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Tadao watched Junko sitting on a Japanese mattress on the floor, pecking away on the touch pad of her IPad. Prior to his business trip to Jamaica, if someone asked him to explain what made Junko tick, he would have been at a loss for words. Now he would say her interests was in sports and the work she did in the Jamaican Juice Association. She called it her little hobby, that is, the work she did in the association. She kept the tablet balanced on her knee as she sent a text message on her DoCoMo phone, giving Tadao the occasional smile to confirm she’d heard what was being said.


“I am going to Yokota Air Base tomorrow,” Tadao says, “Would you like to come? I can get reservations on base. We can spend the night. Maybe have dinner at the Officer’s Club. That is where the meetings will take place.”


His question was unexpected. “Business? Your company has business with the U.S. Military?”


“I hope so. It is a big networking contract for the clubs. Should we get the contract at Yokota we may land a contract with the U.S. Navy?” He shrugged. “I am not sure how long the meetings will last. Maybe it will be boring for you.”


She paused a moment to reflect. “Okay, it sounds interesting. I’ve never been on an American Base. Are you sure? I don’t want to be in the way.”


“My boss said it is fine,” he answered. “In fact, we will be able to use the services while we are there.” He kissed her on the cheek.


Junko remembered communicating with a Japanese woman in the association that worked on the base. She used the name Lily. She sent her an email. After a minute of association public relations chitchat, Junko said to Tadao, “Do you think they have a dance club?”


Tadao immediately got interested. “On a Friday a night I am sure.”


“I would love to dance hip-hop!”


“I am sure with all the blacks on base there will be a hip-hop bar.”


“I’ll bring a short sexy skirt and my red heels.” She regarded her husband again. He looked excited, and she was happy he brought up talk about black men. In fact, since the business trip to Jamaica they watched interracial porn DVDs. She was following the instructions on the “Members Only” Jamaican Juice Association Website on “how to train your husband.” She was slowly training Tadao to accept a cuckold role in her sexual encounters with black men. He really required little training and seemed to be a willing participant. Tadao, in an accidental indirect way, introduced Junko to interracial sex. She still did not discuss it or let him know of her sexual activities with what has grown into many black men.


While on a flight to Jamaica, Junko discovered a vast array of interracial erotica on Tadao’s IPad. Most of the erotica involved Asian women, a “Hotwife,” the word used for a wife that engages in extramarital sex with black men. She even read an email addressed to an erotic writer from her husband. The email detailed how Tadao viewed a perfect wife as a hotwife for black men. In her love and quest to please her husband, this led Junko into teasing an older Jamaican man. Unbeknown to her the older black man, Jimmy, a 1984 Jamaican Olympian, was the founder and owner of a High-Class international interracial dating website. After two nights in Jamaica she fucked and sucked seven black men, engaged in lesbian sex, and departed the president of a newly created Japanese chapter of the Jamaican Juice Association. And to her delight, her husband seemed to love her more than ever. But he still did not know the truth. She loved him so much that she would not pull him into the world he was a catalyst in creating until she received some type of verification of actual cuckold behavior.


They looked at each other, a dominant female and cuckold male in the room, if you will, and decided without a word that it was playtime. The atmosphere was so alive with fantasy for Tadao. The air was so thick with testosterone that the wallpaper was getting soggy.


Tadao licked his lips as he watched her looking at her IPad, her beautiful breast moving with her increased breathing. Then there was that exquisite pussy of hers, so smooth and perfect. She spread her legs to show him her labia, glistening with her juices.


“Like it?” She asked.


Knowing he was watching her, Junko removed a large black rubber dildo from a small plastic drawer next to her cushion. Looking at Tadao naughtily, after sucking and licking it, Junko traced the dildo down her pink negligee until it was between her legs. She pushed it inside of her. He watched as it almost completely disappeared.


“Ooohh . . .”


While watching her put on a show with the black dildo for him, he removed his clothes. “Do you think you could take a black cock?” He asked, pumping his five-and-a-half-inch penis faster and faster.


“I . . . uh . . .”


“You look so nasty!”


She exposed herself entirely. He was still pumping his penis, and she creamed at the notion of turning him on. “You want me to be a nasty wife?”


“You can. If you want.”


A part of her wanted to tease him more, but she knew the teasing was too strong. If he had an orgasm too soon he felt bad. For Junko, everything was about pleasure for her husband. “Eat me, baby.” She instructed him. “Eat me around that black cock!”


In a flash, he got down between her legs, and took her clit in his mouth.


“Oh!” She gasped.


Not only did he suck on her, bringing her to climax, but also he licked the dildo.


“Oh, Tadao . . .”


“You like that baby?”


“You’re doing great,” she said, removing the dildo.


He nodded but couldn't speak. She had inserted the toy in his mouth. He accepted it for the few seconds she let him suck it before she removed it.


“I want you to play with the black cock by putting it in me.” She handed him the dildo.


He inserted the toy, making it go in and out, obviously not wanting to stop pleasuring her. Tadao was spellbound by the close-up spectacle of moving the black dildo into his wife's wet pussy. She thought it ten times better than doing it herself. It was only because Tadao was getting closer to the role he desired. The forbidden future fantasy made it hotter! She moved her hips in and out with his movements.


“Yes!” She screamed. Before she knew it, an intense orgasm exploded through her.


He looked at her, his eyes smoldering. She didn't give him a chance to reply. She moved his hand with the black toy cock to her mouth and made a show of licking it clean. “Now do whatever you want to me!”


He quickly made her slip on her back. She was so wet that he wanted her over and over, forever. Junko wasn't surprised that he was going crazy and pumping her like a madman. Black cock fantasies always excited him. After about a minute of fast and furious fucking, without announcing his intentions, he pulled out, straddled her face, and shot his seed into her waiting mouth.


The two collapsed on the floor. All that could be heard in the room was the sound of the two panting. It was a beautiful sound to Junko’s ears as she fell asleep thinking about the trip to Yokota Air Base.
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At five o’clock on a Friday morning in late July, the day Tadao’s contract negotiations were to take place, Junko awakened feeling refreshed and excited. She had slept well, her mind filled with dreams of sex with black men. In one of the dreams, a tall, black man in an Air Force uniform groped her on a train. Each time he touched her, Tadao whispered in a chant: Fuck her! Fuck her! Go ahead and Fuck her!


