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Chapter 1

Takeo Kishimoto stepped off the two-car train and onto the Otsumi station platform with a roller suitcase and a backpack.  He shielded his eyes as the sun shone down on him.  He breathed through his nose and could smell the salt in the air.  An occasional call of a seagull broke the sound of the wind as it passed his ears.  The twenty-five-year-old looked into the distance and saw the small town of Otsumi, a fishing town at the head of a long river valley. 

An old man’s voice startled him, “Mister Kishimoto!”  He looked around and saw an older man walking confidently towards him, wearing a button-down white shirt and tan slacks.

“Yes, that’s me.”  Takeo bowed and smiled.  “You must be Mayor Takashima.”

“Yes, it’s wonderful to finally meet you in the flesh!”  The man walked confidently to Takeo and smiled widely. 

Takashima was the tallest man Takeo had ever seen.  Even though he had salt-and-pepper hair and his skin was damaged by the sun, Takeo was sure that the man had been handsome and very popular with women when he was younger.

Takashima continued, “Let’s get your luggage to your apartment and then we can go to the town hall to discuss your job contract.”

Takeo nodded and followed Takashima to the parking lot, where he found the man had a luxury sedan.  How this small town could have money like this was beyond him.

The drive to his new home was short; the town was not that large.  What stuck out to Takeo was how rich the town looked.  Usually, these sleepy fishing villages were in desperate need of restoration.  Well-kept traditional houses lined narrow streets.

While they were driving past a convenience store, Takeo’s eyes opened wide.  In the convenience store, he could clearly see an old man massaging  a worker’s breasts while the employee smiled and seemed to chat back to the old lech.

“Ah, here we are,” Takashima said as he pulled into a two-level apartment building.  There were only nine flats in the whole building, but it looked new.  The old man helped Takeo pull out the bags and lead him to a ground-floor apartment.  Takashima handed him a pair of keys, and Takeo opened the door and walked inside.

The apartment was new and clean, but very small.  It was only slightly larger than the tiny spaces he would see students use.

“It’s very cosy, Mr. Takashima.”

“Ha!  How diplomatic of you, Takeo.  We offer these apartments to town government employees because land values here are through the roof.  You’d never be able to buy or even rent here.”

“It’s that expensive?”

“We’re quite exclusive.  There are no real roads that come here; we have to request a train to come to the end of the line.  It’s a place where people can get away from it all and be themselves.  As for the apartment being pokey,  you’ll be so busy you’ll probably only cook a bowl of ramen and fall asleep here.  Anyway, larger apartments are harder to keep clean.”

“Yes, I suppose so.”  Takeo nodded politely and pocketed his keys. “I suppose everything in town is close enough to walk to?”

“Ah!  We’ve got a bus line that circles town, and we’ve got a bike for you, too, just in case.  I think that’s more than enough transportation.  I think the extra walking keeps the town fit.  Wouldn’t you agree?”

“Absolutely!”  Takeo nodded as they left and locked the apartment. “Once people get in the habit of walking everywhere, they lose a few pounds.”

...

“Takeo, I’m really sorry, but I must leave you in this office. I have a call to make. Is that okay?”

“Oh yeah.  No problem.”

The mayor left, and Takeo pushed open the door to a small conference room in the town hall.  A table filled the room with chairs all around it.  A woman looked out on the harbor from the window.

She turned around and exclaimed,  “Takeo!?  Takeo Kishimoto?”

Takeo took a step back, “Mizue!  I can’t believe it’s you!  What are you doing here?”  The young man approached and nodded.

“I’ve just moved here, and I’m taking a job at the senior center, helping run programs.”

“Really? That’s great!”  Takeo tried to smile, but he knew for a fact that Mizue had worked as a Gravure idol for several years after college before he lost contact with her. 

The curvy girl had breasts that were just at the limit of what he considered attractive, but her best feature was her cute face.  Takeo felt that Mizue had that girl-next-door look, which made everyone go after her; it was one of the reasons he didn’t bother dating her in college.

Mizue beamed at him, “So, what are you doing here?  It’s just so odd to find a college friend in this place.”

“Ah, well, I’m getting a job with the town, too.  I’m taking two positions. I’ll be handling the town’s fitness initiative, and secondly, I’ll be a bit of a handyman.  They said the town lost its handyman to a heart attack.”

“Can you believe how odd this town is?  Have you ever heard of some place hiring its own handyman for the whole town?”

“So long as they're friendly and pay well, I’ll be happy.” 

“Good point, the pay is three times the going rate in Tokyo.  How I was selected, I’ll never know.”

“Hello, you two, sorry I’m late,” Takashiima said as he walked in, holding a packet of papers, and pointed an open hand at the chairs.  After they all sat, he continued. “So it seems you two know each other, huh?”

Takeo answered, “Yes, we were both acquaintances in college.”

“Aquantances?  I thought we were friends!”  Mizue covered her mouth and laughed.

“I could never talk with you.  You had the whole soccer team around you every mixer I saw you at.”

Mizue pouted, “It’s not my fault you’re not assertive enough.”

“Okay, why don’t we get started? I’m sure you’re both tired from traveling so far to get here to Otsumi.  I’m sure you’re curious about the town and why we need to hire you.”

Mizue clapped, “The recruiting email I received was the first time I’ve ever heard of this place.”

“Yes, you see, Otsumi is a communal settlement.  Everyone who lives here has to sign a contract agreeing to abide by the rules.”  He placed two stapled packets and pens in front of them both.  “If you don’t sign, we’ll have to send you  on the next train home. I’m very sorry.”

Takeo flipped through the pages and couldn’t make sense of the legal jargon he saw, “I could never make heads or tails of these.  Do you mind giving a summary?”

“Otsumi was founded in 1975 for people with certain behaviors and jobs to live together in peace away from the general public.  We’ve been very successful here, and so far everyone’s loved our community.”

Mizue tilted her head and pinched her chin, “What behaviors are we talking about?”

“I’ll be frank.  The people who live here have sex addiction, or have worked in the sex industry, or are porn stars.”

“That’s where I remember you!”  Takeo burst out. “You’re in all those adult movies!”

“Ha!  I’m glad I’m still relevant to some people.  I retired fully a few years ago, but some of the people here still work.”

Mizue was pale, “You mean to say the whole town is full of perverts!?”

“That’s one way of putting it, Miss,” the mayor replied, grimacing.  “I hope you don’t maintain that sense of prejudice while you’re here or your tenure will be short.  We try to be open-minded and not judge.”

“I’m sorry, I mispoke, Mr. Mayor.  Please forgive me!”  She bowed.

Takashima waved his hand in front of his face,  “It’s fine, don’t worry, now that you know, I’m sure you’ll avoid speaking in such a way in the future.”

“So I wasn’t hired because of my degree then,”  Mizue shut her eyes tight.  “You know about my past.”

“Yes, an ex-gravure idol with a diagnosed sex addiction.”

Takeo felt his stomach drop.  His mind swam in images of this girl performing depraved acts with multiple men.  Her seemingly pure appearance was all a front.

“Takeo, I’m so sorry that you had to hear that.”

The mayor laughed, “Don’t worry about the secret leaking, the contract has a strict non-disclosure clause.  Anyone who blabs about what goes on in this town will be left penniless.  The town retains the best lawyers.”

“Don’t worry, Mizue, why would it bother me what you do in your personal life?”  He smiled at her but noticed a downturn in her mouth, as if she were disappointed with his response.  “But Mayor, I haven’t worked in those jobs, and while I’m no virgin, I don’t think I have a sex addiction.”

Takashima stood up and started to pace around the room while he spoke, “To explain that, I first have to explain what makes our town unique.  You see, we have what’s called a ‘free use’ agreement.”

Mizue furrowed her brow, “Free use, what’s that?”

The mayor took a deep breath, then he said, “Any woman in town over the age of twenty-five must accept all sexual advances from the men over the age of twenty-five.”

“Can’t refuse!?  Even out in the open?”  Mizue pointed out the window.

“For decades, it's worked.  We select new townspeople and screen them rigorously so they will be a good fit.”

The girl wrapped her hands around her arms, “So all those old men in the senior center, they can do what they want with me?”  She blushed deeply.

Takeo stood up, “This is crazy.  It’s not my place to judge you all, but where do I fit in?”

The mayor put his hands out with palms up, “The men who move here must have a vasectomy.  Rather than have more children of dubious paternity, it was best if no man could get a girl pregnant.  Many of the women here eventually wish to be mothers, despite their backgrounds.”

“I didn’t see any children in town.”

The mayor nodded, “All minors are restricted to a section of the village where free use is prohibited. That’s where we have the schools, the library, and anything else that families would need to raise their children. Families raising children have to live in the restricted zone.  Only adults can be in the free use area.  As for getting women pregnant, that’s where you come in, Takeo.”

“I’m sorry?  I don’t understand.”

“One man in the village is the stud.  The stud does not have free use rights; they can’t fuck whoever they want.  The women of the town have to approach the stud.  It will be your job to impregnate the women who wish to have children.”

Takeo flopped back down in the chair, “You want me to father a bunch of children?”

“That’s exactly right!  Now the children of townspeople are forbidden to have relations or relationships with anyone from Otsumi, for fear of inbreeding.  Most move to Tokyo anyway for high school.  They find the town a bit too constricting.”

“I see, having children with all the same father would be problematic.”

“But the upside is that everyone knows who the father of their child is.  You should be very proud, Takeo; all the women of the village found you to be the perfect pick.  Isn’t that nice?”

Takeo nodded, “I see.  So while I run the fitness center programs and do odd jobs, some of the women will be approaching me, and I have to accept it just like Mizue would have to accept advances?”

“You’re a bright boy.  Yes, that’s it.  The men have free use rights on the women of the town, and the women have free use rights on you.  If you stay in shape, you should be in the job for a long time.”

“This is so strange.”

