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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 old bus hissed to a stop at the edge of Hoshizora, its brakes squeaking like tired bones. I stepped down into the cool, misty mountain air of late afternoon, the kind that carried the faint scent of pine, river water, and something sweet — cherry blossoms maybe, even though their peak had passed. My duffel bag felt heavy on my shoulder as I looked around the tiny village that was now my home. Star-Sky Village. Hoshizora. A cluster of weathered wooden houses hugged the gentle curve of the river, stone paths winding between them like veins. Lanterns hung from eaves, swaying softly in the breeze. Old women in aprons swept their doorsteps with slow, rhythmic strokes, glancing up at the tall young foreigner who had just arrived.

I was twenty-three, freshly escaped from noisy American life, chasing the cheap rent I’d found online for this forgotten machiya house right beside the water. As I started hauling my suitcases and boxes toward the address scribbled on my phone, I felt it immediately — eyes. Not just curious. Hungry. A group of middle-aged women paused their conversation near the small shrine, their gazes lingering on my broad shoulders, my arms, the easy way I moved. One whispered something to another, and they both smiled in a way that made heat stir low in my gut. I was the only young man they’d seen in years. The only American ever to stay. The thought sent a strange thrill through me as I unlocked the sliding door of my new home.

The house was perfect in its simplicity — creaky tatami floors, paper screens, a small engawa porch overlooking the river where fireflies would dance later. I spent the next few hours unpacking, sweat sticking my t-shirt to my back, muscles aching in the best way. Dust motes floated in the golden light slanting through the windows. By the time the sun dipped behind the misty mountains, I was sticky, tired, and starving. I’d just cracked open a bottle of water when a soft knock echoed through the quiet house.

I slid the door open.

She stood there like a vision from every forbidden fantasy I’d ever had about Japanese MILFs. Aiko Takahashi. Forty-one years old, and every inch of her screamed soft, fertile, slightly chubby BBW perfection. Her massive, heavy breasts strained against the thin blue yukata she wore, the fabric stretched tight over their full, pendulous weight. The material clung to the gentle swell of her belly — that delicious, jiggly softness that spilled just a little over the sash at her waist, proof of a woman who had carried life and still carried hunger. Wide breeding hips flared out dramatically, leading down to thick, plush thighs that rubbed together with every subtle shift of her weight. Her face was warm and pretty, with laugh lines at the corners of her dark eyes and full lips curved in a shy smile that didn’t quite hide the desperate heat smoldering behind it. Black hair was pinned up loosely, a few strands framing her flushed cheeks.

In her hands she carried a wooden tray: perfectly formed onigiri wrapped in nori, still warm, and a small ceramic bottle of sake with two cups. Her voice was soft, accented in that melodic way that made my pulse quicken. “Welcome… neighbor. I am Aiko Takahashi. Thought you might be hungry after long trip.”

I invited her in, my throat suddenly dry. We knelt on the tatami mats in the main room, the low table between us. The sake warmed quickly in my hands as I poured for her first, then myself. The rice wine was smooth and slightly sweet, sliding down easy. Aiko’s yukata shifted as she sipped, the neckline dipping lower, revealing deep, creamy cleavage and the soft inner curves of those enormous tits. She told me her story in quiet, halting English mixed with Japanese words I could mostly guess. Husband gone five years now — ran off to the city for work and never came back. Raising her teenage daughter alone in this quiet mountain village where all the young men had left for Tokyo or Osaka. The nights were long. Lonely. Her voice dropped when she said that last part, eyes flicking to my chest, then lower.

The sake loosened everything. Her cheeks flushed deeper. The yukata slipped open just a fraction more, showing the soft swell of her belly and the faint stretch marks that only made her sexier — real, lived-in, fertile. My cock thickened inside my shorts, pressing uncomfortably against the fabric. She noticed. Her breath hitched. A trembling hand reached across the table, fingertips brushing my knee, then sliding higher with shy boldness.

