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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 summer firefly festival turned the sleepy village of Hoshizora into something alive and electric. Paper lanterns glowed in long strings along the riverbank, casting warm golden light over the stone paths. Soft taiko drums mixed with laughter and the murmur of excited voices. Cherry blossom petals from the late-blooming trees drifted through the air like pink snow, and thousands of fireflies blinked above the dark water like living stars.

I walked through the crowd feeling every eye on me. Women smiled longer than necessary. Hands brushed my arm, my back, my hip as they passed. The air itself felt thick with unspoken hunger. I was no longer the strange new American — I was the young stud who had already bred half the village, and they all knew it.

Aiko found me near the river bridge. My plush 41-year-old BBW neighbor looked breathtaking tonight. Her slightly chubby body filled out a deep indigo yukata that clung to her heavy breasts and soft belly. The wide obi accentuated her wide, fertile hips. She didn’t say a word at first — just slipped her soft arm through mine and leaned in close enough that I could feel the warmth of her massive tits pressing against my side.

“Come with me,” she whispered, her breath hot against my ear. “There’s someone who wants to meet you properly.”

She led me away from the main festival path, down a narrow trail that followed the river until the lanterns grew sparse. The sound of the festival faded behind us, replaced by the gentle rush of water and the soft chirping of insects. We reached a small, hidden onsen tucked against the rocky bank — a natural hot spring surrounded by smooth stones and thick bamboo. Steam rose lazily into the warm night air.

Aiko slid the wooden door open. Inside, waiting in the misty glow of a single lantern, stood her best friend Miko.

Miko was thirty-eight, another late-thirties BBW MILF built for breeding. She had the same soft, slightly chubby plushness as Aiko — massive swaying breasts that strained against her crimson yukata, a gentle rounded belly that spilled softly over her obi, and wide, child-bearing hips that made the fabric stretch deliciously. Her black hair was pinned up loosely, a few strands sticking to her flushed neck from the steam.

“Aiko told me all about you,” Miko said, her voice low and husky. Her eyes traveled slowly down my body. “She said your seed feels… different. Hotter. Thicker.”

Aiko’s hand was already working on my belt. “He breeds so deep,” she murmured proudly. “You’ll feel it for days.”

They didn’t waste time with more talk. The two mature women guided me to the edge of the steaming pool. I sat on the smooth wooden bench as they knelt together in front of me. Four soft hands freed my cock, already hard and throbbing. Aiko took me into her warm mouth first, sucking with slow, hungry strokes while Miko licked along the shaft, her tongue warm and eager.

Then they stood, letting their yukatas fall open.

Their bodies were pure MILF heaven — heavy breasts with dark, stiff nipples, soft jiggly bellies, thick thighs that rubbed together, and pussies already glistening with arousal. Aiko climbed onto my lap first, facing me. Her plush weight settled beautifully as she sank down onto my bare cock with a long, throaty moan. Her velvet walls gripped me tight, hot and soaking.

“So big… every time,” she gasped, starting to ride. Her fat ass rippled with every bounce, her heavy tits swaying inches from my face. I sucked one thick nipple into my mouth while gripping her wide hips, helping her grind deeper.

Miko watched for a moment, fingers playing between her own legs, then moved behind Aiko. She pressed her own soft body against her friend’s back, reaching around to knead Aiko’s breasts while kissing her neck. “Ride him harder,” Miko whispered. “Take every drop of that American seed.”

Aiko’s moans grew louder, more desperate. Her pussy fluttered and clenched as she came hard, squirting warmly around my cock. The sensation pushed me over. I groaned and thrust up deep, flooding her fertile womb with thick, heavy ropes of cum. Pulse after pulse, I pumped her full until it overflowed and ran down my balls in creamy white streams.

Before I could catch my breath, Miko gently pushed Aiko aside and took her place. She was just as plush, just as wet. Her slightly chubby body felt incredible as she sank down, her soft belly pressing against mine. She rode me slower at first, savoring every inch, then faster, her massive breasts bouncing heavily.

