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Chapter 1 - The NTL App

It  had  been  four  years  since  I  married  my  husband,  Souji Ninomae, and took on his surname to be his wife. Three years since we moved to Shinjuku, where he works as a regional sales manager for  Ushigome  Enterprise,  a  computer  hardware  exporter  based  in Shibuya.  And  one  year  since  I,  Yuina  Katsuragi,  now  Yuina Ninomae,  stopped  working  as  a  cafe  barista  to  be  a  fulltime housewife at 29-years old.

Of  course,  I  was  reluctant  when  he  first  told  me  to  leave behind coffee grinders and espresso machines. Having worked at a cafe to pay through my university days and continued to a few years after, it was hard to hang up the apron. I adored the smell of freshly roasted  coffee,  seeing  the  smiles  on  my  customers  face  when  I handed them their beverage.

However, Souji was the real breadwinner between the two of us.  As  a  business  degree  graduate,  he  was  able  to  find  work  right out  of  university.  In  a  matter  of  years,  it  was  clear  he  had  a  keen business sense, and became a regional sales manager at a senior level earning over twelve-million yen a year.

After  365  days  of  seeing  him  off  at  the  door,  today  on  a sweltering  Monday  in  August,  marked  one  whole  year  of  when  I became  a  housewife.  I  was  beginning  to  feel,  for  once  since  we married, a little lonely.

As he was putting on his shoes, I reached out to hug him from behind.

"Yuina?"  he  said  my  name  as  he  had  hundreds  of  times before, but was today unaware of what I'd resolved to tell him.

When Souji turned to face me, I planted a kiss on his cheek.

He  turned  around  completely,  enveloped  me  in  his  arms,  and  we kissed deeply.

I took a deep breath.

"This may come as a surprise, but… when you come home, I want to talk to you seriously about having a baby."

Souji's eyes went wide with shock, rightly so. To have a child was a big step, but it was what I wanted and hoped he did, too.

The  silence  continued  for  what  felt  like  an  eternity.  In  those seconds, I thought for sure, by the life draining away from his eyes, that he didn't feel the same. That having children was the last thing on his mind.

"S-Souji? What's the matter?" I asked.

His  grip  around  me  tightened,  spun  us  around  a  few  times, and let me back down on my feet, dizzy and confused. Tears welled around his eyes, and at that moment, the same spark of love I had for him strengthened.

"I'm  glad!"  he  shouted.  "You  have  no  idea.  I  just  didn't  know how to bring it up! I mean, you're the one who will carry a big lump of fat for nine months—"

I slapped his face to silence him. "Don't call our baby a lump of fat!"

"I'm  sorry,  sorry.  I  really  am  happy  you  brought  this  up.

Whenever I came home, it just didn't look like you were happy. So I was getting worried," he said.

"Darling." I pressed a finger to his lips and pointed to the clock with my other hand. "We can talk more when you come home. You're going to be late."

"Oh, shit!" Souji sprung to action, finally getting into his shoes and grabbing his briefcase.

I helped smooth out the creases of his shirt and tie, then gave him another kiss.

"Off you go," I said, smiling warmly.

"I'll  be  off,  Yuina."  He  scratched  his  nose,  blushing  up  to  his ears.

Souji shut the door as he left. I squatted down and waited until the sound of his footsteps could no longer be heard. Then I started screaming  into  my  hands.  Like  an  obsessed  fangirl  finally  seeing their celebrity in person, I screamed.

My heart was about to explode with joy, yet doubt clouded the back  of  my  mind.  I  knew  Souji  well,  and  just  then  it  really  seemed

like  he  was  about  to  break  some  bad  news  or  something.  It  must have been my imagination. Right now, I should be celebrating.

"I have to tell Kanako about this!"

When  I  got  to  my  feet,  the  doorbell  had  already  rung  twice.

Thinking  that  Souji  had  forgotten  something,  I  threw  the  door  open not to the sight of my dearly beloved husband, but of my next door neighbor, Kei Tanaka.

