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“This is an exploration of deviant cultures
in an “exotic land” that teeters on the edge of academic reflexive
ethnography, edgy sex research that would have made Kinsey proud. A
Henry Miller-esque porn-memoir. This inquiry treads where most
qualitative researchers fear to gaze.”




Michael Hemmingson

Author: Zona Norte: An Auto/ethnography of
Desire and Addiction.

Screenwriter: Watermelons










“As the litany of sex ‘scandals’ to befall
political and religious leaders reminds us, there remains a major
gulf between how sexual desire is socially regulated and how it
animates individual fantasies and practices. Bryan is one of the
few who is prepared to both act on his strongest sexual
inclinations while having the courage to lay those impulses bare
for others to interrogate. Whether titillated or revulsed, all
readers must agree that such an exercise is a major contribution to
a more honest and reflexive relationship to sexual desire in
general.”




Jamie Paquin

PhD Candidate, Global Studies

Sophia University
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“Guns, sex and racial suicide. And that’s
just chapter one.”

Alon Ziv, Author: Breeding Between the
Lines.






“This work is important, revealing and took a
lot of courage to write.”




Lawrence J. Goss, Amazon Kindle reader.







“This book is worth reading if one would like
to understand the psyche of the third world. Maybe one has to have
seen where the likes of Bryan grew up and understand the
incredible, sheer luck it took to crawl out of such a hole and be
able to write a memoir of his experiences. That this author could
still access his feelings, write about them and eventually overcome
his sex addiction is laudable. As an example of overcoming
obstacles in a way that most people in the first world can’t even
begin to comprehend, it is a shining hope for others. The sexual
experiences in the book are simply examples of his addiction, but
if one read through that to the sensitivity he shows in
understanding the abuses the women went through to be so available
to him and other western men, that’s what makes it interesting.
Much more of the world has these underlying abuses as part of their
culture. The first world would be smart to pay more attention to
what is being said in this book and others like it, which unwrap
the brain and emotions of foreign cultures. Then maybe there would
be a little understanding and less bumbling in their foreign
relations. Don’t read this book for the sexual content, read it for
the sensitivity it exhibits to two cultures not your own, but
cultures that are valid nonetheless and reflect a large part of the
population of the globe.”




Carolyn Barrett, Amazon Kindle reader







“Revolutionary!”




Cabel: MySpace reader
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There is something awe-inspiring in one who
has lost all inhibitions, and who exhibits first rate intelligence
in the ability to hold two opposing ideas in the mind at the same
time and still retain the ability to function. — F. Scott
Fitzgerald




To Xyon Yasunami







PrefAce




The body of work now known as Black Passenger
Yellow Cabs began simply as musings about Japan. Immediately upon
my arrival here I was flabbergasted by the paradoxes of the
society, and the discrepancy between the West’s perception and the
actual Japan was blatantly obvious to me. Just two months into my
residency on the island my friend Bahar sent me a New York Times
article about parasite singles in Japan: the social phenomenon of
unmarried women who continue living with their parents, some well
into their 40s. “What’s up with this?” she titled her e-mail. And
indeed such was my initial response upon observing that the
overwhelming majority of unmarried women I had encountered in those
initial 2 months, were still living with their parents. So after
obtaining a used PC some 2 years later, I simply began documenting
my observations. However, when I began writing about my own
hedonistic experiences and those of my friends, I found it curious
that I had not read about the sexual state of affairs which I was
experiencing. That was the point at which my musings adopted an
erotic tone.




After sending the first 25 pages to a friend
in Australia, she strongly advised that I could not possibly write
about my sexual predacious behavior in Japan without informing the
reader about my history and socialization. Hence the work took on
memoir characteristics. Responding to the first 100 pages, another
dear friend of mine, a Professor of English at the University of
Denver, impressed by the work thus far informed me that I was
writing an ethnography with sex. Prior to her ravings about the
pages she had read, I was not familiar with the term ‘ethnography.’
And behold a new genre: the erotic ethnographic memoir was
created.




Before sending those pages to my friend at
the University of Denver, I had made the first 50 pages available
to my mentor, an internationally renowned Author, Japanologist,
Futurist and Policy Consultant, just for his personal perusal. It
was horrifying to learn that he had forwarded it to his Agent in
New York. However to my pleasant surprise a Junior Agent responded
positively but shared my mentor’s concern that erotica, ethnography
and a memoir could not peacefully co-exist in the same body of
literature, and suggested that I wrote 3 separate books. ADHD adult
that I am, I accepted the compliments but resisted the suggestion
to make the genres exclusive of each other, as I thought all three
were perfectly harmonious in my work. That’s how I conceived it,
that’s how it flowed organically and that’s how I documented
it.




— Stefhen Fitzgerald DeCorcia Bryan, Kobe
Japan 2008





Making Of A Rice King




Way back in 1989 my then girlfriend was
reading Paul Theroux’s My Secret History, a novel about a man who
engaged in unbridled sex with teenaged natives for a few years
during his time as a Peace Corps volunteer in various African
villages. “Oh my God! You should SO read this book,” she screamed.
“You’re so much like this guy!”




What you are about to read is my own
predacious history, a history which is by no means a secret, since
I wear my secrets like I do my skeletons: on my sleeves. Kathy knew
of my childhood fantasies and the daydreams of unending sexual
rampage that consumed my boyhood, and as she told me of the
character’s exploits my envy of him swelled. That is exactly what I
want to do, I fantasized.




At the tender age of 8, my little teapot, as
it was often referred to in my native Jamaica, would stand at full
attention at the sight of those beautiful bare-breasted African
women, who periodically adorned the covers of National Geographic
magazines. Most unfathomable to me – even at that age – was the
calmness with which the men appeared to interact with them, the
women and their breasts, as though the breasts were invisible. No
one was even slightly aroused and the tribesmen all seemed so
capable of restraint from attacking those perfectly shaped
mammaries 24 hours a day. It’s not normal for 8-year-olds to harbor
such thoughts, and indeed a normal 8-year-old I was not, as my
first sexual experience had been only a year earlier. Technically
it was molestation, but not until initiating therapy at 23 was I
made to interpret it as such. Such experiences were the norm in the
East Kingston Dunkirk ghetto, and all my friends had been initiated
from their eyes were at knee level. This was simply breaking in the
boy child, an encouraged implicit rite of passage into manhood,
which in uber-homophobic/machismo Jamaica, at least proved I wasn’t
gay.




The perpetrators of what many today would
consider child sexual abuse were 16 and 17-year-old girls whom I
had been fondling as far back as I could recall. Putting my hands
up theirs and other girls’ and women’s skirts was my greeting, a
constant embarrassment to both my mother and the unwitting victims.
The two girls, the daughter and granddaughter of church sisters,
grew tired of my constant sexual harassment since I was about five
or six and eventually acquiesced. Upon seeing me bursting through
my pants, they were shocked at my unusual size for a 7-year-old and
wanted to further investigate what strange equipment this
pickney(little child) was packing.




After negotiating with them, we came to an
agreement.“Mi wi show oonu it if oonu show mi fi oonu own fus,”
(I’ll show you if you both show me yours first.) I said in an
aggressive whisper.But there was only one problem: the constant
presence of adults.




One afternoon we found ourselves in my
mother’s one room dwelling atop the church on the commune where we
resided. There the younger of the two lifted her skirt, exposed her
torn baby blue panties as the other watched out for the big people.
My 7-year-old anatomy lost control and her 16-year-old eyes widened
in disbelief. As I reached to touch her pubic area, she dropped her
skirt, slapping my hand away.“Weh your own deh?” (Where is yours?)
she insisted.So I dropped my pants, exposing my white y-fronts.
Just then, the girl on look-out whispered, “smaddy a come.” Quickly
pulling up my pants, I began to pretend they were helping me with
schoolwork, as they sometimes did. It was a false alarm and when we
resumed I renegotiated with her to not only lift her skirt, but to
also drop her panties before I fulfilled my end of the deal.




She started by pulling down her underwear,
then lifted her skirt as I proceeded to pull down my shorts and
fruit of the looms. Their jaws hit the floor as my early childhood
teapot enlarged. Touching her transferred her pungent woman’s smell
onto my little fingers.“Jezas chrise! A weh a likkle pickney lacka
yu get dat deh supm deh from?”




“Mi wouldn’ wau meet you when you tun big
man, a kill you aggu kill ooman wid dat deh weapon deh.” ( Jesus
Christ! Where did a little child like you get that thing from? I
wouldn’t want to meet you when you become an adult, you will be
killing women with that weapon.)But I was not oblivious to my
apparent anomaly, for as far back as I could recall, around 3 or 4
years old, my mother often lamented on my size as she bathed me.“I
don’t know how you are going to find a wife with this teapot,” she
often worried. “Where did you get this?”




After that day, I stepped up my harassment of
both girls and soon they began allowing me further exploration for
extended periods, even directing my actions. As I explored their
bodies with my little hands, from the looks on their faces, it put
them in a whole new universe, as if they were having out of body
experiences. It was then that I became utterly fascinated by the
act of giving pleasure to women. For days I would refrain from
washing my hands, as I savoured that fragrador, finding it
simultaneously pleasant and repulsive. To this day I still savour
the scent of a woman on my fingers. Hence, if ever I am spotted on
the train with my fingers in my nostrils, rest assured I’m not
digging for gold.




After sustained pestering, I and Madge, the
younger of the two, ventured under the house where we would do the
thing, she had been promising me we’d do.




The houses in our East Kingston ghetto were
raised and the space between the floor and the dirt was dark,
usually harboring many treacherous insects and sharp debris.
Normally, the cellar - home to scorpions and centipedes




-was a most terrifying environment, but as
the blood rushed from the young upper head to the lower, fear was
no longer an issue. I was just too aroused to be scared. It was
there in the dark cellar, upon my baptism in that sea of warm
Jell-O, that an addict was born.




It was a most unforgettable and infinitely
euphoric experience, especially because prior to that moment my
very short existence was consumed with severe daily depression and
an overpowering desire to end my life from as early as four years
old. Depression and suicidal urges persisted well into adulthood
and so did my newfound addiction.




Soon after my debut, I began to lust after my
friends’ mothers and couldn’t stop commenting to my friends, how
sexy their mothers were and what I’d like to do with them. But to
my surprise, they were interested in my mother – a sure sign that
they too had been initiated -which I found utterly repulsive.
Invasive thoughts of sex with my own mother would bring me close to
vomiting. Typical of our dire socioeconomic conditions, we shared a
bed ‘til just past my tenth birthday, and when those deviant
thoughts invaded my mind, I was repulsed. My mother had no other
children, but I always wanted a sister, who I thought would have
been my sex toy. And why my friends weren’t giving their sisters a
regular rogering was a mystery to me. As a young child, I was of
course unaware of the possible biological and or sociocultural
mechanisms which prevents one from being sexually attracted to
immediate family members, thus could not understand why they didn’t
want to ravage their sisters, when I so desperately did.




After my sexual inauguration my cravings knew
no bounds – nor end, which drove me at eight years old to make an
attempt with a cat. However, tabby was having none of it and clawed
her way out of my grasp.




Marjorie and I had infrequent meetings under
the cellar, which started what would turn into a love for sex in
risky places. Frightened in ecstasy, we were only too aware of the
consequence if caught by the adults: a beating to within seconds of
our lives. Among my most memorable sexual experiences was one many
years later in a boardroom of an internationally renowned company,
on the twenty-sixth floor of their San Francisco headquarters. She,
a young Asian-American with her palms against the big glass window
overlooking the San Francisco bay, her skirt hiked above her
posterior, panty and nylons at her ankles as she pushed her round
bottom outward in reception. I can still see my life making fluids
dripping from her onto the carpet. Instant termination, a
permanently charred reputation and perhaps even minor criminal
charges would have been the consequences had we been caught.




My Jamaica was not the Jamaica that beckoned
from travel brochures around the world, enticing you to frolic on
horseback along heavenly white sand beaches. It was not a place to
“come back to,” as one of the ad campaigns by the Jamaica Tourist
Board inveigled. Instead for me, from my earliest memories at three
years old, it was a wretched environment from which to flee, a
place of incomprehensible barbarianism, senseless murders and
grinding wretched poverty.




The hundred and eighty degree opposite of its
tropical nirvana image, my Jamaica was and still is anarchic,
peaceless and hopelessly mired in ruthless violence, much of which
make the international news only during election time when the
violence takes on an added brutality.




The bombarding, omnipresent signs of neglect
and decay -burnt out buildings, splintered rooves - wreaked havoc
on my delicate sensibilities since I was a toddler. In MY Jamaica
it was normal for raw sewage to stagnate or flow through the
streets, daily life was a perpetual struggle and just simply
getting out of bed was a perilous act, accompanied by a high risk
of a fatal encounter with a bullet. Death and symbols thereof
decorated the neighborhood. From the frequent funeral excursions,
which were among my few enjoyable events, the nightly hails of
gunfire, the ‘black heart men’ who preyed on children, to the daily
maggot infested road kills from speeding cars, I had seen more
death in the first ten years of my life than I would witness in the
next thirty. In this dark, dilapidated, crime-plagued hood, brutal
murders, wife beatings and police shootings were regular
occurrences, generating in me at an early age, a strong fascination
with death. In my neighborhood, the stench of dog carcasses and,
tyres set alight to incinerate them were the neighborhood air
fresheners. Yet even so, unlike the shanties of West Kingston, my
eastern slum was the Beverly Hills of ghettos.




Among my most vivid memories was one night at
9 years old being accosted at gunpoint with a request to “Identify
yuself ”! “Woo a yu bloodclaut madda?!”(Who’s your fucking mother?)
“Yeow, Yeow Yeow,” someone shouted from across the street.“A sista
Andisn yout.” (That’s sister Anderson’s kid.) “Awoah! Bloodcleet, a
sista Adisn yout dis?” (Au fuck, this is sister Anderson’s kid?)
Turning to me he advised,“likkle yout, yu fi identify yuself quick
y nuh, cau it dread out ya.” (You should identify yourself faster,
because it’s dangerous out here.)




Another indelible memory is that of my
friends and I being accompanied to Franklin Town Primary School by
Jamaica Defense Force amphibian tanks. By ten years old I had
witnessed countless beatings, killings, acid attacks, wife beatings
with machetes and two fatal torchings: one simply because he was a
supporter of the wrong political party in the wrong neighbourhood,
the other because he was alleged to be gay.




Contributing to the already curious state of
affairs, my formative years were spent on an all-women church
commune, some 50 or 60 of them with whom I shared living quarters,
undoing their bras for them and peeping through tiny holes to watch
them in the nude. As a boy, one of only two males and the only male
child socialized in this otherwise female environment, I grew to
become a lesbian happily trapped in a man’s body and from my first
sexual experience until recently, sex was the first thing I thought
of upon meeting every woman.




In an attempt to protect me from the perils
of my surroundings, venturing even to the gate for a glimpse of the
outside world was strictly forbidden with severe penal
consequences. Isolated from the community at large and left only to
entertain myself with my obsessions in thought, I was far less
assertive and street smart than the other boys. Resultantly, I was
often the football for the neighborhood bullies, young murderers in
the making, who were armed with mini ratchet knives, roaming the
streets on their noisy home made wooden skates (scooters) with ball
bearings for wheels. Their other pass times included rolling old
tyres with sticks and guiding wheels made from garden hoses with
hooked, wire clothes hangers. Especially on rainy days, their
favourite by far was the game of buode aus (wooden horse), in which
pieces of carved fudge sticks were placed in the sewage infested
gutters, to simulate horse racing. In my childhood, news to my
mother that I was even a spectator of these activities, would have
her sending me to the tamarind tree to select the most suitable
branches, which she would then promptly introduce to my bare naked
bottom.




The first school I attended, the First
Holiness Basic School was also on the commune, just 30 seconds’
walk from the matchbox mother and I shared. However, my second
school, Elletson All Age School, where I skipped the first and
second grade, on account of being an advance reader, was located a
fifteen minute walk away. Again, in the interest of protecting me
from my surroundings, one of the quickest ways to ensure a meeting
between the tamarind tree switches and my bare black bumbo, was to
exceed the allotted 20 minutes for my return home from school.




Also beginning quite early was my yellow
preference. In that impoverished and homicide ravaged cesspool of a
neighborhood, there were three Chinese shops which sowed the seeds
of my yellow fever, earlier than my first sexual experience. One at
the corner of Windward Road and Brays Street, another next door to
my tenement and the Ho’s shop on Telephone St and Elletson Road. Ho
is not a pseudonym, it was their actual name. They drove a brown
1973 Buick Skylark, one of four American cars in my neighborhood.
The others, one a 1973 Chevrolet Chevelle which belonged to the
bishop who presided over my mother’s church and the other two were
’69 Pontiac Bonnevilles, both belonging to the near white pastor of
an adjacent Pentecostal church.




