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My name’s Hiroshi. This all happened when I was twenty, fresh out of high school. My family never expected me to send money home, but they couldn’t afford college either, so I grabbed the first job I could find. The pay wasn’t much, but it let me live on my own. I moved out, rented a tiny room, and for the first time felt the rush of standing on my own two feet.

It wasn’t some big fight that pushed me out; my parents had always treated me like an afterthought—feed me, house me, that was enough. So when I could finally take care of myself, the freedom tasted electric. They didn’t cheer me on, but they didn’t stop me either.

Landlady-tenant hookups aren’t exactly rare, and I fell right into one. The place was an old, sprawling apartment building—big enough that it swallowed sound. My landlady, Mrs. Matsumoto, was maybe mid-twenties, not a knockout but far from plain, with a soft, teasing charm that lit up when she smiled. She didn’t rent rooms for cash; the house was just her, one other female tenant, and now me. She said an extra body made the place feel less empty, safer.

Her husband worked overseas for a big company and barely showed up—sometimes gone a full week.

I didn’t have a girlfriend yet, but I was definitely noticing women. I couldn’t tell if Mrs. Matsumoto noticed me back. She was kind, asked about my day, little things that lingered.

It built slowly. One sweltering night I woke up slick with sweat and padded to the bathroom in nothing but boxer-briefs, figuring midnight meant no one around. The bathroom light stayed on all night—Mrs. Matsumoto hated the dark—so I couldn’t tell if it was occupied. I pushed the door and there she was, bent over the sink in a thin nightgown, washing her face. She looked straight at me and smiled, small and knowing. Heat flooded my face; I bolted back to my room, heart hammering, praying I hadn’t pissed her off.
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