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Tokyo Tease

I’d been living in an apartment with an oversexed pilot in Shakujii-kōen for close to a year. Dildos littering the bathroom vanity and lubricant on the kitchen counter weren’t new, but waking up to two hot, buff, naked men in my living room came as a bit of a surprise. From the articles of clothing strewn about the room, I deduced they were U.S.Marines. 

My roommate, Jenn, had come in around two a.m., but she’d kept it quiet, so I had no idea she still had guests.

“Ohayou gozaimasu—good morning,” I muttered as I darted past them to the kitchen. My face flamed so hot, I could’ve cooked breakfast on it. Even with my fast retreat from the living room, I noticed the men sprawled on the tatami-mat floor—defined muscles, flat abs, and strong thighs.

Coffee. I needed coffee. Not green tea or Oolong cha. A strong, dark Columbian blend—kind of like one of those guys in the living room. I splashed some cold water on my face and ground the beans. While the pot brewed, I toasted an English muffin.

A deep, bass voice startled me. “Hey, baby. The coffee smells great.” 

Both men stepped into the kitchen. Naked. But that didn’t surprise me. Jenn’s friends could never be accused of modesty. 

“I’m Sanchez,” the tall, bronze-skinned, chiseled stud introduced himself. 

“I’m Ramon,” the even taller, ebony-skinned, sculpted stallion said. “You must be the roommate. Jenn said you were a looker.” 

That was doubtful. A five foot two inches, ninety-three pound blonde, Jenn had a tight ass and the best breasts money could buy. A real stunner. Everyone’s beauty paled in comparison. 

“I’m Natalie. Nice to meet you both.” I grabbed a couple of mugs from the shelf and poured coffee for them. “Cream? Sugar?” Playing hostess to nude Marines strayed from my norm, but manners were manners.

“Baby, only sugar I need is you.” Ramon stepped toward me.

A look of fear or shock or something akin to panic must have flashed across my face because Sanchez grabbed Ramon’s arm. “Dude, give the girl a chance to enjoy her coffee before you pounce,” he said in a silky smooth voice. 

With a weak smile, I stepped back but hit the counter. Casually, I propped against it, like I meant to be plastered to its side. I really wanted to munch down on my English muffin but couldn’t bring myself to pick it up.

Chunky girls should never eat in front of men. My mother’s voice haunted me. 

“Would y’all like something to eat? I could make eggs or something.” I asked nonchalantly as if cooking for strange naked men was something I always did. 

Funny how the day before I’d been turned down for a hostess job, and here I was doing just that. Although serving coffee wasn’t the kind of hostessing the fat guy at the Yakuza-run bar had in mind. Sure, I needed another job. Needed to earn enough money to get my own apartment. To move away from Jenn’s nightly orgies. In an act of desperation, I had applied for a hostess job. I shook my head to wipe away the memories of the embarrassing interview. 

Ramon smiled. “Baby, are we making you nervous?” 

With one hand, Sanchez lifted his coffee cup to his perfectly bowed mouth and ran his fingers along his abs with the other. I couldn’t decide which miracle of nature to focus on. 

Ramon saw my reaction and chuckled. “You want some action, don’t you, sweetheart?” 

I cleared my throat. My ability to speak surprised me. Without croaking or stammering I said, “I’m admiring the view. That doesn’t mean I want to fuck it.” I set my empty cup on the counter. “Why are you two in the living room by yourselves anyway? Where’s Jenn?” 

My answer came few seconds later when Jenn walked into the kitchen with a scrawny, white guy. She ran her hands across Ramon’s and Sanchez’s stomachs as she sashayed to the coffee pot. “Morning, Natalie.” She kissed my cheek. 

“Morning, Jenn.” 

“This is Brent,” she introduced the guy. “I see you’ve already met Ramon and Sanchez.” 

I nodded an acknowledgement to Brent. I studied the men. Or should I say I studied the gods and the man. Why on earth would Jenn be hanging out with the wormy looking guy when she could have had perfection? My puzzlement must have been evident because Jenn turned to Ramon. “Show her why, okay? I need a shower.” She left me in the kitchen with the three men

“Gladly.” Ramon placed his cup on the table and wrapped his huge hand around Brent’s cock. “You’ve got to see this,” he said to me.

Unsure what to do, I stood with my back to the counter and watched. Men stroking each other’s cocks was not part of my morning routine. 

Jenn’s?  Yes. 

Mine? No way. 

My god, it was hot. The contrast of Ramon’s dark skin against Brent’s white cock made my knees buckle. My nipples puckered and strained against the lace of my bra. Tingles ran down my spine and concentrated in my pussy. 

I glanced at Sanchez. He stood against the door frame, sipping coffee and watching Ramon. His dick rested against his leg, but it slowly came to life, twitching and enlarging. A glance at Ramon showed his cock’s response as well. 

I watched Ramon’s hand glide up and down Brent’s shaft. For a second, I tore my eyes away and glanced at Brent. Upon closer inspection, I realized he was handsome in his own right. Sure, he wasn’t brown and buff like the other men, but he had a lean, runner’s build and dark hair covered his chest. 

With a wide grin, Brent winked at me. “It’s worth the wait, darling. I promise.” 

Ramon licked his palm and continued pumping his hand along the length of the man’s shaft. 

With each stroke, my heart beat faster. My pussy dripped and flooded my panties. I wasn’t sure what turned me on more, watching a man pleasure another man or being surrounded by three aroused men. There wasn’t enough blood left in my brain to analyze the situation. 

“Yo, Ramon, dude.” Brent grabbed Ramon’s wrist. “We’re just supposed to show the lady, not get me off.” 

A deep chuckle filled the room. “Sorry, man. Got carried away.” 

With one last caress, Ramon ran his smooth black hand from base to tip of Brent’s cock. The biggest I had ever seen. 

“Oh, my.” My breath caught in my throat. 

“Pretty impressive, huh?” Sanchez asked. “Check out the tatt.” 

I couldn’t stop myself. I had to see. The sheer enormity of Brent’s cock overwhelmed me, so it took a second to focus on the fact we were all standing in the kitchen watching Ramon bring Brent to his turgid state. Once I finally noticed the very elaborate Japanese symbol tattooed on Brent’s shaft, I had to process what it meant. 

“You have the kanji symbol for penis tattooed on your penis?” I glanced up and looked him in the eyes—pretty blue—for the first time. “Did you think people wouldn’t figure out what it was without the identifier?” 

Sanchez and Ramon laughed. “Yeah, it’s kinda hard to tell what it is, ain’t it?” 

Brent shrugged. “It seemed like a good idea at the time.” He smiled at me. Pretty blue eyes, radiant smile, and a Godzilla-size cock. No wonder Jenn was hanging out with him instead of the studly Marines. “So, baby, interested in feeling it stretch your pussy?”

I gasped. No one ever talked to me that way. The crudeness shocked and aroused me. Fortunately, Jenn showed up before I gave into temptation. God, was I tempted. 

“Don’t even bother.” Jenn walked into the room, hair wet and silk robe clinging to her perfect body. “She has a thing for a guy at work. And she’s a good girl.” 

“Damn, that’s too bad.” Ramon ran his hand along his throbbing manhood. “I’m ready to go again, and I like women with meat on their bones.” He leaned against the wall and smiled as he cupped his balls and stroked his shaft. “Jenn?” 

“No, baby. You fucked me too hard, and I need a break. Have a go with Brent.” 

With a smile, Ramon took Brent’s hand and lead him into the living room. 

Blood pounding, cunt dripping, nipples tingling, I needed relief, but I was already running late for work. Jenn would notice if I tried to sneak back into my room. She would never allow me to pleasure myself in private. She’d make it a big ol’ love fest. With a sigh, I placed my mug in the sink and headed toward the genkan—the entry. 

“Are you going to the train station?” Sanchez asked. 

I nodded. 

“Great. Give me sec, and I’ll walk with you.” 

When Sanchez opened the door into the living room, Brent’s moans filtered into the entry. He was obviously enjoying himself. Oh, how I wanted to take a peek, to see the action, but I didn’t have the guts. 

Clothes in hand, Sanchez shut the door and returned to the genkan. I watched as he covered his muscled chest and tried to button his pants over his erection. 

“Tight squeeze, but I’ll be okay by the time we get to the station.” He held the door for me and waited as I grabbed my briefcase and purse.

Gorgeous and a gentleman. 

I liked to spend the twenty-minute walk to the train station in thought, clearing my mind before going to work. Impossible when all the blood in my body pulsated in my pussy. 

“So, you have a thing for some guy at work, huh?” Sanchez smiled. 

“Yeah, but he’s way out of my league.” 

“Guys don’t have leagues. We’ll screw anyone.” 

“I’ll keep that in mind.” I tried to ignore the punch to my gut. Images of my humiliating interview danced through my head. How could I be stupid enough to think any man would want me as a hostess? This was Japan, for God’s sake. I wasn’t petite, blonde, or perky. The fat pimp at the bar didn’t care about my fluent Japanese. The pity on his face nauseated me. Everyone knew Japanese men wanted dainty Western women. Western men wanted willowy Japanese women. A year in Japan had yielded me, Natalie James, a big fat zip in the date department. 

“So, what about this guy does it for you?” Sanchez pulled me from my thoughts. 

As we walked past the odd only-in-Japan combination of cabbage fields and suburban homes, I explained. “I’m not sure exactly. He’s tall, attractive. His hair is so thick and black it shines blue in the sunlight. When he laughs, my toes curl. He smiled at me once in the canteen, and I thought I’d pass out.” 

“Smiles are good. That means he likes you.” 

“Well, I don’t think he was actually smiling at me, maybe at the woman standing next to me, but it was in my general direction.” 

“Ha! You’re funny.” Sanchez’s strode much faster than I, and I struggled to keep pace. He noticed my heavy panting and slowed. “What do you talk about?” 

Fifteen minutes stretched between me and the train station. There was no way to outrun the guy, so I figured I’d go ahead and talk. Might as well take advantage of the male perspective. “Nothing.” 

He stopped and turned to me. “What do you mean?” 

“I don’t think he knows who I am.” 

“How long have you worked together?” 

“About a year.” 

“Then, trust me, baby, he’s noticed you.” 

“Yep. A year. And he hasn’t talked to me. So, woohoo, he’s noticed me and doesn’t like what he sees.” 

“Baby…” It felt nice being called such a sweet endearment. I didn’t care that he was using one because he probably couldn’t remember my name. I’d take it. “You’re very noticeable. Especially around all these skinny chicks.” 

He should have just hit me in the stomach. It wouldn’t have hurt nearly as badly. Fat pimp guy’s laughter filled my head. “Japanese man want skinny blonde. You fat, like sumo. No one want you.” 

I couldn’t stop it. Tears filled my eyes. I clenched my jaw, hoping to stop their flow and trudged forward. Sanchez grabbed my arm, “Baby, stop.” 

“My name’s Natalie,” I said, no longer appreciative of the endearment.

“I know, Natalie.” He pulled my arm, making me stop. “I hurt your feelings. That’s not what I meant. I meant you have some pretty damn spectacular curves and most women around here are sticks.”

“Yep. I’ve got curves.” I shrugged free and started walking. 

“Goddammit, ba—Natalie, stop!” His adamancy shocked me, and I halted. He put his hand on my face. “You’re hot. The guy at work has noticed you, and I can assure you, he’s pictured you naked.” He chuckled when I blushed. “If you like him, talk to him. He could be shy.” 

I shook my head. Kentaro wasn’t shy, but I appreciated Sanchez’s attempt to buoy my spirits. “Thanks.” 

