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Disclaimer

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

Although the author has made every effort to ensure that the information in this book was correct at press time, the author does not assume and hereby disclaims any liability to any party for any loss, damage, or disruption caused by errors or omissions, whether such errors or omissions result from negligence, accident, or any other cause.

Also, all characters in this book are of legal age. And any resemblance to real life persons is purely coincidental.


Chapter One

The autumn harvest festival arrived in Hoshizora like a gentle sigh after a long, fertile summer. Golden rice fields rippled in the breeze, lanterns swayed from every eave, and the air carried the sweet scent of roasted chestnuts and fresh mochi. For three days the tiny mountain village would celebrate the year’s bounty — and, though no one said it out loud, they would also celebrate the young American who had quietly filled so many wombs.

I spent the first morning helping set up the main square. I carried heavy bundles of rice straw, hammered wooden frames for the stage, and smiled at every woman who found excuses to brush past me. Their eyes lingered longer now. Hands lingered on my arm. Soft bellies that had begun to round under loose yukatas were proudly shown when no one else was looking.

The opening ceremony was simple — speeches, clapping, a few traditional dances. The moment it ended, the mayor’s wife found me.

Mrs. Sato was in her early forties, a softly plump BBW with a kind face and a body made for carrying life. Her heavy breasts strained against the deep burgundy yukata she wore, and the wide white obi only emphasized the gentle swell of her belly and the wide flare of her hips. She had been one of the first to take my seed weeks ago, and the results were already starting to show — a soft, proud curve that she no longer tried to hide.

She caught my sleeve and pulled me toward the town hall without a word. We slipped through a side door into the storage room at the back — a quiet space stacked with sacks of rice, bundles of dried herbs, and old festival decorations. The door clicked shut behind us.

Mrs. Sato turned, cheeks already flushed. “The village needs strong babies,” she whispered, voice thick with need. “And I need you again… right now.”

She didn’t wait for an answer. She walked to a tall stack of rice sacks, braced her hands on the top one, and bent forward slowly. The movement made her wide hips push back toward me and caused her heavy breasts to sway heavily inside the yukata. She reached back with one hand, tugged the fabric up over her plump ass, and parted her thick thighs.

No panties. Just her soft, slightly chubby body offered to me — pussy already glistening, lips puffy and ready.

I stepped behind her, freed my cock, and rubbed the thick head along her slick folds. She let out a shaky breath. When I pushed inside, her velvet walls welcomed me with wet heat. She was plush and warm, her mature pussy gripping me beautifully as I sank deep.

I took her slowly at first, savoring every inch. Mrs. Sato moaned softly, pushing back to meet my thrusts. Her heavy breasts swung with each deep stroke, the rice sacks creaking beneath her hands. The soft jiggly flesh of her belly and ass rippled gently every time our bodies met.

“Deeper… please,” she gasped. “Fill me again. Give the village another strong baby.”

I gripped her wide hips, the flesh yielding softly under my fingers, and began thrusting harder. The wet sounds of our coupling filled the small storage room. Mrs. Sato’s moans grew louder, more desperate. Her inner walls started fluttering, then clamped down hard as she came with a long, trembling sigh, her pussy milking me rhythmically.

I buried myself to the hilt and let go. Thick, heavy ropes of cum pulsed deep into her fertile womb. Pulse after pulse, I flooded her until I could feel the warmth overflowing and trickling down her thick thighs. She stayed bent over, breathing hard, one hand gently rubbing the soft swell of her belly as if she could already feel my seed taking even stronger root.

When I finally pulled out, a thick white creampie immediately began leaking from her well-bred pussy. Mrs. Sato turned, kissed me softly on the lips, and whispered, “Thank you… for everything.”

She straightened her yukata, gave me one last warm smile, and slipped back out to rejoin the festival as if nothing had happened. Only the faint flush on her cheeks and the subtle waddle in her walk gave any hint of what we had just done.

Later that evening, as the harvest moon rose huge and orange over the mountains, the 36-year-old athletic schoolteacher found me near the lantern-lit square.

Miss Takahashi — everyone called her Sensei — had a toned, slender runner’s body and a quiet, intelligent beauty. Her long legs looked even longer in the simple dark yukata she wore. She had been one of the first younger women to take my seed, and tonight her eyes held a different kind of hunger.

“My classroom is empty,” she said softly, taking my hand. “Come with me.”

We walked the short distance to the small village school. She locked the door behind us, then led me to her desk at the front of the room. Moonlight streamed through the windows, painting everything in silver and gold.

