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I recognized her before she cleared the gate. Same black jacket, same ducked head, same way she clutched the strap of her tote bag with both hands like she was bracing for muggers even in the airport.
Her eyes caught mine and there was a tiny breath of hesitation before her smile broke across her face. She didn’t wave, didn’t call out. Just started scuffling quickly toward me, face down, eyes wide, grin spreading, until I met her halfway and folded her into my arms. She was even smaller than I remembered.
Neither of us said much in the car. Her English was much better over text. In person, she answered with one-word sentences, soft and cautious. “Yes.” “It’s okay.” “I like to.” The silence didn’t feel uncomfortable though. She kept glancing at me, and smiling and dropping her face when I caught her. She struggled to say something difficult and gave up in a flurry of shy blushing shrugs.
The second my apartment door shut behind us, however, she turned and pressed her entire body into me like some invisible force had been holding her back until this very moment. Her searching kiss was soft at first, hesitant, but then quickly became deeper, hungrier. I unzipped her jacket and her arms slipped around my waist, her fingers clutching at the back of my shirt like she needed to hold onto me while the room spun around her.
Her tall boots stayed on even with her skirt bunched up around her hips. We didn’t make it to the bedroom. She gasped when I lifted her and set her on the kitchen counter, her thighs parting instantly the moment I touched her inner thigh.
Her underwear was thin and already damp, nearly see-through with it, and she bit her lip when I ran my fingertip across the front of them. I pushed them aside and her breathing stutter. Her knees came up and locked behind me and her back arched deeply. I only touched her leaking folds with the very tip of my member, and she reacted as though electrically stung, sucking breath through clenched teeth and convulsing through her core.
Back in Japan, I had been introduced to her in a museum where she acted as a guide for me, a favor for a family friend. But her and I soon snuck out to the private tiny garden where the chemistry between us instantly shot up.
But nothing could be acted on. She was paged, my group had to reconvene. We traded numbers, but I knew that was a token gesture and nothing more. We didn’t even talk as I had no Japanese and she had no more than greeting-level English. It was the kind of encounter you leave where it happened, and wonder “what if” the rest of your life.
Only, six months later, I really did get a text from her. She had been sent on an exchange to a sister-museum in a city one state over, and now she had a two-week holiday coming up. “Can I come see you?” she texted.
I didn’t hesitate to answer in the affirmative, but I was wary. She was very conservative, very quiet, shy even. Everyone around her back in Japan were conservative and traditional. I wondered what I’d do with her if she meant to stay with me the whole two weeks. Would I give her my bedroom and take the couch?
But now her fingernails were cutting into my waist, her heels her pushing hard into my lower back, and her tiny cries were catching in her convulsing throat as I teased her sopping folds with the steaming head of my cock.
When I pushed myself inside her, frictionless, she drilled her glassy eyes into mine. Her fingers dug harder into my shoulders. Every slow long thrust was met with a tiny gasp at the top, then another, her whole body tightening around me inside and out. It had been six months of wondering and imagining. And now this.
This felt like we were making up for every lost minute. I gripped her ass and skidded her forward to the edge of the counter. She tore at the hair on the back of my head and lashed my mouth with her tongue. She reached down between us and squeezed her fingers around the base of me to make it that much harder for me to hold back inside her.
She lowered herself down onto her back in front of me and draped her knees over my shoulders still wearing her tall black leather boots. She lifted her hips and circled them at me and smiled at me from the countertop the more I lost my mind and my footing, my knees buckling from the way she clenched me inside her.
“It’s good?” she said, and I lost it. So did she.
We didn’t talk much that night. Or the next morning. Or the whole next day. We fucked on the couch, in the shower, on the bed, on the floor. Every time I looked at her, I saw a different version of the girl I met in Japan — sometimes shy and blinking up at me like she wasn’t sure how she ended up here, and sometimes staring so directly at me while riding me that I had to look away. She moved on my like a wave washing up a beach, and she devoured me like a fire breathing dragon. It was nonstop. We slept in bits and pieces.
By day three, I hadn’t left the apartment, even ordering food in. I was dehydrated and exhausted. But every time I tried to nap, she crawled under the sheets and started kissing my chest, my stomach, and then my balls and finally my cock like it was her turn to take over, nothing more. I let her. I wasn’t thinking about anything else. Not until Jared and his girlfriend Becca showed up.
Jared knocked twice and let himself in like always. “Hope you’re decent,” he called out, laughing. Becca followed behind him carrying a paper bag of pastries, grinning like she already knew we weren’t.
I pulled a shirt and shorts on and came out of the bedroom. Yui raised herself to sitting up against the pillows, knees drawn up, blinking full of innocence. I shut the door.
“Didn’t she get here Friday?” Jared said.
“You’re gonna kill her,” Becca said, handing me the bag. “Three days locked up in here with you? She needs air.”
I laughed, but there was truth in it. I hadn’t exactly had a chance to think since I picked her up. She hadn’t complained, hadn’t even suggested getting out and looking around. But now that Becca said it, I wondered if she’d just been waiting for me to offer. I mean, you can’t survive the way we were living the last three days.
Jared leaned through the doorway and smiled at her. “Hey, I’m Jared. Pete’s friend.”
She nodded all polite and soft-spoken again. “Yes. Hello.”
“And this is Becca,” he said, gesturing to her. “We were gonna go check out the art district, then maybe the conservatory. Give you a little tour, maybe?”
She looked at me waiting. I shrugged. “You want to go see the city?”
She glanced down, pulled the blanket higher up her chest, then smiled and nodded.
“She needs a break,” Becca said, kindly but firm. “From you.”
“Fair,” I said, stepping aside as they went through to the kitchen. “Just don’t let her get kidnapped.”
Jared grinned. “We’ll guard her like national treasure. Becca even learned how to say ‘bathroom’ in Japanese.”
“Of course I did,” she said, beaming. “You have to welcome guests properly.”