Each dream was different, but they were all similar. She recognized she had an irreplaceable attraction that prompted her to indulge in a particular sexual activity. Aware of this she vowed to never let it sabotage the ordinary and simple things in life like health and her marriage. This was the underlining theme she wrote into her chapter bylaws. The Japanese women in the chapter shared the same attractions and indulgences as her. She came to realize that sexual behavior could become like an addiction. At the end of the day, she never started out on a journey of sexual promiscuity with the intention of becoming addicted to something but just got caught up in something. She wrote about it on chapter president blog.


 


The first thing he heard, twenty minute after changing trains, was Junko yawning like a bear at the end of hibernation. “Lucky we got a seat,” he said as the train filled up with standing room only passengers. I didn’t think you were ever going to wake up. Were you dreaming?”


“Yea, the same dreams every night,” she assured him. Her lips wanted to smile but she sternly repressed them. Her eyes were smiling behind the sunglasses she wore to conceal a face without make-up.


“It was fun last night, you know, our game.”


“I know.” She yawned again. A game, she thought, that was her dilemma. For Tadao, it was only a game—a fantasy game of Asian women with black men. But it was far more than a game for her.


As chapter president, she made every effort, without compromising her marriage, to meet every available Stulla in Japan. Stulla was a Jamaican name she used for black men in the Jamaican Juice Association that were on the Website. Usually the men were transitioning through Tokyo because of a sporting event. She called it “sample tasting.” She regretted not visiting the Stulla that passed through Osaka, a large venue for sports. It fueled her addiction to black men. If a few weeks went by without an encounter she developed what she came to realize was classic withdrawal symptoms.


“What are you reading?”


“Stephen King,” she replied. “The translations are great.”


“Oh.” He opened his newspaper. Looking at the display, he saw they had several more stops before getting to the Fussa Station.


The train pulled into a station and took on more passengers, one of whom was a gorgeous woman in a brown business suit type dress with a name tag on her right, above her breast. She stood in front of Tadao and Junko holding the round ring that hung from the ceiling. Like Junko, she wore an oversized pair of sunglasses that concealed half her face. It was then that Junko saw the Jamaican Juice Bracelet on the wrist that hung below the stationary ring. This must be Lily.  Junko pretended to read her book as she studied the woman. Tadao never noticed her.


The train slowed as it approached another station. Suddenly, a tall black man boarding the train snapped Junko and Tadao out of there reading. He immediately fell in behind the woman in brown.


What Tadao saw made him do a double take. The woman in brown spread her legs and backed into the black man's groin. The outline of his penis could be seen pressed in the woman’s ass. She began to lean more into him and wiggle her ass.


Junko was instantly on fire; her mind was equal parts surprise and encouragement: surprised by the appearance of a chapter member and a silent nod of approval for her brazen behavior on a train. Go girl go! Junko did not flinch or even show interest. She even turned a page of her book and seemed engrossed in Stephen King.


Tadao became aware that his glance had turned into an ogle, and he forced himself to look away, but he couldn't. He was glad his wife had not noticed his interest. He felt his cock stirring in his pants, and, he seemed to hide behind the paper while staring at the two. She was stunning, and the man's cock was twitching in his pants only a few inches away from him. This was the closest he had ever been to what he considered a live show. She snuggled more firmly into him. There was no denying it that the two were good. Obviously this was there morning routine.


The train stopped and more people squeezed into the train compartment. When it started up again, she shifted sideways and dropped her hand. Tadao was now watching her rub the outline of his long, thick cock. Breathing deep, she turned into him with her face in his chest. He was so tall, his chin rested on her head. She took a deep shuddering breath, which made her dizzy, but calmed her a bit, too.


The train stopped. The doors opened and the black man stepped off. Tadao looked at his wife and grinned to himself at her innocence. He continued to read the paper with a raging hard on.


The woman stepped closer to Junko; glad she spotted the Jamaican Juice necklace on her neck. She had put on a good show for the queen.
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“So what do you want to do?” Tadao asked. They were in the Kanto Lodge on Yokota Air Base. Junko had to admit it was much nicer than she anticipated. “I need to get over to the Officers Club for the negotiations. Did you bring some workout clothes?”


“Yea, I did. I—I guess I could find the gym and work out.”


“I hate to rush off. Text me now and then. We probably will not be able to link up until later tonight. I’m not sure how long it all will take.”


For some delightful reason, Tadao was nuzzling her earlobe. She knew the reason he was horny. The woman on the train got off at the Fussa exit and they followed her to the base. They lost her when they had to sign in at the Visitor’s Center. But when they found their way to the hotel she was behind the counter checking people into the lodge. “Did you see that woman wearing brown on the train? You know, with the black guy?”


“No, I really wasn’t paying attention. Why?”


“Mm mph.”


“Stop it, that tickles.”


“I got something else to tickle you.”


“Let me see. You have to get going. You don’t have time,” Junko said, while beginning to rub his cock.


Tadao undid his pants and dropped them. “I can make it quick. You know how excited I get when I take you on business trips.” He moaned out hard as Junko began stroking him. She decided to turn up her ante. She moved her hand harder and faster, and Tadao was completely driven by a burning need to cum. Four or five more strokes were all he needed, and he cried out as Junko dropped to her knees to finish him off by swallowing his load.


Tadao pulled his pants back up, panting and spent. He is worried about the negotiations, she thought.  I’m glad I sucked him off so he can focus on his job. He’ll be gone for hours in a few minutes.


“I love you, baby. I got to go. Have a good workout.”


“I know.” She kissed his cheek. “It will be a different workout than my regular routine.”


 


“I saw you on the train. Can you meet me for lunch at the NCO Club at noon?” Junko smiled reading the text message. She was perceptive and persistent—useful trait, even appealing. I need a friend, a woman friend. I miss that rather badly.


Junko read the text and relied back, “Lily, can’t wait to meet you. Not


sure where the club is but will find it.”


Junko walked past the hotel lobby and looked into Lily’s eyes and smiled the most loving smile she had ever seen.