“Is it?  You’re a good-looking man, Takeo, some would say a perfect ten!”  the mayor said. “But you’re unassuming and humble.  The women like you, but you won’t make the men jealous. Plus, you’re a fitness trainer and have experience in construction, and have done work as a handyman.  We actually need you to perform those roles as well.   Not everyone wants a bun in the oven, don’t expect them to be banging down the door every night.  I’m sure you’re a perfect choice for this role.  Now, if you both would sign the employment contracts, we can let you two get settled in.  Your free-use obligations begin at dawn tomorrow. The last train out of here leaves in thirty minutes. The choice  is yours, I’ll come back soon to hear your decisions.”

The mayor smiled and left the meeting room.

“Mizue, you can’t think of accepting this position, right?”

The young woman shrugged, “I don’t have much of a choice, do I?  No one will hire me when they find out about my past.  I didn’t save up enough money when I worked.”

“Why don’t you settle down and get married?”

Mizue stared at Takeo, “No man would accept me after they found out about my addiction.  I’m only good for one-night stands, I guess.  And I don’t want to be a whore.  My looks are already starting to fade, I’m twenty-five.”

Takeo guffawed and said, “You're losing your looks!?  More like losing your mind.  You’re still almost perfect, Mizue.  Every man looks your way, but I can see how your addiction can cause problems for men.  You can’t be monogamous?”

“I never saw the need when I was working, and by the time I stopped getting work, it was too late.  To be honest, I never really tried.  I hope I could.”

“Then you should go.  There’s no telling what this town will do to you.”

Mizue bit her lip, “I need the money, Takeo. I was evicted from my apartment.  I’m in debt, too.”

Takeo nodded, “I was only wanting the best for you.”

“Why don’t you refuse to work here, huh?”

“I had a bad breakup, and I wanted to get away from Tokyo.  I need a fresh start.  When they showed me the turquoise water and the sandy beach, the high pay, and the free boarding, it would let me save up enough money to start my own gym.”  He reached for the papers and signed the contract.

Mizue saw him and then immediately did the same.


Chapter 2

Mizue’s heart fluttered as Takeo opened the door for her to one of the few restaurants in town.  As the pair walked in, she took in the view.  The place was an Italian restaurant, and since it was a Monday, it wasn’t very crowded.  She looked over to a corner booth because two men were spitroasting one of the waitresses.  The woman’s eyes almost looked bored as a thick cock pummelled her throat.

They walked in and saw the maître d' approach with a smile.  “Ah! Some new faces, welcome!  Please come this way.”

She sat them down in a booth and handed them a couple of menus.  She looked at the threesome and then back at Takeo, “Yuki will be with you in just a moment.  Thank you for your patience.”  The lady bowed and left.

Mizue shook her head, “It must be really hard to get work done here as a woman, with men getting to use your body when they want.”

“Don’t forget I’ll be in the same boat as you,”  Takeo said with a smile. 

The pair had to hear the groans of two men as they apparently orgasmed.

“This is so embarrassing,”  Mizue said.  “I don’t know if I can do this.”

“It's too late now, Mizzy, the contract’s signed.  We’re both stuck here for a year, or they’ll take us to the cleaners.”

“I signed it because you did, Takeo.”

He smirked, “Since when have you ever cared about what I did? You were in a higher social circle than I.”

“Why didn’t you ever ask me out?  I would have said yes.”

“I wouldn’t have been able to keep you, Mizue; everyone was chasing after you.”

Mizue could feel tension in her temples. “Don’t you think I’m worth chasing?”

She saw him shrug and say, “Look, I’m not saying you were not a great catch.  I’m saying that you were out of my league.”

She folded her arms and frowned, “You make me so frustrated sometimes.”

The waitress finally approached and interrupted the uncomfortable conversation.  She wiped the corner of her mouth before saying, “Hello, I’m Yuki. What can I get you started with tonight?”  Mizue watched the waitress stare at Takeo as if he were a piece of meat and she were a lioness.  Her blood turned to ice as she got to glance down at the woman’s legs and saw a rivulet of white fluid drip down her thigh.  The woman hadn’t even taken the time to clean herself up.

“I’ll have a glass of the house red, Mizue. What would you like?”

“I’ll have one as well.”

“I’ll have those out for you in a second, babe.”  The waitress walked to the bar with a swaying posterior.

Mizue didn’t look at the waitress; she looked at Takeo looking at the waitress.

“You don’t have to be so blatant about it, Takeo.  Didn’t your friends teach you how to sneak a peek?”

“Sorry, I can’t help myself.  This place is just so alien to me.  If those men did that anywhere else in Japan, they would have been beaten up or worse.  This girl is acting like it didn’t even happen.  It’s amazing.”  Takeo sighed and looked down the menu, saying, “I don’t really have all that much money, so I’ll just pick up a small bowl of spaghetti.  First paycheck is in two weeks.”

“Same here.  I’m going to be living off convenience store food until payday.  Hey, are you staying at the town apartments?”

“Yeah, they’re tiny, aren’t they?”

“There’s not enough room to swing a cat,” she said, laughing.  “I feel like it’s one step above a capsule hotel.”

“It’s not that bad,” he told her. “It’s close, though.  I think the mayor said it was to make sure we weren’t too comfortable in there and would want to spend more time out and just use it to sleep.”

She shrugged, “We’re here to make money and get back on our feet, right?  The town itself is beautiful, right?”

“It’s like out of a postcard.”  He raised his glass. “To a happy new life, may we not regret signing that contract.”

She smiled and clinked his wine glass with hers.

...

After Mizue’s third glass of wine and not enough pasta, she started feeling warm and fuzzy.  She knew she was going to get in trouble when she moved to his side of the booth and slid close.

“Takeo, you don’t have to act like a deer in headlights.  We’ve known each other for so long.”  Without thinking, she put her hand on his thigh.  Through the denim, she could feel a muscular leg with just the right amount of fat.

“You’re being awfully forward, Mizzy.”  Takeo took a sip of wine.  “Why are you being like this?”

“Because I’m anxious about tomorrow and I need a friend to talk to.”  She leaned her head onto his shoulder.

“Yeah, I’m scared too.  You know, most women would run screaming from this job.  I think the mayor knows more about you than I do.  How strong is your sex addiction?”

“It comes and goes,”  she said, massaging his leg. “One time, I had a relationship that lasted for almost a year, and I didn’t cheat once.  When I found out he was texting another idol, I went to a club and didn’t come home for two days.  We broke up after that.  Other times, I couldn’t get enough.  I seriously considered going into porn so I would at least get paid, but my friends talked me out of it.”

“How many have you had at one time?”

“Only one, but I’ve thought about it.  I was scared about being outnumbered.  What, did you expect me to have done gang bangs?”

“I don’t know too much about sex addiction.  Mizzy, hands off my dick, okay?”

“You’re going to be fucking all the MILFs in town soon.  I never got a night with you in college.  Wow, you’re pretty big.”

“Thanks for the compliment,” he said, pulling her hand away only for her to move it back again.

“You said you had a bad breakup.  What happened?”

“I had a girlfriend for eighteen months.  I came home after someone cancelled their training session and found her in bed with her boss.  She had been cheating on me for six months with him.  She said it was to get promoted and get more money.  The girl said she did it for me.”  Takeo gulped down the rest of the wine. 

“That’s horrible.  I don’t see how anyone could cheat on a sweet guy like you.”  The girl tried to tug down his zipper, but he firmly gripped and shifted, pushing her away.

“You're drunk, Mizzy. We should go home, we’ve got a big day tomorrow.”

“I’m not drunk, Takeo!  I’m just buzzed.”

When Takeo and Mizue walked down the dark streets to get back to their apartments, they could both hear the sound of flesh slapping against flesh coming from open windows, along with the meek whimpering of women experiencing orgasm.

Mizue felt an emptiness inside her.  She held onto Takeo’s arm tightly and said, “You never asked me why I became a Gravure Idol.”

“Yeah, that’s right.  I felt it was none of my business.  But honestly, I am a bit curious.  Was it the money or the attention?”

“I suppose it was a bit of both.  I liked shopping, and I needed money for that.  I also loved the thought of thousands of men wanting to fuck me.  Do you want to fuck me, Takeo?”

She heard him sigh, and the sound made her wince.  He said, “You really are too forward.  Do you get this way when you don’t get what you want?  What happened to the cute, shy girl from college?”

“She died a slow death,” she replied. “With each boyfriend I had, I enjoyed it more and more.  I was still able to maintain my pure reputation during college, though.  I didn’t really become depraved until I graduated.”

“Ah, we’re finally here. Which room are you in?”  Takeo said.

“One-A, you?”

“One-B.  I can’t believe they put us right next to each other.”

“Why are you angry about it?  We’re going to be best friends, right?”

“Yeah, sure, I guess, but let me show you.  You go into your room, and I’ll go in mine.”

She did as she was told.  A moment later, she heard a knock against the wall and a voice say, “Mizzy, can you hear me?”

She raised her voice slightly, “Yes, these walls are pretty thin.”

He walked around and into her apartment and closed the door behind him.  He said, “Yeah, so that’s the reason I’m annoyed.  That wall might as well be knocked down; we’re going to hear everything the other does.”

She walked to him and grabbed his shirt.  “Would that be so bad?”

“You don’t like privacy?”

Mizue punched him weakly, “Why do you hate me, Takeo?  I’m practically throwing myself at you, and you don’t respond at all.  Am I that ugly?”

“No!” Takeo grabbed Mizue by the shoulders.  “Mizzy, I’m not strong enough to start something with you when things are going to change so drastically tomorrow morning.  Why not just be friends?  You said we were going to be best friends, right?”

Mizue felt rage bubble up inside her, and she pushed him to the door.  She yelled, “You’re such a jerk!  I hope you trip and crack your stupid head open.  Get out!”

“Mizzy, you don’t need to get mad.”

“Out!”  She pushed him through the door and shut it behind him.  The girl turned around and slid down the door until she sat on the ground.  She buried her face in her hands and cried.


Chapter 3

Mizue groped in the darkness for her phone as it chirped out a happy tune telling her to wake up.  The young woman had cried herself to sleep, but regretted how she had treated her only friend in this crazy new place.  After taking a shower and dressing for work, she knocked on Takeo’s door.  No one answered.