The Chinese, not even those who lived atop
their shops, never ever associated with anyone in the neighborhood.
For sure they had good reasons not to. With their straight
jet-black hair and upward slanted, hardly opened eyes, they were
enigmatic and I frequently anticipated being sent on errands in
order to admire and lust after the women. Absent was that round,
big bottom and big shapely legs which I was socialized to find
sexy. However, developing a love for their long waists and short
legs,




I began to entertain a strong desire to
introduce them to my boyhood. But that would’ve been impossible.
Never had I even seen one walking in our decrepit neighborhood, let
alone talking to a person of African decent, other than their
employees during work hours.




“How did they – many of whom who had only
marginal command of English




-get here, to this neighborhood from China?”
I often pondered. Those who did not live atop their shops, perhaps
resided in some faraway gated, uptown community, to which they fled
at the end of the workday. They did not hang around. To this day,
while making the beast with two backs with yellow women, I
sometimes imagine myself with one of the shopkeeper’s daughters.
Apart from wanting to give their daughters a proper introduction at
that tender age, the Chinese shop owners quickly became my economic
role models. My enigmatic personality as a child manifested itself
in ways other than sexually, and so the pronounced disparity
between the races were quite clear to me from as early as five
years old. But no one, not the least my mother, who didn’t even
make it beyond the ninth grade, could provide me with an
explanation as to why these outsiders were so economically well
endowed. Most people of African decent in Jamaica, including my own
family, subsisted then and now in abject poverty, daily praising
the Lord, for what I was never sure. It was simply beyond my
comprehension, why it was necessary to incessantly praise the Lord
for “sparing us another day” in that living hell. Meanwhile the
yellows were shop owners, driving big American cars and all without
ever setting foot in a church.




With no one to answer my early questions on
race and those curious socioeconomic arrangements, I was left on my
own to develop massive inferiority complexes, believing that
African people indeed were cursed, exactly as indoctrination from
bible stories about the so called descendants of Cain had taught.
That along with my yellow obsession resulted in total and absolute
resolve to abandon any idea of perpetuating my race, while at the
same time making me resolute and definite about procreating only
with yellows. This decision, made by a young child, was later given
its proper label of racial suicide by Michael Pariser, my best
therapist ever.




Parallel to the aforementioned decision was
my observation that children of black/yellow or any mixed race
combination seemed to show a higher frequency of attractiveness
than their pure race counterparts and in my childish view during
the early days of my self-hatred, they were especially more
attractive than their Negroe parents. Later in my adulthood I
discovered that scientist had labeled my early childhood
observation as the hybrid vigor phenomenon. And though years of
therapy, education and travel have evicted my self-hate, the drive
to act on the hybrid vigor phenomenon still persists.










Simone Chang




Eleven-year-old Simone Chang was my closest
encounter with my yennings at nine. An anomaly in my neighborhood,
she suddenly began to appear on my street, walking past my tenement
once in the morning, on her way to school and again in the evening.
Petite with a wide long braid down the middle of her back to her
buttocks, she wore a white skirt, white blouse and a red and white
plaid tie, the uniform of the downtown school Holy Trinity.




“But what would this Chinese girl be doing in
my cesspit of a neighborhood, attending a public junior secondary
school?”




“Did her Beverly Hills or Cherry Gardens
parents go bankrupt and if so, why would she end up here in
Dunkirk, in the ghetto?”




Everyday at around three o’ clock,
countenance of trauma, fear and wretched despondence, eyes fixated
on the pothole infested road beneath her, braving an onslaught of
harassment from the local ragamuffins from number 4 Wild Street,
she meandered past my yard. And everyday, whenever I could, I ran
to my wall to watch the girl of my fantasies go by. Ugly, was among
the many renowned neighborhood terrorists from the aforementioned
thug house diagonally across from me. A troglodyte with tribal
mark-like telephone slashes adorning his face, his was a character
crass and uncouth enough to curdle stone. Scarcely was there a day
when Simone could walk by on her way home without the assault of
his rough, coarse drawl.




“Pssssssttt, aaay Chinie girl, Ms Chin, come
‘ear nuh.” To which Ms Icy, pot black, loud, lewd and quarrelsome
would intervene on Simone’s behalf.




“Weh yu nu lef di likkle girl alone? Yu nuh
si se shi a likkle pickney a guh a school? “Yu tink shi cyan tek
big man hood?” (Why don’t you leave the little girl be? Can’t you
see she’s a child going to school?) To which Ugly would respond
expressing intentions, not quite suitable for print.“MI SE FI LEF
HAR!” (I SAID TO LEAVE HER BE.)




Subsisting among the rats and cockroaches, my
and my mother’s hand me down shoes - which we were lucky to have -
were in constant need of repairs. On one occasion my mother
instructed me to go to the cobbler up the street, as opposed to our
usual cobbler around Bryden street, as there had been some fatal
shootings in the aqueduct near there. Upon entering the new
cobbler’s yard, lo and behold, there was my fantasy girl hanging
her laundry on the line. “Is in ‘ere suh yu live,” (So this is
where you live.) I said to her, as though solving the puzzle of a
lifetime. “Why?” she asked, with the same melancholic face, focused
on the bed spread she was hanging on the line. “Jus’ choo mi always
si yu a walk dung a Wild Street,”( Just because I always saw you
walking down Wild Street.) I responded with the confidence of an
amoeba. On my return home, floating several feet off the ground, I
lighted up on a scheme to run errands to the cobbler for all the
church sisters on the commune.




As it turned out, Simone was only
half-Chinese, which answered my question about why she had ended up
amongst us in the war zone. Whichever way I tried to imagine it, in
my conclusion her ending up on Wild Street could have been
attributed only to her cursed half. No full-blooded Chinese would
be living in this hell hole without some connection to business. In
the ensuing months we got to know each other and discovered our
shared commonalities. Like me, she was ruled by a punitive,
Christian zealot for a guardian, difference being mine was my
mother whereas hers, her aunt wasn’t even related to her. After
being abandoned by her Taiwanese father, her mother sent her and
her younger sister from the countryside to live with Aunt, an over
bearing Seventh-day Adventist. We were both miserable and depressed
about our plight in that wretched environment, but as if that
weren’t enough, she later revealed to me during our adult years
that among her routine chores, were unspeakable manual labor to her
father’s brother since she was about nine years old.




Once while talking to her on her verandah, on
a rare occasion with no adults around, the chance to play doctor
arose. Reminiscing about that day some fifteen years later, she
tried to describe the euphoria of that utterly novel experience
when she was 12 and I 10 years old. “I had never ever felt anything
like that,” she said. “I just can’t explain how good it felt, it
was like heaven. I remembered that more than my first sexual
experience.”




That rare chance to make mischief never again
availed itself, as we were constantly surrounded by adults and she
was always under house arrest. But nine years later, four years
after I had emigrated from the island, I returned for a visit and
accidentally ran into her as she turned from Wild Street to Little
Telephone Street, wearing oversized curlers in her hair and a
gleaming ear to ear smile. Two days later, like wild animals on
Wild Street, we shredded the fitted sheet on what was my bed in my
mother’s two room dwelling. With ten years of pent up desire, I
unleashed in her miles and litres in an orgas-ma-fest, hoping to
leave her pregnant, so that I could have gained respect among my
peers upon returning to the States, by claiming to have sired a
child. Only four years removed from Jamaica, I had not been rid of
the socialization which taught me that real men made children and
abandoned them, while weak men took care of the children that real
men made. But as probability would have it, no sperm met her egg,
at least not until she later emigrated to America, after I embarked
upon a business arrangement to get her there. Unfortunately in the
end she was only half Chinese, not enough to satisfy my preference
and our relationship became mired in ensuing baby mama drama.








Prelude To Japan




After a heart wrenching separation from
Korean-American Anne Moo Young, I arrived in Japan in April of 2001
for a fresh new start, a rebirth of unimaginable proportions. Anne
and I had been dating for about a year, three months of which were
spent in cohabitation. Overdosed on sex appeal, she was a sexual
inferno, with freak oozing from every pore. Inseparable, we did
almost every thing in tandem, even commuted to and from work
together. Anne, a short, nubile 24-year-old with a captivatingly
pretty face had breasts that were abnormally sized for a woman of
her height, and race. They were like two watermelons on a slight
downhill race. Upon meeting her for the first time in a shopping
mall in Orange County, I stood at full attention throughout our
entire conversation and fortunately upon my first visit to her
apartment, she was quite permissive. Had she not been, I would have
been rotting in a penitentiary as we speak, as I pounced on her
like a desperate crack fiend the minute she opened the door.
Throughout our relationship she would always refer to the pouncing
in jest. From the first hit it was clear that addiction was
inevitable. Hence, with inexplicable, out of this world chemistry,
I fell hard and we moved in together shortly after meeting.




Fruit fairy living with a gay roommate, with
whom she partied heavily in West Hollywood, Anne loved ecstasy and
cocaine. Hailing from the typically oppressive Korean-American
family, she was unceasingly insecure about her physical appearance
and extremely uncomfortable around straight men, a clear signal of
fire in the hole. All indicators pointed to a high probability of
some sexual trauma during her childhood. On the surface she
appeared to relish in her ability to bring men to their knees, but
in private, twice the victim of date rape drugs at parties at her
alma mater USC, Anne confided in me that she hated that the only
thing men saw in, on, around or about her was sex.




“I’m short, pretty and all tits. The only
thing men wanna do is fuck me. I hate that,” she said, sometimes
tears streaming down her burgundy cheeks. The cocaine and ecstasy
consumption, the heavy drinking and partying, “she’s masking
something,” I thought. Fruit fairy, no straight male friends,
short, self-perceived overweight with humongous breasts, especially
for a Korean woman, “she hates herself,” I concluded. “Something
definitely happened to her in her childhood, she might even be
borderline,” I analyzed. After all, I knew her type very well. They
are the most exciting women on the planet. Those borderline
personality disordered women are without question the pinnacle of
sexual nirvana. Normal women fail to deliver the kind of sexual
excitement that borderline women can, who until recently, were the
only women to whom I was attracted.




Getting to know her, she revealed to me that
indeed - like all freaks, all the sex addicts with whom I have been
-she too had been constantly molested by a family friend since
five. Since that revelation I had begun to encourage her to seek
therapy and after convincing her of my unconditional and unending
support, she had finally heeded my advice. But for the first time,
Anne and I would have to separate. Charged with domestic abuse and
vandalism for destroying (Simone Chang’s) my daughter’s mother’s
cell phone in post OJ Simpson California, I was sentenced to
participate in a month long work furlough program in San Francisco.
In her emotional amnesia Anne freaked out, convinced that I had
abandoned her. Though only thirty days, the separation was
unbearable for her and during that time she met someone else at the
supermarket, abruptly ended the relationship and I became an
instant enemy. It was as though we had never even known each other,
let alone made plans for a future together. Our previous
Siamese-like state, attached especially at the lips and genitalia,
was a fugitive from her memory.




“You just up and left me,” she kept
repeating. “What was I supposed to do?”




In the first week of our separation I shed
ten pounds, wept like Jesus for three months, and was forced to
visit the cardiologist for crippling and debilitating chest pains.
Making matters worse, it was the Christmas season and I was a mess.
I made the bold move of unloading even on total strangers,
sometimes comically. And thanks to their support and that of a few
friends, the pain became manageable.




Aware that my yellow desire was now carved in
diamond and that it would be impossible for me to become interested
in anyone non yellow, I packed up and moved to Japan, where I could
act on my extreme preference and get over my lost love, especially
our plans to get married and move to Monterey. I couldn’t have made
a better move. This complete change of environment and what was to
follow, was the perfect prescription.
















Japan: Year One




Wednesday, April 18th 2001. Unlike many of my
Western contemporaries in Japan, I conducted no research about my
future home prior to my arrival and engaged in no preparations.
However, upon arrival, I soon discovered that nothing could have
prepared me for this Fantasy Island. Immediately besotted by its
physical beauty, Japan struck me as an infinitely more beautiful
version of my native Jamaica, meets England where I had spent some
time.




My introduction to the lay of the land
occurred in a very small rural town in the Kansai region, about a
hundred miles from Osaka. Immediately I was surrounded by the women
of my extreme preference, surreal to say the least. That
unforgettable Wednesday of my arrival coincided with a weekly house
party held by one of the teachers from the school where I was to
commence teaching. In attendance were many of the local students,
mostly women who numbered about fifteen, in the presence of about
five or six men. I was the first person of African decent to
descend on this small town and the very first that many of the
natives were beholding in the flesh. Months later one of the girls
told me in glee, she was beside herself when I walked in the room,
as she had been a hip hop fan in this Hicksville for many years,
constantly wondering what it would be like to meet an
African-American. She later became my first stalker in Japan.




Ayumi was what I later came to label an
untouchable in Japan; 26, about a hundred and twenty pounds,
overweight by Japanese standards and divorced with two children.
Though we had not been intimate, not even a kiss, many mornings
found her in her car, dictionary in hand waiting for me to emerge
from my apartment in order to negotiate with me to be her
boyfriend, occasionally even soliciting the assistance of perhaps
her only friend with marginal English skills.




Before long I realized that being
African-American or Jamaican in these parts was akin to being some
kind of film star, and having been born in Jamaica and lived in
America, I had a double advantage, which I milked to the hilt. For
the Japanese girls who idolized and fetishized Beenie Man and Bob
Marley, I was Jamaican and for those who worshipped JZ, I was an
African-American, though the latter sometimes created discomfort as
hip hopper I was not. And when told by Japanese girls that I bore a
strong resemblance to Jo, they were dismayed at my ignorance about
the artist. The only Jo(e) I knew was my favourite uncle Joe who
died when I was ten.




Present at the party was one of the managers
of the language school which had sponsored me to Japan. With her
otherworldly beauty, barely opened upturned eyes, small dainty
concave nose and creamy tofu skin, she was unerringly my type. It
was love and lust at first sight and unbeknownst to silly me, the
feeling was mutual. I came to learn that my specialized attraction
is to Manchurian women. Small concave noses with a low nose bridge,
small upturned eyes with the epicanthic fold and milky skin. That
really rang my bell, ever since I was a child. Her general
responsibilities were to ensure my smooth transition to this small
town, so we spent much time together as she introduced me to
Japanese culture.




In addition to her Louis Vuitton handbag and
other name brand items, she wore me like jewelry, flaunting me to
everyone. Though 23 years old, Miyuki bubbled with the innocence of
a juvenile, a trait which, having been new to Japan, I found quite
sexy and arousing. Little did I know that in a few short years, I
would become sickened by that general characteristic among Japanese
women. Within two weeks we were all over each other, necking and
fondling her baldness in her Honda Life and when she finally
visited my apartment, her milky shaven beauty was a sight to
behold. Her shoulders were ever so slightly wider than her hips
but, her petite frame and shaven heaven mesmerized me. As to her
shaven venus mound, that I found a bit uncomfortable, as it
reminded me of my prepubescent days when I would try it on with
little prepubescent girls. Their baldness and absence of breasts
disgusted me and since my introduction to sex at seven, until my
mid-twenties, I had always preferred older women. However things
changed and I found myself, not only being attracted to younger
women, but also attracting them the older I got.




Miyuki reminded me of school girls, the kinds
I frequently saw riding their bicycles in their ultra-mini uniforms
upon my arrival in Japan. And as I tasted her and fondled her small
but perfectly shaped breasts, my imagination would momentarily
place her on a bicycle in school uniform.




“I don’t want to have sex as yet. I want to
get to know you first,” she said, to which I was respectful. After
releasing my tension all over her pearly skin, she would shower me
with profuse apologies for having caused me to resort to what she
thought was such a shameful act. Instantly madly in love, I
refrained from consummating the relationship and suspended my usual
predatory tendencies, which I later lived to regret. This sudden
immersion in Eden was unbelievable, making out and receiving
fellatio from my superior, the manager of the school where I would
be teaching was nothing short of fantasy. But my roommate who had
arrived a year earlier, assured me, “You ain’t seen nothing yet, in
Japan, nothing is off limits.”




