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Teasing her Tokyo Tour Guide

Tokyo was far too fascinating a city to be this goddamn boring.

Sadie hovered at the edge of Shibuya Crossing, watching the famous scramble of humanity with a restlessness that made her shift from one booted foot to the other. She’d been here too often. She'd seen it all before. Every year since she'd turned eighteen she'd come here looking for an adventure. But at twenty-three, the annual adventure was starting to wear thin. Three days into her trip, and she was already itching for something—or someone—to make this tradition worth the ten-hour flight.

But that was when she spotted him.

He stood alone under a “Tokyo Cultural Tours” sign, slender in a crisp white shirt embroidered on the pocket, wire-rimmed glasses slipping down his nose. He couldn't have been older than twenty-five, with that particular brand of Japanese handsomeness that made her own half-Japanese heart skip a beat. He was holding up a small English-language placard and scanning the crowd with hopeful anticipation—only to settle on empty space.

“Now, there's an opportunity,” Sadie murmured to herself, adjusting her denim jacket to ensure it fell open just enough to reveal the tight strapless white crop top beneath. She hadn't bothered with a bra today—partly because of the heat, mostly because she loved the freedom—and now she was sure she’d soon be using that fact to her advantage. Her high ponytail swung as she approached him. With each deliberate step, she made sure her hips swung just as much, her pleated grey skirt swishing invitingly against her thighs.

"Konnichiwa," Sadie said, bowing her head slightly as she got closer. His eyes widened behind those adorable glasses, tracking her movement with undisguised interest before propriety kicked in and he straightened his posture.

"Hello," he replied. "Are you interested in a cultural tour of Shibuya?" His English was heavily accented, but otherwise perfect.

Sadie smiled, deliberately stepping closer than was strictly necessary. "Very! When does it start?"

His face fell at her evident enthusiasm, a flush of embarrassment colouring his cheeks. "Ah…" He gestured to the empty space around them. "Unfortunately, no one else has signed up yet. The tour was supposed to start three minute ago, but company policy requires at least five participants. I am allowed to wait for ten extra minutes, but… if the quota is not reached by then it will not go ahead today."

"Oh, that's a real shame," Sadie said, exaggerating the disappointment in her voice. She leaned forward slightly as she spoke, unable to help herself, and watched as his eyes flickered momentarily to her chest before darting away. "I was really looking forward to learning more about Tokyo. My mother's Japanese, you see, but I'm completely clueless myself. Never really got to learn about the culture growing up."

The lie slipped out effortlessly. She'd spent countless summers here with her mother's family, even before her annual solo-outings. She knew the city like the back of her hand. But something about this nervous tour guide made her want to play innocent, to give him a chance to impress her.

"Really? You are… half Japanese?" His eyes studied her features with new interest.

"Hafu, yes," she said, using the Japanese term. "Australian father, Japanese mother. But I grew up in Sydney. This is my chance to connect with my roots." She tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear, letting her fingertips linger against her neck.

"I see," the guide said, clearly torn between company policy and the beautiful woman before him. "My name is Kenji, by the way."

"Sadie," she replied, extending her hand. When he took it, his touch was warm and hesitant. "So, Kenji, no chance of bending the rules a little? Private tour, perhaps?"

He swallowed visibly, adjusting his glasses. "I… I'm not supposed to…"

"What if I promise to be worth five people?" Sadie said, her voice dropping to a suggestive purr. "I ask a lot of questions."

His blush deepened, and he looked around as if seeking either rescue or witnesses.

"I could… get in trouble," he murmured, but she could already see his resolve weakening.

"Tell you what," Sadie said, reaching into her purse. "I'll pay for five spots. Your company gets their money, and I get…" She let her eyes travel appreciatively over him. "The benefit of your undivided attention."

"It's 5,000 yen per person," Kenji said, his voice so low it sounded as if he were sharing a forbidden secret.

Sadie mentally converted that back into Australian Dollars, as she always did. Twenty-five thousand yen was a decent chunk of change, but… Fuck it, she thought—she'd spent so much on this trip already, what damage could another twenty-five thousand do? Besides, the way Kenji's eyes kept darting between her face and the exposed skin above and below her crop top suggested that this would be money well spent.

"Done," she said, pulling out her wallet. "Here's enough for five spots. You can just write down some fake names on your clipboard.

Kenji accepted the money with trembling fingers and a slight bow, carefully tucking the notes into a zipped pouch before scribbling on his clipboard. "Thank you," he said, bowing again. "This is… very generous."

But despite his gratitude, Sadie couldn't help but notice the tightness around his eyes, the way he kept glancing at her and then away, as if she were a bright light he couldn't quite bring himself to look at directly. Was he nervous? Worried? Sadie had dealt with her fair share of shy men before, but Kenji's apprehension seemed different—more layered, more complex.

Perfect. She loved complex.

"So, where do we start?" Sadie asked, deliberately stepping into his personal space. The scent of his cologne—something subtle and woody—made her want to lean in even closer.

"Ah, yes," he said, taking a small step back and consulting his clipboard as if it contained the secrets of the universe. "We should begin with the Hachiko statue, then move to some lesser-known spots in Shibuya. Places tourists don't usually see."

"Places tourists don't usually see?" Sadie echoed, raising an eyebrow. "Now that sounds promising."

Kenji's cheeks flushed again. "Not like… I mean, cultural spots. Historical. Not…" He trailed off, clearly flustered.

"I'm just teasing," Sadie laughed, linking her arm through his. "Lead the way, tour guide."

The contact seemed to short-circuit something in Kenji's brain. He stood frozen for a moment, his arm rigid against hers, before he managed to collect himself.

"This way," he said, gently guiding her toward the famous dog statue. As they walked, Sadie deliberately matched her stride to his, letting her hip occasionally brush against him. Each time it happened, Kenji's step would falter slightly, and that adorable blush would deepen.

"So, tell me Kenji," she said as they approached the bronze statue surrounded by tourists taking photos. "What made you become a tour guide?"

The question seemed to catch him off-guard, his expression shifting from professional to personal and back again in the span of seconds.

"I, ah… I studied tourism management and I like… sharing Japanese culture," he replied stiffly, his voice suddenly formal. His eyes darted away from hers, focusing instead on the approaching statue. "It is a good job for practicing English."

As they reached Hachiko, Kenji gently disentangled his arm from hers, creating distance between them with an awkward shuffle. He positioned himself in front of the statue, straightening his posture and adjusting his glasses with newfound composure.

"Ladies and gentlemen," he began, addressing Sadie as though she were a crowd, his voice taking on a formal cadence as he steadied himself with his familiar patter. "This is the famous statue of Hachiko, an Akita dog who waited faithfully for his owner, Professor Ueno, every day at Shibuya Station…"

Sadie barely registered his words. She'd heard the loyal dog's story countless times—how he continued waiting at the station for nine years after his owner's death. Sweet, but hardly the most exciting tale Tokyo had to offer. Instead, her mind wandered to more interesting possibilities, specifically how to crack the professional veneer of her attractive tour guide.

She watched Kenji's animated gestures, the way his confidence returned when reciting memorised facts. His discomfort with personal questions was telling and—from Sadie’s perspective at least—arousing. There was something delicious about the contrast between his professional poise and his blushing uncertainty when she got too close.

But this rehearsed, melancholic tale of a one dog’s unerring loyalty was already getting boring. Something had to be done to keep Kenji on his toes. Nothing too obvious just yet… just enough to chip away at his composure a bit. Luckily for Sadie, she wasn’t exactly lacking for ideas. First, she though, she’d employ a practiced technique that had worked wonders with previous targets of her teasing.

Maintaining eye contact with Kenji, Sadie reached into her jacket pocket and pulled out a cherry-red lollipop. She unwrapped it slowly, the cellophane crinkling loudly enough to make Kenji falter mid-sentence. With deliberate slowness and sensuality, she slid the candy between her red-painted lips, hollowing her cheeks as she began to suck.

"…and so, in April 1934, a bronze statue was erected—" Kenji's voice cracked as Sadie slowly withdrew the lollipop from her mouth with a soft pop. He cleared his throat. "Erected in his honour, which you see before you today."

Sadie twirled the lollipop between her fingers, watching the sunlight catch on its glossy surface. As Kenji attempted to continue his explanation about the statue's cultural significance, she slowly traced the candy's rounded edge with the tip of her tongue, making a deliberate show of savouring it.

"The statue has been a meeting point for decades," Kenji said, his voice growing unsteady as Sadie's tongue circled the lollipop's circumference with exaggerated slowness. "Many Tokyo residents use it as a… a landmark for…"

His words trailed off as she took the entire candy into her mouth again, her lips sliding slowly around it before she withdrew it with another soft, wet sound. She tilted her head, feigning rapt attention to his lecture while her tongue darted out to catch an imaginary droplet from the corner of her mouth.

"I'm sorry," she said innocently, "you were saying something about meeting points?"

