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Michiko gripped one of the poles in the subway car and breathed out. She just had to get through the next twenty minutes, and then she’d be nearly home free. Twenty minutes. That was all.

But it wasn’t easy to reconcile herself to that fact when she looked around the metal prison she was trapped inside. Even now, at 7:30 PM, the crush of people in the train was little better than it would have been two hours before. Haggard company employees mixed with anxious-looking middle and high school students. There were even a few tourists, none of whom looked exactly thrilled to be crammed into the car like sardines.

All this because of her awful job! At Yamashita Industries, a firm that mainly produced specialized car parts, it was considered rude to take more than a day or two off work in a whole year. Also required was at least twenty hours of overtime per week, which Michiko did by going in on Saturdays and adding two hours to every weekday, and a bevy of after-work events that were all but mandatory if you wanted to ever be promoted. All of that together meant that she was constantly exhausted, and recently she’d been worrying that she was growing depressed. At least her decent salary meant that she’d probably be able to retire at some point.

That was a long way off, though, and this horrible subway car was here and now. The Tozai Line was the very worst in the subway system. Having a crush of people all around her was so stressful, and, well, she’d heard the stories about what happened to young women on crowded public transportation.

At last, though, the train stopped at Gyotoku Station, and Michiko practically leapt out the car. It had gotten slightly less crowded over the course of the trip, but there were plenty of people still waiting for their stops. They were all lucky even to be able to live on the metro and not have to take the train instead. Michiko knew someone from college who was now commuting two and a half hours each way.

The worst of the journey was done now, though. The streets of Ichikawa were already beginning to quiet down – it was a bedroom community, so no one was going out on the town, and the worst of the rush hour had passed. It was a fifteen-minute walk back to Michiko’s apartment building, and she went faster than usual, eager to finally be home.

At last, she took the elevator up and stumbled into her apartment, tossing her briefcase to the floor. She shucked off her shoes, then had her usual nightly debate: collapse onto the couch from sheer exhaustion and have to make dinner later, or make dinner now, when she was completely fried from the commute? Most of the time, she chose option B, and that was what she did tonight.

That was why she had already polished off her curry and rice and was putting away the dishes when someone knocked on the door. She sighed. There was only one person that could be, at eight-thirty on a Saturday night. Heading over, she opened the door and found Kenichi Kamikawa, her neighbor, waiting for her.

Most of the people in the apartment building were young, single, and busy all day with work and the commute; they only used their apartments as glorified bedrooms, and were even away on weekends much of the time to visit friends and parents. Not Kenichi. The road through middle school, high school, college, and job hunting was long and winding, and at some point he had fallen off of it. Instead of working, he spent all day alone in his apartment, doing God knows what. Michiko had seen inside at one point and wished she hadn’t; the walls were covered in ecchi posters, the floor was covered in garbage, and the scent of feet and unspeakable other things permeated the place. Probably he played video games or something to pass the time.

Normally, such a life would be unsustainable, but Kenichi’s dirty, unwashed t-shirts were usually from fancy brands, and when his parents came to visit him, as they sometimes did, they were both dressed in the finest designer clothing. They financed his degenerate lifestyle, all because he didn’t have the drive or the cojones to just get a job and pay his own bills. Michiko knew it was none of her business, but how could you, as a parent, let your child get like that? Still, she had to be polite to the person standing right in front of her. “Ah, Mr. Kamikawa, it’s a pleasure to see you. How are you today?”

“I’m good, I’m good!” he said. He was strangely outgoing, despite the fact that he almost never actually spoke to anyone. “And I’ve told you, Michiko, you can call me Ken. We know each other, don’t we? We’re neighbors!”

“Um, yes…” said Michiko, pausing for a moment. “...If I may ask, to what do I owe the pleasure of your visit?”

“Don’t wanna make small talk? Fine, fine.” Ken waved a hand at her, and she had to fight the urge to recoil from the wave of body odor he gave off. “Listen, Michiko, I have a favor to ask of you. Kind of an unusual favor, but, like, you’ve always been nice to me, right? So I thought, hey, why don’t I pay this girl back? I’m gonna give you something, but I have to ask something of you also.”

“Um...I’m not sure…” Michiko was taken aback. What on earth could this man possibly want from her?

“Listen, it’s simple,” said Ken. “Super easy, and it’ll help you out. You have something with a disc drive, right? Just play this CD and you’ll feel your worries melting away. You’re a busy woman, and when I found this, I thought, well, damn, this is just what she needs.” He handed her a CD in a clear case. “You’re welcome.”

“Ah,” said Michiko, more confused than ever. “I...thank you very much for the gift, Mr. Kamikawa. I’ll...listen to it soon.”

