

Fertile Futa: Tokyo

The cold night’s air bit my flesh. I zipped my sweater up in hopes of keeping nature's sting from off my chest. This was not the kind of weather to wear such a low cut shirt. I couldn’t help it though. Ever since coming to japan I simply adored how the japanese businessmen stared wide eyed at my tits as they passed on by. Living as a white woman in Ikebukuro was certainly quite the adventure. I’m sure it helps that I’m rather pervy for a woman, at least I think so anyway. I’m not sure I really know how other women view this sort of thing. I’m not very social. I was told by my family that I might start to feel isolated living as a foreigner in a far away country, but truthfully I don’t feel any more isolated than I did when I lived back home. It makes sense to feel like a foreigner in a foreighn country. It doesn’t make sense to feel like a foreigner in the town you grew up in. That’s why I needed to get out and move on.

I didn’t feel like doing too much tonight. I spent all day yesterday in Harajuku doing some shopping. That’s where I picked up the fishnets and tiny neon green skirt I was wearing. So I was pretty worn out from all that. The good thing about Japan is; it’s a place that caters to the isolated individual. You can buy socialization here. I probably spent more time in a maid cafe yesterday than I did shopping. And if you knew me, that’s something rather unheard of, I love my shopping. I can’t get enough cute clothes that I don’t really need. The maids at the cafe are so kind and chipper and adorable, with big sparkly eyes as they engage in whatever kind of conversation you want to have. Like for instance, I talked to this one maid about picking up japanese men. She said the businessmen are easy, they’re all so stressed and are looking for anybody to relieve that tension with. The younger ones are where the challenge is at, they seemingly don’t want a thing to do with relationships.

Either too easy or too hard, those seemed to be my options, but I wanted to find something in the middle. Something just right, not too far one way or the other, a mix of both. The best of both worlds. I turned down a small alley, away from the neon glow of lights. My stomach growled and I knew I needed to get something to eat and quick. I didn’t have much money. So none of the big restaurants on the main roads would do. I came upon a small shack tucked away in the back of the alley. It was the kind of place that was home to the chef during the day, and a place to eat at night. Only opened from 10:30pm-3:00am. A place perfect for the late night walker who didn’t want to deal with much else other than a bowl of noodles. In other words, my kind of place.

I pushed the curtain aside and entered. It was a small dimly lit place. A crescent moon shaped counter spanned most of the room, with chairs aligned along it, the itamae stood on the other side chatting to the only other customer, a stout older gentleman with a patchy grey beard.

 “Konbanwa,” I greeted the chef as I entered, pulling up a chair.

“How may I help you,” said the chef. He was rather young, not much older than myself.

“I’ll have a bowl of whatever he’s got over there,” I said, I didn’t feel like thinking much of what I wanted or asking questions, I was too hungry for that.

“Sesame soba it is then,” said the chef, slapping his hands together, “anything to drink?”

“Umm… beer?”

The chef nodded.

He promptly returned with a cold glass of beer. I took a brisk first sip, cooling down my insides, I didn’t know just how badly I needed a drink until that moment.

“So what’s a foreigner doing in this part of the city?” he asked.

I shrugged, “To be honest sometimes I don’t even know what the hell I’m doing in this country.”

“I think we all feel that way from time to time, isn’t that right Takeshi?”

The old man grumbled, “if it wasn’t for Tomoya here, I would have been long gone.”

“Well I don’t think... Tomoya, is it?” I looked at the chef.

He nodded in return.

“...I don’t think Tomoya can help me,” I said.

Tomoya returned with my bowl of noodles, “don’t underestimate the power of a hot meal,” he said, sliding the bowl over to me.

I sucked down the first bite of the sweet and savory noodles, “unless these noodles can get me pregnant, I don’t think they’ll be much help.”

“Troubles with love?” Asked Tomoya.

“At this point it doesn’t even have to be love. I just want my belly filled with more than just noodles.”