Kenji's Adam's apple bobbed as he swallowed hard. "Yes, meeting… meeting points." He fumbled with his clipboard, nearly dropping it. "Perhaps we should move on to our next location."

"Whatever you think is best," Sadie replied, making direct eye contact as she slid the lollipop between her lips again, this time letting it linger while her cheeks hollowed suggestively once more.

As they walked toward a smaller shrine tucked between modern buildings, Sadie maintained her performance, alternating between quick, teasing licks and long, sensuous sucks. Each time Kenji glanced her way, she made sure to catch his eye, holding his gaze as her tongue worked the candy with deliberate precision.

"This shrine is dedicated to..." Kenji's voice faltered as Sadie slowly dragged the lollipop across her bottom lip, leaving it glistening. "To… prosperity and, um, fertility."

A warm thrill ran through Sadie's body as she watched his composure crumble. The power she held over him—the way his professional demeanour fractured with each suggestive motion—was intoxicating. His discomfort wasn't just amusing anymore… it was positively arousing. The flush spreading across his cheeks, the way his breath caught when she made a particularly suggestive motion with the candy—it all sent a delicious heat pooling low in her abdomen.

"Fertility?" she echoed, her voice husky. "How fascinating." She traced the lollipop along her tongue, letting it rest against her bottom lip as she asked, "What kinds of offerings do people make for… fertility?"

Kenji adjusted his glasses, his fingers visibly trembling. "Traditional offerings include… include…"

His eyes were locked on her mouth now, watching as she slowly ran her tongue over the lollipop’s surface in long, deliberate strokes. A bead of sweat formed at his temple despite the mild temperature.

"Include what, Kenji?" she prompted. She knew full well that using his name without an honorific would sound uncomfortably familiar to him, something usually only done in Japan by intimate partners.

"Traditional offerings include prayers written on wooden plaques, or special amulets purchased at the shrine," Kenji finally managed, his voice strained. "Some couples visit together to… to increase their chances of conception."

It looked as if he were regretting that final sentence even as it tumbled out of his mouth. Most likely an innocent stock response given to countless groups before. But it didn’t sound so innocent right now.

"Mmm," Sadie hummed around the lollipop, withdrawing it slowly as her tongue toyed with it. "And does it work? All this… praying for fertility?" She trailed the sticky candy along her bottom lip again, leaving a glistening trail.

Kenji's eyes followed the movement, transfixed. "Many… believe so. The success stories are… numerous."

"I bet they are," Sadie purred. "Something about sacred spaces just makes me feel so… receptive."

Kenji's clipboard slipped from his fingers, clattering to the ground. As he bent to retrieve it, Sadie could see the flush had spread down his neck, disappearing beneath his collar. When he straightened, his glasses were slightly askew, and his breathing had quickened noticeably.

"I… I should explain the proper way to—" His voice cracked as Sadie withdrew the lollipop with an exaggerated moan of pleasure.

"This is just so sweet," she interrupted, locking eyes with him. "Want a taste?"

She extended the glistening candy toward him, her eyebrows raised in challenge. Kenji stared at the offered lollipop, his mouth slightly open, the internal battle playing out across his features.

Just as he seemed about to reach for it—or perhaps flee entirely—Sadie brought the candy back to her own mouth and bit down hard. The sharp crack shattered the tension between them. She chewed the fragments of candy, swallowed, and tossed the remaining stick into a nearby bin.

"Sorry," she said with a small laugh. "I've actually never been good at sharing."

Kenji blinked rapidly, as if waking from a trance. He adjusted his glasses and cleared his throat, visibly trying to regain his professional demeanour.

"As… As I was saying… I will explain the proper way to make an offering at a shrine. Our next stop," he said, his voice still unsteady, "is Meiji Shrine. It's much larger than this one—one of Tokyo's most important Shinto shrines."

He fumbled in his pocket, producing a small coin which he held out to her with slightly trembling fingers. "Take this. It’s a five-yen coin. We'll use it for offering a prayer in the traditional manner when we get there."

Sadie accepted the coin, deliberately brushing her fingers against his palm as she took it. She examined the coin with an exaggerated look of consideration.

"So you're paying me now?" Sadie asked, holding the five-yen coin between her thumb and forefinger. "Well, I suppose I'll have to earn it, won't I?" Her voice dropped to a suggestive whisper. "I can think of a few ways to repay such generosity."

Kenji's eyes widened, and he took a half-step backward, nearly colliding with a passing couple. "It's—it's just for the shrine offering," he stammered. "A traditional practice."

"I know," Sadie said with a wink, slipping the coin into her jacket pocket. "I'm just teasing. You make it so easy."

As they left the small shrine behind, Sadie noticed how Kenji carefully positioned himself just out of arm's reach, clearly determined not to repeat their earlier linked-arm walk. Every time she drifted closer, he would subtly adjust his trajectory, maintaining that careful bubble of space between them. His vigilance was both amusing and oddly endearing.

They walked in silence for several minutes, weaving through the crowded streets. Kenji occasionally pointed out architectural features or historical landmarks, his voice gradually regaining its professional steadiness when there was sufficient distance between them.

When they reached the base of a long stone staircase that led up to an elevated courtyard, Sadie felt a mischievous thrill run through her. The steps stretched upward at a steep angle, at least fifty of them, worn smooth by centuries of locals and tourists alike.

"These steps are very much like those at Atago Shrine," Kenji explained, gesturing upward. "We won’t be going there today, as it’s about an hour’s walk. But the steps there are known as the 'stairs of success' because—"

"Race you!" Sadie interrupted, her eyes sparkling with challenge.

"What?" Kenji's face registered confusion, then alarm as he realised her intent.

She didn't wait for further reaction. With a playful laugh, Sadie bounded up the stairs, taking them two at a time. Her pleated skirt bounced with each step, the hem lifting dangerously high as she ascended. She didn't look back immediately, giving him time to make his choice—follow closely and enjoy the view, or hang back and maintain his professional distance.

Three steps, four steps, five… she could feel the cool air against the backs of her thighs, knew exactly how the movement was making her skirt dance upward with each bound. The red lace of her panties would be clearly visible from below, a deliberate match to her crimson lipstick.

Ten steps up, she finally glanced over her shoulder, breathless not from exertion but from anticipation.

Kenji stood frozen at the base of the stairs, his face a portrait of conflicted desire. For one suspended moment, his eyes were fixed directly on the flashes of red lace beneath Sadie’s skirt. Then, as if burned by the sight, he jerked his gaze away, focusing intently on a spot somewhere to the left of the staircase. And then…

Something shifted in his expression. A crack appeared in his carefully maintained veneer of propriety. His jaw tightened, his shoulders squared, and with a visible exhale that seemed to expel all his professional restraint, Kenji surged forward.

He took the stairs with surprising speed, his long legs eating up the distance between them. Sadie felt a flutter of victory in her chest and turned her head forward again, deliberately picking up her pace. By looking away herself, she reasoned, she’d be giving him the opportunity to look wherever he wanted with impunity. And anyway, she didn't need to see his face to know where his eyes would be focused now. The knowledge alone—that he had finally surrendered to temptation—sent a delicious thrill coursing through her.

Her boots thumped against the worn stone as she bounded upward, each step calculated to provide maximum exposure. The cool air kissed her the bare skin of her toned legs, all the way from the tops of her boots to the edges of her underwear. She imagined his eyes following the rhythmic bounce of her ass, the way she would jiggle for him with each impact, how the thin red lace would partially disappear between her cheeks before reappearing with her next step.

"Matte!" he panted, slipping into his native tongue before realising and correcting himself. “Wait!" His voice was closer than she’d expected, breathless with exertion, but breathless too with something deeper, something more… primal.

She didn't slow down, didn't turn. Instead, she deliberately quickened her pace, practically skipping up the remaining stairs. Her heart raced with the delicious certainty that Kenji's professional mask had finally slipped, that his eyes were drinking in every forbidden glimpse she offered.

When she reached the top platform, she spun around, smoothing down her skirt with exaggerated innocence. Kenji arrived mere seconds later, his chest heaving, face flushed a deep crimson. He stood just one step below her, his glasses slightly askew, his eyes dark, wide and conflicted.

"Beat you," Sadie said sweetly, as if they'd been engaged in nothing more than a childish game. She tilted her head, feigning confusion at his obvious discomfort. "You okay? You look a little… flustered."

Kenji adjusted his glasses, his gaze darting everywhere except directly at her. "I'm… fine," he managed, voice strained. "But… we shouldn't run on historical steps. It's… dangerous."

"Oh! I'm so sorry," Sadie replied, pressing her palms together in mock apology. "I got carried away. The view is stunning though, don't you think?" She gestured vaguely back down at the cityscape, but her meaning couldn't have been clearer.

Kenji froze, caught between truth and propriety. His mouth opened, closed, opened again. "I… the view is…" he stammered, sweat beading on his brow.

"The stairs," Sadie pressed innocently, watching him squirm. "The view on the way up was particularly nice, don't you agree?"

His face somehow managed to flush even deeper. "I wasn't—I didn't—" He stopped, visibly struggling for words, hands fidgeting with his clipboard.