“Please do,” said Ken, “and you don’t need to be so formal! We’re friends, aren’t we?” He laughed. “Well, I might stop by tomorrow. I want to know what you think of it!”

“Yes, certainly,” said Michiko. “Well, I must ask you to excuse me. It’s been a long day, and I...have some chores still to do.” In truth, Michiko had nothing – she saved her vacuuming, laundry, and grocery shopping for Sundays, which was the only way she could fit it in around her busy work schedule. But Ken didn’t need to know that.

“Eh? Well, fine,” he said. “See you tomorrow, in that case.”

“Yes, of course,” she said. “Have a wonderful evening.”

Once he was gone, stomping off down the hall, Michiko shut the door and turned away, sighing. She’d hoped to catch up on an episode of her favorite TV drama, but with Ken demanding that she listen to his CD and threatening to check that she’d done it the next day, she couldn’t well watch anything now. Instead, she headed over to the cheap home media center she’d gotten at DONKI the previous year and popped the disc into the slot. No artist name or other information popped up on the display, so she could only assume that Ken had made it himself. Utterly ridiculous. Sighing, she hit Play.

At first, all that emerged from the speakers was static, and she wondered whether her neighbor had scuffed the disc or something. Then, before she realized what was happening, her legs were turning to jelly and she was collapsing onto the ground. Very quickly, everything went dark.

* * *

When Michiko awoke, her head felt heavy and her limbs felt weak. Her mind was scrambled, her thoughts muddled, and it took her a minute or two even to remember what had happened. Ken...oh, that CD...yes, she’d been listening to the CD, and now...she checked her watch and saw that it was ten-thirty. That meant she’d been out for nearly two hours! What on Earth had the tape done to her?

Also, she was exhausted, and hungry. It wasn’t as if dinner had been small or unsatisfying, so why...well, she was too tired to worry about it. Stumbling over to the freezer, she grabbed a couple of balls of mochi ice cream and devoured them both. After that, it was all she could do to brush her teeth before stumbling to her room and falling into bed.

* * *

It was noon before Michiko drifted back into consciousness. She felt...she felt good. It was Sunday, right? Yes! She had the day off, and she could do absolutely whatever she wanted! Leaping out of bed, she set about getting ready for the day. Her head felt lighter than air, and all of the worries and stresses of the previous day were gone. There were some chores to do, weren’t there? She couldn’t really remember what exactly she’d wanted to get done. Um, cleaning and laundry and shopping? Were those what she usually did? It was strange that she couldn’t remember clearly.

It didn’t matter, though. She’d get it all done, and she’d whistle while she worked. Once everything was spotless, the laundry was hung out to dry, and she’d eaten either lunch or breakfast, depending on your point of view, it was time to get dressed and head to the grocery store.

But it was strange; Michiko’s clothes didn’t fit nearly as well as she remembered them fitting the day before. Her jeans were impossible to get into, so she had to go for a skirt instead, and her tops all seemed to be several sizes too small. At last, she found a sweater that covered everything, although the look was more than a little indecent. As she looked in the mirror, she realized what had happened: her body had changed! Her boobs, which had before been more or less average in size and very unremarkable, were now much, much larger; put together, they were probably as big as her head. And, well, she blushed when she realized it, but...her butt was much larger as well. So that was why her pants had been so hard to put on.

Normally, she felt like she would have been worried about such unusual changes, but that was dumb, right? Her new body was much nicer than her old one, and...she felt kind of perverted for thinking it, but guys would like it, wouldn’t they? She hadn’t had a boyfriend since college, but with her new equipment, maybe that would change. Anything was possible!

So, when she left her apartment and walked the five minutes to the store, she’d never been so excited to go grocery shopping. Sure enough, she attracted more than her fair share of stares, ogles, and double-takes, both on the way there and in the store itself. Men who had to pass her in the narrow aisles grew distracted and flustered, and she could make the effect even stronger by flashing them a big smile. She lingered longer than she needed to just so that she could enjoy the effect. Having this much power was intoxicating.

Finally, Michiko made her way home, put the groceries away, and wondered what else to do. It was only three p.m. – much of the day was still ahead of her, and she didn’t have any other chores or errands to do. In the absence of any great ideas, she flipped on the TV. She had to catch up on that drama, after all.

She was a couple of episodes in when someone knocked on the door. There was only one person that could be, at four p.m. on a Sunday afternoon – but rather than feeling angry or disgusted, like she usually did when confronted with the thought of seeing Ken, she was almost excited. Yes, he was a loser, and he didn’t shower nearly often enough for her taste, but...he was still a guy, and he had a cock, didn’t he? She was just so easily-aroused now, for whatever reason, that the mere thought of sex was enough to get her excited. A bevy of filthy ideas entered her mind, and she smiled wickedly.