Without a word she bent forward over the wooden desk, resting her forearms on the surface and arching her back. She reached back, lifted her yukata, and presented her tight, athletic ass and smooth pussy to me.

“I think about you every day when I sit here,” she confessed, voice trembling with need. “Please… breed me again while the moon watches.”

I stepped behind her, ran my hands over her firm cheeks, and slid into her in one smooth thrust. She was incredibly tight and wet, her toned walls gripping me like they never wanted to let go. I fucked her with long, deep strokes, the desk creaking softly beneath us. Her perky breasts pressed against the wood, and her long legs trembled as I drove deeper.

Sensei moaned quietly at first, then louder as her pleasure built. “Harder… fill me… I want to feel you dripping out of me tomorrow when I teach.”

Her athletic body started shaking. Her pussy fluttered and clenched hard around me as she came, a soft cry escaping her lips. I gripped her narrow waist and followed right after, pumping thick, potent loads deep into her slim belly. Spurt after spurt splashed against her cervix until warm cum began leaking out around my shaft and running down her toned thighs.

I stayed inside her for a long moment, both of us catching our breath in the moonlit classroom. She turned her head, smiled softly, and whispered, “Thank you… for making me feel alive again.”

We slipped back out into the festival separately, but the secret glow on her face was impossible to miss.

That night, well after the lanterns had begun to dim, Aiko came to my machiya house with her close friend Miko.

My original plush 41-year-old BBW neighbor looked radiant. Her soft, slightly chubby body filled out a loose navy yukata, the fabric clinging to her heavy breasts and the gentle swell of her belly. Miko, the 38-year-old sake brewer, was built almost identically — massive swaying breasts, soft rounded belly, and wide fertile hips that made her crimson yukata strain deliciously.

They didn’t knock. They simply slid the door open and stepped inside, closing it behind them with quiet finality.

Aiko smiled warmly. “We wanted to thank you together tonight… properly.”

They guided me down onto the tatami mats. The two soft, mature BBW MILFs undressed me slowly, then let their own yukatas fall open. Their bodies were warm, plush, and inviting — heavy breasts with dark nipples, soft jiggly bellies, thick thighs that rubbed together, and pussies already slick with anticipation.

Aiko climbed onto my lap first, facing me. She sank down slowly onto my cock with a long, contented sigh, her velvet heat enveloping every inch. Her plush weight felt incredible as she began to ride — slow, deep rolls of her wide hips that made her soft belly and heavy breasts sway gently.

Miko knelt behind her, pressing her own soft body against Aiko’s back. She reached around to cup Aiko’s heavy tits, kissing her neck while whispering, “Take him deep… let him fill you again.”

I gripped Aiko’s wide hips, feeling the soft flesh yield under my fingers, and thrust up to meet her. The two women kissed deeply above me, tongues sliding, moaning into each other’s mouths as Aiko’s pussy fluttered and clenched. When she came, it was with a trembling, heartfelt moan, her inner walls milking me rhythmically.

I groaned and unloaded — thick, heavy ropes of cum flooding her fertile womb while Miko held her close. Aiko stayed on me for a while, gently rocking, letting every drop settle deep inside her.

Then they switched.

Miko took Aiko’s place, sinking down onto my still-hard cock with a soft gasp. She was just as warm, just as plush. Her soft belly pressed against mine as she rode me with slow, sensual movements. Aiko knelt beside us, kissing Miko tenderly while one hand reached down to rub her friend’s clit.

“Cum inside her,” Aiko whispered to me, eyes shining. “Breed my best friend again… make her belly grow like mine.”

Miko’s moans grew deeper, needier. Her mature pussy gripped me tightly as her orgasm built. When she finally came, her whole soft body shuddered, heavy breasts bouncing as her walls pulsed around me. I thrust up deep and gave her everything I had left — long, powerful spurts of hot cum painting her womb until it overflowed and leaked down onto my balls.

The three of us stayed tangled together on the tatami for a long time afterward. Aiko and Miko curled against my sides, their soft, slightly chubby bodies warm and comforting. Their hands gently stroked my chest while they whispered quiet thanks and shared soft kisses with each other and with me.

Outside, the last lanterns of the festival still glowed faintly along the river. Inside, the air was thick with the scent of sex, sweat, and satisfied women.

Aiko nuzzled into my neck, her heavy breast draped over my chest.

“Tomorrow is going to be even better,” she murmured sleepily. “The whole village is waiting for you… and so are we.”