He was in a fighting stance. his meaty hands were clenched, hovering in the air as though preparing to give someone a wallop. He blinked  a  few  times,  unsure  of  what  to  make  of  the  situation,  then returned to a normal posture and cleared his throat.

"I heard screaming, so I thought something had happened. I seem  to  be  mistaken…"  he  said,  scratching  his  beer  belly  over  the stained white tank top in embarrassment.

Mr.  Tanaka  was  the  third  floor's  handyman.  Our  apartment complex was unique in that they hired live-in repairmen, one for each floor,  on  significantly  reduced  rent  and  decent  pay.  He  had  helped Souji  and  I  a  great  deal  when  we  first  moved  in,  and  could  be considered our first friend in Shinjuku.

"If I woke you up, I'm so sorry! I was just so excited, I couldn't contain myself. Get this, Mr. Tanaka— Souji and I decided to have a baby!" I exclaimed to our neighbor.

I wanted to tell my best friend Kanako the news first, but Mr.

Tanaka deserved to know, too. We had known each other for three years now, after all.

"That is wonderful news," Mr. Tanaka said, nodding to himself.

"I expect to get a lot less sleep at night from now on. Haha!"

It  took  a  second  for  me  to  process  what  he  had  meant.  I buried my face into my hands as realization hit. Of course, Souji and I would need to start having sex again.

"Mr.  Tanaka,  please…  that's  embarrassing!"  I  struck  him lightly on the shoulder and the both of us laughed it off.

For  him  to  have  cracked  a  joke  like  that  goes  to  show  his crass personality. But the humor took a load off my shoulders.

Bearing a child and raising one was not a decision to be made lightly. Souji and I had a lot to think and talk about. It saddened me,

because I couldn't remember the last time we were sexually intimate.

But  as  the  laughter  died  down,  we  stood  there  awkwardly waiting  for  the  other  to  say  something.  I  never  had  another  man  in the  house  when  Souji  was  gone.  He  occasionally  brought  home drunk  coworkers,  and  every  now  and  again  we'd  invite  Mr.  Tanaka over for dinner, but Souji would be here with me.

It dawned on me that if someone were to break in, I would be alone. If a large man like Tanaka came in with foul intentions, my life would be in danger. Or worse…

"Mrs.  Ninomae?"  Mr.  Tanaka's  voice  snapped  me  out  of  my unfounded and panicked thoughts.

I  shook  my  head  and  clapped  my  cheeks  with  both  hands, surprising  the  guest  at  my  door.  "Sorry.  I  got  caught  up  thinking about things…"

"Having  a  baby  is  a  lot  to  think  about.  I  should  get  going.

Toilets to unclog and pipes to clear," he said, pulling out his vibrating cell phone. "I'm happy for you two. If you have a boy, don't name him Kei— it's a bad luck name!"

As I closed the door on his way out, my hand clutching tightly on  the  doorknob,  I  had  trouble  discerning  the  distressed  emotions bubbling within me.

I made a call to Kanako to meet up at a cafe in the city. She complained over the phone that a coffee place was always my first choice,  but  when  I  pestered  her  to  pick  someplace  instead,  she acquiesced.

It  was  typical  of  Kanako  to  shove  the  planning  to  me,  but  I didn't mind. I held back telling her about the baby thing until we were in person.

"Whaaaaat?!  No  way!  That  Souji  had  the  balls  to  say  'yes,  I want  to  put  a  child  in  your  gut'  like  a  real  man?"  Kanako  bellowed loud enough for the whole cafe to hear of my marital milestone.

"Sh! Sh! You're way too loud… Oh, my god…" I hid my face as the waiter handed us our piping hot cappuccinos.

Once  the  aroma  reached  my  nose,  I'd  all  but  forgiven Kanako's  outburst.  Brewed  with  kona  beans,  the  fruity  scent

accompanied  by  the  sweet  fragrance  of  cinnamon  powder  carried me onto a cloud. The pretty heart shape at the surface swayed when I picked up my cup. It was still a little too hot, so I let it be for now.

