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Chapter 1

Mizue was tapping out on her work laptop at the equipment desk, trying to plan out the programs for the senior center.  She was trying to keep things light and fun, and save the more physically demanding events, like water aerobics, for next month.  The past couple of days were uneventful compared to Mr. Kimura’s advances on the first day. 

She blew some hair out of her face before sitting back in her chair and spinning around.  Facing away from the counter Mizue blew air through her lips and rolled her eyes.

“This might get boring after a while.”

“Oh, is that so?  Should I be insulted?”  She heard a male voice behind her.

“Ah!”  She yelped.  Mizue spun around and then screamed even louder.  “Mr. Kimura!  You’re only in a towel!”

Mr. Kimura laughed and said,  “Miss Hoshino, people do tend to wear towels when they’re about to complain of a broken sauna.” 

“It’s broken?  What’s wrong with it?  Two grannies used it this morning without complaint.”

The old man pointed and said, “Maybe they’re the ones that broke it.  Could you be a dear and have a look at it?”

Mizue flipped the sign on the counter, saying she was out. “I’m not an expert, but I’ll see what’s wrong and contact the handyman.”

“Sounds wonderful, let’s go.”

The old man and Mizue walked down the hall towards the baths and saunas.  They passed an old man walking down the hall, bald with liver spots.

“Hey, Ken!”   Mr. Kimura said.

“Good luck, you bastard.”  The octogenarian said.  He patted Kimura on the shoulder and continued down the hall.

“What’s he talking about?” Mizue asked.

Kimura paused, “Oh, it’s nothing.  I have a small bet on the baseball game tonight.”  He gave a light chuckle and then continued walking.

Kimura and Mizue stopped at a door made of aspen with a window.  The old man opened the door and waved Mizue inside. She entered and turned on the light, and had a look around.  The heater was a small unit at the other end of the wood-paneled room.   Kimura walked in and shut the door behind him.

Mizue twisted the timer knob and placed her hand over the heater.  She frowned, “The heater feels like it’s getting warm.”

Kimura shrugged, “Ah, well, you see, that’s the problem. It breaks midway through.  Could you just wait here and see if it stops working?”

“Um, sure.  Won’t it get hot though?  I’ll sweat through my clothing.”  She pointed to her blouse.

Kimura revealed a large white towel from behind his back. “Have no fear!  Just take that outfit off and wear a towel.”

“Mr. Kimura!”  She covered her body as if she were naked.

“I’ll be a gentleman and turn around.”  He walked to the door and flipped the latch closed.  The sauna could be opened from the outside but not barged into.

Mizue looked at the door and then at Kimura.  She snatched the towel from his hand and said, “If I catch you looking, I’ll slap you so hard!  Let’s just get this over with.”

“Of course, dear.”  Kimura put his hand on his heart before turning around.

The young woman rushed to take off her blouse and skirt and wrap herself in the towel as quickly as possible.  She didn’t want to give the old pervert any time to see her naked body.  Mizue wrapped the towel around her bust and sat on the wooden bench.  The white cloth seemed to be just a bit too small to adequately cover her breasts while also covering her bottom. 

Kimura pinned up her hair and sat down, saying, “Okay, Mr. Kimura.”

He turned around and slicked back his gray hair, “Wow, Miss Hoshinio.  I knew you were a beauty, but now I can see that you’re amazing!  All the young men must chase after you.”

“Oh, go on, sir.  You’re much too flattering.”  Mizue said.  She couldn’t help but feel her heart flutter at the kind words from a man.  Once again, this was the person who appreciated her body and not Takeo.  She blushed.

Kimura walked to the water bucket and ladled a cupful onto the hot volcanic rocks.  Steam bellowed from the heater and filled the room.

He sighed and said, “Here’s where the relaxation begins.”  Stepping away from the heater, he sat next to her on the bench.  He was close, but their shoulders did not touch.

“So, Miss. Hoshino, do you use saunas that often?”

“No, I never understood the allure of sweating so much.”

“Oh, it’s not the sweating, it’s the way it feels after.  I jump into a bath right after.  I feel like a new man.”

Time passed, and beads of sweat started to appear on Mizue’s chest.  The heat seemed to penetrate her bones.  She leaned back and rested her head.

“Hmm, I can see that some might find this relaxing.”

“Miss. Hoshino, the way the sweat glistens on your body is really something else.  I’m afraid I might react in a way you’ll find embarrassing.”

Something between the old man’s legs was pushing the towel up to form a tent.

“Oh, Mr. Kimura!”

“I’m sorry, but you have such a beautiful body.  With you in nothing but a towel, I’m finding myself invigorated.  But, this old man will have a hard time chasing down a woman to relieve this pressure.”  The old man groaned. “It’s starting to ache, Miss.  Can you lend a hand to this old man?  It would be easier than having to be vulgar and make an advance.”

She reached out and pulled the towel off him, revealing a veiny, uncircumcised member.

“Oh, my!  That’s a big one!”  Not the biggest she ever had, but impressive nevertheless.  Her addiction roared in her chest, causing her stomach to do flips.  Here was her temptation, a hot throbbing cock. 

“This type of thing gets me in trouble, sir.” She said breathlessly.

Kimura looked, “Trouble?”

“When I see one hard like this, I can’t stop myself.  My friends would have fun, but I’d always take it one step too far.  I made my producer jealous, and my career fell apart.”

Once the towel was out of the way, Mizue gingerly wrapped her fingers around the prick.  She slid up and down the penis.  Kimura’s purple head was revealed and hidden.  The man sighed just like he had when he poured water on the hot rocks.

“Miss. Hoshino, here in Otsumi, you’ll never have to worry about reputation ever again.  In this small town, you can indulge as much as you want.

The man put a hand on the back of her neck and began massaging it, making her eyelids droop a little further.

“That’s very nice, Mr. Kimura.”  She felt her body relax more and more. “You never told me your old job.”  The girl rubbed the man’s knob with swirling strokes from her thumb.

“I own a sex toy company in Tokyo.  I made it my life’s work to ensure that women could enjoy sex as much as men do.”

“Sex toys?”  Mizue gasped. “What kinds?”

“Oh, all types, but I’m very proud of our latest advancements in sex machines.  I have several prototypes at home.  Mmmm, that’s nice stroking Mizue.  Can I call you Mizue?”

“I guess so, my hand is on your cock.  We’re past the need for formalities.  You have sex machines in your home here in town?”

“I test all the new designs on some of my lady friends, Mizue.  But I would love to test new equipment on a pretty young thing like you.”

“I don’t know.”  She stared at the old man’s cock while she pumped it. “I think I like the real thing more.”

“Don’t knock it until you try it.  I’ve convinced many women about the benefits of robotic love.”

Mizue took a deep breath.  The change in bust size caused her towel to loosen and fall around her.  The girl's breasts were covered in sweat, and her nipples were swollen and red.

“Oh, I should cover myself.”

“Don’t worry, Mizue.  I need to see that amazing rack.  In fact, why don’t we just pull that to the side so this old man can see every inch of your body?”

“But...”

“Remember, you need to relax.  Tell me what you want right now.”

Mizue started to pant.  The poor girl wanted it all right now, but she felt she couldn't give in.

“It’s not enough, Mizue, my cock wants more. It’s aching.  This is your fault.”

“Let me take care of you, Mr. Kimura.”

The young woman got off the bench and knelt before the man.  Cupping her breasts, she leaned forward and hugged the man’s cock.  Her sweat-covered tits mashed around his member.  She exulted in feeling the girth and hardness of his cock.  Starting slow, Mizue lifted and dropped her tits down his cock.

“Mizue, you’re amazing!  Amazing breasts and a cute face, a lovely combination.  I’ll have good dreams for days.  Make this man blow his load on that pretty face.”

The senior’s dirty talk drove the sex addict to serve him diligently.  A few minutes later, a knob started poking its head between her cleavage.  The old man had his hands on the bench and was helping her with upward thrusts.

“Suck the tip of my prick.”

She kept getting her mouth closer to the tip until it grazed her lips.  The touch was electric, and she found herself licking her lips to taste the precum and sweat that covered the knob.  The smell of sex penetrated her nostrils, and her head swam.  That’s all it took for her to release her breasts and open wide.

The wizened man groaned as Mizue took his entire length, forcing herself hard down onto him.  She rolled her nipples with her fingertips and kept bobbing her head.

“So good, the senior center’s new slut, Mizue.”  Kimura grabbed her head and started to fuck her face.  The girl moaned at finally losing control of the situation.  Strong hands gripped the back of her head and rammed her head down onto him.  The hot flesh rod reamed her throat.  Gurgling and gagging sounds filled the small chamber.

A real man decided she was good enough to fuck.  This was a validation of her desirability.  She felt alive and proud as a pair of balls bumped her chin every moment.

“Every man in this place wants to fill every hole of yours, Mizue.  Would you like that?”

“Mmmm hmm.”  She hummed, unable to speak.

“Would you like me to fuck your pussy right now?”

“Mmmm!”  She tried to nod, but the hands and the cock kept her head in a singular position.

“Too bad, you’ll have to be satisfied with my load in your belly! Yes!”