I closed my eyes, surrounded by the soft, fertile warmth of two beautiful BBW MILFs, already knowing that this quiet mountain village had become my home in every way that mattered.

The harvest festival had only just begun.


Chapter Two

The second day of the harvest festival dawned golden and crisp. I woke with Aiko’s soft, slightly chubby body still curled against mine, her heavy breast draped over my chest and one thick thigh thrown across my leg. She kissed my neck sleepily before slipping out to help her daughter get ready for the day. The faint scent of our shared pleasure lingered on the tatami.

I spent the morning helping in the rice paddies with a small group of villagers. The work was honest — cutting the last stalks, bundling them, and stacking them to dry. The air smelled of earth, sun-warmed rice, and distant woodsmoke.

The 41-year-old farmer’s widow, Mrs. Tanaka, worked beside me all morning. She was a voluptuous, softly plump BBW with kind eyes and a body that had clearly carried life before. Her heavy breasts swayed gently inside her practical work yukata, and the fabric stretched over the gentle swell of her belly and wide, fertile hips. She had been one of the quieter ones at first, but after our first breeding weeks ago she had grown noticeably more affectionate.

When the midday break came and the others drifted toward the festival food stalls, Mrs. Tanaka touched my arm.

“Come with me,” she said softly. “I want to show you something.”

She led me deeper into the paddies, between tall golden stalks that rustled in the breeze. We reached a quiet spot where several large rice bales had been stacked into a natural bench. Golden afternoon light filtered through the stalks, painting everything in warm amber.

Mrs. Tanaka turned to face me. Her cheeks were flushed, not just from the sun. She stepped close, pressing her soft, plush body against mine. Her heavy breasts squished warmly into my chest as she looked up at me with shining eyes.

“I’m so happy,” she whispered. “Every morning I wake up and feel your child growing inside me. It makes me feel young again… alive again.”

She took my hand and guided it under her yukata to rest on the gentle curve of her belly. The skin was warm and soft. Then she rose onto her toes and kissed me — slow, deep, and full of quiet gratitude.

We sank down together onto the stacked rice bales. Mrs. Tanaka opened her yukata, letting the fabric fall around her waist. Her lush body was on full display in the golden light — heavy, pendulous breasts with large dark nipples, the soft jiggly swell of her belly, and thick thighs that parted invitingly.

She lay back against the bales, pulling me on top of her. “Take me slowly today,” she murmured. “I want to feel every inch… every drop.”

I slid into her with one smooth, deep thrust. She was incredibly warm and creamy, her mature pussy welcoming me like a homecoming. Mrs. Tanaka wrapped her thick legs around my waist and pulled me closer, her soft belly pressing against my abs as we moved together in a slow, sensual rhythm.

The rice stalks whispered around us. Golden light danced across her skin. I kissed her neck, her collarbone, then took one heavy breast into my mouth, sucking gently on the stiff nipple while I rocked deep inside her. She moaned softly, her hands stroking my back, her wide hips rolling up to meet every thrust.

“I’m so happy to carry your baby,” she breathed between kisses. “Thank you… for choosing me… for filling me.”

Her inner walls began to flutter. Her breathing grew ragged. When she came it was quiet and deep — a long, trembling sigh as her plush body shuddered beneath me, her pussy milking me in slow, powerful waves. I followed right after, burying myself as deep as I could and releasing thick, heavy ropes of cum straight into her fertile womb. Pulse after pulse, I flooded her until I felt the warmth overflowing and seeping out around us.

We stayed joined for a long time afterward, kissing softly, her soft chubby body warm and comforting beneath me. She gently rubbed her belly with one hand, smiling with quiet joy.

“I hope it’s a boy,” she whispered. “Strong like his father.”

We dressed slowly, shared one last tender kiss, and returned to the festival separately — but the glow on her face was impossible to hide.

Late that afternoon, as the sun dipped lower and the festival crowds thinned for a brief rest, the shrine maiden Reiko found me near the stone path leading up to the old mountain shrine.

Reiko was thirty-seven, voluptuous and softly plump with a serene beauty. Her ceremonial white and red robes hugged her full figure — heavy breasts, soft rounded belly, and wide fertile hips that swayed gracefully as she walked. She took my hand without a word and led me up the quiet trail.

When we reached the small wooden shrine building, I realized we were not alone.

