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Chapter 1: Japanese nurse in the time of COVID-19
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Frédéric shares a thrilling story set in Japan during the coronavirus pandemic... and his delightful encounter with Aiko, a Japanese nurse attracted by the exoticism of the “gaijin.”

My name is Frédéric, and I absolutely must tell you what just happened to me, because what I experienced was incredible in every way.

I left for Japan a month and a half ago for work. I work for a large international automotive company and had to meet with several Japanese executives as part of the launch of a new electric model on the European market. Thirty-five years old and single, needless to say, I left for the land of the rising sun with a light heart and full of hope for fun times with young Japanese women. You know, the idealized image of geisha in “In the Realm of the Senses” or, more crudely, Nobuyoshi Araki's very explicit photos showing the full range of perversions of the inhabitants of the archipelago, and believe me, there are many.

My first week was spent between business meetings, business dinners, and the inevitable late-night karaoke sessions with the executives, who, for the occasion, reverted to being teenage boys, belting out songs into the microphone and pretending to be rock or disco stars!

I had planned to follow this with two weeks' vacation to make the most of my trip—forty-eight hours of flying there and back for just five meetings and three binges on sake, thank you very much.

So, with my task accomplished, I let myself be carried away by my desires, visiting places, going for walks, taking a short trip to Kyoto for Hanami (you know, the famous “sakura,” or cherry blossoms) and diving into the seedy nights of the capital. It's crazy what you can find in this human anthill, from vending machines selling white cotton panties worn by so-called students in need of money, to a milk bar where you can drink breast milk! From a bottle or... by suckling directly from the voluptuous breast of a nurse as curvaceous as she is invigorating! In short, Tokyo's red-light district is just like the city itself: crazy, excessive, and full of a thousand temptations.

And then, in the midst of this paradise of sex, madness, and freedom, a travel companion as evil as he is clandestine burst onto the scene: our friend SARS-CoV-2, better known by the sweet little name Covid-19. The whole world was talking about this pandemic that was about to sweep the planet in its devastating fever, and now I was caught up in this scourge while I was having the time of my life on the other side of the world!

At first, I ignored the symptoms—a slight fever, loss of taste and smell—which seemed like nothing more than signs of weakness. But then I had to face the facts. One morning, I couldn't get out of bed, overcome by pain everywhere and a cough that felt like my lungs were about to burst. So I decided to call the hotel concierge, and in no time at all I had seen a doctor, signed some papers I didn't fully understand, and been transferred to Matsuzawa Metropolitan Hospital in Tokyo!

And that's how I thought I'd ended up in hell, when in fact I'd landed in paradise, swept away by a whirlwind of sensuality and sex “made in Japan.”

At first, I was pretty nervous. I could only take the bare essentials with me: my phone, my passport, and my international health insurance card. For the rest, I felt a bit like Carlos Ghosn when he was arrested and detained.

The first week I was in the plague district, a Covid sanatorium, but luckily for me I only had a mild case of the virus, so I escaped the ventilator, intensive care, and all that jazz. However, they kept me in another ward for a week and a half for observation. Everyone spoke English, so I was able to ask for (and get) a private room. I even had access to a selection of French channels on the TV, including Canal Plus.

Honestly, apart from the lack of freedom and the regulation pajamas I had to wear, I felt like I was in a hotel. The food was great, the nursing staff took great care of me, and everyone asked me to talk about France and Paris. Japanese hospitality, even in a hospital setting, is no myth.

Then one fine morning at 7 a.m., I was flipping through the channels and what did I come across? Porn on the first Saturday of the month! I was the first to be surprised by it being broadcast at that time, but of course I hadn't taken the time difference into account—it was midnight in France.

I had been locked up in that hospital for a week and a half, my hormones were raging, I started fondling myself under the sheets, then I threw everything off, took off my pajama bottoms, and began to masturbate quietly, taking my time.

You know how in French hospitals, they knock twice, don't wait for an answer, and then just walk in? Well, they do the same thing in Japan.

“Knock, knock,” a second, my pale face turning toward the door as it opens, my cock sticking out a good ten centimeters from my hand, and even though the sound isn't loud, the room is filled with the moans of two girls fucking each other while two guys pound one in the pussy and the other in the ass. The icing on the cake? It's a female nurse who comes to me, not a male nurse. I'm sure this is going to cause a scandal. I can imagine my shame, maybe even getting fired from my job. They don't mess around in Japan.

But the “nurse” enters without saying a word, her pretty slanted eyes fixed on my cock, which I've stopped waving around. The sheet is too far away at my feet for me to try to cover myself anyway. She enters with small steps, closes the door behind her, and turns the safety latch. Now we're alone, in relative privacy, but still, I relax and, under Aiko's narrow gaze, I even start jerking off again.

Aiko approached, removed her mask, and she was simply sublime. Everything a European like me dreams of, petite and well-proportioned, she displayed a promising chest under her immaculate blouse. She had the face of an angel, her narrowed eyes giving her a mischievous look, but it was mainly the way she devoured my cock with her eyes that made me realize that I had her in the bag.

“Can I touch it?” she asks me with a melting accent. In response, I loosen my grip and, with a palm-up gesture, invite her to take over. She turns her head towards the TV screen, where two girls with huge breasts are sucking two enormous cocks. Without taking her eyes off the screen, she places her right hand on my chest and blindly moves it down to my cock. I'm hard as a rock, and I make a move to touch her in return, but she licks my cock instead. Have I made a mistake? No, she just wants to get comfortable. She rips open the buttons of her blouse, revealing a light shirt and a mini-skirt, very, very mini, almost like a belt! She takes everything off and appears before me like a hentai heroine, wearing matching white underwear, a bra, cotton panties, but also a garter belt and white stockings.

I'm a “gaijin,” a “non-Japanese,” and for a Tokyoite, I'm either everything or nothing, a detestable foreigner or an exotic treat. Aiko has clearly chosen her side and for now is taking care of my erect penis by wrapping it in her frail hand and bringing it to her small mouth.

I can't believe my eyes! Being hospitalized is no fun, but being hospitalized on the other side of the world is even worse. That said, in my predicament, I was incredibly lucky!

Aiko was gentle and voracious at the same time, her movements imbued with that Japanese conciseness that is so charming in Oriental women, but her greed was matched only by the energy she put into sucking me. She was voracious! Her saliva flowed abundantly over my balls, which she caressed with her fingertips, and I slipped a hand under her bra cup. I found small breasts adorned with dark, very responsive nipples that were rock hard. I gently kneaded the little tongue of flesh and Aiko began to emit high-pitched squeaks like I had heard in many porn movies featuring Japanese women.

I wanted to discover her sex, so I stood up and lifted the featherweight of my beautiful slutty nurse to lay her down on the bed. Her big black eyes were moist with emotion, her panties wet with excitement. I buried my face in the soaked










d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
ATIC CT

o~ AlAla=
) N =Y
B N N R N/






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