“Breed me too,” she begged, voice breaking. “Fill this married pussy. Give me a baby that isn’t my husband’s.”

Aiko knelt beside us, kissing Miko deeply while fingering her clit. The two women moaned into each other’s mouths as Miko’s walls started spasming. I gripped her wide hips and exploded again — pumping another massive load straight into her hungry womb. Miko cried out, trembling as she felt every hot spurt splash against her cervix.

They stayed on me for a while, kissing, touching, letting my cum leak from both their well-bred pussies onto my thighs. The fireflies danced above the water like silent witnesses to the raw breeding.

Eventually we dressed again, yukatas loosely tied, skin still flushed and sticky. Aiko kissed my cheek. “The festival isn’t over yet,” she whispered with a wicked smile. “Go back. They’re all waiting for you.”

I returned to the main festival path still buzzing with energy. The crowd had grown thicker. Women glanced at me with open hunger now. Two of them caught my eye immediately — both younger single moms in their late twenties, athletic and slender from mountain life.

One was Yumi, the tight-bodied konbini girl I’d already bred once. The other was her friend Haru, a slender runner with long toned legs and a perky chest. They didn’t speak. They simply took my hands and pulled me behind a row of food stalls into a dark, narrow alley between wooden buildings.

The moment we were hidden, they dropped to their knees together. Four eager hands and two hungry mouths worshipped my cock, still slick from the two BBW MILFs. They took turns sucking and licking, moaning softly as they tasted the mixed creampies.

Then they stood. Haru bent over first, bracing her hands on a wooden crate, yoga pants yanked down just enough. Her athletic pussy was shaved smooth and dripping. I slid in deep with one thrust. She was incredibly tight, her toned walls gripping me like a fist. I fucked her hard and fast while Yumi kissed her and played with her clit.

“Fill her,” Yumi whispered. “Breed us both again.”

Haru came quickly, her slender body shaking. I buried myself deep and pumped the first fresh load of the second round into her tight belly. When I pulled out, thick white cum immediately began leaking down her toned thighs.

Yumi took her place without hesitation. She was just as athletic, just as desperate. I gripped her narrow waist and railed her standing, the wet slap of skin barely muffled by the festival noise nearby. She came even harder than her friend, biting her lip to stay quiet as her pussy milked me dry. I flooded her too — long, powerful spurts of hot cum painting her slim womb until it overflowed and dripped onto the ground between her feet.

Both young women turned, kissed me gratefully, and quickly fixed their clothes. “Thank you,” Haru whispered, eyes glassy. “We needed that so badly.”

I slipped back into the festival crowd, legs a little shaky, cock still sticky with the mixed juices of four women. Aiko was waiting near the bridge, her plush body warm as she pressed against my side again.

She leaned up and kissed my neck softly. “The whole village is talking about you tonight,” she murmured, one hand discreetly brushing the front of my pants. “They all want what we just had. Come home with me… I’m still leaking you. I want to feel you again before morning.”

We walked back to my machiya house together, fireflies dancing around us like tiny lanterns of approval. Aiko’s soft, slightly chubby body felt perfect curled against mine as we stepped inside. She was already pulling her yukata open before the door even slid shut, her heavy breasts spilling free, her plump thighs parting as she begged for one more deep breeding to end the night.

I pushed her gently onto the tatami, spread her thick legs, and sank back into her cum-filled pussy with a long groan. She moaned my name as I started thrusting again, slow and deep this time, savoring the wet, creamy sounds of her well-used hole.

By the time we finally collapsed together, Aiko was leaking fresh loads down her thighs, her soft belly pressed warmly against me.

She nuzzled into my neck, voice sleepy and satisfied.

“The whole village is starting to crave you… and I think they’re never going to stop.”


