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Disclaimer

The names of all characters have been changed to protect the identity of the victims or those who gave us their stories. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental and we take deep regret and fully apologise for it. The stories are taken from personal interviews conducted with the help of the Author and his friends. We do not keep the contact numbers of interviewees who wish to remain anonymous.

Warning

This book contains graphic sexual references and is for mature readers only.

Chikan wa hanzai desu

Groping is a crime


Foreword

It is generally aknowledged that there are unusually high incidence rates of molestation in Japan, especially aboard trains and buses but also in pubs and clubs, in the workplace and in the street. Many of these cases go unreported as Japanese victims do not want to draw attention to themselves.

In Japan, both the act of groping and the man who commits such a crime is known as chikan.

If a girl who is molested shouts chikan at the culprit, most bystanders just glance at her and then return to their own business. Of course, there are rare occasions when the public does help.

The period of time before the 90s was the most silent of all. Victims of molest would keep quiet or simply tell their friends what had happened and take it as an unlucky day for them. In the 90s, however, stricter laws were made and some chikan were caught, including respected figures such as professors and television personalities. By 2005, groping had become such an epidemic that Japan implemented women-only train cars to provide some relief to the harassed women.

The intention of this book is to provide knowledge of what is happening in the real world even as we speak. Many women have been molested, and while some are aware that they have been taken advantage of, there are still some who do not know what hit them. They may question if it was intentional on the part of the molester or tell themselves that they were unintentionally touched, as there are many types of molestation. I hope that this book will educate them on the types of molestation that are prevalent and teach them precautionary measures.

This book’s aim is also to showcase a bizarre aspect of Japanese culture and to show how Japanese people react to molestation, which may seem abnormal to non-Japanese, but unexceptional to them. In this book, you will read about the diversity of molestation in Japanese culture, from the mild to the bizarre.

Why the difference in attitudes toward molestation? Why do some want to molest the innocent and why do some even want to be molested? Is it culture? Is it lust? Or are there other motives?

This book is explicit, as I want to provide as much insight as possible as to why molestation happens. The stories are written as they were told to me, and I have neither embellished them nor left anything out. However, I will never truly know if the people I have interviewed were telling the whole truth, especially when the subject matter is so delicate. Needless to say, I have refrained from publishing stories that I know are simply absurd.

Even though most men would readily to read this book as it contains sexually explicit content, I also want women to read it so that they will be aware of the varieties of molestation and how vulnerable they are. Bizarre molestation that happens in Japan could happen anywhere in the world.

In Women We Respect


Interviews with Japanese Women


APPENDICITIS

Yuko Yoshida, 36, Nurse

I work in a big hospital in the Kansai area. Over the years, I have had many male patients offer me money to sleep with me or to touch my breasts, but I always ignore their propositions and politely tell them to have a good rest and a quick recovery.

Once, I had an elderly patient who was 58 years old. He was scheduled for an appendicitis operation, a rather simple procedure, but before according to protocol, we had to prepare him by shaving his stomach, groin area and upper thighs.

I brought him to the washroom, asked him to take off his hospital gown and to lie down on the waterproof bed. He was so hairy that he reminded me of a gorilla. I put on my surgical gloves and applied shaving cream on his stomach, thighs, his pubic area, and also his testicles. I also needed to shave his hairy backside but it will be after I finish the front.

While I was pressing down his penis with my palm and shaving his pubic area with my other hand, his penis began to rise and grow harder. It felt so awkward to shave this man while his penis was erect. I just had to carry on shaving him as if nothing had happened, even though his penis was ‘saluting’ me. He then asked me for a favour.

‘How can I help you?’ I asked.

He said that he would give me lots of money if I masturbated him right then, because he wanted to go to the operation theater fully relieved, just in case he might not wake up if the operation was unsuccessful.

Before I could answer him, he put his hand on my breast and squeezed it. I was taken aback.

Without a word, I left him there and told my Head Nurse what had happened. She is in her fifties. She said that regardless of his behaviour, we had to prepare him for the operation. I refused to go back in there, so my Head Nurse went to shave him instead.