The base gym was dangerously close to the NCO Club. So finding the club after her workout was no problem.


 


Dressed in snug blue shorts and a tight white tank top, Junko made her way to the weight room. Scanning the gym room as she walked in she saw nothing but rows of barbells, tread machines, and various workout machines all bustling with what she called muscle heads, men with huge muscles. The air smelled of stale sweat, and she found it alluring. She was the only woman in the room. She got on a treadmill and began a moderate walking pace.


A few minutes into her workout she sees a figure, a young black man, on the far side of the gym. He didn’t have gigantic, jacked-up muscles, though the curves of his nicely shaped arms and chest were visible through his fitted t-shirt. She continued her workout. When she looked up, she noticed him glancing at her. He continued to cast glances at her, so she pressed the STOP button on the treadmill.


She picked up two five-pound dumbbells and moved over to a bench close to him. He is all smiles, and shakes his head. “Wow, you really are in nice shape.”


“You look good,” she said in surprise. He looked more than good, but she didn’t say more. “You are stationed here?”


“I just got here a few days ago,” he says awkwardly. “I’m sorry if I am gawking at you. I just have never seen many Japanese women yet.”


“Oh, I think you will see many if you want to that is. Have you ever thought of being a trainer?”


Their eyes meet, and they stare at each other for a few moments. She can see his desire stronger than ever. As she looked at him, she wondered if he would be interested in being a Stulla in the association.


“If it means training women like you I would love it!”


“What sports do you like?”


“Boxing. I was on the Air Force Boxing Team over in Germany. Decided to give it a break and focus on school. I want to get a degree in engineering.”


A sudden thought strikes Junko so hard that a naughty thrill tinkles her loins. “Can you spot me?” She asked, giving him her best helpless expression. “Oh, my name is Junko.


“Not a problem,” he says. “And call me JJ.”


She lay back on the bench and did reps of dumbbell fly’s. JJ spotted her behind her elbows when she began straining. She peered up at him, and then at his face. He peered back at her, and she is aware of the growing erection in his crotch. It’s at that moment that she notices her nipples are standing erect and poking little erasers in her tank top.


“Just focus on doing reps.”


She nodded. Feeling elated that he is interested in her; she tried another rep and discovered JJ counting.


JJ cut an exploratory glance at Junko. He saw the moisture through the blue material of her shorts. Christ, she was sexy! Is she panting?


Standing, Junko surveyed the men in the gym and immediately sensed a pattern . . . she caught the faces eyeing her and JJ up and down. Their glances engaged for the briefest of instants. Faces full of grinning, glistening, lusting eyes! And yet she couldn’t put it into words. All faces were white. She and JJ turned them on! All the men and the well-formed muscles got her nipples hard and her mind filled with images of primal, animal sex.


“Let me try some standing curls,” she said, as JJ took a position off to her right, his hand on his chin.


“Your form is all wrong. Mind if I show you?”


“Please. I need a trainer.” She relented as he stood behind her. She felt his chest against her back as his arms reached around her body and supported her wrists. She felt his erection nub into the crack of her ass.


“When you lift, only do one dumbbell at a time,” he explained and guided her arm into a curl.


“I like the feel of you behind me,” she whispered. “I think that’s enough curls.” While keeping her legs straight, she bent at the waist and set each dumbbell on the floor. Her ass pressed firmly against his raging hard on, and she paused to make sure all the eyes in the gym enjoyed the sight she offered.


“What would you like to do next?” JJ asked her in a nervous voice.


She straightened and turned, making sure her long black hair whipped around her shoulder and gave him a seductive smile. “I want to go somewhere and talk about you training Japanese women. Are you interested?”


“Yea, of course,” JJ said, his dark black face showing a shade of flushing. “My dorm room is within walking distance.”


Junko enjoyed the game she played with the men watching and decided to give them something to remember.


She started to move her fingers slowly and seductively, caressing herself from her ribs to her breast. She traced the contours of her breast very slowly. Her whole body bristled and her nipples were hard, but despite her desire she didn’t touch them. She moved a finger to her mouth and sucked seductively as she watched him. “Let’s go!”


 


JJ locked the door of his dormitory room and watched Junko move into the room. She sat on his bed and looked up at the young black boxer and checked out his broad shoulders. His shirt stretched tight across his muscles. His torso tapered down into narrow hips. A bulge began to appear in his spandex shorts. Striking brown eyes bore into JJ’s awareness from the striking women he just met in the gym. She didn’t move.


Junko is hungry and salivating now that black cock is close to getting in her mouth.


JJ has one mission, and it is staring at him with fiery deep brown eyes in short white shorts, with lips he needed to feel on his cock. She carefully inspected the outline of his erection, licking her lips in the process.


He considered what to say next as he stepped closer. “You like black?”


She stared for a second but didn’t know he spoke. “Umm . . . what?” He is so dangerously close to her mouth that she can feel his heat. She needed to taste him. She needed this.


“Let’s do this!” As she panted and held her breast, JJ pulled his spandex down.


In front of Junko’s face an enormous black cock bounced before her lips. She responded instinctual and instantaneous by wrapping her lips around the head. His cock is amazing. It felt so good in both her hands moving in slow sure strokes with her mouth. She cried out, “Cum in my mouth! I am so hungry!”


JJ groaned as she sucked and stroked his 10-inch shaft. Her eyes blaze a trail up to his face, over his six-pack abs and his chest rippling with halting breaths. Their eyes lock and his eyelids lower slightly as his lips fall open. “Fuck, I’m going to cum!” He started breathing more heavily.


A moan escaped her lips and she lowered her eyes to watch, while her hand and mouth increased speed, sure and steady. His black meat expanded with every urgent stroke. He let out a guttural groan while gritting his teeth. Junko saw his balls tightening so she reached down and gently cup them. In another second, JJ shoots hot semen into her mouth. She focused on trying to get her tongue into the tip of his penis. She locked eyes with him and firmly stroked the gorgeous black cock until every drop is released. This is life, she thought.


He stood for a moment, looking at the gorgeous sight before him licking her lips on his bed. In his head he remembered her words saying patiently, talk about you training Japanese women. 