Chapter Two

The next morning the village of Hoshizora woke slowly under a soft mist that clung to the mountains. My body still carried the pleasant ache from last night’s festival breeding — Aiko’s plush warmth curled against me until dawn, her soft belly and heavy breasts pressed to my side, my cum still slowly leaking from her well-used pussy.

I stepped outside to find several women already waiting near the old mountain shrine. They had brought tools and wood, smiling shyly as they explained they wanted to repair the weathered torii gate and altar as thanks for the successful firefly festival. I offered to help, rolling up my sleeves. The work felt good — lifting beams, hammering nails, sanding old wood under the warm sun.

The shrine maiden watched me the entire time.

Her name was Reiko, thirty-seven, voluptuous and softly plump in all the right places. She wore traditional white and red ceremonial robes that hugged her full figure — heavy breasts that strained the fabric, a gentle rounded belly that curved softly beneath the obi, and wide, fertile hips that swayed with every step. Her long black hair was tied back neatly, but a few strands had escaped, sticking to her flushed neck from the heat.

When the work was finished and the other women had left, Reiko approached me with a small wooden cup of cold barley tea. Her dark eyes were full of quiet hunger.

“You worked so hard for our shrine,” she said softly, voice like warm honey. “Let me offer proper thanks… in the old way.”

She took my hand and led me inside the small wooden shrine building. The air smelled of incense and aged cedar. Afternoon sunlight filtered through the paper screens, casting a golden glow over the polished altar.

Reiko turned to face me, then slowly loosened the ties of her ceremonial robes. The white and red fabric parted, revealing her lush, mature body — heavy breasts with large, dark nipples already stiff, the soft jiggly swell of her belly, and thick thighs that rubbed together invitingly. Her pussy was neatly trimmed, lips puffy and glistening.

She bent forward over the low wooden altar, bracing her hands on the smooth surface and arching her back. The robes bunched around her waist, presenting her plump ass and dripping slit perfectly.

“Please,” she whispered, looking back at me with half-lidded eyes. “Take your reward. Breed this shrine maiden’s womb. Fill me with your strong foreign seed while I pray for the village.”

I stepped behind her, gripping her wide hips. My cock, already rock-hard again, rubbed along her slick folds once before I pushed in deep with one smooth thrust. Reiko moaned loudly, her plush body shuddering as I stretched her. She was warm, velvety, and incredibly wet — her mature pussy gripping me like it never wanted to let go.

I started fucking her with long, deep strokes, the altar creaking softly beneath her. Her heavy breasts swayed and slapped against the wood with every thrust. She kept murmuring prayers under her breath between moans — soft Japanese words of gratitude mixed with desperate pleas for my cum.

“Deeper… yes… flood this fertile body… give the shrine new life…”

Her soft, slightly chubby frame jiggled beautifully — belly, ass, and thighs rippling with every powerful impact. I reached around to knead one heavy breast, pinching the nipple while I railed her harder. Reiko’s moans grew louder, more broken. Her inner walls started fluttering, then clamped down hard as she came with a long, trembling cry, her pussy milking me rhythmically.

I couldn’t hold back. I buried myself to the hilt and erupted — thick, heavy ropes of hot cum blasting straight into her fertile depths. Pulse after pulse, I pumped her full while she whispered grateful prayers, her body shaking as she felt every spurt splash against her cervix. When I finally pulled out, a thick white creampie immediately began oozing from her well-bred pussy, running down her thick thighs and dripping onto the shrine floor.

Reiko stayed bent over the altar for a long moment, breathing hard, one hand gently rubbing her soft belly as if she could already feel my seed taking root.

“Thank you,” she whispered, voice thick with satisfaction. “Come back anytime the shrine needs… offerings.”

I left the shrine with a satisfied glow, the taste of incense and sex still on my skin.

Later that afternoon, three younger single moms invited me on what they called a “girls-only” hiking trip up the misty mountain trails behind the village. I should have known better.

The trail wound through thick forest and bamboo groves, the air cool and damp. The three women walked ahead of me, laughing and chatting in short shorts and tight tops that showed off their athletic and slender bodies perfectly.