“He must have gone to work early.  I really need to apologize to him.”

She swung by the convenience store to pick up something to eat and grab a coffee.  The checkout girl looked surprised and waved her to the counter.  The young woman had short light-brown hair and green contact lenses. She pulled Mizue into a back office out of sight from the main shop floor.

“Girl, don’t you know not to come here in the morning?  If a guy comes in, he’ll be sure to tap you.  You’ll be late for work!”

“Right! Sorry!”

“Take a canned coffee and a pastry.  You owe me.  Get your groceries late at night when most men are spent.  Where do you have to go to work?  I hope it’s close.”

“I’m working at the senior center.”

“Don’t take the bus, you’ll come off it a mess.  Did they give you a bike?”

“Oh yes!”

“Good, use that instead of walking.  Most men avoid trying to stop a girl on a bike.  You’re not refusing an advance if you’re just biking to work.  Men get in trouble if they try to stop you.”

“Right, got it, thank you!  I’m Mizue Hoshino. What’s your name?”

“Risa Tanaka.  Good luck!”

...

Mizue rode up to the two-story building that was Otsumi’s senior center.  It was up on a slight hill, so she was a little winded when she finally locked the bike into the stand and walked in through the front door. 

A grey-haired woman looked up from the receptionist's desk and stood up with a smile.  “You must be Miss Hoshino. I’m the director of the senior center, Yuki Saki.  It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

“Thank you, Ms. Saki.  I’m glad I headed out early. I got tripped up on some of the roads, and using a village bicycle helped too.”

“Good thinking on taking a bike.  When I took the job, I walked, and I didn’t get into the center until eleven!  What a day that was!”  She laughed in a sing-song voice.  “Now I understand the Mayor gave you the rundown on the nature of Otsumi?”

“Yes, I can’t refuse any man’s advances.”

Saki nodded, “Right, good.  That means I can give you a better tour.  Now the senior center was set up right after the founding of the town to provide services for the senior citizens who live here.”

The lady pointed down the hallway and said, “Follow me.  Now the center has its own gym, pool, and baths, as well as a library and an arts and crafts center.  We try to keep everyone as fit as possible and entertained.”

They walked past a gymnasium set up with ping pong tables.  On one of them, an old man had a grey-haired woman on her back and was fucking her while she was spread-eagled.

“Move, move, move.  That one is a randy bastard, and you’ll get nothing done all day if he sees you.”

“Isn’t that refusing their advance?”

“Not in the slightest, it's good to have them chase you a little, gets their tickers running faster.  Now, if they get close enough to see you clearly ignoring them, then you might get in some hot water.  I take it you like fucking?”

“Yeah, I guess so.”

Saki stopped dead and stood up, “You’re going to have a rough time if you don’t love it dear.  The mayor himself told me you're a sex addict.”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“So you were lying?”

“No, it’s not that.  It’s just hard being so up front about it.  I keep forgetting everyone here is just like me.  How often do men get you here?”

“Not as much as you would think.  Remember, almost everyone here is in a serious relationship or is married, and the women make sure they drain their men every night.  If they didn’t, we’d be paying you overtime.”

Mizue giggled as she saw more men working out as she passed the exercise room. “You know, for being seniors, most of them look very fit, and I dare say handsome for their age.”

“Ah, well, they should.  They spend so much time working out, some of them go back to Tokyo for plastic surgery.”

“So what would I be doing here?”

“You’ll be managing the equipment room and handling some of the programs.  There are board game days and arts and crafts, and you’ll be setting up ping-pong tournaments and swimming races.  But you’ll also be servicing the men so their wives can get some rest.  Why don’t I introduce you to the equipment room so you can work there today?  Tomorrow I can get you started with the schedule and the programs.

...

Mizue spent most of the day at the equipment room counter, handing out ping-pong paddles and other gym equipment to men and women.  Everyone was polite, but she could tell the women didn’t like her much.  The men, on the other hand, would glance at her body and grin.  The thought of these men feasting their eyes on her caused her stomach to twist.

It was thirty minutes to closing time when a slim man with a head full of salt and pepper hair approached.

“Hello there, girl, I heard you were just hired.  I’m Mr. Kimura. It's nice to meet you.”

Mizue bowed and smiled, “Hello, I’m Mizue Hoshino.  It’s a pleasure to meet you.  What can I help you with?”

“Would you mind if we had a chat in private?”

Mizue looked around nervously.  “Private chat?  I guess that’s possible.  Why don’t you come into the equipment room? There’s a couch we could sit on.

“Perfect, Miss Hoshino.”

The young woman let the old man through the door and led him to the back, where a leather couch waited.

He sat first, and Mizue was about to take the other side of the couch, but the man raised his hand.

“Why sit on the couch when you have a perfectly good lap right here?”

Mizue froze. “Yes, I see,” she said quietly before moving to him and sitting down on his lap.  She remembered the rules of the town, and sitting on an old man’s lap seemed innocent enough; he wasn’t bending her over the counter. She breathed in through her nose and smelled the man’s musky cologne, making her smile. The elderly man placed one hand on her knee, just below her skirt, and the other on her waist, wrapping an arm around her and getting close.

He asked, “Why don’t you tell me how old you are, Miss?”

“I’m twenty-five, sir.  My birthday was last month.”

“Tell me how you’re enjoying your first day at work.  Your shift is almost over, isn’t it?” 

Mizue could feel the warmth of his hands penetrate her clothing and skin.  She mustered the courage to speak and said, “Everyone has been very polite here, and the work is nice.  I like making people’s lives happier.”

Kimura’s hand slid down from her knee and down her calf before he started continuously dragging an index finger up and down the side of her lower leg.   Mizue felt her entire body break out in goosebumps.  He put his mouth to her ear so she could feel his minty breath while he spoke, “Has anyone made a pass at you?”

Mizue closed her almond-shaped, dark brown eyes and shook her head, causing her long, silky hair to wave back and forth. “No, they haven't.”

“I guess that makes me a lucky man, doesn’t it?”  He laughed, using only his breath. “I must say that you’re the prettiest girl that we’ve seen work at the senior center for a long time, Miss Hoshino.  May I call you Mizue?”

“I’d like to stay formal if possible, sir.”  Whatever the physical demands of the job were, she could still keep her heart at a distance from these lecherous men. 

“Yes, of course, Miss.  I’ll be sure to tell the men your preference.”  While he stroked her leg, his other hand started to massage Mizue’s side. “Now tell me, were you in an industry, or were you selected because you were just promiscuous?”

“I was a sex addict, sir.  I’ve slept with many men.”

“You said ‘was’.  You’re no longer an addict for sex?”

The girl put a finger to her lips and thought for a second, “No, I suppose you're right.  I never went back to the psychiatrist after being diagnosed.  I was dating up until I moved out here.”

“So you still love sex, right?”  He used his hand on her knee to push her legs.  His hand drifted up her thigh at a turtle’s pace.  “Who was the oldest person you made love with?”

“One time, I had a one-night stand with a salaryman.  I think he said he was thirty-seven,”  Mizue said.  The old man’s fingers felt like electric sparks as they moved up her soft skin.  The young lady fought to suppress her reaction, but she could feel her panties become moist and her nipples press against the fabric of her bra.

“Thirty-seven?  That’s not old.”  Kimura put the tip of his nose on the edge of her earlobe and traced it. Mizue squirmed, which made the old man laugh.  He said, “Do you think old men will be able to help you with your addiction?  Will you find this position satisfactory?”

“I don’t know.”  She said with a hitched voice. “I mean, I hope so.  I want to be successful here so I can achieve my long-term dreams.”

“That’s a good outlook.  Here’s a question for you.  Do you want me to go further?”

Mizue’s heart beat so hard and fast she could hear it.  If she said no, was it a refusal?  She thought about what she had just said about her goals and answered, “Yes.”

“Yes, what, Miss?” 

“Yes, I’d like you to go further.”

“What would you like me to do to you?  Please be specific.” 

“I...I want you to grab my chest and feel my panties.”

He laughed at his little victory.  The old man’s hands slid to dangerous spots on her body.  His left hand landed on her panties while his right groped her large right breast over the fabric.  She felt two fingertips pressing just enough to find her slit through her panties and drag up and down the cotton fabric covering her vulva.

“You're practically soaked down there, Miss Hoshino, and I can feel your nipple poking through your bra.  You must be rock hard.”

“What do you expect, sir?  You’re teasing me.”

Kimura brought his mouth to her earlobe and began nibbling.  Tiny, gentle bites on her ear that went from the bottom upwards.  Mizue gasped.  The old man’s petting was just shy of being satisfying; it only drove a desire for more.  His motions started to make her moan softly.

She put her hand on his hand that was squeezing her tit and pressed harder.  “Please, sir.”

“Please, what?”

“Please... just... hmmph.”  She couldn’t bring herself to ask for what she wanted.  Mizue wanted him to tear her clothes off.

“Heh, so impatient.  It’s time to tell you the situation.  The boys and I are going to take our time breaking you in.  We’re going to drive you crazy.”

“It’s not fair!”  She moved her hand to her crotch, but Kimura batted it away and gave her thigh a pinch, which made her yelp.

“Listen, your body is ours.  Every man in town could grab you and do what they wanted to you.  But here we’re going to go slow and savor the process.  Our sexual urges are satisfied with either our wives or other men’s wives.  We may not even touch you on some days.  In the end, you’ll be begging for it.”

“Mmmph!  Mister, I’m so close!”

“Oh! I’m late for supper!  My wife will be worried about me!”  Kimura pulled his hands away and then pushed her off his lap, causing her to get up and step away.  “My apologies, but I have to go.”

“What!?  But why!?”

“She’s cooking my favorite, pork cutlet, that’s why.  And then after that, I’m going to make sure I spend the night filling her with my spunk.  My wife is a damned firecracker in bed.  Every old girl in town is wild in bed, too.  You see how they take care of themselves.  Anyway, see you soon, Miss Hoshino, have a safe trip home.  Don’t let the young men catch you coming home, or you won’t get any sleep.”    He walked out of the room and waved his hand.

