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Chapter 1


Matthew had stepped off the plane at Narita Airport two weeks ago with nothing but a suitcase, a student visa, and an overwhelming ache in his twenty-year-old body.

Tokyo hit him like a fever dream, its neon lights bleeding into his consciousness.

Having been raised in the countryside of Idaho, Tokyo was a sharp contrast from everything he’d ever known.

But he’d done it. He was finally in Japan. It had been years of fantasizing, dreaming, and working toward being able to afford a year abroad in the country of his dreams.

As an American exchange student who had spent since his early teens mastering Japanese back home, language was the least of his worries. Communication would be easy.

No, the main thing that had his interest here was the women.

Japanese women: ever since he’d stumbled into his first Japanese adult video online, the fantasies had driven him crazy.

He had come a long way from his bedroom in a sleepy American town, jerking himself into oblivion to hot Japanese women on the screen.

Now he was finally here to chase his dreams and make them a reality.

Or, well, actually getting lucky? That felt close to impossible.

The university homestay dorm room was tiny: a narrow bed, a desk cluttered with textbooks, and a window overlooking a quiet side street in Shinjuku. At night, the distant sounds of the city filtered in, a constant reminder of all the possibilities just beyond his reach.

Matthew lay there now, heart racing, hand already slipping beneath the waistband of his boxers.

He had spent the day in classes, surrounded by Japanese girls who filled his head with thoughts he could barely contain.

He had been lucky enough to actually socialize with one of the girls. It had taken him a fair amount of courage to speak up, but luckily, the girl, named Yumi, was interested in making foreign friends, and had approached him. His speaking Japanese also helped loads.

She was petite, twenty years old, with a neat black bob that framed her innocent face and wide, doe-like eyes.

She usually sat about two rows ahead of him, her uniform blouse covering her small, perky breasts and her skirt riding up just enough to reveal smooth thighs when she crossed her legs. She often sat with her friend, whom he hadn’t had the opportunity, and courage, to talk to.

During group discussions, Yumi had smiled shyly at him when he spoke Japanese and complimented his skills.

In his mind, that smile turned filthy. He imagined pulling her into an empty classroom after hours, hiking up that skirt, and burying his face between her legs until she moaned his name.

Just imagining it now, alone in bed, Matthew grew hard under the sheets. He kicked them off, wrapping his fist around his thick shaft.

Average in size but desperately eager, he stroked slowly at first, his eyes closed.

“Fuck… just once,” he muttered. “Just let me have a girl… Please.”

His mind flooded with images. Yumi on her knees in the lecture hall after class, those innocent eyes looking up at him as she wrapped her soft lips around him, sucking tentatively while he guided her head.

His strokes sped up, grip tightening. He reached for his phone with his free hand, pulling up a folder of Japanese adult videos he had downloaded.

It was his private collection of AV—short for ‘adult video.’ It was how the adult industry was named in Japan. The videos he preferred were of actresses who looked just like the girls he saw every day at his university.

He hit play on one of his favorites: a young college-girl type getting “trained” by an experienced older woman. The actress moaned in that high-pitched, breathy way as fingers plunged into her, juices squirting everywhere. Matthew imagined it was Yumi.

“Shit… yes…” His hand flew faster now.

The fantasy spiraled. Public risks on the train, hands slipping under skirts. Onsen baths where naked bodies pressed against him. Temple rituals turning into breeding sessions, creampies dripping down thighs.

His hips bucked. The AV actress came hard on screen, screaming in ecstasy as the older woman licked her clean. Matthew’s own orgasm built like a freight train. He stroked furiously, every muscle tensing.

“Ah—fuck—” Thick semen erupted from his cock, splattering across his stomach and up to his chest in powerful spurts. He kept pumping through it, imagining it was splashing inside a tight Japanese girl instead.

The release left him panting, sticky, and somehow… unsatisfied. It was the classic spiral after climax.

He sighed. If only he dared to actually approach women.

If only he weren’t still a virgin.

He cleaned up with tissues, staring at the ceiling. Already two weeks in Tokyo and nothing. Just endless teasing—glances, smiles, the brush of bodies in crowds.

It frustrated him.

His Japanese fluency had helped him chat, but turning that into something more felt like a wall he couldn’t climb. Yumi seemed interested, but he froze every time. What if he messed up? What if he made it into a room with her, but then came too fast, like in his daydreams?

Matthew sighed, rolling over. Sleep came slowly, filled with more fragmented fantasies.

The next morning dawned bright and humid. Matthew dressed in casual jeans and a button-up, grabbed his bag, and headed to campus.

The lecture hall for his advanced Japanese culture and language course was enormous with tiered seating for over two hundred students, buzzing with activity.

He found his usual spot near the middle, nodding to a few classmates. Yumi was already there, two rows ahead.

She was sitting with her friend as always. The other girl had long dark hair and sharp eyes. He wondered what her name was. She was pretty hot. The girl glanced at him once, then leaned toward Yumi and said something that made Yumi quickly shake her head.

Yumi then turned to wave at him with that shy smile. “Ohayou, Matthew-kun. Ready for today’s discussion on modern omotenashi?”

“Always,” he replied in Japanese, his heart skipping a beat. “Especially if it involves real-world practice.”

She giggled, cheeks pink, and he felt a surge of hope.

Maybe today I’ll get lucky.

The professor droned on about hospitality in contemporary Japan, but Matthew’s attention wandered. He watched the girls around him; the way their hair fell, the subtle shifts of their bodies in seats, legs crossing and uncrossing.

Class dragged, but he got to chat with Yumi and a couple of others during the break, laughing over shared stories about culture shock. When the lecture resumed, Matthew leaned back and idly scanned the room. Most students faced forward, notebooks open.

His gaze drifted to the back rows, the less popular seats near the exits.

That’s when he saw her.

Seated two rows from the very back, legs elegantly crossed, was a woman who clearly didn’t belong among the students.

She looked beautiful in a more mature, sensual way. Matthew guessed she was in her early thirties. Long, silky black hair fell over one shoulder. A fitted white blouse strained against full, heavy breasts, and a pencil skirt hugged wide hips that screamed experience. She had flawless skin, subtle makeup, and red lips.

Their eyes locked.

Matthew’s breath caught. She didn’t look away. Instead, her gaze traveled down his body, then back up, as if she could see every filthy fantasy he’d jerked off to the night before.

He quickly looked away, face burning. Who the hell was she? An auditor? A visiting professor?

The rest of the lecture passed in a haze. Every few moments, he stole another glance. She was still there. Sometimes she was looking somewhere else, but he also caught her watching him intently.

By the time the professor dismissed them, Matthew’s heart was pounding harder than it had during any of his dorm fantasies. As students filed out, he lingered, pretending to pack his bag slowly.

The mysterious woman remained seated in the back, her posture relaxed and confident. Her eyes were in his direction.

He looked away again, acting as if he was focusing on putting his books away.

When he looked up again, she was gone.


Chapter 2


The days passed in a blur. Classes, crowded trains, late-night study sessions, and the endless swirl of Tokyo life kept Matthew moving.

He jerked off most nights in his tiny dorm room, the fantasies as vivid and desperate as ever. It was a routine he felt comfortable with, one that brought him at least a short while of relief before plunging into feeling sorry for himself.

Yumi’s smiles during group work fueled especially long sessions. She seemed to be his only chance to get some actual action. He imagined her petite body pinned beneath him, her innocent face contorted in pleasure as he thrust deep inside her.

Each orgasm left him panting, craving the real thing.

Monday’s lecture arrived like any other. The massive hall buzzed with students as the professor launched into contemporary business etiquette.

Matthew sat in his usual middle spot, chatting briefly with Yumi during the break.

The girl who was usually sitting next to Yumi—Reina, he’d heard Yumi call her—gave him a small, curious smile before walking away.

As the second half resumed, Matthew’s gaze drifted idly toward the back rows.

That’s when he noticed her again: the woman from the first sighting, seated in the same spot two rows from the rear exit. She was dressed completely in black this time, blending almost seamlessly with the shadows.

She was watching him.

Matthew felt a flicker of intrigue, a quick jolt in his chest, and quickly looked away.

What a weird coincidence.

He forced himself to focus on the lecture, and by the time he left the hall, she was nowhere to be found.

Tuesday she was there once more. This time she wore a sleek gray blouse that made her full chest stand out even more, the top buttons undone just enough to hint at deep, inviting cleavage. It paired with a tight black skirt that showed off her long legs. Her silky black hair was tied back in a loose, elegant ponytail, exposing the graceful line of her neck.

Their eyes met briefly. Matthew felt that same pull of intrigue but again looked away, focusing instead on Yumi’s shared notes.

The woman had disappeared by the break.

Wednesday repeated the pattern. She occupied the same back-row seat, this time in a fitted cream-colored sweater that had no shame in complementing her figure. It was clearly how she liked to present herself.

Paired with the subtle makeup, red lips, and the way she crossed her legs—it was starting to drive him wild.

Who is this woman??

Matthew stole a few longer glances, curiosity building, but class discussions pushed her from his thoughts once the lecture ended.

The next day, Matthew was walking across campus after lunch, heading toward the lecture with a coffee in hand. He was deep in thought when he spotted the woman sitting on a bench near the central fountain.

It was her—he was sure of it.

She wore a large black summer hat and sunglasses, but her unmistakable figure stood out. Long black hair loose over her shoulders, a stylish navy blazer over a white top, and form-fitting slacks.

She looked up as he passed, her gaze peeking over the rim of her glasses, locking onto him with deliberate intensity.

Then she smiled.

A jolt of electricity sparked through him. Matthew’s steps faltered. He almost froze, but managed to keep walking, heart banging in his chest as he forced himself to breathe normally.

She clearly recognized me. That smile… was she interested? Go back. Talk to her.

A contradicting voice echoed.

Don’t be stupid. You’re imagining things. Why would she be interested in you? Just forget about it.

He shook it off and entered the lecture building.

The hall was filled as usual. Yumi waved him over during the break, her shy flirting a welcome distraction. But when class resumed, Matthew’s eyes went straight to the back.

There she was again. Her gaze found him instantly, holding longer than before.

This time, his heart pounded harder. The repeated sightings no longer felt random.

When the professor dismissed everyone, Matthew made his decision. While students streamed out, he walked straight up the tiered aisle toward her, pulse racing.

She remained seated, a confident smile playing on her red lips. Up close, her beauty was even more striking, and her subtle perfume wrapped around him like silk.

Before he could speak, she did. “Took you long enough,” she said in smooth, velvety Japanese, clear amusement in her voice. “Thought you’d never come over. Does it always take you this long to approach a woman you are interested in?”

Matthew stood speechless, mouth dry. “Interested? What makes you think that?”

She chuckled softly, glancing away for a moment as if savoring his flustered reaction. “Come on, now.”

With graceful poise, she stood up, her curvaceous figure unfolding. She was taller than the average Japanese woman, giving her a commanding presence. “It’s very satisfying to see you can speak Japanese. I thought you could already, seeing your mannerisms when you talk to your classmates.”

Matthew frowned. So she really had been watching him.

She lifted her chin slightly. “That one girl you keep gawking at and talking to during the breaks. Do you fancy her?”

A blush crept up his neck. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

She stayed silent for a moment, reading his face. “Interesting,” she said. “I guess that answers my question… And my next question, as well.”

“Next question?”

She gave a wide smile. “Have you slept with her?”

Matthew’s face lit up like a fire truck. “I—well, you know—”

“Don’t worry. You already answered.” She didn’t press further and handed him a business card. “My name is Kawaguchi. Chisato Kawaguchi,” she said, her dark brown eyes twinkling.

He studied the elegant card. It bore only her name in Japanese and Roman letters. On the back was a phone number.

“I’m Matthew,” he said, his voice hoarse. He cleared his throat.

When he looked up, her gaze was still on him. “Matthew,” she said. Hearing his name coming from her mouth was thrilling.

She took a step closer. “I have a proposition for you.”

Matthew’s mind raced, intrigue mixing with a fresh surge of heat. “Proposition? And what is that exactly?”

Chisato simply smiled, a slow, promising curve of her red lips. “Want to get a cup of coffee?”


Chapter 3


The café was just a short walk from the campus, tucked into a quiet corner with outdoor seating shaded by blooming trees.

Chisato led the way with effortless grace, her hips swaying gently in that tight pencil skirt.

Matthew followed, his heart still racing from the approach. Up close, she was overwhelming; elegant in every movement, confident without trying, and so terribly sexy it made his mouth stay dry.

The subtle scent of her perfume mixed with the aroma of fresh coffee, and he had to fight not to stare at the way her full breasts strained against her blouse.

They settled at a small table away from the other customers. Chisato ordered an iced latte, while Matthew fumbled for a black coffee. His hands felt clammy around the cup.

“So… you’ve been watching me,” he said finally, his voice steadier than he felt.

Chisato took a slow sip, her dark brown eyes locking onto his over the rim of her glass. “Yes, I have.”

“Why?”

She smiled that knowing smile again, setting her drink down. “Let’s put it this way, Matthew. I like to elevate men to reach their true potential.”

“That’s not an answer,” he pressed, surprised by his boldness. His pulse thrummed in his ears.

