deliberate, tracing the tight ring, probing gently, and I tense, my muscles locking up, a sharp inhale catching in my throat. “Relax—trust me,” she murmurs, her voice soft but commanding, and pushes in—slow, steady, her finger sliding past the resistance, curling inside me, finding my prostate with a precision that rips a groan from my chest, loud and raw, my cock pulsing hard in her hand, leaking a steady stream now as the pressure hits, deep and electric.

She works it—massaging slow, firm circles against my prostate, the sensation intense, a throbbing heat building in my core, radiating out as she strokes my dick in sync, her hand slick and tight, twisting on the upstroke, her thumb smearing the precum across the head, teasing the slit until I’m panting, my legs spreading wider on instinct, my body opening to her. “Feel good?” she asks, her eyes locked on mine, glinting with control, and I nod, words gone, my breath ragged as she adds a second finger—stretching me, the burn sharp and sudden, fading fast into a pulsing pleasure that’s got my hips bucking, my cock throbbing in her grip, the lube slicking her fingers as she fucks me slow, pressing my prostate harder, milking it with every curl. She pumps faster—her fingers sliding in and out, her hand jerking me quick and sloppy, lube and precum dripping down my shaft, pooling on the table, the wet sounds—squelches, gasps, my groans—filling the room, drowning out the shamisen’s faint pluck. “Fuck—gonna cum,” I groan, my voice breaking, my balls tightening, and she grins, leaning in, her breath hot against my ear. “Not yet—happy ending better,” she whispers, pulling her fingers out slow, leaving me clenching, empty, my cock aching, teetering on the edge as she stands, shedding her tunic in one fluid motion.

Her skin’s smooth, pale as porcelain, her tits small but full, nipples dark and hard, puckered tight, her hips curved, a faint patch of black hair trimmed neat above her pussy, glistening with her own arousal, a thin sheen of sweat coating her thighs. She climbs onto the table, straddling me, her knees bracketing my hips, her heat radiating as she hovers, grabbing my cock, guiding it—not to her pussy, but back, rubbing the slick head against her ass, tight and puckered, her breath hitching as she presses down, testing, teasing the rim with my tip. “You’re cute—I want this,” she gasps, squirting more lube onto me, cold and slick, spreading it with her hand until I’m gleaming, then sinks slow—her ass stretching around me, a vise of heat and pressure, her moan sharp and high as she takes me in, inch by thick, throbbing inch, her walls clenching, resisting, then yielding with a shudder that racks her petite frame, her hands bracing on my chest, nails digging into my pecs, leaving red crescent marks as she bottoms out, my cock buried deep, filling her completely, her ass gripping me tight, pulsing around me.

She’s a wreck—panting, her ponytail swinging, strands sticking to her sweaty cheeks, her eyes half-lidded as her hips rock slow at first, adjusting to my size, her ass squeezing me, slick with lube, her pussy dripping steady, untouched, soaking my groin as she moves, her juices mixing with the mess beneath us. I thrust up, meeting her, driving deeper, my cock stretching her wider, hitting deep inside, and she cries out—“Itai—demo sugoi!”—it hurts, but it’s amazing—her head tipping back, her tits bouncing with every move, nipples brushing my chest as she leans forward, her breath hot against my jaw. “Harder—fuck me hard,” she gasps, switching to English, then Japanese—“Motto, tsuyoku—onegai!”—more, stronger, please—and I oblige, slamming up into her, my hands gripping her hips, fingers sinking into the soft flesh above her waist, guiding her as I pound, my cock plunging deep, her ass spasming around me, her moans sharp and wild, echoing off the shoji walls, a raw symphony of desperation and need.

Her rhythm’s frantic—her small frame bouncing on me, her ass clenching tighter, her pussy dripping a steady stream, slicking my thighs, pooling on the table as she rides me, fast and reckless, her breath hitching, her thighs trembling, her nails raking my chest, leaving red welts that sting under her grip. “I’m—gonna cum,” she groans, her English shaky, her voice cracking, and I grip her tighter, pounding up into her with brutal force, my cock throbbing as she shatters—her ass clamping down hard, a flood of wet heat from her pussy soaking me, her scream raw and piercing, tearing through the room as her body convulses, her ass milking me with every pulse, her juices dripping down my groin, a slick mess that stains the sheet beneath us. I’m close, balls tight, my cock swelling inside her, and she senses it, grinding down hard, her ass sucking me deeper, her eyes snapping open to lock on mine—wild, possessive. “Cum—inside me, all of it,” she pants, her voice hoarse, switching to Japanese—“Naka ni dashite—kudasai!”—inside, please—and I lose it, groaning loud, my hips bucking as I cum, thick, hot spurts flooding her ass, her walls pulsing, drawing every drop as she shudders, riding out the aftershocks, a mix of us leaking out, dripping down her thighs, pooling on the table in a sticky, glistening puddle.