When he was out of earshot, she grimaced and kicked the couch, saying, “What a tease!”


Chapter 4

Takeo hit his phone as it chirped playfully; it was five in the morning.  Hopping up, he got ready, put on his running outfit, and laced up his sneakers.

The town had yet to spring to life.  All he heard was the seagulls, the ocean, and the sound of his feet hitting the pavement.  Turning to the harbor, he jogged until he came to the waterfront and turned left, jogging down the paved walkway that hugged the white sandy beach.

He shook his head as he ran, “What the hell am I getting into?  Fucking a bunch of prostitutes and porn stars, trying to get them pregnant?  What are their spouses like?  What was I thinking?”

Takeo felt a hand slap him on the shoulder and was startled by a man with a raspy voice saying, “You were probably thinking of all the pussy you’re going to get!”

Takeo stumbled before recovering and looking at the man who was running next to him, “Whoa! You startled me!”   The guy had spiked blonde hair and blue contact lenses.  He had a deep bronze tan and wore diamond stud earrings. 

“I got you, buddy!”  He laughed, “You should see the look on your face.  Sorry, my name’s Isao Akizuki.”  He reached out and offered his hand to shake.  “I’ve moved here with my wife a few months ago.  We both work in the porn industry.”

“Ah.”  Takeo looked at Isao’s hand for a moment before shaking it while they continued to jog. “It’s nice to meet you, Akizuki. I’m Takeo.”

Isao put his hand up, “Kishimoto, yeah, pretty much the whole town knows who you are. Heck, all the women spent months picking you.”

“I’ll have to remember that.”

“I’m glad I caught you. I was hoping you were a morning runner.”

Takeo noticed the man was breathing pretty heavy as he talked, “Oh, you wanted to meet me?  Why is that?”

“Come on, man, you’re the only non-freak in town!  This place is crazy, and you're a little island of sanity.  I wanted to see if you wanted to be friends?”

Takeo smiled, “Isao, that’s really kind of you.”  The young man looked at the pavement as he ran for a moment.

“No pressure, I get it.  I know it’s weird that I’m being forward about it, but that’s just who I am.  I like to be where the action is.”  He shrugged. “Knowing someone unique is great when everyone in town comes from similar backgrounds.”

“Yeah, sure, we should hang out.”  Takeo nodded. “What do you like to do for fun?”

Isao grinned micheviously.

Takeo waved his hand, “Besides that, come on.”

“I’m pulling your chain.  The town has a couple of nightclubs with live music.  There are some good restaurants too.  There’s a karaoke joint.  There are miles of trails up the valley and a few camping spots.  There’s fishing and swimming.  Fuck, there’s even a library if you’re a nerd.”

“How did the town get so many different businesses if you’re all...”

“Sex addicts come from all walks of life, and it's a great way for them to make the money to live here.”

“Oh, I see.  So this place is a chance for them to go back to their old interests if they want.  How do you do your job as an adult actor if you live here?”

“Rin, that’s my wife, and I take the train into Tokyo if we need to film there.  There are so many actors in town that we do a lot of shoots here as well.  It’s actually ideal, everyone is really cool.”

“That’s awesome.” Takeo nodded; he felt like being friendly was the way to go, as he wanted to fit in. “Yeah, let's hang out.”

“Great!  How about drinks at the Sea Breeze bar tomorrow at nine?  They have a pool table and darts.  Maybe we can find you a girlfriend!”  Isou elbowed him.

“Girlfriend!?”

“I’ll catch you later, Takeo. I’m about to pass out. I’m really out of shape, so I’ll have to drop by the fitness center.”  He gave a quick salute and turned off down a side road heading uphill.”

...

After coming home and showering, he knocked on Mizue’s door to apologize, but found she wasn’t home.  Grabbing his backpack, he started walking to the fitness center.  As he went, he noticed most of the people walking were men, while the girls were either riding bikes or taking a car.

His stomach growled as he passed by the convenience store, so he decided to stop and grab an onigiri.  He walked over to the refrigerated section, pulled a salmon onigiri from the shelf, then poured himself a coffee before going to the checkout.

The girl at checkout watched him like a hawk, so Takeo kept his gaze on the floor.

“I’m sorry, I just want these two things.”

“Don’t be sorry, Mr. Kishimoto!”

“Really?  It just seemed like you were angry at me.”

“If anything, it's the opposite.”

Takeo looked up, “Pardon me?”

“You're the only boy in town I know won’t grab me, so  I can let my guard down.  I’m Risa Tanaka. It’s nice to meet you.”  She nodded her head and started to ring him up.

Takeo frowned and said, “You don’t want to be here?  Are you being forced to stay in town?”

Risa put her hands up and shook them, “No, I’m here of my own free will.  It just gets inconvenient sometimes.”  She looked at the counter and nodded, “Really, don’t worry about me.”

Takeo nodded, “That’s a relief.  I’d hate for anyone to be forced.  It’s not right.”

“Don’t worry about me, Mr. Kishimoto.”

“Just call me Takeo, formalities seem weird in a place where anyone can start having sex.”

Risa pointed at him, “Everyone but you.”

Takeo’s face drooped a little, “Right, anyway, I’ve gotta run.  I’ll probably be here often.  It was nice to meet you, Miss Tanaka.”  He bowed his head before walking out the door and down the lane with his head down.

Risa said after him, “Takeo!  I didn’t mean it like that.”  When he was out of sight, Risa slammed the counter with her fist. “Risa!  You idiot! Stupid! Stupid! Stupid!”

...

The fitness center was large, occupying two floors of a building in the center of town.  The first floor was covered in cardio equipment.  Long curving stairs lead up to weight machines and power racks.

He walked over to the receptionist's desk and saw a short girl with shoulder-length pink hair wearing a tracksuit.

“Hi, I’m Takeo Kishimoto.”

“Oh my god!  You’re so much cuter in person!”  The girl jumped up, ran around the desk, and hugged him.  Takeo grimaced, not knowing what to do as the flirt pressed her breasts into him.  She backed away and bowed, “I’m Akari. The boss is waiting for you upstairs.”

She grabbed his hand and pulled him over to the stairs, and looked back at him playfully as she took the steps up to the weight room.  He looked around and saw that the first floor was mostly populated with well-endowed mommy types whose eyes seemed to either pierce his soul or stare at his butt.  He smiled and waved as he was dragged upstairs.

“Mr. Kiriyama!  Takeo is here!”

“Akari!  What did I say about using first names!”  A bear of a man yelled out from inside a power rack as he squatted so much weight that the bar bent.  He had his hair in a ponytail, and he had a shaped, pointed beard. 

Akari pouted, “It’s fine, sir. Takeo said it was fine, right, Takeo?”  Takeo felt Akari squeeze his hand tightly.

“Oh, yes.  I said it downstairs, sir.”

“Mr. Kishimoto, you don’t have to lie for Akari.  She’s friendly with everyone, no filter at all.”

Takeo bowed deeply, “Mr. Kiriyama, it’s a pleasure to meet you.  I look forward to working with you.”

“Ah, you’re a polite one. I shake hands.”  Kiriyama offered his hand, which looked about the same size as a knight’s gauntlet.  His arms were hairy, and Takeo winced when he shook his hand.  “Let me sit you down in the back office so we can get acquainted.  Thank you, Akari. You can let go of Takeo’s hand now.”

“Oh! Sorry!”  The girl recoiled and skipped away, “See you later, Takeo!” 

Takeo waved as he followed the burly man to the back of the gym.  As he turned to follow, he saw a man approaching Akiri.

“Here, have a seat, Takeo.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“How was your first night in Otsumi village?  No girls jumping on you yet?”

Takeo laughed, “Ha!”  He remembered Mizue throwing herself at him, and he slumped his shoulders. “I had dinner with a girl who was hired the same day as me.  Besides that, no one has done anything.”

“All in good time, son, ha!  You’ll be sick of pussy by the end of the year.”

“I find that hard to believe.”

“Ha!  I knew you had a sense of humor.”  The strong man slapped his desk, causing everything on it to hop an inch off the table. “So, while you’re the stud in town and that will be your priority, I still need you to do your best as assistant manager here at the center.  In Otsumi, the aesthetics of each citizen are important to the community's overall happiness.  I’m not into body shaming, but if a girl is curvy, I still expect them to be strong and vigorous.  I don’t want any girl getting tired from doing cowgirl.”

Takeo widened his eyes, “Sir?”

“Ah, no need to be reserved in this town, Takeo.  Those inhibitions will drop over time.  But enough of that.  You’ll be working as a personal trainer at the center, and I’ll need you to take over the newsletter we publish every month. Akiri will need to sync the gym’s calendar with your phone, and then you should be all set up.  I think that will take up all the hours that the town hall has given me.  The rest I assume will be handiman work. “

“Great, it’s nice to have a full schedule.”

Kishimoto smirked, “Akiri will fill you in on the details of the work.  There’s a lot of stuff you’ll be doing that’s not in the job description.  Towels, cleanups, stuff like that.”

“Right, got it. Thank you, sir!”  Takeo nodded his head deeply before getting up.

His boss showed Takeo the door and waved goodbye.  Looking around, he tried to find Akiri.  After a moment of looking around, he heard something that sounded like slapping flesh slapping flesh.

Turning a corner, his mouth dropped open, and he dropped his backpack.  There, lying on a workout bench, was Akiri with her track pants looped around one ankle.  Her legs were splayed apart, and the short man he had seen before was slamming his cock into her.  Akiri had a look on her face that reminded him of someone waiting at a dentist’s office.  The only difference was that her body shuddered with every thrust of the man.  He was glistening with sweat, and his hands gripped her pale thighs tightly.  While she remained quiet, the man wheezed and groaned.

Akari stopped looking at her cuticles on her hands and glanced in Takeo’s direction, and she covered her face.  “Don’t look at me!  I’m so embarrassed!”

The sweaty man laughed, “Hey, Akiri, you’re clamping down on me!  I’m going to blow!”