Chisato leaned forward slightly, her cleavage deepening invitingly in the V of her blouse. The move was magnetic. “Do you want to have sex with Japanese women?”

The question hit like a lightning strike: direct and unfiltered, cutting straight to the core of every desperate fantasy he’d jerked off in his life.

Matthew froze, face burning, words failing him completely. He opened his mouth, closed it again, his mind a whirlwind of all the girls who had filled his nights with aching need.

Chisato smiled, patient and amused, as if she had expected exactly this reaction. She leaned in a little closer, her voice dropping to a sensual murmur that sent heat straight to his groin. “I can teach you. How to become a confident man, someone who can approach any woman without any doubts… and with a fiery passion.”

Her eyes held his, intense, pulling him in. “And I’m not just talking about getting into their panties, but how to please them in bed as well.”

Matthew’s stomach exploded with butterflies. Part of him wanted to bolt, convinced this was some elaborate prank.

The rest—the desperate part that had spent years fantasizing—wanted to beg her to start right now. “I… I don’t understand,” he managed. “Why me? Why would you…?”

“Because I see your hunger, Matthew,” she replied softly, her manicured fingers tracing the rim of her glass. “It’s pure. Respectful, but burning. Most young men hide it and don’t do anything. But you have studied Japanese as if it were a gateway to something deeper. You watch the girls with real longing. You just haven’t acted on it yet.” She tilted her head. “Am I wrong?”

He shook his head, speechless again.

Chisato released a soft giggle. “You came all the way to Japan just for the women, haven’t you? You hide it with the excuse of wanting to study Japanese culture, but it’s the girls, isn’t it?” She sucked her teeth. “You had girls back home, but no—you had to travel all the way here to find the exact type you have been longing for. And here you finally are, yet still playing with yourself instead of with them.”

The words hit too hard. She was dead on target. Matthew felt dizzy. Who was this woman? “And you can help me?” he asked.

“Yes. Let me teach you.”

“What’s the catch?” Matthew narrowed his eyes. This sounded too good to be true.

Chisato raised her eyebrows with an innocent expression. “How do you mean?”

“Is this going to cost me like a million yen?”

She was silent for a moment, then laughed warmly. “Oh, no, I would never. I have no interest in money.” She waved the comment away. “I just want to see you succeed. That’s enough for me.”

Matthew leaned back, grinning despite himself. “That sounds like a lie. Nothing is free.”

Chisato nodded. “Oh, don’t get me wrong—you’ll pay me alright… just not in money.” Her eyes traveled up and down his body appreciatively. “By teaching you, I get my share of you. And that is more than enough.”

Matthew’s ears reddened.

Her share of me?

“So,” Chisato said, her voice dropping again. “What do you say? Want to get started?”

“Get started? As in, right now?”

Chisato nodded and snatched the bill from the table. “Yes. There’s a love hotel nearby. I can give you your first lesson.” She stood up gracefully.

“L—love hotel?” Matthew uttered.

She had snatched the receipt from the table and was already heading to the cashier.

Matthew stumbled to his feet, nearly knocking over his coffee.

This is insane. There must be a hidden camera somewhere… or she’s just playing with me.

His legs felt weak as he followed her.

The short walk to the discreet hotel passed in a daze. Selecting a room at the unmanned reception made it all terrifyingly real.

Here he was, with a hot-as-hell Japanese woman more than ten years his senior, checking into a love hotel.

The room was modern and intimate; dim red lighting, a large bed with mirrors on the walls, and an air of secrecy that made everything electric.

Chisato locked the door and turned to him, opening the top button of her blouse. The small gesture sent arousal coursing through him.

When she stayed quiet, he asked awkwardly, “So, uhm… what do we do?”

Chisato giggled and gently pushed him onto the edge of the bed, settling beside him. “You’re so tense. Relax. We are not going to have sex, if that’s what you’re thinking.”

“Oh.” A strange mix of disappointment and relief washed over him.

She playfully slapped his knee. “I want to know what we’re dealing with first.” She stood and faced him. “Take your cock out.”

“Sorry?”

She folded her arms and gestured with her chin. “Your penis. Take it out.”

Matthew hesitated, but his cock was already rock-hard. He unzipped and freed it. It sprang up, pointing toward the ceiling.

Chisato smiled approvingly. “Oh—very nice. You’ll have no problem making girls happy. That size is great. Not small, but not too huge either. Just perfect.”

Matthew’s face burned. “Thanks,” he mumbled.

“Can you jerk it for me?” she asked.

“W—what?”

She sat next to him again. Her scent enveloped him, making his cock pulse. “Need help getting in the mood?” She leaned in and pressed her soft lips to his.

A shiver ran through Matthew. Her tongue flicked between his lips, warm and sweet.

He tried to kiss back but was too overwhelmed. After a few seconds, she pulled away, eyes wide with a little smile. “Matthew… you’ve never kissed a girl before, have you?”

“I have now,” he whispered.

Chisato chuckled, then her eyes softened. “You’re still a virgin, aren’t you?”

Part of him wanted to deny it, immediately coming up with excuses and lies. But he was tired of the shame. “I am.”

“Oh, Matthew,” she said softly, sympathy and promise in her voice. She placed a loving hand on his thigh, making his cock throb. “The journey ahead is going to be a great one. This boy you are will soon be a memory. I will help you awaken the man within.” Her eyes deepened. “If you let me.”

“Yes,” he breathed.

The air thickened with anticipation. His chest heaved. He was in a love hotel, had just shared his first kiss, and now sat with his hard cock on full display beside a gorgeous Japanese woman. Was this even real? Was he dreaming?

Chisato’s seductive gaze flicked to his dick and back to his eyes. “Time for your first lesson. Or more of a tryout.”

Her fingers wrapped around his shaft.

Oh my God, oh my God.

Matthew gasped at the warm, firm grip.

She began stroking slowly. Her other hand cupped his balls, rolling them gently. She clearly knew what she was doing, sending waves of pleasure through him. Every motion was perfect: pressure, rhythm, the way she squeezed just beneath the head on every upstroke.

Matthew’s brain melted in ecstasy. An actual woman was jerking him off. He let out a suppressed chuckle of disbelief.

Chisato’s expression was beautiful, almost angelic. She smiled as she worked him faster, then slowed again, edging him expertly. In a perfect world he would have lasted longer, but his inexperience betrayed him quickly.

“Kawaguchi-san— I’m—” he moaned.

He erupted. His cum shot upward in powerful beams, splattering across her hand, his stomach, and the edge of the bed.

Chisato kept pumping, draining every drop.

When he was all done, she spoke. “Less than a minute,” she said softly, her voice kind rather than mocking. She reached for the tissues on the nightstand and began cleaning with gentle care.

The aftercare was almost as intoxicating as the handjob. Chisato wiped him clean, then pulled him down so his head rested against her soft breasts. “Come here,” she whispered.

She stroked his hair tenderly, whispering gentle praise. “You’ve done well.”

He couldn’t help but stay hard. Her breasts were so close, felt so soft and warm. He now smelled her skin through the perfume, recharging his arousal.

“Next time, you’ll last longer. I’ll teach you. You will amaze girls,” she said.

Matthew lay there, spent and floating, breathing in her scent.

Chisato wasn’t just a teacher. She was everything he’d ever wanted in a woman.

He didn’t know if it was just the high he was still on, but all he could see was an elegant, patient, and devastatingly sexual woman.

As her fingers stroked his hair, a troubling realization settled deep inside him. It wasn’t just lust he was feeling. He was already falling for her. Hard.

Matthew felt a subtle shift in her body and lifted his head, meeting her dark brown eyes.

Chisato smiled down at him, gentle yet commanding. “Now,” she said softly, “if you are interested, I want to meet again next week for your next lesson.”

“Yes—I am,” he replied almost instantly.

A whole week?

Chisato giggled, the sound warm and teasing. “Okay.” She raised a finger. “But you have homework.”

Matthew nodded eagerly. “Okay.”

She brought one finger to his cock and gave it a playful little slap.

Matthew flinched, a fresh twitch running through him.

Chisato wiggled the same finger slowly from left to right in the air. “You are not allowed to play with yourself until we meet again.”

Matthew frowned. “What? Why?”

“Because I tell you to,” she said simply, her tone leaving no room for argument.

He looked away for a moment—her gaze was too intense. “Okay.”

“Also,” she added, “I want you to approach a girl this week. Someone you don’t know, and who you feel attracted to. The hotter, the better.”

That sounded far more daunting than the no-masturbation rule. Matthew met her eyes again.

Chisato smiled encouragingly. “You don’t have to ask her out or anything… though you can if you want to. Just talk with her. Get a feel for approaching a woman and keeping her interest. Make her laugh. Make her intrigued by you.”

Matthew nodded. “I’ll try.”

She shook her head. “No. Just do.”

He held her gaze, getting lost in those deep brown eyes. “Okay.”

Chisato’s smile widened, warm approval shining through. “Now there’s a good boy.”


Chapter 4


That night, Matthew could hardly fall asleep. He still felt the ghost of Chisato’s hand on his shaft. Her firm, expert grip, the way her thumb had swirled over the head, and the overwhelming heat of her body so close to his.

Every time he closed his eyes, he saw her elegant face, those red lips, the way her full breasts had pressed together.

His cock kept stirring, half-hard under the sheets, but he obeyed her command. No playing with himself.

The denial only made the memories sharper. Her scent. Her sexy voice as she called him a “good boy.”

Had she even been real? Had it actually happened?

He was falling for this mysterious sensei, and it terrified him as much as it excited him.

The next few days became a strange mix of torment and unexpected progress. In class, Yumi’s glances and smiles felt different now—charged with possibility.

Even Yumi’s friend, Reina, seemed more interested in him. When he walked past their seats, she gave him a quick once-over and a small, unreadable smile. Did she know something? Did she sense he had been with a woman?

During a group discussion on Wednesday, he forced himself to follow Chisato’s homework.

He struck up a conversation with a girl he didn’t know and had never spoken to from another row. She was a cute, bubbly type named Hana with long, wavy hair and a bright laugh.

To his surprise, she responded warmly. They chatted about Shinjuku nightlife and even exchanged chat IDs.

Nothing major, but he had done it. He had approached and held her interest for nearly ten minutes without freezing up.

Chisato will be proud.

The idea sent a forbidden thrill through him.

But the no-masturbation rule was brutal. By Thursday night, his balls felt heavy and sensitive. A single brush of fabric against his cock while changing clothes nearly made him groan.

That night in his room, he grabbed his cock, which was hard as a rock, and almost started to jerk off when he remembered Chisato’s wiggling finger.

“No,” he said and quickly tucked his erection back in his shorts. He quickly focused on something else.

The denial sharpened everything: his focus in class, his confidence when talking to Yumi, and the constant, simmering hunger that had been ignited.

He hadn’t seen Chisato that whole week, and even started to wonder if she had been but a figment of his imagination.

But then a week passed, and Friday’s lecture brought her back into view.

Matthew was beyond excited. The week was finally over: today would be the next lesson. Would she jerk him off again? He couldn’t wait. After a week of not masturbating, he was so intensely horny.

During class, his eyes kept going to the last row, hoping she’d be there.

After the break, his heart skipped a beat when he looked up and found her in the back row again, watching him with that same smile.

Their eyes met across the hall. She gave the tiniest nod of approval, as if she could sense he was following her instructions.

She was dressed in blazing red, her breasts prominent and accentuated.

Matthew’s cock hardened in his jeans. He couldn’t wait to go over and talk to her.

The moment the professor dismissed them, Matthew was on his feet, nearly tripping in his haste.

Yumi gave him a puzzled look as he rushed past. He shot her a sheepish smile and headed straight for the back row.

Chisato was gone.

Panic surged through him. He scanned the emptying hall, then stepped outside. Students streamed past while he lingered, feeling helpless.

A high-pitched whistle came from behind him. He turned.

There she was, arms crossed, casually leaning against a pillar.

Relief flooded him. “Kawaguchi-san,” he said, smiling as he approached.

Chisato gave a small nod. “Matthew.”

“When will we start the next lesson?” he asked, a bit too eagerly.

She stayed still. “Did you do your homework?”

“Yes. I didn’t touch myself for a week, and I approached a girl.”

Chisato pursed her lips. “Who was the girl?”

Matthew gestured toward the lecture hall. “Hana. She’s in my year. We share a few classes, but I’d never talked to her before.”

Chisato raised her eyebrows. “Very good. But I’m afraid our lesson will have to be postponed until Sunday.”

Matthew couldn’t believe it.

Two more days??

“Why?” he blurted.

She shrugged. “She’s a girl from your class. Even though you hadn’t spoken before, you knew of each other.” She took a step closer, her perfume wrapping around him. “I want you to approach a totally random, attractive girl you’ve never seen before.”

Matthew was speechless. But approaching Hana had been quite easy, and he knew Chisato was right.

“Can you do that?” she asked, her gaze flicking briefly to his crotch. “And refrain from touching yourself until then as well?”

He swallowed hard. Instead of ‘I’ll try,’ he answered with newfound resolve. “Yes, Sensei.”

Surprise and amusement flickered in her eyes.