The head nurse later told me that she only used two razor blades to shave him, even though for hairy men like him we sometimes have to use more than four razor blades in order to get a smooth shave. She said that was revenge for his touching my breasts and also for making the masturbation offer. Using two blades must have been painful for him when the blade became blunt. She said that when she was shaving him, his penis did not ‘wake up’ at all. Instead, it seemed to be sleeping very peacefully and was even having a dream, perhaps.


MY TEACHER

Rei Y, 19, Student

In Japan, we have to study English in our high school. I tried my best to learn as much as possible but it is a difficult language to learn.

I had enrolled myself in an English language school in Kobe to improve my understanding of English. Despite the extra classes, I was not progressing as quickly as I hoped, so I ask the school for a tutor. The school only had two foreign teachers available. The first one could not Take on any new students because he had too many classes to conduct, so I had to choose the other one. The teacher lived near the school so it was decided that I would go to his place for my English lessons. I would have to pay him 3000 yen (US26.00) per hour.

On my first lesson at his house, he was nice to me. He was a 50-year-old man and he had a long beard and moustache. He looked like Tom Hanks in that Robinson Crusoe movie. He was staying alone in a one-room apartment. We had to sit on the floor to study, as he had no table or chairs in his room, only cushions. We had a good lesson that day and I paid him before I left.

On my second visit, he seemed to be touching my hand a little too often, and when I was concentrating on reading, I felt his eyes on my body. It felt like he was undressing me with his eyes and I did not dare to look up. After the class I paid him the money. I felt uneasy at the manner in which he looked at me.

On my third visit, I felt very uncomfortable going to his place but the appointment had already been made and I did not want to break my promise. He welcomed me in as usual and I took my books out to prepare for the lesson. He had written a few questions for me to answer and instructed me to work on them while he went to the washroom. The toilet was behind me.

I was concentrating on one of the questions when he emerged from the toilet and reached around me, putting his hand on my ribs just below my breast. He was squatting behind me. I was scared but kept still.

He then moved his hand to my breast and I immediately told him politely to stop it. He ignored me and declared that he was in love with me, all the while still squeezing my breast.

I hastily picked up all my books and stood up to leave. When I turned to look at him, I realized that he was in nothing but his boxers, and a very tight pair of boxers at that. I could make out the shape of his erect penis.

I stormed to the door when he called out my name and said ‘sorry’. He kept saying ‘I’m sorry’, and promised that he would not do it again. I did not want to believe that old man so I left. I also saved my money because I did not pay him.


COUGH DOCTOR

Mami Segi, 21, Student

Last year in May, I was not feeling well and having a bad cough. Sometimes when I coughed, phlegm would come out. I was already taking some medication I had bought from the pharmacy, but my cough did not seem to be getting any better.

I stay on my own in an apartment. Every night my mother would call me and after hearing my sick voice one night, she advised me to see a doctor first thing in the morning.

So, the next day I went to a clinic near my home. I had never been to that clinic before, it would be my first time. I gave my particulars at the reception counter and was told to wait for my name to be called. There are few other patients waiting for their turn too.

When my name was called, I went into the doctor’s office. The doctor was a middle-aged man wearing glasses. He welcomed me in and asked me about my symptoms. After explaining to him about my persistent coughs and the medication that I had been taking, he asked me to take off my blouse. I took off my blouse, folded it and put in on my lap and rested my hands on top of my shirt, thinking that it was just a routine check. I had my bra on, so, I expected him to put the stethoscope to my chest and listen to my heartbeat. Instead he stared at me oddly with slightly widened eyes and instructed me to take off the bra too.

It just didn’t seem right to me. I wasn’t there for a breast cancer examination or a mammogram, so why did I need to take my bra off? However, I decided not to question him, and took off my bra and put it on my lap too.

He got up, stood beside me, put one hand on my shoulder and placed his stethoscope on my chest and asked me to take a few deep breaths while he listened to my chest. Then, placing the stethoscope on my back, he asked me to breathe in and out again.

I thought he had finished checking my breathing and was waiting for him to tell me to put on my bra and blouse back on. Instead he told me to sit on the bed. He wrote something on his notepad. He said that he had to do a few more checks to confirm my actual sickness.

I walked, topless, the few steps to the bed and sat on the bed facing him. I placed my blouse and bra beside me on the bed. He came over, stood in front of me and ask me to take a deep breath while stretching backward from my sitting position.