Hair was pulled, and he caused her to shove her nose into his pelvis while her chin mashed into his scrotum.  A favorite sensation of hers, that of a male urethra pulsing with cum, danced along the length of her tongue.  Her esophagus accepted his gift and transported it into her stomach.  Mizue didn’t lose a single drop of his gloppy spunk as she pulled away.

Instead of receiving any more praise or even a pat on the head, Kimura rose and went for the door.

He looked over his shoulder, “See you tomorrow, Miss. Hoshino.  I expect you to be as pliant as you were today.  You’d like me to bring a friend.”

“Um.”

“That wasn’t a question.”  He looked out the door and said, “You’ll have to dress quickly, there’s a line of old ladies at the equipment counter.”

Mizue could help but feel butterflies at being treated with so little respect.


Chapter 2

Takeo was running late after jogging back from Rin’s house to his apartment, so he decided to grab breakfast and lunch at the convenience store.  When he entered, the door made a friendly beep, but he heard the familiar slapping of skin against skin.  He walked with purpose to the prepared foods section, grabbed another onigiri, then a bento for lunch.  He was so tired from Rin’s place that he chose to get a large coffee from the airpots that were set up on a counter.

He steeled himself and approached the checkout.  Even though he tried not to react, he still stopped for a moment when he saw the wanton debauchery that was free use.

Risa was bent over the counter with her pants pulled down and was getting hammered in the pussy from behind.  He grinned when he saw she was reading a magazine, trying not to move too much.  Seeing that Mayor Takashima was doing the fucking was an additional surprise.  The young man repeated to himself that he had to get used to this.  This was the new normal, and if he wanted to get through the day, he had to adapt.

“Good morning, Risa, Mayor.  I’d like these things, please.”

The auburn-haired girl blushed and said, “Oh, Takeo, if it’s not too much trouble, could you scan the items yourself? It makes things go faster.”  She reached out and moved the scanner towards him.

Takeo nodded and scanned his own items.

“Ah, Takeo, I hope you’re enjoying your new hometown.”  The mayor said. “I heard you were seen at that bar by the beach, having a good time with some of the best-known townspeople.”

“Yes, the Akizukis were very friendly and invited me out.  But now I must be going,”  he said as he brought his phone to the chip reader.

“There is one thing I wanted to bring up to you, Takeo, before you go.  I’ve been here long enough to see what makes a successful stud and a dud stud.  I think you should make it a priority to find a girlfriend in town.”

“A girlfriend?  But won’t I be working as the stud?  Wouldn’t that complicate things?”

“Not at all, boy! If anything, it grounds you, gives you someone to share your thoughts with.  Now, if you go and develop feelings for someone who’s already bound to another emotionally, things can quickly get very messy.  Go out there and start dating singles.  I know for a fact that the town has more women than men available.  The town council has ensured that.”

“I see,  I’ll do my best, mayor.”

“Why not take Risa?”  Takashima swatted the girl’s ass and laughed.  “She’s so cute, and her body is top-notch, isn’t that right, Risa?”

Dropping the magazine, the girl’s hands balled into fists, and she let out a long moan.

“Ha!  I love it when I manage to get a girl to orgasm during free use.  Come on, Risa, wouldn’t you like to go on a date with the town stud?”

“Mmmmph, mayor!”  Risa covered her face. “I don’t know if he would want to.”

The mayor lowered his head and looked at Takeo, “Come now, boy.  She’s embarrassed. Why not show some chivalry?”  He started to fuck the girl faster.

“Yeah, Risa.  Would you like to walk on the beach this evening?  Maybe get an ice cream?  Would seven work for you?”

“Oh fuck yes!”

The mayor looked at Takeo, “I think she’s still coming.”

Risa waved her hand, “Well, I was, but I still would like to go on the date.  Next time, Mayor, if you want to talk with someone, can we please pause the free use?”

“Bad girl!”  He grabbed a fistful of her hair and pushed her head down to the counter.  “I have a reputation to uphold.  Now, Takeo, why don’t you run off now?  I need to make Risa remember her contractual obligations.”

The mayor fucked the girl with hard, quick thrusts, and Risa, who had managed to ignore the mayor before, was now a whining mess begging for more.

“See you then, Risa.  Good day, Mayor.”  Takeo said as he quickly left the store.

...

“Hi, Takeo!”  Akari exclaimed as Takeo entered the fitness center. “Mrs. Akizuki is waiting in the private gym area for you,” she said with a smirk.

“Wait, we have a private gym?”

The shorter lady sighed, “Right, we forgot to mention that.  I’m so clueless.  Yeah, the private gym lets people exercise when they feel self-conscious.  It costs extra.  We have four sections with universal weight machines and some cardio equipment.”

“And Akizuki’s there waiting.  Got it, thanks, Akari.”

Takeo bounded up the stairs and now noticed the four doors along the left-hand side of the top floor.  Three rooms had green lights, and the last one had a red light. 

He approached and knocked on the last door.  “Mrs. Akizuki?  I’m here for your appointment.

He heard a muffled, “Come in.”

He entered the gym and closed and locked the door behind him.  The gym was small but had all the equipment Akari had mentioned.  Rin was lacing up her shoes and looked up with a wide smile.  She was wearing a bikini bottom and a red sports bra.  The sun came in through the window, giving definition to every muscle on her body.

She stood up and said, “Long time no see, lover.  Even though you were gone for just an hour, I couldn’t get you out of my head.”  She went to him and held his sides before saying, “I have so much I want to do today, dearest.”

Takeo took a step back and held her by the wrists, “Mrs. Akizuki.”

Rin arched an eyebrow, “Call me Rin, Takeo.  I don’t like it when you’re formal.”

“That’s just it.  I know you were role-playing last night, and that you’re just being friendly today, but I feel like you’re trying to form an emotional bond with me.  Someone told me this morning that such situations can get messy with married women.”

Rin pursed her lips and put her hands on her hips, “Well, shit, the old farts have gotten to you already.”

“I’m sorry?”

“The men in charge!”  They yelled. “They want to control you.  They want to make sure you ruffle the fewest feathers.  Let me tell you something: the men say they’re in charge, but you follow the orders of the women in the village. Also, you need to understand that I am very well-connected.  Got it?”

Takeo tried swallowing, but his throat was dry.

“Always put the women of Otsumi first, Takeo.  Never disrespect us.  Always make us feel wanted, and you won’t go far wrong.  If you make sure your heart is big enough, we’ll all be happy.”  She approached again, this time pressing her body into his. “But I understand that you may want to take it slow.”

“Thank you, Rin.”

She gripped his buttocks and ground her pelvis into his. “I expect one date a night a week with you.  I’ll text you what your excuse is if someone wants to know what you’re doing.  We’ll keep things discrete.  I’ve got this private gym booked twice a week for the next six months. Let’s not let that time go to waste.”

Takeo nodded, and they began the physical testing he had mentioned earlier.  He had her run on the treadmill, then do some squats in the power rack.

“I knew it, you’re already in peak physical condition.  I say you stay in maintenance mode.  Let’s just check your flexibility.”

Rin smirked, “That’s my speciality.”

The active porn star bent in half and hugged her legs while standing.  Takeo imagined what sex positions were possible with her.

“Can you do splits?”

“Which type? I can do side-to-side or front-to-back splits,” she replied.

“Why not front to back?”

Rin nodded and started to  descend.  She got to a few inches above the ground when she started to bounce.   Rin giggled and said, “Seems like I’m out of practice.  Isao used to love it when I did splits.”

Takeo nodded and said, “Why don’t we work on those hamstrings?”

They got to a small area covered with a padded mat. 

“Lie on your back, and I’ll gently stretch out your legs.  Tell me if you feel any pain.”

Rin nodded and got on her back.  The gym instructor lifted her leg by the knee and then performed a series of stretches.  As he worked her, it was apparent she was getting flustered.   A flush appeared across her chest, and she bit her lip every so often.

He then took her leg by the ankle and slowly brought it back towards her head.  The porn star groaned as the ligaments stretched.  Takeo glanced at her breasts and saw Rin’s nipples were erect and poking through her sports bra.

He looked at her and said, “What’s wrong?”

“It’s just that this stretching is a lot of touching that I associate with sex,”  Rin said reluctantly.

“I’m just stretching you, Rin, there’s no need to be excited.”  He looked down and saw that her workout bottom was soaked through.

Rin massaged her breasts and moaned softly.

“But I need to do the other side.”

“Okay, I guess, but don’t blame me for what happens, Takeo.”

He lowered her left leg and moved to her right side.  He lifted her knee and went through the same series of stretches.  Rin moaned louder as each stretch finished. 

“Rin, what are you doing?”  Takeo said as he saw Rin’s hand dip below her bottom.

“I can’t help myself, Takeo, this is driving me crazy.”  She giggled and said, “It looks like you’re excited too.”

The man smirked as he realized he was straining against his shorts as well, “It’s hard to stay calm when someone like you starts moaning.”

Rin rubbed her clit while Takeo continued with the series of stretches.  At first, it was fingertips on her clit.  Then she moved to fingering herself with a single digit.  When it was time for the final stretch,  Rin was jamming three fingers inside of herself at a rapid pace.