Sadie stepped closer, invading his personal space once more. "Didn't what, Kenji?" she whispered, letting her breath tickle his ear.

He swallowed hard. "We should continue the tour," he said stiffly, stepping sideways to create distance between them. "The shrine courtyard is through here."

But Sadie wasn't ready to let him off so easily. "You know," she said, following him closely, "that sort of thing always confused me about the Japanese side of my family. In Australia, we're much more direct about things. So, for example, if you like what you see, you can just say so."

Kenji's step faltered. He nearly tripped over his own feet. "That's not—I wouldn't—" He took a deep breath, visibly trying to regain his composure.

"Forget it," Sadie said with a casual wave of her hand, her lips curving into a satisfied smile. The mortified expression on his face told her everything she needed to know. He had looked—definitely looked—and his inability to admit it only made the victory sweeter. The power she held over him sent a delicious shiver down her spine. "Let's see this shrine you've been talking about."

Relief washed over Kenji's features as he nodded gratefully, leading her through the large wooden torii gate that marked the entrance to Meiji Shrine's grounds. As they walked along the wide gravel path flanked by towering cypress trees, his professional bearing gradually returned.

"Meiji Shrine was dedicated to Emperor Meiji and Empress Shōken," he began, his voice steadying as he slipped back into his well-rehearsed monologue. "Construction began in 1915 and was completed in 1926. The original buildings were destroyed during World War II bombings, so what we see today was reconstructed in 1958."

Sadie nodded politely, only half-listening as her mind raced with possibilities. The shrine visit was predictable—she'd been here at least four times before—but the way Kenji's eyes kept darting nervously toward her and then away suggested that her earlier teasing had left him deliciously vulnerable. And vulnerable men were so much more fun to play with.

As they approached the main shrine complex, Kenji led her toward a stone basin filled with water, several wooden ladles resting across its edge.

"Before approaching the main hall," he explained, gesturing to the basin, "visitors must purify themselves through temizu—the ritual cleansing of hands and mouth. This symbolises the washing away of impurities before entering sacred space."

His voice had regained its tour-guide cadence, but Sadie could still detect the slight tremor beneath it. He was trying so hard to maintain his composure.

"I'll demonstrate the proper procedure," Kenji continued, picking up one of the wooden ladles. "First, you rinse your left hand."

He dipped the ladle into the water and poured it carefully over his left hand.

"Then your right hand."

He repeated the motion with his other hand.

"Next, you pour water into your left palm, bring it to your mouth, rinse, and spit the water beside the basin—never into it. Finally, you rinse the ladle handle by tipping it vertically, allowing water to run down it, before returning it to its place."

Sadie watched with feigned fascination, but her mind was already several steps ahead. When Kenji finished his demonstration and handed her a ladle, she accepted it with an innocent smile that belied her intentions.

"My turn?" she asked sweetly.

"Yes, please proceed," Kenji said, gesturing toward the basin.

Sadie dipped the ladle into the cool water, feeling the wooden handle smooth against her palm. She carefully poured water over her left hand as instructed, then her right, making a show of following Kenji's directions precisely. His eyes followed her movements with the intensity of a teacher evaluating a student's technique.

"Like this?" she asked, voice dripping with innocence as she filled the ladle once more.

"Perfect," Kenji nodded, visibly relaxing as she followed the ritual correctly.

But as she performed the final step, Sadie deliberately left water in the ladle. As she brought the water in her hand to her lips, she simultaneously tilted the ladle with feigned clumsiness. The cold water cascaded onto her chest, soaking the thin white fabric of her crop top. The sudden chill made her gasp—genuinely, despite her intentions—as the water spread across the material.

"Oh no!" she exclaimed, dropping the ladle with a convincing display of dismay. "I'm so sorry! How stupid of me!"

The effect was as immediate as it was dramatic. Her crop top, already thin to begin with, became virtually transparent as it clung to her skin. The dark outlines of her nipples, hardened instantly by the cold water, pressed visibly against the wet fabric, leaving absolutely nothing to the imagination.

"I—It's okay," Kenji stammered, his eyes widening to saucers. "It happens sometimes—"

But his words died as Sadie reached for her denim jacket, ostensibly to prevent it from getting wet. Instead of pulling it closed, however, she tugged it open wider, pretending to examine the damage while actually framing her soaked top perfectly.

"Do you think it will dry quickly?" she asked, looking down at herself with a pretend air of distress, all the while making sure to arch her back and present herself even more fully to him. "God, it’s so cold!"

Kenji's mouth opened and closed wordlessly. His eyes were locked on her chest, pupils dilated, the professional tour guide persona completely abandoned. The clipboard in his hands tilted downward, forgotten, as he stared unabashedly at the way her nipples pushed against the transparent fabric.

A thrill of satisfaction coursed through Sadie. This was exactly the reaction she'd hoped for—the careful, professional Kenji reduced to speechless desire by a simple ‘accident’. She watched his chest rise and fall as he breathed hard, his gaze still unable to travel upward to meet her eyes.

"Kenji?" she prompted softly. "Is there somewhere I could… dry off?"

He blinked rapidly, as if emerging from a trance, but still couldn't tear his eyes from her chest. "I… there's… restrooms," he managed, his voice cracking. "But I don't have… towels…"

"Maybe the sun will dry it," Sadie suggested, stepping into a patch of sunlight filtering through the trees. She stretched languidly, raising her arms above her head in a move that pulled the wet fabric even tighter across her breasts.

"It's really quite warm out," she said, maintaining eye contact with Kenji as she slowly slid the denim jacket from her shoulders. "It’ll dry faster if I just…"

The jacket fell away completely, leaving her standing in nothing but the soaked, nearly transparent crop top. The white fabric clung to her curves like a second skin, the dark peaks of her nipples clearly visible through the wet material.

A small gasp from nearby drew her attention. An elderly Japanese couple had stopped on the path, the woman's hand flying to cover her mouth in shock. Behind them, a group of Western tourists nudged each other, pointing and whispering. Within seconds, a small crowd had gathered, their attention fixed on Sadie's exposed form.

Kenji's face transformed from desire to mortification as he registered the growing audience. His eyes darted frantically between Sadie's revealing display and the onlookers, his expression a mixture of panic and shame. The professional embarrassment of being associated with such a display at a sacred shrine seemed to hit him all at once.

"Please," he whispered urgently, "people are looking."

But instead of covering herself, Sadie smiled and stretched again, revelling in the attention. "The sun feels amazing," she purred.

Kenji's breathing quickened as more people stopped to stare. A temple attendant had noticed the commotion and was heading their way with a stern expression. In a moment of desperate resolve, Kenji rushed forward, positioning himself directly in front of Sadie. He spread his arms wide, the clipboard in one hand creating a makeshift barrier between her exposed chest and the growing crowd.

"Nothing to see," he called over his shoulder in Japanese, then in halting English to the foreign tourists. His body formed a protective shield, rigid with tension.

"Oh no," Sadie whispered, her eyes widening naïvely as she looked down at herself again. "Is it that bad?"

The genuine panic in Kenji's eyes told her everything she needed to know, but she couldn't resist pushing him further. She moved closer, pressing against his protective barrier, her voice dropping to a whisper only he could hear.

"How see-through is it exactly?" she asked, her expression the picture of innocent concern. "Can you… can you see… everything?"

Kenji's throat worked as he swallowed hard, his protective stance wavering as he glanced down at her chest, then quickly back to her face.

"Please," he hissed, his voice strained. "It's very… transparent."

"But… how much?" Sadie pressed, her eyes wide and imploring. She wanted to hear it from his lips, wanted him to admit to her exactly what he’d been so entranced by. "I need to know what they can all see. Is it just the outline or…?"

The temple attendant was getting closer, his face stern with disapproval. Tourists continued to gather, phones now appearing in hands.

"Your… your…" Kenji couldn't seem to form the words.

"My what?" Sadie insisted, moving even closer. "Tell me, Kenji."

"Your nipples," he finally whispered, the words clearly painful to say aloud. "Yes, I can see them. Everyone can see them."

Sadie's face broke into a smile, her hand coming to rest on his arm. "Thank you for being honest. And thank you for protecting me like this." She leaned closer, her lips nearly brushing his ear. "My hero."

The word seemed to galvanise him. Without another word, Kenji bent down and snatched her jacket from the ground, then placed his hand firmly at the small of her back. The touch sent an electric current through Sadie's body.

"This way," he muttered, steering her firmly toward a small building to their right. "Restrooms."

As they moved quickly through the crowd, Kenji kept his body angled to block as much of Sadie from view as possible. The whispers and stares followed them, but Kenji's determined stride never faltered.

When they reached the restroom entrance, he thrust the jacket into her hands. "Go inside and take off the wet top," he instructed, his voice a mixture of authority and embarrassment. "Just wear your jacket instead."

Sadie accepted the jacket with a coy smile. "Now you're trying to get me out of my clothes?" she teased. "Mixed signals, Kenji."