They weren’t pushy, just warm. Yui came out dressed again, probably the first time since the airport I saw her dressed. Becca asked her if she wanted to see the museum or the market first. Jared joked about bringing her back with ten shopping bags. She laughed quietly and brushed her hair behind her ear and bowed her head as she passed by Jared in the hall. It was automatic, a habit, and he gave her a little half-wave, not mocking it but mirroring it, respectful like.
When the door shut behind them, I stared at the back of it for a long second, then exhaled. I was exhausted. Or maybe it was because I hadn’t been alone in days. I kept picturing the way she’d looked at me when I asked if she wanted to go with them. It was like she was waiting to be told what to do.
I walked back into the bedroom, sat down on the messy bed, and smelled her on the sheets. Something about that did it, and I had to jerk off right there, her name swirling around my mind and on my tongue, replaying the way she looked back over her shoulder on her way out the door, the same way she did on her elbows and knees when I was slamming her little body as hard as I could. Did she want me to go with her? Would I miss something if I didn’t?
They were gone most of the day. I tried not to check my phone, but every couple hours I found myself staring at it, waiting for something, maybe a text, maybe a photo. Nothing came, no updates, no “she’s having fun,” no “we’re on our way back.” Just silence.
I cleaned up, put the sheets in the wash, took a shower, shaved, opened the windows. I wanted the apartment to smell fresh when she got back, like we were starting another first day. Or like the first three days hadn’t just happened in a blur of sweat and moaning and crying and her body wrapped around mine in every position we could find.
It was past eight when I finally heard them at the door. There came laughter first, keys jangling, then Becca’s voice rising in mock indignation about something Jared had said. I opened it before they could knock.
Yui stood between them, cheeks pink, her eyes shining from wine or maybe just from being around other people. She looked soft and relaxed, like someone had pulled the tension out of her shoulders that was there when she left.
“Did you wear her out?” I asked, smiling.
Becca and Jared shot a glance at each other before Becca held up a little paper bag. “We brought you dessert.”
“Great,” I said, eyes still on Yui. “I’m starving.”
She stepped inside and slipped her shoes off carefully, the way she had the first night, still so exact about everything. She didn’t say anything, just looked up at me with that small, slow smile, then tilted her head. I brushed her hair behind her ear and leaned down to kiss her cheek. She let me, but didn’t lean in. I didn’t think much of it at the time. She seemed timid or ashamed, but then that could have just been the way she naturally was with people around.
Jared and Becca didn’t stay long. We stood in the doorway chatting a while, talked about which exhibits they liked, and which ones were overrated. Jared said Yui had impeccable taste and Becca kept calling her adorable. They genuinely liked her. She’d made them laugh, apparently. There were pictures of he to send me, Becca said.
When I finally shut the door behind them, I turned and found her I the kitchen and I gestured with a tilt of my head and a grin toward the bedroom. She headed immediately down the hall, her jacket hanging off her shoulders. She looked back at me once, just briefly, then disappeared into the bedroom. I followed of course, peeling off my shirt as I walked.
Yui was on the bed and already under the covers. Just her shoulders and head were visible, her hair fanned out over the pillow, the covers pulled all the way up to her nose like she was cold, or hiding.
I climbed in beside her and kissed her through the blanket. “Did you have fun?”
She nodded quickly under the covers, but hid more deeply under them.
I slid my hand beneath the blanket gently and slowly, trailing a path over her thigh. She didn’t stop me but she pulled up stiffly. Her knees parted without her making a sound when I nudged her, but there was a hesitation. She was stripped to her panties and bra, and I drew her panties halfway down her hips. Her skin felt hot against my fingertips. I drew her panties off her curling toes and discovered she wasn’t just wet, she was soaking.
That, I figured, must have been the reason for her stiffness and hesitation. She must have been embarrassed about how randy she was, and I grinned at how she must have had to hold it in all day, being polite and conservative, and all the while hardly able to wait to get home to me. She had exactly the same kind of day I had, it appeared.
I slid down on my stomach, wrapped my arms around her thighs, and blew on her. She had cupped her hand around herself and when I tried to gently peel her hand away, her other hand shot down to take up duty hiding herself from me. But I coaxed her and she let me, but not without drawing the sheet up over her face all the way, hiding completely  from me up there instead, and I opened her folds, kissed her flesh, and sucked on her folds.
Why bashful now, after all we’d already done?  She was pouring wet the first time on the kitchen counter and stayed wet the whole three days, but this was something next level. I withdrew my face and looked her over a moment, there was so much. I went back down on her and inserted my tongue in her. Her body lifted and arched and squirmed and she chewed on the sheet and made those sweet sounds, all of it somehow enhanced even more than earlier.
I was thinking, wow, just eight hours apart, and she’s like this for me. I settled into licking and sucking on her, but I couldn’t get past the kind of wetness she was flooding out with. It was hotter, but thicker, too, almost lumpy. Her clit was red and raw, already exposed. Her whole pussy was red. She came nearly instantly the moment I sucked on her.
I didn’t say anything about just how wet she was, she already seemed embarrassed and I didn’t want her to pull away, it was too hot to stop. I came up over her and tried to pull the sheet from her face to kiss her, but she shook her head, “No.”
I kissed a trail back down her body, sucked on her breasts, circled and flicked my tongue over her nipples, and made my back down her stomach.
The scent hit me then: not sharp, not unfamiliar, but somehow different. My hands slid beneath her thighs, and I lowered my face back down to her.
She gasped when my tongue found her again. It triggered an immediate release for her, like she’d been holding it in. Her legs flexed, pressed inward, and I had to nudge them apart again to keep going. I licked her slowly, gently, but the taste stopped me again. It was richer than I remembered her, and faintly bitter. It was too thick.
I kept going anyway. It didn’t register right away, it was just a flicker of a question in the back of my mind that I kept batting away. She was moaning now, breath catching, hands curling in the blanket up near her face. Her hips arched toward my mouth with more urgency than before, like she needed it more this time, and faster. It was like something in her had cracked open over the course of the day. She was wild before, but now she was out of control.