“I’ll fill that sexy belly with my noodle,” said Takeshi.

“Don’t listen to him, he’s harmless. Eat your food, Takeshi,” said Tomoya. Takeshi grumbled and went back to enjoying his meal.

Maybe it was the drink or the personal atmosphere of this place but I felt like I didn’t have to put up a front here or hide what I was truly thinking. Tomoya had the look of a man who listened to his customers without judgement. The kind of man who tended to the narratives of people who walked alone at night with nowhere else to go.

“Truth be told, I’m over relationships or trying to find the right one or any of that bullshit. I just want to get fucked and filled.”

“There’s nothing wrong with that, if it’s what you want,” said Tomoya, he poured a glass of beer for himself, drinking along with me.

“Maybe... but it seems to limit my potential pool of men to be rather skeevy. And I’m just not down with that.”

“Well…” Tomoya pondered for a moment over his drink, “Perhaps your imagination is what you're really limiting too much,” he took a long sip of beer.

“What do you mean by-”

“Tomoya!” Interrupted a bright and cheery voice. Instantly Tomoya’s face flashed from hard contemplation to a welcoming smile.

“Hitomi, how are you?” Asked Tomoya.

Hitomi came over and took the seat right next to mine. She gave a small wave to Takeshi who waved and grumbled and went back to sulking over his meal. I could see why Tomoya got so excited when she walked in. She was fucking gorgeous. I don’t think I’ve seen a woman this pretty in all of Japan since I’ve arrived. Her hair was deep black, long and pin straight. Her breasts large and full, her revealing top showed off her slender tummy and fantastic cleavage. And her plaid skirt was even shorter than mine.

“Hitomi, this is… I’m sorry, I never asked for your name,” said Tomoya.

“Riley,” I said, shaking Hitomi’s soft hand.

“So nice to meet you Riley,” said Hitomi.

“Riley here, is having a bit of trouble,” said Tomoya.

“Oh no, what is it,” said Hitomi, with a look of genuine concern, she placed her hand on my shoulder, and caressed my arm. Her touch was instantly comforting.

“She needs a hard cock to get her pregnant,” blurted out Takeshi. I gave him a look that would pierce down to his very soul. He grumbled at me and shoved more noodles into his mouth.

“He’s right though,” I said, “I do want to be pregnant, I want it so bad. I would look so cute with a big belly and a child inside.”

Hitomi placed a hand on my tummy, “You are already cute,” her fingers tickled me, “but you would look even cuter, I agree.”

I really enjoyed Hitomi’s upbeat attitude, she had an innocent and honest air about her, something genuine that I had been desperate to find in someone. Not to mention how good it felt to be touched by her. It’s been too long since I’ve been touched like that. Recently it’s just been businessmen groping my ass on the train.

“Why don’t you let Hitomi try and help you, she’s really good at fulfilling people’s needs,” said Tomoya.

I shrugged my shoulders, “I guess it couldn’t hurt.”

“That’s the spirit,” said Hitomi bouncing in her seat, her breasts practically shaking in my face, “we are going to have so much fun.” For some reason I did not doubt that, it seemed like fun just managed to find its way to her. “Come on Riley,” Hitomi tugged at my sleeve, she was already halfway off her chair. I grabbed my beer and downed the rest.

“How much?” I asked Tomoya.

“This one is on me, go… have fun.”

I followed after the giggling Hitomi as she waved goodbye to Tomoya and Takeshi. The two of us left, and I could hear Tomoya say, “when are you going to learn to behave yourself,” followed by Takeshi’s unmistakable grumble.

I had very little idea as to what was going to happen next. Hitomi had the complete lead on this one, the rest of my night was in her delicate hands now. Perhaps she knew of some guys or something? I don’t know. She did seem like the type who had a lot of friends, cute friends too, I’m sure. But would they be cute enough for me to want their hard cocks inside and filling me up. What if they were just more skeeves, or what if they were desperate and thought because they knocked me up, it would mean I wouldn’t leave them. I didn’t want to deal with that either. Was I being too picky?