Kenji's face flushed an impossible shade of red. "Please," was all he managed to say.

"Alright, alright," Sadie laughed, backing toward the restroom door. "I'll be good. Promise."

Inside the restroom, Sadie leaned against the sink, heart racing with exhilaration. The thrill of public exposure always sent a rush through her that no other sensation could match. She peeled the wet crop top from her skin, the fabric making a soft sucking sound as it released her breasts. The cool air of the bathroom made her nipples tighten further, and she took a moment to admire herself in the mirror—skin flushed pink with excitement, eyes bright with mischief.

"Well played, Sadie," she murmured to her reflection, cupping her breasts briefly before slipping on her denim jacket. She buttoned it just enough to be decent—the middle three buttons only, leaving plenty of cleavage and midriff exposed. The jacket's rough texture against her hardened peaks sent another delicious shiver through her.

She wrung out the wet top, stuffed into her small purse, and checked her appearance once more. Her ponytail had come slightly loose during their hurried retreat, giving her a dishevelled look that only enhanced the suggestion of what had just transpired. Perfect, she thought. No need to rectify that.

When she emerged from the restroom, Kenji was pacing nervously, clipboard clutched to his chest like a shield. He froze when he saw her, eyes immediately dropping to the expanse of skin visible both above and below the buttons of her jacket.

"Better?" Sadie asked innocently, doing a small twirl that caused the jacket and skirt to flare open momentarily.

Kenji exhaled sharply, his expression caught between exasperation and undeniable desire as his eyes lingered on her exposed skin.

"We should move on to the next location," he said, voice strained as he gestured toward the path leading away from the shrine. "I think we've caused enough… disruption here."

"But we haven't offered our prayers yet," Sadie protested, reaching into her pocket. She pulled out the five-yen coin he'd given her earlier, holding it up between her thumb and forefinger. "I've been looking forward to this part."

Kenji hesitated, conflict evident in his eyes. The professional tour guide in him clearly wanted to maintain the cultural experience, but the flustered man wanted nothing more than to escape this sacred space where they'd already caused such a scene.

"Okay," he finally conceded with a sigh. "But please be quick. We should not draw any more attention."

“I’ll be on my best behaviour,” Sadie said with a smile.

They joined the queue of visitors waiting to approach the main shrine hall. Kenji stood close behind Sadie, his presence warm at her back as he leaned forward to explain in hushed tones.

"First, you toss the coin into the offering box," he instructed, his breath tickling her ear. "Then ring the bell twice by pulling the rope. Bow twice, clap your hands twice, then hold them together while you make your wish or prayer. Finally, bow deeply once more before stepping away."

Sadie nodded attentively, not revealing that she'd performed this ritual dozens of times throughout her life. There was something deliciously intimate about letting him guide her through it, pretending ignorance while plotting her next move.

When their turn came, Sadie stepped forward, acutely aware of Kenji's position directly behind her. She surreptitiously adjusted the waist of her skirt just enough to achieve the desired effect. She tossed the coin into the wooden box with a satisfying clink, and tugged the thick rope to ring the bell. The deep, resonant sound vibrated through the air. She bowed then clapped her hands as was expected of her, her silent prayer relating to what was about to come.

Then, with deliberate slowness, she bent forward into the final deep bow. She exaggerated it as much as possible, bending at the waist, her knees locked, hands braced against them. Her short pleated skirt rode up, revealing the full expanse of her red lace panties to Kenji, who stood mere inches away.

Through the polished surface of the brass bell, Sadie caught Kenji's reflection—his eyes wide, his mouth open, his gaze locked on the curve of her cheeks and the thin lace barely covering them. His clipboard hung forgotten at his side, his free hand frozen in mid-air as if he'd been about to reach out before stopping himself.

She held the position much longer than necessary, watching his reflection as he swallowed hard, his eyes never leaving the display she presented. A temple attendant cleared his throat pointedly, and Sadie unfurled from her bow with languid grace, taking a deliberate step backward.

She felt the solid warmth of Kenji's body behind her just before contact. But when they collided, she made no effort to step away. Instead, she pressed her ass firmly against his crotch, feeling there an unmistakable, delightful hardness.

"Oh!" she gasped, feigning surprise as she wiggled against him, as if to regain her balance. "I'm so sorry, I didn't realise you were standing so close."

The friction sent a delicious thrill through her body. Kenji had gone rigid with shock… but not just shock. His clipboard clattered to the ground as his hands instinctively moved to her hips—whether to steady her or himself, she couldn't quite tell. For one electric moment, his fingers dug into her flesh through the thin material of her skirt before he seemed to remember himself and jerked his hands away as if burned.

"I—I—" Kenji stammered, his voice a strangled whisper. His face had gone pale except for two bright spots of colour high on his cheekbones.

Sadie turned to face him, maintaining their proximity, her eyes wide with false innocence. "Are you alright? You seem a little…" She glanced meaningfully down between them, then back up to his face with a small, knowing smile.

Kenji remained frozen, mouth working soundlessly as several temple visitors behind them shifted impatiently, waiting for the queue to progress.

"Your turn," Sadie prompted gently, touching his arm. "The offering? You should make your prayer too."

He blinked rapidly, as if waking from a trance. "Yes. Right. I should…" He fumbled in his pocket for a coin, nearly dropping it twice before managing to toss it into the offering box.

As Kenji mechanically went through the motions of the ritual, Sadie watched him with undisguised pleasure. His hands trembled as he rang the bell, and when he bowed, his movements were stiff and uncoordinated. She could practically feel the heat radiating from his body, evidenced by the fine sheen of sweat on his brow despite the cool temple air.

When he finished and turned back to her, his eyes couldn't quite meet hers.

"Where to next?" Sadie asked brightly, as if nothing unusual had happened.

Kenji cleared his throat, bending to retrieve his clipboard. "We should… there's a garden outside the temple…" He paused, visibly struggling to collect himself. "Perhaps we should take a break. There's a small izakaya… a bar. We can get something to eat and drink."

"Perfect," Sadie purred, linking her arm through his once more, before he had a chance to distance himself this time. "I'm absolutely parched."

As they walked toward the exit, Sadie kept her body pressed close to his side, occasionally letting her hip bump against him. Each instance of brief contact made Kenji's step falter slightly, his breathing growing increasingly uneven.

"You know," she said conversationally, "I'm actually quite hungry after all that sightseeing. I wouldn’t mind getting some meat into me."

Kenji chose not to respond at all to that last comment.

Turning down a small side-street off the garden Kenji had mentioned, the izakaya soon came into view, a traditional wooden storefront with noren curtains hanging in the doorway. Kenji appeared visibly relieved to be shifting to a more conventional activity.

"This place is very authentic," he said, his voice steadying somewhat as he slipped back into tour guide mode. "Not many tourists know about it. Too busy sticking to the main roads."

The izakaya was dim and intimate, with low wooden beams and paper lanterns casting a warm glow over the scattered tables. The rich aromas of grilling meat and savoury sauces filled the air, mingling with the soft murmur of conversation and occasional bursts of laughter. A few businessmen occupied one corner, ties loosened after a long day, while a couple of elderly locals nursed small cups of sake at the counter.

"What should I order?" Sadie asked, widening her eyes in practiced naïveté. "Everything looks so… unfamiliar." Another lie—not only could she read the menu board that was written entirely in kanji, but she recognised every dish.

Kenji seemed to relax slightly at the mundane question. "What would you like to drink?"

"Sapporo," she replied immediately. "I've always wanted to try Japanese beer."

"Good choice," he nodded. "Maybe some yakitori to go with it? Grilled chicken skewers—they're excellent here."

"That sounds perfect," Sadie smiled.

"Please, let me order. You find a table for us," Kenji suggested, clearly grateful for a moment's reprieve from her proximity. "I'll bring the drinks and food when they are ready."

Sadie scanned the room, considering her options while Kenji waited. Finally, she pointed to a secluded corner. "That one looks nice and private."

As Kenji turned to look, his expression shifted subtly. The table she'd indicated wasn't really a table at all—just a narrow wooden counter built into the wall with a single bench seat. No chairs, no opposite side. Whoever sat there would be shoulder-to-shoulder, thigh-to-thigh.

"I… I'll join you in a moment," he managed, turning quickly toward the counter.

Sadie sauntered toward the corner, acutely aware that Kenji was watching her progress despite his attempt to focus on ordering. She slid onto the bench, positioning herself deliberately near the middle—not so far to one side that he could maintain a comfortable distance, but not so obviously central that her intentions would be completely transparent.

She unbuttoned another button on her jacket, ensuring that when Kenji returned, he'd be treated to an even more generous view of her cleavage. The rough denim still occasionally brushed against her bare nipples, continuing to send little sparks of pleasure through her body each time she shifted position, and reminding her of her earlier exploits—urging her ever onwards.

True to his word, Kenji appeared moments later, a glass in each hand. He set down a tall, frosty glass of Sapporo beer in front of Sadie, the golden liquid crowned with a perfect head of foam. For himself, he'd chosen only water—crystal clear in a simple tumbler.