“I… I should not,” she whispered, but her hand kept moving, tracing the growing bulge. “You are so young. So strong. American men… they say they are big.”

One “thank you” for the food turned into something else entirely. I leaned in, capturing her full lips in a slow kiss. She tasted like sake and rice and pure feminine need. The kiss deepened fast — hungry, wet, tongues sliding. My hands found the sash of her yukata and tugged it loose. The fabric parted like water, spilling her body into view.

Her breasts were magnificent. Heavy, pendulous, easily double-Ds or more, with dark, thick nipples already stiff and begging. They sagged just enough with natural weight to look incredibly soft and suckable. I cupped them, thumbs circling the peaks, and Aiko whimpered, arching into my touch. The soft jiggly flesh overflowed my palms. I lowered my head, sucking one nipple deep into my mouth, tongue flicking while my hand kneaded the other. She moaned louder, fingers threading through my hair, pulling me closer. Her free hand fumbled with my shorts, freeing my throbbing cock. It sprang out hard and thick, veins pulsing, the head already glistening.

“Oh… so big,” she breathed, eyes wide with lust. “Bigger than my husband ever was.”

She pushed me onto my back on the tatami, the mats cool against my skin. Her yukata hung open like a robe as she straddled me, that plush, slightly chubby body on full display — soft belly, wide hips, thick thighs framing her shaved pussy. Her outer lips were puffy and already slick, inner folds glistening with arousal. No condom. No hesitation. She reached down, gripped my shaft, and rubbed the fat head along her slit, coating me in her juices.

Then she sank down.

The heat was insane — tight, velvety, soaking wet. Her mature pussy stretched around my girth with a wet squelch, taking every inch until her soft ass rested against my thighs. Aiko’s head fell back, a long, throaty moan escaping as she adjusted to my size. “So full… already so deep.”

She started riding. Slow at first, then faster. Reverse cowgirl so I had the perfect view of her fat ass rippling with every bounce. Those wide breeding hips rolled in hypnotic circles, her plump cheeks spreading and clapping softly against me. Her pussy gripped like a velvet fist, milking my cock with every rise and fall. Juices coated my balls, dripping down as she worked herself on me. Her heavy breasts swung heavily, slapping together with wet sounds. I reached up, gripping fistfuls of that soft, jiggly ass, spreading her wider so I could watch my thick shaft disappear into her creamy folds again and again.

“Harder,” she gasped in broken English, voice cracking with raw need. “Please… fuck me harder. Breed this lonely Japanese pussy. I need it. Need your young seed.”

I thrust up to meet her, slamming deep, the head of my cock kissing her cervix with every powerful stroke. The tatami creaked beneath us. Her moans grew louder, shameless, echoing through the thin walls of the old house. “Yes! Like that! Fill me! Make me pregnant again!”

Her body started trembling. Her inner walls fluttered and clenched hard around me. Aiko cried out, squirting hard — hot fluid gushing around my cock, soaking my groin and the mats below. The sensation pushed me over the edge. I gripped her hips bruisingly tight and exploded.

Thick, heavy ropes of hot cum erupted from my balls, flooding her fertile depths. Pulse after pulse, I pumped her full, painting her womb white with potent American seed. She kept grinding down, milking every last drop, her own orgasm rolling through her in waves as my cum overflowed, leaking out around my shaft in creamy white rivulets that ran down her thighs.

Aiko collapsed forward onto my chest, her massive soft breasts squishing against me, her plump belly pressed to my abs. She was panting, trembling, my cock still buried deep inside her pulsing pussy. Warm cum continued to trickle out, pooling between us.

“First time in years,” she whispered against my neck, voice husky and satisfied. “Feels so full… so warm. Your seed… it’s so much. I can feel it inside me.”

We stayed like that for a long time, my hands stroking her soft back and wide hips. Eventually I softened inside her, but she made no move to pull off. Instead she nuzzled closer, her cum-filled cunt still gently squeezing me. That night I fell asleep with her soft, plush, slightly chubby BBW body curled against mine, one heavy breast draped over my chest, her thick thigh thrown over my leg. The river murmured outside. Fireflies began to dance over the water.

