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The club was packed, even for a Saturday night. The crowd was a little younger than usual – students enjoying the end of the spring break and looking forward to the start of the new school year which began in early April in Japan. He greeted the doormen and the bartender on the ground floor (there was an upstairs lounge as well) and found picked his way through the crowd.

Jason McKnight had been in Hokkaido for the end of the winter and had enjoyed himself drinking, smoking weed, snowboarding and chasing women. At twenty-eight he’d grown tired of teaching middle school in provincial Canada and come overseas to get some variety in his life. There had been plenty of that in his first few weeks already: tall, sandy-haired and broad-shouldered, he was already a hit with the local ladies.

Though white streaks still dominated the hills surrounding the city, the downtown snow had almost completely melted and it was time for work to begin. Fresh out if University in Vancouver, this was his first real job and his first job overseas. The training and orientation weeks at the education service dispatcher were over and on Monday he would start teaching English at a local high school. He would be an ‘Assistant English Teacher,’ though why he needed to be assistant to the native Japanese teacher when it was his language remained a mystery. 

Jason made his way to the bar and found Kazu working there as usual, a slender tattooed local guy with long dreads streaming out from under a rasta cap. 


‘Shots?’ Kazu asked.

‘Just a beer tonight,’ he shouted over the din. He was promptly handed a tall glass of the local brew Sapporo Draft, named for the city he was in and Japan’s oldest brand. 

He paid with exact change - a single 500 yen coin the size of those old silver dollars in Western flicks - and took a big swig as he turned around to survey the crowd.

Although it was relatively early, the crowd had already moved into that frenzied state of the evening that indicated that it was going to get very hot and sweaty very soon. This wasn’t very surprising, considering they were in a city that was under several feet of white powder almost half the year. Spring fever tended to hit especially hard, he’d been told, and in the last few days - unseasonably warm - he’d even been able to strip down to short sleeves outdoors and had gotten even more admiring glances from the girls downtown, themselves feeling equally liberated from the stuffy cold.

He began to weave through the crowd, trying to get as good a view of the dance floor as he could. He was drinking his beer quickly, eager to put the empty glass down so he could begin to move his feet to the pounding bass-line. And that was when he saw her. 

She was swinging her arms and hips in wide circles in time to the music and her long dyed-brown hair swung around her, so he could not tell what her face looked like. The way she moved was like an expression of a deeper, heavier, more animal sentiment and he stood there watching her, not quite sure why he was staring the way he was. 

And then there was a lull in the bass and she slowed down and lifted her hair up, her face raised to the strobe lights flashing onto the floor. Her eyes were closed and her face glistened with sweat. Her mouth, slightly open, was thick and round and immediately he wanted to taste her lips. The music changed and he realized with partial amusement that he was becoming aroused and a pressure was beginning to build in his jeans. He knew he had to have her. 


He watched her with a couple of girlfriends, swaying and dancing and communicating in rhythm. Some of the local guys were lingering in a group nearby, but none seemed to have the courage to approach. She was a little taller than average in Japan: about five three or four, plus heels. She had large, cheeky eyes and a small pert nose bisecting high cheeks. She wore a lace-up blouse and tight jeans; modestly-heeled suede boots and an assortment of bangles and chains. Her boobs looked average-sized but well-shaped and her legs somewhat long, but as pretty as she was in parts the whole package was one of local perfection: the lithe lines and snow-white skin of a typical Hokkaido princess. 

When she went over to the bar to fetch a drink Jason guzzled the rest of his beer so he’d have an excuse to buy another. He sauntered up beside her, nudged his way into a gap and waited for her to order. He knew better than to ask if he could buy her a drink: the advice of old hands and a few weeks of field work had taught him that was coming on too strong in this town. When the bartender went to pour, he turned and said, ‘Hi.’

‘Hi,’ she smiled, they always did. He had the kind of rugged yet clean look that Japanese women loved, though his market tended to be in their late twenties and this girl looked like a university student. Girls that young usually went in for more piercings and tattoos before they grew up a bit, so he knew he might be stretching. Yet her outfit was hardly that of a party girl – just a decent girl having a party.