JJ thought of her face, recalled it carefully to a mind that was trained to recall facial clues and actions, and thought: It wasn’t just a momentary sentence, or a bizarre way to meet a black man. She meant business.


“I want to hear about training Japanese women,” he said at last. “I’m interested in what you have to say.”


Junko pulled JJ to the bed beside her and began to tell her story about her trip to Montego Bay, Jamaica. By the time she was halfway through, he knew he wanted to be part of the Jamaican Juice Association. In both of them, they were the same. JJ loved Japanese women, and Junko loved black men.


“Oh! I need to get back to the Kanto Lodge. I have a luncheon engagement,” Junko said, looking at her Rolex watch.


“I can give you a ride on my bike. I just picked it up yesterday. I call it my ‘pocket rocket,’ a new Honda motorcycle,” he told her, and walked over to the dresser and picked up two helmets.


 


From the reception desk, Lily watched Junko pull up in front of the Kanto Lodge on the motorcycle and greet her husband. Seeing Junko, in shorts with her tits pressed into the driver, was a huge rush for Tadao as well as for Lily. His cock was hard, twitching with lust, as he saw the driver was a young black man. Who is he? The two thought.


Gorgeous, deep brown eyes darting to Tadao’s aching bulge, Junko removed her helmet and shakes her hair out. “Honey, I want you to meet JJ. I met him at the gym. H gave me some great training tips!”


JJ’s face dissolves into irony at meeting her husband. With a low chuckle, he extends his hand out in a handshake. “I have to admit she gave me the training tips. A pleasure to meet you.”


Tadao shook his enormous black hand in the valet parking area. “Thank you, JJ. I appreciate you training my wife,” he said.


“I am running late for a lunch appointment and JJ was kind enough to give me a life.”


Her stunning face excites Tadao. He wanted to fuck her. He wanted her badly and could feel the electric in the air as JJ rode off on his pocket rocket.


“I have a little break and thought we could have a quickie?” Tadao said.


“I would love that!” She replied and held him tight in a kiss.


 


And it was a quickie. Tadao’s cum shot out his dick at lightning speed. It poured into her already wet pussy. A few quick thrusts later and it was over. They both breathed heavily together. There was a short silence.


Junko kissed him on the lips and got up to take a quick shower and prepare for her luncheon date.


“Oh, shit, I need to get back over to the Officer’s Club!” Tadao realized. He fumbled through his pile of clothes on the floor.
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It wasn't enough that she put on a show for the chapter president on the train. No, the fact that Lily was actually meeting her—to say nothing of the expectation and excitement sapping away her energy—was bringing her online Jamaican Juice activities into her everyday existence.


“How many encounters have you had through the association?”


Lily pretended to study her food, but Junko’s direct question made her blush.


“Four, three while visiting Disneyland and one in Japan,” she blurted out, pleased to talk about what occupied her mind.


“Can you elaborate? If you don't mind.”


Lily’s face lit up.


“I’m dying to know about your experiences,” Junko said, leaning in conspiratorially. “But only if you want to tell me.”


“Oh.” She glanced at the tall black NCO Club manager, who she saw around the base. “Eh, okay.”


“Out of curiosity, can you tell me how you came to join the association. I approved the recommendation from an associate but am vague on the background.”


Lily laughed. “As strange as it sounds, it all started here in this room.”


Junko said, “Go on,” and began surveying the large dinning room.


“A girlfriend of mine from high school emailed me that she was coming to Yokota Air Base. She was taking the Shinkansen (bullet train) from Osaka and wanted to meet me here in the NCO Club on a Friday night.”


“I see. I take it your friend was Kelly?”


“This has to be in confidence, you understand.”


“I understand.”


Lily and Junko exchanged a look. “Kelly is her associate name she uses in Jamaican Juice,” Lily said. “Like my husband, her husband is an Optometrist. And like me, she has two kids.”


“That’s wonderful!” Junko smiled shyly. “The two of you have much in common.”


“You could say that, yes, more than I realized at the time,” Lily replied. “Imagine this room with all the tables rearranged, a dance floor in the middle, the lights turned down, and packed full of black GI’s and Japanese women in mini skirts!”


“I—I really had no idea. I have to see it!”


“Well, I did not know it at the time, the night I changed my schedule to get off late so I could meet Kelly, that this club is the biggest pickup place for black men in all of Japan. A rendezvous location where women come in on the trains with little overnight bags to meet partners to spend the night.”


Junko began to lick her lips. “I had no idea,” she said again. “Go on.”


Lily kept talking, keeping an eye on the Club Manager. She immersed herself in the story as if she was reliving it. She never discussed her “secret issue” with anyone and valued Junko listening. “I sat at the bar waiting for Lily, surrounded by black men. I don’t know what came over me. I could barely breath. I thought I was going to pass out. My panties were soaked. It’s hard to explain.”


“I do understand,” Junko said soothingly. “I--”


“Lily showed up with a young, tall black man. We talked in Japanese. That was when she told me about her trip to Jamaica with her husband. I’m sure Lily could sense what was going on with me. A woman can feel those things.”


Junko looked at Lily with eyes that were wise. She’s addicted, she thought. “What did you do?”


“I left. But before leaving Lily gave me a password to the Jamaican Juice website. She suggested I check it out.”


Junko found herself getting excited from her story. “Disneyland? That was your first black cock? And if I remember it was some time after joining the association.”


“After coming here and meeting Kelly it was if my brain changed. It was hard to focus because my brain kept sending messages, fantasies, about sex with black men. I found my self visiting pornography websites. I began masturbating to images and fantasies. It became a mental obsession. I was completely dependent on it, to a point where it dictated my daily thoughts. I just could not take it. It was destroying me.”


“Did you find the articles on my blog useful?”


“Yes. I began to realize I was not alone.”


Lily’s dark eyes glittered. When she spoke again, her voice was low and resonating with passion. “Yes, Disneyland was my first. We were staying in a hotel in Anaheim. I told my husband to take the kids to Disneyland because I was not feeling well. After logging on, an associate was at my door forty-five minutes later.” She paused. “It was utterly wonderful! The world became a new place: my place.”


Junko studied her, trying to find any sign of guilt or deceit. There was none. She was totally without pretense. Perhaps, Junko thought, she can help Tadao.