The two of us walked the streets of Ikebukuro together, hand in hand actually. I figured it was just part of Hitomi’s playful nature. I liked it though, it made me feel safe, much safer than when I walked these streets alone. As we walked, Hitomi excitedly pointed out her favorite spots to me.

“This place has the best noodles ‘but don’t tell Tomoya I said that.”

I nodded and admired her as she continued to mention each spot.

“The maids at this cafe are the cutest, ask for Miko, she’s my favorite,” I could see her face light up as she pictured Miko in her mind, Hitomi swung her breasts from side to side as she enjoyed some mental image. “The guys in this host club...” Hitomi pointed at another building, “are all so funny. There is even a foreigner like you who works there. His name is Kevin.”

“Is that where we’re going?” I asked. Did she think I wanted to find a man who was from my own country.

“No no, not tonight. We can next time if you want. But tonight is for you,” said Hitomi.

Tomoya did say I needed to be more imaginative, I guess a man from my home country isn’t exactly imaginative. The anticipation was really starting to get to me. 

“Here we are,” said Hitomi, running off ahead of me, her skirt lifting up each time she skipped ahead, her plump little ass shaking. Damn did she have a nice body, I was kind of jealous. The tall building loomed down on us, the sign glowed with neon orange lights, but I didn’t know what the characters spelled out. Once inside we stood in what looked like a hotel lobby, though it was empty of anyone else but ourselves. Now I really had no clue what was going on. Hitomi scurried around the front desk and pulled out a keycard from underneath the counter.

“Found it,” she said, waving the card above her head.

We got into the elevator, taking it to the top floor. She looked at me the whole ride up.

“What?” I asked, wondering what was going through her head.

“Oh, nothing,” said Hitomi, smiling and swirling her skirt around her waist.

“Tell me.”

“You’re just so pretty,” she said.

I blushed, it was a lame thing to say but I blushed all the same. Hearing it from someone so pretty, it was hard not to feel good about myself.

She slid the card into the door, unlocking the room. We stepped in. The room was huge. I’ve never been in a hotel room this big before. It must have been the penthouse or something like that. How did Hitomi just have access to something like this. Although I really wouldn’t put it past her to have just snuck into the hotel. Knowing when it was empty so she could make use of it whenever she wanted. Hitomi rushed onto the large bed, flopping herself down on the comforter.

“Get over here,” said Hitomi, waving me on over, resting on her knees.

I crawled on the bed, “So what’s the plan? Are you inviting someone over?”

Hitomi looked at me a bit puzzled as if it was a ridiculous question, “What do you mean?”

“Well, you’re going to help me get pregnant right?”

“Mmhmm,” Hitomi placed her hands on my shoulder.

“Like, help me get some hard cock for my pussy.”

“Oh, absolutely,” Hitomi’s hands gripped my shoulders tighter, her sparkling eyes looking into mine.

“So…”

“So?” Hitomi lowered her hands.

“So who’s the guy,” I asked, shifting forward.

“There is no guy, just me.”

I let out a heavy sigh. I was a bit disappointed. I mean I’ve been with a girl before, and it’s fun. But I really wanted cock, I wanted cum filling my cunt. “Hitomi… I need cock, I need a man to fill my pussy with his load, shoot up inside me and make my belly big.”

“You do need cock,” said Hitomi, taking my hand in hers, guiding it over her skirt and between her legs, “but you don’t need a man.”

I felt something hard and thick, I pulled my hand away and looked down. Her skirt was lifted in the front, held up by a hard erection.

“Hitomi…” I muttered.

“Mmhmm,” she placed a finger under my chin, lifting my gaze to meet hers, “Men aren’t the only ones who can give you want you want.”