‘I’m Jason,’ said, ever the direct one and knowing that in the end if she wasn’t into it, he’d just have to talk to another girl. Time was of the essence. Saturday night never lasted forever.

‘I'm Ayaka,' she smiled with a reasonable accent and very white teeth. He noticed her lips were pouty and she had the tiniest of overbites. It made her look like she was hungry for something.


‘Jason?’ Kazu tapped him on the shoulder. He’d already dropped off Ayaka’s drink.

‘Oh, I’ll have a beer please.’ 

Kazu took the note which Ayaka fished from a fashionable Gucci purse slung over her pale shoulder. Jason imagined his lips on that smooth ivory skin.

‘Where are you from?’ Ayaka asked, turning her body toward him. Good sign – she was in no hurry to get back to her girlfriends.

‘Canada. Vancouver. You know it?’

‘Really? I want to go there!’ she gushed excitedly. Good sign number two: Japanese girls tended to exaggerate enthusiasm when they were interested. That didn’t mean he could keep her interested, but at least he was off to a flying start.

‘What are you drinking?’ He asked.

‘Gin-tonic,’ she said like it was one word, and tilted the straw toward him to offer a taste. Good sign number three – she was already willing to share saliva. He resisted laughing at the cynicism of this last thought and instead toasted his own beer to show he was okay for now.

‘I like your T-shirt,’ she said, touching his chest flirtatiously and making his heart and balls leap a half-inch. He was in good shape – had played hockey in school and still worked out – and he wore jeans and a fitting, but not overly tight blue T-shirt with a teddy bear hanging itself on the front. It was an eye catcher and was meant to be.

‘I got it at Satsueki,’ he replied over the music. That was the local nickname he’d picked up for the mall around Sapporo Station downtown. ‘So what do you do?’

‘I’m a student,’ she said, rather loudly to be heard over the music. And you’re an English teacher right?’

‘Yeah guilty,’ he answered, palm up.

‘English is my favorite subject.' Another courteous flattery – they all said that, but it was still a good sign she wanted to keep his attention a while.


‘Me too,’ he shrugged and she laughed obligingly at the dumb gag.

‘Come dance with my friends,’ she said and pulled him by the hand over to the group of girls. They were all young, all pretty, all drinking and having a good time. They cooed over how handsome he was and one wanted to touch his neatly trimmed hair as though it were not real. He placed his beer down next to Ayaka’s drink on a standing table and they all danced and laughed and made fools of themselves and teased one another for the next hour or so.

Ayaka and Jason went back for one, two, three more drinks and eventually, found themselves cuddled up on one of the sofas in the corner, her head resting on his shoulder. He stroked her long soft hair and smelled her perfume and sweat and really wanted to take her home to his little flat that night. So he stroked her shoulder, then her chin and she tiled her face up to him and they started to kiss. He was surprised at how hungry she was, grabbing the back of his head and pulling him in ravenously, her tongue wrapping itself around his as her gin-scented breath started to stagger. He put a hand on her thigh, which she didn't seem to mind and kissed her down the neck, tasting salt. He was sure it would take just a little more of this and he could ask her to leave with him. But before long her friends came and fished her out of his arms and she apologized for having to leave.


They both stood and she gave him a playful peck on the cheek now that they were surrounded by company. ‘I have to get the last train,’ she told him. ‘My parents are pretty strict.’

He resisted the urge to roll his eyes. He’d learned by now Japanese women lived at home till they were married – that could be well into their thirties for some.

‘Can I have your number?’ he asked, immediately regretting it. He should have just offered her his.

‘I’ll be here next Saturday,’ she said, and added, ‘Another kiss for my birthday?’

‘Your birthday?’

‘Yeah, it was yesterday.’

So Jason leaned and Ayaka offered her cheek and he pecked her politely and then she was dragged off by the girls. ‘See you next week!’ she called back as she was hustled out through the crowd.

Jason looked at his watch and sighed. It was nearly midnight. He had promised to meet Kazu and some of the guys in Odori Park downtown the next morning to practice tossing cocktail bottles around - apparently, it was the done thing and always attracted groupies and finally, with the snow gone and the weather warming up, there would be plenty of girls in the park. He went over to the bar to say goodnight.
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