“I’ll see you Sunday,” he said. He took one last breath of her scent, turned, and walked away.

It frustrated him to no end, but a fire burned inside him. He wanted to impress her. He wanted her reward: whatever form it took. He would do anything to feel her touch again.

That confidence faded quickly once he started noticing random attractive girls on the streets. He wanted to approach, but he froze every time.

By late night, he was back in his dorm, defeated. He cursed himself, the urge to watch a nasty video and jerk off almost overwhelming.

He dropped onto his bed and stared at the ceiling, hands firmly under his pillow. “No,” he muttered. “Come on, man.”

Restless and desperate, he grabbed his keys and headed out into the warm evening air. If he stayed inside, he’d definitely give in.

He walked to the nearest convenience store, hoping a cold drink and a change of scenery would help him hold on.

The convenience store was brightly lit and nearly empty at this hour.

Matthew grabbed a cold can of soda from the fridge, his body still buzzing with unspent energy.

Behind the counter stood a girl he had never seen at the store before. She looked to be in her early twenties, strikingly hot in that effortless Japanese way. Slim but curvy where it counted, with shoulder-length dark hair, sharp cheekbones, and full lips that curved into a polite smile as he approached.

Her store uniform was tight around her figure; just enough to send a surge of arousal through him.

This is it. Random. Never met her. Do it.

He placed the can on the counter, heart pounding. “Konbanwa,” he said, forcing a casual smile. “Quiet night, huh?”

She smiled. “A bit. Not many customers this late.” Her voice was soft, a little shy but friendly.

Matthew leaned on the counter slightly, remembering Chisato’s words. Make her laugh. Make her intrigued. “I’m Matthew, exchange student. Still getting used to Tokyo nights. Everything feels… electric. You work here often?”

They chatted for a few minutes; small talk about the weather, his favorite Japanese food.

She laughed at his light joke about getting lost on the Yamanote Line. Her name was Aika. When she handed him the receipt, he took the plunge.

“Would you mind if we exchanged LINE IDs? I’d love to hear more about hidden spots in Shinjuku sometime.”

To his shock, she smiled and pulled out her phone. “Sure.”

They added each other, and Matthew studied her face as she leaned forward to scan his QR code to add him to her friend list.

“Thanks. See you around, Aika,” he said with a smile.

She gave a cute smile and nodded. “See you!”

Matthew walked out of the store high on joy, the LINE notification burning in his pocket.

I did it. A real cold approach. She was hot as hell… and she actually gave me her contact!

As he walked around the area, the high lasted about five minutes. Then the doubt crashed in.

She’s a clerk. I had to talk to her to buy something. Chisato will probably say it doesn’t count. She’ll postpone again.

The thought made his stomach twist. Two more days of denial already felt impossible. His balls were heavy, his mind sharp with lust for Chisato’s touch—hell, any woman’s touch.

He needed something undeniable.

The street was still busy with evening foot traffic. A short distance ahead, a stunning Japanese girl walked alone. She was maybe about twenty-one. She had long straight bleached hair swaying down her back, skin tanned, tight jeans hugging a nice ass, and a cropped top showing a sliver of smooth midriff.

She was hot and the kind of girl who turned heads. No uniform. No reason to talk to her. Perfect.

Matthew’s pulse spiked.

Now or never.

He jogged a few steps to catch up, falling into stride beside her. “Excuse me—sumimasen!”

She slowed, turning with a curious but cautious look. Up close, she was even more beautiful—big, expressive eyes, delicate features.

“Hi, I’m Matthew,” he blurted, his voice a little too eager, still riding the adrenaline from the store. “I know this is random, but you caught my eye and… I wanted to say hi. You look like you know the best places around here. Any recommendations for a late-night walk that isn’t too crowded?”

The girl gave him a polite but slightly uncomfortable smile.

He realized his delivery was off—too intense, too fast after a week of pent-up desperation. He was acting weird, shifting on his feet, eyes a little wild.

She looked away, avoiding his gaze. “Um… I’m actually in a hurry to meet friends,” she said gently, already creating distance. “Sorry. Have a good night.”

She gave a small bow and quickened her pace, clearly turning him down.

Matthew stopped, cheeks burning with embarrassment. The awkwardness lingered like a bad aftertaste. She hadn’t been rude, but the rejection did sting. He had come on too strong, too needy.

He stood there for a moment, watching her disappear into the night. The high from the convenience store girl had faded completely.

Fuck. That was bad.

Exhausted and still painfully horny, Matthew headed back to his dorm. He collapsed onto his bed, hands locked under his pillow again, staring at the ceiling.

The denial was torture, but the fire Chisato had lit inside him kept burning brighter. He needed her approval, and whatever came with Sunday’s lesson.

Sleep eventually claimed him, and it was filled with strange dreams.


Chapter 5


Sunday finally came about. Somehow, he had survived Saturday, staying outside and in public as much as possible to keep himself from touching his cock.

The love hotel room was dripping with the same intimate, charged atmosphere as before. Dim red lighting bathed everything in a seductive glow, reflecting off the mirrored walls and turning the large bed into a stage for sin.

The air was thick with the faint scent of Chisato’s perfume mixed with the subtle musk of anticipation.

Matthew stepped inside, heart hammering, body already on fire after nine long days of denial. His balls ached heavily, his cock half-hard and pulsing with every heartbeat.

Chisato waited on the edge of the bed, a vision of elegant depravity. Her long black hair fell like silk over her shoulders, and her full red lips curved in an almost predatory smile.

She wore a sleek black dress, the fabric straining against her voluptuous figure.

“Matthew,” she said, voice warm. “Tell me about your homework.”

Straight to the point.

She patted the bed next to her, and he sat beside her, the mattress dipping under their weight.

He recounted it all: the successful cold approach with the convenience store clerk Aika, the natural small talk, the laughter, the LINE exchange that left him buzzing with triumph.

Then the awkward street approach to the stunning girl walking by, and how his pent-up desperation made him come on too strong, leading to the polite but firm rejection.

Chisato listened with rapt attention, her dark brown eyes never leaving his face.

When he finished, she reached out and gently stroked his thigh. “How did it make you feel? Did it go easier than usual?”

“Yes and no,” Matthew admitted, his voice rough. “The first one felt surprisingly natural. The second… I was too intense. But overall, mostly yes. Even the rejection didn’t crush me like I expected it would have, I think.”

Chisato smiled, then slowly stood up with graceful poise. She began unbuttoning her dress, letting it slide down her body to reveal fire-red lace lingerie underneath. The bra barely contained her large breasts, nipples visible against the sheer fabric.

The matching panties hugged her wide hips and the soft, enticing mound of her pussy.

Matthew’s mouth went dry, his cock surging to full hardness instantly.

She sat back down close beside him, her warm thigh pressing against his. “That’s exactly what I wanted to hear. Let me explain why this happened, Matthew.”

Her voice dropped into a low, hypnotic murmur as she traced a finger along his arm. “By not wasting your masculine energy on mere pixels on a screen, you directed it where nature always intended it to go. Toward actual women and actual sex. You stopped leaking your power into fantasy and started channeling it into the real world.”

She reached up and playfully booped the tip of his nose. “That raw, needy energy guided you. It gave you confidence. It made you more manly, more present.”

Matthew hung on every word, his mind already spinning.

“While not all approaches will succeed,” she continued, her hand sliding higher on his thigh, “women can feel that energy radiating from you. It’s primal. Magnetic. They respond to it even if they don’t consciously know why. Once you get fully in tune with your body and this energy, getting women will become easy. Natural. Effortless.”

She leaned in closer, her breasts now brushing his arm, her breath warm against his ear. “And why would you ever need your hand again… when you can have real, warm pussy available instead?”

Matthew’s mind was completely blown. He had never thought of it that way. Porn and masturbation had been such a constant, automatic part of his life for years. It was a daily ritual of relief… that eventually left him hollow afterward.

The idea that he could redirect all that desperate, horny, needy energy into real interactions, real women, real conquests… it hit him like a revelation.

It all made perfect sense. The confidence with Aika, the boldness to even try the street approach. It hadn’t been random. It was the power he had stopped wasting.

“I’ve never seen it like that,” he whispered, voice hoarse with awe. “It changes everything.”

Chisato’s smile widened, pleased. “Good boy. Now you’re starting to understand.”

She reached down and freed his cock from his boxers.

Matthew gasped, surprised by the sudden action.

After nine days of denial, his cock was a monster: thicker, veiner, the head swollen and angry, leaking precum that dripped down the shaft in shiny rivulets.

She wrapped her hand around his shaft, making him shiver.

“Today’s lesson is stamina,” she whispered, her red-lace tits bouncing gently as she began stroking him with long, firm movements.

The obscene, wet sounds of her hand gliding through his copious precum filled the room—schlick… schlick… schlick—filthy and surprisingly loud.

“Tell me the moment you’re close,” she said firmly.

Barely thirty seconds passed before Matthew gasped. “Sensei—I’m gonna cum—”

She stopped instantly, squeezing the base firmly. The orgasm hovered torturously close, then receded. She waited a full minute, letting more precum ooze over her fingers, before starting again.

Her heavy breasts bounced hypnotically with every stroke.

Matthew’s mind grew filthier with each cycle. He wanted to bury his face between those tits, to bend her over and slam into her pussy, to claim every inch of this elegant, commanding woman who owned him.

Her soft, warm skin pressed against him. The natural scent he now smelled beneath the perfume was so feminine and arousing: it drove him insane.

They continued the cycle five times. By the fifth edge, something broke through. Matthew lasted nearly three full minutes, hips bucking, teeth gritted, sweat dripping down his chest as he fought the overwhelming urge.

Chisato stopped again, letting his cock throb and ooze. “Very good.”

Then she slid gracefully to her knees between his spread legs. Her fire-red lingerie glowing in the room’s dim lighting, she looked up at him with dark, seductive eyes.

She leaned in, warm breath teasing the swollen head, and took him into her hot, wet mouth.

The sensation was overwhelming. Soft lips stretching around his thick shaft, her tongue swirling, suction pulling him deeper.

Matthew groaned loudly, hands fisting the sheets. The filthy sounds of her slurping and bobbing pushed him straight to the edge in under a minute.

“Sensei—I’m—I’m cumming!” he warned desperately.

She didn’t stop. Her eyes locked onto his as she sped up, sucking harder, taking him deeper into her throat.

Matthew’s vision whited out. The orgasm exploded through him like a dam breaking: powerful, endless ropes of pent-up semen flooding her mouth in heavy, forceful bursts.

Chisato swallowed greedily, throat working around him, not spilling a single drop.

The sheer volume clearly surprised her; her eyes widened in delight as she drained him completely dry, sucking gently through the intense aftershocks until he was a trembling mess.

Chisato finally pulled off with a wet pop, licking her lips clean. A deeply satisfied, almost proud smile spread across her flushed face. “So much… such a strong, virile boy. You see how you’ve been saving all of that? It is what gave you power.”

Matthew collapsed back onto the bed, chest heaving, body buzzing with the most intense high of his life.

As Chisato climbed up and pulled his head to rest between her soft, warm breasts, stroking his hair tenderly, the truth crashed over him completely.

He was falling madly, helplessly in love with her.

He curled his face toward her chest, pressing his face into her cleavage. It felt safe, loving, and peaceful.

Matthew lay there in a blissful haze, his body still twitching with aftershocks as Chisato held him against her soft, warm breasts.

The scent of her skin and the faint salty trace of his own cum on her breath filling his senses.

He was lost in her; the elegant curve of her neck, the heavy rise and fall of her chest, the way her wide hips shifted as she cradled him.

After several long, peaceful minutes, Chisato gently lifted his head so their eyes met. Her dark brown gaze was soft but still carried that commanding edge. “Has your body calmed down now, Matthew?” she asked quietly, one hand trailing down his chest.

He nodded, voice hoarse. “Yeah… mostly. That was… incredible.”

She smiled, pleased, and pressed a soft kiss to his forehead. “Good. You did very well today. But we’re not done. Listen carefully to your next instructions.”

Chisato shifted so they were sitting up together on the edge of the bed again, her nearly naked body still pressed close, her heavy tits brushing his arm with every breath.

“In three days,” she started, “you are to jerk off—but without porn. No pixels. No videos. Just you and your hand, thinking about real women. Real experiences. Real pussy.”

Matthew swallowed, already feeling his spent cock pulse at her filthy words.

“You will not cum right away,” she continued firmly. “I want you to charge yourself up. Build your stamina. Edge yourself through at least five full rounds before you finally let go. Feel the energy build, hold it, ride it. Learn to last.”

Her voice dropped lower, more intense. “A woman needs time to warm up, Matthew. She needs your fingers, your mouth, your patience. She needs to be dripping and begging before you even think about sliding inside her. You cannot just pump and dump within a minute. That will ruin the experience for her—and for yourself. You want her addicted to your cock, not disappointed.”

The words sank deep. Matthew nodded, mind racing with the implications. “I understand.”