Kanako,  however,  didn't  care.  She  took  a  long  sip  of  her coffee, not minding the burning she was subjecting her tongue and throat to. She brushed the wavy blonde-dyed hair from her eyes and sank into her seat. Black roots were crowning at the top of her head, and soon she would need a touch up.

"Aw, man. My cute Yui's gonna pop a kid. Like hell you'll have time  for  me  when  that  happens,"  she  said,  sinking  into  the  seat  of our booth.

Kanako  Uehara  was  also  a  fulltime  housewife.  My  dear kouhai  from  university  was  the  wife  of  a  full  time  stock  trader,  Jun Uehara.  He  had  struck  big  investing  early  in  an  electric  automobile manufacturer,  sinking  his  entire  inheritance  and  savings.  Now  they both  lived  a  life  of  luxury  off  dividends  and  net  returns.  Sometimes they struck big, other days they lost money.

It  was  a  risky  venture,  but  the  few  times  I  spoke  to  Jun,  he sounded  confident  in  what  he  was  doing.  Not  everyone  can  make that  gamble.  Others,  like  my  husband,  had  to  work  hard  for  that money.

"You look and sound depressed, but I know you're going to be the first to beg to see my baby," I teased her.

"Well,  hell  yeah!"  Kanako  exclaimed.  "To  hell  with  having  a baby  of  my  own,  too  much  work.  I'll  live  vicariously  as  a  mother through you. Let me spoil and play with the kid while you raise 'em.

No charge."

"As long as we make it clear who the  real mother is… by the way, Jun doesn't want a kid, either?" I asked.

She froze the moment I brought up her husband.

"Jun,  huh?  Ahhh…  I  haven't  kept  you  up  to  date,  but  I  only see  him  on  the  weekends  now.  Our  passive  income  is  through  the roof so he's been going out all the time with his friends. God knows what he's doing."

"Have you tried talking to him?" I suggested.

"Won't  matter.  Not  like  he's  gonna  up  and  start  giving  me more  attention,  ya  know?"  Kanako  shrugged  and  laid  her  head  on the table.

It was the same reason I thought about having a child. I only saw  Souji  two  hours  out  of  the  weekday.  His  routine  coming  home was shower, eat, and then sleep. On the weekends, he hung out with coworkers, and brought them home drunk late at night, so we never had time together.

"Being a housewife ain't as great as mom made it out to be…

good thing I have fun things to keep myself occupied with." Kanako clinked our glasses together as though making a toast, then realized her mug was empty.

Both  of  our  mothers  were  housewives  to  our  fathers.  I  had always  thought  my  mom  held  a  strained  smile  whenever  dad  was around.  It  was  possible  she  didn't  enjoy  being  a  housewife  either.

Still,  my  family  was  in  a  better  situation  than  Souji's  side.  He  sent monthly  checks  to  both  sides  of  our  family,  but  I  heard  his  brother had been mooching off their parents.

I wonder if my life was fated to be the same way, spending my prime years at home with no career or excitement to chase.

Was Kanako and I allowed to complain? We didn't need to lift a finger past house work, were given comfortable lives by husbands who make more than enough, and had steady disposable income to spend at our leisure.

Yet… it still felt unfair.

A notification ping alerted Kanako to her phone. She raised an eyebrow looking over whatever it was on the screen, but it appeared to amuse her. I tried to look over, but she flipped her phone over on the table.

Kanako  suddenly  shot  a  hand  into  the  air  and  shouted,

"Excuse  me!  Can  the  cute  waiter  come  back  to  refill  my  coffee, please?"

The younger waiter who was servicing us looked old enough to be a college student. It wasn't uncommon, seeing as this side of Shinjuku was home to several college campuses. He hurried over as soon as he finished with another table, twirling a platter on his finger

and  carrying  a  pot  of  coffee  in  his  other  hand,  clearly  trying  to impress  a  pair  of  older  women.  There  was  an  air  of  optimism appropriate  for  his  age  that  reminded  me  of  myself  when  I  was younger.

"Would you like another latte or just regular black?" he asked.

Kanako waved her hand, gesturing for him to lower his head.