“It must be hard having such a high libido.  I can see why the porn industry was perfect for you.”

“Mmmaahh!  Please Takeo.  I can’t stand it anymore.”

He looked over his shoulder and saw that the door had no window.  Nodding, the personal trainer said, “Okay, I think you deserve some relief.”

Rin pulled her fingers out and then rolled her legs back until they touched the floor above her head.

She moved the cloth covering her pussy to the side and said, “I order you to fuck me.”

“Yes, ma’am.”  He replied, unzipping his shorts.

He fished out his cock, already oozing precum, and approached her.  Takeo pushed his knob into her drenched pussy and then grabbed her ankles.  Then he adjusted, pressed down, and put her into a mating press.

Rin sighed, “I love mating press, but I rarely get to do it since it looks so bad on film.   I’ve been dreaming of this since you started the stretches.  Can I be affectionate?”

“You’re the boss, Rin.”  Takeo grinned as he added more pressure to his thrust until his nuts mashed against her ass crack.

“Ahhh!  Right there!  Right fucking there!”  Rin said loudly.  The position left little for her to do, so she pulled her top up to reveal her breasts, and she savaged her nipples with hard pinching.

The lead-up to this moment had gotten Takeo fired up, and he didn’t bother with going slow at the start.  Takeo bent her in half and stuffed her with cock.

“I belong to Takeo!”

“You’re mine, Rin, you beautiful thing.”  He leaned forward and kissed her deeply while his dong gave her no mercy.

He thought this would be a quickie, but after the marathon the night before, Takeo was lasting longer than he expected.  Rin’s low moans became high-pitched and louder.  Soon her head whipped from side to side.

She yelled out, “Takeo’s cock!  You’re hitting my womb!  If you keep this up, I’m going to...mmmaaahhhh!”

Rin involuntarily struggled as an orgasm rocked her.  Soon her pussy was pulsing around him, adding pressure on his cock.

“It’s so hot when you cum.  Why do you have to fake it on camera?”

“Because I don’t love them as I love you!  Ahh!”

“How can you love a man you just met?”

Rin looked to the side.

Takeo hammered her hard and leaned further forward, “Tell me, Rin!”

Rin pouted while he slammed her. “I just never got to fall in love like regular girls do, Takeo.   Isao and I got horney during filming, and we just stuck together.  We’re like really good friends that fuck.  By the time he proposed, it just felt comfortable.  Mmmph.  But I get butterflies when I look at you, Takeo, I can’t help it.  I don’t care if it just started; can’t a woman fall in love at first sight?  Takeo, I love you, please take care of me?”

“Fuck!”  Her formal request to be a girlfriend sent him over the edge, and a wave of pleasure started at his toes and ended in his balls.  He could feel the cum spurt out of the tip of his cock and fill her vagina.  Takeo kept his cock buried deep and made sure every bit of semen was as close as possible to her cervix.

Rin’s eyes locked onto Takeo’s, waiting for an answer.

Takeo couldn’t stop himself from saying, “Rin, I like you.  Will you be my girlfriend?”  This girl was a pornstar, fucking dozens of men a month.  How could they be a couple?  Hell, she was even married!  On the other hand, her feelings for him seemed so true, and even in this crazy place, his heart couldn’t help but respond to her affections.

“Yes!”  Rin reached up and grabbed Takeo and pressed her lips to his. “You won’t regret this, I promise!”  She smirked mischievously.

Takeo felt a twinge in his stomach, unsure whether it was excitement or regret.


Chapter 3

"It can’t be her, it really can’t." Takeo checked his phone while climbing the stairs to a second-floor apartment. The appointment just said "Sato."

He knocked, hoping it wasn't the black haired beauty he'd seen with Isao. 

A short time later, he saw the doorknob twist and the door open.  When he saw who was behind it, his stomach dropped.  It was Hanae.

"Takeo! Hello!" Hanae bowed and stepped aside. "I’m sorry to ask, but I need something fixed."

He smiled and nodded, “No problem, Miss Sato.  This is my job.”  He walked inside.  The apartment was a hybrid of modern and traditional design elements.  The rooms were all connected in a row, separated by paper screens.  The bathroom was off to the side, with a western door, and the kitchen was modern.

“Ah, I see the issue.”  He pointed to a sliding screen with several holes punched through it. 

“I’m sorry, I tripped and put my hands through the screen.  I’m such a clutz.”

The handyman waved his hand in front of his face, “This happens all the time.  I’ve even got the materials on the truck.  No worries.”

After going back to the truck and bringing up paper and tools, he set to work repairing the screen.  He worked on the floor and kept his head down, but he could feel Hanae looking at him.

“You wouldn’t believe, but this is the first time I’ve ever experienced a handyman actually working on something.  Usually the cameras are rolling, and we start to...” Her voice trailed off.

Takeo sat on his legs and wiped his forehead. “Heh, funny enough, that never happened to me in real life. I was meaning to apologize for not speaking with you more when we were at the bar.  It seemed like Isao wanted to really spend time with you.  I never had the chance.”

“Oh no!  It’s not your fault at all.  Isao can be pigheaded at times.”

“You two seem pretty tight.”  He said, trying to let her off the hook. “I can’t make heads or tails of how relationships are supposed to work.”

“I don’t think it ever worked for me here.  Most of the guys that are interested in me are already in relationships.”  She walked forward, “You look hot, would you like some cold tea?”

“Well, I’m almost finished, and I have water in the truck, so there’s no need.”

“Sit down and have a rest after you’ve cleaned up.  You deserve a reward, I insist.”

Takeo shook his head, “I guess I can’t refuse, or you’ll give me a bad review.”

“My only complaint is that you work too fast. I’ll pour it now.”

Takeo bagged his waste, stowed his tools, slid the screen a few times, and checked for any wrinkles in the paper.  Satisfied with his work, he walked into the kitchen area.  The black haired girl handed him the drink and pointed to a stool at the kitchen island.

Takeo sat, sipped the tea, and nodded. “Thank you, this is  refreshing.”  He motioned to the kitchen, “You must be quite the cook. This is a wonderful setup.”

She rolled her eyes, “I love to cook, but no one to cook for.  I always make too much and end up throwing it away.  Sometimes I’ll bring some of it to a shoot.  The camera crew really appreciates it.”

“Really, I’ll have to try some of your cooking one day, Miss Sato.  I’m only good for cooking instant ramen and scrambled eggs.”

Hanae’s eyes flashed, “Really!? I’d love something for you.  And please, I’ll be upset if you call me Sato one more time.”

“Right, Hanae.  I’ll have to remember that everyone wants to be on a first-name basis here.”

“Good, thank you.”  Hanae smiled. “I can’t wait to make you a meal.  You know, they say the way to a man’s heart is through his stomach.”

Takeo used his fingers to spin his glass of tea. “So has it been hard finding someone to cook for?”

“Otsumi felt like a paradise when I first came here.  You can talk about your job without judgment, and I love being in a place where a man could pin you down and take you at any moment.”  She smiled, shivered. “And for a while, it was great.  Then I found that while my sexual needs were being met, when I tried to connect at an emotional level, these same men withdrew or said they were already involved with someone else.  It’s been hard.”

Takeo finished his drink and got up. “Don’t get discouraged, Hanae.  Pretty girls like you always end up on the arm of some rich, handsome guy.” He looked up and saw that Hanae’s lips were turned down.

“Did I say something wrong?”

“No, it's just that I’m impatient.  I want to start living now.  Tell me, would you ever consider dating an adult movie actress?”

“Ha, it’s funny you should say that.” He thought of Rin and how he had to keep it a secret. “People have told me that I need to share myself with all the women of the village.  I can’t just focus on one person.  I think if I’m in that situation, it would be unfair for me to be judgmental about that.  If a woman could accept that they wouldn’t get me full-time, I could accept them being an pornstar.”

Hanae smiled, then reduced it; her eyebrows flickered. “I see.  Dating the town’s stud brings its own complications.  My relationships here involved sharing men, so I’m not ignorant of those aspects.  Having that dynamic out in the open would be quite the change.”

“You’re feeling guilty about being in an affair?  Do you feel like your lover is reflecting that affection back to you?”

He saw Hane’s fingertips go white as they gripped the glass with some force. “Yes, I feel horrible about it.  And no, I don’t feel like the relationship is reciprocated.”  She put down the glass, and her hands shook.

Takeo nodded, “I know this may seem forward, so please stop me if you’re uncomfortable.  Would you like a hug?”

Hanae nodded.  Takeo walked forward and opened his arms to her.  She approached, put her hands up, and rested her head and her hands on his chest.  The young man embraced her and soon felt her start to shudder.  Takeo moved his hand to the top of her head and began stroking her silky black hair.

“We’ve been together for months, and he hasn’t hugged me even once, Takeo, not even after sleeping together.”

He hugged her tighter, and she nuzzled her face into his chest.

“I’m sorry, Hanae, but I have to get going.  I’ll have to take you up on your cooking for me.”

She nodded, “I’d really like that, Takeo.  Thank you, I’ll try to make it a real treat.”