Takeo turned around and walked away as he heard the man orgasm with low grunts.

He heard Akiri’s voice, “Don’t go, Takeo!  You needed to speak with me, right?  Just let me get my pants back on.”

“Oh, right.”  Takeo gripped the railing that overlooked the first floor.  Looking down, he noticed that his crotch was bulging slightly, and he cursed himself.  Several women on elliptical equipment looked up, and one with short blond hair and deep blue eyes gave him a sultry smile.  Takeo nodded but backed away from the railing.

“What can I do for you, Takeo?”  He heard Akiri’s voice close behind him.

He whirled around, “Yeah, the boss wanted me to learn the ropes from you about he center, he said you knew everything.” 

He glanced at her body.  The girl’s skin had a slight sheen to it, and her face was flushed.  Her breath was like someone who had just spent time running.

“I’m sorry you had to see that on your first work day, Takeo.  That guy’s a randy bastard, though.  If his girl doesn’t fuck his brains out, I’m next in line the next morning.”

“I should apologize, I shouldn’t have stared.”

Akari bent forward and smirked, “Oh, there’s no rule against watching others during free use.  Some people actually like it.”  The pink-haired girl pointed her brown eyes to the floor.  “I’m sure you’ll be seeing much prettier girls soon. All the hot women work out here on the regular, and the gym rats will get some action between their sets.”

Takeo put his palms up at her, “No, don’t be so hard on yourself.  You’ve got a really fit body.”

Akari looked up, “Really?  You think so!?  Thank you!”  She reached forward and hugged him.  Takeo couldn’t help but tense his body when he smelled the musk of the man who had just fucked her.

“No problem, Akari.  I think I’ll have to get used to your hugs more than the free use.  Now, why don’t you give me the grand tour?”


Chapter 5

​​Takeo scrubbed his skin hard in the shower after getting home and watched the dirt swirl around the shower’s drain.  After lunch with Kiriyama, the mayor picked him up in a car and drove him to the handyman workshop that had a light truck, building materials, and tools.  Within twenty minutes, he got a call on his phone asking for him. He spent the rest of the day doing all the delayed maintenance on the plumbing of an old man’s apartment.

He stepped out into the hallway and started to dry his hair.  Just then, he heard a knock at the door.

The man heard Mizue’s voice from behind the door, “Takeo!  Could you please let me in?”

It sounded urgent, so Takeo wrapped the towel around his waist and opened the door.  Mizue’s mouth dropped open.  Takeo felt her eyes all over his body before they rested on his six-pack.

“Oh! I didn’t realize you were...”

“Is something wrong? Are you hurt?  Come in.”  Takeo stepped aside and invited her inside.  Mizue nodded, walked to the main room, and sat at the low table in the center of it.

“Just let me get dressed, and we can talk, just a second.”

Takeo was behind Mizue as he pulled a t-shirt and shorts from his chest of drawers.  Across the room, there was a mirror, and Mizue found she could see the man's dress.  She saw how well-defined the young man’s muscles were.  Takeo was of a medium build, but she saw that he worked hard on his physique.  When he turned around and sat across from her at the chabudai, she snapped her gaze to her own hands.

“So?  What happened?”

“Right, I wouldn’t have sounded so anxious, but if I was out in the open, I was afraid a guy might see me, and I wanted to talk to you.  If I’m in the apartment, they can’t make a move, right?”

“Ah, I see.  You didn’t want to get interrupted.  What did you want to talk about?”

Mizue slouched and said, “First, I wanted to apologize for being so forward after dinner yesterday.  I shouldn’t have done that.  I’m sorry.”

“It’s my fault.  I should have been clearer.”

“No.  You were clear as day.”  Mizue shook her head.  “But I do want to be good friends with you, Takeo. I feel like you’re someone I can trust.  I need someone I can talk to, you know? Can we please start fresh?”

He looked down and thought for a moment before saying, “I’m really glad you said that, Mizue.  Yes, I’d like to be your friend.”

“Oh, that’s great! I’m so happy!”  Mizue beamed. “I’ve been dying to talk to someone, and my phone doesn’t seem to work for calling anyone.  It’s like the phone only works for the village or something.”

“Huh, really?”  Takeo got up and looked at his phone.  He called his mother, but the phone just said that it couldn’t make the call.  “What’s your number?  Let me call you.”

Mizue agreed, and Takeo tried the number.  Her phone rang.

“That’s so odd.  Maybe it’s in the contract that we can’t contact outside people.”

Mizue, “I hope that they’ll let us eventually.  Do you think they don’t trust us yet?”

“Yeah, that’s probably right.”  He paused, “I don’t know how to bring this up, I guess it’s none of my business.”

Mizue squirmed as she sat.  “What are you asking?”

“I mean to ask, did you have a good first day at work?”

“I suppose so, my boss is very friendly and I think the job will be fairly easy.  And I like helping people.  Today was easy, handing out equipment, ping-pong paddles, and games.  I’ll do more as I get settled in, but today was fine.”

Takeo nodded, “Well, that’s alright then, I’m glad.”

“How did your day go?”  Mizue said, eager to take the focus away from herself.

“The gym is really nice.  It’s well equipped.  The people working there are friendly.  My boss is a mountain called Mr. Kiriyama.  And there’s a pink-haired girl named Akari, she’s a real scatterbrain.” He laughed, “Then I had to do some real dirty work on some plumbing.  That’s why I took the shower.”

“Oh, right.  So no one approached you?”

“No, not really.  There was this guy named Isao who wanted to be my friend.  He invited me out tomorrow.  I can ask him if I can bring you.  Crap, I forgot to get his number.”

“No!  It’s fine, boys should hang out.  I don’t want to be a drag.”

They sat there not saying anything for a moment.

“There is one thing I want to ask you, Takeo. Could you please come grocery shopping with me?”

“Huh?”

“My boss told me that men would be less likely to approach if I’m walking with a man.  I mentioned I knew you, and she said it would be a great idea to get all my errands done with you.  We live right next to each other, maybe we could take turns cooking?”

“We’d be like roommates.”

“Yeah, that’s it, roommates.”  She smiled hopefully.

“I have to warn you, I eat pretty healthy.  Be prepared to eat a lot of vegetables.”

Mizue laughed, “Veggies?  Yuck!”

Takeo smiled, “Why don’t we go now.  I have so many things I need to get.”

...

Mizue and Takeo walked close enough to seem like they were a couple as they headed to the supermarket.  Takeo could see men look at them as they passed by, but no one stopped or approached them.  They saw the bright neon lights of the grocery store when they heard someone jogging up from behind them.

They stopped and turned around.  Takeo felt the hairs stand up on the back of his neck, and he placed his feet shoulder-width apart. 

“Who is that?”

They saw a figure in the darkness between the street lights.  It was only when they saw a woman with short brown hair wave at them.

“Takeo, Mizue!  Hey!”  The convenience store worker waved at them.

Mizue waved back, “Risa!  What’s up!?”

“Are you two going for groceries?”

Takeo scratched the back of his head, “Yeah, we are.”

“Can I tag along?  I need to grab some things too.”

Mizue nodded, “Safety in numbers, right?”

The trio went through the well-stocked supermarket.  Risa picked up some vegetables and meat while Takeo and Mizue bought all the staples they needed to stock their meager kitchens.

Several other couples were also grabbing groceries, but a few men were picking up items and shooting glances at Mizue and Risa.

Mizue looked at Risa and asked, “So, Risa, can I ask if you’re seeing anyone here?”

“Ah, me?  No.  I was dating someone for a few months, but it didn’t work out.”

“I can’t imagine how relationships work in this town.”

Risa shook her head, “Yeah, it can be crazy at times. You have to separate physical and emotional fidelity.  My ex was really great.  When we started going steady, he never used any girl.  He had the choice, but I didn’t.  One time, he swung by the convenience store at the wrong time, and he found me being used by several men.  I usually don’t react too much and keep quiet, but they were very intense.  It was when I was orgasming that I saw him; my reaction made it sound worse. He ended it right there.”

“That’s awful!”

Risa raised a finger, “So take my advice if you start dating, trust is so important.  You have to guard your emotions, which is hard as a woman.  Emotional infidelity is seen as betrayal in Otsumi.  Sex without emotional connection is how you stay faithful.  I make sure I don’t kiss anyone I don’t have feelings for.”

“Risa, I have to be blunt,”  Takeo asked.  “Do you like being used?”

“If it happens a lot, it can get annoying.  You also have to guard yourself from forming a connection with someone who’s in a relationship.  Honestly, I love fucking.  If I go too long without it, I get a bit stir-crazy.  I end up going overboard, and then I get in trouble at work for not completing my tasks.  I’m hopeless.”  She laughed and covered her mouth.  “Don’t worry about me, though.  I’m one tough girl.”

When they came to the checkout line, a middle-aged man had a checkout girl on her knees.  She was giving him a blow job, but the man was gripping her hair and using her mouth like his own personal sex toy.  The three looked but moved to the other checkout.”

The girl saw Takeo and her eyes shut tight, and she let out a whine while the man’s dong plunged down her throat.

Risa elbowed Takeo, “She’s embarrassed that you saw her being used.  Most women will be like that with you.”

“Why is that?”

“A majority of the village’s women really like you, and being caught getting used is mortifying.  You’re the only one who can get them pregnant. Being the father of their children is  going to form an emotional bond no matter who they’re dating or married to.”

“Damn, this is so complicated.”

“A lot of men don’t last long in your position.”

“What happens to them?”

“They move away when their contract comes up for renewal, then the girls do another round of research to find the next stud.”

“I’ll try to ignore them then.”

Risa nodded, “That may be for the best.”

“Do you think I could get a girlfriend?”  Takeo asked.

Mizue glared, but Risa spoke, “I suppose it would be like a regular dating scenario since you can’t free use.  You’ll have to actually work for it.  And the girl would have to be very confident in her abilities to keep your heart, or she would go mad with jealousy.”  She giggled and then said, “There’s no reason why you can’t have a few girlfriends so long as they make the first move.   Most men have one girlfriend or wife; otherwise, they have a hard time keeping both happy.”