We continued our stroll past the pachinko parlors and ramen shops that crowded the entrance to the station. Unlike Shinjuku and Shibuya, the Shakujii-kōen Station wasn’t wall-to-wall people on the platform. I glanced at the crowd of commuters and gasped in surprise. I couldn’t believe what I saw and dared another glance.

“What is it?” he asked. 

“It’s him. Over there in the blue suit. It’s Kentaro.” The pit of my stomach gripped in excitement. 

“The guy from work?” 

“Yes. I’ve never seen him here before.” 

“He’s looking over here. Smile at him.” 

“No. He doesn’t know who am I in the office. Why would he recognize me out of context?” 

“This is your chance. Smile at him. Chat him up. Make him interact with you outside the familiar setting.” 

“You’re insane.” The idea held appeal, but the fat pimp’s words still stung and I couldn’t take another rejection. 

“He’s still looking.” Sanchez grabbed my arm and pushed me against the ticket machine. “This will show him.” His hard, muscled body pinned me. His perfect bow mouth lowered to mine, and he took me with a rough gotta-have-you-now kiss. Entwined tongues and burning desire. He held me so close I could feel his cock harden. 

Having seen him naked earlier, I’d already admired his abs and watched as he stuffed a dildo-model dick into those jeans. I kind of forgot where I was. Within seconds, I moaned and wrapped my leg around his hip so I could feel his cock grind against my tingling cunt. 

Sanchez pulled back. “Whoa, Natalie. Save it for your office boy.” 

“Who?” 

He laughed and glanced around. “Office Boy is still watching. Trust me, he’ll remember who you are after our little show.” With a wink, he turned me around, patted my ass and sent me toward the train platform. 

I didn’t get it. If I’d seen a guy I liked making out with some woman, I’d think they were a couple and back off. Then again, Sanchez had just spent the night with the hottest blonde chick in Tokyo, a smoking hot black dude, and a white man with the biggest cock I’d ever seen. Maybe he knew what he was talking about.

Trying to cool my lust, I straightened my skirt and joined the queue on the train platform. What a way to spend the morning! 

Without looking, I knew when Kentaro stepped behind me. I recognized his scent and the familiar warmth that overcame me every time I was in his presence.

The crush of commuters crammed onto the express train—the nonstop from Shakujii-kōen to Shinjuku, a twenty minute trip. 

As the train doors closed, I found myself smashed with my back to the door and Kentaro smooshed against me. We were crowded in the train, unable to move. My fellow commuters had their backs to me, but he stood directly in front of me. 

Should I make eye contact? Acknowledge him? Why bother? 

All doubts that he knew my identity vanished when he touched my hip. 

My heart stopped. 

Riding on the trains and subways of Japan had taught me one thing. No matter how many orgasms you had from dry humping the briefcase of the guy in front of you, you did not touch. Even if you had to ride forty-five minutes with some short Japanese man glued to your cleavage, there was nothing intimate about it. Unless you were a chikan, a pervert, you kept your hands to yourself. 

For Kentaro to actually reach out and touch me was acknowledgement. I glanced up and discovered him looking out the window, watching as the train raced past the platforms of smaller stations. 

Okay, play this cool. I can stand here and act like he doesn’t have his hand on my hip. 

As he watched the passing scenery, he slid his hand from my hip to my waist. I bit my upper lip, trying to maintain the same cool, indifferent expression Kentaro possessed. He causally lifted the edge of my sweater. 

I knew he could feel my heart racing and could tell I held my breath by his small smirk of a smile. I looked away from his face, fearing he’d see the shock in my eyes if he glanced down. My stare bore into his blue suit-covered shoulder. 

His smooth hand feathered across my ribcage. For a split second, I worried about my weight, the extra padding over my ribs, but when his fingers reached the lace band of my bra all thought disappeared. Glancing at the people crammed around me, I could see no one paying attention to us. I leaned against the door to give him more access, trying to maintain a calm exterior as my knees weakened and my panties moistened. 

Kentaro’s palm grazed my ribs. Warmth spread through my body as he cupped my breast and ran his thumb over my bra. My erect nipple strained against the lace. He pinched it, and I had to fight my body’s natural response. I wanted, no needed, to arch my back and thrust my breast deeper into his palm, but I remained still, gave no indication the man in front of me was driving me insane. 

He must have become frustrated by the restrictions of the lace. With his index finger, he hooked the edge of the bra strap and followed it from my shoulder, across the swell of my breast, and stopped when parallel to my nipple. Slowly, he pushed the lace aside, freeing my breast. 

Moaning, groaning, wrapping my legs around him and fucking him on the spot were not viable options. Instead, I continued to stare at his shoulder as the train sped toward Shinjuku.

Something told me to withhold my touch, to resist my need to rub a hand along his zipper and feel his erection under my palm. 

His thumb circled my taut nipple. He flicked, teased, and pinched, escalating my need with every caress. 

Using the door as support, I closed my eyes and gave into the sensation, but only for a second. Any longer and I’d draw attention to myself by the look of ecstasy on my face. Even if I wanted to step away, I couldn’t. Scores of people crowded us, trapping me against the door. Standing there while Kentaro looked out into the distance and drove me insane was my only choice. I was his captive.

As the train pulled into the Shinjuku Station, Kentaro righted my bra and slid his hand down my stomach to my waist. The doors opposite us opened. He turned around and departed the train without a backward glance and made his way to the curb where the company car awaited him, which befitted his status as an upper manager. 

On weak knees, I walked the rest of the way to the office by myself. Once there, I greeted my co-workers, threw my bag in my cubicle, and went to the bathroom. I had to deal with the pressure between my legs. My pussy had never been so wet. I stepped into a stall, leaned against the door, and pulled up my skirt. Praying no one else could come into the room, I slid my hand up my thigh and flicked my clit through my soaking panties. 

I ached. I knew I would come too fast, three strokes max. The need to be quick debated with my desire to extend the experience. I didn’t want to get caught, but I couldn’t resist. I had to trace the route Kentaro’s hands took. First my waist, feeling the weight and warmth of his hand through my skirt. Then, his fingers slowly inching up my shirt. The light touch of his fingers grazing my ribs. Oh God, the feel of the lace dragging over my puckered, tight nipple and the cool air hitting it when he freed my breast from my bra.

Sweeping my panties to the side, I circled my clit with my fingers. Slowly, savoring the sensation of my cream lubricating each motion. It felt so good, yet it was lacking. My pussy begged for penetration. My middle finger glided into my throbbing cunt. Not enough. More. I needed more. With two fingers, I pumped my pussy, but still no satisfaction. 

Hard, hot cock. I needed to feel it stretch my pussy. Needed to be impaled and fucked. Needed the raw burning sensation made by a giant cock dragging against the walls of my cunt. 

At that moment, I’d have to settle for toying with my clit. Large circles became smaller and faster. My breath caught in my throat. I wanted to scream Kentaro’s name, but I suppressed the moan by biting down on my lower lip. 

The pressure rose. The walls of my cunt tightened around my fingers. My clit fluttered against the heel of my hand. Oh, how I wanted to stop, wanted to prolong the sensation. I was so hot I could have sustained this level of arousal for hours. Taking myself to the brink and then backing off just as I’d want my lover to do. But I couldn’t. I’d already risked too much. What if someone walked in? There was no way to mask or hide what I was doing. I needed to be quick. 

My cunt protested as I slid my fingers out, but I quelled it with a wide, sweeping stroke of my clit. Then another. And another. My breath caught in my throat. My knees shook. I wasn’t prepared for the intensity of my reaction. Like a jolt of lightning, my clit exploded, knocking me back. I stumbled and landed on the toilet. With my legs stretched out in front of me, I continued to circle my clit until wave after wave of orgasm shuddered through my body. I slid a finger into my pussy so I could feel it constrict and pulsate. 

As my body convulsed, I moaned, smiled, and whispered, “That’s for you, Kentaro.” 

The bathroom door opened and I rushed to right myself. A quick flush, and I stepped out of the stall. Akiko, a co-worker, washed her hands and looked at me in the mirror. “Are you okay?” she asked. “You’re red.” 

I chuckled. “Yep. I’m fine. Just winded from the walk from the station.” I washed my hands. Akiko held the door for me, and we returned to our stations.

My friend and co-worker, Maya, perched on my desk when I returned to my cubicle. “So, how’d it go yesterday?” she asked. 

Maya was an adorable, imp of a girl—short with blonde pixie hair, big green eyes, cute little upturned nose. She was all of five feet tall and spritely. Apparently, every Japanese man’s wet dream. Well, maybe not all Japanese men. My thoughts returned to Kentaro on the train. What the hell did that mean anyway? 

Instead of reliving the train ride, which would lead to another mad dash to the semi-privacy of the bathroom stall, I had to relive my job interview. 

“Mr. Kobayashi’s nice, isn’t he?” she asked. 

Nice wasn’t a word I’d use to describe the fat pimp. “What exactly did he tell you about recruiting girls to work for him?” I walked past her and pulled out my desk chair.

“Well, he said, ‘Send your friends to me. I need more girls.’ Why?” 

Bless her heart. Maya really didn’t get it. “Maya, sweetie.” I touched her knee, trying to soften the blow. “He meant your thin, beautiful friends.” 

Maya’s cute lips formed an ‘O.’ “But you are beautiful.”

“Glad you think so.” 

She pouted. “I’m not the only one who thinks so!” 

“Really? Name one.” Please say Kentaro. Please, please, please say Kentaro. 

Her hesitation was all the answer I needed. I wanted to tell her about Kentaro’s actions on the train, but I still had no idea what they meant. Maybe he saw me making out with Sanchez and thought I was easy. Maybe he felt up women on the train every morning as an enjoyable way to pass his commuting time. I could understand not looking at me on the train. It made the act more discrete. Departing the train without a backward glance sent an entirely different message. Too bad my stupidity prevented me from reading the damn thing. 

“Nat, you’ll find someone. I promise. In the meantime, what are you going to do for money?” 

“I think I’m going to have to sell a kidney since no one wants my body.” 

She huffed up. “Hostesses are not whores.” 

“Honey, I know. I was being facetious.”

She hopped from my desk. “We’ll find something for you.” She squeezed my shoulder. “Is it really so bad at home?” 

“I managed to get some sleep. Jenn was out until two. There were three men at the apartment this morning.” 

“Damn. She’s insatiable.” 

“Yep. Jenn loves sex, and she’s not afraid to let everybody know it.” 

“Who would have thought orgies would be so disruptive?” 

“Mine never are.” I joked, but when Maya shot tea out her nose from laughing so hard, I was a tad bit insulted. I could have an orgy! Yeah, well that would require more people in the room than just you. 

I tried to concentrate on the curriculum development project for some middle-management men being transferred to their company’s London office, but hunger took over. Visions of the jam-covered English muffin interspersed with images of mile-long dicks and hands sliding up my shirt clouded my mind.

With a shake of my head, I stood, stretched, and walked to the office canteen. A green-tea dispenser stood next to the vending machine. I grabbed a paper cup and held it under the nozzle and felt the warmth along my palm as the cup filled with hot tea. I stood before the vending machine trying to decide between hot ramen or chocolate-covered Pocky sticks. 

The silver yen coins clanked as they entered the machine. I pushed the buttons and my selection fell with a thud to the dispensing area. Just as I bent over to fish the sweet snack from the back of the machine, the door to the break room opened. I righted myself and turned to see who had entered. 

Naturally, it was Kentaro. 

God, not only did he see my big ass in the air, he caught me buying cookies. 