...

Takeo reached for his keys as he approached his apartment later that day.  He was about to put the key in when he noticed the door was open. He poked the door.  The aroma of sauteed onions hit his nose.

“Mizue!? Is that you? I thought you weren’t eating with me tonight.”

He walked inside and saw Hanae wearing an apron and standing in front of the apartment's tiny gas range.

“Hanae!?  What are you doing here?”

“I’m sorry, I couldn’t stop thinking of cooking for you, so I decided to get some ingredients and surprise you.”

“But we didn’t agree on a day yet.  How did you get into my apartment?”

Hanae winked, “That’s my little secret.  Why not tonight?  Don’t you eat every day?”

Takeo tilted his head, “I guess so.  It’s only that I agreed to meet a girl at seven.”

Hanae stopped stirring.  The pan of fried rice sizzled. “Don’t let me stop you.  We’ll be finished well before then, so don’t worry.”

“If you’re okay with me cutting the night short, then I’m fine with it too.  Maybe we can pick up the date later this week?”

Hanae brightened, “Yes! I’d like that.”

He walked over to the fridge and pulled out two beers.  “Want a drink?”

The brunette nodded, “Yes, please!  Beer with fried rice is the best!”

He sat down and waited until she was finished. 

“Chicken friend rice for two.”  She set two bowls on the main table.

The young man put his hands together and said, “Thank you for the meal.”

Takeo took a bite and smiled. “This is delicious, Hanae!”  How did you learn to cook this well?

The raven-haired girl clapped, “You’re too kind, Takeo.  You see, when I first got into the industry, I went out a lot and never learned to cook.  Someone I knew mentioned to me that women who didn’t know how to cook never got married.  I got scared and immediately signed up for a cooking course.”

“Well, you chose the right school.  You’re amazing, Hanae!”  The man said as he ate more.

“Takeo, you really need to stop complementing me so much.  You’re making me feel self-conscious.”

He stopped eating and put down his bowl.  “I see.  I apologize; I just felt I should tell the truth about you to boost your spirits. You seem disheartened.”

Hanae took a deep breath and set her bowl in front of her. “It was Isao who broke my screen, not me.”

Takeo scratched his neck, “Oh?  What happened?”

“Late last night, when I was sleeping, Isao banged on my apartment door and demanded to come in.  I let him in, and he was dead drunk.  I don’t know why I’m saying this, but I refused him. ”

“But I thought...”

“I offered him more alcohol until he couldn’t stand.  He put his hands through the screen and fell asleep. To hide what happened, I undressed him and slept in the nude next to him.  He left in the morning, and I called you.   If anyone found out, I’d be in so much trouble.”

Takeo put his hand on hers and said, “Your secret is safe with me, Hanae.  You must have been terrified.”

She slid away from the table and got close to Takeo; their mouths were inches apart.  The girl looked at his lips and then pushed him back, pinning him to the tatami mat.  He shimmied away, but Hanae hopped on him and pinned him at the shoulders.

She squeezed him with her knees as she sat on him and said, “I’m sorry, but you keep saying the right things.  Takeo, I’m burning up for you.”

“What!?”

Just then, the doorbell rang.


Chapter 4

Takeo squirmed out of Hanae’s pin and put a finger to his lips.  He then got up and went to the door.  He unlocked the door and cracked it open.

Risa was out of her work shirt and was wearing a floral summer dress.  She looked at him and smiled hopefully.

“Risa!  Hi!  Yes, seven o’clock on the dot.”  He said.

“Are you not ready?  I can come in and wait.”  Risa tried to step forward, but Takeo raised his hand.

“No!  I’m ready, I just need to grab my wallet, phone, and keys.  I’ll just be a second.”  He raised a finger and stepped away from the door.  He grabbed his stuff and put on his shoes.  He looked at Hanae, who was smiling like an imp.

The young man whispered, “Can you see yourself out after I leave?”

“Maybe I’ll just get my things and move in.  What do you think?”  She said with a wink.

“Ha ha.”  He said as he walked to the door.  “Lock the door on your way out, okay?”

Hanae nodded and started cleaning up dinner.

“Okay, I’m ready, Risa,”  He slipped through the door and bowed to her. “Let’s go for that walk.” 

Risa smiled and nodded, and the pair headed towards the boardwalk.  Once there, Takeo took the steps down to the beach, took off his sandals, and invited Risa to do the same.

The sand was white and fine, still warm from the day's sunshine. 

“Come on, I haven’t put my feet in the ocean since I took a trip to Okinawa.”

After taking off her shoes, she stood up and said, “Takeo, can I ask for a favor?”

“Yeah, what are you asking for?”

“When we walk on the beach, could I please hold your hand?  I know that seems forward, but if we’re at arm's length, it gives guys a reason to butt in.”

“Oh, I see,” he said. “I don’t see why not.”

He offered his free hand, and Risa reached out and took it.  Takeo led Risa down to the water’s edge and let the aquamarine water flow over their feet.

He curled his toes, getting the wet sand between them, and said, “I can’t wait to go swimming here, the water is so clean. Do you get to take a dip once in a while?”

Risa shook her head, “I never managed to.  Work takes up a lot of time, and I never got into a group of friends to go.  When there are an even number of men and women, you can relax and swim.  If it’s only girls and a couple of guys, some of the women can get used to it.  Once that happens, the party seems to break up.  Come on, let’s start walking. I want that ice cream cone.”

The pair walked along the crescent-shaped beach as the sun set over the valley.  Takeo gently moved his thumb over the back of her hand, and she squeezed back.

“I don’t think I’ve asked what you like to do in town.”  He said.

“Well, I like to sit on the roof of my apartment and read.  I really like quiet time.  Work is so hectic that I like the time to decompress.”

“What’s your favorite author?” Takeo said, looking at her.

“You’ll think it’s weird, but I like Jane Austen books.  All the stories of people dancing, falling in love, and living in mansions.  I can’t get enough of it,” she said with a giggle.

“Oh!  Expensive tastes.  I’ll have to say, I don’t have any big inheritance.  I am just a simple personal trainer with odd jobs on the side.”

“Hmm, yeah, all the girls know.  You tried so hard, too.  I think the videos of you doing construction work in hot weather got you a lot of points.”

“Do you mind if I ask how you ended up in Otsumi?”

Risa hummed for a moment, “There are a few host club owners among the townspeople here.  They saw me spending a lot of time on hosts and being kind of desperate with them.  One owner said he could erase my debt with them by working in the village.  When they brought up the free-use clause, it actually spurred me to move here.  You see, I’m a bit of a sex addict.”

“Sex addicts do seem to make up the working class in town.  So far, I haven’t heard any complaints.”

“I do like that the mayor recommended we go on a date, though he may have felt bad using me in front of you.  Men tend to treat women who are used many times with less respect.”

“That seems unfair.  Men see women they like and use them, and end up valuing them less.”

“You take the good with the bad here. I’ve had experiences here that I’ll never forget.”  She smiled, “I like being able to indulge my addiction, it’s freeing.”

Takeo grimaced, “So if I’m dating someone like you, I have to expect that you’ll continue to do that.” 

Risa tilted her head and nodded, “Take the good with the bad, right?  There’s no point in sugar coating it.”

“So would you go seek it out when we could be spending time together?”

“Ha!” She pulled his hand to her lips and kissed it. “I am sure you’ll have your hands full most of the time.  I would make the time to see you if you were my boyfriend, but to be honest, if you’re dating more women than just me, you would likely find me at the club.”

“So you’d be emotionally involved with others?”

She shrugged, “I think that’s unlikely.  Men here are experts at separating love and sex.”

“Right, I can see that.  Ah, here we are.”

The ice cream stand was up on the boardwalk, so they rinsed their feet at a faucet at the foot of the stairs before putting their shoes back on.

“Can I guess what flavor of ice cream you like, Takeo?  I think it has to be cookies and cream.”

“Ha, my favorite flavor is strawberry.  I know that’s not a common favorite among guys, but I always used to get it when I was a kid, so it reminds me of my childhood.”

“Mmm, simpler times. Okay, guess mine then.” She poked him and stood on her toes.

Takeo smirked, “Chocolate, chocolate chip?”

“How the heck did you guess!?”

“I guess I just have ESP. That flavor is one of the few types that go all in on one flavor.  You seem like the person who has trouble holding back when you find what you like.”

Risa pouted as they reached the counter. “You must have cheated somehow.”

After getting the cones, they sat on a bench, held hands, and people watched.  Before too long, they saw a man come up close behind a pair of girls watching the bay and lift her skirt.  The girls kept chatting like nothing was happening.

“Why do you women act as though nothing is happening when men do that?”

“Well, nothing is happening.  He’s just lifting her skirt.”

“Not anymore, her panties are down, and he’s unzipping his pants.  What makes you able to be so cool towards it?”

“For me, it makes it hotter.  Having the man trying to distract me while I’m working somehow makes it dirty.”

The man bent her over the railing and rammed his cock between her legs.  Besides a jolt and a head bob, the girl didn’t respond and started to point out things in the harbor to her girlfriend.  The girl, not being fucked tried to maintain the conversation but eventually seemed frustrated and waved goodbye.