Chisato’s hand slid down to rest possessively on his thigh, close to his softening but still sensitive cock. “At the same time, keep approaching girls. Every day if you can. Talk to them. Make them laugh. Flirt. Get rejected. Get numbers. Get their LINE, their Instagram, whatever. Expand your comfort zone completely. Feel that masculine energy flowing freely. The more you practice, the more natural it becomes.”

She leaned in, her full lips brushing his ear as she whispered, “Then we will meet again here, in this same love hotel, on Sunday for your next lesson. Be ready. I have big plans for you.”

Matthew’s heart raced. Another week of denial mixed with real-world approaches, all leading back to her. “Yes, Sensei,” he breathed, the title slipping out with reverence.

Chisato chuckled softly, pulling him toward her and giving him a firm kiss on the lips. “You’re changing faster than I expected… and I like it.”

When they finally dressed and parted ways at the hotel entrance, Matthew walked back into the Tokyo night feeling transformed.

The love he felt for Chisato burned hotter than ever, fueling a new, unstoppable hunger.

He looked over his shoulder, catching a glimpse of her silhouette walking away. It was then that he realized what he wanted and what he was going for.

He didn’t want to lose his virginity to just any girl.

He wanted his first time to be with his Sensei, Chisato Kawaguchi.


Chapter 6


The days after his second lesson unfolded like a dream Matthew never wanted to wake from.

The love he felt for Chisato was a constant warm glow in his chest that made Tokyo feel brighter, sharper; more alive.

For the first two days, the usual desperate horniness was strangely absent. Instead, he felt powerful. Happy. In love. The masculine energy Chisato had awakened coursed through him like a steady current.

He played with it freely. On the second afternoon, in a quiet café, he noticed an elegant woman in her seemingly early forties sitting at the table next to him, near the window.

She had a mature, sophisticated beauty with her shoulder-length auburn-tinted hair, a fitted dress that accentuated her body, subtle makeup, and the poised aura of a successful professional.

Normally, Matthew would have stolen glances and stayed silent. Today, he leaned over.

“Excuse me,” he said, smiling warmly. “I couldn’t help noticing how beautifully that dress suits you. The color really brings out your eyes. It looks elegant on you.”

The woman looked up, surprised but clearly flattered. A soft laugh escaped her. “Thank you. That’s very sweet of you to say.”

What followed was effortless conversation: twenty minutes of genuine back-and-forth about Tokyo life, her work in marketing, and his exchange student experiences. Her name was Naomi.

No awkwardness. No freezing up. He wasn’t even trying hard; the energy flowed.

By the end, she slid her business card across the table with a playful smile. “Call me sometime, Matthew-kun. I’d love to meet you again.”

He left the café floating. A woman more than twenty years his senior, stunning and experienced, had given him her number and seemed genuinely interested.

Wow.

By the third day, the denial caught up. The masculine glow sharpened into raw, aching hunger. His body stayed in a semi-aroused state most of the day, balls heavy and sensitive.

That night in his dorm, Matthew followed Chisato’s instructions to the letter. No porn. Just him, the memories of real women, and his hand.

He edged himself through seven intense rounds. The first few were shaky, but by round five, he was lasting longer, breathing through the urge, feeling the energy build like a coiling spring.

Round seven was pure triumph: five full minutes of non-stop, firm stroking while fantasizing about Chisato’s red-lace body, Naomi’s mature curves, and Yumi’s innocent smile.

When he finally let go, the orgasm was explosive, thick semen painting his stomach as he groaned under his breath.

He felt awesome. Strong. In control.

Things just seemed to get better with his confidence growing with every approach, every conversation.

Then, two days later, his phone buzzed. He glanced at the screen and frowned for a second as he read the name above the notification.

Then he realized who it was. It was a message from Aika—the girl at the convenience store.

Hey Matthew! Free this evening? Want to grab drinks?

Matthew’s eyes widened as he read the message over and over again. A girl texting him to meet up… that sure was a first.

Excitement fluttered in his chest as he replied.

Sounds great! See you at 20:00 at the East Exit of Shinjuku Station?

He froze after he’d pressed send, realizing this was going to be an actual date.

The first date ever in his life.

Holy shit.

Sudden nerves hit him, and he took a deep breath. “Relax,” he said. “It’s no big deal.”

He became aware of his hair, his clothes—he needed to get ready.

Life had taken sudden turns he had only dared to dream of. But now, it was all becoming very real.

They met near the station. Matthew noticed her immediately, standing at the railing along the road.

She looked gorgeous, her hair in a messy knot, a top that left her shoulders bare, and pushed up her chest. She wore a pair of tight jeans that shaped her hips just right.

Nerves flowed through him as he approached her, and he forced himself to believe it was excitement.

Their eyes met, and her smile lit up. She waved playfully, and he returned it by lifting his chin and smiling, trying to keep it cool.

The conversation flowed easily from the start. Aika was originally from Gunma Prefecture and hadn’t moved to Tokyo until a year ago, to study at Sophia University. She worked part-time at the convenience store to cover her living expenses.

As they walked, they shared stories about adjusting to city life, as Matthew was also new to Tokyo of course, be it via a whole different culture and country.

They eventually went into a darts bar not far from the station, located on the fifth floor of a very slim building. The bar had a few lost souls and another couple, but was mostly empty.

They sat at a small round table near the window, looking out over the Shinjuku street slowly turning neon as night crept in.

“Do you miss the calmer life?” Matthew asked as they took a sip from their drinks.

“How do you mean?” she asked.

“Life in Tokyo must be a whole lot… wilder?”

She pursed her lips as she tilted her head. “I like the fast life here. Feels… lively. I get homesick every once in a while, but not much. Hope it stays that way.”

Matthew nodded as he studied her face. He liked the way her face moved as she talked: the way her lips curled, and how her eyebrows accentuated her words.

“Is it true that you keep looking up?” he asked.

Aika giggled. “Because of the buildings?”

Matthew grinned. He had heard one of his classmates mention it. People who moved from the countryside to Tokyo kept their heads up because they had never seen such high-rise buildings before, which were unlike those in their hometowns. True Tokyoites were used to it, so they didn’t look up. It was how you could tell if someone had been in the city for a long time.

Aika shrugged. “Sometimes I catch myself, realizing I must look like a wide-eyed farm girl.”

He liked imagining her as a farm girl.

They shared a fun hour of banter and throwing darts. Matthew wasn’t that good, but he did his best to own his clumsiness, shrugging it off instead of showing embarrassment.

It seemed to work, as Aika leaned in closer, her cheeks reddening, and her interest in him growing.

Matthew started to wonder if he perhaps could sneak in a kiss at the end of the night. He had been hungry for more ever since his lips had gotten a preview of what kissing was all about with Chisato.

“Do you have a girlfriend?” Aika suddenly asked between throws.

Matthew hadn’t expected such a question. “No,” he said, “or else I wouldn’t be here.”

Aika laughed. “I guess so,” she said and threw a dart, hitting close to the center.

Matthew’s turn came, and he leaned forward into position, aiming for the middle. For one time he wanted to hit the damn thing right in the bullseye.

Come on.

“Want to go somewhere more private?” Aika asked softly.

Matthew’s heart skipped a beat. The question came the moment he threw the dart, hitting the board right in its center.

But instead of the board, his eyes went to Aika.

“Private?” he echoed.

Aika giggled and looked at her feet. “There’s a love hotel nearby…”

Matthew’s heart slammed against his ribs.

What? Holy shit. Fuck. Holy shit!

She wanted him. She wanted to have sex. Right now. With him.

Excitement surged through him—this was it, the moment he had fantasized about for years. He first thought his ears had deceived him. But no, she had actually said it. A beautiful Japanese girl. Wanted him.

“Yeah, sure,” he said, his voice barely coming out. He cleared his throat. “Let’s go.”

She smiled, and for the first time, it wasn’t the cute smile she had been giving him. This was new, with an underlying intent and a hint of naughtiness, maybe even lust.

They left the bar, her arm locked into his, and her body pressed to his side.

On the way to the hotel, butterflies fluttered in his stomach. But apart from the excitement, somewhere deeper, a sharper pull was present: toward Chisato.

She kept flashing through his mind. Her elegant smile. Her commanding touch. Her red lips swallowing him whole.

He realized again he didn’t want his first time to be with just anyone. He wanted Chisato.

But yet, here he was, going with Aika anyway, the tension twisting in his gut.

He didn’t want to disappoint her, nor himself. He kept telling himself this is what he wanted: he had wanted so for years.

Then why did Chisato keep creeping up in his mind?

The love hotel room was clean and modern, different from the more kitsch hotel he had frequented with his sensei. Soft lighting illuminated the large bed.

Before he knew it, Aika had wrapped her arms around his neck and pressed her body against his, sending his every nerve on fire.

She breathed heavily, and so did he as his breathing adjusted to the arousal he felt. Her lips came closer and then pressed onto his. Instead of freezing up like he had done when Chisato had given him his first kiss, he now went with the flow.

The kiss was messy and wet, but overflowing with passion and fire.

Clothes came off in a heated rush.

Aika was eager, suddenly dropping to her knees and unzipping his pants. Before he could even do something, she had his thickening shaft in her hand and took his cock into her wet mouth.

She sucked him enthusiastically, bobbing her head, her tongue swirling around.

It felt incredible, but Matthew’s mind kept drifting to when Chisato had sucked him off.

It frustrated him. Had his sensei put a spell on him? Why couldn’t he just enjoy this moment with Aika and give her his all?

He wondered if it would have been different if he had already lost his virginity to Chisato.

He figured he would be a whole lot more eager now with Aika.

Wanting the first time to be special was pressing on him.

Aika released him from her mouth and pulled him to the bed. Her eyes sparkled with excitement.

She was still wearing her bra and panties and lay down, spreading her legs. She gave him a playful look as she slid her panties to the side.

Matthew froze as he laid eyes on her. Her pussy was shaved smooth, slightly glistening from arousal.

He stalled, wondering what to do, even though it was obvious.

“What is it?” Aika said, her voice dripping with arousal as she slowly moved her hips.

Matthew smiled nervously and quickly knelt. He leaned in, licking and sucking clumsily between her legs, but with genuine hunger. The taste bewildered him: tangy, sweet, intoxicatingly real.

Holy shit.

Aika moaned and bucked against his face, but he knew he wasn’t hitting the right spots. Still, she seemed to enjoy it enough.

He glanced up at her. She had her face toward the side, eyes closed as she seemed to focus on his tongue taking her in.

He kept licking, trying to find her clit, which was hidden under her upper folds. He half-succeeded, getting a few shivers out of her.

Her hands went to his head, and Aika pulled him up, eyes heavy with lust. “Fuck me, Matthew,” she whispered, guiding his cock to her womanhood.

He pressed the swollen head against her folds, feeling the incredible heat. His heart pounded. This was it. His virginity, gone if he pushed through.

But he froze.

Chisato’s face flashed in his mind—her smile, her voice calling him “good boy,” the way she had swallowed every drop as it belonged to her.

He wanted her. He had decided upon this when she had cradled him against the swell of her voluptuous breasts. The butterflies he had felt when she had made him cum.

His first time belonged to her—after that, he could spread his wings and have sex with other girls.

But right now, he wanted his sensei.

“I… I’m sorry,” he whispered, pulling back. “I can’t. Not tonight.”

Aika’s expression shifted from arousal to confusion. “What? Why?” she asked, her voice quivering. She sat up, covering herself. “Did I do something wrong?”

“No, no, no,” he said, “you’re amazing,” he said quickly, shame warring inside him. “It’s me. Not you. I’m… not ready. I’m sorry.”

The disappointment on her face cut deep, making his stomach turn. “It’s okay,” she said. “Maybe another time.”

They sat quietly for a while, their eyes averted, the silence heavy and lingering. Then, without a word, Aika got up and began dressing. Her face was grim, stoic.

“I—I’m sorry,” Matthew said again.

She smiled, but it didn’t reach her eyes, which remained cold. “It’s okay. See you, Matthew.”

She left the hotel room without looking back, the door clicking shut behind her.

Matthew sat naked on the edge of the bed, his cock now limp, the room suddenly feeling too quiet and empty.

He buried his face in his hands, torn between pride in his loyalty to Chisato and the crushing weight of what he had just walked away from.

“Shit,” he muttered. “Shit, shit, shit.”

He should’ve just fucked her, get it over with. She was hot, sweet, willing, and they had a good connection going… Why didn’t he go for it?

He rested his chin in his hands and stared blankly at the wall, which was bathed in a haze of soft pink light.

“No,” he then said, more determined. His first time was for the woman who had his heart and mind. He didn’t want it any other way.

He wanted his sensei. This whole situation with Aika only made him ache harder for Chisato.

He let out a deep sigh. “Sunday,” he said.


Chapter 7


The days leading up to Sunday dragged with a strange mix of guilt and burning need.

Matthew couldn’t stop replaying the night with Aika; her eager mouth, the sweet-tangy taste of her pussy on his tongue, the way she had spread her legs and had asked him to fuck her.

Every time the memory surfaced, his cock would get hard, still sensitive from the long denial.

He had been so close. So fucking close. Yet he had walked away, leaving her hurt and confused in that love hotel room.

He typed several messages to Aika over the following days; apologies, explanations, awkward attempts to smooth things over, but deleted each before sending.