He nodded in my direction, which was more recognition than I usually got. With a slight bow, I raced to the door.

Could he hear my heart? 

I couldn’t get that interaction out of my mind. Every file, every piece of paper, every e-mail reminded me of Kentaro’s thumb sliding across my nipple as his body blocked me against the door of the train. 

By noon, my state of arousal overwhelmed me and I knew I had to do something. I spent my lunch hour searching the Internet on my smart phone and found my answer. Of course, barging into Kentaro’s office, hiking up my skirt, walking behind the desk, and lowering myself onto his erect, rock-hard cock would have been much more satisfying, but this was a more realistic solution. The store was located one stop from Shakujii-kōen and a thirty-minute walk from my apartment. It meant taking the local train and twelve stops before reaching my destination, but it would be worth it. 

High school kids dressed in the uniforms from different academies filled the train. The cute girls all had their skirts shorter than allowed by the schools. It was easy enough to do—roll up the waist band to reveal just the right amount of thigh. I smiled at one of the homelier girls with her skirt past her knees. For some reason, I could relate to her. 

The boys had their shirts unbuttoned and their ties loosened. They hovered over the cute girls. One hand on the overhead bar as they flirted with the rhythm of the train. The sexual tension bounced off the walls of the train car. Sweat mingled with supercharged pheromones. Had it always been so charged? Or had my dormant sexuality just ignored it. I felt like a sleeping giant had been awakened and wasn’t sure if it was a good thing or not. Suppression had worked so well in the past. 

I pushed past the swinging school boys as I exited the train. “Iroppoi! Sexy mama,” one boy said when I walked by. The other boys laughed. 

What the hell did that mean? Maya and Jenn would have taken it as a compliment. Why did I immediately think they were making fun of me? A quick remembrance of my morning activities made me decide to take it as a compliment, too. Both Sanchez and Kentaro couldn’t be wrong, could they?

Yeah right, Sanchez kissed me to get another guy’s attention and Kentaro felt me up like some stranger. Don’t over think it! 

Thoughts of Kentaro filled my mind on the three-block walk from the station to my destination.  Funny how Sanchez’s mind-melting kiss could be so quickly forgotten. All I could think about was Kentaro’s hands on my breast. Once at the store, I found what I needed then hurried home.

The quick, self-pleasuring session in the bathroom at work had done nothing to ease my tension. Bottom line. I was horny. My senses were charged, and the tiniest of movement made my pussy ache and tingle. All day, I sat at my desk with soaking wet panties fantasizing about Kentaro under my desk, licking my thighs and flicking his tongue over my swollen clit. All day. Every second. 

Jenn foiled my plans to go directly to my room when I stepped into the apartment. As a pilot for Japan Air Systems, her schedule was sporadic. I never knew when to expect her home. She could’ve lived anywhere in Toyko, since the airline provided her housing, but she chose the three bedroom, Western-style apartment, complete with garden in the suburbs, because it offered more privacy. She hadn’t been looking for a roommate, but a mutual friend introduced us. The price was right, and I moved in a week after our meeting. 

“I ordered pizza,” she said. “It should be here in a few minutes.” An open bottle of merlot joined two glasses on the table. “I wanted to apologize for this morning. I meant for the boys to be gone before you woke up, but things got out of hand. We didn’t embarrass you too much, did we?” She walked over to me, took my bags, and led me into the living room. There was no way to argue with Jenn. As much as I wanted to go directly to my room, she wouldn’t allow it. She had it in her mind that she needed to apologize. Getting away wasn’t an option. 

She sat the bags on the table and poured the wine. 

We sat on pillows on the bamboo tatami mats. “So, how was your day?” Jenn asked at the same time the delivery guy knocked on the door. When she stood, she knocked the bag off the table and my purchase fell to the floor. 

She stepped over the hermetically sealed package and walked toward the door. As she flirted with the delivery boy, I scooped it and put it back in the bag.

“Oh, Natalie, there’s nothing to be embarrassed about.” She set the pizza on the table. “Can I see?” She reached around me, brushing my breasts with her arm as she took the bag from my side. 

She pulled out the thick, black dildo. “Sweetie, the boys turned you on this morning, didn’t they?” 

Yeah, watching the men fondle each other had been hot. Sanchez plastering me against the ticket booth and dancing with my tongue was awesome, but Kentaro on the train was what did it. I couldn’t tell Jenn about the incident. As much as I wanted to analyze the event, to talk about it would lessen it somehow. I wanted to close my eyes and imagine the feel of Kentaro’s hands on my breasts, to trace his touch, to plunge the giant dildo into my cunt and imagine Kentaro filling me with cum. 

“Yeah, they did,” I admitted and sipped wine. 

Jenn held up the package. “This is really good, but I have something much better.” She reached for my hand. “Come with me, and I’ll show you.” 

“Uh, thanks Jenn, but I really don’t feel comfortable using anything of yours.” How gross! It’s bad enough I have to sleep through orgies every night, but sharing sex toys? Hell no! 

“Sweetie, trust me on this.” She pulled on my hand, and I followed her. 

My room was peaceful, quiet, tranquil—a perfect place to relax after a busy day. Jenn’s room was a sultan’s den of iniquity—red silk, plush pillows, oils, lotions.  Beautifully painted scenes from the Kama Sutra decorated the northwest corner of the room in accordance with feng shui to enhance her sexual chi. 

It obviously worked. 

Jenn gave me a gentle nudge, and I perched on the edge of the mattress. When she knelt between my knees, my heart stopped. “Uh, Jenn, I don’t think…” My voice trailed off as Jenn ran her hand along my knee, past the hem of my skirt, and touched the delicate, tender, sensitive skin of my inner thigh. 

“Jenn…” I scooted back on the bed to get away from her touch, but she followed me. Jenn’s lips drowned out my objection. Soft lips. Spicy tongue. Gentle caresses. 

She tasted sweet. Sweet and juicy like a peach. The kiss with Sanchez that morning in the station had been hot, urgent, and demanding. Jenn’s kiss was as arousing, but in such a different, delicate way. 

“Jenn…really.” I tried to pull away, but she followed me onto the bed and held me in place with her knees. 

“Just feel it,” she muttered against my lips. “Don’t think.” 

Instead of following my instinct and pushing away, I closed my eyes and gave in to the sensation for one second. Only a second.

So sensuous. Exotic. The second stretched to much longer as I discovered the kiss of a woman.

When her hand slipped under my sweater, visions of Kentaro on the train filled my mind. I tried to relax into Jenn’s touch. I’d experienced an entire day of foreplay and was ready to give in, but I knew it was Kentaro’s touch I wanted. Not Jenn’s.

Jenn flicked my swollen nipple, and I took her hand. “Jenn, I can’t do this.” 

“Yes, you can, sweetie.” She ran her tongue over my lips. 

“I can’t…I’m not…” I grabbed Jenn’s hand. “Stop it.” 

I had Jenn’s attention and blushed as the beautiful woman sat back and looked at me. I didn’t want to hurt her feelings, but I had no idea how to explain how I felt. 

“Sweetie.” She caressed my cheek. “I know you’re not a lesbian, but please let me do this for you.” Her thumb traced my lower lip. “I know you need it.” 

“It’s not fair because I don’t think I could do anything to…uh, assist you.” 

“I want to do this.” Her azure eyes gazed into mine. 

My God. She wants me! 

Her generosity took my breath away, but I managed to ask, “Why?”

“Because you’re beautiful and sexy and my friend.” She ran her tongue along my neck, sending shivers through me. “Because I know you need to be fucked, and Natalie…” She pulled back, stared into my eyes, grasped my breast, and said, “I want to fuck you.”

All I could do was nod my acquiescence. 

Quaking with need and shaking with uncertainty and pure nerves, I let Jenn take the lead. Her kisses turned strong, aggressive, and just when I didn’t think I could take anymore, she changed her approach and teased me with tiny, sweet kisses. 

A trail of kisses and luscious licks led to Jenn unbuttoning my sweater and exposing my breasts—swollen and spilling over my bra. She slipped the sweater off my shoulders. 

With firm hands, she pulled the lace from my breasts, restricting them with the bra straps and exposing tight, erect nipples. “Oh, God, I can’t tell you how many times I’ve imagined licking your tits.” 

“What?” I tried to move away, but Jenn held firm. 

“You have great tits.” She lowered her tongue and flicked a nipple. “I’ve wanted to taste them from the first time I met you.” 

“But…” Confused, I didn’t know how to process what I’d heard. Jenn always brought home men. I had never heard her talk about women, yet she was attracted to my breasts? 

“Sweetheart,” Jenn said. “Just sit back and relax. Quit thinking and let me do my thing.” She smiled then drew my breast into her mouth and sucked while her tongue danced across my nipple. With a nipple gently held between her teeth, she explained, “I don’t usually fuck women.” She nibbled and taunted my nipples. “But Natalie…you drive me crazy.” She feathered her hand across my belly and held my other breast in her hand. “How many times I’ve wanted to invite you to my little parties. Wanted to suck your tits while some guy fucked me.” 

Thunderstruck, I just lay there, not believing my ears. Jenn reached under me and unfastened my bra. She threw it next to my sweater and continued to caress and suck my breasts. Eventually, the sensations of her actions overruled my brain and I threw my head back and dug my hands in her hair. When her tongue and lips had teased and tickled my right breast thoroughly, I grabbed her hair, pulled her back, and directed her to my left. 

Jenn grinned. “Yeah, baby. That’s what I want. Show me what you need.” 

With both hands, she squeezed my breasts together and used her thumbs to tease my sensitive nipples. Then she licked my belly, my navel, and when she reached the waistband of my skirt, she slid her hands behind me, unhooked the fastener, and slowly unzipped the skirt. 

I trembled. Having my breasts teased was one thing, but Jenn was definitely taking things to a higher level. 

“Uh…Jenn…well, I…” 

“Hips up,” she demanded. 

I did as directed. The skirt glided past my hips, across my thighs and calves, and pooled on the floor. I lay in front of her wearing nothing but pink lace panties. 

She admired the view. “Very nice.” 

I snorted. “Hardly.” I reached for a pillow to cover myself, but Jenn roughly grabbed my wrist. 

“No!” 

“Jenn, I don’t—” Jenn’s mouth cut short my protest as she cupped the wettest part of my panties, sucking in lace and my throbbing clit. 

“Oh. My. God!’ I fell back on the bed. 

When Jenn indicated I should raise my hips again so my panties could be removed, I didn’t hesitate.

Why not? I’d already done a myriad of taboo things that day—watching men jack each other off, almost screwing some guy at the train station, letting another guy feel me up on the train, getting off in the bathroom at work, and buying a sex toy. What would a little lesbian cunnalingus hurt? 

The few times I’d ever thought about lesbian sex, I always pictured it as sweet and loving. Not with Jenn. She was more aggressive than most men I had been with and I liked it. No hesitation. No room for thought. Nothing but pure, wanton pleasure. 

Her tongue shoved into my pussy. Clearly, she wanted everything I had to offer. I squirmed to get closer and give her full access to my swollen cunt. Pushing it in her face. Riding her tongue. As she licked my pussy, she slipped her finger into my wet, tight slit. 

I bucked and arched, trying to get more. I’d only gotten off on a man’s tongue twice before, but Jenn knew what she was doing and was going to make me explode in record time. Her tongue flicked over my clit at just the perfect speed and pressure. I grabbed her hair and held her head in place, not wanting her to leave. Riding her tongue. Just as I coiled for release, Jenn pushed off the bed.