The man picked up the pace, and the woman finally started to react, letting out moans that Takeo could hear.

“Takeo, you’re getting an erection,” Risa said, shooting her hand out to start rubbing it.  “It must be hard not being able to proposition me right now.”

“I’m sure I can get relief when I get home.” He waved his hand.

“But you’ll be pitching a tent the whole way home.  A big one at that.  Why not let me help you?”

“We’re out in public, Risa, whoa!”  Risa unzipped his jeans and fished out his erect cock.  In one swift motion, she got up, angled his pecker at her, and impaled herself on it.

“Risa!”

“Sorry, didn’t I tell you I wasn’t wearing any panties?  How do you like the feel of my gash on your dong?”

“You’re so wet!”  He looked around and saw people walking, but not paying attention to them. “And tight too.”

“Why don’t we have a bet.  If I can make you cum before that man blows his load in that girl, then you have to take me out to a fancy restaurant on Friday.”

“And what if I win?”

“I’ll let you do whatever you want to me tonight.”  She said while she started to lift her ass off his lap and bounce on him.

“Can I touch you?”  Takeo asked.

She sighed and reached under her shirt and unclipped her bra, letting her breasts drop. “Just keep my shirt on.”

Takeo reached up under Risa’s shirt and found the girl's nipples and tugged on them, teasing her as she tried to make him cum with her wet slit.

Risa groaned, “That woman is just a sex toy for that man.  I think I can hear her starting to moan.  That must mean he’s a big boy, just like you. Mmmph.  Tell me, Takeo, could you love someone who gets fucked like that every day by perverted men?”

Takeo’s stomach flip-flopped at what this would mean if they had a relationship.  What did it mean for the other relationships he was already starting with Rin and Hanae?

“Ahhh, your cock is getting harder!  Looks like you’d be fine with men having their fill of me before I come and visit you.  Could you fuck a girl filled to the brim with spunk?”

“Have you fucked today?”

Risa tousled her own hair and panted before saying, “Of course! Three men stretched my pussy today.  I tried to act  cool, but the last one was too good, and I ended up squirting all over him while he came inside me.”

“God damnit, Risa,”  Takeo grunted and gripped her tits hard.  He then took one hand and started rubbing the girl's clitoris.

“Ah! What are you doing!”

“Giving you a taste of your own medicine.  It’s going to distract me from how good you feel on my prick.  What’s wrong?  Can’t handle getting rubbed while you’re impaled on me?”

“Ahhh!  Fuck!  Takeo!”  Risa, who thought she was in control, was now mewling and struggling to keep the pace on her own.

The man at the railing slapped the girl's ass before going full speed.  Takeo could hear him wheezing and grunting.

“Looks like he’s about to blow Risa.  Fuck this feels good.  If I end up coming, where do you want it?”

“Mmmmph ahhhh!”  Risa was coming uncontrollably on his meat rod.  Pussy juice streamed down her legs and soaked his pants.  Her only reply was gripping his pants tightly and slamming her ass down hard.  “Can’t let you win! Ahhh,” she said as he felt her walls clamping down on him.

The man at the railing groaned and bent over the woman, obviously undergoing an orgasm.

“Do I win, Risa?”

Risa threw her head back and yelled out, “Yes! Now give me your cum!”

Takeo let go of her tit and stopped rubbing her pussy and brought her hips down with a firm grip.  His cock lodged deeply and started to release its load as a fountain of sperm inside of her.  He couldn’t get the image of his ejaculate mixing with those other anonymous men inside this cute girl's womb.  When he managed to catch his breath, he saw that Risa was a mess.  Looking around, he could see that several women were staring at him.

“I can’t believe I just fucked you out in public, Risa.  Quick, let’s get out of here and back to my apartment.”

Risa rocked her ass on Takeo’s pelvis. “Why walk all the way there when you can spend the night at my apartment? I’m closer, and I have a bigger bed.”    Leaning forward, she pulled off him and made sure her creampie dripped on the ground rather than on Takeo’s pants. “Looks like you’ll be my master for the night.”


Chapter 5

“Bunch of old stupid idiots!” Mizue grumbled as she biked down from the senior center. She reached an intersection, where she braked at the corner just as a man approached from the crosswalk as if to speak with her. The glare on her face made him hesitate, stepping back onto the curb. The light turned green, and she pedaled through the intersection. As she continued down the street, she noticed everyone was smiling or laughing along the sidewalk. Even the girls being used by a group of grubby men in an alleyway seemed to be happy about it.

She arrived at the worker's apartments, locked up her bike, and rapped sharply on Takeo’s door. Mizue folded her arms under her chest, jaw set, waiting.  No one answered.

“Takeo!  I need someone to talk to!”

Mizue was about to knock on the door a second time when it opened, and she stood there, looking at a beautiful brunette.

“Oh, is Takeo home?  I guess I can come back later,”  she said, taking a step back.

“No, he left a while ago.  I was cleaning up his apartment and putting away dinner.”  The girl smiled and said, “I’m Hanae, it’s nice to meet you.”  She exited the apartment and bowed her head.

“Oh, I’m Mizue, I’m a friend of Takeo’s.  I had a rough day and just wanted to have a chat.  How do you know Takeo?”

“I met Takeo last night, and I cooked him dinner tonight.  To be honest, I’m trying to catch him.”  Hanae giggled. “I was about to head home, but I can grab a drink with you if you’d like.  We can talk.”

Mizue looked at Hanae and felt jealous instantly.  She was taller, had smoother skin, silkier hair, bigger breasts, and a perky butt.

“I’m not sure.  I’m tired from a long day at work.”

“Don’t be silly, girl.  It’s only one drink.  Come on, it will be fun.”  Hanae pointed at Mizue, “You’re coming, and I’m buying.”

Mizue felt herself being pulled away from her apartment and towards downtown. 

Hanae said, “Come on, keep up.  Men tend to avoid girls marching fast.”

...

“It’s not fair!”  Mizue cried out after finishing her third cocktail.  “Takeo is in  downtown, and I’m stuck up in the senior center all day.”

Hanae giggled, “I would have thought you wouldn’t be bothered that much by the men.  Usually they’re not as hungry.”

“No way!  If anything, they’re worse.  I’ve been teased nonstop,”  Mizue said and then blew a raspberry.

Hanae laughed and put a hand on Mizue’s shoulder.  “They just want you to beg, girl.  Once they see you’re desperate, they’ll jump on top of you and never stop.”

“I want Takeo!”

“And so do I!  I’m only glad he’s smart and is willing to share himself.  I don’t know how many girls he can juggle at once, so we should be proactive.” The pornstar waved to the bartender and pointed to Mizue.  Another green cocktail appeared in front of the girl.

“Now tell me what you know about our target, Mizue.”  Hanae tapped the bar with a finger. “Know thy enemy.”

“Mmm,” she sipped, then continued. “He was really cute in college, but he never had the guts to ask me out.  I dated other guys, and he ended up going for a shy girl.”

“Yes, I think he doesn’t chase girls, Mizue.  It’s probably why he’s been chosen as the town stud.  A woman looking to have children will seek him out.  I’m sure that’s a small section of the town.  Do you want children?”

Mizue shook her head, “Not anytime soon, but someday. I need to come to terms with my urges, you know?”

“You need to get the horney out right?”

“Yeah!” Mizue laughed.

“You know, if you’re willing, I could hook you up with some real hunks.  They’re not much for conversation, but you’ll never feel teased by the morning.  All you need to do is feel comfortable in front of a camera.”

Mizue covered her mouth, “You want me to be in an adult video!?”

Hanae shrugged, “You’ve got the body.  You said you’re not being satisfied yet.”

“But my reputation!  What if my friends and family found out?”

“Girl, your reputation set sail the moment you set foot on the Otsumi train platform.  There’s a reason we have a senior center, Mizue: people love it here and grow old here.  Once  you live a lifestyle this freeing, it's hard to go back to a mundane life.”

“Hey Hanae!  I haven’t seen you in a place like this in a long time.”  A man with long silver hair said as he approached.

“Ken! Oh my goodness!  It really is you!  Mizue, this is Ken Harada.  He was an actor, but he now owns his own adult entertainment studio.  Ken, this is Mizue. She’s the only sexually frustrated woman in Otsumi.”

“Sexually frustrated?  That can’t be true!”

“It’s only been a few days, I’m sure good luck will come my way.”  Mizue couldn’t help but smile at this tall man with light grey eyes and long silver hair to match. “Maybe it already has.”  She said, laughing.

Hanae pointed at Ken, “I just offered her a spot in a flick.  She’s chicken.”

“I’m no chicken!”  Mizue protested with a slight slur to her voice.  “Give me another drink, and I’ll prove it to you.”

Ken smirked, “No, I think you’re just at the right level.”  The man slid her glass away from her and set it out of her reach.  “Anymore, and I would feel bad trying to talk to you. Hmm, you’re not pretty in the same way Hanae is, but you’re quite good-looking with that wholesome aspect that men can’t get enough of.   Why don’t we grab you two a ramen and have a chat?”