She slumps against me, panting, sweat-soaked, her petite body trembling against my broad chest, her breath hot and ragged against my neck, my dick softening inside her, still twitching faintly as her ass clenches around me, reluctant to let go. “You’re… too cute—too fucking good,” she mutters, laughing shaky, her English halting, her accent thick with exhaustion and satisfaction, and I grin, my chest heaving, my hands resting on her hips, feeling the tremor in her muscles, the faint quiver of her thighs still bracketing me. “Guess I’ll be back for more,” I say, my voice rough, and she smirks, sliding off slow, her thighs slick with us, her ass glistening, red and swollen as she flops beside me, sprawling on the table, her chest rising and falling, her skin flushed and gleaming in the lantern light. “Maybe—special customer now, VIP,” she says, her eyes glinting—sated but plotting, a promise lingering in her gaze as she stretches, her body a map of sweat and release. I stumble out later, the city humming around me, my body loose but spent, my chest stinging from her nails, the faint ache of her grip lingering on my skin, my ass still tingling from her fingers. Night three in Japan, and these women—they’re rewriting my limits, one wild, unexpected fuck at a time. Tomorrow’s another chapter, and I’m already too deep to pull out.

Chapter Four

The Tokyo heat’s been a merciless bastard, and five months into my stint here, it’s finally breaking me down—my body’s a tangle of aches from the endless grind of teaching English in Shibuya and the wild, relentless nights that keep piling up. I’m 28, a 6’4” white guy from Chicago—broad shoulders that barely fit through doorways, long legs that catch on every low table, dirty blond hair a sweaty mess curling at the ends, pale skin blotched pink from the humidity and too much sun. Back home, I was a ghost—shuffling through a warehouse gig, stacking boxes in the gray haze of the Midwest, unnoticed and unremarkable. Here, I’m a fucking spectacle—my scruffy jaw and towering frame turn heads on every crowded train, my heavy boots a loud intrusion in a world of soft slippers and silent steps. The cram school’s been brutal—hours bent over tiny desks grading papers, my back twisting into knots, my knees screaming from folding into spaces built for half my size. And the women—they’ve been a nonstop storm. Haruka’s tight grip in her sleek studio, Misaki’s feral ride in that cluttered loft, Yumi’s deep plunge in the massage parlor—each one’s left me sore, drained, and hooked, their hunger for the gaijin carving me up night after night. But now it’s caught me—a dull, throbbing pain’s settled in my gut, low and persistent, spiking sharp after meals, and after days of popping convenience store painkillers with no relief, I drag myself to a clinic near Asakusa, figuring it’s something mundane like indigestion from too much ramen. I’m dead wrong.

It’s a muggy Tuesday evening when I limp into the clinic—a squat, concrete box tucked between a ramen stall and a shrine, its glass doors fogged with condensation, the waiting room a cramped cage of vinyl chairs and coughing patients. My knees jam against the seat in front of me, my head brushing the low ceiling as I check in, the receptionist—a stern woman with a tight bun—peering up at me over her glasses, her English a clipped mumble. “Dr. Nakamura—Room 5,” she says, handing me a clipboard, her finger jabbing toward a hall lit by buzzing fluorescents. I scribble my name—messy, barely legible—listing the pain, the bloating, my voice a rough grunt as I hand it back, hobbling down the corridor, my back twinging with every step. I’m expecting some grizzled old doc with a stethoscope and a lecture about diet, but the door creaks open, and in strides Reina—maybe 34, 5’6” in her polished loafers, her frame lean and wiry under a starched white coat that hugs her sharp hips, her dark hair pulled into a low, sleek bun, a few strands escaping to frame a face that’s all angles—high cheekbones, a narrow jaw, lips a bold red slash, eyes dark and hawkish, sizing me up as I slump against the exam table. “American—big one,” she says, her English crisp, a faint smirk curling her mouth as she shuts the door, the lock clicking with a deliberate snap that echoes in the sterile quiet.