“What the hell?” I opened my eyes as she walked across the room and opened the top drawer of her dresser. In the mirror, I watched her pull out a leather harness and an enormous dildo. Jenn looked in the mirror and gazed into my eyes. 

“This is what you need, sweetie. Not some cold, dildo. Not to get off on my tongue. You need fucking. Let me take care of you.” 

Emotions flowed over me. Fear, embarrassment, doubt. As Jenn undressed, all of those negative emotions faded away, leaving only desire. 

Jenn stepped into the harness and buckled it behind her. She turned and walked back to the bed, stroking her new cock the entire time. She licked her palm and pumped against her hand. “God, I’d like to have one of these things for real. Just for one day. Just so I could know what it feels like to get a blowjob, you know?” 

I shook my head, incapable of coherent speech. 

“Baby, are you ready?” Jenn knelt between my legs. She teased me, shaking the cock against my clit, using the juices dripping from my pussy to moisten it. 

All thought left my mind. The voices in my head questioning our actions shut up as my body took control. I’d never wanted anything more than to have Jenn delve deep inside me. To feel Jenn pumping against me, to watch her perfect breasts bounce with every thrust. 

Slowly, she pressed the head of the cock against my opening. Hovering. Teasing. The tip barely penetrated me, stretched me, promised so much more. Just as I raised my hips for more, she pulled out. With a smile, she entered me again, an inch then withdrew. She shook, holding back. Inch by inch she glided into me and inch by inch she retreated, making me tremble with anticipation. 

I met the next tease with bucking hips, taking the entire cock deep. “Oh, God!” I moaned. 

Jenn’s eyes widened. “Is it too much?” 

“God, no. More.” 

“Yeah, baby. I’ll give you more.” 

The need to feel a cock stretch my cunt was finally met. I moaned as Jenn pummeled me. Deep. Hard. 

Lost in the pleasure, I closed my eyes and threw my head back. How long? How long had it been since I’d been intimate with someone? How many times over the last year could I have knocked on Jenn’s door and gotten the very thing I needed most? 

I opened my eyes so I could watch Jenn. A beautiful woman. Her perfect breasts bounced before me. I reached up and held them in my hands. Rubbing my thumb over her nipples, watching them swell. Her eyes glazed with desire. A glance in the mirror revealed her lovely ass pumping as she burrowed into me. It was one of the sexiest things I’d ever seen. I couldn’t turn away. Had to watch Jenn fuck me. 

I matched every thrust with my own. Taking the dildo deeper and deeper until I felt the rough leather of the harness against my clit. Shudders racked my body as I strained to feel the harness brush against me again and again.

Jenn realized what I needed. She ran her thumb over my clit. She pumped harder and continued to tease me with her thumb. 

Each thrust evoked a moan. Every flick produced a groan. 

Tension built inside me. I grabbed Jenn’s hips, pulled her deep and ground against her. Frenzied, forcefully, I moved my hips. Back. Forward. Back. Faster. With each push, my body melted. Nothing else existed. Every cell of my being concentrated on my cunt. Warmth spread through my body as wave after wave of bliss trembled and rocked me. 

One last scream and I collapsed. 

Jenn slipped out of me and stretched beside me. “Better?”

“Wow.” I sighed. “I had no idea.” 

Jenn smiled. “I’m glad you enjoyed it.” 

I nodded. 

With her palm turned up, Jenn dragged her nails across my stomach, causing me to shiver and my nipples to tighten. “Do you mind,” she kissed my shoulder, “staying while I get off?” 

“Of course not.” I kissed her. “Thank you.”

Jenn stood, unbuckled the strap on and let it fall to the floor. She pulled a vibrator out of the top drawer of her nightstand and lay next to me. Her body was perfection—muscled and toned in the right places and soft and curvy in the others. A ruby navel ring glistened in the low light. She slid her hands over her hipbones and parted her labia, releasing a spicy, musky smell and making my nipples tingle. 

With her thumb, Jenn flipped on the vibrator and arched when she rubbed it gently against her soft, pink nub. 

Her pouty nipples enticed me. Tentatively, I reached toward her breast. It was one thing to touch her when she was fucking me. The heat of the moment. This was deliberate. She tensed when I smoothed my hand along her ribs. Her reaction emboldened me, and I grazed my palm across her nipple. The feel of the hard nub made my palm itch, and I liked it. With more confidence, I skimmed my hand across her chest to tease the other breast. Touching, fondling, teasing. Without thinking, I lowered my mouth and licked the taut nipple. Flicking and sucking. 

It took me a second to realize Jenn had stopped. I tried to pull away, but she wrapped her arm around me and wouldn’t let me go. “Don’t stop. It feels so good.” 

“Why’d you quit?” 

“You’ll make me come too soon,” she explained. 

I shook my head. “You had sex with three huge men today. How could I make you come at all?” 

Jenn caressed my cheek and tucked a strand of hair behind my ear. “You’re soft, gentle, beautiful.” She smiled and whispered, “You’ve never done this before. It turns me on and flatters me that you’d do this for me.” 

With a blush, I said, “You did so much more.” 

“It’s not the same.” She reached for me and pulled my mouth back to her breast

I wanted to bring Jenn to orgasm so badly, but every time my hand strayed below her navel, I had to draw it back to her breasts. 

Jenn, the most experienced person I had ever met, was aroused by my tiny little kisses. She had selflessly pleasured me. I could do my best to return the favor.

Teasing Jenn’s nipple between my teeth, I forced myself to explore below her waist. Slowly, I glided my hand across pronounced hips bones. Jenn’s flinch sent waves of daring through me. I couldn’t believe I was actually turning on a woman who’d been with hundreds of lovers. 

Emboldened, I smoothed my hand over Jenn’s shaved pussy and spread her lips apart. My fingers slid over her clit, and I could feel her heat. I liked the silky feel of her wetness. Not knowing what to do made me hesitate, but one little buck from Jenn encouraged me. 

God knows, I’d spent enough time playing with myself over the past few months to be familiar with the equipment. I knew what made me come, so I adapted my routine for Jenn. With my index and middle finger, I circled Jenn’s clit, using her wetness to make my fingers glide. 

Jenn moaned. “Oh, God, Natalie.” 

I took a nipple between my teeth and stroked Jenn’s clit. Alternating the size of the circles and the speed of my fingers. Slowly, teasingly. Fast and hard. Jenn’s moans guided me. Helped me discover what she liked. 

Without even realizing what I was doing, I lowered my head to Jenn’s waist. I’m not sure who was more surprised when I closed my lips over Jenn’s clit. 

Jenn’s hands dug roughly into my hair and pulled my mouth away. “You don’t know what you’re getting yourself into.” 

“Don’t you like it?” 

“God, Nat, I love it, but I get kind of wild. You’ve turned me on too much. I don’t think I can take it slow.” 

“No need.” 

“Baby, you don’t know what you’re asking.” 

I held up the vibrator. “If I can’t handle it, I’ll stop and we’ll go back to this, okay?” 

“Are you sure?” 

My answer came in the form of my tongue flittering across her clit. 

Hearing Jenn come wasn’t anything new. The catch in her throat and the panting and moans. How many times did I hear her through the thin walls of our apartment? Watching her reach her bliss was something altogether sexier. I couldn’t take her eyes off her—her tense body, pumping hips, puckered nipples, and her expression. The closed eyes. The arched neck. The shape of her mouth as she pouted and moaned. 

Then, the convulsions. Jenn’s gorgeous body quivered and twisted. She dug her hands into my hair and pulled. Pulled hard, dragging my mouth away from her clit. Then pushed me back as she thrust her hips forward, slamming against my mouth and tongue. 

At first, I had no idea what to do. It hurt. My scalp ached, and the violence of her pussy hitting my tongue shocked me, but she moaned. I could tell she was close, so I wrapped my hands around her and cupped her ass, pulling her as close as possible and quickly licked her nub. Her thighs closed around my head, and she bucked so hard I thought she was going to give me whiplash. 

Then, she screamed. Not like any scream I’d heard her emit before. Her body shook. Her pussy fluttered and she bucked harder and harder until moisture dripped off my tongue. With a “fuck yeah!” she collapsed.

We laid there in silence for a few minutes. “Thank you, sweetie.” She pulled me up from between her legs and kissed me, licking her cum from my lips.

With a smile, she rolled over and rested her head on my shoulder. She trailed her fingers along my stomach and cupped a breast. With another kiss, she settled in and drifted off to sleep. 

It didn’t take me long to follow her lead. I never could understand why people fell asleep after sex. Finally, I got it. An orgasm that intense wipes you out. All those years, I thought I’d had a satisfying sex life. Discovering I was wrong had never been so pleasurable. 

****

The delectable aroma of coffee lured me into the kitchen. Jenn stood over the pot, cup in hand. Her hair was a tousled mess, and her loosely tied silk robe revealed perky cleavage. 

“Mornin’,” I mumbled as I headed to the fridge for cream. 

“Ahh.” Jenn’s moan of pleasure caught my attention, and I turned to see the cause. She happily sipped her first cup of French roast. “We should probably talk about what just happened.” 

“What do you mean?” I poured a cup of coffee. 

“Well, you know I’m not a relationship person.” 

I laughed. “Yeah, I kind of noticed.” Only a couple of guys had made it past Jenn’s bedroom door more than once and even that never lasted more than a few weeks.

Concerned danced across her face as she gazed into my eyes. “Here’s the deal. I’m straightforward about sex, and I’m straightforward about my expectations.” 

“Oh, Jenn. I know.” I squeezed her hand to reassure her. “We had sex. That doesn’t mean I think we need to become exclusive or whatever.” 

Her eyes grew wide, and her jaw dropped. “Really?” 

“Of course. Why? What did you expect me to say?” 

“This is where my nympho tendencies get me into trouble. I wanted you too badly to think things through, and I’m sorry about that.” 

I thought my heart would explode. Jenn the most beautiful, sexiest woman I’d ever met wanted me. 

“You’ve never brought anyone home, so I wasn’t sure what you thought of casual sex.” She ran her fingers along my wrist. 

I debated whether or not I should tell her that I had no problem with casual sex but that the lack of willing participants caused my issues. Then, I glanced at her. She wanted me. Sanchez had kissed me, and Kentaro’s actions on the train meant my list of willing participants went from zero to three in twenty-four hours. 

To hell with you, fat pimp guy. Natalie James is desirable! 

****

As I walked to the station, I thought about the myriad of sexual encounters I’d experienced in the past day and smiled. It was as if a switch had been flipped and I was now a bright, neon billboard radiating sexuality. I grinned and nodded to other folks walking toward the station. 

The day before, I’d taken the 8:03 train. Dealing with naked Marines and men with tattooed johnsons caused me to run late. I considered waiting for it again, hoping I’d see Kentaro, but I was beginning to think the encounter with him was an illusion brought on by extreme horniness. 

A sexual mirage. 

I pulled a book from my bag and read while I waited on the platform. The 7:43 train arrived. The throng of commuters swept me forward into the car. I grabbed an overhead handrail and continued to read, oblivious to the world around me.

The mechanical female voice said, “Doa ga shimarimasu. Gochuui kudasai. Doors are closing. Please be careful.” 

The clicking and rocking of the train set the perfect tone for the murder mystery that engrossed me. When a hand reached around me, I gasped. I looked over my shoulder to find Kentaro ignoring me, looking out the window. With a strong arm, he pulled me to him and cradled my ass against his groin. With every bump and jolt, I could feel his cock growing larger and harder. 

My escapade with Jenn gave me confidence, and I decided to take charge of this little game. With a wiggle, I repositioned myself, barely moving so no one would notice, which resulted in my ass plastered against his erection, riding his cock. 