I knew, deep in my bones, that buying this cheap house in Hoshizora was the best decision I’d ever made. The village had welcomed me with open arms — and an even more open, dripping wet pussy. And this was only the beginning.


Chapter Two

The morning sun filtered through the paper screens, painting the tatami in soft gold. I woke with a warm, heavy weight draped across my chest — Aiko’s massive, soft breasts squishing against me, her slightly chubby belly rising and falling with slow, satisfied breaths. Her thick thigh was still hooked over mine, and between her plush legs I could feel the sticky mess of last night’s creampie dried on her skin and mine. She stirred, pressing a lazy kiss to my neck before murmuring something about needing to get her daughter ready for school. With one last shy, cum-hungry smile she slipped back into her yukata and padded out, leaving me alone in the quiet house with the faint scent of her pussy and my seed still hanging in the air.

I showered quickly in the tiny bathroom, the cool mountain water doing little to calm the fresh surge of energy running through my veins. By the time I stepped outside, the village of Hoshizora was already awake in its gentle way. Birds called from the misty pines. The river sparkled. And everywhere I looked, women were watching.

I headed to the tiny konbini at the center of the village for something to eat. The bell above the door jingled as I entered. Behind the counter stood Yumi — twenty-eight, slender and athletic, with the kind of tight, toned body that came from years of mountain hiking and chasing after her young son. She had perky B-cup tits that sat high and firm on her chest, a narrow waist that flared into nicely rounded hips, and long, smooth legs shown off by tight black leggings. Her dark hair was pulled into a practical ponytail, but her sharp, pretty face flushed the moment her eyes landed on me.

She knew. The whole village already knew.

“Kon’nichiwa,” she said, voice a little breathy. Her gaze dropped straight to the front of my pants before flicking back up. The store was empty except for us.

I grabbed a bottle of cold green tea and some onigiri, placing them on the counter. Yumi rang me up slowly, her fingers trembling. When the total came up she didn’t take my money right away. Instead she glanced at the door, bit her lower lip, then flipped the “Open” sign to “Closed” and locked it with a decisive click.

Before I could say anything she was around the counter, dropping to her knees right there between the snack shelves. Her slender hands yanked my shorts down, freeing my cock — already half-hard from the way she was looking at it. “I heard about you and Aiko-san last night,” she whispered, hot breath ghosting over the head. “Everyone is talking. They say you are very… potent.”

Her mouth was on me in the next heartbeat. Warm, wet, eager. Yumi wasn’t shy — she took me deep, slender throat working as she bobbed, tongue swirling around the underside. Saliva dripped down my shaft as she sucked with hungry little moans, her ponytail swinging. One hand stroked what her mouth couldn’t reach while the other slipped between her own legs, rubbing herself through her leggings. The wet sounds of her slurping filled the small store, mixing with the hum of the refrigerator.

I groaned, threading my fingers through her silky hair. She pulled off with a pop, strings of spit connecting her lips to my glistening cock. “Please… I need it inside,” she begged, standing and turning around. She shoved her leggings and panties down in one smooth motion, bending over the counter and presenting her tight, athletic ass. Her pussy was shaved smooth, lips puffy and already dripping arousal down her inner thighs. The slender muscles in her back and legs flexed beautifully as she arched, offering herself.

I stepped up, gripped her narrow waist, and rubbed the fat head of my cock along her slick slit. She whimpered. Then I pushed in — one long, steady thrust until my balls pressed against her clit. Yumi’s pussy was incredibly tight, hot, and velvety, the athletic walls rippling around me like they were trying to pull me deeper. “So big… stretching me so good,” she gasped, pushing back to take every inch.