What could he possibly say?

Sorry I couldn’t go through with it because I’m in love with my secret mentor?

It felt cruel. He left it hanging, the guilt gnawing at him even as the horniness from that unfinished encounter refused to fade.

By Sunday evening, he was a live wire: cock semi-hard for most of the day, balls aching, mind filled with filthy flashes of Aika and Chisato’s body.

He arrived at the familiar love hotel ten minutes early, pulse racing as he stepped into the room.

Chisato was already there, wearing a simple but devastatingly elegant black dress.

The moment she saw him, she got up with a radiant smile and hugged him. When she let go, her sharp eyes narrowed slightly as she studied his face. “Matthew… something’s off. I can feel it.”

He tried to brush it away, but she shook her head gently. “Come. Let’s take a shower together and talk about it.”

She turned and began undressing without hesitation. The dress slid down her body like liquid silk, revealing her naked form inch by inch.

Matthew’s breath caught. Her full breasts swayed freely. Her waist tapered beautifully into wide hips and a round, perfect ass.

Between her thighs, her pussy was neatly trimmed. She was breathtaking: mature, sensual, womanly in every way.

In that moment, watching her step gracefully into the shower, Matthew knew with absolute certainty that he had made the right choice with Aika.

He wanted Chisato Kawaguchi. No one else. She was going to be his first.

Steam filled the spacious shower as hot water streamed over them. Chisato pulled him under the spray, her soft, wet body pressing against his.

He was already rock-hard, his cock standing straight up, pressing against her stomach.

She took a bottle of shower gel and began washing him slowly, her soapy hands gliding over his chest, down his abs, and finally wrapping around his aching shaft.

“Tell me what happened,” she murmured, stroking him gently, cleaning and teasing as the water poured over them. “Be honest. I can feel the tension in you.”

Matthew exhaled shakily, the combination of her slick hands on his cock and the hot water making his head spin.

He told her everything: the message from Aika, the fun date in Shinjuku, the easy laughter, the growing heat between them. How Aika had invited him to the love hotel. How they had stripped, how she had sucked him eagerly. Then he got to the part where he had gone down on her.

Chisato’s hands never stopped their slow, soapy caress. “I’m proud of you,” she said softly, a genuine smile on her lips. “Tell me the details. All of them. I need to know exactly what you did so I can teach you properly.”

He described it as best he could. Aika’s warm, enthusiastic mouth bobbing on his cock, how he had lasted longer than usual.

How he had licked and sucked her pussy but felt clumsy, unsure where to focus or how to use his tongue effectively. The taste that had bewildered and intoxicated him.

Chisato listened carefully, her fingers still gliding along his shaft. “Good. Very good. Today, I’ll teach you all about how to please a woman with your mouth. How to make her squirt and beg. You’ll learn exactly how to use that tongue of yours.”

The promise sent a fresh surge of lust through him. His cock jumped in her hand, and she chuckled. He couldn’t wait.

She rinsed the soap from his body, her own naked curves glistening under the water. “And the rest? How was it?”

Matthew fell quiet. The water continued to fall around them. Finally, he spoke. “We didn’t have sex.”

Chisato wasn’t as surprised as he expected. She nodded understandingly, still stroking him. “That happens. Some girls aren’t ready yet and need more time. It’s great that you got as far as you did.” She nodded. “And also that you stayed a gentleman and abided by her wishes. That is essential.”

“Yeah,” Matthew said. “But I mean… that’s not it.”

He turned to face her fully. Water streamed down his face as he looked her straight in the eyes, heart pounding. “She wanted me inside her. She was ready. But… I froze. I couldn’t do it.”

Chisato’s expression softened with understanding. “That happens too, the nerves. Don’t worry. Those will eventually pass.”

Matthew shook his head. The words poured out before he could stop them. “Sensei… I—“ he hesitated for a second.

Her gaze was warm, her eyes gentle, waiting for him to continue.

“I want you to be my first. Not anyone else. Just you.”

For a second, real worry flickered across her beautiful face. Then she smiled, warm and loving, and wrapped her arms around his neck, pulling his wet body against hers. Her breasts pressed softly into his chest, her hard nipples brushing his skin.

“I’m flattered, Matthew… truly. But you want to give your virginity to a beautiful young girl like Aika, not an old woman like me.”

Matthew couldn’t believe his ears. “No. No, no, no,” he said fiercely, holding her tighter. “You are the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen. Inside and out.”

Chisato laughed sweetly, the sound light and genuine as she rested her forehead against his. “Thank you,” she whispered.

She kissed him softly on the lips, then took his hand. “Come. It’s time for your next lesson.”

They stepped out of the shower together, water still dripping from their bodies. Chisato dried him first with slow, caring strokes of the thick towel, her hands lingering on his chest, his abs, and his still rock-hard cock.

Then she dried herself, the towel gliding over her curves in the steamy bathroom light.

They entered the main room in silence, the air thick with unspoken emotion and building desire.

Chisato moved with grace, but there was a new softness in her movements as she let her towel fall.

Matthew’s breath caught all over again at the sight of her fully naked body; her perfect breasts, the gentle curve of her waist, the wide hips that promised pleasure, and the neat, glistening pussy between her thighs.

She looked at him with quiet intensity, then lay back on the large bed, spreading her legs slightly in invitation.

“Come,” she said softly. “It’s time for your next lesson on how to please a woman… with your mouth.”

Matthew’s heart was pounding as he climbed onto the bed between her legs. His cock was rock-hard again, but his focus was entirely on her.

The earlier confession hung between them like a live wire. She hadn’t said yes. She hadn’t said no. The uncertainty only made the moment more charged.

He lowered his head, remembering her earlier promise to teach him. Chisato guided him with gentle hands in his hair.

“Slow circles on the clit first,” she murmured, her voice husky. “Use the flat of your tongue. Feel how I respond.”

Matthew obeyed, licking broad, slow strokes over her swollen clit. She tasted clean and slightly sweet from the shower, with that addictive feminine musk that made his head spin.

He experimented with firmer pressure, then lighter flicks, and her hips twitched in approval.

“Good… now slide two fingers inside me while you suck gently on my clit.”

He did as instructed, curling his fingers upward as he sealed his lips around the sensitive nub and sucked.

Chisato’s breath hitched. Her pussy grew wetter, hotter, grabbing around his fingers.

He lost himself in it — the sounds of his own wet licks and sucks, the way her thighs trembled on either side of his head, the soft moans she let out when he found the right rhythm.

“Faster now… press your tongue harder… yes, just like that—curl your fingers slightly more upward—“ Her voice broke into a low, throaty cry. Her hips bucked.

Matthew felt the change—it was followed by the sudden gush of warm, sweet liquid flooding his mouth and chin as she squirted.

He didn’t pull away. He gulped it down greedily, the taste driving him wild, licking and sucking through her orgasm as she rode his face with soft, helpless sounds.

Chisato’s body eventually relaxed, her breathing heavy. She was quiet for a long moment, one hand stroking his hair. Then she gently tugged at his shoulders, gesturing for him to come up.

Matthew rose over her, his cock pulsing so hard. Their eyes met. The tip of his cock brushed against the soaked, silky warmth of her pussy.

He froze, the head nestling right at her entrance, sliding slightly through her wetness.

Chisato didn’t speak. She simply looked at him with calm, accepting eyes and gave the tiniest nod.

Matthew’s heart felt like it would burst.

This is it. She’s letting me.

He pushed forward slowly.

The sensation was overwhelming. Hot tightness enveloped the head of his cock, then the rest of his shaft as he pushed into her.

Chisato’s pussy clenched him like a fist, slick and alive, pulsing around him.

A broken sound escaped his throat. His eyes never left hers.

She’s my first. Chisato is my first.

Tears pricked at the corners of his eyes from the sheer emotion of it; the love, the relief, the awe of finally being inside the woman who had awakened everything in him.

He bottomed out, fully sheathed, their bodies pressed together. He stayed there for a long moment, just feeling her, breathing her in, overwhelmed by the intimacy.

Then he began to move. Slow, deep thrusts at first. The wet, obscene sound of their bodies joining filled the room.

Every stroke sent sparks of pleasure shooting up his spine. Chisato wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, her hands caressing his back. Her eyes stayed locked on his; dark and filled with something deeper than just lust. Magic.

Matthew’s emotions crashed over him in waves.

I’m not a virgin anymore. I’m inside her. She chose me.

The love he felt for her exploded tenfold. He wanted to make this good for her, to show her how much she meant to him. His thrusts grew more confident, more passionate, even as the pleasure built too quickly.

“Chisato…” he gasped, voice thick. “I—I can’t hold it—”

She smiled up at him, tender and knowing, and cupped his face. “It’s okay, sweet Matthew. Cum inside me.”

The permission shattered what little control he had left. Matthew thrust deep one final time and came harder than he ever had in his life.

Cum pulsed deep into her pussy as the orgasm shattered his brain. He buried his face in her neck, moaning loudly without shame, completely lost in the overwhelming pleasure and emotion of his first time.

Chisato held him through it, stroking his back and whispering soft praise as he emptied himself inside her.

When the aftershocks finally faded, Matthew stayed buried deep, breathing hard against her skin.

He felt transformed; no longer the desperate, fumbling virgin he had been. Something powerful had awakened in him—some kind of glow, a hunger.

He lifted his head and looked into her eyes again, still inside her, still connected in the most intimate way possible. “I love you,” he uttered, the words spilling out of him before he could stop himself.

Chisato smiled softly, brushing damp hair from his forehead. She pulled him down for a slow, deep kiss.

When she released him, she looked him in the eyes. “This is the start of the rest of your life,” she said and smiled. “This is only the beginning, Matthew.”

Her words gave him goosebumps… And the start of a confidence that would change everything.


Chapter 8


Monday morning sunlight shone through the lecture hall windows, casting long golden beams across the tiered seats.

Matthew sat in his usual spot near the middle, but his mind was miles away, or rather, back in that red-lit love hotel room, deep inside Chisato.

Every time he closed his eyes, he felt it again: the incredible feel of her pussy, the way her eyes had locked on his as he thrust into her for the first time, and the overwhelming rush of love and release as he came inside her.

He felt fantastic. Transformed. And helplessly in love with his teacher.

Chisato’s final words from the night before still echoed in his head:

‘Act on your feelings. Use the energy this real sex has given you. No jerking off. Channel it.’

He intended to obey.

Her encouragement for exploration had also lit a fire.

‘I don’t want you to hold back. If a girl gives you the okay, and you want to, have sex with her. Go for it. Explore and build your skills.’

When Matthew looked over to Yumi, she was showing something on her phone to Reina. The two girls were sitting close, heads almost touching. Reina suddenly looked up, caught his gaze, and raised an eyebrow slightly before turning back to Yumi.

Reina nudged Yumi with her elbow, and Yumi looked over for a quick second. Then they looked back at the phone.

Matthew didn’t think much of it and looked away, losing himself in thought.

During the break, Yumi slid into the seat beside him, her neat black bob swinging as she turned to face him. “Matthew-kun… you seem different today,” she said, tilting her head with a curious smile. “Did something good happen over the weekend?”

Matthew laughed softly, surprised by her sudden approach. “How's that?”

Yumi shrugged. “You have this… glow. This smile on your face.”

Was that why she and Reina had been looking at him?

The masculine energy he’d received from having sex with Chisato still thrummed through him like a live current. Maybe it really had him vibrate on a different frequency that women picked up.

He leaned in a little closer, letting his gaze linger on her innocent doe eyes and the way her blouse hugged her small, perky breasts.

“Maybe,” he replied, voice low and teasing. “Or maybe I’m just realizing how cute you look when you smile like that. You should do it more often; it lights up the whole room.”

Yumi’s cheeks flushed instantly. She looked slightly taken aback, eyes widening, but the reaction wasn’t negative. There was a spark of surprise and shy delight in her expression. She bit her lower lip, glancing away for a second before looking back at him. “You’re… bold today,” she murmured, but she didn’t pull away.

The lecture resumed, and Yumi returned to her seat, leaning to Reina as she whispered something. Reina caught a glance at him and smiled, then looked away.

On the way home that evening, walking through the bustling Shinjuku streets, the high began to mix with a pang of guilt. Aika. He pulled out his phone and typed a simple, sincere message:

Hey Aika, I’m really sorry about the other night. You didn’t do anything wrong. I had a great time with you. I wasn’t in the right headspace. Hope you’re doing okay.

He hit send and slipped the phone back into his pocket. The guilt eased a little, but the lack of immediate reply lingered in the back of his mind as he headed back to his dorm.

That night, sleep came easily for the first time in weeks. A heavy load had been lifted off his shoulders. He dreamed of Chisato and woke up the next morning feeling refreshed.

His phone showed no new messages. Aika hadn’t even read it.

That night, thoughts of Aika somehow refused to fade completely. Matthew lay in his dorm for a while, staring at the ceiling, the unanswered message burning in his mind.

Chisato’s words echoed in his mind.

‘Don’t hold back.’

‘Act on your feelings.’

‘Go for it. Explore and build your skills.’

Finally, he pulled on a hoodie and stepped out into the warm Tokyo night.