Takeo shook his head and laughed, “I can’t imagine having more than one girlfriend.  I’m sure I’d have trouble holding onto even one.”

Risa and Mizue shot each other a look while Takeo walked out the door with the groceries.


Chapter 6

Takeo walked into the Sea Breeze bar on his own the next day, wearing a black button-down shirt and a pair of faded jeans.  The bar had an open front facing the sea, and music pumped out of it and into the harbor.  He looked around and found that the place was covered in fake plastic seagulls, old fishing nets, and tacky paintings of the sea.

As he passed a threshold, he saw a black on yellow sign that said, “Free use regulations are suspended beyond this point.  Couples leaving the establishment shall not be harassed or propositioned.  By decree of the town council.”

The place was crawling with beautiful people.  He felt like he was in some television romance series.

“Hey, Takeo!  Over here!”  he heard someone yell over the music.  He looked over and saw Isao, with his spiky blond hair and big smile, standing at the bar. 

Takeo wended his way through the crowd over to the bar.  It was pretty crowded as he moved sideways.  He jumped and looked behind him; someone had grabbed his ass.  More than one woman looked at him with a smirk on their face.  He couldn’t tell who had done it, so he looked down and turned towards Isao.

“Hey, Isao, long time no see.”

“Right back at you.”  He said as they shook hands.  “Have you met my wife Rin Akizuki?”

Takeo looked to Isao’s side and saw a buxom blonde with short hair and blue eyes.  The girl looked him over and smiled.

Takeo nodded, “Yeah, I think I saw you at the gym? I’m sorry I didn’t introduce myself then.”

“It’s okay, it was your first day, and you were busy.”  She said with a silky voice.  She extended her hand with her palm down. “Pleasure to meet you.”

Takeo looked at Isao with an arched eyebrow.  Isao pointed to her hand, “Don’t be impolite, guy, she doesn’t have cooties.”

Takeo laughed, took the hand, and kissed it.  She smelled of vanilla, and when he kissed her hand, she gave his hand a squeeze.

“There we go, see Rin, he’s a gentleman.  So, Takeo, Rin wanted to know if you recognized either of us from before coming to Otsumi.”

Takeo thought for a moment and then pointed at Rin and blushed, “Yeah! Oh, man. Um, this is embarrassing.”

Rin and Isao laughed.  Rin winked and said, “There’s no shame in saying you saw us in an adult video, Takeo.  Well, at least we know you have good taste.  Which one was it?”

“Um, it was the one where you had to pay the landlord but didn’t have the cash.”

“Ha!  I’ve done a hundred of those.  Which one?”

“Sorry, I wasn’t too focused on the plot.”

The couple laughed again.  Isao tapped Takeo’s shoulder, “What are you having?”

“Can I have a lager?”

“Sure thing, bro.”  The tanned man turned around and said, “Now here’s the hard part: getting the attention of the bartender.”  He started moving away, waving cash in his hand. “I’ll be right back.”

Rin grabbed Takeo by the wrist and pulled him to the open stool next to her, “Come take this spot before some producer sits there.  Now tell me, how are you liking the town?”  Rin’s hand maneuvered from his wrist to holding his hand.

“So far so good.  I’ll be starting personal training sessions soon.”

“Ah, yes.  I have to start scheduling that for the next few months.  I had to schedule you six weeks ago to get your first session.”

“First session?”  He took out his phone and looked at his calendar.  “There you are, R. Akizuki.”

“I’m going to have you all to myself for one hour.  Are you going to make me sweat?”

“Well, first, I would like to get to know your goals, if you have any.  Then I would test your physical limits, like your squat.”

“You make women lift weights?  Won’t I get all muscly like the gym manager?”

“That’s only a myth.  You’ll just get a little definition.  It also prevents bone loss, which is important for women.  I make everyone who I train do at least a little lifting.”

“Well, what part of me do you think needs the most work?”  Rin set down her drink and stood up.  She turned around and struck a pose.  Her posterior was tight, and her legs did indeed have definition.  Rin looked over her shoulder and smiled.

Takeo forced himself to look and then respond. “Well, to be perfectly honest, I don’t really see any flaws.  If your stamina is good as well, you might just need maintenance and flexibility exercises.”

Rin leaned in and said, “I’m already very flexible, boy.  You need to watch more of my work.”

Takeo let out a high-pitched laugh, “Sorry, I only have my phone, and the internet seems wonky for anything outside of the village.”

She sat on the stool again and fixed her white tube skirt. “Isao and I have an extensive video collection, all of our work, and more.  You can borrow anything you’d like.”

“That’s very kind of you.”

“Here you are!”  Isao bumped into them and handed Takeo a beer.  “I’ve also brought a friend,  Takeo. This is Hanae Sato.  She’s still working in the industry like us.  Hanae, this is Takeo Kishimoto.”

They both nodded to each other.  Hanae was tall for a Japanese girl.  She had long black hair with trimmed bangs.  Her skin was pale, and she wore a slinky black dress that accentuated her hips and her breasts.  Despite oozing sexual energy, she still managed to pull off the shy girl face that Takeo had a weakness for.  He could feel his heart start to beat faster, but he also noticed Isao had his arm firmly around Hanae’s waist.  Rin kept her eyes on Takeo.

Hanae made a wholesome smile and said, “All of my friends have been talking about you, Takeo.  I’m so excited to have been one of the first people to meet you.  What do you like the most about Otsumi village?”

“Probably all the pretty girls are willing to talk with me.  I feel like I’m in a dream.”

Rin said, “Hanae, he thinks we’re dream girls.”

Hanae giggled and covered her mouth, “I love it.”

Isao stepped back, bringing Hanae with him. “Well, I really like this song.  Hanae, would you like to dance?”

Hanae’s eyebrows popped up for a second as she was dragged away, “Um, sure.  Takeo, will you dance with me later?”

“I’m not so sure, I only dance ballroom.”

Rin clapped, “Don’t worry, Hanae, I’ll get him drunk enough to go dance.”

Hanae pouted as Isao pulled her into the crowd.

“What do you mean, get me drunk, Rin?”

“I meant exactly what I said, boy.  Hey barkeep!  Two shochu, please!  Make them doubles.”

“Hey, that’s dangerous!”  Takeo said, pointing to the bartender as he brought two glasses with clear liquor in them.

“I’m more dangerous,” the pixie-haired blonde handed one glass to Takeo. “Now drink, boy, prove that you’re a man.”

They knocked the shots back and tapped them on the bar.    Takeo wheezed, which made Rin laugh. “Don’t die on me, Takeo, I’ll be held responsible.”

The man felt the spirit cover his belly in warmth.  He smiled and said, “I’m not that much of a drinker.”

Rin put a hand on Takeo’s knee, “Have no fear, if you want, I can teach you all about partying hard. Didn’t you drink when you were in college?”

“I was a good boy.  I didn’t want to be like the other guys who were falling over themselves.  It seemed unfair when the girls would chase them.”  He looked at her hand on his leg and then looked around.  More than one woman in the club was looking at him. 

“ I think you sell yourself short. I think the fact that you’re not as aggressive as the other men here is one of the reasons we all picked you.  I like you, Takeo.”

“Oh, I think you’re great too.”

Rin started at him and now squeezed his thigh.

“What?” he said.  “You like me?  But your husband is just over there on the dancefloor.”

“What about him?”

“Shouldn’t you love him instead?  I mean, shouldn’t you be emotionally true to your spouse?”

Rin’s hand slid up his leg as she said, “Isao and I have an understanding.”

“And you mean just on a physical level, right?”

“Babe, do you think anyone in town could tell me what to do?  I’ve signed the citizen contract, and that’s it.  Isao has to work for my heart every day.  You, on the other hand, have something he doesn’t.”  Her fingers got so close to his crotch that he thought of jumping out of the chair.

Takeo gulped, “I think I get what you’re saying.”

Rin got off her stool and grabbed him by the hand. “Come on, boy, I need to move my body.”

Takeo couldn’t resist being dragged out onto the dance floor.  Rin’s ass jiggled in her skirt a little with every step she took.  He looked over the porn star’s shoulder to see her husband holding Hanae from behind as she danced.  The brunette was looking around and saw Takeo and immediately averted her gaze, practically turning so Isao would eclipse her.  The young man grimaced at the fact that he would have to dance with the girl who was already married.

Rin turned around and bit her lip.  She placed his hands on her hips and draped her arms on his shoulders.  The girl stuck out her chest and shoved her cleavage up so Takeo could get a good look.

“So you said you really know how to dance?”

“Yeah, I learned ballroom dancing with my ex-girlfriend.  I’m not great, but I can hold my own.”

“I always wanted to dance Latin dances, salsa, and the like.  I heard one of the clubs had lessons, but Isao was too self-conscious to learn.  Can you believe that?  The boy just coasts on his good looks.”

“I know a little of that dance, too.  I’ll have to look into taking lessons.  I think the town wants me to be out of my apartment as much as possible.”

“You’re a quick learner, Takeo. That’s right.  When people are stuck indoors, there are fewer chances for free use.  Only rich people like Isao and I can afford the bigger apartments and houses.”

“You’ll have to show me your home.  I’m curious how adult actors live.”

“Lucky for you, you’re coming home with us for a cup of coffee or a nightcap.  It’s hard to have a conversation with all this music.”

Takeo’s mouth opened and closed before he said, “I don’t know if that’s a good idea for me.  I’ve got work early in the morning, and we have our first training session right?”

Rin leaned in and said, “I won’t take no for an answer, boy.  Are you really afraid of a cup of coffee?”

“No!  That isn’t it.  I’m just saying...”

“Then it's settled.  Let’s dance and then go home for a coffee.”

Rin kept Takeo out on the floor for what seemed like an eternity.  They only left the floor when Rin asked for another drink.  By the time the bar closed, Takeo had a good buzz.

Rin said to him as she pulled him off the floor to the coat check, “Now you seem loosened up.  You had a real stick up your ass when we started dancing.”