I started fucking her hard and fast, the counter creaking under her slender body. Her perky tits bounced inside her thin t-shirt as I pounded deep, the wet slap of skin on skin echoing between the shelves. She was flexible — one leg lifted onto a lower shelf, opening herself wider so I could drive even deeper. Her moans grew louder, shameless. “Harder… breed me! Fill this hungry pussy with your American cum!”

The pressure built fast. Her inner muscles clenched rhythmically, milking me. I reached around, finding her swollen clit and rubbing tight circles. Yumi cried out, her whole toned body shaking as she came hard — her pussy spasming and gushing around my cock. That was all it took. I buried myself to the hilt and erupted.

Thick, heavy ropes of hot cum blasted into her slim belly, pulse after pulse flooding her fertile womb. I kept thrusting through it, pushing my seed as deep as possible while she trembled and whimpered, “Yes… so much… I feel it splashing inside.” When I finally pulled out, a thick white creampie immediately began oozing from her freshly-fucked slit, running down her athletic thighs in creamy trails. Yumi stayed bent over the counter for a moment, breathing hard, one hand reaching back to push some of the leaking cum back inside her with two fingers.

She turned, dropped to her knees again, and licked me clean with soft, grateful kisses. “Thank you,” she whispered, eyes glassy with lust. “Come back anytime… my shift ends at six.”

I left the konbini with my legs a little shaky and my balls already feeling lighter. The village paths felt different now — every woman I passed seemed to know exactly what I’d just done. Their eyes followed me with open hunger.

Next stop was the small public sento bathhouse at the edge of the village, tucked behind a stand of bamboo. The wooden building steamed gently in the cool air. I paid the modest fee and stepped into the changing area. The woman running it was waiting — Haruka, thirty-nine, a softly plump BBW widow whose body made my spent cock twitch back to life instantly.

She was pure late-thirties MILF heaven: heavy, swaying breasts that had to be at least G-cups, barely contained by the thin towel she’d wrapped around herself. A soft, jiggly belly that curved out gently, wide breeding hips, and thick thighs that rubbed together with a soft whisper. Her skin was flushed from the heat, dark hair pinned up, full lips parted as she looked me over with undisguised desire.

“New guest,” she said softly, voice husky. “Let me show you the private bath… it is more relaxing.”

She led me to a secluded wooden tub room filled with thick steam. The moment the door slid shut behind us she dropped her towel. Her body was lush and inviting — soft rolls at her waist, heavy breasts hanging full and pendulous with large, dark nipples already stiff. A neatly trimmed patch of black hair crowned her puffy pussy lips, already glistening.

Haruka stepped into the hot water first, then beckoned me. I joined her, the heat enveloping us both. She pressed close immediately, those massive soft tits squishing against my chest as her hand wrapped around my hardening cock under the water. “I heard what you did with Aiko… and with Yumi this morning,” she murmured, stroking me slowly. “This village has been so empty. We need strong young seed.”

She turned, bracing her hands on the wooden edge of the tub, presenting her plump ass. Water cascaded down her soft curves. I stood behind her, gripping those wide hips, and slid my thick cock between her slick folds. She was looser than Yumi but incredibly warm and velvety, her mature pussy welcoming me with wet, sucking heat. I pushed in deep, groaning at how her plush body cushioned every thrust.

I fucked her steadily at first, then harder, the water sloshing violently around us. Her heavy breasts swung and slapped against the wooden side of the tub, sending droplets flying. Haruka moaned loudly, pushing back to meet every stroke. “Deeper… yes, breed this neglected womb. Fill me with your hot cum!”

Her soft, slightly chubby body jiggled beautifully with every impact — belly, ass, thighs all rippling. I reached around to knead one massive tit, pinching the nipple while I railed her. The steam made everything slick and primal. Her pussy started fluttering, clenching hard around me as her orgasm built.

When she came she cried out, her inner walls spasming wildly, milking my cock like a hungry mouth. I couldn’t hold back. I slammed deep and unloaded — powerful jets of thick cum erupting straight into her fertile core. Spurt after heavy spurt painted her womb white while she trembled and gasped, “I feel it… so much seed… thank you.”