The room’s a tight squeeze—white walls scuffed at the edges, a padded table with crinkly paper, a steel counter cluttered with medical gear—stethoscope, a box of gloves, a blood pressure cuff—a small window letting in the faint glow of streetlights, the AC rattling uselessly against the heat. “Sit—explain,” she says, gesturing to the table, and I ease onto it, the paper crackling under my weight, my legs dangling off the end, my faded t-shirt clinging to my sweaty chest. “Stomach’s been fucked—uh, hurting,” I mutter, wincing as I shift, “low down, gets worse after I eat—been a few days.” She nods, stepping close—her coat brushing my thigh as she sets her clipboard down, her fingers grazing mine as she takes my wrist, checking my pulse, her touch cool and steady, her nails short but painted a deep crimson. “Abdomen pain—maybe ulcer, maybe worse,” she says, her tone clinical, but her eyes flick over me—my broad frame, my flushed face, the way my jeans stretch tight across my thighs—and she lingers, her hand sliding up to press my stomach, her fingers probing the tense muscle, her thumbs digging in until I hiss, the pain flaring sharp and hot.

“Lie back—need to feel deeper,” she says, and I stretch out, my head hitting the thin pillow, my boots hanging off, my shirt riding up to expose a strip of pale stomach, blond hair trailing down to my waistband. She starts methodical—palms pressing my gut, her fingers tracing the curve of my abs, digging into the sore spot below my navel, her touch firm, clinical, until I groan, the ache spiking. “Tender—too much tension,” she mutters, her voice softening, her hands sliding lower, brushing the edge of my jeans, her crimson nails catching the light as she pauses, her gaze flicking to my crotch, the faint bulge stirring as my cock twitches under her scrutiny. “Full exam—clothes off,” she says, her tone shifting, a hungry edge creeping in, and I blink, my voice rough. “Wait—what’s that got to do with—” She cuts me off, smirking, pulling on nitrile gloves with a loud snap. “Everything—trust doctor. You’re handsome—I want you.” My dick jumps, waking fast, and I shrug, kicking off my boots, unbuttoning my jeans, shoving them down with my boxers—my skin flushed, my cock springing free, thick and veined, half-hard, resting heavy against my thigh as I lie back, the paper crinkling, my breath quickening.

She steps between my legs, her gloved hands slicking with lube from a bottle on the counter—cold, sharp-scented, the squirt loud in the quiet as she coats her fingers, her eyes locked on my cock, watching it harden fully under her stare, the head flushing deep red, precum beading thick at the tip. “Relax—check everything,” she murmurs, and slides a hand under me, her fingers circling my ass, probing slow, then pushing in—two at once, stretching me fast, the burn sharp and sudden as she curls them, finding my prostate with a brutal precision that rips a groan from my throat, my cock pulsing hard, leaking a steady stream onto my stomach. “Fuck—Reina,” I rasp, my hips bucking, and she smirks, her other hand wrapping around my shaft, stroking slow, her grip tight and slick, pumping me as her fingers fuck my ass, pressing my prostate hard, milking it, the pressure a deep, throbbing heat that’s got my balls tightening, my legs spreading wider on instinct.

“Strong—very big,” she says, her voice low, teasing, as she speeds up—her fingers plunging deeper, twisting inside me, her hand jerking me quick and sloppy, lube and precum dripping down my shaft, pooling on the paper, the wet sounds—squelches, my ragged groans—bouncing off the walls. She’s relentless—her glasses slipping down her nose, her breath quickening as she works me, her fingers curling harder, her hand twisting on the upstroke, thumb smearing the precum across the head, teasing the slit until I’m panting, my back arching. “Gonna—shit, gonna cum,” I groan, my voice breaking, and she pulls her fingers out, slow and deliberate, leaving me clenching, empty, my cock throbbing on the edge. “No—not yet,” she says, shedding her coat in a quick yank—her skin smooth, a warm ivory, her black bra and panties stark against it, her tits firm, nipples hard through the lace, her hips lean, a faint mole dotting her lower stomach as she kicks off her loafers, climbing onto the table.