The heat of his erection radiated through his pants and warmed my ass. Once again, I rode the train with soaking wet panties. Oh, how I wanted to turn around, wrap my legs around him, and bury his cock in my dripping pussy. But I couldn’t. We were on the train with hundreds of people. So, my satisfaction had to be gained by teasing him to the point where he had to spend his first few minutes at the office in the bathroom jacking off. 

Using every ounce of willpower I possessed, I pulled away. His quiet groan hummed in my ear, a groan meant only for me, and it sent shivers down my neck. I gave it a few seconds, made him suffer, then I brushed my ass against his cock again, pressing harder than I had before. The curve of my ass fit perfectly on his erection. Adding more pressure, I perched on his hard cock giving in to the rhythm of the train. I felt every bump, every turn, every jostle. 

God, his cock felt good. Felt so very good. 

I wanted to turn around, wanted my pussy to ride his cock. Even through clothing, my desire was so heightened that one brush against my clit would’ve sent me into the throes of orgasm. 

When his hand left my hip and slid across my hipbone, I knew the path it sought. Liked where it was headed, but no. I controlled the situation, not him. I stopped his hand from progressing and stepped away. He tried to force me back in place, but I stood, unbending. Dripping and panting, but I wouldn’t budge. 

Another groan of frustration. The thought of provoking that same guttural, primal, sound from him during sex added tingles to my already tingling bits. 

I savored my power, loved being the teaser. I reached behind me and ran my hand over his zipper. His hot erection sizzled against my palm. A deep, raw growl meant for my ears only thrilled me. He stepped even closer and shoved against my hand. Oh, how I wanted to unzip his pants and feel his hot, throbbing flesh. Gritting my teeth, trying to quell my lust, I pulled my hand away. 

He nipped my ear. The feel of his lips drove me wild. At the brink of orgasm, I doubted I could take a step without erupting. 

Throwing caution and good sense out the window, I let go of the overhead rail and settled my ass against his lap. The only thing keeping me upright was his arm around my waist and my backside firmly planted on his erection. The train roared through small stations, clicking and clacking, swaying and bobbing. Every movement creating an erotic dance. I closed my eyes and relished every sensation.

The nasal-voiced train announcer broke into my thoughts. “Seibu-Ikebukuro sen wo goriyou kudasaimashite arigatou gozamau odeguchi wa migigawa desu. Thank you for using the Seibu line.” Doors on the right side will open for exit. 

I grabbed the overhead railing and righted myself. When the train doors opened, Kentaro whispered in my ear, the first words he’d ever spoken to me, “Tomorrow, wear a skirt.” 

Tomorrow wear a skirt. 

Tomorrow wear a skirt? What the hell did that mean? 

Well, it means tomorrow wear a skirt, but why? As I walked to the office, I mentally listed all the clothes in my closet. I had a couple of skirts, but nothing very promising. 

Fortunately, meetings and fast-approaching deadlines filled my workday. I didn’t have time to obsess over the action on the train. Oh, thoughts of leaning into Kentaro’s erection tried to occupy my mind, but I didn’t have the time to savor them. 

After work, I stopped by Isetan, the major department store on the eastside of the Shinjuku Station. Sales clerks bowed when I walked through the door. The overpowering aroma of cosmetics and perfumes assaulted my nose, making my eyes water. I rode the tiny, steep escalator to the third floor and stepped off into Size Shop, which was next to Tall Size Shop. Brightly lit with pulsating techno-pop blaring the “plus-size” section of ladies’ wear didn’t offer a peaceful shopping environment. Then again, with my nerves and level of sexual arousal, peace could only be found in one place…Kentaro’s arms. 

I had two skirts in my arsenal, a dark brown one and a gray tweed. I looked through the racks and racks of blouses. There was a beautiful, purple flowing gauzy one. It looked like something straight out of 1964 Haight Ashbury. I loved it. All flouncy and girlie, but I knew it wouldn’t complement a single item in my wardrobe.

Reluctantly, I put it back on the rack. I continued to scour the rounds of clothes until I found a black silk blouse with tiny pearl buttons and lace capped sleeves. It was gorgeous and looked like it might possibly fit me. Then, I looked at the tag. Never mind. I could’ve flown to Thailand for the price of the blouse. Apparently, it was made from silk woven from the wings of angels. 

Disheartened, I headed home. Why wasn’t Kentaro on the evening trains? Being mauled on my evening commute would have been nice, too. Several liquor stores lined the route from the station to my apartment, and I ducked in one for a bottle of wine. 

Judging from the pair of huge boots in the genkan, I knew Jenn had company. No surprise there. The fact that I recognized them said a lot. Sanchez had returned for a repeat visit. He had to be as good in bed as he was against a ticket machine in the train station. 

He lounged on the floor, hands behind his head, watching a football game on the television. When he saw me, he smiled, lowered the volume, and sat up. 

“Want some wine?” I waved the bottle. 

“Yeah, sure.” He stood and followed me into the kitchen. I handed him the corkscrew and reached for wine glasses. 

“Where’s Jenn?” I asked while he poured wine. 

“She’s in the shower. We’re going to Roppongi later.” 

I nodded. I’d been to Roppongi a couple times since moving to Tokyo. It was the party district—the best place to pick up men, usually soldiers. Needless to say, going twice and not even being acknowledged dampened its allure for me. 

Sanchez led the way back to the living room. Tight jeans formed to his ass, and the long sleeves of his white henley shirt were pushed up, showcasing thick, muscled, brown forearms. Once seated, he asked, “How’d it go with the guy you work with?” 

“He still hasn’t really talked to me but…well…he kind of touched me on the train.”

“He touched you?” He bristled as if ready to defend my honor, which I had to admit warmed my heart a little. Before he worked himself into a rage, he asked, “Touched you, how?” 

Too embarrassed to go into details, I skimmed over our interactions. “Well, he stood behind me and touched my stomach.” My cheeks flamed. “And well, today, he pulled me against him.” 

“What do you mean?”

I raised my eyebrows, hoping he’d get the gist of our exchange, but he gave no indication of comprehension. “You know…he pulled me against him so my well…backside…was against his front side.” 

“Holy shit. Was he hard?” 

The flames burning my face scorched their way to my scalp. I nodded. 

“Hot damn, Natalie. I think the guy noticed you.”

“He told me to wear a skirt tomorrow. What should I do?” 

He grinned. “You should wear a skirt.” 

“Therein lies the rub.” He looked at me as if I was insane. “I’m guessing he means something short and sexy.” 

“Hell, yeah.” Another grin, bordering on lecherous. 

“I don’t have anything like that,” I explained. 

“Let me see.” He stood, grabbed his wine, and headed toward my bedroom. 

Stumbling over myself, I finally gained my balance and hurried after him. While I wanted a man in my bedroom, one searching my closet wasn’t what I had in mind. 

“Good God, woman.” Sanchez glanced at my clothes. “Do you work in a morgue?” 

“No! Why?” 

The scraping sound of hangers sliding across metal filled the room. “Brown, gray, black, oh, more brown. Look at this, it’s…nice.” He held up a gray cardigan sweater. 

“Stop it. It’s not that bad.” 

“Really? There has to be something with color in here.” He continued flicking through my measly wardrobe. Then, a low whistle. “Yeah, baby. This’ll do.” He pulled out a red dress from the back of the closet. A short, red dress with a plunging neckline. In a moment of wistfulness, I’d packed it when I moved from the States. I’d always heard about the Tokyo nightlife and thought I’d have plenty of places to wear it. 

I hadn’t. 

“I can’t wear that to work. Besides, I’m not sure I like Kentaro telling me what to wear.” I huffed and plopped on the futon. 

“Babe…” I glared at him. “I mean, Natalie, just because you do what he tells you tomorrow doesn’t mean you have to let him tell you what to do all the time. This just shows you are definitely interested.” 

That made sense, but wearing the dress to work was inappropriate. It was suited for a nightclub, not a boardroom. 

A waft of jasmine fragrance entered the room before Jenn. She wore a silk robe. Curlers jutted from her head, making her look like an alien life form suitable for Roswell, and yet she was still gorgeous. “What’s going on?” 

I sat on the futon and pouted while Sanchez relayed my tale. Jenn nodded a couple of times, and when he finished talking, she left the room without saying a word. Seconds later, she came back with a beautiful red and gray floral silk scarf. “Here. Wear the red dress.” She held up a hand to stop my protest. “The dress, with this scarf tucked in the neckline and this…uh, sweater.” She held up the gray cardigan Sanchez had held earlier. She picked up a pair of black, ankle strap pumps with three-inch heels. “With these. It’s sexy and professional.” 

“Really? It’s not sleazy?” I was dubious.

“Nope, sweetie. It’s perfect.” 

A few hours later, they invited me to accompany them to Roppogoni, but I declined. Instead, I stayed home and played out every scenario I could think of regarding the train ride the next morning. 

I needn’t have bothered. 

****

Pain and anticipation accompanied me on the walk to the station the next morning. The heels looked great, but weren’t made for commuting. I didn’t care though. One look in the mirror and I knew Jenn and Sanchez were right. I looked…well…sexy. Way shorter than I remembered, the dress’s hem ended at mid thigh. To my delight, my legs looked good. Damn good. Miles of walking every day to and from train stations had made them quite shapely. The scarf reduced the plunge of the neckline, but still left an enticing view and the frumpy, gray cardigan looked positively scrumptious when combined with silk. 

As I neared the station, my heart raced. I had to stop at a kiosk to buy a pack of gum in order to give myself a minute to calm my nerves. With a deep inhale, I nonchalantly moseyed into the station, swiped my commuter card, and walked past the turnstiles. Instead of looking around for Kentaro, I buried my nose in a book as if totally indifferent to his demands. 

The 7:43 train arrived with no sightings of Kentaro, but I hadn’t seen him the day before either. I hesitated. Should I get on or wait until the 8:03? My musings ended when the rush of people behind me carried me along with them as they boarded the train. I had no choice, but Kentaro had found me before. My skirt rode higher up my thighs when I lifted my arms and grabbed the overhead handrail, causing a few moments of self-consciousness, but when I thought of Kentaro’s reaction, I smiled. 

Tomorrow wear a skirt. I’d show him. 

The train clacked, clanged, and rocked. By the time I’d finished reading a second page, I knew Kentaro hadn’t boarded the train. 

Dammit. I should’ve waited until the 8:03. Dammit, dammit, dammit. 

At Shinjuku, I disembarked. As I walked around the corner of the station, I caught a glimpse of Kentaro ducking into the company car. 

My face burned as red at my dress. Oh, my god. I dressed up like a tart at his command. How pathetic! Mortification pounded into me with every click of my too-high heels. I wanted to get on the train and never step foot in my office again. Had he seen me? Hadn’t like what he saw and ignored me? If he’d seen me, avoiding the office would be even more pitiful than running back home. So, click, click, click, I weaved my way through other workers headed to their jobs. 

Apprehension and embarrassment overcame me once again as I approached the doors to my office building. My hand shook. I gritted my teeth and forced myself to enter. 

Maya whistled when she saw me, “Holy shit, Natalie! You look fantastic.” 

Hide. I wanted to hide. Didn’t want anyone to notice me and surely didn’t want anyone to draw attention to my attire. 

“Are you going out tonight or something?” Maya perched on the edge of my desk. 

“No. It’s nothing.” I grimaced and put my bag in the bottom desk drawer. 