There was Saki — athletic runner-type with toned legs, firm ass, and perky B-cups. Then two slender, flexible girls: Mio and Rina, both with narrow waists, long smooth legs, and that graceful yoga-honed flexibility.

Halfway up the trail they suddenly stopped in a secluded clearing surrounded by soft moss and dappled sunlight. Before I could ask what was happening, they turned on me with hungry smiles.

“No one comes here,” Saki said, already peeling off her tank top. “We’ve been talking about you since the festival.”

They stripped me down together in seconds — three pairs of eager hands tugging at my clothes until my cock sprang free, still half-hard from the shrine breeding. The three young single moms dropped to their knees on the soft grass and worshipped me with their mouths, taking turns sucking and licking while moaning softly.

Then they pushed me onto my back on the moss.

Saki climbed on first, her athletic body straddling me reverse cowgirl. She sank down with a sharp gasp, her tight toned pussy gripping every inch. She rode me hard and fast, her firm ass bouncing, long legs flexing powerfully. Mio and Rina knelt on either side, kissing her, playing with her clit and my balls, urging her on.

“Breed her deep,” Mio whispered. “Fill that tight runner pussy.”

Saki came hard, her toned body shaking as her walls clamped down. I groaned and pumped the first load of the afternoon straight into her athletic womb — thick spurts flooding her until it leaked out around my shaft.

The moment she climbed off, Mio took her place. She was more slender and flexible — folding herself into a deep squat over me, riding with graceful, rolling hips that took me incredibly deep. Her tight pussy felt like silk. She leaned forward, long hair cascading over my chest as she ground down, moaning my name.

Rina straddled my face at the same time, lowering her smooth, shaved slit onto my mouth. I licked her eagerly while Mio rode me faster. When Rina came on my tongue, Mio followed right after, her slender body trembling as I flooded her too with another heavy creampie.

Finally Rina took her turn, bending forward in a perfect flexible bridge position while I thrust into her from above. Her long legs trembled beautifully as I pounded deep, her slender pussy milking me until I gave her the third load of the clearing — pumping her slim belly full until thick white cum dripped down her thighs onto the moss.

All three young women lay beside me afterward, breathing hard, gently rubbing their lower bellies and smiling dreamily as my seed leaked from their well-bred holes.

“We’re going to be sore tomorrow,” Saki laughed softly, “but it was worth every drop.”

We hiked back down as the sun began to lower, the three of them walking with that unmistakable just-bred glow.

That evening I was invited to the small ryokan inn at the edge of the village for a private “ramen-making lesson.” The innkeeper was forty-two-year-old Keiko — a slightly chubby BBW with the kind of plush, maternal body that made my spent cock twitch back to life.

She wore a simple dark yukata that barely contained her massive breasts and soft belly. We stood together in the small kitchen behind the counter, steam rising from the pot as she showed me how to knead the noodles.

Then she dropped to her knees under the low wooden table.

Her warm mouth took me deep, sucking with slow, grateful hunger while her soft hands massaged my balls. When I was rock-hard again she stood, turned around, and bent over the kitchen counter, hiking her yukata up over her wide hips.

“Teach me too,” she whispered, looking back with heavy-lidded eyes. “Teach this old innkeeper how a young American bull breeds.”

I gripped her plush hips and slid into her from behind. Keiko was incredibly warm and creamy, her slightly chubby body cushioning every hard thrust. Her heavy breasts swayed and slapped against the counter as I pounded her, the wet sounds of our fucking mixing with the bubbling ramen pot.

She came first, moaning loudly as her mature pussy clenched and fluttered around me. I followed right after — pumping another thick, heavy load deep into her hungry womb while she pushed back, milking every last drop.

When I finally pulled out, thick white cum oozed from her plump pussy and ran down her thick thighs onto the kitchen floor.

Keiko turned, kissed me softly, and smiled with satisfaction.