Aiko and Miko stood quietly to one side, their soft BBW bodies wrapped in simple yukatas. The mayor’s wife, Mrs. Sato, was there too, one hand resting protectively on her gently swelling belly. Two younger single moms — the athletic schoolteacher Miss Takahashi and the slender konbini worker Yumi — completed the small group. They had gathered in a loose semicircle near the back of the shrine, eyes bright with lust and reverence.

Reiko turned to me, her voice calm but thick with emotion.

“Today we offer a special fertility ritual,” she said softly. “For the village… and for all of us. Will you help me perform it… in front of them?”

She stepped toward the low wooden altar at the front of the shrine. With graceful movements she loosened her ceremonial robes and let them fall open, then bent forward over the smooth, aged wood. She rested her forearms on the altar, arched her back, and presented her lush, mature body to me — thick thighs parted, plump ass raised, her pussy already glistening in the soft afternoon light filtering through the paper screens.

The other women watched in hushed silence, their breathing already quickening.

I stepped behind Reiko, ran my hands over her wide hips, and slowly pushed into her. She was incredibly warm and velvety, her plush walls gripping me tightly as I sank deep. A soft, reverent moan escaped her lips.

“Bless this womb,” she whispered, beginning the ritual prayer in gentle Japanese. “Fill it with strong life… healthy children… new hope for Hoshizora.”

I took her slowly and deeply, savoring every inch. The wet, intimate sounds of our coupling filled the small shrine. Reiko’s heavy breasts swayed beneath her, pressing against the altar with every thrust. Her soft belly jiggled gently against the wood.

The watching women grew bolder. Aiko and Miko stood close together, hands resting on each other’s softly swelling bellies. Mrs. Sato gently rubbed her own bump while her eyes stayed locked on where my cock disappeared into Reiko. Miss Takahashi and Yumi stood side by side, the younger women’s hands discreetly slipping between their own thighs as they watched with flushed cheeks.

Reiko’s prayers grew breathier, more broken. “Deeper… yes… give me your seed… let it take root…”

Her mature pussy started fluttering around me. The women watching began to touch themselves more openly — soft sighs and quiet moans joining Reiko’s prayers. Aiko slipped a hand inside Miko’s yukata. Mrs. Sato pinched her own nipple through her robe.

When Reiko came it was beautiful and reverent — a long, trembling moan as her inner walls clenched rhythmically around me, milking every inch. I gripped her wide hips and followed, pumping thick, heavy ropes of cum deep into her womb while she continued whispering prayers of gratitude. Spurt after potent spurt flooded her until warm seed began leaking out around my shaft and dripping onto the shrine floor.

I stayed buried inside her for a long moment afterward. The small harem watched with lustful, loving eyes as Reiko gently rubbed her soft belly, a peaceful smile on her face.

“Thank you,” she whispered to me, then turned her head slightly toward the others. “Thank you all… for sharing this moment.”

The women stepped forward one by one, kissing Reiko’s cheek or gently stroking her back. Aiko kissed me next, her soft lips warm and grateful. Miko followed, then Mrs. Sato, then the two younger women. Each kiss carried quiet emotion — lust mixed with something deeper, something like belonging.

We left the shrine together as the sun began to set, the small group walking down the path in comfortable silence. The women stayed close to me, hands occasionally brushing mine, soft bellies occasionally pressing against my side.

That night at the ryokan, I shared a quiet, intimate threesome with Miss Takahashi and Yumi. The two younger single moms took turns riding me slowly on the futon, their toned, athletic and slender bodies contrasting beautifully with the plush MILFs I had been with earlier. They kissed each other tenderly while they rode, moaning softly as I filled first one, then the other with fresh, thick loads.

Afterward, the three of us lay tangled together, breathing slow and deep.

Miss Takahashi rested her head on my chest. “We all want you to stay,” she whispered. “Not just for the babies… but for us. For this life we’re building together.”

Yumi nodded, her slender fingers tracing lazy circles on my stomach. “Hoshizora feels like home again because of you.”

I held them both close, the warm weight of their bodies comforting and real.

The harvest festival still had one more day, but I already knew in my heart that I wasn’t leaving when it ended.

This quiet mountain village — and the warm, fertile women who had welcomed me so completely — had become my future.


Chapter Three

The last day of the harvest festival felt different. The air was softer, the golden light richer, as if the whole village knew this was the final chapter of something beautiful. I woke early with the gentle weight of Aiko’s plush body still curled against me, her soft belly pressing warmly into my side and one heavy breast resting on my chest. She stirred, kissed my neck, and whispered, “Today is going to be special.”