When I slid two fingers deeply into her, she cried out, her body seizing up and then melting into the bed. She was wetter than I’d ever felt her, so slick and hot. My fingers moved slowly, feeling her clench and release around them, and the longer I went the more it built. She came again, fas, easily. Her thighs squeezed my shoulders and she pulled the blanket tighter over her face. It was like she didn’t want to be seen falling apart so quickly.
I stayed there, licking her slowly through the aftershocks, eyes half-closed, trying not to think too hard about the taste in my mouth. We were still so new to each other, it could be anything.
Eventually I crawled up beside her, slid my arm under her shoulders, and pulled her close. Her body was warm and boneless, her face flushed, hair stuck to her forehead in soft strands. I kissed her temple and she blinked slowly, eyes distant. There were still no words, just that same quiet obsequious smile.
I didn’t ask what they did today. I didn’t ask where they went after the museum. And I didn’t ask why her panties were already soaked when I got to them. I just wrapped the blanket around both of us and held her as she drifted off to sleep.
Lying there in the dark, I stared at the ceiling, my mouth still tingling with the taste of her. I told myself I was overthinking it, that nothing was more strange than everything already was. I told myself I was just tired or twisted up from being alone all day after three straight days of whatever that was we had. But the thought kept coming back to me, slow and dense just like  the way she’d come around my tongue.
Something was different. And for reasons I couldn’t explain, my cock was getting hard about it.
The next morning, Yui woke me by climbing on top of me. Her hair was a wild bed mess, lips parted, the covers half over her back. I hadn’t even opened my eyes when I felt her bare thighs straddle my hips. No words again, of course, and no hesitation either. Just the warmth of her body settling onto and around mine.
She reached between us, took me in her hand, and guided me into her. I opened my eyes just as she sank down, her breath catching, her eyes fluttering shut. There was no slow teasing this time. She was already wet again, already open. I let out a grunt as she bottomed out on me, her palms pressing into my chest for balance. Her wetness felt more thin and slippery again. It felt normal again.
But she moved differently that morning. There was a rhythm to her hips that hadn’t been there before, less tentativeness, more instinct. She wasn’t looking to me for cues, she was chasing something of her own. Her head tilted back, her mouth parted open, and she began riding me harder than she had before. Her breasts bounced with each movement, her breath catching in soft little gasps. I reached up and cupped them, thumbs brushing her nipples, and she shivered and didn’t stop.
It was raw and unfiltered. She wasn’t smiling, she wasn’t whispering my name, she wasn’t looking into my eyes. She was somewhere else entirely, fucking me as though on a cloud.
I held her hips thrusting up into her to meet her pace, and she let out a moan, sharper, and deeper. Her eyes flew open, as though surprised by herself, as though reorienting herself to her surroundings, like she forgot where she was. She clamped her hand over her mouth like she hadn’t meant to make a sound that loud. Her body trembled and she came like that, still moving, still fucking me all the way through it, her nails digging into my chest as her orgasm rolled over and through her.
When she finally collapsed on top of me, panting, I held her there and I didn’t say anything. It seemed like a sacred moment.
Later, as I got dressed, I found the panties she’d worn last night crumpled under the edge of the bed. I picked them up without thinking and turned them over in my hand. The stain at the crotch was darker. It wasn’t dry but not quite fresh either. I brought them to my nose and paused.
I couldn’t say what I expected to smell, maybe nothing, maybe her. But the scent wasn’t right. It wasn’t wrong, exactly, just faintly off. I dropped them into the laundry and stood there, staring at the washer like it might explain something to me.
She padded out of the bedroom in my shirt, hair tousled, eyes still soft with sleep. She wrapped her arms around my waist from behind and leaned her cheek against my back. I covered her hands with mine, forcing the thoughts down, forcing them out.
I was losing my mind. That had to be it. Sleep deprivation, I told myself. Who really knows women’s bodies, who really knows women? Especially Japanese women who can show themselves so extraordinarily conservative outside the bedroom door, and so wild inside.
Jared texted around noon. He said they were heading out to the beach, wanted to know if we wanted to come. I showed the message to Yui while she was sitting at the table eating cereal out of a mixing bowl, legs curled under her like a cat. She tilted her head and read the screen slowly, then looked up at me.
“I go?” she asked, spoon pausing midair.
“Do you want to?”
She smiled. “You come too?”
I hesitated, then shook my head. “I’ve got some stuff to take care of.” Stuff I hadn’t got to since the day she showed up.
She looked down into the bowl and nodded once, but not with disappointment, more like she was just confirming a plan. Then she stood, disappeared into the bedroom, and came back a few minutes later dressed, holding her phone, and pulling her hair into a ponytail. There were no questions and no delay. She was eager and game.
When Jared and Becca arrived, she hugged them both warmly and at length, which surprised me. She hadn’t even hugged me at the airport that long. Jared joked that she was overdressed for the beach, and she laughed softly, tugged her cardigan closed over her blouse, and showed him her bathing suit in her tote bag. Becca took her hand like it was nothing, tugging her toward the door. “We can change at our place on the way.” Her and Jared exchanged glances.
They waved as they left, and I waved back, smiling until the door clicked shut.
I stood there not knowing what I was feeling. It was nothing sharp, just a low hum in the background of my thoughts, like restlessness, maybe, or a sense of something just slightly beyond my grasp. I wandered through the apartment cleaning up, doing dishes, putting on old and familiar music.
It was almost sunset when they returned. I watched from the window as the car pulled up, and saw Jared carry a bag of takeout while Becca and Yui laughed about something. Their silhouettes moved close together. They were familiar now. It looked like a shared joke.
When the door opened, Yui came in wearing new sandals and holding her shoes by the heels. Her cheeks were red from the wind, and her eyes were glowing. She smiled when she saw me, then walked past me without a word and set her things down. Jared said they brought Thai. Becca was already pulling out containers and stacking them on the counter.