As he did, her other hand tugged on the collar of her already low-cut shirt, revealing to him an eyeful of her breasts. She pulled her shirt up  after  a  good  few  seconds,  leaving  both  me  and  the  waiter stunned.

"Nothing. I'm fine," she answered, as though nothing was out of the ordinary. "Yui?"

I had to physically shake away the shock of what Kanako did to answer.

"No—  uh,  we're  ready  to  pay.  Thank  you,"  I  said  in  a  panic, trying to keep my cool, but my trembling fingers lost hold of my wallet purse. It tumbled to the ground with a light pat.

Leaning under the table to fetch it, Kanako's lack of etiquette while  wearing  a  skirt  gave  me  an  eyeful  of  her  laced  panties.  That was  when  I  noticed,  attached  to  her  upper  thigh  was  an  ovular device with a pink wire leading into her underwear.

When  I  popped  back  up,  the  waiter  was  gone  and  Kanako was zipping up her purse.

I had so many questions, but first…

"Why  did  you  flash  him?  We  could've  gotten  kicked  out,"  I whispered, fuming.

Her  eyes  darted  around,  scanning  the  cafe  like  a  burglar about to show me the prize of their heist. She flipped her phone over to  reveal  a  black  screen  of  two  purple  horns  hovering  above  a golden halo.

"Is this one of your elaborate jokes?" I asked.

"It's an app. A friend from my swimming circle introduced me to it. Every now and then it will randomly generate you a couple of raunchy choices, and if you complete it, you earn points. See?"

She  pointed  to  a  number  at  the  top  of  the  screen  which showed  [3,200/5,000,000].  There  were  icons  on  the  bottom  of  the

screen—  a  shopping  cart,  a  red  circle  for  recording,  and  a  gear which I assumed was for settings.

I  wasn't  sure  what  I  was  seeing,  but  it  seemed  like  Kanako was playing a dangerous game with this app. "You're telling me, you commit public indecency for the sake of shits and giggles? And that thing you have on your thigh…"

"The  bullet  vibrator?  I  got  it  for  free  spending  points  in  the game. It even lets me earn points passively when it's turned on. I'll show you—"

"No!" I grabbed ahold of her hand to stop wherever she was about to reach. "You don't have to show me. W-Why would you play something like this?"

Kanako  set  her  phone  down  and  placed  a  hand  atop  mine.

The wicked grin on her face reminded me of her promiscuity during college. The same look she gave when she brought a new boy toy to our apartment every weekend.

"Because it's exciting! I've been sooo bored. Jun isn't helping, so  I  tried  it  on  a  whim,  and  I'm  addicted.  You  should  try  it!"  she declared.

I pulled my hands away from her.

"N-No… there's no way I could— Hey!"

She snatched my phone like an alligator latching onto prey. I tried  to  get  it  back,  but  she  deftly  dodged  every  attempt  I  made  to retrieve  my  phone.  When  I  got  out  of  my  seat  to  box  her  in,  she tossed it back into my hands, seemingly content with whatever she had done.

"The deed is done," she said, clapping her hands.

"What did you… "

In the fifteen seconds Kanako had my phone, she managed to install the app called 'NTL'.

"Oh, I can't believe you. What if this has malware?" I asked, rubbing my temple.

Kanako's  handiwork  stared  back  at  me.  The  app,  which  had the halo and purple horns as an icon on my front screen, seemed to pulse with a red color, highlighting itself and then fading away.

She  pressed  her  hands  together  in  a  plea  more  so  than  an apology. "It doesn't. I promise you. Try it, just once. If you don't like it, uninstall it."

"I'll think about it," I said, sighing.

Kanako's  phone  pinged  again.  She  checked  her  phone  and made a victory fist.

"Don't  tell  me  you're  going  to  do  something  lewd  again?"  I asked.

"Nope!" She showed me her phone.

The  number  in  her  app  that  had  previously  shown

[3,200/5,000,000] was now [13,200/5,000,000]. It made no sense to me, but her score had risen significantly.