Lily took a deep breath. “Ma’am, what I thought had poisoned my mind had done no such thing. It has liberated my mind. Swept it clear of constant fantasies and hidebound conventions of morality.”


For a moment, Lily locked eyes with the NCO Club manager, uncomprehending. Then Junko noticed.


“The club manager,” she breathed.


Junko smiled. “Do you know him?”


“I’ve seen him on base. He has seen me.” She took one more breath, summoning her last reserves of emotional strength. She knew she may not have another chance to talk out her story; after this, she would never tell anyone. “When he left my room in Anaheim, I logged back on the site and contacted another associate. The third was in Osaka when I visited my cousin.”


“How do you feel looking back at it all?”


“Forbidden fruit has become a part of my lifestyle. I feel a freedom that has been denied me, feel proud, and have increased confidence. My marriage and sex with my husband has improved.”


Lily was shaken from her thoughts by the approach of the club manager: a tall, well build man that was a former football player from Ohio State University and still had the appearance of an athlete. His presentation was immaculate. He wore a pressed light colored suit that contrasted his black skin. Immediately, the juices of both women began to flow between their legs.


“Ladies, I am Steve Mason, the Club Manager. Is everything to your satisfaction? Is there anything I can do to accommodate the two of you?”


Junko learned to read body language. When a man was sexually interested in a woman, there were telltale gestures: looking at the woman from head to toe and focusing on her prominent feature, be it legs or breast. Junko was an expert at reading those signs, along with reading women, and decided to move in for the kill.


The two stood up to offer their hands in a shake. He shook Lily’s hand first.


“Lily. I work at the Kanto Lodge. I’ve seen you around base,” she said, turning her head slightly, her eyes downcast, as if assessing his presence with senses other than sight. Her nostrils flared delicately. He waited for her eyes to meet his before speaking.


“Yes, I have seen you often. How could I miss you?”


“Now you know where to find me,” Lily replied. Her smile was naughty, her gaze dancing with a message for him alone.


It seemed to Junko of the utmost importance that she conveys to the manager that she was accompanying her husband, who was involved in a networking contract with the service clubs on base. “Steve, my name is Junko. I am here with my husband. He is at the Officer’s Club now discussing his networking services provided by his company. If possible, could myself and Lily meet you in private after out lunch?” She bit her lip hard, her hand resting on his arm. Her nipples were protruding like small erasers through the white blouse she wore with the burgundy mini skirt and red pumps.


“Yes,” he murmured. He swallowed and a wave of longing for the women swept through his loins. “I would love to see you in my office after your lunch. It is located to the right and at the end of the hall after exiting the lounge. I’ll be waiting.”
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The second wave—changing from longing to primal lust--was much more powerful than the first when Steve Mason saw the two Japanese women walk into his office. He could not help but think the women had a defined purpose. What that purpose was garnered his curiosity.


Slightly shaken but still committed to her mission, Junko decided to not waste any time. “Mr. Mason, Lily is a happily married woman with a problem,” Junko said.


“Lily,” he said in a tone that was kind, but oozing with eager testosterone that Lily desired. “What brings you here? How can I help?”


“I--” she replied, confused. She was not aware of Junko’s script—and where was this going?”


“Lily loves black men. With her schedule and family there is simply no way for her to fulfil her need, particularly given she has an addiction. To be honest she needs to suck one black cock every week or so. She just needs someone—someone who is older and black—to help her. I am pretty sure that person is you!”


Wow. He didn’t even attempt to hide his eagerness. His cock was already hard knowing what was about to happen. Steve Mason grinned. For sex he enjoyed the favors of Japanese women, which was why he took the NCO Club Manager job after retiring from the Air Force. He considered his sexual adventures a kind of hobby. After all he didn't drink. “I do think I am your man.” He walked to his door and locked it.


Beneath Lily’s shocked feelings was a sense of urgency; and even deeper still—and she knew Junko’s request sounded strange—a beacon of optimism shone through. Lily moved her index finger into her mouth. She moved her head along the finger, just like she was sucking a cock, while Steve walked over to her.


Unable to deny it any longer, Lily reached out and unzipped his pants. He dropped his pants and underwear down, exposing his stiff cock in front of Lily’s face. Her response was immediate. She wrapped both hands around the thick nine-inch meat and when she saw the precum trickle out the tip, she locked her lips on the head.


Junko stepped closer and moved her tiny hand inside Steve’s shirt to touch his chest. As soon as she touched it, she pulled his head into hers with her mouth wide open. After a deep kiss he looked down at Lily bobbing up and down with a steady motion. Junko ran one hand back and forth on the base of his shaft and the other on Lily’s head as she coordinated her movements with Lily's head. Steve managed to put one hand under Junko’s no-panties skirt and began playing with Junko’s clit with his massive fingers. He knew he was about to cum.


While pushing Lily’s head back and pulling the cock from her mouth, Junko dropped down to her knees and brought her mouth towards the massive head of his cock. Junko ran her mouth along the shaft now. Lily looked a little angry, after all she had put in the work and deserved a taste.


“Are you going to share?” Lily asked as she stroked the cock close to Junko’s lips. His mouth opened and closed, giving Lily the first glimpse of what it was like when Steve began to climax.


Steve was nearing climax. He had no idea who he was cheering for to finish him off. Finally, he cried out. He shot spurt after spurt inside Junko’s soft mouth.


Then she swept in close to Lily, and her mouth captured hers in a long, draining kiss that had Lily’s heart racing helplessly in her chest. Never had she had a kiss full of semen. She couldn't refuse or resist. The heat of the semen slid down her throat. Warmth and strength. And excitement! Her eyes never wavered from Junko’s eyes.


Looking down he, saw Junko in a lip lock of a kiss with Lily. Lily tilted her head back as the white globs of semen fell onto her tongue from Junko’s mouth.


Steve looked at the two baffled. “What is it with the Jamaican Juice Jewelry?”


“I’ll tell you about it in a minute, but right now Lily needs to get back to work.” She turned back to Lily. “Send me a text if there is any way you can come to the club tonight with me.”