Right then, Mizue’s stomach grumbled, “I just forgot!  I didn’t have any dinner!”

...

“Ugh!  So good! I hope you don’t mind if I slurp.”  Mizue jammed some noodles into her mouth.  The three of them were eating in a small ramen shop across from the bar they were in.

“On the contrary, I love a girl who knows how to eat noodles properly,”  Ken said with a smile.  “It shows they’re not hung up.”

Mizue nodded as the last noodle whipped and retracted into her mouth. “Thanks, I really needed that.”

“So now that you’ve properly eaten and sober enough to make a decision, would you actually like to try adult video?”

Mizue shrugged, “Can’t I just flirt at the bar, get some drinks, and get some?”

Hanae put her hand flat and drew it left to right, “Not if you want to be upwardly mobile, Mizue.  Being an easy lay at a club in Otsumi is a great way to get laid, but it won’t help you get out of that job.”

“Men tend not to form relationships from one-night stands here,”  Ken pointed to the dance floor. “A solid income and connections will mean you have more value than just being a good lay.  Some people are okay with that and stay working as shop clerks until they retire and move up to the senior center, scraping by and getting laid by Otsumi’s least attractive men.  You’ve got the looks and allure that could pull in a lot of income for a time that you can get some real estate here and live comfortably.  Lots of actors and actresses move onto other aspects of the business once their youth starts to fade, so it isn’t a dead end.”

Hanae grinned, “And the men who work in Otsumi are really fit; they’re the best of the best.”

Mizue’s eyes flicked to the empty bowl, “They’re the best of the best, huh?  But I could never go back to my old life, though.”

The man said with a suave smile, “Why on earth would you want to go back to that drab existence.  Flowers should be in the garden, in the sun, not in a flower pot.  Regular life kills spirits like ours, Mizue.  You're far too pretty to be sad.”

The young woman grinned, “You really mean that?”

“I do.  If all goes well, you will have enough money and industry cred to switch over your citizen type when your contract is up in a year.  No more geezers.”  He flashed his eyes at her.

Hanae giggled and slapped the table, “Unless you have a thing for that and want to visit. Just think of it, waking up at eleven instead of six?  No more cramped apartment living.  Your pick of possible boyfriends would improve greatly.”

“Heck, you may even bag a CEO, or a studio owner like me.”

“I don’t think I need to marry a CEO.  I want to be able to take care of the man I love, whoever he may be.”  Mizue pushed the empty bowl away from her and wiped her mouth.  “So what do I have to do?”

“Once you pass your audition, give me your contact information, and we can pull you into shoots that happen around town.  Sometimes we’ll take a train to another location as a group, but that’s pretty rare.”

“Audition?  Like for how well I act?”

Ken and Mizue looked at each other and then started to laugh.

“What is it?”

“No, acting is the easy part.  We need to see how well you fuck Mizue.  A girl can be pretty but an absolute dud between the sheets; it could be like fucking a wet mattress.  No, for the audition, you can drop by my offices, or we can cut the time shorter. We three can go somewhere, and I can record you with my phone.”

Hanae raised her hand, “I live just around the corner.”

Mizue looked at Hanae, “I’m not getting scammed, right?  This is a legit offer for a job?”

Hanae leaned in and whispered to her ear, “Men don’t do that in Otsumi. It’s one of the benefits.  Why fool a girl when they can just free-use you?”

Mizue shut her eyes for a few moments and then looked at Ken. “Alright, I’ll do it.  I’ll do my best, but please help me.”

The playboy raised his sake cup and said, “Here’s to your success.”


Chapter 6

Mizue started undressing in Hanae’s bedroom while Hanae set the lighting to a rosy hue and Ken set up his phone to record.  He borrowed a tripod from Hanae and had it take a wide-angle shot of the room.  Mizue was wearing lacy black underwear and a matching bra.  She walked to the center of the futon and kneeled, sitting on her heels.

Ken looked at her from the tripod and nodded, “For your stage name, why don’t we call you Mimi?”

“I don’t see why not. I never had a nickname like that.” 

Ken continued,  “When we’re recording, call me Nick and this lady over here Barbara.”  He pointed at Hanae.

“Why American names?”

“It’s for you to practice using people’s stage names, Mimi.  Can you look at the camera and tell us your age, Mimi, and why you’re looking to do adult video?”

“Hi, I’m Mimi, I’m twenty-five years old, and I’m looking to get into adult video so I can achieve my financial goals and live an easier life.”

“Not many people are interested in this line of work.  Do you like having sex, Mimi?”

Mizue squirmed and tilted her head before answering, “I really like it, Nick.  I would make love every day if I could find the right person.”

Ken laughed, “You mean right people, hmm?  You’ll be fucking more than just one person if you take this job.  What’s your favorite type of sex, girl?” 

“It’s embarrassing, but I really like it when I’m dominated.  When I can’t do anything and a man takes over, my insides just go crazy.”

“Barb, I think we have a masochist on our hands.  Please tell me you still own a riding crop.”

Hanae laughed, “I barely get to use it anymore, but yes!”

“Riding crop!?”

“Yes, Mimi, I want to see how you react to a little pain.  Some girls don’t like it, and others can’t get enough of it.  Really good sub actors are a rare find.  Barbara, did you find that crop?”

Hanae stepped out of her closet wearing a leather halter top and a leather bottom that looked like it had fixtures for strap-on dildos.  She whipped a leather crop across the palm of her hand. “Oh yeah, I also have some other things you might like, Nick.”

“Hmm?”

Hanae went back to her closet and pulled out what looked like a cook’s knife roll.  She undid the straps and opened it up next to Mizue, “Get a load of this!”  Rolled out, Mizue saw that tucked in the pockets of the roll were ten dildos of increasing size.

Hanae continued, “Why don’t you show me which size you crave.  If ten isn’t big enough, I’ll have to see what else is in my closet.”

The first toy was actually quite modest, but by the time she got to the last dildo, they were veiny, girthy, and long.

Hanae smirked, “She’s looking at the ones on the right.  Mizue, are you a size queen?”

“No!  I've never seen anything this large.” Pointing to the last one.  “I’d be happy with the middle section, but if you asked me for my preference, I would choose number seven.” 

She slid number seven out of the pocket and looked at it.  It was red, big, and ribbed, but she was sure she could handle it.  The ones to the right looked monstrous.  Mizue found she could wrap her fingers around it and figured it was safe.

Ken smiled, “Nice, it looks like most of our male actors will be compatible with you.  Why don’t you bend over?  Let’s see how well you take the crop.”  He pointed at her and then to the futon.

Mizue covered her face and squealed.  Spinning around, she leaned forward and put her face into the futon and pushed her ass in the air.  Turning her head to the side, she bit her fingertip and shut her eyes.

“Barb, why don’t you put on number seven and start swatting her?”

Hanae grinned and winked at Ken. “Can I leave a mark?”

Ken nodded.

Mizue looked left and right and said, “What was Nick's answer, Barbara?  YahhH!”

Hanae had struck her ass with the riding crop.  Two seconds later, she swatted Mizue again.  Two red lines showed up across the auditioner’s ass.

“That really hurt!” she cried out.

Ken laughed and said, “But you’re waving your ass in the air, like you want more.”

“I think Mimi is nothing but a bitch in heat, Nick,”  Hanae said.  She hit her hard again, aiming for her labia that peeked through her thighs.

“Maaah!”  Mizue reached back and started to rub herself while more blows fell on her butt.  When her ass was completely red, Hanae said, “I don’t think you’ll be able to sit now.  What will your job say when you end up standing the whole day?  Mimi, do you want number seven, or do you want your ass to be even redder?”

“Seven!  I want seven!”  Mizue groaned.

Hanae fixed the dildo to her harness and then got it lubed up until it was slick.  The pale brunette started tracing the silicone cock against the recruit's twat and then pushed it in.  Mizue gasped as the thick toy spread her lips apart and delved inside her.  She pushed inside Mizue.

“Aw, I can’t go all the way, I think I’ve bottomed out in you.”

“Ahhh!  You’re stretching me out and hitting the back of my canal!”

Hanae gripped Mizue by her tender ass and started to fuck her doggy style.  The porn star fucked the rookie with an undulating motion.  Mizue whined and tore at the futon's fabric.

Mizue yelped and said, “Barb!  You’re fucking me so hard!”

“You’re a bitch, Mimi.  You’re a cock hungry whore.  If you’re making this much noise from a woman, what’s going to happen if Nick here thinks you’re worthy of his prick?”

“Please!  Mmmph.”

Ken rubbed his chin and said, “This is pretty hot, Barbara.  I think I could learn a thing or two from you.  Right now, Mimi, your pussy isn’t worthy yet.  How about I fuck you in the ass?”

“What!? I haven’t yet.”

“Oh!  I get to take your anal virginity, nice.  I think we should penetrate her at the same time, Barbara.  What do you think?”

“It would be my pleasure, boss.”  Hanae pulled out of Mizue with a popping sound. She lay on the futon and spanked Mizue one more time.  “Mount me bitch.”