“No? So what’s going on?” The chiming of the elevator drowned out her question. Several upper executives stepped off, including Kentaro. One glance in his direction was all it took for my knees to melt. He was so tall and regal looking. His black suit hugged his body, and the white shirt accented his beautiful, tawny skin. Quickly, I turned my attention to booting up my computer. 

“So…” Maya prompted. 

“Jenn suggested it, and I thought I’d give it a go.” 

Sliding off my desk, she said, “Well, it suits you.” She walked to her desk and picked up a thick portfolio. “Ready for the meeting?” 

Oh, crap. The meeting. The presentation to discuss the new curriculum I had developed. A meeting I’d spent over a month preparing for and I’d completely spaced it. 

Fucking hormones!

My palms sweated and beads of moisture gathered on my upper lip. My face had to be as green as my stomach felt because Maya said, “Nat. You can do this. The program is brilliant.” 

“Yeah, yeah, I know.” Confident, I knew I’d do well. Too bad that confidence didn’t spill into my love life.  

Executives, teachers, and the team of developers, of which I was the lead, packed the boardroom.

With a deep breath, I launched into my presentation. After a few seconds, I calmed down and focused on the work. Maybe Kentaro told me to wear a skirt because he wanted me to look professional for his boss? Yeah, that was it. Big career-making meeting, a girl should be dressed appropriately. 

During the first break, someone called in the president of the company. When he entered the room, we all bowed and several people scooted around so he’d have a seat at the head of the table. 

By mid-afternoon, the president determined the changes I proposed should be implemented company wide. Quite a coup.  The original proposal had only affected a few select classes. 

The ill-fated morning train ride had slipped my mind as I walked on sunshine. Maya had cleared out for the evening, and I sat in our empty section of the office finalizing some notes from the meeting. Out of the corner of my eye, I caught a reflection in the computer monitor and jumped out of my skin. 

I jolted from my chair in a flash and whirled around to face the intruder. “Holy fucking shit. What the hell?” 

Kentaro’s hands flew up in an attempt to show he was harmless. “I didn’t mean to scare you.” 

“Oh, it’s you.” I returned to my seat. 

“You look beautiful today.” Oh, great. The qualifier. Not always. I just look beautiful today. 

“Yeah, thanks.” I clicked on my inbox and continued to check my mail. Who cared if it was only LOL Cats from my mother. It made me look somewhat important and busy. 

“No, really, Natalie.” Against my will, my body instantly reacted to him calling me by name. “You look…sexy.” 

Oh, god, as if calling me by name wasn’t enough. 

Do not bend. 

“Great. You think you can feel me up in the office now?” Snark dripped from my tongue.

“No, Natalie.” He walked around me and propped on my desk where Maya had been earlier. For some reason, Kentaro on my desk pleased me more. Tentatively, he reached over and touched my cheek. 

I pulled away. “I don’t know what you’re playing at, but you’re not going to play me.” 

His hand rested on his leg. Even through the black fabric of his pants, I recognized how thick and muscular his thighs were. Couldn’t help but recall the feel of my back against his strong, broad chest and my ass firmly cradled in his crotch. My loins…well…quivered. 

“I’m not playing you,” he whispered. 

I glared at him. 

A tinge of red tinted his cheeks. “Natalie. I’m…um… attracted to you.” 

I cocked an eyebrow, questioning him silently. 

His hand slid from his thigh and covered my hand on the desk. He made soft circles with his thumb, melting my resolve. If his thumb had that much effect, God knew his kiss would be electrifying. “When I saw you at the train station, I thought I was going to pass out. You’re so hot.” I tried to pull my hand away, but he held it tight. “Mr. Takahashi called right as I was queuing up behind you. He was anxious about today’s meeting.” He stopped, gazed deeply into my eyes, and said, “You shocked the hell out of him. You shocked the hell out of me. I knew you were brilliant, but your proposal was exactly what we needed.” He shook his head. “I was hard during your entire presentation.” 

I rolled my eyes in doubt and disgust. 

He took my hand and placed it over his zipper. Yep. Definitely aroused. Without thinking, I rubbed him. Even through layers of fabric, the heat of his erection burned my palm. 

For a split second, he closed his eyes and savored the feeling but grabbed my wrist before I could get too carried away. 

“Natalie, listen. I want you to know I didn’t get with you on the train because I had to text with Mr. Takahashi on the way to the office. I wanted to, but I think it was a good thing I didn’t.”

“Why?” 

“Fuck, you’re gorgeous. I don’t think I could’ve controlled myself.” He chuckled. “The only thing I’ve been able to think about all day is pulling your skirt over your ass and bending you over a desk.” 

Heat rose along my collar and quickly enflamed my cheeks. 

“You have no idea how hot you are, do you?” He reached over and tugged on my upper arms, pulling me toward him. I stood from my chair, and he guided me between his legs. I stood before him as he sat on my desk. 

I found the closeness smothering, breathing impossible. I tried to step away, but he held my arms. 

“Don’t go. I want you to see how beautiful you are. How sexy you are. I can’t believe you even doubt it.” 

The fat pimp’s words from the hostess bar rang in my ears, but I didn’t repeat them to Kentaro. If he thought I was sexy, I wasn’t going to dissuade him of the notion. 

Instead of explaining myself, I leaned into him and gently touched my lips to his. We hovered for a brief second, breathing in each other’s essence. Then, he opened his mouth, deepening the kiss. His hands slid from my arms, and he buried them in my hair. Without thinking, I clawed at the back of his shirt, trying to reach under to feel his bare skin. 

His hands ran along my back and rested on my ass. He pulled me toward him. With one hand, he reached up and removed the strategically placed scarf. As it dropped to the floor, he gasped and whispered “Suteki!” as if worshipping me. 

He glanced up at me and smiled. “Are! Natalie. Suteki. Beautiful.” 

It took every ounce of my being to resist the need to shake my head in disagreement. I never had problems attracting lovers in America, and yet my time in Japan had wrecked my self-confidence. Instead of arguing and giving in to self-doubt, I accepted his assessment at face value. Kentaro was a handsome desirable man, and he wanted me. He wanted me. All my self-doubt evaporated when he lowered his mouth and followed my plunging neckline with his tongue. 

His whisper tickled my skin. “Natalie, I’ve dreamed of doing this.”

“Really?” My voice squeaked in surprise. 

“I’m binbin-daze at every staff meeting since you started working here.” When his tongue reached the apex of my cleavage, his voice lowered and, with a guttural growl, he said, “Tamannee, Natalie.” 

Hearing him say he had an erection during staff meetings heated me up, but the hoarse, passion-filled statement that his desire for me, tamannee, was an uncontrollable compulsion melted me—a puddle right there in my cubicle. 

Normally, I would’ve been reticent, cautious about going forward, but the night with Jenn revitalized my confidence. If I could bring her pleasure, I could definitely gain and give pleasure to the man I’d been lusting after for close to a year. 

His tongue lapped at my breasts, sending electric shocks directly to my pussy. I stood between his legs with his face buried in my breasts and ran my fingers through his dark, luscious hair, releasing the aroma of sandalwood and musk. Inhaling deeply, I captured his scent. 

He continued to tease every inch of my cleavage with his tongue and mouth. I trailed the other hand down his neck to the collar of his shirt. With one tug, the knot of his tie released, and I slowly pulled the silk until his neck was free. 

His mouth still consumed with my breasts, he ran his hands around my waist and rested them on my ass. He scooted to the edge of the desk and pulled me toward him until his erection rested hard against my stomach. 

As I worked the buttons on his shirt, his hands roamed up my back. 

Top button undone.

His fingers clasped the pull of the zipper, and he slowly…tooth by tooth…released the zipper of my dress. 

With each button I opened, he’d open a tiny bit of the zipper. 

Synchronized seduction. 

My breathing was so out of control I thought I’d faint. When my hands felt the warm skin of his chest, my legs shook. When he touched the bare skin of my back, my pussy quivered. 

Without waiting on my next move, he unbuttoned his cuffs and shrugged out of his shirt. His hands smoothed along my back until my bra blocked his path. It was as if my bra self-destructed. There was no way he released the clasps as quickly as he had. Once his trail was unhindered, his hands continued their journey to my shoulders. 

In one sweeping motion, he lowered the dress to my waist and dropped the bra to the floor. Only then, did he stop teasing and nipping my breasts and look once again into my eyes. 

We stood before each other bare-chested. My nipples taut, my cunt wet and throbbing. 

“Suteki,” he whispered.

He ran his hands along my waist and ribs until he cupped my breasts. He gathered them together, ran his tongue along the crease created and, with his thumbs, he grazed my nipples, softly, teasingly. 

“Oh. My. God!” Lightning scorched through my body and my knees buckled. Limp, I almost fell to the floor. 

With a chuckle, he steadied me. Once I stood firmly in front of him again, he looked into my eyes as he lowered his lips. With a wicked grin, he turned his gaze from me and flicked my right nipple with his tongue. 

Quivering. Incapable of standing. It took a second to realize that Kentaro’s hands on my hips held me upright. He ran his tongue to my left breast and tortured me more. 

“Kentaro, stop.” I pushed on his shoulders, trying to distance myself. It was too much. Too fast. My senses were so overwhelmed I couldn’t even stand on my own. I needed time to think, to process the flood of emotions and sensations overtaking me. 

His hands stopped, and he looked at me in puzzlement. “Don’t you like?” Hurt filled his eyes. 

“Subarashii kuso—fucking fantastic, but I need a second. I’m a little overwhelmed here.” 

Instead of stopping and honoring my wish, he flashed a lecherous grin, dropped his hands from my breasts, and smoothed them along my stomach, causing goose bumps to rise on my arms. Looking me straight in the eyes, he rested his hands on the fabric gathered around my waist. His eyes flickered with mischief right before he tugged on the fabric and caused my dress to fall to the floor. 

I stood before him in green lace panties. 

“So that’s how it’s going to be, huh?” I resisted the urge to cover myself. 

“Mmmhmm.” His hand slid from my navel to the moist area between my legs. His eyes widened when he realized the extent of my arousal. “Anata ga on ni natte iru. You’re wet.”

The warmth of his hand pressed against my soaking panties turned me on even more. I wanted him, and I didn’t want to wait any longer. I reached for his belt. Showing as much finesse as he’d demonstrated with removing my dress, I unbuckled his belt. He shuffled, raising his hips so I could lower his pants to the floor. 

Black boxer briefs had never been sexier. His chiseled abs had a faint treasure trail reaching to the top of briefs that hugged his thick thighs. Black fabric outlined his erection. I had to feel him. Had to experience the sensation of his heat and hardness in the palm of my hand. Before I could act, he grabbed my wrist and shoved my hand against his erection.

My palm sizzled. 

“Holy Moses.” I exhaled and savored the moment. He dropped my hand and let me have free reign.

Without thinking, I caressed the length of his cock, eyes closed, as if committing the size, thickness, and heat of his erection to memory. Starting at his balls and stroking my way to the tip. Up and down, up and down. 

Pre-cum moistened his briefs. 

Up and down, up and down. 

Roughly, he grabbed my wrist.

My eyes flew open. “Nani?” I asked. “What?” 

“Babe, there is too much I want to do with you to come in my shorts like a school boy.” Pushing me backward, he lowered himself from my desk and knelt before me. His hands circled my waist and slid down my ass. He pulled me close, cupped his mouth over the wettest part of my panties, and sucked. My swollen clit pulsated, turning me inside out. Then he licked me through the green lace and I shuddered. 

My body felt like all the blood had been replaced with helium. If he hadn’t been holding me, I would’ve floated to the ceiling. I stood before him shivering with pleasure. I reached to the waistband of my panties and was about to pull them over my hips, giving him more access to my swollen cunt, when he stopped me. 