Shortly after, another manager from a
different location was introduced to me, butt ugly with apple
catchers for teeth, which were the norm in the countryside.
However, hers was a curvaceous physique of amazement and within
only a month after my arrival she introduced me to the love hotel
scene and gave me my first piece along with my first venereal
disease in Japan: the ubiquitous Chlamydia. One thing I quickly
realized in that rural town, was that my limitation to women who
spoke only English, was a fairly small pool, but no hindrance to
regular action. However, more disturbing than that was my
observation that it was the less attractive women who spoke
English. The super babes, my type, couldn’t even recite the
alphabet. Especially in the countryside, there was an inverse
relation between their English abilities and their level of
unattractiveness.




This second manager was near fluent, with
teeth of varying shades of yellow-brown, which seemed like rusted
barbed wire protruding from her crooked, asymmetrical face. But
man, that bod! Later I discovered that she had given my roommate,
other teachers and at least one American manager the same welcoming
treatment, minus the Chlamydia because they went in strapped. Three
or four times a week as soon as the last student vacated, she and I
transformed the school she managed into our own love ho, going buck
wild leaving body fluids everywhere, like dogs urinating to mark
territory. I couldn’t help but pity her, as it was clear her
self-confidence was on the soles of her feet, a trait of
promiscuous women in the West and indeed a common trait of many
Japanese women. “I was born in a car,” she revealed. “My mother was
on the way to the hospital,” solving the mystery to why her face
was so asymmetrical and twisted.




Shortly after my arrival, the weekly school
party was relocated to my apartment owing to the departure of the
previous host, and every Wednesday night an onslaught of beautiful,
eligible female students descended on my living room.




Rapidly the collection of sex partners grew
and soon it became impossible to conceal my whoring character in
this small town. Inevitably, the first manager discovered this and
decided that she wanted nothing more to do with me intimately, a
painful decision magnified by conflicting forces within. On one
hand I loved her though on the other, I was a sex addict with
uncontrollable yellow cravings in yellow candy land with a
bottomless supply of yellow pleasure. Especially difficult was the
fact that we had to continue working together for a year, which
required daily preparedness for pain.




Though my whoring soared to new heights, she
was one who got away, the one I really wanted. My fragile male ego
was trampled and I to this day regret not introducing her to the
dark side. She would’ve been hooked, unable to let go, like the
mass of fans which were accumulating. They say once you go black,
you never go back. But more accurately, once you go black, you
always, go back…..for more. But I was new to Japan, not knowing
then what I now know about the psyche of Japanese women. Word got
around fast in that small town and pretty soon it was clear that I
had to expand beyond the immediate community. The community harem
was growing and within three months, I had a steady rotation of
seven women, a predictable attrition rate, most of them my
students, each with their allotted time. I was living my fantasy, I
was living everyman’s fantasy, at least every sex addicted, yellow
fever afflicted man’s fantasy, totally immersed in a limitless sea
of yellow women.








Mother And Ai




Among my roomie’s many private students, were
a royally attractive 50year-old woman and her 22-year-old daughter,
who graced our apartment twice a week for one-hour lessons.
Planning a trip to Kyushu he requested my substitution, which I
initially resisted, possessing no interest in teaching outside of
the language school. My personal time was for rampant sex and
naught else. But the mother was a very nubile and beautiful woman,
for whom I had been lusting at the gym since my arrival. I had been
drooling at her in her swim suit some four times a week, befuddled
at how delicious she looked, especially for fifty. Frequently she
invited me to join her in the pool which I always declined, as
there would have been no way to conceal my leftward pointing
excitement. Intent on focusing my attention on her daughter, to
whom I had no attraction, I agreed to teach them. But to my dismay,
upon Peter’s return from his trip they decided that they had no
desire to return to him and insisted that I continued being their
teacher. Again I protested, but upon making the acquaintance of her
older daughter, my protest was transformed to retarded, slobbering,
speechless babble.




Ai was stunning, a younger version of her
mother, nubile, wide childbearing hips, small waist and extremely
steatopygic. Spontaneously I stood at full attention upon seeing
her, especially in my favourite bob hairstyle. Upturned and
unusually big, her almond eyes glistened and unlike many girls in
the countryside, her snow-white teeth were perfectly aligned.
Though she spoke as much English as a dolphin, we quickly became
acquainted using whatever means of communication possible,
including her amazing drawing skills which came in handy, as she
expressed most of her ideas in detailed pictures. During her debut
at my apartment, I attempted to cook for her, but she insisted on
helping and I acquiesced so that I could lust after her while she
stood in front of the stove. Giggling in shyness, she tried to turn
my head away from staring at her, as never before had she been
admired or more accurately, visually defrocked in such a manner.
With my tongue on the saliva drenched floor, I strolled over to her
and held her from behind, turned her around and began kissing her,
sometimes polishing her pearl white teeth with my tongue. I begged
her to remove her pants and after moments of shy resistance, she
allowed me. Then I requested that she simply stand away from me so
I could engage in a visual feast. But again, in her chronic shyness
she wanted to dim the lights, but I pleaded with her to keep them
on as I removed my stretched, starched limb, stroking it as I
admired her.




This was her first experience with a
foreigner. She wanted to touch it, but I refused her and insisted
that she stand in position, as I watered the floor. Almost
instantly I blew off and she was taken aback by the large quantity,
as she dashed for some tissues. Even after arrival, I remained in
active mode with no refractory period. So I lead her into my room
and immediately removed her bikini. Her overgrowth, through which I
waded, concealed surprisingly black lips which I began to devour
whilst playing with her breasts. For a full hour I feasted on her.
Though her overgrowth was well deserving of a trim, I was
preoccupied with introducing her to the foreign object for an
entirely new cultural experience, even if it meant ingesting a few
strands of hair. After driving her crazy with my mouth, I entered
and as with most Japanese women thus far it was like a camel
passing through a needle’s eye.




“Mecha dekaii,” (very big,) she responded.
But she was a trooper, receiving me with minimum protest. I asked
her in my prehistoric Japanese and sign language what she liked in
bed and what would stimulate her arrival, but to my disappointment,
at 26 years old, she had never experienced an orgasm but said she
liked everything, especially if I were enjoying it. My hardened
negritude was up to her belly button where she pointed, indicating
that’s where it felt like it was. Turning her around exposing her
dark lips further heightened my arousal, but again like most
Japanese women, she was unable to engage in proper dorsal
reception. So I retreated and relieved myself, while planting my
lips on her jet black lower lips.




Weeks later, Ai’s mother proposed the
unthinkable; that I marry Ai and give her three grandchildren. I
was beside myself and found her request impossible to grasp. After
many years living in the States, a far more liberal society, it was
unfathomable that some white woman in Walnut Creek, California
would literally offer me her lily-white daughter and request three
mulatto (I know it’s politically incorrect) grandchildren. But here
I was in Japan, in xenophobic, conservative and racist Japan, where
a mother is encouraging me, not just to marry her daughter, but to
produce children with her. Japan is all of the aforementioned, and
a country of astounding paradoxes. Not just normal oxymorons, but
contradictions which will cause one to do triple and quadruple
takes.




In Japan, one is bombarded everyday with
hyper-etiquette, but in contrast, especially recently it seems that
every week or so, one hears about heinous crimes committed on
7-year-olds, sometimes by 11-year-olds. Reports of matricide
frequent the newspapers in this tranquil country. Nippon is the
land of the bullet train, but no central heating in one’s home.
Here in Kobe, an international port city which was hit by a
devastating earthquake in 1995, I heat my modern apartment with
kerosene heaters, which every winter pins me between two choices:
death from hypothermia or asphyxiation. There are hi-tech 3G cell
phones with global positioning navigation systems, but classrooms
in elementary schools use the same nauseating kerosene heaters I
use in my apartment and there were no heaters or air conditioners
in the junior high and high schools where I taught. And these are
but a few of the numerous paradoxes.




As marriage was on my mind upon initially
arriving, Ai quickly became a potential candidate. My objective was
for her to attend a university, a move discouraged by her parents
before my arrival, as even in these modern times in Japan, though
many women are indeed attending universities, it is more likely
that parents will encourage their sons to obtain a tertiary
education, while encouraging their daughters to stop at two years.
Such is the case especially in the countryside. She had already
attended a two-year college and was now working in retail but -
even whore that I am




-a paradox in my character is that I’m also a
feminist. And as such I firmly believe women should be educated to
the highest possible level, especially one who I would make a life
partner. However, neither Ai nor her mother could understand my
alien ideology. Her mother thought me loftily ambitious and that I
should not worry about money, as they had had enough, just as long
as we produced her three grandchildren. While waiting for Ai at her
home one afternoon, the strangest thing occurred. She had gone to
work unexpectedly but was due home in a couple hours. Having no
intention of waiting for her I began to bid my good-byes, but her
mother in typical Japanese hospitality insisted on preparing me a
meal at least. While we sat at the kotatsu - a small low table with
an electric heater mounted on the underside - she placed her hand
on me. “Okii desu ne?” (It’s big isn’t it?) “Well,” I thought, “if
it weren’t big before, it’s definitely big now.” But I couldn’t say
that in Japanese. Instead, I immediately unzipped my pants and
allowed her to touch it as it grew before her very eyes. “It’s too
big,” she said. Then I placed my palms to her breasts, caressing
them beneath her blouse, while kissing her lips. Nervous, lips
quivering, she reciprocated awkwardly by slightly opening her
mouth, then as she started trembling, I expertly undid her bra and
raised her blouse to reveal her still perfect, beautifully shaped
mount Fujis, hardly a wrinkle in sight. Like many Japanese women
her age, she was well preserved and when I placed my mouth on her
nipple she gasped, grew more nervous and began to tell me in her
skeletal English that, she had not had sex in twenty years. Hadn’t
even been touched, not even a hug since 1982.




In the West, no sex is grounds for divorce
and the only time I had heard any such tale of a sexless marriage,
was from a 53-year-old African-American woman in Southern
California. Sexy and vivacious like Ai’s mother, Dorothy looked
about forty, with a most beautiful crown of silver hair. Difference
being, her husband had been ill for fifteen years, but we met and
on a few occasions fulfilled her needs. However, shortly
thereafter, having been a Christian and very active in the church,
she was eventually consumed by guilt and overpowered by the shame
she thought would have followed had her 30-year-old daughter
discovered her affair, especially with a man her daughter’s
age.




In Dorothy’s case, sexless for fifteen years
but maintaining the marriage was quite understandable. But in Ai’s
mother’s case no sex for twenty years while still married to a
physically functional man was beyond my grasp especially with her
being so show stoppingly libidinous. New to Japan, I had not yet
learned of the tendency in marriages here to be sexless, an
incredible state of affairs that sets in usually after the
obligation of producing the first or second offspring had been
fulfilled.




Ai’s mother told me her husband for the last
umpteen years returned home drunk in the wee hours of the morning
from work, only to be up at six to do it all over again. Indeed
this experience was echoed by most of my married female students.
Japanese society, consequently most Japanese men unfortunately,
still subscribe to the notion that the corporation is family,
benevolent in nature and therefore of greater significance than
real family. The motto might as well be: Until death do we work.
The Japanese, whose workforce consists overwhelmingly of men, toil
inefficiently long hours. Thirteen hours a day, six days a week is
the norm and 16-hour days, seven days a week is not uncommon. In
addition, the amount of unpaid overtime is criminal. So prevalent
is death from overwork in Japan, karoshi is a dedicated word in the
language to describe death through that medium. Until recently,
Japanese was the only language with a word specifically for dieing
of overwork. However, the Koreans, with a workforce even more
inefficient and grueling than that of the Japanese, have since
adopted the word to their vernacular. A group of attorneys
organized in 1990 to monitor karoshi in Japan, concluded that up to
2004, karoshi annually takes the lives of over ten thousand people,
many literally at their desks clutching their keyboards.




Among those startling statistics is a former
student of mine who worked for a firm where I taught. Only 27 years
old at expiration, he had started his death career as company slave
at 22, where since his debut there, he had worked 16-hour days
until his exit by heart attack. A prime example of Japan’s many
paradoxes is a 2004 Office of Economic Development report that
Japan had the eleventh most efficient workforce in the world,
behind Thailand and Italy. Italy! Who could have a more inefficient
workforce than Italy? In Italy, if you mailed a letter to your
neighbour just one floor below you, it may take two weeks to
arrive, maybe even longer if it’s being mailed to an upstairs
neighbor. More recently, according to a 2006 Japan productivity
centre’s report, after adjustments for price differences, among the
30 member OECD countries, Japan ranked 19th in labor productivity
in 2004. Contrary to the West’s perception of Japan as a high-tech
haven, is the fact that Japan’s IT investment grew only 90% between
1995 and 2004, in comparison to over 300% respectively in Britain
and the United States during the same period.




In stark opposition to the West’s image of
Japan, corporations the likes of Toyota and Canon represent a
precious small percentage of Japanese firms which are operated
efficiently. Westerners arriving here are easily bedazzled by
advanced cell phones and heated toilets with built-in bidets, and
presume that all of Japan is more technologically advanced than the
West. However the fact is much of Japan’s application of technology
appears to be for gadgetry as opposed to creating significant
improvements in quality of life, or bringing efficiency to the
workplace. In the words of Darren Huston, president of Microsoft
Japan, “There is a tremendous opportunity to increase worker
productivity in Japan with Information Technology.” Huston noted in
July 2007 that many Japanese companies “rely on piecemeal
collections of personal computers and often have only one or no
central server.” Weeks later the Japanese government was moved to
launch a task force to boost labor productivity, focusing on
efficiency through Information Technology.




Which begs the question, why do the Japanese
work themselves to the grave, or more accurately, to the
crematorium? The answer lies in their socialization. Whereas
organisms, especially humans and especially Western humans seek to
maximize pleasure and minimize pain, the Japanese from thousands of
years of programming seek to do the opposite, cultural tendencies
on which businesses and political leaders capitalize.




During the Manchurian war in the 1930s, the
government embarked on a campaign to gain the support of the
masses, purporting benevolent family status. Corporations seized on
this ideology after the war and the absurd idea of lifetime
employment was born. Japanese leaders after World War II, set
annual GDP goals and implored the nationals to persevere at all
costs to meet these goals. Among the many casualties of this policy
was sex within matrimony.




A study by the United Nations in 2002 found
that Japanese couples had sex an average of 36 times per year,
while the American average was a hundred and ten times per year.
More recently, the 2005 Durex Sexual Wellbeing Global survey
revealed that the Japanese were the world’s least amorous, coming,
pun intended, dead last at an average 45 times a year. Greece was
the busiest, at 138 times a year. And when they do get busy, a June
2008 Durex survey which questioned 26,000 participants in 26
countries, revealed that the average Japanese was among the least
likely to achieve orgasm. When it comes to the ultra-euphoric act
of arrival, only 27% of Japanese experience such fortune. This
compared dismally to 66% of the Spanish, Mexicans and South
Africans, who were most likely to climax during every sexual act.
Only the Chinese and Hong Kongese




– both at 24% - had a lower propensity for
orgasms than the Japanese. The survey continues, while 43% of
Japan’s males almost always achieve orgasm, only 11% of females do.
Japan is an island of sexually frustrated women, especially those
in middle-age, waiting to be pleasured by foreigners the likes of
present company. Fact is that the institution of marriage equals
gross neglect for women in general in Japan, whether young, old or
middle-aged. Common knowledge in the West is that women are in
their sexual peak toward middle-age, as opposed to men, who peak in
our late teens to twenties. However, in Japan, sex starved
middle-aged women are neglected in vast numbers, the wealthier the
more neglected, as their husbands are more dedicated to their
companies. The Japanese male is defenseless against his company’s
demands to separate him from his family, by relocating him
domesticly or overseas.




Tanshinfuni, the practice of companies
relocating the husband from his family, though unimaginable in the
West is a Japanese norm. In many cases such arrangement can
continue for years or indefinitely, though in less painful cases
the man returns home only on weekends but stays in the company
dormitory during the week. Which of course leaves their wives wide
open – pardon the pun - to foreign men. Again, present company
included. On many occasions the socially castrated Japanese husband
knows his wife is getting pleasured by an outsider, but chooses to
ignore it, in some cases supporting it. In the West this would be
perceived as ceding one’s manhood, but here in Japan many of the
perceptions of manhood and masculinity runs counter to the Western
notion of what it is to be a man.