She straddles me, her knees bracketing my hips, and grabs my cock, guiding it—rubbing the slick head against her pussy first, her panties shoved aside, her folds swollen and wet, dripping onto me as she teases, then shifts higher, pressing it against her ass, tight and puckered, her breath hitching as she pushes down, testing the rim. “Handsome—I need this hard,” she gasps, squirting lube onto me, cold and slick, spreading it with her hand until I’m gleaming, then sinks slow—her ass stretching around me, a vise of heat and pressure, her moan sharp and ragged as she takes me in, inch by thick inch, her walls clenching, resisting, then yielding with a shudder that racks her wiry frame, her hands bracing on my chest, nails digging into my pecs, leaving red marks as she bottoms out, my cock buried deep, filling her completely, her ass gripping me tight, pulsing around me.

She’s a mess—panting, her bun loosening, strands sticking to her sweaty neck, her glasses fogging as her hips rock slow at first, adjusting to my size, her ass squeezing me, slick with lube, her pussy dripping steady, soaking my groin as she moves, her juices mixing with the mess beneath us. I thrust up, meeting her, driving deeper, my cock stretching her wider, hitting deep inside, and she cries out—“Itai yo—demo sugoi kimochi!”—it hurts, but it’s amazing—her head tipping back, her tits bouncing in her bra, the lace straining as she leans forward, her breath hot against my jaw. “Harder—fuck me hard,” she gasps, switching to English, then Japanese—“Motto, tsuyoku—kudasai!”—more, stronger, please—and I oblige, slamming up into her, my hands gripping her hips, fingers sinking into her lean flesh, guiding her as I pound, my cock plunging deep, her ass spasming around me, her moans sharp and wild, echoing off the white walls, a raw cacophony of need and release.

Her rhythm’s frantic—her wiry frame bouncing on me, her ass clenching tighter, her pussy dripping a steady stream, slicking my thighs, pooling on the paper as she rides me, fast and reckless, her breath hitching, her thighs trembling, her nails raking my chest, leaving red welts that sting under her grip. “I’m—gonna cum,” she groans, her English shaky, her voice cracking, and I grip her tighter, pounding up into her with brutal force, my cock throbbing as she shatters—her ass clamping down hard, a flood of wet heat from her pussy soaking me, her scream raw and piercing, tearing through the room as her body convulses, her ass milking me with every pulse, her juices dripping down my groin, a slick mess that stains the crinkly paper beneath us. I’m close, balls tight, my cock swelling inside her, and she senses it, grinding down hard, her ass sucking me deeper, her eyes snapping open to lock on mine—wild, commanding. “Cum—inside me, now,” she pants, her voice hoarse, switching to Japanese—“Naka ni dashite—ima!”—inside, now—and I lose it, groaning loud, my hips bucking as I cum, thick, hot spurts flooding her ass, her walls pulsing, drawing every drop as she shudders, riding out the aftershocks, a mix of us leaking out, dripping down her thighs, pooling on the table in a sticky, glistening puddle.

She slumps against me, panting, sweat-soaked, her wiry body trembling against my broad chest, her breath hot and ragged against my neck, my dick softening inside her, still twitching faintly as her ass clenches around me, reluctant to let go. “You’re… too handsome—too good,” she mutters, laughing shaky, her English halting, her accent thick with exhaustion and satisfaction, and I grin, my chest heaving, my hands resting on her hips, feeling the tremor in her muscles, the faint quiver of her thighs still bracketing me. “Guess I’ll live,” I say, my voice rough, and she smirks, sliding off slow, her thighs slick with us, her ass glistening, red and swollen as she flops beside me, sprawling on the table, her chest rising and falling, her skin flushed and gleaming in the fluorescent light. “Maybe—come back if pain stays,” she says, her eyes glinting—sated but plotting, a promise lingering as she adjusts her glasses, her bun a mess. I stumble out later, the city humming, my gut still sore but my body buzzing, my chest stinging from her nails. Night four in Japan, and these women—they’re tearing me apart, one hardcore fuck at a time. Tomorrow’s another roll of the dice.