I stayed buried inside her as the water turned faintly cloudy with my overflow. Haruka turned in my arms, pressing her soft, plush body against me, kissing me deeply while my cum continued to leak out around my softening cock.

The rest of the afternoon passed in a haze of village life. I helped an old man carry supplies, visited the small shrine, and learned a few more Japanese phrases from friendly locals. But the hunger never left the air. By early evening I found myself walking the cherry-tree-lined path beside the river, petals still scattered on the ground like pink snow even weeks after the main bloom.

She found me there — the athletic divorcée whose name I learned was Rina, thirty-two, with a body sculpted by mountain trails and yoga. Slender but strong, with long toned legs, a tight waist, perky C-cups, and an ass that was firm and rounded from all the hiking. Her skin glowed with a light sheen of sweat as she jogged up in tight shorts and a sports bra, ponytail swinging.

“I saw you at the bathhouse earlier,” she said with a playful smile, falling into step beside me. “You move like someone who knows how to take care of a woman.”

We talked as we walked — her divorce, the loneliness of raising her son alone, how the young men had all left Hoshizora. The conversation grew flirtier, her hand brushing mine. When we reached a secluded spot behind an old stone lantern, surrounded by lingering cherry trees, she stopped and turned to me, eyes dark with need.

“No one will see,” she whispered.

Rina pushed me gently against the lantern, dropping to her knees first to suck me back to full hardness with quick, athletic enthusiasm. Her mouth was skilled — tight and wet, tongue working the underside while she looked up at me with hungry eyes. Then she stood, peeled off her shorts and panties, and bent over, hands braced on the stone. Her athletic ass flexed as she spread her legs, showing me her tight, glistening pussy.

I gripped her narrow waist and slid in deep in one smooth thrust. She was incredibly tight and flexible, her toned walls gripping me like a fist. I fucked her hard against the lantern, the wet slap of my hips against her firm ass echoing softly under the trees. Rina moaned freely, pushing back to take every inch, her perky tits bouncing inside the sports bra.

“Breed me,” she gasped, voice husky. “I want to feel your hot cum inside. Make my belly swell again.”

Her athletic body took the pounding beautifully — legs steady, back arched perfectly, pussy milking me with rhythmic squeezes. I reached around to rub her clit, feeling her start to shake. When she came it was explosive — her whole toned frame shuddering, inner muscles clamping down hard as she squirted lightly around my cock.

That pushed me over. I buried myself as deep as I could and flooded her. Thick, potent spurts of cum erupted into her slim, athletic womb, pulse after pulse until it overflowed and ran down her trembling thighs in creamy white streams. Rina stayed bent over, breathing hard, gently rocking back to keep me inside as long as possible.

We stayed there as the sun dipped lower, cherry petals drifting around us. She kissed me softly before pulling her shorts back on, my cum still leaking down her legs. “Come find me anytime,” she whispered. “My house is the blue one near the bridge.”

By the time I made it back to my machiya as twilight settled over Hoshizora, my body was deliciously spent and my mind was spinning. Three women in one day — slender Yumi bent over the konbini counter, plush Haruka taking my load in the steamy sento, and athletic Rina bred under the cherry blossoms. Each one left dripping with my thick seed, eyes glassy with satisfaction and fresh hope for a swollen belly.

I stood on the engawa of my house, watching fireflies begin their dance over the river. The village felt alive in a way it hadn’t before. Every path, every house, every woman now carried the promise of more raw, bareback breeding. Aiko would probably visit again tonight, her soft chubby body eager for another filling. And tomorrow… who knew how many more desperate MILFs and single moms would find their way to me.

This cheap house in the misty mountains wasn’t just shelter. It was the beginning of my reign as Hoshizora’s young breeding stud — and I was only getting started.