"I  got  a  referral  bonus  for  getting  you  to  join!"  she  cheered, grinning from ear to ear.

"You're a real piece of work!" I shouted, chasing her out of the cafe.

Kanako and I had spent a few more hours in the plaza before we parted ways. The app she installed in my phone weighed heavily on  my  mind.  Everytime  I  received  a  notification,  my  heart  jumped.

Then I opened my phone only to see that they were Kanako's texts. I wanted to remove it, but I'd given my word to her that I'd think about it at the very least.

Several times along the way home, I had my phone in hand, finger on the uninstall button, ready to delete it. All I had to do was press the button.

But I didn't.

"Excuse me, young miss!"

A middle-aged woman flagged me down on the sidewalk. She stood in front of a supermarket with large signs that screamed they had a sale going on. Figuring that I needed to buy groceries anyway, I stopped to take a look.

The lady, whose name tag read Miyako, handed me a stack of coupons.  She  wore  a  mask,  but  the  wrinkles  at  the  edges  of  her eyes told me she was happy I spared a moment. I may have even been the only one who stopped, seeing as she had a printer's worth of coupon sheets in her arms, and more in the boxes behind her.

I  wondered  if  I  would  celebrate  little  happinesses  like  that when I inevitably became as old as her.

Before I walked in, Miyako tugged at my sleeve and grabbed my hand as soon as I turned around. A smaller coupon was pressed between our palms.

"Employees  get  a  different  coupon.  That  one  takes  50%  off your entire order," she said, winking.

I  was  left  speechless,  floored  by  her  generosity.  I'm  by  no means  poor.  Groceries  accounted  for  so  little  in  our  budget,  they hardly made a dent. Even so, I didn't want to look a gift horse in the mouth that she so kindly offered.

All I could say was, "Thank you so much. My husband and I are thinking about having a baby, so—"

I choked on my spit with my next word. I had no reason to tell this stranger about my life, but I did, and it was about having a child out of everything else I could have said.

Miyako,  on  the  other  hand,  lit  up  like  a  Christmas  tree.  "Oh, my! That's wonderful. You know what this means? Add red ginseng to your grocery list. It works wonders."

I  thanked  her  again  before  she  went  back  to  handing  out coupons  to  uninterested  passersby.  Heading  inside,  it  wasn't  until  I looked  up  red  ginseng  did  I  grasp  the  full  meaning  of  what  Miyako had said.

Red  ginseng  was  a  known  aphrodisiac,  and  was  believed  to improve blood flow to the genitals.

Trying to set it aside from my mind didn't work. Souji and I had sex at least once every two weeks, and I didn't think we had trouble in the bedroom department. Despite this, I found myself instinctively looking for the red ginseng. But no matter where I looked, I couldn't find it.

The fresh food area only had regular ginseng. Every aisle had everything else I needed except the root. I was beginning to look like a creep triple checking the aisles thinking I must have missed it.

I asked an elderly man stocking tomato sauce on the shelves,

"Excuse me. Do you know where I can find red ginseng?"

He  looked  me  up  and  down,  staring  uncomfortably  long without saying anything. I passed it off as age catching up to him and he didn't remember, but his eyes couldn't be more obviously staring at my chest.

I  was  going  to  try  my  luck  with  another  employee  when  he suddenly sprung to life.

"Ahh.  That  red  ginseng,"  he  said,  thoughtfully.  His  eyes  still clung to my body. "You won't find it in the food aisle. Try the over-the-counter medicine aisle, between the vitamin supplements."

"Thanks…"

Even as I hurried away, I felt his eyes lingering on me until I rounded  the  corner.  The  old  worker  was  right  on  the  mark  about where the red ginseng was, despite how much of a creeper he was.

Half of me was repulsed, but the other half took joy in being checked out.

I was only 29. My birthday may be several months away from hitting  the  big  'three-oh'  but  I  was  still  considered  young.  In  fact,  I didn't look a day over 20 from my university photos.

When  mom  and  dad  gave  birth  to  me,  I  certainly  won  the genetic lottery.