"The yakitori will be ready any minute," he said, his voice carefully neutral as he gestured toward the bar. "I'll just wait for them at the bar."

"Thank you," Sadie replied, lifting the beer to her lips. The cold, crisp liquid slid down her throat, refreshing after their afternoon of sightseeing—and mischief. She watched Kenji retreat to the bar counter over the rim of her glass, admiring the way his shoulders tensed beneath his white shirt.

When he returned a few minutes later, he carried a small wooden platter laden with skewers of glistening, chargrilled chicken, their edges caramelised to a perfect golden-brown. The savoury aroma made Sadie's mouth water instantly.

Kenji paused at the edge of their little alcove, his eyes darting from the narrow bench to Sadie's deliberately central position. She could practically see the calculations running behind his eyes—weighing the awkwardness of asking her to move against the intimacy of squeezing in beside her.

"Everything okay?" Sadie asked innocently, taking another sip of her beer.

"Yes, of course," Kenji replied quickly, setting down the platter with care.

He hesitated for just a moment longer before making his decision. With a small, resigned exhale, he slid onto the bench beside her, his body immediately pressing against hers from shoulder to knee in the confined space.

"Sorry," he murmured, attempting to shift away slightly, but finding nowhere to go. "It's a bit… tight."

"I don't mind at all," Sadie responded, deliberately leaning into him as she reached for a skewer. Her bare thigh pressed firmly against his, the heat of him seeping through the thin fabric of his trousers. "Actually, it's quite cozy."

She bit into the chicken, letting out a small, appreciative moan that was only partially exaggerated. "This is delicious," she said, licking her lips slowly. "You were right to recommend it."

Kenji nodded stiffly, his own hand hovering uncertainly above the platter before selecting a skewer for himself. Every time he moved, their bodies shifted against each other, creating a constant, tantalising friction that seemed to make him increasingly flustered.

"So," Sadie said conversationally, shifting her position slightly so that her skirt settled even higher on her thighs, "you only got water for yourself? Not joining me for a beer?"

Kenji cleared his throat, his eyes flickering briefly to her newly exposed upper leg. "I… I'm working," he explained, his voice soft but firm. "I need to maintain… professional standards."

"So that means you can't have fun?" Sadie asked, leaning closer. The movement caused her jacket to gape open further, revealing the gentle curve of her breast. "What's the point of living in such an amazing city if you can't enjoy yourself a little?"

Kenji's eyes flickered momentarily to her exposed skin before snapping back to her face. "That's not the point," he said, reaching for his water glass with a slightly trembling hand. "This is my job. I have responsibilities."

"Hmm." Sadie took another slow sip of her beer, watching him over the rim. She deliberately left a smudge of red lipstick on the glass. "Have you had any fun at all today? Or have I just been too annoying a customer?"

His eyes widened at the question, a flush creeping up his neck. "No, you're not—I mean, it's been—" He stumbled over his words endearingly, unable to form a coherent response.

"You seem… unwilling to express yourself freely," she observed, her voice dropping to a teasing whisper. She shifted again, her thigh now pressing more firmly against his. "I wonder why that is?"

Kenji stared fixedly at the plate in front of him, but made no move to create distance between them. The tension in his body was palpable—like a wire pulled taut, ready to snap.

"You know," Sadie continued, her fingers idly tracing patterns on the wooden table, dangerously close to his hand, "there were a few moments from our tour that I thought you might have enjoyed… quite a bit."

His head jerked up, eyes meeting hers with a mixture of alarm and undeniable heat.

"For example," she pressed, leaning in so close that her lips nearly brushed his ear, "when we were at the shrine. After I bowed. I don’t know… I thought you seemed… particularly attentive then."

Kenji swallowed hard, his Adam's apple bobbing visibly. "I—I was just doing my job. Making sure you performed the ritual correctly."

"Is that so?" Sadie's fingers inched closer to his hand. "And at the stairs? I suppose you were monitoring my technique there too?"

His breathing quickened, the flush on his face deepening to crimson. "I was… ensuring your safety."

"Mmm, my safety," she echoed, her voice honey-sweet with scepticism. "I guess that explains why you had to keep so close behind me. But… you didn't happen to notice anything else during our little race? Nothing caught your eye?"

Kenji took a gulp of water, nearly choking on it. "I… I don't know what you're suggesting."

"I think you might," Sadie whispered, her breath warm against his neck. "I think you might have enjoyed the view a bit more than you're willing to admit."

His hand shook as he held his glass, sending ripples across the surface of his water. "This is… an inappropriate conversation for a tour guide and client."

"Is it?" Sadie asked, shifting to face him more fully. Her knee now pressed against his thigh, her partially unbuttoned jacket revealing tantalising glimpses with each breath. "Well, I wouldn’t want to be inappropriate now, would I?” She took another slow sip of her beer. “But let’s just say, I had a lot of fun being shown the sights by you today, Kenji… And I just hope you also got something out of… seeing the sights too."

Kenji's eyes widened, darting between her face and the exposed skin of her chest. For a brief moment, something like raw desire flashed across his features before he shuttered it away.

"You have been a very… memorable client," he managed, his voice strained.

"Memorable?" Sadie echoed with a soft laugh. "That's diplomatic. Come on, Kenji. We're both adults here. I promise I won't report you to your manager."

He stared at his water glass, gripping it like a lifeline. "I… I enjoyed today," he admitted carefully, each word measured. "Your company has been… stimulating."

"Stimulating," she repeated, savouring the word. "Now we're getting somewhere. And what exactly stimulated you the most? Was it our conversation? The historical landmarks?" She leaned closer as she trailed off, daring him to give voice to his true thoughts.

Kenji's breath caught audibly. For one electric moment, he seemed on the verge of confession, his lips parting, eyes darkening with unmistakable desire.

"I… enjoyed showing you Tokyo," he finally said, retreating once more behind professionalism. "The cultural exchange has been… educational."

Sadie sighed, frustration mingling with amusement. He was so close to cracking, yet still clinging to his damned professionalism.

"Educational," Sadie repeated, raising an eyebrow. "I see."

She recognised the familiar pattern—his desire battling with his sense of propriety, coming so close to the edge before retreating back to safety. It was clear he wouldn't take the final step himself. Not without a push.

Now or never, she thought.

With calculated ‘clumsiness’, Sadie reached for another yakitori skewer, her arm sweeping across the table. Her hand knocked against Kenji's water glass, sending it toppling over. The crystal-clear liquid cascaded directly into his lap, soaking through his trousers with startling efficiency.

"Oh my god!" Sadie gasped, eyes wide with false horror. "I'm so sorry! I'm such an idiot!"

Kenji jerked upright, the cold water shocking him into a yelp of surprise. "It's—it's okay," he stammered, looking down at his soaked crotch with dismay.

Before he could stand, Sadie grabbed a handful of napkins from the dispenser on their table. "Here, let me help," she insisted, immediately pressing the napkins against his wet lap.

"No, no, it's fine—" Kenji protested weakly.

"Don't be silly," Sadie said, patting firmly at the wet fabric. "It's my fault. The least I can do is help clean up the mess I made. God, I’m such a klutz today!"

Her hands worked with deliberate pressure, dabbing and pressing against his thighs and—with increasing boldness—the centre of his lap. She kept her eyes on her task, but couldn't suppress a small smile at the strangled sound that escaped his throat.

"I think it's mostly dried," Kenji managed, his voice strained to breaking point.

"Not yet," Sadie disagreed, continuing her ministrations. She pressed harder now, moving the napkins in small circular motions. "These pants are quite thin. We need work fast to make sure it doesn't soak all the way through."

With confident pressure, her fingers traced the outline of him through the damp fabric. And she felt the response she’d been hoping for beneath her touch. The hardening was unmistakable, growing more pronounced with each deliberate stroke of her hand.

"Please," Kenji whispered, but there was something new in his voice—a husky quality that belied his words. "You don't need to—"

"I insist," she murmured, finally looking up to meet his gaze. The raw desire in his eyes sent a jolt of triumph through her. "I wouldn't want you to be uncomfortable for the rest of our tour."

His breathing had grown shallow, his pupils dilated behind his glasses. Yet for all his protests, Sadie noted that his hands remained at his sides, making no move to stop her. If anything, his legs had parted slightly, unconsciously giving her better access.

"There," she said softly, tossing the used napkins aside. Her eyes never left his as she reached for fresh ones from the dispenser. "Let me just make sure we’ve got it all."

This time, though, there was no more pretence. Sadie's fingers found her target through the damp fabric. She felt him hardening further beneath her touch, the thin material of his trousers doing nothing now to disguise his arousal.

A barely audible sigh escaped Kenji's lips, a strained whisper that hung between them in the dim corner of the izakaya.

She worked with slow, methodical strokes, her fingers wrapping around his length through the fabric. The napkins provided a flimsy excuse as she squeezed gently, watching his face transform with each deliberate movement of her hand.