When she opened the door and greeted Ken cheerily, he seemed perhaps a bit less surprised at her new appearance than might have been expected. Instead, he seemed oddly pleased. “Good afternoon, Michiko. Did you listen to the CD?”

“I did, Mr. Kamikawa, and I think…” she interrupted herself with a giggle. It was just so embarrassing to be in front of her neighbor with this dirty, dirty body! “Um, I think it might have...changed a few things. I don’t really know, but it seems like I’ve been feeling a lot different today, and my body...well…”

He nodded, smiling. “I can see that it’s changed a bit. I have to admit that I knew what would happen when I told you to listen. But you’re happier now, aren’t you? And I keep telling you, call me Ken.”

“A-all right, Ken,” said Michiko. For some reason, when he told her to do something, it was just so much easier not to refuse. Besides, if she wanted to get on his good side, and she really, really did, buttering him up could help. “Well, why don’t you...come in? I can make some tea.”

“That would be lovely,” said Ken, grinning widely. Together, they headed into the apartment and Michiko put the tea on. While it boiled, they chatted about this and that, and then finally Michiko took a seat at the table and poured her neighbor and then herself a cup of the supermarket’s finest store-brand discount tea, accompanied with a few chocolates that she’d gotten out on a whim.

“I hope the tea is to your liking,” she said. “I’m hardly an expert.”

“Oh, I’m sure it’s fine,” said Ken, lifting the cup to his lips. “Itadakimasu.”

“So...um…” Michiko paused, trying to figure out how to put her question into words. “Where is the CD from, and why did you decide to give it to me? It seems like something that a lot of people would want.”

“Oh, I just…my father’s job is in the government, working with American corporations, and he said they gave it to him. He had no use for it, though, so it came to me.” Ken smiled. “It helps to have these connections, right?”

“Yes,” said Michiko. She was about to say something else when she felt his hand on her thigh. She froze like a deer in headlights. She had invited him in wanting sex, it was true, but...now that he was doing something so perverted, her felt herself overcome by a new kind of arousal. How dare he act so boldly? And...and why didn’t she want him to stop?

Maybe it was better to ignore it. She wasn’t a toy to be played with, after all – if he wanted her, the least he could do was ask! “Um, nice weather we’ve been having,” she said. “There was so much rain last week, but now it’s much better.”

“Yes,” said Ken, his hand creeping up her thigh, under the hem of her skirt. “A little bit of rain is good – the farmers need it, after all, and it keeps the forests green and beautiful – but too much is just depressing.”

“I...um...I…” Michiko stammered, trying her hardest to focus on the conversation. “Yes, I...I was thinking of...going to Kyoto over the long weekend in a few weeks, so hopefully the weather holds up then as well.”

“Oh, is that so?” asked Ken. His fingers danced up her thigh, and she realized, too late, that she’d forgotten to wear any panties. He was sure to think she was dirty now. But then, with the way he was acting, did he have any right to judge her? “Kyoto is an awfully nice place. I’ve been there a few times myself. The food’s good, and of course you can’t beat the matcha tea there.”

“Yes, I’ve always loved matcha tea –” Michiko cut herself off when she felt Ken’s fingers dancing just outside her slit. At last, she could keep up the game no longer. “Ken! Mr. Kamikawa! I must ask that you...that you stop at once!”

“At once?” asked Ken. “Sure. All you have to say is this: ‘Ken, I don’t want you to treat me like the dirty, dirty pervert that I am.” Before she could respond, he thrust a finger up her slit, and she squealed in surprise and indignation. Who was this man to take such liberties? He didn’t even have a job, and here he was, touching her most intimate parts!

“Ken, I – Ken, I –” Even though they were embarrassing, Michiko tried her best to get the words out, but she just couldn’t, not with Ken’s finger at play inside of her. As she gripped the table, trying to keep control of herself, he added a second and began really exploring her intimate corners, stretching open her slit to accommodate himself. “If...if you would just slow down for a moment, I’m – I’m sure I could say it…”

“I’m not sure that you could,” said Ken. “I think that you’re so dirty and perverted that you could never turn down a man who wanted to play with your pussy. You go to work, like a prim and proper lady, but really –” his fingers did something inside of her, and Michiko gasped – “really you’re a nasty slut.”

She wanted to say that it wasn’t true, that she wasn’t a nasty slut, but...if she did that, would he stop pleasuring her? She just wanted this to continue, no matter what. And maybe that did make her the things he was saying she was. She opened her mouth, but all that would come out was a moan.