Mizue shivered and then swung her leg over Hanae’s pelvis.  She raised herself and guided Hanae’s toy to her vulva.  Holding it there for a moment, the girl lowered herself hesitantly, like she was getting into a hot bath.  When she was all the way down, she fell forward and put her hands on each side of Hanae’s shoulders.

Hanae pinched Mizue’s nipples and mashed her tits and looked in the rookie’s eyes. “I can’t wait to see your mind break.   You haven’t yet seen Nick’s dong.”

“Is it big? Ahhh!”  Mizue felt a plum push against her crack.  She felt he was lubed to the point of dripping.  Mizue felt it dribble down her pussy lips.  Next, she felt Ken’s long fingers wrap around her waist.  They were cold and pressed into her soft flesh.  The pressure increased, and Mizue could feel her anus resist and then yield to the flesh rod that had conquered her.  When her anus stretched wide enough, Ken’s hot cock pressed forward.

“Gahh!  It’s going in!”

The woman felt incredibly full as two substantial phalluses penetrated her.  The amount of cock inside her pressed against her G-spot, sending waves of pleasure up her spine.  Determined to give a good show, she relaxed her body and pushed back into Ken and Mizue.

Ken pushed his long silver hair over his shoulder and started to softly pet Mizue’s tender buttocks.  “Nice and tight, Mimi, and you look like you’re enjoying this.  Would you like Barb and me to be in sync or not? Do you want us to push at the same time?”

Mizue whimpered,  “Um, I don’t know.”  Internally, she wanted them to fill her at the same time so she could feel her insides stretch.  “If you want, you can be in sync.”

Hanae hummed in approval, “Brave girl.  Nick, let’s get started, nice and slow at first.”

Four hands pressed onto Mizue’s hips and ass.  First, they withdrew, and the rookie felt a desperate emptiness inside of her.  When she could only feel the tips of their cocks keeping her entrances open, they pushed in slowly but relentlessly.

“Mmmph!  So full!”  Mizue opened her eyes to see that Hanae was staring at her.

Hanae brought Mizue’s head down to her, and she whispered quietly so as not to be heard by the camera. “You want Takeo, don’t you?”

Mizue said with a hitched voice, “More than anything.  I wanted him back in college, and it’s even worse now.”

“Do you want to have his children?”

“Babies!? I’m too young for that!  No, I just want to be with him.  When I get older...mmph...I can think about that.”

“Girls all over town are making plans to have him.  Eventually, he’ll have too many girls, and the best you can get will be a pregnancy session once a month.  You and I should work together and act fast.  You help me, and I’ll help you.”  Hanae started to fuck Mizue faster, and Ken matched the brunette’s pace.

“Ahh!  What do I need to do?”

“Just do what I tell you to do when I ask you.  I know who’s who in town, and you know Takeo best.  It’s a perfect combination.  Now show me how you can kiss a girl on camera.”

Mizue lifted up to look at Hanae after the shock of her request, and Hanae pulled the girl’s head down and kissed her with an open mouth.  Mizue was now being attacked in all three holes.  A tongue in her mouth, a dildo in her pussy, and a hot prick in her ass.  Warmth crept over Mizue’s body, and she felt her reticence fall away.  She kissed Hanae eagerly and reached back with one hand to spread her ass cheeks apart further.  Her tits swayed, and her nipples grazed the veteran porn star’s chest, causing them to give shocks of pleasure.

Ken let out a low growl before saying, “I don’t know, Mimi. This ass feels so good, I may just make you my girlfriend instead of making you work.”

Mizue pulled away from Hanae’s mouth and protested, “No, Nick!  I want to work!  Fuck! Ahhh!”  Ken gripped hard and fucked her ass quickly, pushing for dominance inside Mizue’s guts.  The thrusting pushed Hanae’s blue dildo into Mizue’s G-spot until she was racked with a jolting orgasm.

When Ken felt her spasm, he buried himself deep and stopped moving.  “Ah, perfect, an anal orgasm.  I’m not going to move now, Mimi, and you're going to see how long this orgasm of yours lasts.”

“Ahh!”  Mizue craned her neck.  Despite the lack of movement, a low continuous tide of pleasure seized control of her body.   Hanae affectionately ran her hands up and down Mizue’s sides and sucked on her neck.

“It's not stopping!”

“That’s the idea, Mimi!” Ken said, laughing.  “Anal produces low and long orgasms.  It takes a lot of restraint on my part not to blow my load right now.  When you’ve finished, I’ll have my fun.”

Mizue couldn’t bear the pleasure anymore and collapsed onto Hanae, causing their breasts to mash together.  Hanae held Mizue lovingly and stroked her hair.

Mizue’s eyes fluttered open. “I think I’m done.”

The moment she said that, Ken started to pummel her ass with forceful strokes. Between grunts, Ken said, “A nice fuck, Mimi, you’re going to go far in this business.”

“Gah!” Mizue could feel her pussy spasm and her asshole clench as the two experienced actors brought about the final moments of the scene.  The shafts were now out of sync, and only one prick was inside her at any one moment.  She couldn’t stop the overwhelming sensations, and her body twitched and squirmed.

“Take my load, Mimi, accept your new boss’s present!”

“Fuck yes!”

Mizue couldn’t move anymore; she no longer had control of her body.  Her anus relaxed, and her colon accepted pulse after pulse of Ken’s spunk.  She luxuriated in the attention she was receiving and the thrill of being filmed.  She cursed the men at the senior center in her mind.  When were they going to adore her body as these two had done?

When Ken finished, he simply pulled back and stood up.  His anal creampie oozed out of Mizue and down the shaft of Hanae’s blue dildo.  He wiped his dick off, fished a business card out of his pants, and flicked it at Mizue.  The card landed on her inflamed ass.  He went to the tripod and turned off the recording.

“Mizue, you passed with flying colors.  Your reactions were genuine, and you really enjoyed a new experience.  No pressure, call my office whenever you have enough free time for a shoot.  They generally take a whole morning or evening.”

Mizue and Hanae cuddled as the recruit was overwhelmed with the afterglow of the copulation. “Yes, boss, I’ll do my best.”


Chapter 7

A few days later, while installing a storm door, Takeo received a text: 'special request for services, two pm at the Meridian hotel lounge, customers will be at the bar.' He checked his watch—just enough time to stow his gear, but not to clean up. He hopped into his mini-truck and drove to the maintenance garage.

He trotted to the hotel to make it on time. The building was modern, four stories, with an attached bar and restaurant. Inside, nautical charts covered the walls.

Takeo poked his head in. The bar was empty except for a couple sitting at the far end. A pudgy, balding man with wire-rimmed glasses sat next to a curvy blonde with long, wavy hair.  He approached and knocked on the bar when he got close enough.

Takeo said, “Would you two be  the people I’m supposed to meet at two?”

The blonde turned around and looked at him with deep green eyes.  She brightened at recognizing him and said, “Hello! Yes!  We called the town hall asking for you.”

The balding man gave a small smile and said, “I’m Hiroshi Kaibara, and this is my wife Emi.  Would you like to have a drink while we chat?”

“Sure, I’ll have a beer.”  Takeo nodded.

Hiroshi nodded, “Let me talk to the bartender, why don’t you two take a booth in the corner?”

Takeo invited Emi to lead him, and the pair walked to the most secluded table while the middle-aged man tried to look for the absent bartender.

Emi sat in the corner while Takeo sat across from her with his back to the room.  He got a good look at her and smiled.  She was on the shorter side but had a large chest and matching hips.  Seeing his glance, she grinned and looked out of the window while pushing her hair behind her ear.

“The town hall said this was your first fertility treatment service.  Have they filled you in on the details?”

“No, not really.  They just said that I would be the only fertile male in town and the women here would be looking to me to get pregnant.”

Hiroshi came to the table and slid a beer in front of Takeo, “You mean get the couples pregnant, right?  We both want this child.”

“Yeah, right, I’m sorry for my choice of words.  I’m sure it was a decision that took a while to make.”

Hiroshi waved his hand, “Emi and I have always wanted children, but given our habits, we never had the time.  Now that Emi is reaching her thirties, we have to start trying now.  Fertility really drops by the time she’s thirty-five.  We want to be sure to at least have two children.”

Emi put her pointer fingers together and said, “And I was always rooting for you to be the town stud from the beginning of the selection process.  When I heard you got settled in, I called town hall right away.”

“I really hope this goes well, Mr. and Mrs. Kaibara.  How does this progress?”  Takeo said, then took a swig from his beer.  Takeo did his best to stifle a widening of his eyes when he felt Emi’s foot start to touch the inside of his knee.

Emi grinned, “Every couple wants it done in a particular way in the details, but almost everyone wants the sperm donation to be done the old-fashioned way.  It saves so much on costs.”

“Details?  Like what?”

Hiroshi blushed and tilted his head, “Well, in our particular case, we agreed that I would witness the moment of our child’s conception.”

“Like a camera in the room?”

Emi smiled, “I want Hiroshi to be in the room when it happens.”

The bald man pushed his glasses up his nose and nodded. “We love each other very much, but in our particular way.  You see, I’m a stag.  I share my wife willingly.”

“I suppose everyone does in Otsumi.”