Chapter Five

The Tokyo summer has chewed me up and spit me out after six months, and now I’m finally done—my contract at the Shibuya cram school wrapped, my bags packed, my body a roadmap of aches and marks from nights that never slowed down. I’m 28, a 6’4” white guy from Chicago—broad shoulders that barely squeezed through Japan’s narrow doors, long legs that tripped over every low threshold, dirty blond hair a sweaty, overgrown mess curling at my neck, pale skin splotched with fading bruises and scratches from the women who’ve claimed me. Back home, I was a shadow—stacking boxes in a warehouse, lost in the Midwest’s gray drone, nobody giving a shit. Here, I’ve been a fucking lightning rod—teaching English by day, my scruffy jaw and towering frame a magnet for stares, my heavy boots a loud echo in a world of quiet precision. The women owned me—Haruka’s tight grip in her sleek studio, Misaki’s feral ride in that cluttered loft, Yumi’s deep plunge in the massage parlor, Reina’s hardcore clinic fuck—each one carving me up, leaving me sore, spent, and addicted. Now I’m headed back to Chicago, my gut a knot of relief and regret as I board the red-eye flight from Narita, my back twinging from the last round with Reina, my dick still tingling from the memory. I figure I’ll sleep it off at 30,000 feet. I’m wrong—dead wrong.

It’s a packed ANA flight—economy class a sardine can of jet-lagged tourists and bleary-eyed businessmen, the air thick with recycled staleness and the faint hum of engines warming up. I’m crammed into a window seat near the back—17A—my knees jammed against the tray table, my head brushing the overhead bin as I shove my beat-up backpack under the seat, my faded hoodie stretched tight across my chest. The cabin’s dim, the safety video droning in Japanese and English, and I’m already zoning out, my eyes heavy, when she walks by—Kaori, the flight attendant, maybe 29, 5’4” in her crisp navy uniform, her frame slim but curved, hips swaying under the pencil skirt, her black hair twisted into a neat chignon, a few strands teasing her neck. Her face is sharp—almond eyes, high cheekbones, lips a glossy pink—and she moves with a cool efficiency, handing out pillows, her heels clicking soft on the carpet. She catches my eye as she passes, her gaze lingering—my height, my broad frame, the scruffy blond mess spilling over my forehead—and her lips twitch, a faint smirk flashing before she moves on. My cock stirs, a reflex now, and I shift, trying to ignore it, figuring it’s just the last echo of Tokyo’s pull.

We’re an hour in—cruising altitude, the cabin lights dimmed, the hum of the engines a steady drone—when she’s back, leaning over the guy in the aisle seat to hand me a water bottle, her voice low, her English smooth. “You’re big—look cramped,” she says, her eyes flicking over me, lingering on my thighs pressed tight against the seat, the faint bulge stirring under my jeans. I laugh, rough and tired, taking the bottle, my fingers brushing hers—cool, deliberate. “Yeah, not built for these seats,” I mutter, and she smirks, leaning closer, her perfume—something floral and sharp—cutting through the stale air. “Bathroom’s bigger—meet me there, five minutes,” she whispers, her tone firm, a command wrapped in a tease, then straightens, walking off, her hips swaying, her skirt hugging her ass as she disappears down the aisle. My dick’s awake now, thickening fast, and I’m too far gone to say no—Tokyo’s trained me for this.

I wait—five minutes stretching into an eternity, the guy next to me snoring, the cabin a sea of sleeping shapes—then unfold myself, my knees cracking, my head brushing the ceiling as I shuffle down the aisle, the plane’s faint turbulence rocking me. The bathroom’s at the back—a tiny, steel box, all beige plastic and harsh fluorescent light, the door clicking shut behind me as I squeeze in, my shoulders brushing the walls, my boots loud on the floor. She’s there—Kaori, waiting, her uniform jacket shed, her white blouse unbuttoned halfway, exposing a black lace bra, her skirt hiked up to her thighs, her eyes glinting as she locks the door, the click sharp in the tight space. “You’re cute—too tall for here,” she says, stepping close—too close—her chest brushing mine, her hands yanking at my hoodie, pulling it up, her nails grazing my stomach as she tugs it off, dropping it to the floor.

She’s fast—her lips crashing into mine, hot and urgent, tasting of mint and airplane coffee, her tongue sliding in, bold and hungry, tangling with mine as she presses her body against me, her tits firm through the lace, her hips grinding into my groin. I’m a giant in here—my frame swallowing hers as I grab her ass, lifting her, her legs wrapping around my waist, her skirt bunching up to reveal black panties, the crotch dark and soaked, clinging to her swollen folds. “Wanted you since boarding—gaijin turn me on,” she gasps, her nails raking my back, her teeth nipping my neck as I pin her against the sink, the metal cold against her thighs, my cock throbbing hard against her through my jeans, the friction driving me wild.