Chapter Three

The fireflies were already dancing above the Hoshizora River when the evening gathering began. Paper lanterns glowed softly along the stone path, casting warm golden light over the gathered villagers. The air smelled of grilled yakitori, fresh miso, and the faint floral sweetness that still clung to the cherry trees. I walked down from my machiya house feeling the pleasant ache in my muscles from the day’s exertions — three fertile pussies already filled with my thick American cum, and my balls were somehow still heavy, already refilling with fresh seed for whatever the night would bring.

The whole village seemed to pulse with a new energy. Women glanced my way the moment I appeared. Some smiled shyly. Others let their eyes linger openly on my body, their cheeks flushing. Word had spread like wildfire through the narrow lanes and thin walls of Hoshizora. The young American wasn’t just living here — he was breeding.

Aiko found me first, slipping her soft, plump arm through mine. Her slightly chubby BBW body felt warm and familiar against my side, her heavy breasts pressing into my arm through the thin summer yukata she wore. “Come sit with us,” she murmured, voice husky with remembered pleasure. “Everyone wants to meet the new neighbor properly.”

We joined a loose circle near the riverbank. Low tables were set with food and drink. I was introduced to more faces, more hungry eyes. The late-30s and early-40s MILFs watched me with that soft, plush hunger — their bodies slightly chubby, heavy-breasted, wide-hipped, made for carrying babies and taking deep creampies. The younger single moms mixed athletic and slender frames, tight and eager, their toned legs shifting restlessly as they stole glances at the obvious bulge in my pants.

The sake flowed freely. Laughter grew louder. Then, one by one, the women began to disappear with me into the shadows.

The first was the 37-year-old softly plump shopkeeper whose small grocery sat beside the konbini. Her name was Naomi. She had that perfect late-thirties BBW softness — full, heavy breasts that swayed heavily when she moved, a gentle jiggly belly that peeked above her obi, and wide, child-bearing hips that made her yukata strain. She caught my eye across the gathering, then tilted her head toward the darker path behind the old stone bridge.

I followed.

Behind a cluster of willow trees, away from the lantern light, Naomi pressed me against the rough bark and dropped to her knees. Her full lips wrapped around my cock with greedy hunger, sucking me back to full hardness while her soft hands massaged my balls. “I heard what you did to Haruka in the sento,” she whispered between wet slurps. “I want the same. Fill me until it leaks for days.”

I pulled her up, turned her around, and bent her over a low wooden railing. Her yukata hiked up, revealing thick, plush thighs and a plump, glistening pussy framed by soft ass cheeks. I rubbed my thick head along her slick folds once, then thrust in deep. Naomi moaned loudly, her soft body jiggling with every powerful stroke. Her heavy breasts swung beneath her as I gripped her wide hips and fucked her hard, the wet slap of skin echoing under the trees.

“Deeper… breed this soft belly,” she gasped, pushing back to take every inch. Her mature pussy was warm and creamy, walls fluttering around me. When she came she cried out, her plush body shaking, inner muscles milking me desperately. I buried myself to the hilt and unloaded — thick, heavy ropes of hot cum flooding her fertile womb in powerful spurts. White seed overflowed immediately, dripping down her thick thighs in creamy trails as she trembled and whispered thanks.

I barely had time to catch my breath before another approached.

This time it was a 29-year-old slender single mom named Sakura. She was lithe and flexible, with perky little tits, a narrow waist, and long, smooth legs that looked even longer in the lantern light. She found me washing my hands at the river’s edge and pulled me gently behind a stand of tall reeds.

No words were needed. She dropped to her knees, took me into her warm mouth, and sucked with athletic enthusiasm, her ponytail bobbing. Then she stood, turned, and braced her hands on a smooth rock, arching her slender back and presenting her tight, shaved pussy. I slid in easily — she was soaking wet and incredibly snug. Her athletic body took every hard thrust beautifully, ass flexing, legs steady as I pounded deep.

“Breed me,” she moaned softly. “I want your strong seed. Make me swell.”