Western men equate manliness with the ability
to please one’s wife and indeed, Western women expect to be
pleasured. In fact, less than stellar performance on the man’s
part, especially if he is Jamaican or African-American would result
in ridicule and serious bad mouthing within the community. On the
other hand, it seems manliness is defined in Japan by the ability
to neglect one’s wife, which leaves a staggering amount of women
starving for attention. According to an article entitled, The
spawning grounds of the Japanese Rapists of Nanking, written by
Stanley Rosenman, which appeared in the Journal of Psychohistory,
among all civilized countries, Japan has the highest rate of mother
son incest, a further testament to the widespread and sheer sexual
frustration of many married Japanese women.




During their sons’ periods of stress,
especially during Japan’s examination hell, it is documented that
some mothers are even known to stimulate their sons to orgasm, or
engage in sexual activities with them under the pretense of easing
their sons’ tension. As a result, mazacom or mother complex, where
a man is excessively attached to his mother - even during marriage
- is a staple in the Japanese vernacular. This is one of the many
gross dysfunctions in Japanese society packaged under the auspices
of culture. Of course, being the
equal-opportunity-yellow-worshipping sex addict that I was, I was
only too happy to do my duty and come to the rescue of as many of
these young and middle-aged women as I could.
















Mother’s Arrival




I had quickly brought Ai’s mother to orgasm
twice with my fingers and it seemed she came in litres, releasing
twenty years of pent up frustration. But her shrubbery, like that
of a great majority of Japanese women with whom I’ve been, was
unkept and over grown. Requesting the scissors, I assumed the
position of forest ranger, clearing the jungle till I could see the
valley in which I would descend. Japanese women, at least the ones
with whom I’ve had biblical encounters, just simply allow the hedge
to grow uncontrollably, which never failed to force my hand at
gardening. After trimming her, she remained in the bathroom to wash
off the clippings and I returned to the living room waiting for her
to emerge. Sparsely clad in white high-waist panties with red
flower prints, the same kind the church sisters wore during my
childhood, a minimal amount of cellulite dimpled her otherwise firm
athletic thighs. Some cellulite arouses me, no doubt the result of
peeking at the church sisters in the nude. My growth mesmerized her
and she explored my anatomy in disbelief.




“Muri it won’t fit,” she exclaimed, so I
invited her instead to insert me orally. After some coaxing, she
succeeded in accepting this completely new and frightening
experience, a rebirth of sorts at fifty. Sucking on her index
finger, I began to demonstrate to her how I wanted it done, but she
choked on her first attempt with only half the foreign object in
her mouth hitting her throat. Raising her head, I interrupted her.
I don’t like fellatio anyway, much prefer cunnilingus and once I
partook of her southern cuisine while fondling her at the same
time, her levies broke again almost immediately.




Viscous in lipless beauty, though lubricious,
entrance required gentleness and numerous attempts, at times
feeling as though my foreskin was being pulled back to my belly
button. As she grimaced and spoke in unrecognizable Japanese, I
expanded and liberated her for full accommodation. “Itakimochii.”
(Hurts but it feels good.) “Inside dame desu, don’t come
inside.”




And for a moment I imagined the catastrophe
of this woman in this small rural town, whose daughter with whom I
am intimately involved, being pregnant with my child. As usual,
before arrival, I withdrew the vehicle, stimulated it manually to
release its contents on her. Not trusting myself to withdraw in
time, that was a common practice of mine. Her chest and face
covered with me, “It looks like natto,” she responded, a popular
Japanese health food of fermented soy beans, with the appearance of
crunchy peanut butter, slimy and with the odor of dirty socks.
After seven years in Japan, I have yet to muster the courage
required to even bring it within a mile of my face, let alone
ingest it.




Suddenly aware of the insanity with which she
was just afflicted, she sprang from her momentary lapse of reason
and hastened me to get dress, as Ai would be returning soon. Though
initially her movements were restricted, in the ensuing months she
gradually learned to relax and enjoy her new found freedom, by far
surpassing her daughter’s pleasure giving. Twice Ai’s age, she was
immeasurably more enjoyable, especially being orgasmic, both
internally and externally, which lead to our continued covert
intimate escapades even after I had moved from the countryside,
where upon periodic returns to visit Ai, I had to also perform my
expected duties to her mother.
















Megu




Megu a farmer’s wife, was my second married
woman in Japan. Baring a strong resemblance to Meg Ryan, mother of
two she was already neglected at the tender age of 32. I relished
in the fact that she was the first manager’s best friend, the same
manager who had sworn left and right that her friend Meg had no
interest in me, as she was not the kind of girl to cheat on her
husband. So I turned her out not only for my own enjoyment, but
also to make a point to the first manager that, it matters not what
kind of girl you are if your needs are not being met at home, then
they will be met abroad. Miyuki was devastated and my objective was
met, which gave me relief in some sick immature fashion.




A regular at our weekly parties, one
Wednesday night Megu vacated the premises with everyone, but soon
called me to ask if everyone had left and if she could return. Upon
returning, she made it clear that she couldn’t stay for long, as
her husband would get angry if she returned home too late. So we
went to my room for a quick introduction. She was a smoker which
ensured brevity in our encounter. Upon removing her jeans, the
crotch of her panties was already soaked in anticipation. I wanted
to wrap my mouth around her breasts but she just wanted my
invasion, so rolling on the magnum 500 I proceeded without further
hesitation. With every inch, she gasped with mouth wide open, but
she managed a full reception as I gyrated, sometimes imagining she
was her friend the manager, as that was the closest I would get to
the one that slipped away. Blast off was delayed on account of my
being strapped, so I positioned her on top so she could ride to her
destination. Gently I caressed her nipples but she demanded
harsher, rougher treatment, as she rode into a trance. For a moment
I thought her nipples would fall off in my hands, as she gyrated
violently attempting to sever me inside her.




“Iku, iku!” Japanese women say they are going
instead of coming, cultural difference I guess. In that small town,
Meg and I never had seconds and she grieved every time we saw each
other, lamenting over being married with two children and unable to
pursue anything further with me.










Mayumi




Miki Ando look-alike, Mayumi’s dilemma was
typical among many Japanese women: Having been in a fruitless
seven-year relationship from 23 years old, she was devastated by
the heart wrenching separation at 30. For women in the West, that
is nothing over which to lose sleep. However, for Japanese women,
such an event is a catastrophe. In fact, three years later Mayumi
had a nervous breakdown obsessing over the reality of being
unmarried without prospects at 33 and was admitted to hospital for
six months. Our meeting was accidental. Her teacher for her dyadic
class, for which I substituted, was ill and though it was a class
setting, it was pretty much a preliminary interview before a first
date. Being very sensitive to sexual harassment issues and not
wanting to overstep any boundaries, I made no advances to her after
the class and showed no interest. After all, I was coming from
America where at least trying to procure sexual favours from
students and especially on the premises of the school, could land
you a prime position in the unemployment line and maybe even in
court. But while we were bidding our good-byes, the manager loudly
suggested that we should go out on a date. And so Mayuchan was
introduced to the dark side.




Mayumi was beautiful with perfect curvature
and proportions, though had she not inherited her father’s slightly
convex nose, which made her face less ravaging than her mother’s,
we would most certainly have been married. Like her mother, Mayu
was covered with the porcelain complexion I fetishize. Like many
Japanese women she too was a walking department store mannequin,
wearing every name brand possible and like most women in that small
town – and all throughout Japan - her teeth were a repulsive sight
to behold. One of the very first things I brought to her attention
was the paradox between wearing every piece of garment from Vogue
magazine, while having a crocodile smile. My Western mind could not
grasp the incompatibility of a Prada handbag accessorized by rusted
barbed wire teeth. And much to my surprise, she quickly withdrew
600,000 yen ($5,500) from the bank and embarked on a journey to
improved dental care through orthodontics.




Initially there was protest from her friends
and parents, telling her there was no need and that it’s a waste of
money. However, after two years and beautifully aligned teeth, they
understood the objective. Just three weeks after we met, perhaps
feeling the pressure of being unmarried at 30, Mayu took me house
hunting and hinted that her parents would be happy to make the
purchase if we got married. She wanted to lock me down, put some
definitions on our relationship, as she was becoming attached,
given our frequent jaunts and overnight stays in her parents’
penthouse condo by the beach. Mayu was the first unmarried woman I
met in Japan who did not live with her parents, at least not
directly. Instead she lived alone in their beach front high-rise,
which afforded me unlimited visitations and overnight stays. Before
her, all the unmarried women I had met, even the ones in their
thirties had a parental curfew, usually at ten o clock, which I
found most odd. Adult women having curfews is normal practice in
Japan, especially in the countryside where women must return home
sometimes by nine at night. Frequently, their mothers would call
whilst we were in the midst of the act. “Ima kuji han yo. Ima
doko?” (Its now nine thirty. Where are you?)
















Women’s Social Conditions




Most women in Japan live at home until they
are married, in some cases forever. And after divorce, many,
especially in rural areas must return to their parents, unable to
support themselves and their children. Close to 90% of Japanese
women in their late 20s and 60% in their late 30s exist at home as
parasite singles. In a Health Ministry’s estimate, 2.5 million
women between 25 and 39 years old live with their parents. This
constitutes nearly 20% of all women in that age group. With low
enforcement of child support payments, dismally low wages for
women, and insufficient social services, many divorced women with
children have no alternative but to return to their parents’ home.
In response to attempts at implanting some much needed teeth into
child support collections, sexist male lawmakers -the chauvinistic
gatekeepers -claimed that making men responsible to pay for the
welfare of their children after a divorce would run counter to
so-called “Japanese traditions,” misogynistic, oppressive
traditions which work so well in favour of men. It must be noted
that Japanese men are relieved of their child support
responsibilities, once their ex-wives remarry.




According to a published Japanese government
survey in 2005, In fiscal 2003, the Number of fatherless families
had reached an astonishing 1.22 million, representing the largest
number documented and a whopping 28 percent increase from a survey
in 1998. Further highlighted was that, a significant majority of
children in these households subsisted well below the poverty
level. Given the stretched work hours of men, Japan was already a
de facto society of absent fathers. But at least in the Japanese
rendition of absentee paternalism, fathers in general, contribute
financially to their children’s welfare. In a stark change in
contemporary Japanese society, single mother families now comprise
the majority of its poor, a dramatic shift from the elderly
households of yesteryears. Much to the bullet train nation’s
chagrin, in February 2005 a 27-year-old mother and her 3-yearold
son were found dead of starvation in their Saitama apartment near
Tokyo. Police stated that there was no food in the apartment and
only 80 yen, less than a dollar was found in the woman’s purse.




Further cementing their place in poverty, the
ruling Liberal Democratic Party is reducing public assistance to
single moms. In addition to welfare payments unemployed single
mothers now receive a mother-child supplement, or a boshi kasan.
However, the Health Labor and Welfare Ministry began reducing the
supplement in 2005 and in 2007 plans to terminate payments to
mothers with children over 15 years old, with an eye on eventually
axing the supplement completely. Single mothers also cannot escape
the wrath of the tax man. The Japanese tax code includes a “widow
deduction” established in 1951 for war widows, but is now inclusive
of single mothers. The widow deduction consists of four categories
where deductions are reduced in the following order; widow,
divorcee, single father and never married mother.




A widow can deduct up to 350,000 yen from her
annual income for her entire life, even if she is childless, while
a never-married mother gets no deductions unless her income is
dismally low. The tax code provides a larger deduction for single
fathers – a rarity in Japan -than it does for never-married
mothers. As the Finance Ministry explains it, the tax code is based
on the principle of legal wedlock, which means that a never-married
mother qualifies for less government assistance than a divorced or
widowed parent. The state finds little or no importance in securing
the welfare of single mothers’ children, which shines a floodlight
on why only 1-2% of Japan’s children are born out of wedlock. These
deplorable conditions are the result of ultra-low wages for women,
hostile social and working environments and equally impacting,
spineless child support payment enforcement. In male chauvinist
Japan, after divorce a woman must wait six months before
re-marrying and if she falls pregnant within 300 days of her
divorce, her ex-husband, whether he likes it or not, will be the
legal father of the child even if DNA tests prove otherwise.
According to government figures, only about 20 percent of divorced
single mothers receive child support from their ex-husbands. The
late great, Godfather of soul, James Brown once acknowledged, it’s
a man’s world, but it means diddly without a woman or a little
girl. But In Japan it’s a man’s world, full stop, period. And it’s
been that way, with marginal signs of abatement since the shoguns
took over in the 1100s. Japanese women are among those who suffer
the lowest economic and political status around the world.
According to a May 2005 World Economic Forum study of 58 developed,
developing and underdeveloped countries, Japanese women were placed
52nd in economic empowerment and 54th in political empowerment.




But a more current report in November 2007 by
the same organization validated my conclusion from two years
earlier that, indeed, Japan’s gender gap is the worst among the
Group of 8 major industrialized nations. In this new report of 128
countries, Japan placed 91st in gender equality -an 11 point
descent from only a year prior – and 97th in economic participation
and opportunity for women. In the 2005 World Economic Forum survey,
1/3 of working women in Japan were in part-time dead end jobs, but
according to a more recent March 2006 Internal Affairs and
Communications Ministry report, in 2005, 52.5% of Japan’s 21.4
million female workforce labored part-time. This was compared to
17.7 percent of the nation’s 28.6 million working men. The Internal
Affairs and Communications Ministry reported that in 2006 women
accounted for 42 percent of the workforce, 40 percent of whom
labored in part-time jobs of less than 35 hours a week. On the
other side of the coin, only 10 percent of working men are
part-time employees.




Japan is without question, the most male
chauvinistic of all industrialized countries and among the most
sexist, female unfriendly societies in the world. These are
characteristics of which the men are quite proud and having
internalized their status, the women simply gaman or endure. Though
the geriatric patriarchs refuse to admit it, this system, second to
industrialization, may well be the most profound contributor to
Japan’s plummeting birth rate. In this day and age when brainpower
is more important than arm power, Japan’s misogyny deprives itself
en masse of the superior cognitive skills of women, refusing to
recognize their benefits to society in any capacity beyond that of
sperm receptors. Political leaders openly and candidly express
their convictions in this regard. Observing these social
conditions, it’s quite clear why Japanese women walk on their
self-esteem.




In one of several examples, Lower House LDP
lawmaker Seiichi Ota at a panel discussion in June 2003 addressing
a gang rape of young women by male Waseda University students, said
he could see no problem with the train. Asserting his approval, he
stated that it simply demonstrated the “virility” of the men.
Though many found his statements shocking, indeed they were quite
apt in a nation where gang rape was not even recognized as a crime.
Fact is, it was only since January 1, 2005, following a revision to
the criminal law, that gang rape became a criminal offense. Around
the same time as Mr. Ota’s comments, former Prime Minister Yoshiro
Mori commented during a debate, “It’s peculiar that any woman who’s
never given birth to even a single child, but enjoys her freedom
and has fun, should demand taxpayer support when she gets old.”




The Japanese patriarchy creates a hostile and
unattractive environment for women in the institution of marriage.
There is a well known saying in Japanese: Kekon wa jinsei no hakko
(marriage is life’s grave.) and many women in contemporary Japan
who observe through the media and travel, the liberties of women in
the West and especially in the United States, are opting to remain
unmarried. Hence, given the current state of connubial affairs in
this country, women faced with the choice between living at home
and holding all that disposable income, traveling overseas, clad in
every name brand item known to people kind or, subsisting in the
proverbial grave, opt for remaining unmarried and existing
parasitically on their parents. The decision to delay marriage
inadvertently puts many in the unmarriageable category, as the
immature men in the patriarchy, have a penchant for extremely young
women. Make no mistake, men around the world have a tendency toward
younger women, recently myself included. But given Japan’s
pronounced male dominance and the unempowered status of women, in
Japan those tendencies are even more pronounced and indeed more
accepted.




Among my neighbors is a divorced, pudgy, beer
bellied, balding, unattractive, 54-year-old, white-Canadian English
teacher and fake pastor. Taking full advantage of these dynamics,
he is married to a strikingly beautiful 26-year-old woman. The
tendency of men to desire women no older than 25, results in many
of these women becoming victims of the Christmas cake phenomenon,
from which Mayu was suffering and from which foreigners like me
benefit tremendously.




The poster child victim of Japan’s primitive
patriarchy is poor Princess Masako. Her frustrating existence in
the imperial palace highlights the general plight of women in Japan
even if they are educated. For here is a woman who graduated from
Harvard and Oxford universities, not Todai or Kyodai, whose names
I’d never heard before moving to Japan. And what is she doing?
Probably what amounts to gardening in the imperial palace, deprived
of a stimulating existence and the ability to engage in fulfilling
activities. Having grown up in an international environment, she
anticipated a life representing Japan diplomatically, perhaps even
picking up where Princess Diana left off. So it was only natural
that she has developed adjustment personality disorder and other
psychological illnesses. When lions and tigers are encaged they
pace around aimlessly in circles under the weight of insanity and
caged parrots mutilate themselves by plucking their own feathers as
they lose it. So then it’s only natural that an advanced mind, the
likes of Princess Masako’s, whose sole role is limited to just
perpetuating imperial bloodlines - as was articulated by one of
those old geezers who control the Imperial household - would be
suffering mental illnesses.