She’s a blur—shoving me back, her hands clawing at my jeans, unbuttoning them, yanking them down with my boxers in a rough tug—my dick springing free, thick and veined, the shaft pale against the flushed head, slick with precum that beads and drips onto the floor. Her eyes flare, a hungry glint, and she mutters—“Dekai—sugoi”—big, amazing—her voice trembling as her small hands wrap around me, stroking fast, her grip tight, fingers tracing the pulsing veins, the ridge of the head, smearing the precum with her thumb, exploring me like I’m her last meal. I groan, my head tipping back, the ceiling brushing my hair as she drops to her knees—awkward in the tight space—her mouth hot and wet, lips stretching wide to take me, her cheeks hollowing as she sucks, slow and deep, her tongue swirling along the underside, teasing the slit until I’m leaking steady, a thin stream she swallows, her spit dripping down my shaft, pooling at my base.

“Fuck—Kaori,” I rasp, my hands tangling in her chignon, pins scattering as her hair spills loose, silky strands gripping my fingers as I guide her, her moans vibrating through me, tightening my balls. She pulls off, panting, a thick rope of saliva connecting her swollen lips to my cock, glistening in the harsh light, her lipstick smeared, her chin wet. “Too big—fucking perfect,” she says, her English rough, then stands, shedding her blouse, her bra snapping free—her skin smooth, pale, her tits small but firm, nipples dark and hard, puckered tight as she kicks off her skirt, her panties dropping to reveal her pussy, glistening, the lips swollen and pink, dripping onto the floor.

She turns, bending over the sink, her ass up—round, tight, her hands bracing on the mirror, her eyes locking on mine in the reflection. “Fuck me—hard, now,” she gasps, and I step in, grabbing my cock, rubbing the slick head against her pussy first—hot, wet, her folds parting as I tease—then thrusting in, slow at first, her walls stretching around me, a sharp moan ripping from her throat as I fill her, inch by thick inch, her pussy clenching, gripping me tight, her juices dripping down my shaft, soaking my balls. “Yes—harder,” she groans, switching to Japanese—“Motto, tsuyoku!”—and I oblige, slamming into her, my hands gripping her hips, fingers sinking into her flesh as I pound, my cock plunging deep, hitting her core, her walls spasming around me, her moans sharp and wild, bouncing off the steel walls, a raw cacophony over the engine hum.

Her rhythm’s frantic—her ass pushing back, meeting every thrust, her pussy squeezing me tighter, her clit grinding against the sink’s edge, her juices slicking us both, a wet, rhythmic slap filling the tiny space as her thighs smack mine. “I’m—gonna cum,” she groans, her English breaking, and I grip her harder, pounding into her, my cock throbbing as she shatters—her walls clamping down, a flood of wet heat soaking me, her scream muffled against her arm as her body convulses, her pussy milking me hard, her juices dripping down her legs, pooling on the floor. I’m close, balls tight, my cock swelling inside her, and she senses it, grinding back, her pussy sucking me deeper. “Inside—cum in me,” she pants, her voice hoarse—“Naka ni dashite!”—and I lose it, groaning loud, my hips bucking as I cum, thick, hot spurts flooding her, her walls pulsing, drawing every drop as she shudders, a mix of us leaking out, dripping onto the tiles.

She slumps against the sink, panting, sweat-slick, her slim body trembling against me, her breath fogging the mirror, my dick softening inside her, still twitching faintly. “You’re… too good—fucking gaijin,” she mutters, laughing shaky, her English halting, and I grin, my chest heaving, my hands resting on her hips, feeling the tremor in her muscles. “Guess I’ll miss Japan,” I say, my voice rough, and she smirks, sliding off slow, her thighs slick with us, her pussy glistening as she straightens, grabbing her uniform, her hair a mess. “Maybe—fly back sometime,” she says, her eyes glinting—sated but plotting. I stumble out later, the plane humming, my body spent, my jeans damp, the taste of her still on me. Last night in Japan’s grip, and these women—they’ve owned me, one final, hardcore fuck at a time. Chicago’s waiting, but I’m already marked.

cover.jpeg
THE

= ASIAN =
EQUATION

SOLUTION :

A A O .
JENNA SAHARA