I thanked them, made small talk, offered beers. Jared was his usual self, thoughtful, easygoing. Becca complimented Yui’s taste in tea. Yui laughed at a joke I didn’t catch and murmured into Becca’s ear. It all felt so normal that I couldn’t tell where my unease was coming from.
They didn’t stay long this time either, just quick food and brief talk and then a few yawns and a wave goodbye. Yui hugged them both again, and this time I watched closer. Jared’s hand landed briefly at the small of her back, even moved down from there briefly. It was a friendly touch, nothing more, surely. But she leaned into him before pulling away.
When the door closed, I turned to look fully at her. She was already walking down the hall, the swing in her hips slow and natural. She knew the drill.
I followed her into the bedroom. She peeled off the cardigan and blouse, folded them neatly on the chair, then turned and reached behind her back to unhook her bra. Her movements were calm, measured, and routine, as if undressing in front of me was expected. She dropped the bra on top of her blouse, then paused, fingers resting at the waistband of her skirt.
I sat on the edge of the bed and watched her. Her eyes met mine briefly, then flicked down, and she slid the skirt off her hips and stepped out of it. Pale blue panties, not the white panties I could have sworn she left home in.
She came to me slowly, climbed onto the bed on her knees. I reached out and pulled her gently between my legs, resting my hands on her hips. I looked up at her face. She was smiling faintly, eyes soft, almost sleepy.
“I missed you today,” I said.
She nodded once and leaned down to kiss me, light and sweet. Her body lowered onto mine and I felt the warmth of her through the thin cotton. I slipped my fingers into the sides and started to pull them down.
She hesitated. It was so small a flinch, just a moment where she caught her breath, her thighs tightening around my hips, I almost missed it. Then she lifted up slightly to let me finish, and the panties slid down to her knees, and off.
I ran my hands over her hips, down the outside of her thighs. She opened her legs for me slowly, willingly, but I felt the tension in her muscles like she wasn’t resisting me, but she wasn’t entirely relaxed either. My hand moved between her legs and I felt her wetness. Slippery, yes, but again: thicker. Her eyes widened on my eye and she pinched her bottom lip in her fingers.
I didn’t say anything. I kissed her chest, her collarbone, her neck, her cheek. She moaned softly and shifted her hips down, pressing herself against me.
When I slid inside her, she was more than ready, but looser than before. She gasped, eyes fluttering open, and she clutched at my shoulders like it hurt her this time. Or like it had been a while. Or perhaps, I chased the thought out of my mind, overused.
I moved slowly and watched her face. Her expression changed. There was surprise, maybe even discomfort, then something that looked like surrender. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled herself closer, pressed her lips to my ear. Her hips began to move slow at first, then gradually faster, her thighs tightening around me.
She whispered my name, breath hot against my neck and then again. Her body tensed, and she came, sharp and sudden, her fingernails digging into my back as her breath caught in her throat. But it was quiet and controlled. It was like her subsequent orgasms, not like her first of a day.
I kept moving inside her, holding her tightly, my mind spinning. I wanted to believe the way she clung to me meant everything. I wanted to believe it meant she was mine. But something in her felt again like she wasn’t all there with me.
She fell asleep curled against my side, legs tangled with mine, her breath steady and warm on my chest. I lay there wide awake, staring at the ceiling, my thoughts too loud to ignore.
The sex hadn’t been different in any visible way, not in rhythm, not in pace, not in sound. But something underneath it had changed. She’d come fast again, but almost too fast, like she was already close before we began. And it was gentle, too,  like she already did it and not much earlier.
I closed my eyes and tried to chase the thought away, but it stuck, thick and slow, like whatever I tasted on her tongue was still in my mouth. I told myself it was stupid, that I was imagining things, that she was just more comfortable now, that this was what it looked like when she really let go and became herself.
But I couldn’t forget how tightly she had clung to the blanket the first night back, or how wet she’d already been before I’d even touched her both times.
The next day I didn’t mention any of it. I made her coffee and cooked eggs, and she sat across from me at the table, small and sweet and perfectly still, thanking me quietly in that careful way she always spoke.
“Do you want to stay in today?” I asked.
She tilted her head. “You stay?”
“Yeah. All day.”
She smiled and nodded. “I like to.”
I spent the whole day with her wrapped in blankets on the couch, her body against mine, her laughter small but real when I showed her dumb memes or tried to mimic her accent. We kissed often, touched constantly, and when we had sex that afternoon, it was soft and slow, more like a return than an exploration. She fell asleep in my arms.
But the next morning, she asked if Becca and Jared were free.
I looked up from my coffee. “You want to see them?”
She nodded, brushed her hair behind her ear. “Maybe a park? The art market?”
I didn’t know what to say. She rarely initiated things. She’d barely spoken to anyone besides me since she arrived. And now she wanted them specifically.
“I’ll text and find out,” I said, trying to keep my voice even.
She smiled, then came over to kiss my cheek. “Thank you.”
Jared texted back ten minutes later: “Perfect timing. We were heading out anyway.”
I sat on the couch, phone in my lap, watching her pull on a dress I hadn’t seen before, pale yellow and tight around the chest, loose at the hem. She asked me to zip it, and when I did, I saw that she wasn’t wearing a bra. I swallowed hard, but kept my mouth shut.
Becca and Jared showed up fifteen minutes early. Yui practically skipped to the door. She hugged them both again, arms around Becca’s shoulders, a quiet and personal hello, then her hands at Jared’s chest, lingering just a moment longer than I would have thought.
I stood in the doorway watching them go, her hair bouncing in the sunlight, the hem of that dress fluttering higher than it should’ve in the breeze.
The silence after the door shut was heavier on me than before. I stood there too long, staring at the lock like it might click again and bring her back. Then I turned and sat down hard on the couch, phone still in my hand, screen black. I didn’t know what I wanted to see, a message from Jared, a photo from Becca, maybe even something from Yui herself.