“Stay for dinner,” she murmured, gently rubbing her soft belly. “And maybe… dessert afterward.”

By the time I walked home that night, the harem had grown to nearly a dozen women. I passed several late-30s BBW MILFs on the path — Aiko, Miko, Reiko, Keiko — and noticed the very first gentle swells beginning to show under their yukatas. They didn’t hide it. Instead they proudly rubbed their soft bellies when they saw me, eyes shining with quiet joy and fresh hunger.

I stood on the engawa of my machiya house as the stars came out, the river murmuring below. My body was deliciously spent, my balls empty for now, but my mind buzzed with the knowledge that almost every fertile woman in Hoshizora was now craving my cock and my seed.

The cheap house, the quiet village, the misty mountains — it had all become my personal breeding ground.

And the summer was still young.


Chapter Three

The moon hung low and bright over Hoshizora when Keiko, the plush 42-year-old innkeeper, quietly slid open the door of my machiya house that night.

“The ryokan is empty tonight,” she whispered, her soft chubby body still glowing from the kitchen creampie earlier. “The staff… we all want you. Come. Stay with us until morning.”

I followed her through the quiet village paths. The ryokan sat at the edge of town, a traditional wooden building with sliding paper screens and a small private garden. Inside, the air smelled of tatami, incense, and feminine heat.

Four women were waiting in the largest futon room, already dressed in nothing but loosely tied yukatas. The entire small staff had gathered for me.

Keiko, my plush early-40s BBW innkeeper, stood with her massive heavy breasts barely contained, soft belly gently spilling over her obi. Beside her was 40-year-old Haruka, the sento widow — another slightly chubby BBW with even heavier swaying tits and wide breeding hips. Then came the two younger single moms: 29-year-old athletic Saki from the hiking trail, and 28-year-old slender Yumi from the konbini. Their toned, tight bodies looked delicious next to the softer, more mature curves of the older women.

They didn’t speak much. They simply surrounded me.

Hands pulled at my clothes until I stood naked in the center of the futon room. Four pairs of hungry eyes drank me in. Then the yukatas began to fall.

The room filled with soft feminine bodies — plush and jiggly, toned and athletic, all of them warm and already wet for me.

Keiko pushed me gently onto the thick futon first. She climbed on top, her slightly chubby BBW body settling heavily as she sank down onto my cock with a long, satisfied groan. Her velvet pussy was still creamy from our earlier kitchen fuck. She rode me slow and deep, her heavy breasts swaying above my face, soft belly pressing warmly against me.

“Fill me again,” she moaned. “Breed your innkeeper’s womb.”

Haruka knelt beside us, kissing Keiko deeply while her soft hand played with my balls. Then she moved behind Keiko, pressing her own plush body against her friend’s back, reaching around to knead those massive tits as Keiko bounced harder.

I gripped Keiko’s wide hips and thrust up, flooding her with another thick load. She cried out, trembling as rope after rope of hot cum painted her fertile depths. When she finally lifted off, thick white seed poured from her plump pussy onto my stomach.

Haruka took her turn immediately. The 40-year-old BBW widow was even softer, her heavy breasts smothering me as she rode reverse cowgirl. Her wide ass rippled beautifully with every bounce, the wet sounds of her creamy pussy echoing in the quiet room. Saki and Yumi knelt on either side, kissing her neck, sucking on her nipples, and whispering filthy encouragement.

“Take his seed… let him knock you up like the rest of us…”

Haruka came hard, her mature body shaking as her walls milked me. I exploded deep inside her, pumping load after heavy load into her hungry womb until it overflowed and ran down her thick thighs.

The younger women were next.

Saki, the athletic runner, straddled me facing forward. Her toned body was tight and strong — perky tits bouncing as she rode me with powerful, athletic rolls of her hips. Yumi knelt in front of her, kissing her deeply while I thrust up hard. Saki’s tight pussy clenched rhythmically until she came with a sharp cry. I flooded her athletic womb with fresh, potent cum, watching it leak out around my shaft as she trembled.