“No, not here.” 

Startled, I came to my senses. The intensity of my arousal had blocked out reality, causing me to be oblivious to my surroundings. I stood, mostly nude, in a sea of cubicles. He picked up his pants, fumbled around his pocket for a second, and pulled out condoms and a key card.

He stood and took my hand. “Come with me.” When I reached for my dress, he said, “Leave it.” 

Walking around wearing nothing but a pair of panties and three-inch heels would’ve made me uncomfortable in the privacy of my own home. Somehow, following a shirtless Kentaro through our offices didn’t faze me one bit. 

Muscles rippled along his back. His skin was as smooth and delicious as luscious, creamy milk chocolate. I wanted to lean into him and feel the warmth of my breasts melt into his back, merging completely. 

He led me past the break room and stopped in front of an office. He held the key card in front of the door. With a click, the door unlatched, and he pulled me into the room. For a split second, we stood in total blackness. A swishing sound indicated the door had closed behind us. 

Kentaro let go of my hand. “Stay here for a second.” He fumbled across the room. When he ran into a piece of furniture, he chuckled. “Almost there.”

A few breaths later, he turned on a table lamp and a soft glow washed over the room. Once my eyes adjusted, I noticed the black, leather couches, the giant mahogany desk, and the floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the park square below. We were in Mr. Takahashi’s office. Immediately, my hands covered my bare breasts.

“Kentaro, we can’t do anything in here,” I protested.

“Yes, we can.” His gaze locked with mine, and he swaggered across the room. His stare mesmerized me. Entranced, I knew arguing with him would be pointless. I’d give in to any request. 

I figured he’d kiss me again and pull me into his arms. Instead, he knelt before me, grabbed my ass, and pulled my panties into his mouth. “Where was I?” He closed his lips over my still-throbbing clit. With a suck, he caused my legs to wobble. He chuckled. “Yeah, I think that’s where I was.” 

Any protests I had were forgotten as he flicked my clit through silk. With a nudge, he directed me toward the couch, never missing a lick as I backed and he crawled. When the back of my legs touched leather, he nudged once again and I fell to the soft cushions. Once I was settled, he ran his finger along my inner thigh and pulled the lacy fabric of my panties to one side.

Slowly, he nipped and teased my labia, never touching the sweet spot. Torturing me, he continued to suck on my inner thigh. By the time he finally followed the landing strip to my clit, my pussy dripped and I feared leaving a stain onto the leather couch. For a brief moment, I was embarrassed, but as soon as his tongue contacted my clit, I no longer cared. 

Slowly licking between the labia, he delved deep enough to flick his tongue on my clit. I grabbed his hair and, showing no restraint, I bucked on his face. Thoughts of Jenn’s rapturous orgasm crossed my mind, and I smiled to myself, knowing I was going to repeat her performance.

I wrapped my legs around his body and used my heels to draw him closer. 

Kentaro growled in frustration. He tugged my panties. His mouth left my clit, leaving me chilled as he dragged my panties over my hips and to the floor. As if not missing a beat, he returned his mouth to my pussy.

My buried hands held his mouth the way I wanted it. I rode his tongue, bucking, twisting, and contorting until I had his tongue exactly where I needed it. I couldn’t stop myself. I pushed my hips forward and ground against his face. 

I felt the warmth building, felt the tension increase. My breathing became labored and my chest constricted. Just as I neared the brink, he licked my inner thigh and stopped. 

“What the…” I opened my eyes to see Kentaro’s wicked grin. 

“Not yet, baby.” 

“Oh, come on.” I pouted.

He laughed at my petulance. 

“You asked for it.” His tongue lapped my clit, causing me to buck once again. He whispered against my thigh, “You ready for me, baby?” 

“Oh, God, yes.” 

Another lick. Another buck. I thrust my hips forward, wanting more of his tongue. He surprised me when he slipped two fingers into my pussy. Slowly, he stroked upward, teasing my G-spot. Then, to my surprise, he gently slipped his pinkie into my anus. 

My breath caught. 

He didn’t stop. With his tongue firmly placed on my clit, he continued to caress my pussy with his fingers and teased my ass. 

So intense. Mind-blowing. I couldn’t decide which sensation to focus on. My clit hummed. My pussy dripped and ached. His finger in my ass added pressure to the walls of my cunt. 

I screamed. I bucked. I squirmed. I grabbed his hair and thrust my hips forward, grinding my clit against his face while intensifying his finger action. 

Deeper. I wanted him so deep he touched my core. 

The multiple sensations took me to places I’d never been before. The pit of my stomach quivered. My legs shook, and my nipples were so taut they ached. 

“Oh, God, Kentaro…don’t stop…don’t stop…”

Then, the sweet release. Wave after wave of undulating bliss washed over my body. Kentaro licked and sucked, never missing a beat. Just as the last throes of the orgasm subsided, he stood, tore off his briefs, rolled on a condom, and without hesitation, rammed his cock into my pulsating cunt. 

Feeling his erection stretch my quivering flesh sent shock waves through my body. I’d never been that hot and ready for a man before, and the sensation was unnerving. So thick, so hard, so big. My pussy welcomed every inch of him. 

I’d never had someone enter me while I was still coming, and it drove me wild. Frenzied, I thrust forward, taking him as deep as possible. Kentaro’s groan worked its way past my moans, and I opened my eyes.

Gritting his teeth, he looked into my face and said, “Itte choudai.” He grabbed my neck, forcing me to make eye contact and demanded, “Come for me.” 

The intensity of the moment overwhelmed me, and within seconds, my pussy released the built up tension, constricting so tight, I worried about Kentaro. My cunt slammed together, pulsating, quivering, exploding. My screams matched the intensity. Shudder after shudder racked my body. My heels dug into Kentaro’s ass. My fingernails pierced the skin of his back. 

Bright lights flickered in my peripheral vision. My entire body convulsed. The surprised look on Kentaro’s face was the last thing I remembered before everything went black. 

Total peace, floating on air, warm, comfortable, smiling. Oh, so delicious. Then, red sharp pain. Trying to ignore that, I focused on floating. Then someone called my name from a distance. 

Slap! 

“Natalie!” 

My eyes flew open. “What the hell?” I looked around. I was on a black couch, sitting next to a naked Kentaro who wore the biggest shit-eating grin I’d ever seen. 

“What…” 

With another grin and a smug expression, he said, “You came so hard you passed out.” 

I felt my entire body slip into blush mode. “I did not.”

“Babe, you did.” 

“Oh, God,” I moaned in total embarrassment and buried my face in my hands. How pathetic? Poor girl hasn’t been laid in so long she passed out. 

I shook my head. If that was the case, then I would’ve passed out with Jenn. This was simply pathetic. 

Kentaro reached for my hands and removed them from my face, forcing me to look at him. The expression in his eyes wasn’t one of pity or ridicule. It was one of caring and possibly a little bit of pride. “Natalie, that is the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.” Then with a slight blush, he asked, “Do you do that every time?” 

Oh, how I wanted to lie, to say it happened every time. Don’t feel special, big guy. But lying had never been one of my better skills. “No. It’s a first for me.” 

His cheeks reddened, and his grin grew enormous. “So, it was me?” 

“Solely caused by planetary alignment.” I tried to joke my way out of it. 

He glared. “Natalie, tell me the truth.” 

“How about I show you?” I leaned forward to kiss him, but he held his hand up to stop me. 

“Tell me,” he demanded.

“Why?” I looked at him. “You don’t need your ego stroked.” 

“The hell I don’t. Everyone needs their ego stroked.” He took my hand and rubbed circles on my palm with his thumb. “Please tell me.” 

With a sigh, I relented. “Kentaro, that was the most intense orgasm I’ve ever experienced.” I pulled my hand from his grip and studied it as I continued. “I’ve had a crush on you since I started working here, and well…you’ve been in several of my fantasies.” I ignored his gasp of surprise. “I guess in this case reality is better than fantasy.” 

“Why didn’t you say anything?” 

I refused to look at him. Passing out from an orgasm wasn’t nearly as embarrassing as admitting I’d lusted after him for over a year. Pathetic indeed. 

Black leather creaked as he repositioned himself to roll the condom off his still-erect penis and toss it on the floor next to his briefs.

I searched the room for something to cover myself with. My dress and his shirt were in my cubicle. Mr. Takahashi didn’t have any cozy, knitted afghans or throws in his ultra-modern office. As exposed as I felt sitting naked in front of Kentaro, it didn’t compare to the exposure I felt by admitting my attraction to him. I wrapped my arms across my chest. 

Kentaro reached for my wrist and gently pulled my hand toward him. He placed it on his thigh and reached for my other hand. “Natalie, you’re beautiful. I want to see you.” 

Sighing, I let him remove my inadequate attempt to hide.

“Why didn’t you say anything about being attracted to me?” His question made my hands fly back to my breasts. Before I was able to cover myself, he caught my hands and held them tight. 

“I’ve worked here for a long time, and you’ve never acknowledged me.” 

His brow furrowed. “What do you mean? I talk to you every morning.” 

What did he mean by that? I would’ve remembered if he talked to me. I closed my eyes and thought of mornings at the office. Vividly, I could visualize him stepping off the elevator, always dapper and distinguished. “Kentaro, saying good morning in my general direction isn’t talking to me.”

“I come to your space all the time and talk.” 

I thought over the last few months at work. He had started coming into my cubicle area in the mornings. Carrying a cup of tea, he’d step in and sit on Maya’s desk and chat. 

“You talk to Maya.” He’d never once said anything to me to make me think he wanted me to participate in the conversation. He’d sit there and visit with Maya, and all the while, my heart longed for him to talk to me. 

“I was there for you.” He caressed my wrist and forearm. 

“Kantaro, don’t. You don’t have to do this. I know you find Maya attractive. It’s okay.” I tried to fight off the images of the fat pimp’s smug, condescending smile. 

“Damnit, Natalie!” Kentaro grabbed my hand and pulled it to his chest. His heart pounded against his warm, smooth skin. “You caused this.” He guided my hand down his chest, past his abs along the treasure trail of hair to his stiff erection. “You caused this.” He released my hand, but I kept it on his cock. I couldn’t help myself. It felt so good, like velvet. “I was about to give up, but Maya told me you were attracted to me.” My eyes opened wide in surprise. “Since you wouldn’t have anything to do with me at the office, I decided to catch you on the commute.” He grinned. “I had no intention of touching you. I only wanted to talk, but my god, you were so close and so tempting. I couldn’t help myself.” With a sheepish grin, he said, “I was so hot I…senzuri in my office.” 

I giggled and admitted, “Manzuri in the lady’s room.” 

“No.” His jaw dropped in surprise. 

“Yes.” I continued to stroke his cock, slowly, deliberately. 

“God, I wish I’d known. I would’ve joined you.” 

I leaned forward, licked his ear, and whispered, “We’re together now.”

He turned his face toward me and our lips met. Electric. He dug his hand into my hair and kissed me so deeply he reached my soul. My nipples were so tight they ached. My pussy dripped. My palm flamed. I needed to feel his cock on my tongue. 

Kissing my way down the path Kentaro had taken my hand earlier, I knelt between his legs. He scooted closer to the edge of the sofa. I savored the feel of his cock in my hand—the warmth, the weight, the girth, the smoothness. My palm tingled, but my tongue buzzed with anticipation. Even though my mouth watered and begged to be filled, I took my time, teasing and torturing myself as much as him. Up and down. Slowly gliding my hand down from the tip to the base. Up and down. 