"How is that, Kenji?" she asked, her voice a sultry whisper. "How does that feel?"

His eyes fluttered closed for a moment, his breath catching in his throat. When he opened them again, something had shifted—his professional veneer finally cracking completely.

"It feels… good… Sadie," he finally admitted, her name falling from his lips with unexpected intimacy. It was the first time he'd addressed her by name since she'd met him, and the sound of it on his lips sent a rush through her body.

She smiled—a predator's smile, victorious and hungry. "I'm glad," she murmured, continuing her ministrations with renewed confidence, her fingers working up and down his length, feeling him pulse beneath her touch.

Kenji's hips shifted subtly, as if unconsciously seeking more pressure. His hand moved to cover hers, not to stop her but to guide her, pressing her palm more firmly against him.

"You've been thinking about this all day, haven't you?" Sadie whispered, leaning closer so her breath tickled his ear. "Ever since the stairs… since the water basin… since the shrine…"

"Yes," he confessed, his voice thick with desire. "I… couldn't stop looking at you."

The admission, so simple yet so profound after hours of denial, sent a surge of heat through Sadie's core. She squeezed him harder, relishing the small gasp that escaped his lips.

"And what were you thinking about, exactly?" she pressed, her hand never ceasing its rhythmic movements. "Tell me."

Kenji glanced around nervously, but their secluded corner kept them hidden from the other patrons. The low murmur of conversation and clinking glasses provided perfect cover for their whispered exchange.

"I was thinking about…" he hesitated, then seemed to make a decision. "About reaching out and touching you… About what you might look like without those red panties…"

Sadie's breath caught at his boldness. "Well, well," she purred, her fingers tracing the head of his cock through his pants. "It seems my ever-so-professional tour guide has been having some very unprofessional thoughts."

A soft moan escaped his lips as her thumb circled his sensitive tip. "I… couldn't help it," he admitted, his voice barely audible. "You've been driving me crazy all day."

"That was the plan," Sadie whispered, leaning so close her lips brushed against his ear. "And now I'm wondering just how unprofessional you're willing to get."

Her hand continued its rhythmic strokes, feeling him grow impossibly harder beneath her touch. The thin, damp fabric of his trousers left nothing to her imagination—she could feel every ridge, every vein, every throb of his arousal.

"This isn't… we shouldn't…" Kenji's protest died in his throat as Sadie's free hand reached for his, guiding it to her bare thigh.

"Shouldn't what?" she challenged softly, sliding his hand upward until his fingers brushed against the edge of her pleated skirt. "Touch me? Like you've been wanting to all day?"

His fingers trembled against her skin, hesitating at the boundary of her skirt. Then, with a shuddering exhale that seemed to expel the last of his restraint, Kenji's hand moved beneath the fabric of his own accord.

"That's it," Sadie encouraged, parting her thighs to grant him the access he’d unconsciously granted her mere minutes before. "Show me what you've been thinking about."

His fingers traced tentative patterns along her inner thigh, each touch growing bolder as he ventured higher. When he finally brushed against the lace of her panties, they both inhaled sharply.

"You're… so wet," he murmured, surprise and arousal mingling in his voice as his fingers explored the damp fabric.

"What did you expect?" Sadie replied, her breath hitching as he pressed more firmly against her. "I've been thinking about this all day too."

The confession seemed to ignite something in Kenji. His touch grew more confident, fingers slipping beneath the edge of her underwear to find her slick heat. The shy tour guide was transforming before her eyes, his buttoned-up stoicism giving way to raw desire.

"Right here?" he asked, circling her clit with agonising precision. "Is this what you want?"

"Yes," Sadie gasped, her own hand faltering in its rhythm as pleasure coursed through her. "Don't stop."

They each maintained the façade of normalcy as best they could—two tourists sharing a quiet drink in a corner—while beneath the table, their hands worked each other into a frenzy. Sadie's fingers fumbled with Kenji's zipper, desperate now to feel him without the barrier of fabric.

"Not here," Kenji whispered urgently, even as his fingers continued their skilful exploration.

"Not here," Kenji whispered urgently, even as his fingers continued their own skilful exploration.

"No?" she asked, her voice deliberately innocent as her fingers continued to stroke him through his pants. "You don't want me to pull you out right here?"

Kenji's breath was ragged, his eyes darting nervously around the izakaya—dangerously populated despite their secluded corner.

"I know a place," he said, his voice dropping to a husky whisper. His fingers reluctantly withdrew from beneath her skirt, leaving Sadie aching for more. "Close by."

"Of course you do," she grinned, watching as he hastily adjusted himself beneath the table.

He rose to his feet first, taking the initiative for the first time that day as he grabbed her wrist. The sudden assertiveness sent a thrill through her as he guided her toward the exit, tossing money on the counter as they passed.

"The garden," he explained, his pace quickening as they emerged into the deepening twilight. "There's a quiet spot. Nobody will be there this time of evening."

Sadie felt her pulse quicken at his boldness. "Look at you," she teased as they hurried down a narrow path flanked by maple trees. "Taking me to a public place. I'm impressed."

"You've broken me," he admitted, his voice a mixture of resignation and desire as he led her deeper into the garden. "I've never done anything like this before."

"Lucky me," Sadie murmured, squeezing his hand.

The path wound around the outskirts of the shrine complex, eventually opening to a secluded park-like clearing enclosed by dense bamboo. Stone lanterns cast soft pools of light across the moss-covered ground, while a small wooden pavilion stood nestled against the foliage.

Kenji guided her toward the pavilion, checking over his shoulder before pulling her inside. The moment they were hidden from view, his demeanour transformed completely. He pressed her against the wooden wall, his mouth finding hers in a hungry, desperate kiss that stole her breath away.

Sadie moaned against his lips, her fingers tangling in his hair as she pulled him closer. The shy tour guide was gone, replaced by a man consumed with need. His hands roamed over her body, one sliding beneath her jacket to cup her bare breast beneath while the other hiked up her skirt.

"All day," he groaned against her neck, "watching you tease me. Driving me crazy."

"That was the idea," Sadie gasped as his thumb circled her nipple. "But I didn't expect you to be so… bold."

His fingers found the edge of her panties, slipping beneath the damp lace. "This what you wanted?" he asked, his voice rough with desire as he slid two fingers inside her. "To corrupt your tour guide?"

"God, yes," she moaned, her head falling back against the wall as pleasure coursed through her.

Sadie snapped her head forward again, capturing his mouth again in a bruising kiss, her tongue exploring his with newfound urgency. The taste of him made her dizzy with want. She trailed her lips along his jaw, then down to the sensitive skin of his neck, where she alternated between gentle kisses and teasing bites.

He gasped as she toyed with his earlobe, sucking gently, then lapping it with her tongue. His fingers continued their delicious movements inside her, curling upward to find the spot that made her tremble.

"I need to feel you," she whispered against his skin, her hand sliding between their bodies. The metal of his zipper was cool against her fingertips as she tugged it downward, the sound impossibly loud in the quiet pavilion. She slipped her hand inside, past the barrier of his trousers, seeking the heat of him.

When her fingers found the opening of his boxers and brushed against his bare skin for the first time, they both inhaled sharply. She wrapped her hand around his length, marvelling at the silky hardness, the pulsing heat.

Kenji moaned, his forehead dropping to rest against hers as she began to stroke him with slow, deliberate movements. His fingers matched her rhythm inside her, creating a perfect circuit of pleasure between them.

Their synchronised whimpers echoed softly in the wooden structure, mingling with the distant sounds of the city beyond.

"Is this what you were thinking about?" she whispered, increasing her pace. "When you saw me on those stairs? When my top got wet?"

"Yes," he admitted, his voice breaking as her grip tightened. "This… and more."

His confession sent a surge of heat through her core. She worked him faster, feeling him throb against her palm as his own fingers curled inside her with increasing urgency.

"Tell me," she demanded, her voice breathy with approaching climax. "Tell me what you wanted to do to me."

Kenji's lips found her ear, his voice transformed into something primal and honest. "I wanted to bend you over. Right there at the shrine. I wanted everyone to see what a tease you are."

The words, so unexpected from her previously shy guide, pushed her closer to the edge. Her hips bucked against his hand as he pressed his thumb against her clit, circling with expert pressure.

"You're not as innocent as you seem," she gasped, her hand never ceasing its rhythm on his cock.

"And you're exactly as wicked as you seem," he countered, nipping at her earlobe.

Their bodies moved together in the dim light, finding a perfect synchronicity. Sadie felt the familiar tension building low in her belly, coiling tighter with each stroke of his fingers. Kenji’s breathing, too, grew increasingly ragged.

With sudden decisiveness, his free hand clamped around her wrist, halting her movements on his length. His eyes, once timid, now burned with determination.

"No," he breathed, his voice husky but firm. "Not yet. Let me take care of you first."

Before she could protest, his fingers inside her doubled their efforts, their gentle exploration transforming into something fierce and demanding, curling upward with each thrust, finding just the right spot to make her knees go weak.