Yumi took the final turn of the first round. She was more slender and flexible, folding her long legs into a deep squat over me and riding with graceful, rolling motions that took every inch. Her tight pussy felt incredible. The two older BBW MILFs watched with hungry eyes, softly touching themselves as Yumi moaned and begged for my seed.

When she came, her slender body arched beautifully. I gripped her narrow waist and pumped her full — thick spurts splashing against her cervix until creamy white cum dripped down onto the tatami mat.

They didn’t let me rest long.

The four women arranged themselves around me in a warm, naked pile of soft curves and toned limbs. Keiko and Haruka pressed their plush BBW bodies against my sides, their heavy breasts squishing warmly against my chest and arms. Saki and Yumi took turns riding me again, their athletic and slender pussies alternating while the older women kissed me, sucked on my nipples, and whispered how much they needed me to keep breeding them all summer.

I lost track of how many loads I gave them.

I bred Keiko again while she lay on her back, legs spread wide, her soft jiggly belly bouncing with every deep thrust. Haruka took another standing creampie against the wooden pillar, her thick thighs wrapped around my waist as I pumped her full. Saki bent over in front of the paper screen, her athletic ass flexing as I railed her from behind and flooded her toned womb once more. Yumi rode me reverse while the two BBW MILFs sucked on her perky tits, until I gave her a final heavy load that overflowed and soaked the futon beneath us.

The tatami mats grew sticky with overflowing creampies. The room smelled of sex, sweat, and fertile women. Moans and wet sounds filled the air, barely muffled by the thin paper screens. The four women kissed each other between turns, sharing my cum on their tongues, rubbing their cum-filled bellies together with soft, satisfied smiles.

By the time the first light of dawn touched the mountains, all four were glowing — leaking my seed, bodies trembling with exhaustion and pleasure.

I lay in the center of them, surrounded by soft plush curves and toned limbs, my cock finally spent but still twitching against warm skin. Keiko nuzzled into my neck, her heavy breast draped over my chest.

“You’re ours now,” she whispered. “The whole village’s young breeding bull.”

Haruka kissed my shoulder, her soft belly pressed against my side. “Some of us are already late… your strong American seed works fast.”

Saki and Yumi curled against my legs, gently stroking my spent cock with lazy fingers. “We’ll need more tonight,” Saki murmured sleepily. “Keep our wombs full all summer.”

I fell asleep surrounded by my growing harem, the scent of fresh creampies and satisfied women heavy in the air.

Later that night, well after midnight, I stood alone on the ancient stone bridge overlooking the Hoshizora River. The village was quiet now, but I wasn’t alone for long.

Several of my women found me there — Aiko with her soft chubby body, Miko still flushed from earlier, Reiko the shrine maiden, and a few of the younger single moms. Some already showed the very first gentle swell under their yukatas, proudly rubbing their soft or toned bellies as they gathered around me.

Fireflies danced in glowing clouds above the water, lighting their faces with soft golden sparks.

They pressed close, warm bodies against mine, soft lips kissing my neck, my chest, my arms. Hands stroked my skin with quiet possessiveness.

“Keep breeding us,” Aiko whispered against my ear, her heavy breasts pressing into my side. “Fill every fertile pussy in Hoshizora.”

Miko’s hand slid down to cup my cock through my pants. “We need you every night… every day…”

Reiko smiled softly, one hand resting on her slightly swollen belly. “The shrine has never felt more alive.”

I stood there on the old bridge, surrounded by my cum-leaking, soon-to-be-pregnant harem, the river murmuring below and fireflies swirling around us like tiny blessings.

I had come to this cheap old house in the misty mountains looking for a quiet life.

Instead I had become the hot young breeding stud of an entire village — claimed by every horny Japanese MILF and single mom who craved my thick cock and potent seed.

And the summer had only just begun.

The breeding in Hoshizora was far from over.
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