While I was inhaling and stretching backward at the same time, he put both of his palms on my breasts and began to massage them. I wondered again whether was he really checking for a sickness or taking advantage of me.

After a short massage, he put both his thumbs onto my nipples and moved them in small circles, one thumb in a clockwise manner and the other in anti-clockwise.

It was definitely molest but I did not dare to stop him. I just sat there, unmoving. He then cupped my breasts with his hands, moving them up and down as though he was feeling the weight of my breasts or to check the movement of my breasts and nipples, for his eyes, behind that glasses, were utterly fixated on my nipples.

I just could not comprehend the connection between the root of my cough and the massaging of my breasts. Lastly he put both his palms on the sides of my breasts and asked me to take a deep breath and to hold my breath as long as possible. I complied wordlessly, taking a deep breath. As I did so, and he bent forward and moved his face very close to my chest so he could have a zoom-ed in view of my breasts. I could see his eyes darting from left to right and back again, staring at both my breasts.

Finally, he said that he was done and asked me to put on my blouse. He told me not to worry and said that my cough was easily curable, but he had to give me medicine that was stronger than normal.

I knew that he had just molested me but a little voice at the back of my mind also asked, what if I was wrong? When I receive my prescribed medication at the counter, all I got was antibiotics and a strong cough syrup.


BUSINESS MEETING

Machiko Kubota, 31, Businesswoman

We are a trading company and I have taken over my father’s business because he is very sick. My company is doing not so well now but we are surviving.

About two years ago, we had an appointment with a potential customer and we were to meet them at their office. I brought my Sales Promoter along to accompany me and also to explain to our customer about our products.

When we reached their office, we were introduced to their Purchasing Department and they had arranged a meeting room for us to explain to them about our products. Four people from their department would be in the meeting with us all four were males.

In the meeting room, there was a big rectangular table covered with a tablecloth and with eight business chairs around it. On the wall was a whiteboard and markers had been provided. On the small side table was a Japanese tea dispenser.

I took the seat furthest from the whiteboard so that I could see my Sales Promoter better. Sitting on my right was the Purchasing Manager and he was the one who would decide if they would ultimately buy our products.

A young lady came, made six cups of Japanese tea and politely offered them to us.

My Sales Promoter then began with the presentation, handing out brochures and displaying our products on the table. He was busy explaining about our products when I felt a hand on my right thigh. My right hand was on the table poised to make notes on my notepad.

I deduced that it must be the hand of the Purchasing Manager for he was sitting on my right. His left hand had disappeared under the table and was now on my right thigh.

Should I stop him? I wondered. Not wanting to make a scene or cause him any embarrassment as he was our customer, I just sat still.

He then began to rub my thigh by moving his hand up and down my thigh. I pushed his hand off with my left hand but he was persistent and his hand returned. He patted my left hand as if to say that it was okay. He started to stroke my thigh again. I was confused and my feelings were conflicted. Should I stop him or let him carry on as if there was nothing wrong?

All of us were looking at my Sales promoter intently but below the table someone had an entirely different intention. He was running his hand up and down and I decided to simply let him touch me until he was satisfied as he was our customer. I did not want to upset him. If he decided against buying our products, the employees in my company would lose morale and think that I could not be successful.

As we listened to my Sales Promoter, he grew bolder and more aggressive, putting his hand under my skirt and pushing it upwards until he reached my hip. I pulled the hem of my skirt downwards but his hand was already too far up. I was wearing panties and panty hose so I felt quite safe and relieved that he would not be able to insert his fingers into my panties or touch my bare skin.

His hand started rubbing my inner thigh with slowly crept up to the crotch of my panties. He then started tickling my vagina with his fingers. His fingers were looking for an entrance into my panties but luckily, I was wearing a panty hose.

So throughout the meeting he was touching my right thigh with his left hand and playing with my vagina. I hope he was satisfied with the presentation by my Sales Promoter and also with touching me.

The Purchasing Manager then looked at me and told me that he was interested in our products and would gladly sign a deal with us. I was so happy to have closed the deal but unhappy with him for touching me.

On the way back to my office in my car, I realized that a vagina could do a lot of wonders in a men’s world. I feel lucky to be a woman.