"Fuck," Sadie gasped, her hand still loosely wrapped around him, no longer stroking but simply holding on as if to anchor herself against the rising tide of sensation. Her body surrendered completely to his touch, all her earlier control evaporating under this unexpected dominance.

Kenji's other hand moved to her jacket, deftly unfastening the remaining buttons until it fell open completely. The cool evening air kissed her exposed skin for only a moment before his mouth replaced it. His lips closed around one hardened nipple, tongue swirling with the same urgent rhythm as his fingers below.

"Kenji," she moaned, allowing her head to fall back once more. The dual assault of his mouth on her breast and his fingers pumping relentlessly inside her was overwhelming. Each thrust of his hand sent electric waves of pleasure coursing through her body, building and intensifying with merciless precision.

He alternated between her breasts, licking and sucking with surprising skill, occasionally grazing her sensitive peaks with his teeth. All the while, his fingers maintained their relentless pace, the wet sounds of her arousal mingling with their ragged breathing in the quiet pavilion.

"That's it," he murmured against her skin, his voice deeper than she'd heard it all day. "Just let go."

The tension coiled tighter within her, a spring wound to breaking point. Sadie's thighs began to tremble, her inner walls clenching around his fingers as she teetered on the precipice. Her grip on his cock tightened unconsciously, drawing a sharp hiss from his lips that vibrated against her breast.

"I'm—I'm close," she panted, her free hand clutching at his shoulder, nails digging into the fabric of his shirt.

Kenji redoubled his efforts, his fingers curling and twisting inside her with almost brutal intensity. His thumb found her clit, circling it with firm, deliberate pressure as his mouth worked feverishly at her breasts.

The combination proved too much. With a strangled cry that she barely managed to muffle against her own shoulder, Sadie shattered. Her body convulsed around his fingers, waves of pleasure crashing through her with such force that her vision blurred at the edges. Still he didn't relent, working her through each pulsing aftershock until she was gasping for mercy.

"Please," she whispered, her body quivering uncontrollably against the wooden wall. Every nerve ending sang with electricity as she clutched at his shoulders to stay upright.

Kenji slowly withdrew his fingers, glistening with her arousal in the dim lantern light. His eyes, once so timid, now watched her with undisguised hunger as she struggled to catch her breath.

"You look beautiful like this," he murmured, his voice thick with desire.

Sadie surged forward, capturing his mouth in a fierce kiss. Her tongue explored him deeply, possessively. The lingering aftershocks of her orgasm still pulsed through her, but she was already hungry for more.

Without breaking their kiss, her hand tightened around him again. Then she tugged him free completely, wrapping her fingers around his newly liberated length. Feeling him unconfined now, she let out a satisfied hum that vibrated between their joined mouths.

Suddenly, she pulled away. Her legs were still trembling as she slowly sank down before him. Kenji's eyes widened as he realised her intention, his breath catching audibly in his throat.

"Sadie, you don't have to—"

His words dissolved into a strangled moan as she took him between her lips, her tongue swirling around his tip with deliberate slowness. She looked up at him through her lashes, maintaining eye contact as she gradually took him deeper into her mouth.

"Kimochi ii," he gasped in his native tongue, one hand instinctively moving to tangle in her hair, disturbing her ponytail further.

Sadie worked him with practiced skill, alternating between long, slow strokes and quick, teasing flicks of her tongue. Her hands weren't idle either—one cupped and massaged him below while the other gripped his hip, guiding him subtly deeper.

The taste of him, the weight of him on her tongue, the way his fingers tightened in her hair—it all combined to send renewed arousal coursing through her still-sensitive body. She moaned around him, the vibration making his hips jerk involuntarily.

"Sorry," he whispered, immediately trying to pull back.

But Sadie wasn't having it. Her grip on his hip tightened, encouraging him to move. She wanted this—wanted to feel him lose control, wanted to know she'd broken through every last barrier of his carefully maintained professionalism.

Understanding dawned in his eyes. With tentative movements at first, then growing bolder, Kenji began to guide her rhythm, his hand in her hair directing her as his hips rocked gently.

"You're incredible," he breathed, watching her with undisguised awe. "So beautiful. So perfect."

The praise sent a thrill through her. She redoubled her efforts, taking him deeper, hollowing her cheeks as she sucked even harder.

Something shifted in Kenji's demeanour. His gentle guidance suddenly transformed, his fingers tightening in her hair with newfound purpose. A low growl escaped his throat—a sound so primal and unexpected that it sent a shiver down Sadie's spine.

"No more teasing," he commanded, his voice unrecognisable from the shy tour guide who'd blushed at her every provocation hours before.

Before she could process the transformation, he took control completely. His hips surged forward, driving himself deeper into her mouth with an assertiveness that made her eyes widen in surprise. Gone was any hesitation, replaced by a raw dominance that left her breathless.

Sadie moaned around him as he established a relentless rhythm, her hands dropping to her sides in wordless surrender. This was what she'd been pushing for all day—to break through his careful restraint, to unleash whatever lay beneath. And now that she had, the intensity was intoxicating.

His fingers twisted in her hair, holding her steady as he fucked her mouth with deliberate, measured strokes. Her eyes watered slightly, but she maintained his gaze, revelling in the dark hunger she saw there. This was the real Kenji—the man he’d kept carefully hidden behind politeness and protocol.

"This is what you wanted, isn't it?" he panted, his voice strained as he continued his rhythmic thrusts. "To push me until I couldn't take it anymore?"

She could only moan in response, her tongue working eagerly against his length as he used her for his pleasure. Her own arousal mounted again, her body responding to his unexpected dominance with a fresh wave of heat.

Sadie felt the telltale signs of his approaching climax—the quickening of his pace, the hardening of his already rigid length, the slight tremble in his thighs. His breathing grew increasingly ragged as his fingers tightened further in her hair, pulling her ponytail completely loose.

Just as she prepared for his release, Kenji suddenly withdrew, leaving her gasping and confused. His cock pulsed inches from her face, his chest heaving with the effort of his restraint.

Unwilling to relinquish control entirely, Sadie leaned forward, her tongue darting out to trace lazy circles around his sensitive tip. She felt him twitch against her tongue, saw his jaw clench with the effort of holding back.

"No," he said, his voice hoarse but commanding as he pulled her to her feet. His eyes burned into hers, dark with a desire that bordered on dangerous. "I want to take you the way you've been asking for it all day."

The words sent liquid heat pooling between her thighs. Sadie knew exactly what he meant—how he wanted to claim her, to punish her for every provocative gesture, every suggestive look, every boundary she'd pushed since the moment they'd met.

"Then take me," she whispered, her breath catching as she saw his eyes darken further.

Without needing instruction, she turned around. She glanced over her shoulder at him, her loose hair cascading down her back, her lips curved in a knowing smile. One final tease. She brought her hands together in front of her chest and clapped twice—the exact ritual they'd performed at the shrine.

The sound echoed in the wooden pavilion, a mockery of sacred tradition that made Kenji's nostrils flare with desire. Then she slowly, deliberately bent forward at the waist in an ersatz bow, her back arching as she braced her hands against the wooden wall. Her pleated skirt rose with the movement, revealing the red lace he'd been obsessing over all day.

Sadie felt the cool night air against her exposed skin as she presented herself to him, her body thrumming with anticipation. For a heartbeat, nothing happened—then she heard his sharp intake of breath, followed by the rustle of movement behind her.

His hands gripped her hips with bruising intensity. She felt the rough scrape of his fingernails against her skin as he hooked them into the waistband of her panties and tore them downward in one violent motion.

And then—oh god—nothing but wet heat as his mouth claimed her from behind. His tongue traced her entrance with devastating precision, lapping at her slickness with hungry strokes that made her knees quake. His strong hands kneaded the flesh of her ass, spreading her wider as he devoured her with unexpected skill.

"Fuck," Sadie moaned, her forehead pressing against the cool wood as pleasure coursed through her. The sensation of his mouth working between her legs from this angle was exquisitely intense, each stroke of his tongue sending electric currents up her spine.

Kenji hummed against her flesh, the vibration adding another layer to the overwhelming sensation. His fingers dug into the soft flesh of her cheeks, spreading her wider as his tongue delved deeper, exploring every fold, every sensitive spot with meticulous attention.

Sadie's hips bucked against his face, her body seeking more of the delicious pressure. The shy tour guide had transformed completely, his earlier hesitation replaced by a primal hunger that left her gasping. His tongue circled her entrance before plunging inside, then withdrew to lap at her swollen clit with deliberate strokes.

"Please," she whimpered, unsure what exactly she was begging for. More pressure? More speed? Or simply for him to never stop?

As if reading her thoughts, Kenji's rhythm increased, his tongue flicking rapidly against her most sensitive spot while one hand released its grip on her ass to slide beneath her. His fingers found her clit, circling it with precision as his tongue continued its relentless exploration.