But nothing came. I tried to focus on other things, but I kept picturing that yellow dress, the way it clung to her chest, the way her bare back felt under my fingers when I zipped it up. She hadn’t worn it for me. I hadn’t even known she packed it. It was too light for the weather, too flirty for a casual stroll. She’d chosen it for them. Or was it a gift?
By the time they returned, it was after dark. I heard Becca’s voice through the hallway laughing loud enough to echo, followed by Yui’s softer laughter. Jared said something I couldn’t hear, and then all three of them came in, warm from wine or food or both. Yui’s cheeks were flushed again, but this time I didn’t think it was from the cold.
She hugged me the second she saw me and tighter than before, like a greeting, not a reunion. Her arms circled my waist and she pressed her cheek to my chest, but it felt rehearsed, like something she thought she was supposed to do. I kissed her hair and held her close, breathing her in.
Becca and Jared stayed for tea. Yui moved around the kitchen with ease, pulling mugs from the cabinet like she lived here, her bare feet padding softly across the tile. She and Becca whispered in the corner while the kettle boiled. Jared leaned back on the couch beside me, sipping from a bottle of mineral water.
“She’s incredible,” he said. “So polite. I feel like I’m on my best behavior around her.”
I smiled stiffly. “Yeah. She’s special.”
“She and Becca really like each other,” he said. “Like, weirdly fast. I think they spent half the afternoon in this bookstore downtown, whispering about stuff they couldn’t even explain to each other.”
“Sounds fun.”
“She’s quiet,” he said, eyes still on his bottle. “But not shy, you know what I mean?”
I didn’t answer because I didn’t know how to. I knew very well in what way Yui was not shy.
Eventually they left, hugs again at the door, all three of them lingering too long. Jared touched Yui’s shoulder when he said goodbye, and Becca kissed her cheek, something I’d never seen her do to anyone before. I watched all of it like I was under glass, like it wasn’t really happening.
Once they were gone, Yui said nothing. She slipped off the dress without a word, folded it and put it away, walked past me in just her panties, and headed into the bathroom.
I stayed seated on the couch, listening to the sound of the shower start up. My mind was full of images I hadn’t seen. My cock was hard and I didn’t understand why.
The water kept running. I sat there unmoving, staring into the dark window glass like it might give me something. Her silhouette behind the frosted door was faint, just motion and steam. I could see the rhythm of her arms as she lathered her hair, the arch of her back when she rinsed. I closed my eyes and pressed the heel of my hand into my crotch, not even stroking, just holding it there like I was trying to push the heat back inside.
I didn’t go in right away. I waited until the water shut off and the door creaked open, and even then, I gave it another minute. When I finally pushed the door open, she was facing the mirror, towel loose around her chest, her eyes catching mine in the reflection. There was no surprise and no blush. Just calm recognition, like I’d come in right on cue.
I stepped behind her and wrapped my arms around her waist. She leaned back into me, her damp hair soaking the front of my shirt, her head resting back on my shoulder. I slid one hand up to her chest, the other down between her legs, and she widened her stance for me without a word and smiled.
She was still damp down there, wet from the shower, maybe, or not, I didn’t ask. My fingers moved slowly, deliberately, parting her lips and tracing her soft folds. She gasped just a little, and pressed back against me harder. I kissed her neck, then her shoulder, my fingers working gently in slow circles.
She tilted her hips toward me, gave me better access. Her hand reached behind to stroke my cock through my sweats, her touch feather-light, like she was more focused on helping me stay hard than getting me off. When I slid two fingers inside her, she moaned into the mirror, her lips parting. I watched her face carefully. There was pleasure, yes, but it didn’t look like surprise. It looked like return.
She came fast again. Her breath stuttered, her thighs tightened, and she sagged in my arms with a shudder, her forehead touching the fogged glass. My hand didn’t stop. I wanted to keep her there, open, spent, unable to hide. I wanted to see what lingered in her face afterward, once the wave had passed.
But she pulled away gently and turned to face me. Her eyes were heavy-lidded, unreadable. She reached down, tugged at the waistband of my sweats, and lowered to her knees.
Yui didn’t initiate before, not the first night nor ever. She’d given me head, but it was tentative and unsure, and her teeth were a problem. But now she was pulling my cock out with both hands, her lips parting as she leaned in, tongue flicking the tip like she knew what I liked. Her mouth was hot, wet, and most of all, skilled now.
I looked down at her, her eyes locked on mine, and something in me twisted. Not because she was doing it wrong, but because she was doing it exactly right, and with enthusiasm too.
I stumbled backward into the wall and combed my fingers through my hair. The surprise of it, and the attentiveness of it, was overwhelming and I was unable to slow her pace before it kicked in on me. Here’s the thing: she kept going, and took me in her mouth and swallowed me. That also was completely new.
I left her there, she pushed me out to do her hair and make up. When she came out,  she was wearing one of my T-shirts and nothing else. I was sitting on the couch scrolling, my heart thudding way too hard. Was I going to bring things up with her? Or just take what I was given and run with it?
She crossed the room barefoot, climbed into my lap without a word, and kissed me softly. Her fingers slipped under my shirt, spread across my stomach. I kissed her back, hands on her thighs, and felt her shift her weight until she was straddling me fully. The heat of her soaked into my skin.
We kissed for a long time. It wasn’t hurried, if anything, it was slower than before and more deliberate. Her mouth moved over mine with lazy certainty, her breath warm, her hips rocking gently and slowly, so gradually that I didn’t notice I’d entered her, leaving her hand for her pussy, and the rhythm built until she reached down between us and pulled my cock free.
She rubbed herself against me, her wetness smearing slick across my skin. I gripped her hips as she moved, grinding, teasing, her body already reacting like it had been waiting. She was soaked again, no question.
“Yui,” I whispered.
She looked into my eyes, her expression calm and unreadable.
“I missed you today.”