I kissed his inner thigh, making him shake and widen his legs. I ran my tongue up his thigh and down the other, avoiding his luscious balls and cock. Slowly, I licked my way up one thigh and down the other. Just when he got comfortable with my rhythm, I playfully bit his thigh, millimeters from his scrotum. Before he could recover from the surprise bite, I licked his balls. One, long, sensuous lick. As he gasped, I sucked both balls into my mouth, licked and twirled, and released him. 

“Oh god!” He groaned. 

I couldn’t wait any longer. I had to feel his cock. Had to have it throb on my tongue and tickle the back of my throat. Roughly, I pulled his cock toward me and without preamble, I consumed it. Every inch into my mouth at once. Thick, hard, pulsating. 

“Mecha kucha!” he hissed. “So fucking good.” He buried his hands in my hair and thrust forward. The tip of his cock slid past the roof of my mouth and touched the soft palate. My first instinct was to gag, but I held still for just a second until the feeling passed. I reached up and held his forearms indicating he shouldn’t thrust. Slowly, I eased his cock a little deeper, pausing after each insertion. Once I grew accustomed to his size, my muscles relaxed and I could pull back and take him into my mouth again. 

He gasped. 

The sensation of his cock gliding against the roof of my mouth and falling into the soft, constricted area of my throat drove me wild. I wanted him to be able to thrust but knew I wouldn’t be able to handle it. He seemed to understand. He removed his hands from my hair and laid back. My hands rested on his hipbones. I slid them across his hip and reached behind him, cupping his ass. 

His legs shook. I felt so powerful, in control. I’d never gotten pleasure out of dictating a situation before, but I loved it. My pussy dripped. My nipples tingled. I had him where I wanted him, in my mouth and trembling. Just when I thought he was going to explode, he kicked the coffee table. It flew across the floor. In one fluid motion, Kentaro threw me on my back onto the carpeted floor, ripped open the foil packet with his teeth and rolled a condom on. He fell to the floor between my knees.

With one hand, he gathered my hands and pinned them above my head. With the other, he guided his cock to my wet cunt. Using more force than I anticipated, he rammed into me, making me scream in surprise and pleasure. He rutted, his eyes glazed over in desire, his teeth gritted. He slammed into me again and again. When he placed his thumb over my clit, I knew I wouldn’t last long. I tried to wiggle, to get away from his touch, but he held me firm. 

Two could play at that game. I raised my knees, wrapped my feet around his back, and squeezed my pussy tight. Like a vise grip, I held him as he thrust in and out. I could feel myself getting dizzy, knew I was about to come, but I wasn’t going to release without him. I raised my hips, taking him even deeper, squeezing tight, matching his every movement. I wanted to close my eyes and concentrate on the wonderful sensations, but I wanted to watch Kentaro’s face, wanted to gauge when he was going to climax. 

His breathing got faster and shallower. He threw back his head, closed his eyes, and moaned. “Iku yo!” I’d heard enough escapades from Jenn’s side of the bedroom wall to know he said he was going to come. 

“Yeah, baby. Give it to me. I want it all.” I continued to match his rhythm, encouraging him. 

A deep guttural growl emitted from him, and his body tensed. I held him so tight with my pussy, I could feel his cock engorge. Then shudders. Wave after wave of convulsions as he released into the latex barrier. 

Just as I was about to relax and savor his orgasm, he started teasing my clit again with his thumb. He leaned over me, his cock still firmly planted inside me, and kissed me. Deep and passionate. His thumb worked up and down, back and forth, making small circles around my clit. He lowered his lips to my breasts, sucked a nipple into his mouth, and teased it with his teeth. That’s what did it. His teeth biting down gently on my nipple and his thumb stroking my clit as his still-hard cock pumped into me. Within seconds, I exploded. There was a flutter in the pit of my stomach and pussy, followed by cascading tremors of delight. 

 “Sweet Jesus,” I whispered, then collapsed. 

He pulled out and lay next to me on the floor. “Sugoi des!” He rolled to his side to face me and placed his hand on my hip. “Natalie, you are amazing.” He grinned. 

Considering the fact that I’d just screamed his name in passion and called out to every deity known to man, it made no sense for me to blush when he complimented me, but I did. I could feel the flames lapping at my cheeks. 

He laughed and pulled me toward him so my head rested on his shoulder. We lay there in silence for a few minutes. Being wrapped in his arms was purely delightful. I couldn’t remember the last time a post coital cuddle felt so comfortable, so right. I closed my eyes and inhaled. I wanted to capture his musky scent. I allowed myself to linger, but only for a short while. From past experience, I knew sex didn’t make me close to a man. The intimacy of the moments afterward were what did me in. 

One last inhale and I rolled onto my back. His hand followed my movement and slid from my hip to my stomach. Another scan of the room had my attention. “Why do you have a key to Mr. Takahasi’s office?” 

A low chuckle rumbled in his chest. “He gave it to me during the meeting so I could get some paperwork for him. He left before I could give it back to him.” 

For some reason, finding out Kentaro accidently had the key to the boss’s office upset me. I bolted upright. “Kentaro, we need to get out of here.” 

Again, I searched for something to cover myself. “It’s okay. There’s no need to worry.” He rolled over and picked up my panties and his briefs. After tossing my underwear to me, he pulled on his shorts. “It’s really okay. No one will find out.” 

He scooted next to me and rested his back against the couch. With a warm hand, he caressed my shoulders as I put on my panties. “Besides, I think the old man would approve.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“He’s always talking about your curves.” 

I swung around and looked at him. “What!” 

Another chuckle. “Yes, baby. Trust me, your curves have been the topic of more than one drunken discussion.” 

Once again the fat pimp’s words filled my head. Visions of the boys from the office sitting around sipping sake and discussing my ass brought tears to my eyes. Quickly, I turned away not wanting to show Kentaro my weakness. As fast as the tears had come, they evaporated and were replaced with a smile.

Over the past couple of days, I’d gone from the sad little wallflower who couldn’t get a job at a hostess bar to a hot commodity. Sanchez kissing me at the train station and my night with Jenn led me to this moment. Finally, I was in the arms of Kentaro. A place I’d wanted to be for months. My smile morphed into a giant grin when I realized Kentaro wouldn’t have told me about the guys talking about me if they were saying hurtful things. 

I turned back to him, gazing into his lovely, honey-smooth face. “Oh yeah? What exactly do they say about me when they’re drunk?” 

“Baby, they…how do you say…ogle? They ogle you when they aren’t drunk. Get a little booze in their system, and they describe what they want to do to you.” 

“No way.” I frowned. “What do you say?” 

“I don’t participate in those conversations.” 

“Why not?” 

“I think more of you than that. It seems kind of rude to talk about you that way, but that doesn’t mean I wasn’t agreeing with everything they said.” He grinned. “I think I just showed you what I would’ve said. 

“Hmm. Well, you know they say talk is cheap. So, I’m glad you can walk the walk.” 

With his lips barely touching my neck, he whispered, “Let me show you what else I would have said I’d like to do with you.” He reached for my hand and directed it between his legs. My palm ignited when it came in contact with his raging hard erection. Without hesitation, I ran my fingers along the waistline of his briefs and slid them to the floor.  I knelt before him and lowered my mouth, licking his erection. The feel of his cock on my tongue sent shivers through my body and elicited a groan from Kentaro. 

“Oh, baby.”

I glanced up and held his gaze as I took his cock into my mouth.

“Fuck.” His held fell back, and he smiled. 

Slowly, I ran my tongue from the base to the tip of his erection. I circled the head with my tongue. “Let me show you what I would’ve told my friends I want to do to you.” 

His only response was, “Please.” 

****

Wearing only my robe, I slipped from my bedroom to make coffee. Once again, nude Marines sprawled on the living room floor. I recognized Sanchez, but Ramon had been replaced with another muscled, dark-skinned hottie. 

Quietly, I ducked into the kitchen and spooned ground coffee into the filter. As I filled the pot with water, Sanchez joined me. 

“Good morning,” he greeted in a sultry, husky voice. 

I glanced his way. Naturally, he hadn’t bothered to put on any clothes. Not that I was complaining. 

“Morning.” I nodded to the pot. “Want some?” 

He grinned. “Yeah, but not anything that’s brewing.”

I blushed. 

“You’re looking hot in your robe with your hair all messed up from sleep.”

My response was cut short when the Nubian god joined us. I rolled my eyes. He hadn’t bothered with clothes either. 

“Natalie, this is Jackson.” 

I nodded in his direction. “Nice to meet you. Would you like some coffee?” Emphasizing the word made Sanchez chuckle. 

His bass voice washed over my body like a warm chocolate waterfall. “Thank you, baby. I would like a cup.” 

We stood there in silence while the pot percolated. As the last gurgles emitted, Jenn and Brent joined us. At least they had the decency to be partially dressed. I filled everyone’s cup and they stood around as I made as second pot. 

Laughter filled the apartment as Sanchez told a story about the previous evening’s escapades in Roppongi. 

When Kentaro stepped into the crowded kitchen wearing my floral, silk robe, a shocked silence echoed off the walls. He glanced around the room, taking in the scene—me standing scantily dressed among two naked men, a barely robed Jenn, and Brent wearing nothing but a pair of boxers. His attention returned to me, and he smiled. “Good morning.”

My knees melted, and I propped against the counter. His sexuality sizzled and snapped. It amazed me how he could outshine the Marines and Brent. Jenn’s nipples perked up and came to attention under her silk robe. 

“Good morning.” I smiled in return. “Coffee?” 

“Yes, please.” He walked past Sanchez, joined me at the counter, and put his arm around me as I handed him a mug. 

“Everyone, this is Kentaro.” I introduced everyone to him. He took it all in stride, even shook hands and nodded to the naked guys. 

“Let’s move this little soiree into the living room, what do you say?” Jenn offered. The three men followed her, leaving me alone in the kitchen with Kentaro. 

He turned me to face him and slid his hands under my robe. With his thumbs, he caressed my nipples. When they were taut and aching, causing me to squirm, he lowered his lips to mine. His lips, warm from the coffee, melted me into him. 

My eyes were still closed and my body was drifting off when he asked, “So, do you always have naked men in your kitchen?” 

“A lot of times.” 

“You’re kidding, right?” 

“Nope. Jenn is…hmm…rather promiscuous.” I shrugged. “She has lots of guests. Rarely the same folks twice, but I know Sanchez and Brent. The Jackson guy is new.” 

“Sanchez is the one I saw kissing you at the train station, isn’t he?”

I grinned. “Yes, that was him.”

Doubt crossed his beautiful, tawny face. “Is he your lover?” 

“Oh, no.” My cheeks burned. “He only kissed me to get your attention.” 

“What?”

“I saw you at the train station. I told him I had a crush on you, but you had no idea who I was. So, he thought making a scene would get your attention. That’s the only reason he kissed me.”

“Baby, I saw that kiss. It wasn’t the only reason he was kissing you. He enjoyed it, too.” 

“Well, there really is no cause for concern.” Unable to look him in the eye when I admitted it, I studied my hands. “You’re the only person I’m interested in.” 

He reached over and guided my chin so I was staring directly into his obsidian eyes. “You, Natalie, are the only person I’m interested in.” 

His hands smoothed along my back and cupped my ass. He dropped to his knees, separated my robe, and closed his mouth over my clit. 

Right there in the kitchen where, a few days before, I stood mortified because I was surrounded by naked men, Kentaro licked my pussy. I bucked against his tongue. With total abandon, I moaned. For the first time ever, I was the one making the noise that disturbed the people in the room next door. 

I liked the reversed roles.
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