Lily glanced at her billeting uniform. “I don’t have any clothes. I can't go like this.”


“We’ll go shopping. My treat.”


Lily looked excited. “I’ll get back to you.”


Junko looked into her eyes. “I have business to discuss with Mr. Mason, Jamaican Juice Business. See you later on. You were wonderful!” She kissed Lily on the cheek.


She took a deep breath, rose, and walked to the door. Her eyes filled with excitement. I will get my fix once a week, she thought. Once a week! She felt a freedom—no, an empowerment.
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As horrible as cheating was it was thrilling. Lily could not resist the chance to take the chapter president to the club. She was just so nice. And she was generous to buy her a sexy skirt to wear on her night out.


Junko took another long good look. Lily was drop-dead gorgeous and sexy. She enjoyed being with her. She gave her a lovely flush of satisfaction. There was a deep pleasure in including her in the plan to cuckold Tadao.


“So you want me at the bar, by myself, teasing men?” Lily asked, beaming.


“Yes, I will find you. But when I do I will pretend to not know you. I’m sure my husband will remember you from the train.” She smiled. “I will fake a sickness or something and excuse myself.”


Lily spread her lips in a wide, wide smile. “It was so fortunate I was able to get the vacant DV Quarters located just a few hundred yards from the club.”


Emotions lit over Junko's face. Anticipation added to the mix of sexual excitement emanating from her. “I want all the details the next day, or the first chance you get to post them on my secure link on the association website.”


“I will.” She let Junko draw her into a hug. “I think I’m going to enjoy this. I hope it works.”


“It will.”


Lily needed to believe it.


 


It was, Tadao thought, the most vibrant, hot club scene he had ever seen. A place almost exclusively of black men and Japanese women. Junko could sense the wayward arrows of Tadao’s thoughts of the scene before him. The Yokota NCO Club was more stunning, more vibrant, than any strip joint or dive bar in the Roppongi District of Tokyo. Yes, it was exactly as Lily had described and more. She took in and smelled the scent that hung everywhere, the mix of perfume and black men.


On few occasions while holding his arm as they moved inside, Junko had gawked and spoken in whispers like a sinner entering a cathedral. To her great surprise and pleasure, Tadao had a big smile when they walked to the darkened rear of the large lounge. A Japanese woman with long brown dyed hair in curls, wearing a micro mini skirt, was sitting in the lap of a skinny nineteen-year-old black airman. She was slowly rocking on his groin in what had to be the most covert public sex he ever witnessed. Tadao stopped, his eyes brimming with hope and energy. It was so crowded that one could not help brushing and touching others. Junko lost count of the number of times someone groped her ass. While watching the girl on the lounge couch, a short black man placed his hand on her ass. Acting as if nothing happened Junko managed to dangle her hand and move it along the outline of his thick cock—all this while holding her husband's hand. Junko’s heart stopped for an instant. She remembered him from the gym when she worked out with JJ. Then she saw JJ sitting on the same couch next to girl humping the skinny guy. It was suddenly hard for her to breath. Tadao was watching her, noticing her face become flush.


“I met him at the gym earlier with JJ,” she said in his ear, unsure if he heard her over the loud music.


“Uh-hun. Let’s make our way to the bar and get a drink.”


Junko felt the blood drain from her face. “Follow me,” she said, holding his hand and leading him around the dance floor toward the bar.


“Is it okay if I dance, baby?” Junko was unable to conceal the hope in her voice.


“Sure! I want you to have a good time. I will stand by the bar and watch you.”


Junko gave him a kiss and said nothing. Her mind was focused on getting to the darkened area in the back. All she could think about was JJ and the girl she saw earlier.


 


Junko stood there, her heart beating fast, and watched Tadao squeeze through black men to get to the bar. He turned once to glance at Junko but he lost her as she was surrounded by a sea of young men.


Then the woman who had delivered a show on the train turned on the bar stool. Tadao’s ability to think coherently ceased when he saw it—all he could do was see. That clear sight—so sexy and nasty—up her skirt to an exposed pussy was before him in the bar mirror. Her legs were spread open just enough for the tall black bartender to get an excellent view. And if I saw her pussy in the mirror, Tadao thought, everyone else must have seen it too. What a slut! He stared with a kind of dazed incomprehension in the bar mirror, the long rectangular glass with various hard liquors in front of it, and that truly Japanese slut sitting in a barstool teasing all the black men. She looked at Tadao and smiled. His heart began running like a rabbit in his chest. He moved close enough in the direction of Lily that she pulled him into her between her legs. For a moment he froze, like an animal caught in a pair of oncoming headlights. He looked down now and saw her gold Jamaican Juice Bracelet.


“My wife has a necklace like your bracelet,” Tadao managed to say.


“Your wife?” She asked. “My name is Lily. I was hoping you could play my husband tonight?”


“Tadao,” he replied. “What? Play your husband?” He got a better look at her, and up close, she was even lovelier. Her features were soft and delicate, and her body was breathtaking. Her skimpy skirt without panties and her white blouse without a bra, in a club full of black men, suggested she was looking for one thing—she wanted to be fucked.


“My husband is home with the kids. I work on base and have a room for the night.”


“I find your offer flattering. My wife is dancing.”


“Look around you. It is called mini skirt teasing. I think it starts when young girls get the short skirts for school uniforms. Americans tell me they have never seen so many women in mini skirts as in Japan,” she said. “They all want the same time thing. I think you would like to watch. I am too scared to take a guy back to my room. This mini skirt teasing could be dangerous.”


As Tadao turned to speak to Lily, two gorgeous Japanese girls in mini-skirts, with their arms wrapped around two black men, walked by. Two more girls, obviously searching for a black man, were walking behind them, and in a moment the area in front of him was full of sexy Japanese women. This is great! He lost track of his wife as Lily handed him a drink. He looked at Lily with sexual excitement he never felt his entire life. His head was bowed, and he was breathing heavily.


“I wish I could help you. I really do,” Tadao explained. He shook his head, but the gesture seemed to have no contend—Lily knew what he wanted.


“Just stay with me. Watch me be a tease. I live vicariously for the thrill.” She eyed a young black man amongst the teeming sea of people walking around the dance floor. He moved toward her.