She nodded, then positioned me at her entrance, lowered herself down inch by inch, her breath catching but not breaking. Her eyes didn’t leave mine. I expected her to look away but she didn’t.
Her walls clenched around me tight, but her body was more than ready. I filled her slowly, feeling every inch, and she sat down fully with a soft exhale. No sharp gasp, no hesitation, and it was like she’d already taken someone this deep today, my mind screamed at me.
I tried to shove the thought down. I kissed her instead, gripped her ass, pulled her against me harder. She moved on top of me slowly, steadily, rolling her hips with growing urgency, her breath beginning to catch again.
She came again fast and even quicker than seemed possible. Her whole body trembled, but she kept moving, fucking me through it, riding the wave with her head pressed into my shoulder. I held her tighter, the back of her shirt damp with shower heat and sweat.
After, she curled up against me on the couch and fell asleep with her legs across mine. I sat there half-dressed, her body draped over me like a blanket and I stared at the ceiling. I was hard again but  I didn’t know if I wanted answers or if I was afraid to get them.
The next few days fell into a rhythm I no longer wanted to question. Yui stayed with me every night, curled against me, silent and warm and willing. Every morning she seemed more affectionate, more attached. She would cook tiny, strange breakfasts that made my kitchen smell like sesame and vinegar, fold my T-shirts while humming under her breath, kiss me with soft urgency at random moments, like she was claiming the space more with each touch.
But every other day, she asked to go out again with Jared and Becca, always politely, always sweetly.
They were good about it, too, thoughtful, never staying out too late. They never kept her overnight. But each time she came back, she was a little different. More relaxed, more quiet. And her body was always hot, always open. And every time, without fail, she was already wet.
Not wet like with arousal, though, wet like she’d been fucked hard and recently, like her body hadn’t stopped responding since the car ride back.
I never said anything.
One night, after she came home in a hoodie and bike shorts I’d never seen before, Becca’s, she said, they were having fun trading clothes, I offered to run her a bath. She smiled and nodded, kissed me, and let the shirt fall to the floor. Her panties were already damp before she stepped out of them. I crouched beside the tub, washed her thighs myself, my fingertips trembling.
When I pressed my lips to her inner thigh, she gasped and clutched the towel tighter to her chest, even though she hadn’t tried to stop me. I kissed higher. She opened her legs. I went down on her slowly, dragging my tongue up through her folds.
That taste was back, that same faint thickness, just enough to make me pause. I tried to rationalize it again, bath oils, sweat, maybe her own arousal changing with her cycle, but it wasn’t that. My tongue didn’t lie. She was wet with something I hadn’t put there.
Still, I kept going, slower, deeper, sucking her clit into my mouth, feeling her thighs twitch against my ears. She came loud that time. Her voice broke open in the echoing tile of the bathroom, her knees pulling up tight to her chest.
Afterward, she reached down and stroked my face with a tenderness that should’ve made me feel loved. Instead, it made me feel owned.
I was hard the whole time. When she climbed out of the tub, I toweled her off and carried her to bed. She curled up into my chest like I was the only thing in the world she needed.
I didn’t sleep though. I stared into the dark, her body still warm against mine, and I thought about Jared’s hands. I thought about how still she was under mine. I thought about whether it was possible to feel both used and worshipped at the same time.
The next morning, she didn’t ask to go out. She stayed close, always touching, her fingers brushing mine while I made coffee, her hip leaning against my side while we sat on the couch, her bare foot tucked under my thigh while she scrolled through her phone. I told myself this was proof. That whatever I thought had happened, hadn’t. That if something had been off, it was over now.
I wanted that to be true so badly, I let myself believe it for a while.
In the afternoon, Jared texted. It was just a photo of an old bookstore front, ivy climbing the brick, a chalkboard sign out front that read quiet up front, ideas out back. Yui lit up when I showed her.
“You go?” she asked.
I shook my head. “You want to?”
She bit her lip and nodded. “Only for a little. One hour?”
I wanted to say no. I wanted to keep her here where I could see her. But she was already standing, already tugging on one of my sweaters, already tying her hair back with a little elastic band she’d looped around her wrist. She pulled on her jeans slowly, like she was waiting for me to object. But I didn’t.
Becca picked her up and just Becca this time. “Jared is sleeping in, we’re going back to get him up,” she explained with a laugh and a roll of the eyes. I stood in the doorway, watching them hug. Yui looked over her shoulder at me with a smile so small it almost wasn’t there. And then they were gone.
She didn’t come back after an hour. It was four when they left and it was past eight when I finally heard footsteps in the hall. I opened the door before she could knock.
She blinked up at me, hair a little windswept, lips pinker than normal. Her hands were buried in the sleeves of my sweater and she looked so goddamn soft I didn’t know what to do with myself.
“Hi,” I said.
“Sorry,” she whispered. “Becca . . . long walk. Ice cream too.”
Her eyes didn’t meet mine.
“It’s okay,” I said, stepping aside.
She walked in quietly, pulled off her shoes, then turned and stood in the middle of the living room like she wasn’t sure what came next.
I crossed to her, kissed her gently, and pulled her close. Her body melted into mine. She smelled like sugar and shampoo and something warm. Familiar, but not mine.
We didn’t talk. I stripped her slowly, not with hunger, but with something closer to reverence. Her jeans were damp between the thighs. Not soaked, but enough to stick. No panties, none at all. They were gone, the pink ones she dressed in getting ready to go.
I knelt, hands trembling, and pressed my face between her legs.
She whimpered immediately, her hands finding my hair, and her knees buckling just enough to make her sway. I tasted her again. Thick. warm, and salty.
It wasn’t just arousal and it wasn’t just her. I licked her slowly until she came on my face, shaking, gasping, her whole body bent over me in surrender.
Afterward, I didn’t say anything. I helped her into bed, pulled the blanket over her, and held her while her breathing slowed. Her eyes stayed closed and she didn’t speak. I could feel her pulse through the skin of her wrist where it rested on my chest. I stared at the ceiling again, the same spot I’d been fixated on for days, but it still didn’t offer answers.