Her lips looked so soft and inviting, her tongue poked out, licking them. Who was this person, I wondered. Where did she come from? The front of her skirt twitched with movements. She yearned for me. I did admire her body, the shape of those breasts, the curve of her ass. But now I wanted to admire it in another way.

“I hope I’m okay for you,” said Hitomi.

I placed my hand back over her skirt, wrapping my fingers around her cock, “You’re perfect for me,” I said, slowly tugging her. She wasn’t a skeevy businessman, or a desperate guy willing to say anything for a chance at getting his dick wet. She was cute and adorable and sexy and she was fun and kind and… and… she had a cock. My free hand walked up her arm, over her shoulders and held to the back of her head. I pulled her in. My lips pursed to meet hers. We connected, the warmth of her tongue licking and tangled with mine.

“I want you to impregnate me, fill me, give me that cock and your cum,” I begged, my mouth kissing every inch of her innocent face.

“Whatever you want,” said Hitomi, unzipping my sweater, “it’s yours.”

I pulled at the strings that kept her top on and she removed my sweater. Her shirt fell from her body. Her tits were even more beautiful out in the open than hiding behind her clothes. Her nipples were round and stiff, I pinched them between my fingers.

Hitomi let out a soft moan, “I like that,” she whispered. I wanted more than just to touch them though, I wanted to taste them, suck them, love them. I nibbled at her neck, lowering her body down. I cupped her breasts, and lifted them to my mouth, my wet tongue flicking across her ripe nipples. She held to my head and pressed me in, practically smothering me with her large chest.

“Let me see it,” I begged. I had to know what that cock of hers looked like. I had to see what she was going to use to give me the one thing I had always wanted. The one thing that all others had failed in providing for me. I knew Hitomi wouldn’t fail me though. Hitomi removed her skirt, naked before me, her hard cock standing strong and erect at the sight and touch of my body.

“You have such a pretty cock,” I said, my fingers tickling along the smooth shaft.

“Thank you,” Hitomi giggled.

“Can I taste it?” I asked, caressing the tip.

“Please,” Hitomi lifted her hips towards me.

I leaned forward, my tongue licking at the head of her pretty cock, just a bit, just a tease for now. Her cock twitched, precum dripped out, a teardrop sliding down the shaft. I wrapped my lips around her, taking more of her into my mouth.

“You taste so sweet,” I said, saliva spilling over my lips and over her. I stroked her slippery cock, the wet sloshing sound of my stroking filled the air.

“I want a taste too,” said Hitomi, pushing me down on the bed, straddling me. She went in for a kiss, licking my lips, tasting her precum from off of them. “I want to taste you too,” she tore at my shirt removing it from me, playing with my breasts. “You’ll have to tell me where you got this skirt,” she said, taking it off and dangling it in front of me, “it’s just too cute,” she tossed it over the bed.

“What’s underneath is even cuter,” I said.

Hitomi brought her face between my legs, “It certainly is,” she stuck out her tongue and licked my clit, licking up my wet juices. She placed a finger inside my tight pussy, stretching it open to fit another. “You’re so tight,” she said, working in a third finger. She pressed against the walls of my pussy, thrusting her fingers deep inside, curling them and hitting the right spots while her mouth sucked on my clit.

I grabbed onto her hair, “fuck that feels good.”

“It’ll feel better with my cock inside,” she said.

“Please, can I have it?”

“Of course sweety, it’s all for you.”

Hitomi pushed my legs apart, making room for herself. Her fingers dug into my thighs, she scooted herself up, sliding her cock along my wet cunt.

“Fuck, I need it inside, stop teasing me.”

“You want it that badly, huh?”

“I want it so bad,” I pulled at her hard cock, tugging it closer, “I want that baby making cum filling my tight pussy.”

Hitomi slapped her cock against my clit, “Yeah how bad you want it?”

“So fucking bad, I want you exploding warm cum inside me.”