Had the Japanese been astute, they most
certainly would have seized on the opportunity to use brain – as
she was referred to by her peers – to bring about the recognition
in world affairs which they so desperately crave. Worsening matters
and further highlighting the sheer stupidity of the Japanese
patriarchy is the pressure levied on her to deliver a boy child who
would be heir to the throne. Weren’t the members of the imperial
palace in the equivalent to my Miss Thompson’s seventh grade
general science class in third world Jamaica, when she taught us
that it is the sperm, not the egg, stupid, which determines the sex
of the child? Lets see, seventh grade, I was 11 my first year in
high school. If I knew from the tender age of eleven, that it’s the
man who determines the sex of the baby, then why don’t those
octogenarians in the imperial palace?
















Mayumi: The Party Continues




Mayumi’s independence from her parents, at
least not living with them or having a curfew, afforded us
limitless nights together in cultural exchange. Initially she
couldn’t handle full penetration, always going to the doctor for
bladder infections. But in eventual expansion, she quickly grew to
appreciate the ride. Her favourite was the mounting position, where
she drenched me in litres, earning her the nickname Biwachan, after
Biwa, Japan’s largest lake. Perfect could not adequately describe
Biwachan’s body. From the size and shape of her porcelain breasts
and phallus-hardening cello-esque dimensions, to her circular rump
from which her almost too long legs jettisoned, she was faultless.
Her pigeon toed walk, so ubiquitous among Japanese women, kept the
scud in a constantly activated state. For some odd reason, this
deformity – the result of sitting in the seiza position since
toddler hood - always brought on the uncontrollable urge to bend
them forward and make a full delivery, until I emerged through
other orifices. This is exactly what I attempted outside the
Westside Mall in Osaka.




My condition had become unbearable, for not
only Biwa was taunting the anaconda, but all those other pigeon
toed honeys were wreaking havoc on my manhood. Unable to exert
further restraint, I grabbed her under a bridge, hoisted the back
of her long brown pleated skirt, tore off her lacy panties and
rammed her violently against me from behind. Still irriguous from
my thrice fondling her to orgasm during the drive to the mall - a
regular practice on our road trips in her small Honda Life -I slid
in with ease. By passers sneaking a peek through the corners of
their eyes, pretended to be oblivious to our suspicious dance.
Yellow-fevered sex addict that I was, condoms were the least of my
concern. Strung out sex junkie, unprotected sex was my hobby and
the only consequence which concerned me was paying for an abortion,
which in Japan is at least a thousand dollars.




Unfortunately, I transmitted to Mayumi the
school manager’s Chlamydia, which I thought, coming from the West,
would be the end of our relationship. However, to my surprise she
expressed no anger and I accompanied her to the ladies clinic, as
it’s so endearingly called in Japan. There were no consequences
whatsoever, no anger, fighting, rage, name calling, or any other
show of emotions. And we simply continued our fiesta after her
medication was completed. Mayu was the first woman of whom I began
to take erotic pictures in Japan, but we were unable to develop the
more pornographic ones -the ones with her smoking the cigar, or
with it embedded in her tofu - because in conservative Japan such
photos are confiscated. However, thanks to phone cams, digicams and
camcorders, we circumvented that problem and began to make
quadruple X rated movies shortly thereafter. Although very shy
initially, like all my subsequent Nippon conquests with the
exception of one, she really got into it and started opening up on
camera, and letting me record us in full action, performances to
which I still pleasure myself.
















Corean Christmas




My first Christmas on Fantasy Island was not
spent there after all, but instead in Itaewon South Korea,a very
sleazy city with uninhabitable hotels.It was a spontaneous low
budget trip where, to my grave disappointment, foreigners
especially Negroes were not given deity status as in Japan. It was
a white man’s paradise, which gutted me because, compared to
Japanese women, I found Koreans to be hyper-super-babes, thicker,
more curvaceous, prettier and possessing a more international
fashion sense. So inhospitable was Korea, I was blatantly
prohibited entrance to night clubs.




“You can’t come in, no brack people,” like a
chapter from fifties Americana, though it was December 2001.
Whiplashed and frustrated from viewing all the unattainable candy,
for the first time ever, the decision to buy pleasure began to
occupy my thoughts. But even that met with rejection.” No brack
man, dick too big,” was often the response. Later that evening I
beheld a hostess, exactly my type, outside a brothel and approached
her. Nubile, thick with big legs, a round protruding posterior and
my Manchurian face, she lead me inside for a drink.




“I don’t drink, I just want you.”




“No English. You army?”




“No, I live in Japan.”




“Nihongo wa?” (Do you speak Japanese?”) And
it was then that I realized that my Japanese language skills had
evolved to the point where, upon returning to Japan, I could step
to any woman I wanted to.” Sake nomanai. anata dake hoshi.” (I
don’t drink, I only want you.”) “But I’m just the hostess, I don’t
do that,” she protested in basic Japanese.After insisting, she
acquiesced, ridding me of ten thousand yen and led me to an
apartment. Far from being a chopstick, up until then she may well
had been the thickest yellow woman I had undressed. Only 22 years
old, she owned a derriere as erect and circular as that of any
African woman’s. But I was nervous, it was my first time with a
prostitute and all I could think about was the incurable AIDS, as I
didn’t have my own condoms and damn sure was not about to use the
condomettes she provided.










Such was the magnitude of my nervousness my
anatomy failed, creating a potentially embarrassing situation,
until it dawned on me that the best way to recover from this and
save face, was just to be a nice, caring human being. This led to
my holding her in bed for an hour, making deep and personal
inquiries. Showing compassion and affection I wanted to know
everything, her entire biography, why she was hooking. Moved to
tears by my kindness, she began to express guilt for my having paid
the equivalent of a hundred dollars just to listen to her woes.
Later when I relayed the incident to my friend, he thought I was
the dumbest man on the planet, but at the end of the hour, she had
given me her phone number and we spent the remainder of my holiday
together when she was not working.




Seven days of sexless bliss were spent with
her preparing me delicious meals and treating me to the best
massages. We took long showers together and I would allow her to
leave the shower before me so I could acquaint myself with, well,
myself. Repeatedly, oftimes in tears, she begged for us to have
sex, and without my mentioning reasons for my hesitations, she
would insist, “I’m clean! Why don’t you believe me? I just went to
the hospital last week and everything was ok.”




“I just want to hold you and get to know
you,” a partly true statement, as I was falling in love and so was
she. At the end of my stay, it was a difficult and emotionally
teary departure for both of us and in my knight in shining armor
sickness, I even proposed that she moved to Japan the following
April so we could live together. But she had owed her pimp some
$5,000 and homie, though kind hearted, wasn’t willing to carry that
piece of baggage. Initially it seemed unwise to pay for services
that I didn’t receive, but the hundred bucks I lost, saved me 600
in hotel costs.




Upon arriving in Korea, it was clear that
there would be no red carpet welcome like there was in Japan and I
was immediately greeted with hostility and general unfriendliness.
Korea, an extremely foreigner unfriendly society, is even more
blatantly and overtly unwelcoming to Africans, or to be specific
and use a most politically incorrect term: Negroes. It is and
always has been my preference to use this supposedly outdated,
offensive and politically incorrect term, as it defines clearly the
phenotype of the individuals to whom I am referring. There are no
ambiguities in Negroe. But on the other hand, there are people in
India who are black but not Negroes. Like the Jamaican philosopher
Mutabaruka, I despise being referred to by one of my phenotypical
characteristics, completely ignoring that I have an origin. The
biggest piss take of all is that those of European decent in South
Africa are referred to as Afrikaners whereas the authentic Africans
are diminutively referred to as blacks. Besides, black does not
require capitalization in print, to which I take great offense.




Speaking to the many African immigrants
residing there, confirmed what I had suspected. Korea is hostile
and exploitative to Negroes, especially those from the continent.
This was an astoundingly painful hostility, especially because, in
contrast, hip hop and R&B music are salient in Korean pop
culture, where young people were seemingly always in hip hop
attire, emulating African-American culture. Then it all started to
come back to me, the schism between Koreans and African-Americans
throughout the United States and especially in Los Angeles where I
had lived for a decade




Since the eighties, a great divide had
emerged between the two groups and there had been accusations of
mistreatment on both sides. African-Americans often claimed the
Korean shopkeepers were condescending and disrespectful, unable to
communicate in English, often watching them suspiciously, ignoring
their inquiries and insultingly tossing their change at them. On
their part, the Koreans claimed the African-Americans too were
disrespectful, loud, vulgar, often using foul language, proned to
shoplifting and too unapologetic.




AfriKo relations took a precipitous nosedive
after the fatal shooting of Latisha Harlins, who on March 16th in
1991, entered a Korean owned shop to purchase a bottle of orange
juice. According to reports and video footage, the 15-year-old
African-American girl put the bottle of juice in her backpack while
approaching the Korean shopkeeper with the $1.79 she owed for the
drink. However, the shopkeeper, a Korean-American accused her of
trying to steal the beverage. The shopkeeper grabbed Latisha’s
backpack and she responded with two punches to Soon’s face. Upon
turning to exit the store, Soon Ja Du shot her fatally in the back
of the head. But what really riled African-Americans was, though
Latisha’s killer was found guilty of voluntary manslaughter, she
was given only a suspended sentence, placed on five years probation
and given 400 hours of community service.




Within that same year, another
African-American was gunned down by another Korean shopkeeper,
further destroying any potential for peace, and the Rodney King
uprising a year and a month later was the stake in the coffin.
African-Americans and Latinos targeted Korean owned businesses for
a looting and burning spree, to the tune of an estimated $400
million.




This violent state of affairs was fodder for
hair-raising and passionate debate between my then Korean-American
girlfriend and me. Anne would repeat all the perceptions that I
thought Koreans held of Africans in America, arguing emotionally
that we are lazy, stuck on welfare and crack and that the general
negative socioeconomic plight of African-Americans should by no
means be of any concern to Koreans. “Koreans are simply doing a
job.” Her arguments would confirm to me what I had known all along;
Koreans were oblivious, unempathetic and unsympathetic to the
social dynamics in the environment where they chose to do business
and arrived in America with negative preconceived ideas about
Africans and Africans in America. I firmly believed that many
Koreans and indeed other Asians and Europeans, arrived in the land
of opportunity with unsavoury images of African-Americans as lazy,
criminals, alcoholics, drug addict and irresponsible fathers on
welfare. In fact, even I, a Negroe, and many others from the
African Diaspora, held those perceptions of African-Americans upon
first arriving in the United States.




The Koreans especially, arrive in the States
with archaic Confucian values, attaching one’s social ranking to
one’s educational background, hence their condescension toward
African-Americans. Moreover, most Koreans went to the United States
after the civil rights movement in the sixties and thus were
completely unaware of the racial discrimination that
African-Americans had endured at the hands of white America. They
were also ignorant about African-Americans’ struggle for freedom
and equality of which they the Koreans are beneficiaries, only too
eager to exploit their racial and social advantage.




Anne and I frequently engaged in volcanic
exchanges which often culminated in my ripping off her clothes,
tearing off her G-string, (Tback in Japan, thong in Australia)
thrusting my tongue down her throat and ramming my hardened timber
inside her as she screamed. Anne was always ready or she got ready
very quickly. “What do you think your father would say if he knew
his beautiful little girl was taking it like this?” Then I would
hoist and curl her onto me while standing up. “He would be so
pissed off,” she’d groan, biting her bottom lip in ecstasy. “Do you
wanna call him and tell him that his daughter is about to have the
black elephant flood inside her?” Our volcanic arguments about
African American/Korean relations always ended with bonobus like
sex, as I sometimes imagined she was one of the Chinese-Jamaicans
shopkeeper’s daughters, about whom I had avid and vivid fantasies
as a child.




Though I had firm convictions about
Korean-Americans animosity toward us, perhaps because of my
relationship with Anne, I was inclined to give them the benefit of
the doubt. But deep inside I knew that the Koreans bore the brunt
of responsibility for the problem. Shopkeepers of other ethnicities
or nationalities; Indians, Syrians, Iranians, to name a few, had
been present in African-American ghettos, not without drama, but
not to the Korean extent. My trip to Korea was motivated by sex,
but what I found instead was the absolute and resounding answer to
my longtime burning question. African-Americans will be happy to
know that they are absolved of most, if not all the blame for
fierce Korean, African-American relations in America.




In one week in Korea, more people refused to
sit by me or moved from beside me on the trains, than has been the
case to date in Japan. In Itaewon, groups of Korean men attacked
foreign men for even thinking about approaching Korean women. In
blatant offense to Negroes, in 2003 the immensely popular Bubble
Sisters, a hip hop R & B group consisting of four girls,
performed in black face and donned hair curlers, in what they
thought was a tribute to African-Americans. Contemporary Korea is a
society awash in advertising featuring caricatures of loin cloth
clad Africans, bone in nose and spear in hand. As suspected, the
images of Negroes as pimps, hustlers drug dealers and murderers
abound in the Korean media and given their homogenous nature and
the absence of analyses, they readily accept these images as facts.
Reinforcing this was a personal experience after impregnating and
planning to marry one of my students who was third generation
Korean in Japan.




A curious social observer, I set out to
inquire about the current state of affairs, to any Korean who would
speak about it and who had some command of English. “Why do Koreans
hate Africans and African-Americans with such vehemence,” I asked
two elderly English speaking men. To my surprise the two war
veterans began to profess their adoration for African-Americans.
“They fought on the frontline with us, they saved our lives.” But a
group of young female university students cited interesting
contributing factors. “Here in Korea we are all homogenous. We
learned in school from day one that racial purity is the most
important thing.” As a result they said, inter-racial unions
involving Koreans were extremely rare, especially 50 years ago. An
exception to this, were the prostitutes and they occupied the
lowest rung on the social ladder in Korea. Therefore upon seeing a
biracial child, or “tugi” as they are derogatorily referred to,
Koreans would first conclude that the mother of the child was a
hooker and especially of the most stigmatized and lowest class of
whores: the “yan kal bo” or, hookers for Westerners.




The “tugis” or “half-breeds” are often
ostracized with yellow-white children carrying a lesser stigma,
perhaps because they stood a better chance of assimilating in
society, given the closeness of Caucasoid and Mongoloid phenotypes,
relative to those of Negroid and Mongoloid and or, because the
white man is held in higher esteem than the black man. For whatever
reason, yellow-black children bore the brunt of immense social
ostracism. She continued by saying that a larger percentage of
white American soldiers either stayed with the children they
created or took them and the mothers back to the States. Black
American soldiers on the other hand, had neglected with greater
frequency, the offsprings they had created with prostitutes in
Korea. This I found credible. It is possible that given the higher
socioeconomic status that white soldiers enjoyed, they would
definitely be more able to support and or return home with their
children. And as a Jamaican native, I am only too aware of the
proclivity of us descendants of slaves to neglect our
off-springs.




There is no official data on the number of
mixed raced people fathered by American servicemen, as their
existence is rarely acknowledged let alone debated by a nationalist
government far more interested in indoctrinating the masses with
pure-blood dogma. What is known is, except for the few who excel as
singers and athletes, most exist in sheer misery and despondency,
being members of the most disparaged group in Korea. And up until
2005 mixed race people were banned from the military, ineligible
for government jobs and benefits. According to a 2006 survey by
Pearl S. Buck International Korea, an organization supporting mixed
heritage youths, more than one in four Amerasian youths abandoned
by their American fathers, are drop outs before or during middle
school.




The young ladies also pointed out that, for
many Koreans, these mixed raced people are a “strong” reminder of
the war. However, in a stark display of hypocrisy, after Hines Ward
of the Pittsburgh Steelers was named the Super Bowl’s most valuable
player in 2006, South Korea embarked upon a fervent public embrace
of this “tugi.” Ward who is half Korean and half African-American,
scored the touch down which took the Steelers to victory in the
super bowl of that year. Photos of his touchdown pass were
emblazoned on the front page of every newspaper in South Korea and
bloggers began to express pride in his achievements, even demanding
honorary citizenship and a parade if he were to visit.