“Heh, that was because an emo girl kept pinching my ass.”

Rin’s blue eyes flashed, “Who!?  Show her, and I’ll kick her ass!” 

Takeo saw the girl waving at him.  He grabbed Rin’s white leather jacket, covered her, and escorted her out of the bar.

“Don’t worry, she left a while ago. By the way, where is Isao?”

Rin shrugged, “How should I know?  Probably fucking Hanae on the beach.  Forget about them, let’s get that coffee!”  Rin wrapped an arm around Takeo and headed uphill from the harbor.


Chapter 7

Takeo leaned over a marble kitchen island and accepted a steaming cup of coffee.  Instead of walking, Rin had taken Takeo to a sports car and driven him up to one of the villas that clung to the valley's side.  The house was austere with a vast first floor.  It had wrap-around windows that looked down onto the village and the harbor.

Takeo picked up the mug and sipped from it. “Mmm, you really like a dark roast.”

“Did you want more cream in it?”

Takeo nodded, “Yeah.”

Rin was about to pour more milk when she hesitated, “On one condition. You need to tell me if you think I’m pretty or not.  Be honest.”

Takeo smiled and turned away. “Why are you asking me that?”

“I’m curious if I’m your type,” she replied, tilting her head. 

“I don’t believe in types.  Types are just euphemisms for our prejudices, and everyone is an individual. If you want my honest opinion, yes, you're very pretty.”  He nodded and smiled.

“Interesting answer.”  She tapped her chin, “I didn’t realize you were so thoughtful.”  She poured the milk to the brim, making the coffee a light brown color. “So, do you have any questions about me, or about my job? I  want to know if you have any reservations getting to know a porn actress.”

“I guess the first question I would have would be, do you enjoy it?” He sipped from his mug, “A lot of women seem to be faking it.”

“I love it, but a lot of the time, directors want you to act differently.”

“How so?”

“Well,” she said, smiling. “You would think with my look that I would be vocal and domineering, right?  In real life, when I really enjoy it, I tend to be quite submissive.  I find it a challenge sometimes in scenes to maintain the facade.”

“What’s your favorite part? Of having sex?”

“I like emotional connection in the moment.  If a guy is fucking me hard but taking the time to show he cares, then I daydream about it the next few days.  That’s why free use sex is so forgettable.  It’s like junk food to me.”

“That’s an interesting take.  I would think girls would remember being used only as a means for the pleasure of another man.  Masochistic types would love it.”

Rin walked around the kitchen island and got so close that Takeo could smell her vanilla perfume again.  She said, “When are you going to accept that I’m not like other girls?”

Takeo could feel her desire emanating from her like vapor.  When she closed her eyes and tilted her head, he felt himself coming in close for a kiss.  Her lips were full and moist.  After a few tentative pecks, the pair embraced.  Takeo’s cock grew in his pants and pressed against Rin’s tube skirt.

Closed mouths opened, and Rin accepted Takeo’s explorations.  He slowly caressed her tongue with his before he sensed her teeth as well.  They took their time and knew how to breathe during these long kisses.  Rin moaned as they continued.

Rin pulled away, panting as she spoke, “I never would have thought you’d be such a great kisser.”

“An old girlfriend I had wouldn’t let me go further until I kissed as well as her ex.”

“Clever,” she said. Rin gripped his buttocks and whispered, “I want more.”

“How does the couch sound?”  He asked.  “They look comfy.”

Rin pouted, “Sure, I guess so.”

“Why are you upset? Let’s go.”

“I was sure you’d want to fool around in my bedroom.”  She ground her pelvis against him. “Your cock seems to agree.”

“Wouldn’t it be weird to do it in the same bed that you sleep with your husband in?”

She frowned, “He has it coming to him.  Isao barely touches me anymore, now that he has an entire town of all kinds of women to fuck.  Not to mention he really enjoys his work.”

“I bet this place changes men.”

“It strips away whatever decency they have, Takeo.  Please don’t lose yourself in this town; that’s what happened to the last stud.  He got full of himself and pissed off too many people.”

“He made the men jealous?”

“No!  He started treating the women like objects, just like he was another citizen.  If you are compassionate and understanding, you can work here for as long as you like.”

“I’m sure working out helps too.”

“Yes, we all like fit men.”  She giggled.  “Now I’m going to go upstairs and get ready.  When I text you, I want you to walk into the bedroom naked and ready.  It’s the first door on the right.”  She walked to the stairs and hit the switch.  The first floor went dark, only iluminated by the town’s light and the stars.

Takeo took the time to get down to his boxers and held his phone.  He thought he heard the start of a shower and nodded. He suspected the girl liked to get clean before she got dirty.

He swiveled his head to the entrance of the house when he heard a car pull up in the driveway.  Seeing himself naked, he grabbed his clothes and hid behind the kitchen island, which was close to the stairway leading to the bedroom.

“Come on, why now?”

Someone unlocked the door and cracked it open like they were a cat burglar.

A man’s voice whispered, “I think she’s asleep.”

“Come on, Isao, I just wanted to drop you off.  We already did it once on the beach.”

“Hanae, you always said you wanted to see the town from the balcony.  I’m giving you that chance.  She sleeps like the dead, but let's not chance it, be quiet.”

Takeo heard this and decided it was dark enough to pop his head out and have a look.  Isao led Hanae to the balcony directly in front of the large main room.  He grabbed the straps of her dress and pulled them down, peeling the slinky dark fabric, leaving her completely naked.

“Hanae, always looking innocent, but wearing no bra or panties.  You're such a hypocrite.”  Isao said.

“I don’t know what you mean.  The dress looks better without a bra, and I hate the look of pantylines.”

“Shut up and grab the railing.  You want a view, then you’ll have to spread and accept my cock.”

“What if people see us up here?”  Hanae protested weakly.  She didn’t hesitate to grab the railing or spread her legs.  Takeo couldn’t make out her cute face, but he saw her black hair hang down her shoulder as she presented her ass to Isao. 

“Then they get to see the hottest bitch in town get fucked by its number one man.”

“You’re so annoying, Isao.  Ahhhh!”  Hanae said.

Isao grabbed her ass and came up behind her.  Takeo couldn’t see anything besides Isao’s large frame eclipsing Hanae’s lithe body.  Soon, Takeo heard the sounds of sex.

Hanae spoke again, “You didn’t even let me talk to Takeo.  You promised I would get to dance with him.  All we did was dance, and then you dragged me out to the beach and grabbed me.  It’s not fair.”

“Takeo, Takeo, Takeo.  That’s all I hear from you.  Are you telling me you want kids even though you’re single?”

“Mmmmph.  What’s wrong with that?  I’ve got money, and the town takes care of the children.”

“You’re tightening on me bitch.  Do you get off thinking about being impregnated?”

“Shut up!”

“Such a slut.  You want to be knocked up by that herbivore.”

“He’s not a herbivore, Isao, he’s a gentleman, unlike someone I know.  Fuck!  Ahhhh!”

“Take my cock.  I know you love it.  Beg for it.”  Isao said, stopping his rutting.

“Why did you stop?  Come on.”

“Tell me my cock is the best you’ve had. If you beg for it, I may keep going.  No more talk of that wimp.”

“Stop it, Isao. It’s not fair that you got me going and...”

“Beg!”

“...”

Takeo heard a slap,  and then Hanae let out a high-pitched yelp.

“Say it!”

“Isao’s cock is the best!  Please, I’m begging you to fuck my pussy.”

“That’s right bitch,”  Isao started fucking her again. “You’re my permanent side piece Hanae.  Whoever you start dating, I’m going to be right there fucking you on the regular. You’ll never get away from this cock. It’ll be hammering your cervix forever.”

“Fuck!  Mmmmmmph!”

Takeo felt his phone buzz in his hand, and he looked down.  The message read ‘I’m ready for you, loverboy.’  He tiptoed over to the stairs and up to the second floor.  The man could have stomped all the way because Isao and Hanae made no effort to be quiet.  Taking the first door on the right, he walked into a large bedroom with a circular bed in the center.  Rin was lying on her side, naked.

“Lock the door, Takeo.  I don’t want that asshole barging in on us.”

Takeo nodded and locked the door with a heavy sliding bolt.  The door also seemed to be metal.  No one was coming through. Once he closed it, he no longer heard any noise from Isao and Hanae fucking.  He got on the bed and crawled to Rin.  As he did, a soft light started to shine on the bed, highlighting every curve of Rin’s perfect body.  He got next to her and kissed her, caressing her body with his right hand.

“I can’t believe I get to have sex with a porn star.  Rin, your body is amazing.”  He cupped her breast and felt its weight.  Her nipples were large and erect.  She purred as he gave it a tentative pinch.  “I don’t have that much experience. If you need me to do anything different, just say so.  I want to be a better lover.”

“You’re doing just fine, honey.  I like honest sex.  It makes me feel more pure somehow.”

Takeo rolled towards her to kiss her more.  Rin wrapped an arm and leg around him and undulated underneath him, rubbing her abdomen along the length of his prick.  Soon, his tip was smearing precum around her belly button.

“I love your rock-hard prick, Takeo.  I like knowing how much you want me.”

“How could I not?  If you can’t get me hard, I don’t think there’s any hope for me.”

He started to kiss her body, starting at her neck and working his way down.  Her skin was smooth and smelled of that same perfume.  When he reached her breast, he took her nipple into his mouth and started sucking.  He spread her legs to the side and traced a finger up and down her bare pussy.  He found her clitoris was larger than he expected, and it was engorged.  Tracing circles around it, Takeo made Rin start to squirm.

“That’s really nice, boy.”

Takeo imagined all the men this woman had slept with and how well her body was used.  How many movies had she made?  Maybe she lost count.  He wanted to see if he was any good at making her orgasm, so he moved down her body, leaving a trail of kisses.

“Ugh, finally some fucking foreplay.  Thank you, Takeo.”  She murmured to herself, massaging her own tits.