The streets were still alive with the glow of signs and the hum of late-night foot traffic.

Without really planning it, his feet carried him toward the familiar convenience store.

The automatic doors slid open with a soft chime. The bright fluorescent lights washed over him as he stepped inside. Behind the counter, Aika was restocking cigarettes. She looked up at the sound, and her expression cooled instantly.

Professional. Distant. The warm, flirty girl from their date was gone.

“Konbanwa,” she said politely, voice flat. “Can I help you with anything?”

Matthew’s heart sank, but he didn’t back down. “Aika… hi. I just wanted to talk for a second. About the other night.”

She glanced toward the door as another customer entered. “I’m working. If you need something, please let me know. Otherwise, could you step aside so I can help the other customer?”

He nodded, stepping back with a quiet “Sorry.”

He watched her work; efficient, professional, that same bright smile she gave everyone else. The contrast stung. He waited until the other customer left, then approached the counter again.

“Aika,” he said gently, forcing a small, self-deprecating smile. “Look, I know I messed up. I was an idiot. But I really did have a great time with you before I froze up.”

She just stared at him.

“Being a foreigner in Tokyo means I already look confused 90% of the time. But when I see you, it goes to 100%. So… any chance you can help this lost gaijin find his way back into your good graces?”

A reluctant, tiny laugh escaped her despite herself. The ice cracked just a little.

Matthew seized the moment. “Can I make it up to you? Let me take you out. No pressure. Just food and drinks. What do you say?”

Aika studied him for a long second, arms crossed, clearly thinking it over. The silence stretched. Then she sighed, the corner of her mouth twitching upward. “…Okay,” she said finally.

Matthew’s face broke into a genuine, relieved grin. “Okay sounds perfect! Will this Wednesday work for you?”

She nodded with a small, guarded smile.

As he left the store, his limbs felt lighter, his mood felt ignited—one bridge partially mended.

He walked home with a mix of emotions of the guilt easing, masculine energy still humming, and the image of Chisato’s face when he was having sex with her, burning bright in his mind. It powered him.

He knew he was changing. Fast. And he felt ready to take it to the next level.

Chisato had told him to follow his masculine energy and to do what he felt was right. Making up with Aika was what felt like the right thing to do. He wanted to regain what he had pushed away.

Now that he’d lost his virginity to the one he had wanted to give it to, all bets were off. His mind felt liberated from any obligations to himself or others. He was going to follow this newfound energy and power.

He smiled, Chisato’s words again repeating themselves in his mind, solidifying themselves in his brain:

‘This is the start of the rest of your life. This is only the beginning, Matthew.’


Chapter 9


The day before his planned date with Aika, Matthew woke up restless.

The night had been filled with vivid, frustrating dreams: flashes of Chisato’s naked body, Aika being angry with him, and the heat of both women pressing against him.

He lay in bed, his morning wood under the sheets, arousal radiating through his groin.

His hand twitched toward his shaft out of pure habit, the familiar urge screaming at him to just stroke one out and get some relief. But he stopped himself.

No. Channel it.

He groaned and rolled out of bed, the energy inside him feeling almost electric. It was restless, hungry, and demanded an outlet.

Porn and quick masturbation had always been his escape, but now they felt like a waste. He wanted to use this fire.

Something completely alien to him clicked into place.

He wanted to move. He wanted to build his body.

Working out had always seemed like a hassle. Going to the gym and sore muscles: that was something for muscle heads, not him.

But today, it didn’t feel like a strange course of action. He wanted to actually do it. He wanted to build himself into someone stronger, someone worthy of the women who were starting to notice him.

Two hours later, he stood inside a small 24-hour gym near his dorm and signed up for a membership on the spot.

The air smelled of rubber mats and iron. Sounds of the clank of weights and low hum of treadmills filled the space.

He felt out of place at first in his basic T-shirt and shorts, but the energy pushed him forward.

He started simple with dumbbells, some push-ups, and squats. Each rep burned, but it felt good. Cleansing, even.

Halfway through his session, he caught a girl watching him from across the room. She was cute with an athletic build, ponytail swinging as she finished a set on the leg press.

She smiled shyly before looking away.

The attention hit like fuel on a fire. Matthew’s energy surged. He pushed harder, adding more weight, feeling his muscles pump and burn. Sweat poured down his back.

For the first time, the gym didn’t feel so distant and strange—it felt like power.

By the end of the workout, he was exhausted. Legs shaky, arms heavy, chest heaving. But the sharp, restless horniness that had plagued him all morning had dulled into a manageable, warm hum.

The physical outlet had worked. He felt clearer. Stronger. More in control.

Back in his dorm, showering off the sweat, he caught his reflection in the mirror. His body was of course the same apart from a ridiculous pump.

As he stared at himself, he was amazed at the changes in his mindset. It became all the more obvious that Chisato had awakened the beast within him, and he was finally feeding it the right way.

Tomorrow he would see Aika again. And whatever happened, he would face it not as the needy virgin he had been, but as the man he was becoming.


Chapter 10


The evening air in Shibuya was radiating with vibrant energy. The distant roar of traffic around Shibuya Crossing, the sizzle of street food vendors, and the constant flow of people moving like a living current beneath the towering neon signs.

Miyashita Park offered a refreshing contrast: a modern, multidimensional green space built atop a multi-story complex in the heart of Shibuya.

Its rooftop featured open lawns dotted with lush greenery, ivy-covered arches that created shaded walkways, and unique facilities such as a skatepark, a bouldering wall, and a sand court where locals played casual beach volleyball.

The park blended natural relaxation with the city’s pulse, offering panoramic glimpses of surrounding high-rises and the bustling streets below. String lights and soft ambient lighting gave the space a warm, inviting glow as night settled in.

Aika arrived right on time, looking stunning in a simple yet flattering summer dress that showcased her slim waist before gently flaring over her hips.

The fabric swayed with her steps, occasionally catching the breeze to reveal a hint of smooth thigh.

She had done her makeup subtly, just enough to make her sharp cheekbones and full lips stand out. There was still a slight distance in her posture at first with her arms loosely crossed. But the way her gaze lingered on him when she thought he wasn’t looking signaled quiet interest.

They started walking the winding rooftop paths, the soft crunch of gravel underfoot mixing with the distant laughter from the skatepark area and the gentle rustle of leaves on the ivy arches.

The air smelled of fresh grass and faint hints of street food drifting up from the levels below. It felt like a peaceful pocket amid Shibuya’s chaos.

The conversation began light and indirect, both of them circling the real topic without diving in right away.

“So… how’s the late-night convenience store life treating you this week?” Matthew asked with a small smile, keeping his tone easy. “Any more midnight snack disasters?”

Aika laughed softly, the sound warmer than their first meeting. “Same as always. People come in looking half-asleep and leave with the strangest combinations. Last night someone bought three energy drinks and a pack of baby wipes. I didn’t ask questions.”

She glanced at him sideways. “What about you? Any exciting lectures or did you just stare out the window thinking about… things?”

Matthew chuckled, catching the subtle probe. “Mostly the latter. Tokyo has a way of making a guy think too much.” He looked around him. “This park is nice though. The green space up here feels like a little escape from all the neon. You come here often?”

“Sometimes,” Aika replied, her steps slowing as they passed the sand court where a small group was playing volleyball under the lights. “It’s one of the few places that still feels calm, even with all the hustle around it. The rooftop views are pretty at night. You’ve been exploring much since you got here?”

“A bit,” he said. “But I think I’ve been more focused on… figuring myself out lately. New city, new experiences. It’s a lot.” He let the words hang, testing the waters without pushing.

Aika nodded, her expression softening as they walked under one of the ivy-covered arches. “I get that. Moving forward sometimes means leaving old habits behind, right?” She paused, then added with a teasing lilt, “You seem different from the first time we talked.”

The conversation drifted like that for a while with light teasing about city life, shared laughs about cultural mix-ups, and gentle compliments that built the warmth between them.

The distance in Aika’s demeanor gradually melted as they strolled past the grassy lawns and bouldering wall, the park’s lively yet laid-back atmosphere wrapping around them.

Eventually, as they found a quieter bench overlooking the open lawn and the glowing city beyond, Aika turned to him more directly. The playful tone faded into something more honest. “Matthew, why did you stop the other night? I thought we were having a good time… and then you just froze.”

Matthew took a breath, heart pounding. He chose his words carefully, staying honest where he could. “I got scared,” he admitted. “I don’t have a lot of experience with women. It all happened so fast, and I just… froze up. I’m sorry. You didn’t do anything wrong. You really were amazing.”

Aika was quiet for a moment, then nodded slowly, her expression softening further. “Thank you for telling me that. It means a lot that you’re honest about it.”

The air between them felt clearer. Matthew felt the masculine energy surge again, confident and present. He took the next step, voice steady but warm.

“Aika… would you want to go to a hotel? No pressure. Only if you feel comfortable.”

She looked at him for a long second, the city lights reflecting in her eyes, then smiled shyly but genuine. “Yes,” she said softly. “I’d like that.”

After they left Miyashita Park, Aika had been quiet for a few minutes, walking beside him with her hands clinging to her handbag.

They walked from the park toward Dogenzaka, the area locals called Love Hotel Hill.

The main streets of Shibuya were still bright and loud, but as they turned onto the narrower slope leading up behind the 109 building, the atmosphere shifted. The hill rose gently under their feet, lined with small bars and the unmistakable glow of love hotel signs.

Neon Japanese characters and English words flickered the words:’ Rest’ and ‘Stay’ with its prices displayed in glowing panels, some hotels with flashy castle-like facades or modern glass fronts, others more discreet with only a small illuminated sign and an elevator tucked into an alley.

Matthew had read about this place before coming to Japan, but experiencing it was different.

Young couples moved through the narrow streets with the same quiet purpose he and Aika had. No one stared. In Tokyo this was normal; a practical, private space for sex that everyone understood but no one discussed openly.

The slight incline made it feel like they were stepping into a separate world above the main city. Music from a nearby club pulsed faintly. The air smelled of street food, rain-damp pavement, and the faint chemical sweetness of the neon signs.

Aika’s hand brushed his. Matthew took it.

They chose a relatively modern-looking hotel a little way up the hill. It wrapped itself in soft purple lighting, no ridiculous theme.

A discreet panel outside let them select a room and pay by cash or card without speaking to anyone. A small ticket printed out with a room number.

They took the elevator up in silence, the only sound the soft chime as it passed each floor. Matthew’s heart was beating so hard he was sure she could hear it.

The room was small but spotless, dominated by a wide bed with crisp white sheets. A large mirror ran along one wall. Soft lighting and a faint scent of linen and something sweet filled the space.

The moment the door clicked shut, the city felt far away.

Matthew turned to Aika and kissed her.

At first she was stiff. Her lips parted, but there was a split-second hesitation, a tiny pull-back like her body was still deciding.

The old virgin energy in Matthew flared up hard in his chest, that familiar panicked voice that used to own him.

What if she changes her mind? What if I’m bad at this? What if I cum in thirty seconds?

His hands almost trembled. He pushed the panic down and let the new energy take over.

He slid one hand to the small of her back, firm and steady, and kissed her again, slower, deeper, letting her feel how much he wanted her without rushing.

Aika made a soft sound and melted into him, her hands coming up to his chest.

The tension left her shoulders. She kissed him back properly now, tongue dancing with his.

That was all he needed.

Clothes came off between their hungry kisses. When she was naked, he guided her onto the bed on her hands and knees, spreading her ass cheeks with both hands and burying his face between them.

The scent of her arousal hit him immediately. He dragged his tongue slowly up her pussy from behind, exactly the way Chisato had taught him with long, firm strokes, then the pointed tip circling her clit, gentle suction when he sealed his lips around it. Two fingers slid inside her while his mouth worked.

Aika moaned, surprised and needy. Her thighs trembled. She pushed back against his face, and Matthew groaned into her pussy, the vibration making her shudder.

The old frantic urge flickered.

Make her cum fast, don’t screw this up.

But he stayed present, reading every twitch, every shaky breath. He licked and sucked and teased until she was dripping down his chin and fingers, soaking wet and rocking back against his mouth.

When he finally pulled away, her thighs were shiny. He flipped her onto her back, climbed over her, and lined his cock up.

The second he pushed inside her, his hips wanted to snap forward and rut until he exploded.

He fought it as he pushed in, slowly, keeping his eyes locked with Aika’s. Matthew forced a deep breath the way Chisato had drilled into him. Then another. He held still for a second, reaching all the way in as he looked straight into her eyes.

She gave him a little smile.

The new energy rose and won. He started moving in steady, controlled thrusts of his hips instead of frantic pumping.

Every time the urge to speed up and chase his own release tried to take over, he breathed through it and focused on her instead: the way she felt around him, the soft sounds she made, the way her eyes stayed locked on his.

It worked.

He lasted. Longer than the old Matthew ever could have. Long enough that Aika’s moans turned higher and needier, and her legs wrapped around him as she got close.

When he felt her starting to tighten, he kept the same deliberate pace, grinding deep, breathing steady, even as sweat slid down his back.

But his climax was building fast. He knew he wouldn’t last much longer.