TOO SEXY FOR MY SKIRT

Ai Azami, 28, Finance Clerk

I once had an unforgettable experience. It will stay with me forever and I will never forgive the person who did it to me. I was still a high school student and we had to wear our school uniform to school, which comprised a checked skirt and a white blouse. I was a bit vain because I was young so my skirt was short.

I was going to school one day and I usually take the bus to school. I remember standing in the bus and listening to my Walkman, when ‘something’ happened in that bus. However, I did not know it and I did not even feel it.

I reached the bus stop at my school, alighted and walked to my school. It was a 300-metre walk to school from the bus stop. As I walked to school, I passed a girl who covered her mouth in shock as she looked at me. I also saw a few people staring at me from behind me and whispering, but I had no idea what they were whispering about.

When I was quite near my school, there were other girl students walking behind me and they were giggling. What were they giggling at? I did not know so I just ignored them.

When I entered the school compound, there were few groups of boys sitting around waiting for the school bell to ring. As I passed each group, they began to laugh loudly, and one of the boys shouted, ‘Hey, look at her backside! She is wearing white panties.’

I immediately reached around to cover my buttocks and to my horror, I could not feel the skirt, only my panties and the naked skin on the back of my thighs.

I quickly covered my buttocks with my school bag and ran towards my group of classmates. I could still hear the boys laughing and the same boy who shouted about my panties shouted, ‘ Hey! Look at the backside girl, she is running away.’

While running, it occurred to me that maybe the back of my skirt had been accidentally tucked into the waistband of my panties. Sometimes when we pull up our panties, the hem of the skirt might get caught in the panties.

I caught up to my group of classmates and ask one of them to hurry with me to the toilet, because I needed her to check something for me. Both of my hands are still on my bag, shielding my buttocks from view. While we were running to the toilet, she kept asking me what had happened, but I did not have the answer yet.

In the toilet, I turned my back to her and asked, ‘Can you see anything behind me?’

She put both her hands on her mouth with her eyes wide open. ‘SUGOI! (Bizarre!) Someone has cut out the back of your skirt!’ I was baffled and quickly took off my skirt.

It was really a shock, the whole back portion of my skirt had been cut off with scissors. Someone had cut it, but where? The only possible answer I could come up with was when I was on the bus. I don’t even know who had done it.

I was stuck in that toilet because I could not put on that cut skirt and go for my classes and I did not have enough money to buy a new skirt. My classmate went out to inform our schoolteacher about the incident.

Luckily, my schoolteacher bought me a new skirt, but not as short as the one I had been wearing.

After that incident, the groups of boys start calling me ‘Buttocks Girl’. It was humiliating thinking about it and how many people had seen my buttocks from the moment I was on the bus that day to the time I reached the school compound. It was really humiliating.

+ sugoi means ‘great’ or ‘very big’ but depending on the situation it could also means ‘bizarre’, ‘extraordinary’ or when you are fascinated with something. Someone looking at beautiful fireworks may say ‘sugoi’. A man or woman looking at a nude body may also say ‘sugoi’. You may look at a robot imitating human and say ‘sugoi’. It also means ‘very’.


PANTY SELLER

Nanae A, 17, Student

One day, my friend told me that we could make extra money by selling our panties. At first I did not understand her but after she explained to me and that she had done it before, I was receptive to the idea.

We needed to stain our panties with our vaginal fluid and the more fluid there was, the more money we would get paid. The thought of getting paid money enticed me. I suggested that we sell the panties that we were wearing that day, but she said that she was not wet below and that her panties were not stained.

She said, ‘Okay, after school, let’s go to the toilet and stain our panties.’

‘How?’ I asked her.

She laughed and said, ‘We’ll masturbate with our fingers while the panties are still on. Anyway, I’m not a professional, okay?’

I told her that I have never masturbated before and I did not know how to do it.

She says, ‘Don’t worry, let’s go to the toilet and try and see what we can come up with.’

That evening, after all our classes, we went into the school toilet and both of us went into the same cubicle. We took off our skirts and put our fingers onto our vaginas and started rubbing with our panties still on. It was a nice feeling but I felt like I was doing a bad thing.