Hitomi spread my pussy lips open, sinking the tip of her cock inside. I wrapped an arm around her, hugging tightly as she stretched me open fitting more of herself inside.

“Fuck,” I moaned, squirming underneath her, “you’re big.”

“I know,” Hitomi giggled. I leaned up and kissed her lips then dropped myself back onto the bed.

“Do whatever you want to me, I don’t care, as long as you give me that cum, I don’t care.”

Hitomi gripped her fingers right underneath my hips, lowering me down her cock. My warm pussy tightened around her as she held herself there for a moment.

“You don’t have to go slow, I can fucking take it. I can take anything if it means getting filled.”

“You’re so naughty,” said Hitomi, thrusting her hips, working her cock in and out of my pussy.

“That’s it, fucking do it baby, give me that cum.”

Our bodies rocked together, the bed bouncing to our rhythm. Hitomi’s perfect tits bounced as well, her nipples occasionally grazing against my own. I held tightly to her body, my arms crossed around her back.

“Give me more,” I whispered in her ear.

“I’ll give you every inch,” Hitomi gave me a fierce push, shoving in all the way to the hilt, my pussy engulfed her massive cock and tightened, not wanting to see it go, not wanting to give it the chance of pulling out and missing any of that sweet sticky baby making cum.

Hitomi adjusted her body wrapping her legs around mine, keeping me spread open for her. The pleasure made me want to shut my legs on her but she wouldn’t let me. Would not let me push that cock out until its job was done. She pounded into me, moaning her ecstatic pleasure. I could feel her cock swelling with the need for release.

“That’s it, fuck this pussy, it’s all yours baby. This is your pussy.”

“All for me?” Hitomi said, delighted, as if I was telling a schoolgirl the last slice of cake was for her.

“That’s right, just give me that cum, that’s all I ask.”

Hitomi lifted herself up, drilling into my pussy from above, my legs rested on her shoulders as she folded me in half, taking my sweet hole for her cock.

“That’s so good, more… Give me more.”

Hitomi held my face in her hands, bringing her forehead to touch mine. Sweat pooled around her cleavage, glistening off her soft skin.

“You’re so fucking pretty, give me your baby,” I demanded through clenched teeth.

Hitomi was right on the edge, I could feel it as her cock twitched with excitement inside my cunt. The look on her face as she tensed her body, trying to hold it in for as long as possible, told me how badly she wanted to explode.

“Let it out, Hitomi. Fill me with your sweet cum. My pussy needs it.”

Hitomi interlocked her fingers with mine, gazing into my eyes, she gave a final thrust deep into my pussy, her whole body shaking with the release of the long build up. Her cock jumped inside my cunt, shooting out stream after stream of cum. So much that it spilled out, dripping down my thighs.

“Fuck there’s so much,” I said.

“I’ve been saving it for the right person,” said Hitomi.

“I’m happy you chose me,” I said, the overflow of cum tickling my leg as it dripped out. “So happy you filled me with so much. With everything I’ve wanted.”

Hitomi nodded, “Of course, I would do nothing less. That’s why I’m here.”

“I want a baby so bad, Hitomi. Not just any baby but yours,” I hugged her.

Hitomi whispered into my ear, her breath gracing my skin, “We can do this every night until we know for sure you have what you want.”

I have no idea where this strange and wonderful person came from. And I didn’t care, all that mattered was that Hitomi was with me, here and now. That our bodies were wrapped together, entangled in each other’s embrace, our skin sticking to the others by her cum.

“Don’t leave me,” I breathed, caressing her cheek, “can we sleep here tonight.”

“Of course. I don’t think Tomoya would mind if we kept the room for the night.”

So that’s how she got into this place. It was Tomoya’s. Who were these people, what kind of life did they live? Clearly, one much different than my own. There was a lot more going on in Ikebukuro than I had initially been aware of. Whatever was going on here, I wanted to find out more about it.
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