“That’s what I thought,” said Ken. “You could never say no to sex, even with a man like me. I have nothing to offer you. I sit all day in my apartment and play video games. I don’t even shower every day. But here you are, powerless to resist me!”

“I – I can’t take it anymore,” said Michiko. Something had broken inside of her, and there was now only one thing she could focus on. “I need you to use me. Please treat me like the dirty slut I am, Ken!”

“Hah!” said Ken. “Exactly what I wanted to hear. Now come on.” He pulled his fingers out of her, leaving her feeling a bit empty, grabbed her hand, and pulled her back to the bedroom, where he tossed her down onto her bed. She was about to be used like a love doll right in her own bedroom!

But first, Ken had to make some preparations. Michiko watched him practically jump out of his clothes, and then he set upon her, pulling off her nice sweater and what had once been a modest skirt, revealing her nakedness underneath. She felt herself flushing red. It had been years since a man had seen her naked, and of course no one had ever seen her new body but her.

He didn’t seem to care, though. Instead, he whistled appreciatively, which made her feel almost worse. She wasn’t the kind of easy woman you would whistle at in the street, was she? But then, here she was, having sex with a man who she was only casually acquainted with. Maybe her standards had lowered.

Ken lowered himself onto her, and she looked up at him as he positioned his cock at the entrance to her wet, eager hole. She was so incredibly aroused that she wanted to beg him to put it in, but she could restrain herself from that, at least. She just flashed him her best puppy-dog eyes, something that she knew would drive him wild.

And it worked! He smiled at her, almost wickedly, before thrusting his hips forward and slowly but surely driving his cock into her wet hole. She moaned aloud. The few other times she’d had sex, penetration had never done anything for her, but now that seemed to have changed completely. Her pussy was practically aflame with feeling.

Those feelings got even better when Ken started to thrust, slowly at first, but then faster and faster until he hit a steady, driving rhythm. Michiko cried out and wrapped her arms around him. Whatever higher consciousness she’d had before was completely gone in the face of his onslaught; now, she could only moan, gasp, beg for him to take her harder. She was a fucking machine.

And as the pleasure got more intense – it seemed to grow with each passing thrust – she realized a truth she’d been blind to her whole life: that this was what she was meant to do. All that stuff with the job, the horrible commute, the rent, the bills – none of that made her feel this way. Nor could it. She felt like all the sensation that her normal life was missing had been condensed and funneled into these few magical minutes. Even Ken, who was a solidly below-average man, thrilled her far more than anything that could ever happen at work. How had she missed out on this for so long?

Well, no longer. Michiko pushed her pelvis up against her lover, trying to get him further inside her. She could feel now that an orgasm wasn’t far away. There was a hidden place deep inside of her, a secret place that was slowly filling up with pleasure, and soon, she knew, it was bound to explode. She knew women were supposed to be demure, to let the man lead, but what was the point of that? They were working together to get pleasure, after all, so why not just be as aggressive as they were both comfortable with?

Ken seemed to agree. He was thrusting at just the right speed now, and his contorted expression betrayed to her that he was close to climax. It was admirable that he hadn’t sped up, despite his wild drive for pleasure. His breathing was heavy, though, and his arms shook. He couldn’t be that far away…

And then he went over the edge. Michiko felt his cum blasting into her, and his thrusts grew wild and less rhythmic. She had done it! She had made a man cum! She was desirable, sexy. She could be an object of lust. She could really be all these things she’d never thought were possible for her. God, that was so hot!

The realization proved to be too much for her. One of Ken’s thrusts was the final blow – Michiko felt pleasure shooting through her, overwhelming her body and mind. Her limbs trembled, and for a moment she lost awareness of everything other than her own ecstasy. This sensation was the most incredible thing she’d ever experienced, and she would do whatever it took, she knew, to feel it again.

After a few blessed seconds, though, she began to come down. Ken was already pulling out of her, panting hard. Together, the two of them cleaned up in silence using the box of tissues on Michiko’s nightstand. What did you say after something like that?

Ken made an attempt. “That was so hot. Damn, if I’d known that it could have been like this, maybe I would have given you that CD sooner!”

“How it worked out is fine too,” said Michiko. “Thank you so much! I feel like I didn’t know what life was before.”

“Really?” asked Ken. “Wow, I didn’t know it would be that earth-shattering.”

“It really, really was,” said Michiko. “My world’s been turned upside down. With that in mind, um…”

“What?” Ken smiled. “You getting an idea?”

“If it’s no trouble,” said Michiko, “why don’t we go again? That feeling...it’s kind of addictive.”

“That won’t be any trouble,” said Ken, his grin widening. “No trouble at all.”

As Ken’s hands groped for her breasts, Michiko smiled. It really didn’t get any better than this.
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