I spent the morning at the small sento bathhouse with Haruka, the 40-year-old widow who had welcomed me so eagerly on my very first visit.

The bathhouse was quiet. Most villagers were already at the festival grounds. Haruka locked the front door behind us and led me to the private wooden tub room at the back. Steam rose thick and fragrant from the hot spring water. She wore only a thin white towel that barely contained her lush, slightly chubby BBW body — heavy swaying breasts, soft rounded belly, and wide fertile hips that made my pulse quicken even after weeks of breeding her.

We stepped into the hot water together. Haruka turned to face me, water glistening on her skin, and pressed her plush body against mine. Her massive breasts squished warmly into my chest as she looked up with shining, grateful eyes.

“You gave me hope again,” she whispered, voice thick with emotion. “After my husband left, I thought this part of my life was over. Then you came… and now I feel life growing inside me. I wake up every morning touching my belly and smiling.”

She kissed me slowly, deeply, her full lips soft and warm. Then she turned in my arms, braced her hands on the smooth wooden edge of the tub, and arched her back, offering herself. The water lapped gently around her thick thighs as I stepped behind her.

I entered her slowly, savoring every inch of her velvet heat. Haruka let out a long, contented sigh as I filled her completely. We moved together in a gentle, unhurried rhythm — the water sloshing softly around us, steam curling in the air. Her heavy breasts swayed with every deep thrust, her soft belly pressed against the wooden edge, and her wide hips yielded plushly under my hands.

“Thank you… for breeding me,” she moaned quietly. “Thank you for giving me a child to love again.”

I kissed the back of her neck, reached around to cup one heavy breast, and kept the pace slow and loving. Haruka’s mature pussy fluttered around me, gripping and releasing in waves. When she came it was deep and heartfelt — a trembling, breathless moan as her walls milked me rhythmically. I followed right after, pumping thick, warm ropes of cum deep into her womb while she whispered soft words of gratitude. We stayed joined for a long time afterward, my arms wrapped around her plush body, her head resting back against my shoulder as the steam rose around us.

“I want you to stay,” she said quietly before we left the bathhouse. “Not just for the babies. For all of us.”

I kissed her forehead and promised nothing yet — but my heart was already leaning toward yes.

In the golden afternoon, I walked down to the quiet riverside spot where several of the younger single moms had asked to meet me. The festival noise was distant now, replaced by the gentle murmur of the river and the rustle of late-autumn leaves.

There were four of them waiting on a soft patch of grass shaded by cherry trees that still held a few pink petals. Miss Takahashi the athletic schoolteacher, Yumi the slender konbini worker, and two other toned, flexible young mothers — all in their late twenties, all carrying the first subtle curves of early pregnancy under their loose yukatas.

They greeted me with warm, shy smiles. No rush this time. No frantic hunger. Just quiet, loving need.

One by one they came to me.

Miss Takahashi went first. She straddled my lap facing me, her toned legs wrapping around my waist as she sank down slowly onto my cock. Her athletic body felt tight and strong, yet somehow softer now with the gentle swell beginning in her belly. She rode me with slow, rolling movements, her perky breasts brushing my chest, her eyes never leaving mine.

“I think about you every time I sit at my desk,” she whispered between kisses. “I touch my belly and remember how you filled me.”

She came with a soft, trembling sigh, her inner walls pulsing around me. I held her close and flooded her with another thick load, feeling her toned body shudder as my cum settled deep inside her.

Yumi took her place next. She was more slender and flexible, folding herself gracefully as she rode me reverse, her long smooth legs trembling with every deep thrust. Her tight pussy gripped me beautifully. She looked back over her shoulder with shining eyes, whispering how much she loved feeling me inside her, how she hoped our baby would have my smile.

I filled her too, pumping heavy spurts into her slim womb while she moaned my name softly.

The other two young mothers followed — each taking her turn with the same loving slowness. Their tight, athletic and slender bodies contrasted beautifully with the plush MILFs I had been with earlier that day. They rode me one after another, kissing me tenderly, touching their own gently swelling bellies, and thanking me for giving them new life and new hope.

When the last one climbed off, the four of them curled around me on the grass, warm skin against mine, soft hands stroking my chest and thighs. The river sparkled beside us, and a few late fireflies began to wink in the lengthening shadows.

As the sun dipped toward the mountains and painted the sky in fiery oranges and pinks, almost every woman I had been with during these months gathered near the ancient stone bridge that arched over the Hoshizora River.