My friend then said, ‘You rub my vagina and I’ll rub yours.’

We rubbed each other’s vaginas until we were wet below. Then we looked into our panties and saw the stains. We were so happy.

We walked out of our school and took a train to Shinjuku. At Shinjuku Station, my friend led me to the shop. It was on the second floor.

Inside the shop was a middle-aged woman, who was very skinny. She looked like she was in her late forties.

She welcomes us in and immediately asked, ‘ Are you selling your panties?’

We replied, ‘Yes!’

‘First I need to take a photo of you wearing the panties, just a photo from your hips to your thighs.’ she said.

She asks us to pull up our skirts so that our panties could be seen and then she took a photo with her digital camera.

She then asked us to take off our panties to check for stains and then determine how much to pay us for them. We took off our panties and give them to her. She checked the quality of the panties and the stains of our vaginal fluid and told us that she would pay us 4000 yen (US$35.00) each.

We did not reject her offer or bargain, as we did not even know how much the stained panties were worth. We readily took the money and left the shop.

Once outside, my vagina felt very cold because we were not wearing any panties. We went to a discount store nearby and bought cheap panties to wear. Then an idea came to me. We could buy cheap panties, stain them and sell them. I could make lots of money.

That night at home in my room, I masturbated again to stain my cheap panties, but there not much of a stain because I did not know how to stimulate myself.

When I looked at my panties there was very little staining, so I told myself that the next day at school I would get my friend to rub my vagina again and then sell the panties.

The next day at school, I proposed my idea to her, but my friend did not want to go.

She says, ‘We should not go there often. We should only go to that shop once a month.’

I could not understand why and was angry with my friend. I told her that I would go on that day, with or without her.

After classes, I went to the toilet again to make a bigger stain on my panties but this time I did not get wet below and I didn’t know why. I rubbed and rubbed my vagina but there was no fluid coming out.

Since I had already declared to my friend that I would go, I decided to go even with the little stain that I made the previous night.

I took the train to Shinjuku and headed directly to the shop. In the shop, the woman was quite surprised to see me but she still welcomed me.

She asked the same question. ‘Are you selling your panties?’

I said ‘yes’ and she took a photo of my groin again. Then she told me to take the underwear off so that she could check the staining. She looked at the stain and told me that there was not much stain on the panties and she could not sell them if she buys them from me.

She asked me to put the panties back on. I was very disappointed and did as I was told.

I was about to turn and go out when she asked me, ‘Don’t you want to sell those panties?’

I gave her a surprised look, not understanding what she meant.

‘If you want to sell them then go into that fitting room and masturbate and make sure you really stain them,’ she said.

I was confused but I walked into the fitting room, which was covered only by a curtain and began rubbing and massaging my vagina, and again, no fluid came out.

After some time, the woman came into the fitting room and asked how I was doing. I told her that no fluid is coming out of ‘over there’.

She told me that it was not only rubbing and touching; my mind had to be ‘in it’. Only then would I get wet ‘over there’.

‘Wait, let me help you,’ she said.

She left and came back shortly with a pink toy and asked me to stand with my legs apart. She turned on the pink toy and it started to vibrate. Then she began rubbing it on my crotch, and this time it really felt very good. I got ‘wet’ quickly and before long, my panty was stained.

After that, she took a photo of my groin and told me to take my panties off, looked at it and gave me 3000 yen (US$26.00), telling me that she had to give me less that day because I was using cheap panties. She asked me to return the next day, saying that she would provide me with a new pair of good panties from her shop.

She also asked me, ‘Are you still a virgin?’

I told her, ‘Yes!’

The next day after school, I went back to the shop again. When I was about to enter the shop I saw a male customer inside, so I quickly went down the steps, back onto the street. I hung around near the shop and waited for the male customer to leave.

When he did come out, he looked at me, and I saw that he was a middle-aged man. He asked me to join him for dinner but I declined. Maybe he liked me because I was wearing a school uniform.

After I lost sight of him, I went up to the shop again, and the lady looked up.

She said, ‘Today, I am going to make you so ‘wet’ so that you can make a lot of money. Do you want it?’

I told her ‘yes’ but was feeling very shy. I then noticed a young man sitting behind her working desk. I grew even more embarrassed but she did not seem to notice and introduced him to me.