Not since the national outpouring of pride
for the now notoriously discredited scientist Hwang Woo Suk had
South Koreans been so proud of someone, even referring to Ward, a
member of the most denigrated class in South Korea, as “one of us.”
Indeed Hines Ward and his former nightclub waitress mother were
among the lucky ones, having been taken by his father -an American
soldier -to the States when he was




2. Upon continuing our discussion, the
students also cited the 1992 Los Angeles riots as an exacerbant to
the schism, noting that news of African-Americans looting Korean
owned stores created even more disdain for Negroes in South Korea.
Whatever the reasons, Korea’s extreme inhospitability to Africans
was a great disappointment. Moreover, being 25% Christian, the
society places a high value on virginity, a factor making it less
receptive to promiscuity than Japan. So important is virginity in
Korea, hymen replacement surgery, like cosmetic surgery to
toddlers, is widely administered. After just one week there I was
only too eager to return home to my hedonistic lifestyle in
Japan.
















Retreat To Kansai




Back home in Japan, Chef, a recent arrival
from Jamaica had been working for a company, whose Japanese owner,
Toshige had been communicating online with a woman from Chiba.
After learning that she had chocolate eyes, especially for
Jamaicans, Toshige told her he was a Yaudie, (slang for native
Jamaican) born and raised. This hurled Chef into the position of
Yaudie Persona Consultant, advising him what to say to her, which
singers and DJs to mention, and where in Jamaica he should tell her
he’s from.




“Tell her your favourite artistes are
Elephant Man and Vibes Cartel,” he advised. “Really?! They’re my
favourites too,” she typed in response. As expected, in every
sentence, she began to reveal to him her excited condition and when
he hinted at his resemblance to Beenie man and what he would do to
her upon meeting, the inevitable dilemma came to pass. So they
embarked on a plan whereby Chef would be his surrogate and report
his activities back to Toshige along with graphic cell phone
images. Indeed, these are the things that friends do for friends.
That’s what friends are for. And actually, this was almost like the
Japanese tradition of two friends bedding the same woman, though
not in a threesome, symbolizing the closeness of their
friendship.




Tosh gave her Chef ’s cell phone e-mail
address and they made plans to meet in Kobe. He was armed and ready
with protection. There was no way he would’ve entertained the
thought of riding saddleless with some reggae groupie, from
cyberspace, who had spent a great deal of time backstage with
various reggae artists. On the day of their scheduled meeting, at
the designated location in front of the Sogo department store in
Sannomiya, he arrived about twenty minutes early for a preliminary
look see. There he observed a young girl rubbing her palms together
in the crisp Kobe cold. The first thing which struck him was her
juvenile features, far from the 25-year-old he was expecting, a
clear case of internet misrepresentation.




“Why di raus people cyau jus’ be ‘onness?”
(why the fuck can’t people just be honest?) he said he thought. But
she was cute and reminded him of those high schoolgirls in their
micro-minis on their bicycles, after whom he too had been
salivating since his arrival in Japan. They had big strong athletic
legs from riding their bikes everyday and it was a favourite past
time of ours to conspicuously peer between them as they rode. We
saw no reason to be covert and discreet about our voyeuristic
tendencies. After all, it was they who converted their otherwise
below-knee length skirts after school. What could they possibly be
seeking if not erotic attention? But that’s as far as we went, we
looked and fantasized.




Cyber-girl was about 5’2” and though he
couldn’t conduct a thorough assessment, she was more on the thick
side. Beholding the impression of an onion protruding from her
tight, long coat, especially relieved him.




“You’re waiting for me right?” he
interrupted. To which she greeted him with the typical shy Japanese
grin, unlike, he relayed, “a girl who was used to getting hosed
down by reggae super stars.” Her personality then was 180 degree
different from her cyber-personality, not as extroverted as had
been expected and she seemed to know her way around Kobe very well,
leading him to a love hotel. Their conversation was sparse on the
way and though she was shy, she appeared to be on a mission: to
enter the dark side. Upon arrival at the hotel she whipped out her
cartoon character infested purse and inserted a 5,000 yen note in
the slot, standing with her legs spread slightly apart and her toes
turned inward. Immediately upon entering, he attached his lips to
hers and commenced peeling away her layers until she stood only in
her panties.




In Chef words, “the sight of her tofu
complected, perfectly proportioned, five foot two frame sent the
fire hose into a frenzy. “I was right about the bumpa,” which he
said, appeared to have been carved with a compass. Her legs were
the schoolgirl legs after which he had been yearning since arriving
on the island: perfectly toned.




“Are these peach johns?” he asked, pulling
her panties down to her ankles, revealing her beautiful hairless
and lipless majesty, a vertical line with a pin head sized clitoris
peeking out. “Why do you know about Peach John? No I didn’t wear PJ
today.”




“Whoever designed her glory must’ve laboured
on it painstakingly,” he thought, as he picked her up, legs wrapped
around him and placed her on the bed. Yearning to stare and admire
this creation, he lay on his back and asked her to stand over his
face, which provide this unbelievable sensation. “Brejrin, mi cyau
explain it.” (I can’t explain it bro) I understood, it must have
been tantamount to the feeling you get at the edge of the Grand
Canyon. “Looking at her was almost more rewarding than going in,”
he said, and slowly he began to pull her down, until she was
resting it on his mouth. Understandably his long standing rule was
never to go south on a first encounter and definitely not on a
cyber-babe, but amnesia kicked in, he forgot about the rule and his
tongue began to explore her as if it were seismic equipment
checking for oil. She was odorless and tasted like spring water
from the Blue Mountains. He couldn’t stop drinking or eating, as
she crept up to the top of the bed and whined in that high pitch
voice in which most Japanese girls whined on reception. In a
momentary lapse of reason, he attempted to enter unstrapped, but
his senses returned prompting him to roll on a raincoat before her
introduction to darkness.




On the verge of emptying his vas deferens, he
accelerated his ride and prayed to the condom god for no
failures.




”Come?” she asked.




“Oh yeh,” withdrawing and holding the rubber
on to his pulsating instrument.




“Kimochiokata.” (it felt good.)




Chef ’s next move was to the bathroom, where
whilst there he received an e-mail.” What’s taking you so long?” It
read. “Chotto matte ne. soo come.”




“Couldn’t you wait?” he joked, after
reuniting with her in bed. But she had no clue as to what he was
referring.” Your e-mail while I was in the bathroom.”




“My e-mail? I don’t have a phone.”




Chef said he couldn’t believe what he had
heard but immediately understood what had just transpired. Brain
racing at light speed, he began to get dressed as neither of them
had enough command of each other’s language to iron out this case
of mistaken ‘cyber-identity.’ Best case scenario, in this police
state Japan, as a foreigner, he most certainly would have done time
for statutory rape, then get deported. Worse case, rape, as it
would’ve been easy to tell the police that she didn’t know who he
was, which was true. They didn’t even know each other’s names.
Panic set in.




“Where are you? It’s cold out here,” read the
second e-mail, in response to which he abruptly got dressed and
fled the room. “Chotto matte ne,” (Wait here a bit.) he requested
of cyber-girl one. “I’ll be right back.” Cyber-girl two was almost
exactly what he had expected; dyed blond hair, overdone make up and
gaudy nails. A yanki as they’re called here, who are to Japan what
white trash is to America. So it seemed that he had literally
abandoned Grade A Kobe beef, or veal, to be more exact, to engage
in some charity copulatory activities with a girl from the Special
Olympics. Chef was not happy, but she had traveled three hours by
train. During the mercy lay, Chef said his mind wandered frequently
to the young dame he had just abandoned. Who was she and what was
her name? Who was she awaiting? We both imagined their e-mail
conversation to go something like: “What happened? Why the fuck did
you make me wait for three hours?” “What are you talking about? It
was you who made me wait at the hotel. You said you would’ve been
right back.” “What?! What hotel? What do you mean I made you wait
at the hotel? I was waiting for you on the street, near Sogo like
we agreed.” We both would’ve loved to have been a fly on the wall,
the moment they realized what actually transpired.




Only in Japan. Tomoko




New year’s eve 2001 caught me at Murphy’s, a
smoke engulfed, Irish pub in Osaka, where upon emerging from the
lavatory I made eye contact with a petite, more attractive Rosie
Perez, making her way to the ladies’ room. “Are you going to buy me
a drink?” She jokingly demanded.” If your ass is big enough,” I
thought to myself, offended by her presumptuous attitude and
turning her around to assess her buttocks.




She knew what time it was. After spending
seven years in England, she knew that the posterior was of utmost
importance to the Negroe male.” Don’t worry, you’ll love my ass,”
she retorted, disappearing to powder her nose. Finding the
pollution unbearable, my friends and I stepped and landed at Bar
Isn’t It in Shinsaibashi. “Bar” was a well known gaijin spot and as
the night was still early, it was relatively smoke free and
sparsely populated.




“Are you stalking me?” Shouted a familiar
voice over driving house music.” You definitely have to buy me a
drink now.”




It is said that freaks come in small packages
and as I would later discover, Tomoko was no exception. Since she
was so readily available, this being one of my rare nights out in
Osaka, I stayed with the bird in hand. Typical Japanese beauty she
was not, her features were more rounded and gave her the appearance
of a Southeast Asian, more Negroid with beautiful upturned eyes.
Her English was near perfect, but contrary to my theory, she was
quite an attractive, sexy, petite 34-year-old with enticing dimples
below the edges of her mouth and like most Japanese women, she
looked ten years younger than her age, especially standing at five
feet tall.




Tomi, as she liked to be called, was
experiencing the double edged effects of spending so much time in
the West and returning to Japan. On one hand, seven years in
England were very good for her English, however it exposed her to
the freedom of foreign men, which rendered her incapable of any
readjustment to the primitive and oppressive mentality of Japanese
men. Especially those like her father, who perpetually beat her and
her mother into several galaxies. So upon returning to Japan some
three years prior, she dated white Western men exclusively.
However, as a significant percentage of Western men in Japan are
fully aware of our erotic capital and the high frequency of
gullible Japanese women, this posed a dilemma in her quest for
love. Predictably she always fell prey to them, giving it up
immediately upon meeting them, while naively expecting a
relationship of substance. Aggravating her state of affairs was her
age. Having been nine years past her sell by date, according to the
standards of Japanese men, she was a victim of the Christmas cake
phenomenon. Hence, since her return from England she had been
desperately seeking love but instead, always predictably being
turned out in love hotels by gaijins. Such is the quagmire in which
many Japanese women dwell.




Within a few hours she was plastered and our
tongues began to do the tango on the dark dance floor, with my
fingers exploring her. It was impossible to ignore my left
pointing, boulder rubbing against her, which she grabbed.” Why
don’t you reach inside and hold it?” I invited. After unzipping my
pants, I felt her small palm around me.” This is not Japanese,” she
responded humorously.” Of course not, I’m Jamaican,” continuing to
devour each other’s face.




Toward the end of the night as she became
more inebriated and less attractive, the predator in me hesitantly
suggested that we find a place for the night. However, to my
surprise and relief, even in her drunken stupor, she objected. It
was a new year and she was ardent about her resolution to cease her
loose behaviour of opening her legs in sleazy love hotels, to
foreign men she met the same night. Her rejection was a relief.




There is nothing more repulsive to me than a
drunken woman and or, the smell of alcohol on a woman. While many
men, in persistent insecurity, strive to intoxicate women in order
to take advantage of them sexually, women who drink like lushes
repulse me. They are anti-Viagra. Besides,a biblical encounter with
me is a life changing experience, an obsessive,addiction which I
have been honing since seven. Providing pleasure to women is an art
form about which I do not jest, hence she must be wide awake, with
unimpaired faculties during the ride.




At about 5:00 AM, Tomoko and I kissed our
good-byes at the JR Umeda station and arranged to meet at two
o’clock the same day at JR Sannomiya’s central exit, the same time
and place where I was scheduled to meet Ai, who was traveling from
her home in the countryside. In my aversion to details and inferior
executive functioning, my plans to meet Ai at the same time and
location had completely slipped my mind as I boarded the train,
fingers up my nose savouring Tomoko’s smell.




At a quarter past two that afternoon, my
friend’s home phone jarred me from deep slumber, with Tomoko on the
line. “You’re late!” “I’ll be there in three minutes,” nervously,
heart racing at the quandary awaiting me at the station, I dragged
on some clothes, covered it with a coat and scurried out the door,
wiping the sleep from my eyes. Upon my arrival, she was easily
noticeable, wearing a pink sweater and a jacket with a fur edged
hood and was more beautiful than the night before. Immediately I
took her by the hand and began to hastily escort her away from the
station, back to my friend’s apartment. “Why are you late?” “Can we
talk about this at Rambo’s place? I’m freezing,” as we hurriedly
made our way up to Yamamoto Dori. “I’m sorry babe, I overslept,”
entering the safety of the apartment.




What followed was a fairly exciting date
around Kobe, including a 1 1/2hour voyage to and from the Akashi
bridge, but nothing compared to the icing on the date. Only a block
away from where Chef had been with mistaken cyber-girl, this hotel
room had a toilet theme, the bed was shaped like a toilette bowl
with the lid down and the head of the bed shaped like the tank. On
the tank there was a lever simulating the flush lever, which
controlled the lights in the room and all the walls and ceiling
were covered with mirrors. I had already sprung to attention. In
fact, I was at attention since the night before, sleeping with my
right hand near my nostrils. I began to kiss her full Southeast
Asian-like lips as I unhooked her skirt, which fell to her feet
revealing her black tights hugging the lower half of her guitar
figure, her curvy buttocks and her short, shapely legs.




She undid my pants, eager for a glimpse of
the limb, which would soon be planted inside her. Unlocking her bra
I then removed her sweater. This was her debut on the dark side and
she was flabbergasted by my size. “I wont be able to take all of
this,” she exclaimed. “Yes you can.” On her chest was a pair of
perfectly formed 36 Bs with dark nipples, on which I feasted before
saddling up, throwing her on the bed and ravishing her, slowly
sinking inside her. Ambrosia greeted nirvana, as I docked in her
bay with euphoric precision. In the mirrors on the walls, I could
see the bulbous posterior of this black beast, gyrating to and fro,
sometimes arching his back as he buried himself deep inside a
little yellow girl. “If she felt this good strapped up,” I thought,
“I can’t even begin to comprehend how she would feel if I were
riding sadleless.” In less than two minutes she began to contort
her face as though she were in excruciating pain, her eyes squeezed
shut and in slow motion, a fierce grimace engulfed her.




Tomi metamorphisized into the ugliest woman I
had ever seen, as I held her tightly, restraining her, slowly
grinding on her with nowhere to go. Uglier and uglier, mouth
twisted, lips crooked, in what seemed like an eternal orgasm.
Exploding every three to five minutes until she was supersaturated,
lying in a pool of her own body fluids, by her twelfth orgasm I had
lost traction, withdrew, removed the rubber and jumped back in
barefooted.




Given Japanese women’s unempowered social
status, they rarely protested when I desired to enter without
protection. In this profoundly male dominated society, women are
not even in control of their reproductive rights. As condoms are
the most popular form of birth control, it is the man who always
determines when the women will get pregnant. Abortion, the fourth
most popular form of birth control in Japan, after withdrawal and
the rhythm method, is a multi-trillion yen industry also controlled
by men. Even as we speak, in 2007, women are still being
misinformed about oral contraceptives in order to protect the
extremely lucrative abortion industry.




I had all intentions of keeping on the magnum
500, but you know the saying about great intentions. Tomi became my
hell and in her fiery cave, I became her cave dweller. I tried to
hold out until the last nanosecond before withdrawing, but failed
miserably and soon the Jamaican fire brigade was dousing her
infernal cave with litres of high viscosity flame retardant. “You
came inside me?” she yelled.




“Yeh,” I answered nonchalantly. Like many
descendants of slaves from similar socioeconomic and cultural
backgrounds, I too possessed the proclivity to unabashedly and
irresponsibly sire countless children. Within me raged an incessant
battle between reason and the forces of addiction, awareness and
the effects of maladaptive socialization, glorifying stud
psychology. A war which escalated in vehemence ten fold in Japan,
where society keeps women on sperm receptor status, wide open
beaver for men like me. And there are many, I meet them everyday.
But unlike many of my contemporaries, I had harboured fantasies
since five or six years old of being the outstanding father, unlike
my own. I took no pride in, and found nothing to be proud of,
actually siring countless offsprings for whom I wouldn’t care.