It was a quiet, private moment away from the main festival crowd. Twenty-two women stood or sat along the wide stone railing and the grassy bank — late-30s and early-40s BBW MILFs with their soft, slightly chubby bodies and gently rounding bellies, and younger athletic and slender single moms with toned figures and the first proud curves of pregnancy showing under loose yukatas and kimonos.

Aiko stood at the center, her plush 41-year-old body glowing in the sunset light. Miko was beside her, one hand resting protectively on her own soft belly. Mrs. Sato the mayor’s wife, Haruka the sento widow, Reiko the shrine maiden, Mrs. Tanaka the farmer’s widow — all the women whose bodies I had claimed and filled were there. The younger ones stood close too, their tight bodies now carrying the visible proof of my seed.

They surrounded me as I stepped onto the bridge. The river flowed gently below, reflecting the fiery sky. A soft breeze carried the last cherry petals and the faint scent of festival smoke.

One by one they came forward.

Aiko kissed me first — slow, deep, and full of quiet love. “You changed everything,” she whispered against my lips. “This village was dying. The women were lonely. Now we feel alive again… because of you.”

Miko kissed me next, her soft chubby body pressing close. “I’m carrying your child,” she said simply, guiding my hand to the gentle swell under her yukata. “And I’ve never been happier.”

Haruka stepped up, tears shining in her eyes. “You gave me hope when I thought I had none left. Thank you for breeding me… for making me a mother again.”

Reiko the shrine maiden kissed me tenderly. “The ritual we shared… it worked. I feel life growing. The shrine feels blessed.”

Mrs. Tanaka, still smelling faintly of rice fields and earth, held my face in her hands. “Every morning I touch my belly and smile. Stay with us. Raise these children here.”

The younger women came forward too — Miss Takahashi, Yumi, and the others. Each one kissed me with warm gratitude, some passionately, some with soft tenderness, all of them guiding my hands to the subtle curves beginning to show under their clothing.

Finally Aiko spoke for all of them. She took both my hands in hers, her plush body warm and familiar.

“We don’t want you to leave when the festival ends,” she said, voice steady but thick with emotion. “Hoshizora feels like home again because you’re here. The women are happy. The babies are coming. We want to raise them together — all of us, with you. Stay. Be our husband, our lover, our breeding king. Keep our wombs full for as long as we want you… and we will want you forever.”

The women around us nodded, eyes shining. Some had tears on their cheeks. Hands rested on swelling bellies. The sunset painted everything in warm gold and rose.

I looked at each face — the soft, slightly chubby BBW MILFs with their heavy breasts and gentle bellies, the athletic and slender younger moms with their tight bodies and proud new curves. I thought about the cheap old machiya house I had bought on a whim, the lonely life I had left behind in America, and the warm, fertile, loving village that had welcomed me so completely.

My heart felt full in a way it never had before.

“I’m staying,” I said simply. The words felt right the moment they left my mouth. “I’m not going anywhere. This is my home now. You are my home. I’ll stay and keep every one of you full for as long as you want me.”

A soft, collective sigh of happiness rose from the women. They pressed closer, surrounding me completely. Aiko kissed me again, then Miko, then Haruka, then Reiko — each kiss deeper and more grateful than the last. The younger women joined in, their lips warm and eager. Hands stroked my chest, my arms, my back. Soft bellies and toned tummies pressed against me from every side.

As the sun finally slipped behind the mountains and twilight settled over Hoshizora, the first fireflies began to dance above the river — tiny golden sparks lighting the growing dark.

I stood on the ancient stone bridge, surrounded by my happy, pregnant harem. Twenty-two beautiful Japanese women — some soft and plush with heavy breasts and rounded bellies, others toned and slender with tight bodies and subtle new curves — pressed close around me. Their hands rested on their swelling bellies. Their eyes shone with love, gratitude, and quiet joy.

Aiko leaned her head on my shoulder, one hand gently rubbing the soft curve of her own belly. “Welcome home,” she whispered.

Miko kissed my cheek. “Our breeding king.”

Haruka smiled through happy tears. “Our future.”

The fireflies swirled brighter, dancing around us like living lanterns of approval. The river murmured below. The misty mountains stood silent and eternal behind the village.

I had come to Japan looking for a cheap house and a quiet life.

Instead I had found a warm, fertile home filled with loving women who craved my seed, my presence, and my future.

And as the fireflies danced and the women I had bred pressed close with swelling bellies and grateful hearts, I knew I had found exactly where I belonged.

Forever.
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