She said, ‘This is Mr ‘So’ and he is my son.’

She gave me a new pair of panties and asked me to put them on inside the fitting room. I walked into the fitting room with my lrgs feeling very heavy. After putting on the new panties, I waited for her to come in.

She came in and asked me to take off my skirt. I took it off and she told me that because she wanted me to be as ‘wet’ as possible today so that I could earn more money, the best person to masturbate me was her son. She assured me that he was very good at his work.

She told me not to worry as it was only business and her son was only working.

She said repeatedly, ‘Don’t worry, okay? His job is only to make you ‘wet’ and nothing else.’

I did not know how to say ‘no’, so I say nodded, even though I did not feel like doing it.

‘I have to close the door before any customers come in,’ she continued, and left the fitting room.

Soon after, her son came in, saying, ‘Konnichiwa, yoroshiku onegaishimasu’ (‘Hello, I need your cooperation’) and asked me to stand with my legs apart. I only had my new panties, school blouse and bra on.

He went behind me and put his arms around me with his palms on my breasts. I was afraid and my heart was beating very fast.

He started massaging and squeezing my breasts. His fingers squeezing into my breasts and the inner side of the bra cup rubbing against my nipples made me feel very good.

That was the first time a man had ever touched me. I was scared but it was also shamefully exciting. The awareness of a man touching me was so different and exciting. I was intimidated by him, yet I secretly enjoyed his touch.

He kept massaging my breasts and slowly brought his left hand to my stomach and then slid it downwards to my crotch, over my panties. His right hand was still squeezing my breast. I was breathing hard now and could hear myself moaning.

He rubbed the fingers of his left hand on my vagina and I could feel a warm wetness. It was working – he was sure good at his job.

His right hand then unhooked my bra and pushed up the cups and suddenly his hands were on my bare breasts. His fingers played with my nipples. At times, he would grip a nipple between his fingers, tug it gently and then let go, while his left hand persistently rubbed my vagina through my panties.

He then switched hands, bringing up his left hand to my breasts while his right hand found its way into my panties. I was shocked at his touch but it felt so good that I wanted him to continue.

His fingers then began rubbing the lips of my vagina and he put the tip of his finger on my clitoris, slowly rubbing it in little circles. This was the first time that I hadd such tingly, warm feelings and it is so difficult to describe it, but I was really feeling so good. I even heard myself saying ‘kimuchi’ (nice feeling) a few times.

There was so much tingling in my vagina. I know I was already extremely ‘wet’. He then inserted one of his fingers into the ‘hole’ and I let out a small gasp, but it was a gasp of pleasure. His finger was moving up and down ‘inside’ me.

He began to rub the tips of his fingers on my clitoris again and I experienced this feeling that I have never had before. My body began to tense up and I could feel a nice warm tingling feeling around my vagina and it spread to my legs. My thighs were trembling by now.

My breathing became faster and I was gasping for air. He then began to rub my clitoris faster and I can feel the contractions in my vagina and I had this curiously strong urge to have something to enter my vagina. My vagina felt like it wanted to grip something and the only thing that I could think of at that time was his penis, but I could not tell him.

The sensations grew stronger and stronger and I was saying ‘kimuchi’ over and over again until it felt like I suddenly exploded. I then felt a warm feeling around my vagina and it felt very sensitive. My legs went weak.

He then took off his hand out of my panties and said, ‘Thank you very much.’ With that, he left the fitting room.

I was embarrassed and my face was beet red. At the same time, I felt so good and relaxed and was getting my breath back. The sensation that I had just experienced was beyond words. I had heard of the word ‘orgasm’ and that was probably what it was. My vagina was still feeling warm.

The lady came back in and immediately said, ‘That was okay, right?’

I just nodded my head to say ‘yes’.

She then proceeded kindly, ‘Take off your panties, and let me see.’

I took them off and I was really very wet with my ‘love juice’. My panties were very wet too.

She looked very happy and said, ‘This is what I want.’

She gave me tissue papers and told me to clean myself up. I cleaned up, put on my school uniform properly and left the fitting room.

The son was sitting at the work desk and he did not look up as I passed at all. He was writing something in the book. I felt like I had fallen in love with him.
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