He quickly pulled out, flipped her onto her stomach, and pulled her hips up. Aika willingly went onto her hands and knees.

Matthew gripped her waist and thrust back into her from behind. The new angle was deeper, tighter, and the sight of her ass bouncing against him almost broke his control.

The old energy screamed at him to just pound her until he filled her.

He didn’t.

He fucked her hard but controlled, one hand on her hip, the other sliding up her back.

Every time he felt the orgasm rushing up, he slowed for a stroke or two, breathing through it, riding the edge.

Aika was moaning steadily now, pushing back to meet him.

The end came suddenly. One second he was holding on, the next the wave crested too fast to stop.

Matthew yanked himself out with a rough groan, wrapped his fist around his cock, and didn’t even have to stroke—

Cum torpedoed from him. The first heavy spurt landed across both of her ass cheeks. The next streaked higher, painting her lower back in hot white lines.

He stroked through it, hips jerking, watching his cum splatter and drip down the curve of her ass, some of it running toward her pussy.

The release was intense and messy. It was completely out of his control in the best possible way.

When it finally stopped he was breathing hard, staring at the glistening streaks on her skin.

He felt burned out for the night. What remained was the steady, satisfied thrum of the new him: the one that had let him take the lead, make her soaking wet, last longer than he thought possible, and still give her a good, hard fuck before he finished all over her.

Aika stayed on her hands and knees, looking back at him over her shoulder, her cheeks red.

Matthew’s cum slowly slid down her ass in thick trails.

They took a shower after, soaping each other up. Aika joked that he had to clear her up. Matthew obliged, having a nice feel of her breasts and buttocks while he did.

After the shower, they lay tangled together on the bed. They didn’t say anything at first, just relaxed into the mattress.

The room was quiet except for the low hum of the air conditioner. The two-hour timer on the wall panel glowed faintly in the dim light.

Aika rolled onto her side to face him. Her hair was messy, cheeks still reddish from the shower. She looked younger like this, softer than the confident girl who had asked him to come to the hotel at the darts bar.

“You’re different ne,” she said quietly.

Matthew glanced at her. “Different how?”

She hesitated, then gave a small shrug. “The first time… I thought maybe you didn’t actually want me. That you changed your mind.” Her voice was light, but there was something raw underneath it. “It hurt more than I expected.”

Matthew felt a pang of guilt. “I did want you,” he said honestly. “I just… got in my own head. I’m sorry.”

Aika was quiet for a moment, tracing a finger along the edge of the sheet.

“When I was little,” she said eventually, “my parents were always busy. My dad worked late every night. My mom was always tired. I don’t think they meant to, but I always felt like I was in the way. Like I was something they had to manage instead of someone they really wanted around.”

She gave a small, self-deprecating laugh. “So when someone pulls away from me, even now, my brain goes straight to ‘they don’t actually like me.’ It’s stupid.”

“It’s not stupid,” Matthew said. He reached out and brushed a strand of hair from her face. “You are lovely.”

She looked at him properly then, eyes searching. “You don’t have to say that.”

“I mean it.”

Aika studied him for a second longer, then nodded and let it go. She shifted closer, resting her head on his shoulder. Her body was warm against his.

“You were really good tonight,” she murmured after a while. There was a teasing note in her voice now. “Like… surprisingly good. For someone who froze the first time.”

Matthew huffed a quiet laugh. “I’ve been practicing. Kind of.”

“Practicing?” She lifted her head to look at him, eyebrows raised.

He hesitated as he didn’t want to ruin the moment. He thought of lying that he had been jerking off a lot.

But he knew he wanted Chisato to be in his life.

He decided to be vague but honest. “Someone’s been teaching me things. How to slow down. How to pay attention.”

To his surprise, Aika’s lips curved into a small, intrigued smile. “Lucky me, then.”

He wasn’t sure if she actually believed him, but it didn’t matter.

They talked a little more after that about lighter things. She liked horror movies but hated being scared alone. She had a younger brother she barely saw because he lived with their grandparents in Kyushu.

Matthew listened, asking small questions, and found himself genuinely interested. She wasn’t just the cute convenience store girl anymore. She was starting to show more of her deeper layers. And he realized he wanted to get to know her better.

The conversation eventually drifted into comfortable silence.

Suddenly, the wall panel let out a soft chime. Matthew glanced over. The timer had turned red.

Time remaining: 00:05

“Shit,” he muttered, sitting up. “It’s been two hours?”

Aika’s eyes widened. “Time’s up already?”

They scrambled off the bed at the same time, suddenly laughing as they realized how little time they had left.

Matthew tossed her clothes at her while he yanked on his own pants. She nearly tripped trying to step into her skirt, and he caught her by the waist, both of them grinning like idiots.

“Move faster,” she teased, swatting his arm.

“You’re the one taking forever with your bra.”

“Because someone made a mess of me earlier!”

They were still laughing as they finished dressing, hair messy and clothes slightly rumpled.

Matthew did a quick scan of the room to make sure they hadn’t left anything behind.

Aika grabbed her bag and they hurried out into the hallway, the door clicking shut behind them with a finality that made them both snicker.

The moment they stepped outside the hotel, the sky opened up.

Rain poured down in thick sheets, turning the street into a blur of neon reflections on wet pavement. They had no umbrella.

Aika let out a yelp and grabbed Matthew’s hand on instinct. “Run!”

They sprinted down the hill toward Shibuya Station, shoes splashing through puddles.

By the time they reached the main scramble crossing, they were both completely soaked.

Matthew’s shirt clung to his chest. Aika’s hair was plastered to her face, mascara slightly smudged under her eyes, but she was still laughing as they wove through the crowd of people huddling under umbrellas.

They reached the station entrance dripping and out of breath. Matthew pulled her just inside, out of the worst of the rain. Water ran down both their faces.

Aika looked up at him, still smiling even as she pushed wet strands of hair out of her eyes. “Thanks for tonight,” she said softly. “Really.”

Matthew didn’t overthink it. He leaned in and kissed her, unhurried despite the chaos around them.

She kissed him back, her hand resting lightly on his wet shirt.

When they pulled apart, she gave him one last small smile. “Text me sometime,” she said.

“I’ll come buy some baby wipes and energy drinks.”

She smiled as she turned and disappeared into the station crowd, leaving Matthew standing there, soaked to the bone, heart strangely light and heavy at the same time.


Chapter 11


The lecture hall was already half full when Matthew walked in. He spotted his usual middle-row seat and headed for it.

His mind kept drifting back to the previous night. Back to Aika. The way they’d have sex, and the softness in her voice when she talked about her childhood.

It left both satisfaction and unease in his chest. Maybe the emotional core of it all scared him. It was all so new. In the heat of the moment, the excitement had made him too high to fully take it all in.

It was when he was back alone, when his mind was calm, and he actually thought things through. That’s when he noticed what had really happened, and the vulnerability Aika had shared.

He was pulling out his notebook when movement near the back caught his eye.

Yumi was standing by the side aisle, talking to a guy Matthew vaguely recognized from another class. He was tall, clean-cut, the kind of easy smile that came naturally to people who’d never had to work for attention.

Yumi was laughing at something he said, one hand lightly touching his arm. The sight hit Matthew harder than he expected. A sharp, hot twist of jealousy flared in his stomach.

He watched for a second too long. Yumi turned her head, and their eyes met across the rows of seats.

Matthew quickly pretended to dig through his bag.

When he glanced back a moment later, she was still talking to the guy, but now she was clearly more animated. She tossed her hair, leaned in a little closer, and laughed louder than necessary. Matthew felt the twist in his gut sharpen.

She saw me looking.

The realization landed with a strange mix of irritation and heat. Was she doing it on purpose? Trying to make him jealous? If she was, it was working.

But instead of shrinking back as the old Matthew would have, something else ignited in him. It was a quiet, stubborn fire.

She’s mine to win. That guy doesn’t stand a chance.

The thought came with surprising certainty. Chisato had been shaping him into someone women couldn’t easily resist. He just needed to keep going. Yumi would be his. He could already picture it; the way she’d look at him once he stopped hesitating and took what he wanted.

The mental image made him chuckle under his breath at his own sudden confidence.

The sound was still fading when a familiar presence dropped into the seat right beside him.

Matthew startled so hard he nearly knocked his notebook off the desk.

Yumi sat there, bag on her lap, looking at him with a smile. Up close, her perfume was light and sweet — something with a hint of vanilla.

“You okay?” she asked, tilting her head.

“Yeah. Just… didn’t expect company.”

She glanced toward the guy she’d been talking to, who was now walking to a seat on the other side of the hall, then looked back at Matthew.

“Who was that?” he asked before he could stop himself.

Yumi’s smile widened into a grin. “Jealous?”

Matthew leaned back in his chair, forcing himself to stay cool even though his pulse was still a little fast. “Nah. Guy doesn’t stand a chance. I know you fancy me too much.”

For a second, Yumi just stared at him. Then she let out a surprised little giggle and playfully slapped his shoulder.

“You’re ridiculous.”

The slap was light, but the way she was looking at him with that spark of amusement mixed with something warmer made Matthew’s old self suddenly surge up out of nowhere.

The confident version he’d been channeling cracked. His brain fumbled. “I mean—not that I assume anything, it’s just—you’re always—” He stumbled over the words, face heating up. The old nervous energy flooded back in for a painful second.

Yumi watched him flounder with a soft, surprised expression.

Matthew caught himself and forced a breath. He looked at her properly and said, quieter, “Your laugh is really nice. I like hearing it.”

Yumi’s cheeks went faintly pink, and she smiled. “Thanks,” she said softly.

Reina passed by their row during the break and lightly tapped Yumi’s shoulder. “Don’t forget we’re getting lunch after this,” she said, then glanced at Matthew with mild interest before leaving.

Before either of them could say anything else, the professor walked in and the lights dimmed slightly for the presentation. Class was starting.

Matthew expected Yumi to follow Reina and sit with her, but she didn’t move to her usual seat. Yumi stayed right beside him.

For the entire lecture, Matthew was painfully aware of her presence. Every time she shifted, her arm brushed his. The light, sweet scent of her kept drifting over. It made it hard to focus. He kept catching himself glancing at her hands resting on the desk, at the way she tucked her hair behind her ear when she took notes.

Halfway through the lesson, he risked another look at her. Yumi was already looking at him. She didn’t look away this time. Instead, she gave him a small, private smile before turning back to her notebook.

Matthew faced forward again, but the fire from earlier was still burning in his chest.

She’s going to be mine.

It was a thrilling feeling of conviction and confidence.

He just had to keep becoming the man Chisato was turning him into.


Chapter 12


The love hotel Matthew arrived at for his next lesson with Chisato was noticeably different from the ones they had used before.

It lay further away from the station, on a quieter side street lined with small bars and restaurants that had already closed for the night.

The building itself looked newer and more expensive with dark wood paneling, soft recessed lighting, and a discreet entrance that didn’t scream ‘love hotel’ the way many others did.

There was no flashy sign, only a small, elegant plaque beside the door.

He knew Chisato was already inside, waiting for him. That thought always made his heart skip a beat.

When he arrived in the room, he found it larger than he expected. A wide bed dominated the space, covered in pink sheets.

There was a small seating area near the window, a low table, and a large mirror on the wall opposite the bed. The lighting was warm and dim, and the faint scent of some expensive diffuser lingered in the air.

From the window, the neighborhood's lights stretched out below.

Chisato was waiting on a chair in the seating area. She was dressed differently tonight in a fitted black blouse tucked into a high-waisted pencil skirt that stretched tight around her hips and thighs.

Her long black hair was loose, falling over one shoulder. She looked elegant. And somehow more intimidating than usual.

“Take off your clothes,” she said. Her voice was calm, but there was a firmness to it that hadn’t been present in their earlier meetings.

Matthew hesitated for only a second before he began unbuttoning his shirt. He could feel her eyes on him as he undressed, and it made his skin prickle with awareness.

When he was finally naked, he stood there in the middle of the room, already half-hard from the tension in the air.

Chisato got up and stepped closer. She didn’t touch him right away. Instead, she let her gaze travel slowly down his body before meeting his eyes again. “You’ve been doing well,” she said. “You followed my instructions. You approached girls. You’ve been applying what I taught you.” She paused. “But it’s not enough anymore.”

Matthew swallowed. “What do you mean?”

Chisato’s expression didn’t change, but her voice grew stricter. “I’ve been training you to control yourself. To approach women. Some lessons on how to please them. That was the foundation. But we’re past the foundation now.”

She reached up and traced a single finger down the center of his chest, stopping just above his cock. “It’s time to take your training to the next level.”

She let her hand fall away and walked over to her bag. Matthew watched as she pulled out a black silk blindfold and two long, soft scarves. His stomach tightened with anticipation and nerves.

“Lie down on the bed,” she ordered.

He obeyed, climbing onto the large mattress and lying on his back in the center. The sheets felt cool against his skin.

Chisato climbed onto the bed after him and straddled his waist for a moment, just long enough to lean over and secure the blindfold over his eyes.

The silk was smooth and blocked out all light. Once it was tied firmly, she took his wrists and guided them upward.