 


After dancing with the short black man, Junko let him lead her to the back of the lounge. She had a sense of hurry and furtiveness. She felt like a kid sneaking away to do something bad while the teacher’s back is briefly turned. The two set down on the couch. From the dance, she knew the short guy was hard and ready. She closed her eyes momentarily and the erotic image of the girl humping the black man on the couch filled her mind. When she opened her eyes she saw her dance partner had slid his pants down. Subconsciously without thinking she mounted him. With one hand she started tracing his chest, while the other hand moved the thick rock solid eight-inch cock along the folds of her labia and into her drenched pussy. As soon as the cock was fully in she began a slow motion hump just like she saw earlier. Her excitement began to escalate with each passing second, not only from the feeling of the thick meat stretching to her clitoris but also from the group of Japanese women that were watching. The women couldn't believe what they were seeing. Junko said nothing and locked her eyes on a ravishingly sexy girl in a short shirt and sleeveless top. Within a minute Junko began to emit little moans of pleasure. She continued the slow hump with her hands on the shoulders of the man whose name she did not know, incredibly aroused and pleasuring herself, while staring at the girls watching her. She felt her own pulse increase as the hot fluid of arousal filled her vagina. Slowly, she lowered her face and gave her mystery lover a heated thank you kiss.


She put her free hand against his chest and firmly pressed on him as she got up from the couch. Reaching into her purse she removed a stack of her Jamaican Juice business cards and gave them to the girl with the sleeveless top that watched her performance with laser focus. Then Junko whirled back toward the bar.


Junko felt that Tadao needed her. He would need to know she was going back to the room. Tadao started her lustful desires and her joining the association. He had brought out feelings in her that she had kept repressed—wild passions that she had been afraid to let loose. When she was in bed with him it seemed there were no limits, no barriers. Hopefully Lily could remove the one barrier that she did not want him to suppress. She wanted only pleasure for Tadao.


Sweat began breaking out on his cheeks and forehead when he saw his wife approach. And Tadao realized his secret-side had begun to overlap with his real-side—some third side was on the verge of emerging.


“I don’t feel good honey,” Junko said. “I am tired from all the activity today. I will go back to the room.” She saw Lily with her knee in the groin of a tall, black as coal, young man.


Lily noticed Junko but looked away. She listened, eyes wide, lips pursed, heart hoping.


“You look flushed. I’ll go back with you.”


“Please, honey, I want you to stay. Have you had a drink with the club manager?”


“No,” he replied. “Is he here?”


“I believe that is him down at the end of the bar. After getting this contract, along with the Officer’s Club, I think you should have a drink with him.”


“Okay, I will not be long,” he said, kissing her on the lips.


 


I don’t know what these strong feelings are, the combination of thoughts is, exactly, but it is strong, he thought. I want to see what is behind the hidden door of my fantasy.
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Tadao thought Lily adorable as she walked arm and arm with him into the DV (distinguished visitor) Quarters.


“Remember, my husband is just here to watch,” she said to Brad, a tall nineteen-year-old black airman from Louisville, Kentucky. “Although, he is such a sweetie we can let him help get us ready. Would you like that, baby?” She wrapped her arms around Tadao’s neck and gave him a deep French Kiss. Her naughty mind was already planning her prowess.


“Okay, cool,” Brad said. “The more the merrier!”


Lily immediately stretched out like a cat on the bed. She reached out for Tadao and brought him in for another kiss. She did a little shuffle and her miniskirt was off, exposing her wet pussy.


“I want you to get me ready for Brad.”


“Mmm-hmm,” he said. “A hotwife that knows what she wants.” His lips already licking her moist slit. “A woman that loves black cock!”


She was shocked at his vulgarity for a split second. It was out of character for a Japanese. But wasn't this whole ordeal out of Japanese character? 


She pulled his head into her pussy. “Yeah . . .” She said, “a hotwife that can't get enough black cock . . .”


Tadao’s head popped up in surprise. He stared straight at a ten-inch black cock only inches from his face. A smile spread across his face.


She watched as he rested on his knees, his eyes transfixed on the black cock. “Baby, be a perfect husband and get that beautiful, black cock nice and hard.” She cooed as she sat up, grabbed the cock with one hand, and pushed the back of Tadao's head toward the black meat.


Tadao did as he was told and took the big cock into his mouth and started to lick and suck the massive tool.


Her own eyes were transfixed by the sight before her of Tadao lovingly sucking black cock as if it were his lifelong passion. She kept one hand encircled on the black shaft and her other hand began to rub the tip of her clit in unison with her stroking the cock into Tadao’s mouth. “Oh yeah. . . this is so hot! You’re going to get a special treat for being such a good husband.”


“I gotta fuck you, Lily!” Brett hissed.


“That’s enough baby,” she said, grabbing a handful of his hair, pulling his head from Brett’s cock. “Get up on the bed on your back with your feet by the pillow. I’m going to get in a sixty-nine over you so you get a great view.”


Tadao took his clothes off and scampered into position on the bed.


Lily pushed herself up and straddled Tadao in the sixty-nine position, her pussy just above his mouth.


Brett was behind her in a flash, his cock pointed at the shaved wet cunt.


“Fuck me, Brett! Fuck me!”


He easily slid into her as she arched her back and moaned. He put both hands on her small hips and started a steady rhythm, stretching her Japanese cunt, making her even wetter. Tadao had a perfect view of the massive black monster sliding back and forth, in and out of her. She was so wet, some of her juices dripped out her pussy and onto his tongue, which was such a turn-on for him that he knew he would orgasm soon. He began putting his tongue on hard cock while licking her clit. He could not help but to lick the balls that swung above him, knowing they would deliver globs of black cock cum into Lily’s pussy.


To Brett’s surprise, he enjoyed having Tadao lick his balls and slammed into her as hard as he could. She thrust back at him, taking every bit of black meat that he could give her while looking back and into his eyes. Seeing Tadao licking and slurping only fueled her excitement as she held his small penis in her hand.


“Do you like it baby? Do you like seeing black cock slam Japanese pussy? He is so big!”


Lily’s nasty language set Tadao over the edge and his cock started twitching little shots of cum. Lily had never swallowed Japanese cum before but wanted Tadao’s hot seed. He was a very special man, unlike other men.