“But this is on another level. I want to watch my wife enjoy herself.  I adore her.  Sometimes I will partake in free use among other women when my urges are too great, but in general I like to reclaim my wife after she is shared with other men.”

Emi pushed her foot closer to Takeo’s engorging cock, “We go to clubs, a whole lot.”  She sighed, “But we’re willing to give that up for the children.”

Hiroshi put a hand on Emi’s and said, “I’m positive Emi will be a wonderful mother, and I can’t wait to be a father.”

Takeo did his best to smile approvingly.  He was touched by the middle-aged man’s words, but the blonde’s foot was surprisingly good at making him hard.  Emi’s face at first glance would seem to be quite wholesome, but Takeo could see something deeper in her eyes that told him this woman was anything but wholesome.

“Okay, so you want to get pregnant, and you want your husband in the room.  When did you want to start?”

Emi squeezed Hiroshi’s hand until her knuckles went white. “I’m so excited!  I’ve been monitoring my cycles for months, and I’m rock solid.  I’m fairly certain I can predict when I ovulate.  My next time is in five days, so we can start right now.  We would have a donation every day up until I ovulate, and then we would contact you again on my next cycle.  The town has your entire working schedule, but we can only book this series and the next.  We stop once a doctor determines we’re all pregnant, though I may just have a last night party to thank you for everything you’ve done.”  She said with a giggle.

“Emi, I thought we agreed that...”  Hiroshi said, and Emi raised a finger at him, and he quieted.

“Why don’t we go upstairs?”  Emi clapped. “I’ve got the room all set up.  Takeo, here’s your card.  Wait ten minutes and then come up? Don’t bother knocking.”

...

Takeo took a deep breath before he placed the key card in the room’s reader; the light beeped green, and he opened the door.  The room was dark and quiet, so he stepped inside and tried to let his eyes adjust.  When the door closed behind him, he heard a switch flip and a bed lamp turned on.  In the darkness, the light shone down on a naked Emi.  She lay on her side seductively and waved him closer.   

She purred and said, “Takeo, please take off your clothes.  In a moment, I’m going to shine a light on Hiroshi.  Just know he wants this to happen just as much as I do.  When we start, I want you to focus on me, even if I don’t look at you.  Once you see Hiroshi, I want you to ignore him.”

The young man nodded, undressed, and left his clothes folded on a side table.  He then said, “I’m ready.”

Emi reached for another switch by the bedside and flipped it.  Another spotlight turned on, pointing in the corner.  Takeo turned around to see that Hiroshi was bound to a chair and gagged.  He was about to say something when Hiroshi gave a thumbs-up and nodded.

“Now that you’ve seen him, just focus on me, my dear Takeo.  Just do what I tell you and don’t ask questions.  If you want to stop, just say so. Do you understand?”

Takeo nodded.

Emi pulled her long hair back into a ponytail, took his hands in hers, and led him to the side of the bed. She pushed him onto the bed so it was visible to the man in the chair.

Emi looked at her husband. “I know you said he could only get it hard with his own hand, but he’s so hung I have to help him.”  She got on her knees and looked up at Takeo. “Babe, look at me, not him.  I’m in charge here, and I want you as hard as possible when you penetrate my pussy.”

Takeo nodded and focused his eyes on hers.  Emi stroked him while she took his balls into her mouth and sucked.

“Shit, Emi, that feels incredible.”

In the corner, Takeo heard a whimper.

Emi looked at Hoshino and said, “Takeo’s nuts are smelly from a hard day’s work, Hoshino, something you never had to do.”  She took his shaft into her mouth and forced him down till his balls rested on her chin.  She pulled away and gasped. “His cock is just as delicious.  It’s salty and stinky. I wish I could have him in my tummy. But we agreed that every drop of his belongs in my pussy, didn’t we, Hoshi?”

Takeo heard more sounds, but the moment Emi started to blow him, he stopped caring.  Her technique was flawless.  The pleasure was only matched by Emi’s adoring eyes staring up at him, like he was her world.

He reached his hand down and cupped her face as she filled her throat with his dong.  She hummed affectionately and pushed her face into his hand, nuzzling it.

She pulled away, “Please, Hoshino, can I have him spew down my throat?”

Takeo grimaced as he could see the bald man shake his head.

“My husband is being a poop, don’t you think, Takeo?”

“I don’t want to get between you two, but damn girl, that mouth is something else,”  Takeo said.

“Fine, we’ll move on then. You’re definitely hard enough.”  She crawled onto the bed and spread her legs.  Her crotch glistened with moisture.  “Takeo, please fertilize my egg.”

Takeo nodded and moved between her legs.  Rather than take her into a missionary position, he twisted her slightly to face Hoshino, put a pillow under her butt, and placed her ankle on his shoulder.   He squatted on his knees and placed his knob at the entrance of her pussy.

He teased her with his cock, “Do you want his inside of you?”

“Yes, please, Takeo.  Put it in me.”

Takeo angled his body to let Hoshino see his pecker plunging into his wife’s cunt.  She was so wet that while it was tight, it provided minimal resistance, completely accepting him.

Hoshino moaned into his gag.  His wife smirked before rolling her eyes into the back of her head.

Since he was hard from the blow job, he moved at a fast pace.  He rocked his hips into the man’s wife while he hugged the one leg that was pointing upwards.

“Fuck Takeo!  You’re hitting me so deep!”  She started to moan and massage her breasts as Takeo rammed his cock in her snatch.  “Hoshino, he’s stretching me.  I can feel him poking my cervix.  It’s this deep!”  She pointed just below her belly button.

Hoshino groaned loudly, and Takeo could hear the man struggle against the restraints.

Emi noticed his concern and said to the man fucking her, “Hoshino and I had a bet that he wouldn’t cum.  Unfortunately, just watching you take me made him spurt.  Poor boy didn’t even touch himself, and he still came.”

“So what do you win?”

She smiled widely, “No more rules for me.  He was so sure of himself that he thought it was safe to bet.  Now I want you to come inside me, Takeo.”

He nodded and bent her leg further forward while he rammed his cock home.   Reaching out, he grabbed Emi’s tit and squeezed.  She moaned in delight.  Emi reached back to him and placed her hands on his.

She looked at him affectionately and said, “You really are amazing, Takeo.  I’m getting close!  Mphhh!  Hoshino!  My pussy is clamping down on him; it just feels too good!  It feels so much better than your little pinky!”

Emi’s pussy started to pulse, and it only made Takeo go faster.  He threw her leg aside and fell forward.  Emi immediately wrapped her legs around Takeo and hugged him tight.

“Kiss me, Takeo!”

Takeo could hear Hoshino grunt and struggle as he obeyed Emi’s instructions.  They explored each other’s mouths as Takeo pumped into Emi's wide hips faster and faster.  He wanted to pull away from the kiss, but Emi held him by his hair and sloppily kissed him with her tongue.  The blonde bucked frantically while Tokeo fucked her, and it wasn’t long before he had an uncontrolled orgasm.  Rather than savor the moment, he broke his rhythm and erupted into Emi’s fertile slit.  Emi moaned while she continued to kiss.  Ropes of spunk ricocheted off her cervix to pool at the end of Emi’s canal.

The wife clung to her new lover.  She stopped kissing Takeo and began speaking to Hoshino.  “Husband, another man just came into your wife’s womb.  Takeo has a high sperm count.  I’m sure I’ll get pregnant in the next few months.  Our baby will look nothing like you, Hoshino.”  She looked in her husband’s direction, “Why are you hard?  Is it because you know your bloodline will end with you, you pathetic cuck?”

She looked back at Takeo and continued, “You're my new lover.  I’m going to have so much fun getting pregnant.  I want at least two children. Can you help me?”

Takeo smiled awkwardly, “I don’t know what to say, Emi.  This is part of my job.  I’ll help you get what you want.”

“Thank you, Takeo.  Let’s get cleaned up.”

...

All three cleaned up, and Hoshino and Emi bowed before leaving.  Emi grabbed Takeo by the shirt and pulled him close, kissing him and sneaking a card into his breast pocket.

Hoshino whispered, “Emi, please stop kissing Takeo!  You promised you wouldn’t do this.”

“And you lost the bet, Hoshi, so all bets are off.  Don’t worry, honey, I still belong to you. My baby will still have your family name.”

Hoshino nodded, “A bet is a bet, and I’m a man of my word, but can we please go?”

“Sure, babe, let’s go.”  Emi waved at Takeo as Hoshino pulled her through the door.

Takeo scratched his head and laughed.  He fished the card she'd slipped into his pocket out and read it.  It said: "Stay in the hotel room, take a shower, and I’ll be up in 15 minutes.  I just need to get rid of Hoshino.  I need to give every part of me to you.  Today and every day until I’m pregnant.”

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrc19S.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc19R.jpg
:‘\‘ . 'n, ]
| i
FREE USE VILLABE, EPISODE 2

BY STRAWMAN CONTEXT






OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Title Page

		Copyright

		Chapter 1

		Chapter 2

		Chapter 3

		Chapter 4

		Chapter 5

		Chapter 6

		Chapter 7




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58