Matthew felt the soft fabric of the scarves loop around each wrist and attach to the headboard. She didn’t tie them tightly as there was still some give, but the sensation of being restrained sent a rush of arousal through him.

What is she planning?

Chisato shifted off him and sat beside his hip. Her voice came from close by.

“From now on, things will be different,” she said. “I won’t be holding your hand through every step. You will be tested. You will be pushed. And you will learn to control yourself even when it becomes difficult.”

There was a pause. “Do you understand?”

“Yes,” Matthew answered, his voice slightly rough.

“Yes what?”

“Yes, Sensei.”

“Good.”

He felt her hand wrap around his cock. She wasn’t stroking him yet. She was just holding him, feeling how hard he already was.

The blindfold made every sensation sharper. He could hear the faint sound of her breathing, the subtle shift of her clothes as she moved.

“Answer my questions honestly,” Chisato said. Her tone had become more clinical, more demanding. “Did you do your homework this week?”

“Yes.”

“Yes, what?” Her voice was strict. A small slap to his shaft made him jump.

“Yes, Sensei.”

“Did you refrain from masturbating?”

“Yes, Sensei.”

“Did you have sex?”

Matthew hesitated. “Yes, Sensei.”

“Who?”

“Aika, the girl at the convenience store.” He swallowed, quickly adding a “Sensei.”

Chisato’s hand began to move, stroking him slowly from base to tip. “Did you want to cum inside her?”

His hips twitched. “Yes, Sensei.”

“But you didn’t?”

“No, uhm, Sensei.”

“Why?”

“Because—because you didn’t give me permission,” he blurted out.

Her hand tightened around him for a moment, then eased. “Good answer.” She stroked him a little faster, bringing him right to the edge before slowing down again. “Did you think about me while you were fucking her?”

Matthew groaned softly. “Sometimes, Sensei,” he said, the feeling building up in his cock making it hard to think straight.

“Be specific,” she snapped.

“I thought about what you would say if you were watching. What you would tell me to do,” he said.

Chisato hummed, sounding pleased. “That’s honest.” She continued edging him with slow, deliberate strokes. “You have my permission to cum into girls. Just be careful. Things might conceive…”

She brought him close to the edge, but didn’t let him finish.

She did it a few times. Every time he got too close, she would stop completely, leaving his cock throbbing and leaking.

It was driving him nuts.

“You’re getting better at holding back,” she said. “But tonight I want to see how far that control goes. I’m going to push you. And you are going to obey.”

She let go of his cock entirely. Matthew lay there panting, his body tense with need. He heard her shift on the bed, then felt her move closer to his head.

“Tonight is about more than just lasting longer,” Chisato continued. “It’s about learning to stay present even when things become confusing. Even when you don’t know exactly what’s happening. You will follow my voice. You will do as I say. No matter what.”

Matthew nodded, though he wasn’t sure if she could see it.

Chisato’s hand returned to his cock. She stroked him again, slower this time, keeping him hovering right on the edge. Her voice stayed close. “You’ve had sex with two women now,” she said. “The store girl and I. That’s a start. But it’s not enough. A real man doesn’t just fuck one or two women and feel satisfied. A real man wants more. But he learns to handle desire without being ruled by it. That’s what we’re building toward.”

She brought him close again, then stopped.

Matthew’s hips lifted slightly off the bed as he fought it back, oozing in ecstasy, before he forced himself to stay still.

“Don’t move unless I tell you to,” she said, her voice sharper. “Control your body. Control your reactions. This is the next level, Matthew. If you can’t do this, then everything we’ve done until now was just practice.”

She started stroking him again, faster this time.

Matthew could feel himself getting dangerously close. His breathing grew ragged. “Sensei—” he warned.

Chisato immediately let go. “Not yet.”

He lay there trembling, cock twitching. The blindfold made everything feel more intense: the sound of her voice, the faint scent of her skin, the way the bed shifted when she moved.

Chisato spoke again, quieter this time.

“I’m going to test you tonight. And I expect you to pass.” There was a brief pause. “Are you ready?”

Matthew swallowed hard. His voice came out low and strained. “Yes, Sensei.”

He felt her shift on the bed once more. The mattress dipped near his hips. He could sense her presence above him, close but not yet touching. His entire body was tight with anticipation, every nerve on edge from the repeated edging.

Chisato’s voice came from directly above him. “Then let’s begin.”

She took hold of his cock, rubbing the head slowly against her wet folds without letting him inside yet.

“Tell me again,” she said, her voice low and strict. “Did you refrain from touching yourself this week?”

“Yes, Sensei.”

“Did you fuck another woman?”

“Yes, Sensei.”

She sat onto him in one smooth motion.

Matthew’s back arched off the bed as her pussy enveloped him. She felt incredible.

But she didn’t give him time to adjust. She began riding him slowly, taking him deep each time she came down.

“Don’t cum,” she ordered. “I’m going to use you tonight. You will hold it until I say otherwise. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Sensei,” he gasped.

Chisato rode him steadily, her hands braced on his chest. Every time his breathing grew too ragged, and his hips tried to thrust up, she would stop moving completely and squeeze around him.

“Control yourself,” she said sharply. “This is the next level. You don’t get to lose yourself just because it feels good. Breathe. Hold it.”

She lifted off him completely and wrapped her hand around his cock again, stroking him with firm, practiced motions.

Matthew was already leaking heavily.

She brought him right to the edge once more before letting go, leaving him throbbing and desperate in the cool air.

Then she straddled him again and sank back down onto his cock. This time her rhythm was a little faster. She rode him with purpose, her breath growing heavier above him. Matthew could feel her getting wetter around him.

“You’ve been good so far,” she murmured.

“But I want more from you tonight.”

She rode him for another minute before pulling off again. Her hand returned to his cock, stroking him slowly.

Matthew was panting now, his wrists pulling lightly against the scarves. The blindness was overwhelming. He could hear every wet sound, every shift of her body.

Chisato’s hand kept moving on him, but something felt… different. The angle of her grip had changed slightly. The pressure was just a little off from what he was used to. At the same time, her voice came from farther away, near the head of the bed instead of right above him.

“Keep holding it,” she said. “Don’t you dare cum yet.”

Matthew’s brow furrowed behind the blindfold. The hand on his cock was still stroking him, but the voice…

Before he could fully process it, the hand released him. The mattress dipped again as a new weight settled over his hips. This body felt slightly lighter. The scent that reached him was different too, more natural than Chisato’s familiar perfume.

Warm wetness pressed against the head of his cock and slowly took him in. It was so tight, he grit his teeth not to cum right then and there.

Matthew’s entire body went stiff.

This was not Chisato.

This girl was tighter in a different way. The angle of her hips, the way she moved as she took him inside—everything felt new and unfamiliar.

A soft, breathy moan escaped her as she bottomed out on him. It wasn’t a sound he had ever heard from Chisato.

His mind reeled.

Who the fuck—?

The girl began riding him with clear passion. She moved with more energy than Chisato usually did at the start. She bounced on his cock, grinding down, taking him deep with every movement. Her hands pressed against his stomach for balance as she found her rhythm.

Matthew’s breathing turned ragged. His cock was still painfully sensitive from all the edging, and this new pussy felt incredible around him. He could hear her soft moans every time she came down on him.

Then she leaned forward. Her mouth found his. The kiss was wild and wet. She licked into his mouth, then pulled back and dragged her tongue across his cheek, up toward the edge of the blindfold.

She was completely uninhibited; kissing him messily, licking his face while she kept riding his cock with desperate movements of her hips.

Matthew groaned into her mouth. He was completely lost. The girl was soaking wet, and every time she slammed down, he had to fight not to cum on the spot.

She sat up again and kept riding him hard. Then, without warning, she pulled off his cock and shuffled forward until her dripping pussy was pressed directly against his mouth.

Matthew moaned as she ground down onto his tongue.

She tasted different from Chisato, or Aika. Sweeter, muskier. She rode his face without hesitation, soaking the blindfold as she moved.

Her thighs trembled on either side of his head while she used his mouth. He could hear her moaning above him, louder now, completely lost in the sensation.

After a while, she slid back down and impaled herself on his cock again. She rode him with even more intensity this time, her pussy clenching around him with every bounce.

She leaned down and kissed him again, messy and desperate, licking his lips and chin while she fucked herself on his cock.

Matthew was shaking. He had been edged so many times that his entire body felt like it was vibrating. Every time the girl slammed down onto him, he had to grit his teeth to stop himself from cumming.

Chisato’s voice came from somewhere near the headboard, calm and instructional.

“You’re doing well. Keep holding it. Don’t cum until I tell you to.”

The girl riding him didn’t slow down. If anything, she got more enthusiastic. She kept kissing him, licking his face, moaning into his mouth while her pussy gripped him tightly. She was completely shameless about using him.

Matthew could feel his orgasm building fast now, no matter how hard he tried to fight it. His cock was throbbing violently inside the unknown girl.

He moaned desperately: unashamed and intense, unable to keep his emotions at bay.

Then, Chisato’s voice cut through the haze again, closer this time. He felt her warm breath on his ear. “Cum.”

The permission was like a gift straight from heaven.

The girl on top of him didn’t stop moving. She kept riding him hard, moaning as she took him deep.

Matthew broke with a choked groan. The orgasm hit him like a tsunami. His whole body shook, and even though the blindfold made his world dark, he saw white.

He came harder than he had ever before, his cock pulsing as he filled her with thick, hot spurts.

His whole body jerked with each throb, his wrists pulling against the restraints. He moaned like he had never before, feeling tears in his eyes, overcome with raw emotion.

The girl kept moving through it, loudly screaming in pleasure.

His release seemed unending, shooting on and on like a machine gun.

Heaven was a place on earth.

When he was finally drained and the girl had come to a standstill, he lay there panting, still twitching inside her.

For a long moment, the only sound in the room was his ragged breathing and that of the girl.

Then he felt the blindfold being gently untied and removed.

The light in the room was dim, but after total darkness it still took his eyes a second to adjust.

He stared at the girl on top of him, and a shock wave went through his body. Goosebumps spread over his skin as he felt lightheaded.

Reina was sitting on top of him.

Her face was flushed deep red, strands of hair stuck to her sweaty forehead. She was still breathing hard, her body glistening in sweat. His cum was slowly leaking out of her and onto his stomach.

She looked down at him with wide, slightly dazed eyes.

Matthew stared up at her, completely stunned.

Reina. Yumi’s best friend.

He had just fucked Yumi’s best friend. He had cum inside of her.

A complicated rush of shock, guilt, and dark excitement crashed through him at the same time.

Reina didn’t say anything as she slowly lifted herself off him with a soft, wet sound.

His cock fell onto his stomach with a juicy slap.

She glanced toward the side of the room, looking at Chisato, suddenly looking a little shy now that the blindfold was gone.

Chisato stood at the foot of the bed, fully dressed, watching them with a calm, satisfied expression. “Thank you, Reina,” she said smoothly. “You can go take a shower now.”

Reina nodded without meeting Matthew’s eyes. She climbed off the bed on shaky legs and disappeared into the bathroom, closing the door behind her.

The room fell quiet again.

Matthew’s wrists were still loosely tied to the headboard as he stared up at Chisato. His mind was spinning.

Chisato walked over and sat down on the edge of the bed. She reached up and gently untied the scarves from his wrists, rubbing the skin where they had been. Then she looked down at him.

Matthew swallowed. His voice came out hoarse. “I—“ he started.

She pressed her finger to his lips.

“Ssst. You were such a good boy. I’m impressed by your stamina. I hadn’t expected you to last that long.”

“R—Reina,” he muttered.

“She was fantastic, wasn’t she?” she said as she smiled. “She was more than willing to help when I approached her. Eager even. She fancies you a lot, you know?”

Matthew had noticed her looking at him, but he would have never dared to guess she actually desired him. His attention had always been on Yumi.

He stayed quiet, lost in thought.

Chisato stroked his chest. “What’s on your mind? Feel free to speak.”

“I… I feel I’m changed,” he said. “I’m not the same person who first met you. I don’t even recognize who I was back then,” he said, not sure what he was getting at. “Thank you. For everything.”

Chisato looked at him for a long moment. Then she let out a soft, sweet laugh.

“Oh, my dear Matthew-kun,” she said, brushing his damp hair back from his forehead. “Changed? We have only just begun.”

She leaned down and kissed his forehead. Then she brought her mouth to his ear and whispered, “This was only a preview of what I have in store for you. Changed? Not yet, my darling. You still have a long way to go.”

Matthew’s body shook, a fresh rush of goosebumps spreading over his skin.

Outside, the lights of Tokyo continued to glow against the night sky.

She straightened herself, an amused look on her face. “I will make you into a real pussy magnet, Matthew. Using your hand will become but a distant memory.”

She leaned in, hovering just above his lips. “Your transformation has only just begun.”

Matthew tried to catch his breath, the taste of Reina still on his tongue and the weight of Chisato’s breasts on his chest.

Her words settled deep within him.

The real lessons, it seemed, were only just starting.

And he couldn’t wait.

To be Continued…


From Damon Everest


Hi, I hope you enjoyed the start of this new series set in exotic Japan! Expect more heat coming soon in Book 2.

Thank you for reading! And see you at the next adventure.
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