I reached around to rub her clit while I railed her. Sakura came hard and fast, her toned frame shuddering, pussy clamping down like a vice. I groaned and pumped her full — long, potent jets of cum splashing against her cervix, filling her slim belly until it leaked out around my shaft in thick white globs. She stayed bent over, gently rocking back to keep every drop inside, kissing me over her shoulder with grateful, lust-drunk eyes.

The night grew darker, the fireflies brighter. The gathering continued, but I barely stayed in one place for long.

A third woman found me near the old stone lantern where I had taken Rina earlier. She was 40 years old, the voluptuous farmer’s widow named Keiko — early-forties BBW perfection with massive, heavy breasts that threatened to spill out of her yukata, a soft, rounded belly, and wide hips that swayed hypnotically when she walked. She smelled faintly of earth and rice fields, her skin warm from the day’s work.

Keiko didn’t speak much. She simply took my hand and led me farther down the river path to a small wooden dock that jutted out over the water. There, under the open sky and the drifting fireflies, she opened her yukata completely. Her lush body was on full display — heavy tits hanging full and pendulous, dark nipples stiff, soft belly curving gently, thick thighs glistening with arousal.

She lay back on a folded blanket she had brought, spreading her legs wide. “Come,” she said simply, voice thick with need. “Breed me like the others.”

I knelt between her plush thighs and sank into her in one smooth thrust. Keiko’s pussy was hot, wet, and incredibly welcoming — mature and soft, gripping me with velvety heat. I fucked her steadily at first, then harder, her heavy breasts bouncing with every deep stroke. She wrapped her thick legs around my waist, pulling me deeper, moaning loudly as her soft body jiggled beneath me.

“Fill me… give me your baby,” she begged, nails digging into my back. Her walls started fluttering, then clenched hard as she came with a long, shuddering cry. That pushed me over the edge. I drove deep and erupted — powerful, thick spurts of cum flooding her fertile depths, pulse after pulse until her pussy overflowed and my seed mixed with her juices, dripping onto the wooden dock below.

I stayed inside her for a long moment, both of us breathing hard under the starry sky. Keiko stroked my hair, whispering soft Japanese words of gratitude while her wide hips gently rocked, milking the last drops from me.

By the time I returned to the main gathering, the hour had grown late. Yet the hunger in the air had only grown stronger. Aiko was waiting for me again, her soft chubby body warm and eager. She pulled me aside one last time that night, behind the same willow trees where I had taken Naomi. This time she rode me reverse cowgirl on the soft grass, her fat ass rippling beautifully as she bounced on my cock, heavy breasts swaying. She came hard, squirting around me, and I rewarded her with another deep, womb-filling creampie, pumping fresh loads into her already well-bred pussy until it overflowed and soaked the ground beneath us.

When the gathering finally began to wind down, I walked back to my machiya house with Aiko curled against my side, her thick thigh brushing mine with every step. My body was deliciously exhausted, my cock still sticky with the mixed juices and cum of five different women. Yet I felt more alive than ever.

Standing on the engawa overlooking the river, I watched the last fireflies flicker out. The misty mountains rose dark and silent around Hoshizora. Every path, every house, every woman in this small mountain village now carried my mark — thick, potent American seed leaking from freshly fucked pussies, bellies already dreaming of swelling with my babies.

I had arrived as a lonely foreigner looking for cheap rent. In one single day and night I had become the breeding stud of an entire village.

Aiko pressed her soft, plush body against my back, her heavy breasts squishing warmly, one hand sliding down to stroke my spent but still twitching cock. “Tomorrow there will be more,” she whispered against my ear, voice full of promise and fresh hunger. “The whole village wants you now.”

I smiled into the darkness, the river murmuring softly below.

This cheap old house in Hoshizora wasn’t just a home anymore. It was the heart of my new life — raw, bareback, creampie-filled, and overflowing with desperate, fertile Japanese MILFs and single moms who would never stop begging for more of my thick, hot seed.

And I was only getting started.
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