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I stared at my phone screen until the brightness hurt my eyes, thumb hovering over the "Book Now" button on the Soapland website. Tomorrow I'd be on a plane back to the States, and the thought of leaving Japan without doing something truly reckless gnawed at me like a physical pain. Three weeks of temples, business meetings, and careful politeness—and what would I have to show for it? Nothing that would make my cock throb in the middle of the night, nothing I couldn't tell my mother about over Sunday dinner. Fuck that. My finger came down hard on the screen, confirming my appointment, and just like that, my last night in Tokyo took a sharp turn into territory I'd only read about in the darker corners of travel forums.

The website had been explicit: "English-speaking staff, foreigner-friendly service, discreet location." Those magic words that promised I wouldn't be turned away with awkward bows and apologetic gestures like the other places I'd researched. This one even advertised girls who could "try English conversation"—that polite euphemism had me rock hard before I'd even left my hotel room. I'd spent days researching Soaplands, those notorious Japanese institutions that blurred the line between bathhouse and brothel. Places where you paid to be washed by naked women before they fucked you senseless.

I spent the next hour pacing my hotel room, alternating between jerking off to mental images of what was coming and panic-reading guides on proper Soapland etiquette. Don't touch unless invited. Remove your shoes immediately. Accept the towel. Let her lead. The ritual of it all had me both terrified and painfully erect.

The taxi dropped me off three blocks away at my insistence. I didn't need the driver knowing exactly where I was headed. The street narrowed as I walked, neon signs bleeding their garish colors across wet pavement. My heart hammered against my ribs like it was trying to escape. What the fuck was I doing? I could barely order food in Japanese, and here I was about to navigate one of their most complex sexual institutions.

The building itself was surprisingly discreet—no flashing lights or explicit signage, just a narrow entrance with frosted glass and a small sign I couldn't read. I stood frozen outside for nearly five minutes, my cock already half-hard in my jeans, my palms slick with sweat. A salary man stumbled past, giving me a knowing look that made my face burn. I was so obviously foreign, so obviously out of place. But that's what the website promised—they catered to foreigners. They wouldn't turn me away. Would they?

When I finally pushed through the door, a soft electronic chime announced my arrival. The reception area was dimly lit, all dark wood and soft lighting, like an expensive spa. A middle-aged man in a black suit approached with a slight bow.

"Welcome," he said, his English heavily accented but clear. He gestured to my feet. "Shoes, please."

I fumbled with my laces, suddenly feeling like I had ten thumbs. The formality made this feel both more respectable and more dirty somehow. I placed my shoes in the cubby he indicated and followed him across the spotless hardwood floor in my socks, feeling ridiculously vulnerable already.

The reception desk was low, requiring me to sit on a cushion. The man presented me with a laminated menu with prices and services—all in English. Some items were simply listed as "Full Service" or "Special Course." I pointed to the middle option, not wanting to seem cheap but also not ready to bankrupt myself for a handjob.

"Very good choice," he said, bowing again. "You pay now."

I handed over my credit card, wincing at the amount. The receptionist processed it efficiently, then began speaking in rapid Japanese. I caught nothing until he said what sounded like a name: "Yumi."

He repeated it, looking at me expectantly. I nodded, having no idea what I was agreeing to. "Yumi. Yes. Okay."

A moment later, a sliding door opened, and she appeared.

Fuck me. She was gorgeous in a way that hit every nerve ending in my body at once. Long black hair fell in a straight curtain to the middle of her back. Her skin was pale and flawless, her lips painted a soft pink that matched her silky robe. She wasn't tall—maybe 5'2"—but her body curved in ways that made my mouth go dry. Full breasts pressed against the thin fabric, a narrow waist flared to rounded hips. Her eyes met mine briefly, then lowered modestly.
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