She fell asleep fast like her body had been through something, like it had already been exhausted by something before I even touched her.
I waited until her breath went even, then slipped out of bed and went to the kitchen. I stood there for a long time, hands flat on the counter, my cock still half hard, my stomach turning. I didn’t know what I was more afraid of, that she had cheated, or that I was hard thinking about it, instead of angry.
The next day was quiet. She barely looked at her phone and stayed close. She kissed me often and we made love on the couch with the windows open and the sound of traffic outside. She came twice, slow and noisy, clinging to me like she couldn’t get close enough. Whatever it was that first weekend with her, I soon learned the was her steady state. I’d read about women like her, it was almost a problem for them, coming so easily, so fast, so much.
I tried to tell myself everything was fine, that maybe she was just in heat, biologically, hormonally wired to be this wet, this reactive, this hungry, that her body secreted differently from anyone else I’d known the way. I tried to believe she just liked being here with me and I almost convinced myself of it, too.
Then she asked if we could go to the lake the next day. With Jared and Becca.
“We all go?” she said, tracing circles on my chest. “A picnic?”
I nodded slowly. “Sure. Sounds nice.”
She kissed my cheek and rolled over to sleep, one leg thrown over mine.
The next morning, we packed up food, towels, and sunscreen. I watched her pull on her swimsuit in the bathroom mirror. It was white and tight. Another new thing. She turned around slowly to check herself in the reflection, tugging the straps over her shoulders.
“You’re gonna kill me,” I said.
She smiled. “You like it?”
“I like it,” I said, stepping behind her and pressing my hands to her waist.
But in the car on the way there, she barely touched me. Her fingers stayed in her lap, eyes on the window. At the lake, she laughed with Becca, swam out deeper than I expected her to, splashed Jared when he chased her. When I looked away for a second and looked back, Jared had lifted her up and tossed her in again. She shrieked with delight.
When she surfaced, she was laughing, brushing water from her eyes. Her top had shifted. Jared averted his eyes, joked about getting in trouble and Becca laughed too, and then all three looked at me.
I laughed with them, but my fists were clenched under the water.
That night, when we were back in bed, I ate her out and found her wet with thin and slippery stuff, and she rode me slowly, hips grinding like she knew exactly how to drain me the quickest. I watched her face the whole time and she didn’t blink once.
The next morning, I woke before she did. Her body was curled into mine, breath slow and even, one bare leg draped over my hip. The sheets were tangled around our waists. I watched her sleep for a long time, the way her lips parted, the way her lashes twitched as if reacting to something in a dream.
There was something perfect about the way she rested against me, like we belonged exactly where we were. And yet the feeling in my chest wasn’t peace. It was tension, a quiet, tightening pressure behind my ribs.
When she woke, she kissed my chest, stretched like a cat, and whispered, “Good morning.”
“Good morning,” I said, brushing her hair from her face.
She smiled sleepily and tucked her chin into my shoulder. I waited, wondering if she’d say anything about yesterday, but she didn’t.
We made breakfast together in silence, used to each other now. She stood at the stove scrambling eggs, barefoot in one of my hoodies, while I made coffee. She hummed softly under her breath. I watched her hands as they moved quickly, deftly, like she was used to being in someone else’s kitchen.
At noon, she said she wanted to take a nap. I nodded, kissed her forehead, and tucked her back into bed. She was asleep in minutes.
I stood in the doorway and stared at her, then turned and walked into the living room. I picked up my phone and opened the photos app. I scrolled back to the day of the first outing, to the picture Jared had sent me, the art district sign. It was just a storefront but when I zoomed in, there was a reflection in the glass. A shape blur of motion, someone behind the camera.
I stared at it too long, as if it might morph into something more specific but it didn’t.
I dropped the phone and rubbed my face hard, then walked to the laundry basket. Her clothes were still there, including her jeans from the day before. I lifted them slowly, fingertips grazing the inside of the thighs.
They were still faintly damp, still faintly sticky. A darker spot, barely noticeable, was just under the seam. My heart thudded hard. I dropped them back into the basket.
That night, she was even more affectionate and more playful. She straddled me on the couch, kissed my neck, whispered nonsense in broken English and smiled when I groaned. She sucked me off slowly, tongue swirling like she wanted to make me forget my own name. It was expert and I watched her face as she worked.
She was beautiful, focused, mouth stretched open, lips wrapped tightly around me, throat humming as she took me deeper than she ever had.
I gripped the back of her head, not to guide her, but to hold myself. When I came, she swallowed everything, eyes never leaving mine, but then she let a dribble run out of her lips and hang from her chin. She smiled afterward, wiped her mouth, and leapt up to curl into my lap. “Did you like it?” she asked softly.
I stroked her hair and rested my hand on her bare back, trying to stop myself from asking her if she’d practiced that on someone else.
The next morning, I watched her get dressed from the bed. She wasn’t in a rush, but there was a rhythm to it, all efficient  and practiced. She wore a loose sundress I didn’t recognize and fussed with her hair in the mirror, parting it a different way. No makeup, just gloss. No jewelry, except a thin bracelet.
“Where’d you get that?” I asked.
She looked at me in the mirror, blinking. “This?”
I nodded.
“Becca,” she said. “A gift.”
She didn’t offer more, and I didn’t press. She walked over, kissed me, and slipped her arms around my neck. Her body pressed into mine, warm and real and soft in all the places I’d memorized.
“Walk today,” she said. “Alone. Just a little walk.”
“You sure?”
She smiled. “I’m okay. Just to the park.”
I wanted to believe her. I really did. She left around noon, said she wouldn’t be long. I stayed in, told myself to clean up, to catch up on work, to do anything besides imagine where she might actually be going. But I ended up just pacing the apartment, checking my phone for a text I wasn’t sure I wanted to get.