It was too much for the young airman, and he started to cum, squirting in her pussy. “You’re my Japanese slut! Whenever I want you!” His words took Tadao and Lily by surprise, but it turned all three of them on.


Lily came again, mixing her juices with black seed and dripping on Tadao’s tongue. When Brett pulled out of her, she used two fingers as a spoon and pulled the goo out to feed Tadao. Then she positioned herself upright over his face—a flood of semen fell out of her into his eager mouth. Her pussy was a sloppy mess. Tadao moaned sounds of animal lust as he cleaned her up.


Brett was already getting dressed to leave. “I will leave you two lovebirds alone,” he said.


“Thank you for helping my husband and I,” she said. “You can always find me at Billeting. I work the reception desk.” She laid back down on top of Tadao. She began to slowly lick and kiss around his lips, savoring the taste of the sex juices. “Your wife is a lucky woman! You are so nasty!”


With the mention of his wife, Tadao jumped out of the bed and quickly dressed. “You know something, Lily? I think this was the best sex of my whole life.”


“Me too,” she replied. “Now get back to your wife.”


 


“Thank You.” Junko emailed back to Lily after reading the detailed email about Tadao’s “awakening,” as she liked to call it. She was filled with a sense of elation. She had done it! Junko had made a good judgement call about Lily, and she would reward her.
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The Japanese Chapter of the Jamaican Juice Association grew exponentially in Tokyo. Junko anointed Lily Chapter Vice-President and membership stipends were awarded to both of them. It was not uncommon to see a housewife or single secretary on the train wearing the Jamaica Juice Bracelet.


 


After making love with Tadao, Junko said, “I love everything about you.”


“Are you sure about the everything?” he yawned


“I’m sure.” She nibbled on his ear.


“Honey, there are some things you just don’t know.”


“Tadao, you’re smart and all, but trust me, I just know. And I love you for it.” And she felt his erection growing, and moved her head lower.


A feeling of fulfillment began to steal over her. Soon the 2020 Olympics would visit Tokyo. As an obedient wife, she would be ready, Tadao would be ready, and so would the Japanese Chapter of the Jamaican Juice Association.


 




Special excerpt Japanese Dark Hunger: Jamaican Juice





1


Thinking about her husband, Tadao only brought her joy. Junko, a Japanese, angelic, and timid young girl, the future husband thoughts she had dreamed about had been fulfilled by Tadao. She loved him very much, and he, for his part, loved her profoundly and let it be seen. He always wanted to show her off with nice clothes, particularly short skirts, heels, and any manner of dress that emphasized her model like figure and beauty. Junko became seized with the prevailing passion for fashion; and when men looked her over she paid no attention, for it was only Tadao’s eyes that mattered. Together they passed the years in their love nest. She was pleased in being a submissive, obedient wife, always trying to please Tadao. For three years—they had been married in Tokyo—they lived in a special kind of bliss. As silly as it was she liked to compare herself to the dog Hachiko.


There’s a statue outside of Shibaya Station to honor the dog. Hachiko’s owner worked as a university professor in Tokyo. The professor commuted to work by train. Hackiko met the professor on his arrival back at the station every day at the same time. One day the professor died while he was at work. For ten years Hackiko showed up at the station the same time every day. Junko satisfied every whim and wish of Tadao’s. He was one of the youngest section-chiefs destined for greater things: one who could be director some day. Tadao knew Junko deserved credit and played a major role in his climb up the corporate ladder. He believed in the saying, “behind every great man is a woman.”


Junko was bored to death as she peered out the plane’s window. She looked at her watch and realized she still had a few hours before landing in Montego Bay, Jamaica. Tadao was deep asleep in the seat next to her with a purple airline blanket over his head. She was not sure what would be required of him when they landed; she was happy he was resting. She was delighted he insisted bringing her on the business trip with him. An old black man was sitting in the aisle seat. He gave her a penetrating look as she was getting situated prior to takeoff. She knew it was her mini skirt. She was used to it and paid him no heed. Now she kept the airline blanket over her legs to prevent his occasional glances. Seeing her husband’s IPad mini in the seat back made her feel stupid for forgetting her tablet. Well, I can just read whatever Tadao likes to read, she thought, pulling his IPad out.


Opening the Kindle app, she was surprised to see what looked like many erotica titles. She didn't know he liked erotica. Good maybe I can get some sex tips. More ways to please Tadao. Let me get a taste of what turns him on. To her surprise all the titles were Asian women that sought out sex with black men. She found the majority of the titles written by the same author. When she was a few hundred words into My Hotwife she started feeling dizzy. She was so shocked! She knew if she read on she was entering uncharted territory—her hands were shaking—but she read on anyways. She felt guilty for invading Tadao’s privacy. She paused reading, closed the IPad, and leaned back in her seat. Her brain and loins were at a loggerhead—the brain wanted to lie, refuse to read more, refuse to believe, but her loins had other plans. She opened the IPad and read for half an hour.


Every once in a while her attention would be yanked in the direction of the grizzled old man one seat away. For an instant their eyes locked, and she knew he knew! But what did he know? He cannot see the IPad. She exited the Kindle app. Being she already invaded Tadao’s privacy there would be no harm looking at his emails. She became as shocked as before when she discovered he was communicating with the erotica author. He wrote the erotic author an email about what he thought was the perfect wife, the ideal wife. She was not that wife.  Tadao wanted a wife that teased black men in front of him without his knowing and even taking it to the next level and having sex with them. Furthermore, he made it clear to the author that humiliation was out of the question, and he desired nothing more than being a prep/cleanup man. She was confused by the prep/cleanup thing but understood the main meaning. She kept thinking it could not be Tadao, and then realizing it was. Junko didn't have a clue. She didn't know what kind of wife that made her. She opened a video attachment and jumped in fright when she saw her first ever black cock! Her jaw nearly fell to the floor! It showed a gorgeous Japanese woman giving oral sex to a young black man. She quickly exited the attachment and closed the IPad. But as she closed her eyes in an effort to forget the video, logic did not exist. It was the video that existed, only that, the image from the video she could not get out of her mind.
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