He finally got to her crotch and saw that her trimmed snatch was already glistening with moisture.  His heart raced as he debated whether or not to kiss her down there.  Hundreds of cocks had plowed her gash, a place where he wanted to kiss and suck on.  He licked her inner thighs while he thought.

“Fuck Takeo, you’re driving me crazy! Mmmph.”  Rin whimpered and angled her pelvis, trying to get it closer to his mouth.

“Do you want me to lick it?”

“Please.”

He tried to rationalize as his lips grazed her hot pink love button.  How was this any different from a woman giving head to a man who had a lot of sex?  Rin couldn’t stand it anymore and grabbed his hair and pushed him closer.  The young man stuck out his tongue and focused his attention on her exposed clitoris.  Keeping her well lubricated, he danced on her bean with circles and figure eights.

Rin’s whines became moans.  Her pelvis rocked to his licking.  Takeo could sense her sexual pleasure rise, and he loved that he was having this effect on her.  Changing angles slightly, he licked his middle finger and inserted it, joint by joint, inside her wet snatch.  He curled the digit and searched for the soft pillow of flesh that was her G-spot.  Applying pressure with the finger, he then sucked on the top section of her pussy and used his tongue on her clit.

Her G-spot quickly swelled, and he could feel her walls closing around his finger.

“I can’t believe you’re making me come this fast!  Mgahhhh!”  Rin started to crunch, lifting her head.  She pinched her nipples and pulled them. Takeo’s mouth was splashed with the porn star’s squirting.

“So good!  Fuck!”  The woman clamped her legs around his head just after he pulled his finger out of her.   He could feel his head getting squeezed by two delicious thighs.  “I haven’t been eaten out like this in a while, ahhh!”

Takeo kept sucking her clit until she released and pushed him away.

“Who taught you how to eat pussy like that, Takeo?”

The young man laughed.

“What’s so funny?”

“You taught me, Rin.  I remember you in a lesbian scene.  You were so fucking hot when you made that other girl soak the bed.”  He wiped his mouth and crawled over her. “Looks like you gave her what you yourself wanted.”

Rin vigorously nodded and then pulled his head down for a kiss.  Takeo’s cock was drooling precum and bouncing every second.

Rin’s eyes were half closed while she said, “I want to roleplay.  I want you to act like you’re in love with me.”

“Rin?!”

“Just imagine that you and I are in love, and this is our first relationship.  Pretend I’m pure and good and you love me. I want to be kissing while we do it.  Keep up the act, no matter what I say. Love me until we fall asleep, okay?”

Takeo thought the request was odd.  Maybe this was something she rarely got to enjoy, a deep emotional bond.

“Until we go to sleep,”  he said, nodding.

She reached down and guided his cock to her slit.  Rin smiled and nodded, inviting him. He kissed her on the lips as he pushed his hips forward and slid his cock inside of her until his balls rested on the bottom of her pussy.  She wasn’t particularly tight, but she still felt wonderful.  Rin sighed in satisfaction as his cock filled her.  They stayed pressed together, enjoying the moment. 

He proceeded to complete one thrust.  Her pussy was drenched, so the motion was easy.  Looking into her deep blue eyes, he found himself saying, “I love you, Rin.”

Rin blushed and bit her lip.  For a moment, he felt her flutter around him, like his words had some magic in them.  He adjusted his knees and angle so his shaft would glide over her clitoris as he plunged into her depths.  Rin’s eyes flashed in recognition of his technique, and then she giggled as she grabbed his ass.

“Do you really love me, Takeo?”

“I do, Rin.  How could anyone not love those pretty blue eyes of yours?  I get lost in them.  Anyone would be a fool to let you go.”

“But I work in porn, Takeo. How could you possibly love me?”

Takeo’s thrusts were at an average pace now.  Rin’s feet started to wrap around his calves.

He thought fast. “I....I knew what I was getting into when I first met you.  So long as those actors don’t hurt you, I’m fine with it.  You’re still lovely and beautiful.  Everyone can see what a hot girlfriend I have and how good you are in bed.”

“Fuck Takeo!  That’s good.”  Rin knit her eyebrows, but kept looking into Takeo’s eyes.  “I love you so much, Takeo.”

“I love you too, baby.”  Rin’s twat was so slick and accommodating that Takeo felt he could quicken without the urge to blow his load.  His clit-to-shaft connection was driving Rin crazy, and she shot her arms over the bed and grabbed at the sheets.  Takeo enjoyed her enthusiastic sounds.

Rin whispered, “Would you believe me if I said I wanted to give my heart to you?”

Takeo had to remember that this was all role-playing. “Yes, of course, Rin.  Why wouldn’t I?  I can see the love in your eyes.  I’m not sure I’m worthy of it.”

“Fuck!  Ahhhhh!”  Rin went from a regular fit around his cock to clamping down hard and twitching.  She locked her feet together behind his backside and used her legs to keep him buried inside of her.  The sudden tightness, along with her cute high-pitched whining, was causing him to well up inside.

“Rin, I’m going to come.  Let me pull out.”

“Inside lover.  You said you loved me, let's make a baby.  Give it to me!”

“Shit!”  Takeo couldn’t hold it any longer and released his load while his cock was buried deep inside her.  He tried to pull out, but Rin was strong.

Rin sucked on Takeo’s neck hard while his dick muscles pulsed his sperm against the entrance to her womb.  The sucking hurt; it was probably going to leave a mark.

“Love me, Takeo, always.”

“Forever Rin, no matter what.”  He could feel his stomach twist in the lies he was saying.

She held on tight for a while before she giggled and said, “Did you take a dick pill?  You’re still hard, lover.”

“Um, I tend to stay hard when I have sex with really smoking girls.”

Rin’s eyes dilated. Instead of holding tight, she gyrated her pelvis, causing the smallest penetrations.  Her face told him she was vulnerable.

He grinned, “Relax, Rin, I accept who you are.  You and I are right here and now.  Nothing else matters.”

“I want you to breed me, Takeo.  I want to be the first one pregnant by you in Otsumi.”

“What do you want me to do?  I already gave you a creampie.”

“Take me from behind, I heard that increases the chances,” she said, panting.  She let go and pushed him away, getting onto her elbows and knees.  Her head faced the door, and she presented her pussy to Takeo, oozing his creampie onto the blanket.

“Take me.”  She whispered.

Takeo’s dick was covered in jizz and pussy juice.  He came up behind her and grabbed her hips.  Placing his knob on her dribbling cunt, he pushed forward.  Rin let out a desperate cry.

“I love Takeo!  My heart is yours!”

He started to fuck her greedily.  All concept of sensuality was gone, and now there was just raw fucking.  Rin became an animal, pushing back on each thrust.  He groaned as slapping sounds filled the bedroom.

Because of his drained balls, he felt like he could last a long time.  Rin, already stimulated beforehand, came again only a short time later.  She buried her face into the bed in frustration, knowing that these orgasms would only make her want more.

Takeo remembered another move from a porno and reached down and grabbed her wrists and pulled her up so her torso was lifted off the ground.  Takeo’s pounding made Rin’s breasts sway.  She shuddered from every hammering thrust he gave.

They heard a knock at the door.

“Ah?  Who is it?” Rin said breathlessly.  Takeo slowed just enough to lower the noise.

“Rin, it’s me, Isao.  Look, I just want to apologize about tonight.  I should have stayed with you.  Can I come in and talk?”

“No!  Just sleep on the couch.  We’ll talk tomorrow.”  Rin couldn’t hold back any further and started to clamp down on Takeo’s cock.  She went limp and fell forward.  The tightness that hadn’t been there before hit Takeo, and he seized up.  Letting go of Rin, he bit his hand to stay quiet as ropes of come spewed from the tip of his cock inside her.

While Takeo came, Isao talked through the door, “I hung out with Hanae because I was a little jealous of Takeo.  I know you wanted to talk to him and for us to be friends.  He’s a good guy, but it’s hard with him being a stud and not one of the regular guys.  He’s the only one who could make you pregnant, so I wanted to make you jealous.”

Takeo couldn’t stop his orgasm and twitched every so often. Rin let out a moan.

The pair heard the doorknob twist, but the bolt stopped the door from opening.

“Come on, Rin, you’re upset, let’s sort this out.”

“Just go, Isao! You’ve done enough tonight.  Just... just let me calm down and rest, and I’ll talk with you with a clear mind tomorrow.  I promise!”    The porn actress pulled away from Takeo's cock and spun around.  She dove at Takeo’s dong and started cleaning him with her mouth. 

“Stop!” Takeo whispered. “I’ll get hard again!”

Rin pulled away and put a finger to her lips.

“Okay, Rin, fine! You don’t want to talk!?  I’m going out again.”  Takeo and Rin heard him stomp down the stairs and then slam the front door.  Soon after, a car could be heard peeling away from the house.”

Takeo wanted to feel guilty, but Rin’s mouth felt too good on his pecker.

“Rin, don’t you think you’re being a bit too much?”  Takeo said huskily.  “We won’t get any sleep.”

“That’s the idea, my love.  If we don’t fall asleep, then you have to keep loving me.”

...

The next morning, Takeo woke up from Rin stroking his cock.  He opened his eyes and looked at Rin’s pretty face.

“Good morning, lover.  You were amazing last night.  Have you ever considered working in the adult film industry?  I can get you into a shoot by the end of the day if you’re interested.”

“Ha ha, very funny.” He groaned and sat up.  “What time is it?”

She continued to stroke him and said, “It’s six in the morning.  Just enough time to wash up and go to work.  Would you like me to make you breakfast?”

“You woke me up so I wouldn’t be late.  Rin!  You’re awesome!”  He couldn’t stop himself from giving her an eager kiss.

Rin moaned,  “Why can’t it be Saturday?  I love morning sex.”

“What about you-know-who?”

“He’s probably passed out on Hanae’s couch after crying in her lap.”

“I should probably get going rather than hang here.  I need my gear from home. Can I take a rain check on breakfast?”  He gingerly moved her hand from his penis.

Rin smiled and nodded, watching as he went for the door.  “Don’t forget our training session, Takeo.  I expect you to work me hard.”
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