She came back close to four. I heard her key in the lock and stood up too fast, heart already pounding. She walked in carrying a little paper bag and two bottled teas. Her cheeks were flushed, but not from exertion.
“Hi,” she said, lifting the bag. “Snacks.”
I smiled like nothing in me was coiling tighter by the second. “Thanks.”
She took off her shoes and sat cross-legged on the couch, handed me a tea, and leaned her head on my shoulder. She smelled faintly sweet, almost floral, but underneath that was something musky, not perfume and not sweat.
I set the tea down.
She looked up at me, eyes soft. “Are you okay?”
“I missed you.”
“I’m here now though,” she whispered, brushing her lips to mine.
She kissed me deeper this time, sliding into my lap without asking. Her hands pulled my shirt up, fingers running down my stomach. I let her. I let her push me back, straddle me, grind herself against the bulge in my jeans. I was already hard.
When she pulled her dress up and slid her panties aside, I expected the heat. I expected her to be wet. But she was dripping. Not just aroused, but soaked.
Her folds were slick, her thighs already glossy. When I slipped my fingers down to spread her open, they came away coated. She was already red and raw.
I looked at her and she bit her lip and tilted her head sideways.
“Do you still want me?” she whispered.
I nodded because I didn’t trust my voice.
She lowered herself onto me, slow and smooth. She was so wet I slid in without any resistance at all. She was boiling hot inside.  Her eyes fluttered shut, and she began to ride me hard, faster than usual, hips slapping against mine.
She wasn’t making love to me, she was fucking me.
I gripped her hips as she moved, not to slow her down, but just to feel the rhythm. She was grinding o me, taking me deep, rotating her body with every thrust like she was wringing something out of me. Her breath came fast and her hands flattened on my chest. Her head tipped back and her hair fell in waves down her spine.
She was lost in it and not even looking at me, not following my reactions. Her moans weren’t for me, they were for the motion, for the friction, for whatever she was still chasing even now.
I reached up and cupped her breast through the thin fabric of the dress. Her nipple was hard, the fabric damp with sweat. She gasped and clutched my wrist, but never slowed. Her pace built, thighs clenching tighter, eyes squeezed shut.
She came again loud and sudden. Her whole body jerked and then she collapsed forward into me, burying her face in my neck, breathing hard and fast, her walls still pulsing around me.
I wasn’t even close. My mind was too loud. I stroked her back gently, my cock still inside her, her body soft and spent against mine. She didn’t speak, she didn’t move, she just lay there, chest heaving, her fingers twisting lightly into the fabric of my shirt.
After a few minutes, she whispered something in Japanese I didn’t catch. Her voice was so soft I couldn’t even tell if it was meant for me.
She climbed off me slowly, with care, like she didn’t want to draw attention to the act itself. My cock slipped out of her with a wet sound that made me flinch. She didn’t look down, she just pulled her dress back into place, and went to the bathroom without a word.
I stayed on the couch, pants still open, thighs slick with her. I reached down, ran two fingers along the base of my shaft, then brought them up and stared at the shine. Thick and milky, and not mine.
My stomach turned. I should’ve been furious. I should’ve felt sick. I should’ve stormed into the bathroom and demanded something, an explanation, a denial, anything.
But I didn’t. I sat there, hard again, and leaking. I gripped myself and stroked slowly, eyes locked on the bathroom door. The image of her riding me like that burned into my brain, layered over something I hadn’t seen, something I was only beginning to imagine.
My hips lifted into my hand. I came in seconds. The sound of the faucet running behind the door covered it.
She came out a minute later, eyes soft, lips red, and she curled up beside me again like nothing had happened.
Her flight was the next morning. We didn’t talk much as we packed. Yui folded everything carefully. Her hands were gentle, precise. Every bra laid flat, every blouse smoothed twice before it went into the suitcase. She barely looked up, but every so often she touched me, just small things: her hand brushing mine, a knee pressing against my leg, a soft thank-you when I handed her something.
The ride to the airport was quiet. She held my hand the whole time, fingers laced tight with mine, like she knew I might let go. Her eyes stayed on the road ahead, not the scenery and not me.
Jared and Becca met us at the terminal. They were already there when we pulled up. Becca had a coffee for her and Jared carried her bag without asking. The three of them smiled at each other like this was just another Sunday, like nothing was going on.
Like none of them had tasted each other.
I watched from a few feet away as she hugged them both. She hugged Becca first, arms tight around her waist, her cheek pressed to her shoulder like they’d known each other for years. Then she turned to Jared. Their hug was longer, his hand resting on her back and not moving.
I thought she would pull away quickly but she didn’t. She let him hold her, her chin resting against his collarbone, her fingers curled against his chest. His eyes were closed. When they finally separated, there was nothing obvious, no kiss, no whisper, but the space between them didn’t cool.
Then she turned to me. She smiled like the first day, small and almost shy.
“I send a message when I arrive,” she said.
“I know.”
She stepped into my arms and I held her tight. Her body was warm, solid, and familiar. I wanted to say something. I wanted to ask. I wanted to confess whatever I was feeling, even though I didn’t know what to call it.
Instead, I kissed her cheek. She leaned into it and her hand brushed the back of my neck and lingered for just a second.
And then she was gone. Through security and no glance back.
Jared clapped me on the shoulder. “You okay, man?”
“Yeah,” I said. “Just tired.”
Becca smiled. “She’s really special.”
I nodded. “She is.”
“We really liked her,” Jared said.
We stood there together for a minute, watching the crowd swallow her up and no one said anything more.
Later that night, I sat on my bed, the sheets still faintly smelling like her, and I played back the last two weeks in my head, every moan, every look, every wet, overwhelming fuck and suck. And especially the way she’d come so easily, so fast, so fully.
I never knew for sure what had happened, I didn’t know who she’d been with. I only knew I’d never been harder in my life thinking about it. Hard enough I never wanted to ask them. The thinking it was far better than the knowing it.
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