Such was my argument for the abortions I
funded, some 13 or 14 of them. In my dissocial state, I lacked the
ability to empathize or sympathize with the physical and emotional
trauma those women experienced, as I was more concerned with
feeding my addiction and terminating the consequences when they
arose. But on the other hand, I was well aware of the need to be a
good father to my children. And given awareness of my own paternal
unpreparedness, I thought it better to abort than to sire some 14
children. In my thinking, quality of life is of far greater
importance than absolute life.




“I can’t get pregnant anyway,” a proclamation
I had heard at least eight times before, each time succeeded by a
pregnancy. So I began to prepare psychologically and in Japan,
financially. “No really, I’ve never been pregnant. I think there’s
something wrong with me.” “Well’ I don’t fire blanks.” And on that
note we fell into a coma-like slumber in the spoon position, with
her petite body fitting perfectly in my arms. Though just a week
prior in Korea I was in love, cupid had struck again and I was head
over heels.




Immediately I began to consider her for a
life partner, as she possessed many of the qualities I sought; We
were close in age, she was an adult, beautiful, well traveled,
entrepreneurial and most importantly, off the charts sexual
compatibility. The next morning when we woke, upon switching on my
phone, there were countless voice and e-mails from AI’s sister Rie,
saying that Ai had waited for three hours after the three-hour
train ride to Kobe and in acquiescence, took the three hour journey
back home.




“This calls for serious damage control,” I
thought. Had I done this to a woman in the West, she would have
most certainly relieved me of my testicles. Tomoko and I agreed
that she would visit me in the countryside every two weeks, and
after brunch at the Jamaican restaurant in Sannomiya, we bade our
good-byes. Initially, I protested the long intervals between
visits, but before long I began to appreciate them, as it became
clear that our arrangement was without question to my benefit.
Unlike women to whom I was accustomed in the West, Japanese women
for the most part, are far less independently mobile, relying
mostly on public transportation. In fact most people in Japan rely
much more on its hyper-efficient public transportation system than
on cars.




During my time in San Francisco, I frequently
dated women who lived as far as San Jose, a distance of 80
kilometers, equal to the distance between Osaka and this rural
town. And in those relationships it wasn’t uncommon for us to meet
at least every other day, as sometimes she would drive down or I
would take the one-hour drive up. In Japan such frequent visits are
impossible even if both parties have access to private
transportation. The exorbitant highway tolls make it cost
prohibitive and the train fare is similar in cost to the tolls.
From Osaka where Tomoko lived to my apartment among the rice fields
and expansive terraced landscapes requires the equivalent of twenty
dollars in tolls round trip and the same price in train fares. So
seeing each other daily would cost almost $300 a week. As a result,
prevalent in Japan are very long distance relationships where the
parties see each other once or twice a month. This I found
ludicrous and was more than eager to exploit the opportunities the
situation availed me.




“Rie, what happened to Ai yesterday?” I asked
Ai’s sister on the phone. “She waited at the west exit for about
two hours,” exactly where I had instructed her to. Jack Frost had
exceptionally jagged, razor-sharp canines that day and I was
overcome by a great sense of ill worth, at the thought that Ai
waited in Siberian temperatures for three hours while I pranced off
with another woman. Reduced to nano dimensions, I felt as though I
could have sat on a dime and swing my legs. “She came back crying
yo.”




“Let me talk to her. Aichan, gomenne. I’m so
so so so sorry. I waited at wrong exit,” I lied in vocal
intonations used when speaking to 2-yearolds. “Watashi wa waruii
desu, it’s my fault. I made a mistake. machigaimashita” finally
finding the word for mistake in Japanese. Before returning, in
appeasement I bought her a hundred dollar fossil watch. But what
started as a superficial gesture of empty apology for a
cold-hearted act, ended up being sincere, as I saw the delight on
her face while she opened her gift. “Phew, that was close.”




As probability would have it, Tomoko’s first
visit was met with yet another close encounter with Ai. Had I
subscribed to the concept of destiny, I would have thought that
those two women were destined to meet.




As Tomoko’s train screeched to a measured
halt, I sat waiting in the company car outside the station, only to
have a surprise greeting by Ai and her sister entering a cab.
“Stechaaaan” Ai screamed, waving her palms frantically like
Japanese people do.




“Udetokei arigatou” she yelled from the back
of the cab, left rear door ajar,as the train expelled a rush of air
locking the brakes. “She said thanks for the watch,” her sister
translated. “What are you doing?”




“Oh I’m just waiting on a friend” I said,
stealing a line from the Rolling Stones. To my left, from the
corner of my eye I could see Tomoko emerging through the wickets
and a warm sensation appeared in my underwear.” He’s coming from
Osaka,” I continued.” We have to go, okaasan no tanjoubi” (mom’s
birthday) they yelled, frenetically wagging their palms
good-bye.




As the cab door closed and the car drove
away, Tomoko exited the station, hair bouncing as though she were
in a television commercial for Pert shampoo. Her fashion was big
city and she strode as if on a Paris runway, flashing her
cosmopolitan smile.” What’s wrong?!” she enquired in concern,
entering the Daihatsu Mira. It was obvious I was having a near
death experience.” Ate some bad salmon,” I retorted.




After recovery from my food poisoning, she
and I embarked upon a weekend of wild, unfettered hedonism. Tomoko
was the most orgasmic woman I have met to date. When her levies
broke, her river flowed down the insides of her legs and we
frequently needed towels between her and the futon. Before the
weekend was over, her face appeared permanently stuck in the ugly
position, especially after her record 26 orgasms in one hour. That
Sunday saw me venture on my maiden drive outside the countryside,
taking her home to Osaka. By the time we arrived in Osaka, I had
turned her into the ugly duckling six times and it was during that
hour and a half drive that my post countryside plans were
formulated and solidified: I would move to Kobe where we would live
together in hyper-copulatory bliss.




After that virgin long distance drive, Tomo
and I took many trips by car where we measured distance not in
kilometers but in the frequency of her orgasms before arriving at
our destination. From my home to Shirahama, about 200 kilometers,
was ten; to Kobe, 100 kilometers, was a five or six and Osaka to
Kobe, 24 kilometers, a three. Our bliss began to unravel when Tomo
started to sometimes bleed during intercourse, at times just
spotting and at other times in hemorrhages, dyeing my sheets
crimson. Adding to the disappointment, I began experiencing some
discomfort in the tool, upon which we both went to the doctor where
we discovered that she had shot me with another dose of Chlamydia.
Just 2 months after my arrival, my first visit to the doctor, where
I was prescribed a 30 day dosage of new quinolones for the school
manager’s infection, had clued me in on the state of medical
delivery on the island. “What about Azythromiacin?” I inquired to
the doctor. “We need only one dosage of 1000 milligrams,” I
informed him. But he had never heard of that medication and
insisted that I take his prescribed tablets, three times a day for
thirty days.




This new contraction posed a dilemma, having
to inform Biwachan for a second time of transmitting the same
disease to her and having to relay the same news to Ai, with her
sister as interpreter. In retrospect, luckily Ai’s mother was
spared, as our encounters were post diseases. In some disturbed way
probability had finally gotten its wish to connect Ai and Tomoko. A
few days after going to the hospital with Tomoko, Ai’s sister Rie
summoned me for a talk and of course, I was only too aware of the
topic of this future conversation. Already accepting guilt, I began
to apologize to Rie on the phone, but she had no idea why I was
expressing such remorse and to my bewilderment, she began to
apologize on behalf of Ai.




“What are you doing now? Can you come to our
house?” I speculated on the possibilities of the crisis,
recognizing that once again there was a chance that probability
might just be siding with me. After a long period of silence around
their dining table, equipped with an electronic dictionary, pen and
paper for drawing, Rie started on the task of relaying to me that
her sister may have given me some hechi no byouki, sexual sickness
she had recently contracted. However, the illness with which we
were both concerned respectively was different.




My concern was transmitting Chlamydia to her
and from her explanation, Ai was worried about having giving me the
crabs. She apologized profusely for her phantom disease while I
begged her forgiveness for my real disease and made arrangements to
accompany her to the ladies clinic and we were even. Not being one
to harbor double standards in male female sexual behavior, her
admission was a relief, as now we were both aware of other sex
partners in the equation. Sex junkie that I was, for me that was to
be expected and once again, just as before, when I had stood her up
for three hours for the woman from whom she indirectly contracted
the disease, things were resolved perfectly. As to Mayu, thanks to
Asano San -a student of mine who was a doctor -I secured a dosage
of new quinolones and explained to her that it was possible all the
bacteria had not been killed, being that we never went in for a
follow up but should, after completing this new dose of
antibiotics.




After extinguishing those fires, it was back
to the business of grand pleasure and discovering new experiences
in and outdoors with Tomoko, Mayu, Ai and occasionally her mom.
Deep In the woods of a local natural park, I bent Mayu over by a
stream for some quick outdoor exploration, her first experience out
in the open. Being in nature, the hypnosis of a flowing river and
birds singing in the crisp, fresh air was a backdrop for what
seemed like a National Geographic special, where we went at it like
animals in the wild. As I withdrew to unload on the ground, from
atop the hill came a cheerful family of three with a little boy of
about five, taking what they thought was a pleasant, wholesome
stroll in a breathtakingly beautiful park on a perfect day. The
parents’ eyes pulped and their mouth gaped in fright and distress
to see what perhaps appeared to be this Jamaican beast punishing an
innocent Japanese woman.




Immediately they covered their little boy’s
eyes and whipped a U-turn, almost dislocating his arm and neck.
“Now, that is an image indelibly etched in that little tyke’s
memory,” I thought. He may well need therapy. The next week I took
Ai to a picnic at the same park, where I sat on a log beneath a
tree, rocket pointing skyward, inviting her to ride in the pouring
rain. As she mounted me, mouth open to take in raindrops falling
among the leaves, I raised my pelvis for maximum penetration, as we
got soaked to the bones. By then, Ai was able to take me with less
pain, bouncing on her toy until I stopped her, indicating to
quickly dismount lest I release inside her.




Tomoko and I had a penchant for public men’s
rooms. Or more accurately, I had a penchant for dragging Tomoko
into men’s toilets. We sneaked in male lavatories for her regular
uglification and took delight in seeing men’s expressions as we
emerged from the small hole in the ground benki room together. One
of Japan’s vastly underutilized treasures is the ever vacant,
spacious toilets for the handicap. They seemed larger than most
Japanese apartments and we visited them as though we were just
going to Starbucks, but in actuality, like jonesing heroine
addicts, we were sneaking in these public love hotels for a fix. It
was as though they had made those bright and spacious areas
especially for us. Those three women became the core of my
collection in the countryside, with a string of revolving
peripherals, satellite honeys as I called them, whom I had met at
various places in Osaka and Kobe.
















Chikako




Satellite honeys were not granted more than
three or four encounters. Not because of a lack of desire to, but
they were too numerous and time consuming. So abundant were they
that usually by the fourth encounter I had met their replacements,
or in some cases perhaps, they had met mine. The only satellite
honey with semi core status was a 28- year-old store clerk, who
lived and worked in the area.




Since my arrival there, Chikako had caught my
attention from the nearby jewelry store where she worked. Not the
normally petite Japanese woman, her facial features were more like
those of a Gonzales instead of a Tanaka and her body type was like
that of a more curvaceous Carmela Soprano, which meant she was much
too big for Japanese men. This also meant that she was without
question single and perhaps had been single and sexless for ages,
waiting for the first Negroe ever to grace the town. After all,
only a yaudie would appreciate her big legs and round posterior
bursting through her tight black pants, and Japanese men would be
clueless about what to do with those C cups. What’s more, I was
confident her non-Japanese, Latina face would most certainly be a
repellent to them.




I was right. It had been five years since her
last boyfriend or intimate experience. Chikako spoke absolutely
“Japanese only” and that literally was the extent of her English.
We spoke only the language of sex. Upon gradually stripping her I
revealed a beautiful healthy, curvaceous body, thick and toned even
in the absence of much exercise. Her big legs reminded me of the
heat which greeted my tiny hands when I precociously stuck them
between the legs of women her size, during my childhood. Bursting
through my pants, I fervently anticipated that heat as I placed my
hand in her furnace to pull aside the crotch of her panties in
order to get her on my fingers. Having been neglected for so long,
she melted to the couch like an ice cube in a volcano and her lava
engulfed my fingers as I wrapped my mouth around her dime sized
nipples. I was anticipating easy entry, but unlike the skinnier
women, she squealed in pain. I never could understand why it was so
much easier for thinner women to receive me. After a very slow
dive, I was able to penetrate deep insider her and she gasped in
ecstasy, predictably uttering, “okii desu ne.”




With 12-hour work days and only two days off
a month, Chikako’s schedule ensured that her demands on my time
would have been limited. Like other untouchables in Japan:
divorced, single parents, thick, late twenties and up, or all of
the aforementioned, she was only too eager to settle for the one or
two days of pleasure I made available to her every month. It was
better than nothing, which was what she had grown accustomed to
during the preceding five years of drought. Island Of Neglected
Women




Japan, the island of perpetual or prolonged
singleness, is littered with these lonely souls – many having to
resort to dance lessons with their dogs - only too eager to be
penned in my schedule and that of my Western friends for a day or
two a month. Western men place ads with great success, specifically
targeting these women and opening any popular local English
magazine will reveal ads placed by these desperate women for
‘discrete’ relationships with Western men. Within eight months in
Japan, feeding my addiction had become the only stressor, as I
manipulated my schedule to accommodate the harem. Another source of
anxiety was the worry about an abortion, for it wasn’t a matter of
if, but when. My existence was tantamount to that of a crack fiend
locked up in a crack house, an alcoholic living in a brewery with
endless supplies of free crack and booze.




Far from what I had imagined prior to my
arrival, it was like fishing with a wok in a Japanese bathtub. And
this was only the introduction. Yes, there were rejections. Not all
Japanese women are attracted to foreign men and not all Japanese
women who like foreign men like Negroe men. In fact, as is the
social norm internationally, most Japanese women are with Japanese
men. Simply put, most people will choose to be with someone of
their own race, ethnicity, religion or any other social
demographic. Such is the socialization of humans that only three to
five percent of us will choose someone dissimilar to ourselves. But
so few and far between were rebuffs, they served as respite from
the onslaught of acceptances. Absolutely implausible were the state
of affairs. By no means did I attribute my successes to anything
special about my person, as this phenomenon was not limited to my
own experiences. Upon meeting fellow African-Americans, Africans
and Jamaicans and other Western foreigners in general, our first
topic of discussion was always the effortlessness required to bed
the native women.




Contrarily, foreign women do not enjoy
similar status and generally their experiences are the exact
opposite, especially for women of African descent. Some, like a
dark skinned Jamaican-Canadian acquaintance of mine have reported
frequent acts of contempt by the Japanese, including being spat on
twice in Osaka. Almost immediately after arriving here, it became
my passion to unravel the mysteries shielding the apparent ease
with which Japanese women “put out” to Western men.




I wanted to know what was behind this yellow
cab phenomenon as never before, not even in my days of whoring at
university – which was the zenith of my promiscuity prior to being
in Japan – had I been able to score so frequently and easily, many
times not even knowing their names. Among the contributing factors
to this phenomenon are; curiosity, fetishism, inferiority
complexes, lack of female empowerment, male dominance, a
socialization as pleasure givers, the gross ineptitude of Japanese
men, in general absent fathers and a society devoid of sexually
restrictive Christian doctrine, all of which I will later
explore.




Among Japanese women who date inter-racially,
there are those who prefer black or white men exclusively and
others who swing either way. Some even migrate from black to white,
or vice versa. Inferiority complexes are behind their blond blue
eyes passion, as Japan is a society twisted by collective
inferiority complexes, placing the white man among the clouds while
berating themselves in intense self-hate. This self-deprecation
became even more pronounced after their stunning defeat by the
white man during the Second World War. The Japanese thought they
were Gods, but upon this startling injection of reality, they
relinquished their God-like status and transferred it to white
Americans. Hence, for Japanese women who are inclined to engage in
intimate interracial relations, the white male is most desirable.
However, thanks to the media, with the advent of hip hop and
reggae, black men are fetishized and objectified, resulting in
magazines- yes this is true -dedicated to teaching those Japanese
women so inclined, how to simulate being black. Articles include
instructions on hair weave extensions, skin dye and the latest hip
hop fashion imitating Li’l Kim. Recently I was asked whether or not
I took offense to this objectification of Negroes, especially
African-Americans in Japan.