With the ferocity of a man unleashed, Kenji's mouth wandered from her slick centre, his tongue trailing hot, wet paths across the sensitive skin of her inner thighs. Each brush of his lips sent shivers cascading through her body. He nipped gently at the tender flesh where her thigh met her ass, the slight pain melting instantly into pleasure that made her gasp.

"Oh god," Sadie moaned as his tongue swept upward, tracing the curve of her cheek. His hands spread her wider, exposing her completely as he tasted every inch of her. When his tongue dipped into the cleft between her cheeks, her entire body jerked with surprise and arousal.

She squealed, the sound echoing in the wooden pavilion as his tongue circled her rear entrance with brazen confidence. The taboo sensation combined with his fingers still working relentlessly at her clit sent waves of electric pleasure coursing through her. "Kenji! Yes!"

His response was a low growl against her sensitive flesh, the vibration amplifying the already overwhelming sensation. His tongue pressed more firmly, teasing and exploring while his fingers continued their skilled manipulation below. The dual assault was maddening—too much and not enough all at once.

Sadie's legs trembled, threatening to give way entirely as pleasure built within her core. Her fingers scrabbled against the wooden wall, seeking purchase as her body surrendered completely to his ministrations.

"I can't—I can't stand—" she gasped, her knees buckling slightly.

In one fluid motion, Kenji rose behind her, his hands gripping her hips to steady her. The sudden absence of his mouth left her aching, but before she could protest, she felt something else pressing against her entrance—hot, hard, insistent.

"Tell me," he growled, his voice rough with desire as he rubbed himself against her slickness. "Is this what you've been pushing for all day?"

"Yes," Sadie hissed, pushing back against him. "Fuck me, Kenji. Now."

He entered her with one powerful thrust that drove the breath from her lungs. Sadie cried out, her body stretching to accommodate him as he filled her completely. For a moment, neither moved—both suspended in the exquisite sensation of their joining.

Then Kenji's hands tightened on her hips, and he began to move. Gone was any trace of the shy tour guide—in his place, a man consumed by primal need. His thrusts were deep and relentless, each one driving her forward against the wall with satisfying force.

"Feels so good," Sadie moaned, meeting each thrust with equal fervour. The sound of skin against skin echoed in the small pavilion, mingling with their shared gasps and groans.

One of Kenji's hands slid up her back, fingers tangling in her hair, gathering the dark strands in his fist. He pulled back gently, arching her spine into a deeper curve that allowed him to thrust even deeper. Sadie gasped at the new angle, pleasure sparking behind her eyes as he hit the perfect spot with each measured stroke.

His other hand abandoned her hip, snaking around to her front. His fingers found her breast, kneading roughly as he continued to drive into her from behind. The dual sensation—his cock filling her completely, his hand gripping her sensitive flesh—sent sparks of electricity racing through her body.

"This is what you get," he growled against her ear, his voice unrecognisable from the polite tour guide she'd met hours ago. "For being so naughty. For teasing me all day."

His fingers pinched her nipple, sending a jolt of pleasure-pain through her that made her inner walls clench around him. He groaned in response, his rhythm faltering momentarily before resuming with even greater intensity.

"Yes," Sadie moaned, pressing back against him, matching his rhythm. She leaned into his pantomime with a voice dripping in face innocence. "I deserve to be punished,” she panted, “I've been so bad."

She arched her back further, offering herself more completely to his ruthless pace. He released her hair from his grip, trailing his hand upward until his fingers wrapped loosely around her throat. The gentle pressure wasn't threatening—just enough to stabilise her as he pounded into her with increasing force.

"Such a tease," he panted, his fingers flexing against her neck. "Making me want you in front of everyone."

He slid his hand up her throat, cupping her chin. Two fingers pressed against her lips, demanding entry. Sadie opened willingly, sucking his fingers into her mouth as he continued to thrust relentlessly into her from behind.

"I'm sorry," she mumbled around his fingers, the words muffled but unmistakable. "Sorry for being so bad."

Kenji's response was to hook his fingers into her cheek, pulling slightly as if to emphasise his control over her. The gesture was possessive, dominant—a far cry from the shy man who'd blushed at her every suggestive comment mere hours before.

Sadie moaned around his fingers, the slight discomfort only heightening her pleasure. Her tongue swirled around the digits in her mouth, tasting the salt of his skin as her body surrendered completely to his punishing rhythm.

He withdrew his fingers from her mouth, a thin strand of saliva connecting them to her lips for a moment before breaking. His now-wet fingers traced a path down her chin, her throat, between her breasts, leaving a cool trail that made her shiver despite the heat building within her.

His hand joined the other, both breasts now firmly in his grip as he pulled her upright against his chest, her back arching as he continued his relentless pace.

"God!" Sadie cried out, her voice echoing through the wooden pavilion and into the night beyond. She no longer cared if anyone might hear them—the pleasure was too intense, too all-consuming to contain.

"This," Kenji growled in her ear, his fingers digging into the soft flesh of her breasts, "is what happens when you break the rules." His voice had transformed completely, deep and commanding where once it had been so hesitant, so polite.

"You should promise to be a good girl from now on," he continued, his lips brushing against her ear as he drove into her with punishing force.

"I… promise," Sadie gasped, her head falling back against his shoulder. "I'll be good. So good."

Kenji's rhythm faltered, then one hand left her breast, bending her away from him again before coming down hard on her ass with a resounding smack that echoed through the pavilion. The sting bloomed across her skin, transforming instantly into a wave of pleasure that made her cry out.

"I don't believe you," he murmured, his voice dark with desire. "Not for a second."

"I will," she insisted, pushing back against him, desperate for more. "I swear. You know what's best for me."

Another sharp smack landed on her other cheek, harder this time. The impact sent shockwaves through her body, her inner walls clenching around him in response.

"Yes," she moaned, "I deserve this. I deserve it all."

Kenji released her other breasts then, both hands moving to grasp her ass firmly. His fingers dug into the reddened flesh as he held her in place, pounding into her with renewed vigour. Each thrust was deeper, harder than before, the new angle hitting spots that made stars burst behind her eyes.

The slight sting of her spanked ass only heightened every sensation, the pain melting seamlessly into pleasure with each powerful thrust. Sadie felt herself approaching the edge again, her entire body trembling with the force of her impending release.

"I'm… going to… come again," she panted, her voice breaking as the tension coiled tighter within her. "Kenji, I'm—"

"Good," he growled, never slowing his brutal pace. His fingers dug deeper into her flesh, surely leaving marks that would remind her of this moment. "Because so am I." His voice dropped to a commanding whisper directly against her ear. "And you're going to take it all."

The words pushed her over the edge. Sadie shattered with a scream that tore from her throat, her body convulsing around him as waves of pleasure crashed through her. Her vision blurred, knees threatening to buckle as her orgasm ripped through her with unprecedented force.

She pulsed around Kenji’s length, her body squeezing him with each wave of her climax. Rather than slowing, he drove into her with determination, prolonging her pleasure with each powerful thrust. The sight of her—trembling beneath him, completely undone—fuelled something primal within him.

"That's it," he growled. "Take it all."

His fingers sank deeper into the soft flesh of her ass, gripping her fervently as he chased his own release. The pavilion was filled with the sounds of their joining—skin against skin, her breathless whimpers, his ragged breathing.

With one final, savage thrust, Kenji buried himself to the hilt. A guttural moan tore from his throat as he spilled inside her, his entire body shuddering with the force of his release. Sadie gasped as she felt the hot pulse of him, filling her completely, claiming her from within.

"Oh god," she whispered, eyes closed as she savoured the sensation of him emptying himself inside her. This was what she'd wanted—what she'd been pushing for since she’d first spotted him beneath that tour sign. To reduce him to this primal state, to make him lose all control, to feel him mark her as his own.

They remained locked together for several long moments, both trembling with aftershocks, neither willing to break the connection just yet. Kenji's forehead rested against her shoulder, his breath coming in hot gusts against her sweat-dampened skin.

Eventually, he eased himself from her body, both of them gasping softly at the separation. Sadie turned within the circle of his arms, her legs still unsteady as she faced him. The transformation in his expression was remarkable—no more shyness, no more professionalism, just undisguised satisfaction and lingering desire.

"That was…" he began, seeming to search for words in either language.

"Perfect," Sadie finished for him, her lips curving into a satisfied smile. She reached up to brush a strand of hair from his forehead, the gesture unexpectedly tender after the intensity they'd just shared. "And exactly what I needed."

Kenji laughed softly, adjusting his glasses which had somehow remained on throughout their encounter. "I think you planned this from the beginning," he said, his voice regaining some of its earlier composure, though rougher now, more intimate.

"Maybe," she admitted with a playful shrug. "But you exceeded all my expectations."

As they began to straighten their clothing, reality slowly reasserted itself. The sounds of distant traffic filtered through the bamboo surrounding their private pavilion, reminding them of the world beyond this moment.

"The tour…" Kenji began, glancing at his watch with a bemused expression.

"I think we covered the most important cultural experiences," Sadie replied with a wink. “So, don’t worry, Kenji. You’ll be getting a very good review.”
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