“How odd a question,” I thought. It was my
own fetishism and objectification of yellow women, which brought me
thousands of miles across the Pacific in the first place and
moreover, objectification in Japan is by far a more palatable
option to racial profiling in Europe and America. The overwhelming
contributing factor to the yellow cab phenomenon is a male
chauvinist society, which produces blatant and unequivocal sexual
retardation in Japanese men, while socializing women to be givers
of pleasure. Japan’s male dominance is severe, a society where men
treat their dogs better than they do their wives. This being the
year of the dog will only further ensure that the animals meet with
better care than female spouses.




Recently I observed a woman waiting in a car
at the train station in my suburban neighborhood, which was not an
uncommon occurrence, as many women delivered and collected their
husbands to and from the station on a daily basis. Patiently she
sat waiting in the driver’s seat, when suddenly her face gleamed as
the object of her patience emerged in view. Shortly thereafter, a
man appeared and entered the vehicle through the rear door, as many
Japanese husbands do and to my surprise, blissfully greeted a dog
with a hug and kiss as the woman longingly looked on, envious of
the canine. Moments later her countenance changed in acquiescence
as if coming to her senses, realizing she yearned for the
impossible. She quickly engaged the car and departed the curb.




Upon relaying this to many of my female
students, especially an astute socially aware nurse in her mid
forties, they assured me that such was the norm among Japanese men.
In another incident I observed, an exquisitely dressed woman
standing in the rain beneath an umbrella outside a Family Mart
convenience store. Moments later a poorly attired man in his mid
thirties emerged, took the umbrella for himself as they walked
along each other, with her out in the rain hanging on his upper
arm.




In the spirit of bushido, Japanese men are
oblivious to women’s needs, and for them it is most unmanly to
strive to give pleasure to their partners. No true samurai would be
concerned about whether he brought his wife to orgasm. The entire
society is structured around women humbly serving men and not
surprisingly, the bedroom is no exception. Enter exhibit A:
Japanese porn, where the man fondles the clitoris mechanically for
a predetermined amount of strokes, twists the woman’s nipples as if
trying to find his favourite radio station, then inserting,
thereafter quickly releasing. A significant majority of Japanese
women to whom I’ve posed the question and or, whom I’ve known
biblically, have not had a satisfying sexual experience with a
Japanese man and a hundred percent of them who had had no prior
experiences with foreigners, exclaimed that they had no idea that
sex could be as enjoyable as our sex.




As only a small percentage of Japanese women
date inter-racially or inter-nationally, this island of extremely
sexually frustrated and neglected women, is paradise for the
Western sex addict, especially one with a yellow preference.
Further evidence of this deprivation is the presence of host clubs
for women. These are clubs patronized by women, beautiful, young
and middle-aged, in order to receive attention and engage in
conversation and intimacy all for a price. Only in Japan! In an
interview with one of the hosts in Tokyo, he admitted that such
clubs could exist only in Japan, because the men here are so
excruciatingly unkind to women.




Excessive imbibitions are cultural rites for
Japanese men. In a society of institutionalized alcoholics and
heavy smokers, there is a marked increase in the erectile
dysfunction probability, ensuring non-performance among a great
many men. According to an annual nationwide survey conducted in May
2007 by Japan Tobacco Inc. - a company in which the Finance
Ministry has a near 50% interest, and indeed Japan’s largest
tobacco maker




– the smoking rate among Japanese men had
declined to 40.2%, still among the highest in the world. The survey
by mail questioned 32,000 adults from twenty years old and was
responded to by 19,205 people. Japan’s male chauvinist society, the
most pronounced in the industrial world and among the most female
oppressive in the industrialized world, is directly responsible for
socializing the most diffident and unempowered women in the
developed and some of the developing world. Brow beaten for
hundreds of years, they are generally naïve, unaware of their
potential and possess negative self-worth, instilled in them by
their fathers’ and society’s expectations of them, only to be
“baby-making machines,” as stated by one of the country’s top
politicians in early 2007. His comments caused an uproar among
women, who maybe are slowly starting to revolt against their
subservient role in society.




With precious little expectations from
Japanese men, many Japanese women find being used by Western men –
to which they are sometimes unmindful – a far more fulfilling
experience. This I found quite troubling albeit an open invitation
to wantonly plough through them. Also present is what I call, the
trophy effect. Many of my Japanese encounters wore me like the
latest accessory in this internationally acknowledged brand
name-obsessed land, rebelliously thumbing their noses at their
society as if to say, “hey, look at me, I broke away from your
oppression and I’m free. See? I can even kiss my kokujin (black)
boyfriend right here on this train.” Not minding accessorization, I
was only too eager to oblige, completely relishing in it. After
all, it was Pareto efficiency for both parties, she got her
accessory and I received pleasure from her and from providing her
pleasure.










Farewell Rice Fields




Finally a year passed and my planned
departure from the countryside was met with a barrage of love
letters, extending gratitude for the experiences and some imploring
me to stay. But that was impossible. Fueled by stories from veteran
foreign residents, and the possibility of close proximity to a
vibrant nightlife, I eagerly anticipated prospects in the big
city.




By then Tomoko’s bleeding had increased which
became the source of enormous frustration on my part and I began to
seriously reconsider my plans to cohabitate, marry and eventually
start a family with her in Kobe. After visiting the doctor, we
learned that her bleeding was related to several years of untreated
Chlamydia, which may have caused damage to her reproductive system
and could result in an ectopic pregnancy. This in my mind, was the
nail in the coffin and dashed any hopes of a long term relationship
between us, as I was not willing to risk the possibility of
marrying someone infertile, especially if this infertility was the
result of carelessness with her own health.




Callous as it sounds, it was not my problem
that Japanese women in general were still in the dark ages and
didn’t make it a common practice to get an annual pap smear. It was
not my problem that women, people in general are uninformed in this
backward traditional society and are unaware that Chlamydia is
asymptomatic in 80% of women.




Though she was quite disappointed, in my
transition from the countryside she seized the opportunity to be
supportive, introducing me to her parents, telling her mother we
had met in England, sometimes even allowing me to stay at their
home, harboring hopes of my changing my mind and reverting to plans
of our sharing a life. However, though I appreciated her endeavor,
staying with her and her family solidified my decision indelibly,
after being exposed to her less than healthy family dynamics.
Tomoko’s mother was one of the many elderly women in Japan, who end
up abusing their bed-ridden husbands in retribution for abuse those
husbands had inflicted on the family when they ran the show.




A former construction company executive and
daily imbiber, he would repeatedly open several cans of whoop ass
on her, her sister and her mother from as far back as she could
recall. Now immobile from a stroke some five years prior, her
mother being the only caregiver, felt angst and bitterness at
having to care for her former abuser. Adding to her aguish was the
fact that his illness had been rapidly depleting the family’s
funds, driving them hastily to bankruptcy. Shortly after, I began
to read with frequency about this phenomenon throughout Japan and
as barbaric as it was, I clearly understood the women’s motivations
and could not help commending them on their acts of vengeance.




For these women, years of enduring in quiet
desperation finally came to a hilt. Pay back is a bitch. Indeed, as
Japan becomes the most aged society in the world, according to the
National Police Agency, in 2005, over ten percent of crimes
committed in Japan, excluding traffic violations, were by the
elderly. In the same year, 141 seniors were arrested for murder,
which was 3.1 times the 1990 level. In many cases the victims were
spouses. The agency also states that in the year 2005, 17.9 percent
of all murders were of spouses, compared with 31.9 percent among
the elderly. I envisioned Tomoko’s mother’s future among those
statistics. However, it’s rather ironic how the guards and
enforcers of the patriarchy during their silver years are reduced
to having to hold onto their wives for support when while during
their youth, the wives were relegated to trailing humbly behind
them, taking the utmost care not to step in their shadows.




Historically in Japan, it was customary for
women to walk behind their husbands and it was forbidden for her to
even step in his shadow, as that was a sign of gross disrespect.
Still today at some weddings, that tradition is observed as the
woman trails the man.




This is diametrically opposite to my
practice, where if we are not walking hand in hand, I insist on her
taking the lead so that I can savour the view from behind, which is
why it’s important that there BE a view from behind. Nevertheless,
Tomi’s mother treated me with great hospitality, especially after
presuming her daughter, who was well beyond the Christmas cake age,
had finally found a marriage candidate, never mind that he was not
Japanese.




On the way back from our final trip to Kobe
Kaisei hospital, regarding her bleeding, in a café at Rokkomichi, a
tearful Tomoko presented me a touching letter and dived into what
appeared to be a well thought out marriage plea. But given her
affliction and my addiction, there would be no connubial
arrangements between us. Still, in the ensuing weeks, she helped me
to find an apartment in a Kobe suburb and our meetings withered to
rare booty calls, as she began dating online.




My back up plan was to groom Ai for marriage
and in so doing, tried to instill in her the value of higher
education. Given her artistic talent, I tried to get her to
continue her education in graphic art or design at a university in
Osaka, but neither she nor her mother saw the importance of an
education. To them, it was much better for her, like a significant
percentage of Japanese women, to continue working at some dead end
retail job. But homie wasn’t having any of it. In the event I
returned to the States, which was most likely, I was not open to my
wife slaving away at K-mart and moreover, in my omnipresent
daydreams during my childhood, my imagined wife was more educated
than I was. After realizing that Ai and her parents could not
appreciate my values, Ai, like the others in the countryside, was
demoted to a “satellite honey,” guaranteeing me pleasure whenever I
visited.










Kaori




Kobe Sannomiya, the city with the most
genitalia baring public art was a starkly different place from the
countryside in my rearview mirror. On almost every corner one would
be assaulted by sculptural montes veneris or phalli. The women,
waxed, over-polished apples, were clad, or more accurately unclad
in sexualizing attire: knee-high boots, fishnets, microminis even
in the dead of winter and adorned in every name brand fashion and
accessory. It was an effortless thrill to sneak a peak at their
panties, a favourite past time of mine since my childhood. Women in
Sannomiya were dressed for action. Similar to my first impression
of Japan, they were too beautiful and I instantly recalled the
first rule of economics, taught to me in my weeder econ 101 class:
If it looks and sounds too good to be true, it probably is too good
to be true. Though they all appeared to have stepped from the same
pages of CanCam magazine – the fashion bible for Japanese women -
nonetheless, they were most delectable and I stood whiplashed in
awe at the sea of choices.




Kaori had cakes the likes of a sister. At
first I spotted her from behind walking in the muggy Kobe summer,
onion quaking north and south on gyrating hips, cloaked in
skintight back pocketless jeans. Her small waist accentuated the
curvature of her stunningly beautiful childbearing hips. Not much
on the anterior, but that was ok.




“Breasts are for white guys, prematurely
weaned after six months of breast feeding,” I opined.




I on the other hand, suckled my mother until
I was five years old and can even remember my grandmother offering
her bosom to pacify me at the ripe old age of eight. So for me,
breasts are over-rated. My only requirements are; they must be
teardrop shaped, big enough to fit in my grasp and be live not
Memorex. Homie simply cannot live in silicone valley. Posterior,
cakes, glutes, onions, on the other hand, to which any normal, sane
Negroe man can attest, is indispensable and the sight of a wicked
rump on a woman makes me hyperventilate. Kaori had one of those,
her cheeks were illegal, shuddering like two leaves caught in a
gentle breeze as she walked. I just wanted to just, reach out, grab
them, sink my teeth in them and bury my face deep between her
cheeks. For several blocks I stalked her in hypnotized
concupiscence, my tongue cleaning the Kobe sidewalks. Her stride
was powerful and resolute, with her feet cradled in black
square-toed heels, as opposed to those pointy toed, roach killers
that other Japanese girls wore. She had no choice but to walk in
such a bold manner, her load was weighty and though she was not
well endowed in the anterior, so determined was her ambulation that
her little mounds jumped like the fishes in the summer time
song.




Collapsing madly in love, all before even
seeing her magnificent face and lighthouse smile, I knew I was a
goner, because my usual confidence did a disappearing act, with
verbal paralysis emerging in its stead. Judging from her
disposition, she was not the typical diffident Japanese woman and I
was fully aware of the monumental social taboo of nampa, or picking
or chatting up Japanese women, especially on the streets in
public.




To a great extent, human relations here are
based on the Buddhist/ Confucianist approach, which makes things
unnecessarily difficult and complex and usurps fluidity from
otherwise normal human social interaction. The Buddfucianist system
generated many requirements in order for relationships to be
established, hence from the traditional Japanese perspective, a
relationship cannot be initiated because there was no relationship
before it. Therefore a middle person is necessary in bringing
parties together. Keeping with the rigid over stylizations of their
society, they still rely on structured, organized arrangements for
people of the opposite sex to meet, so strangers speaking to each
other at random - as is common in the West - is out of the
question. Instead, the kompa, - a variant of the English word
companion - where an intermediary organizes a meeting between an
equal number of men and women, in most cases over drinks, is widely
utilized.




An ironic exception to this stylization is
the netto shinjou, or internet suicide phenomenon, which emerged in
October 2001. In this trend, the suicide minded can efficiently
meet on the web, decide on a time, location and an automobile in
which to conduct their group exit. A lit charcoal burning stove is
placed inside the vehicle, followed by their peaceful farewell as a
group. To date the largest group has been nine members.




The kompa, or omiai parties are big business
in Japan, with men being charged around 4,500 yen, about $US45 and
women, around $25 to enter. There are even special kompas for women
whose sights are set for example, on doctors and lawyers. Exposing
the darker side of these parties, the National Consumer Affairs
Center of Japan recently reported that there were 3,197 complaints
from patrons of these events in fiscal 2005, three times the amount
a decade ago. In August 2006 a 42-year-old man from Osaka was
arrested for confining, starving and beating a 24year-old woman
whom he had met at an omiai party and according to the police, he
had targeted these parties, abusing several women he had met at the
events, including a woman found collapsed and emaciated at his
apartment in 2004.




Marginally recovering from my regression to
elementary school days, I managed to muster some courage, as time
was of the essence. I could have stalked her only for so long
without being discovered. “You look like you speak English,” an
opener with a high success rate in the big city. They all wanted to
be cosmopolitan and that line complimented them on their alleged
international appearance, without clueing them in on my real
objectives. “Yeh, a little,” flashing her white picket fences. And
my cocky arrogant confidence from my Jamaican socialization
resuscitated with furor. Ching ching! It was in the bag. In no time
I had her phone number and as I watched her disappear in the crowd
to meet her friends, I decided yes, “there is a God.” My new found
deity was Kaori’s glutusmaximus and she became my first stated,
officially acknowledged girlfriend in Japan.




Love was blissful and I relished in nightly
insomniac obsession about her, sometimes even calling her as early
as five o’clock in the morning, only to hang up before the phone
started ringing. On one particular morning, after a night of
complete sleep deprivation, I inline skated down to Harborland to
kill time before calling her at seven o’clock sharp, when I knew
she would be up. “Are you up?” I asked like an elementary school
pupil. “I’m sorry to call so early, but I’ve been thinking about
you.” And like a 12-year-old, at the ripe old age of thirty-seven I
mustered up the courage to propose to this 24-year-old.




“I think I want you to be my girlfriend.” Her
response was not exactly what I wanted to hear. “I will have to
think about it.” I couldn’t believe I was having this juvenile
exchange at my age. “Take your time, whenever you’re ready. It’s
OK.” And after many dates, including one paragliding in Kanabe it
just gradually happened. On our first kiss, in the stairwell of her
parents’ government subsidized apartment building – a nice name for
the projects - she was awkward and trembling and at 24, a grown
adult. “Such behavior implied trauma,” I thought. Like many other
women and especially in Japan, after much coaxing she recounted to
me her molestation at five years old, by two high schoolboys, in
that very stairwell. Tears rolling down her cheeks, this was her
first time to reveal to anyone how they pulled her pants down, held
her against the wall and began to probe her genitalia. As usual
upon hearing stories like this, I immediately began to fantasize
about finding them and bashing their heads erratically and
incessantly against the ground. Again like most women, she had
internalized this for all this time, before her revelation to me
after much probing and persuasion.




Socially primitive Japan is void of any
support mechanism for victims of child molestation and in this
archaic, folk society, no one even dares to talk about these
experiences, but they are rampant. Such is the retarded patriarchy
that, often whenever a teacher molests a student, the authorities
are far more concerned about the reputation of the school, than the
rights of the students. In their warped sense of reason, or a lack
thereof, the teacher is not dismissed because “he has a family to
feed” and “we simply can’t allow this incident to tarnish our
image, so it must be concealed.” In this day and age, this the year
of the dog, such is still the dark thinking of the Japanese.
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