I brought all of my stuff to an empty lane. A man, possibly a decade  my  senior,  welcomed  me  to  the  store  and  began  scanning my items.

"Oh, I have this." I handed him the coupons, including the one Miyako gave me.

"Ah," was all he said, nodding to himself.

The cashier got to the red ginseng. I swallowed hard hoping he wouldn't say anything. He scanned the aphrodisiac powder, gave it a quick look over, and then tossed it into the bag.

"My mother used to make my old man take this stuff. Wouldn't stop  telling  me  it  was  the  reason  I  was  born.  Ha!"  The  cashier's boisterous laugh blew the tension away from my stiff shoulders.

I chuckled with him, because his humor genuinely took me by surprise.

The  register  rang  up  and  he  said,  "That  will  be  5,480  yen, miss."

My phone vibrated with a notification.

"One moment," I told the cashier.

It  was  probably  Kanako  with  another  silly  message.  I  could ignore  her,  but  I  was  already  pulling  out  my  wallet  purse.  When  I checked  my  phone,  I  saw  the  blood  drain  from  my  face  in  the reflection.

The notification was from the app. It took up the whole screen, and three choices were presented to me:

[Invite the cashier to have a drink with you.] +2000pts

[Suggest the cashier to use red ginseng, and you could tell your children the same story.] +500pts

[Show  the  cashier  your  cleavage  by  leaning  low  when making the payment.] +1500pts

I swallowed hard. Terror gripped at my mind. How did the app know I was talking to a cashier? How did it know I bought ginseng?

A thousand different ideas flashed through my head until the cashier snapped me from my daze.

"Miss? Are you alright?" he asked, worry written on his face

"I'm fine," I lied.

This app was just an app. I didn't have to play the game.

But…

Excitement was welling up within me, bubbling to the surface and begging me to make a choice. I didn't have to, but I wanted to.

There was no way in hell I would choose the first option.

I grabbed my credit card and leaned over the device to swipe my  card.  My  shirt  was  a  loose  blouse  that  I  hadn't  buttoned  all  the way.  Being  this  low  no  doubt  gave  him  a  clear  view  of  my  bra  and cleavage.

While punching my pin number in, I glanced up and saw his eyes  shifting  between  me  and  the  groceries  he  had  bagged.  As  I stood up, he turned his head to hide the slight blush on his face.

"Thank  you  for  your  patronage!"  he  said,  as  I  grabbed  my things and left with my heart pounding.

I power walked out of the store and took a few deep breaths to regain my composure. My phone pinged with another notification.

The  app  congratulated  me  with  fireworks  shooting  out  from  behind the halo and horns icon.

My  score  shot  up  from  [0/5,000,000]  to  [1,500/5,000,000], then  it  gave  me  a  bonus  [+2,000  First  Time  Clear  Bonus]  for  a grand total of [3,500/5,000,000].

There  was  no  explanation  for  it.  The  app  somehow  knew  I completed  an  option  and  awarded  me  points  for  it.  Staring  at  the digital  fireworks  and  my  increased  points,  I  felt  something  akin  to exhilaration.  Blood  coursed  through  my  veins  like  nascars  on  the racetrack,  but  it  was  my  mind  that  really  felt  something—  like adrenaline pumped to my head and lit up my brain.

Chapter 2 - Thrill

I hurried home with a spring in my step, humming to myself as I  rode  the  thrill  of  completing  my  first  game  with  Kanako's  app.  I couldn't stop replaying it in my head. The way the cashier gawked, how his eyes might have lingered for as long as I leaned down, that I probably  made  his  day  with  an  eyeful  of  my  cleavage  now  burned into his mind.

A part of me wanted to tell Kanako, but given her penchant for being a loud-mouth, I wouldn't hear the end of it. Worse, she might tell Jun and he might end up telling Souji.

As I reached the third floor to my apartment, the sun dawning behind  me  cast  my  shadow  against  the  front  door.  The  silhouette stared back at me like a darker reflection of myself. Seeing it made me realize that I could never show this app to Souji.

What was I going to say? That I was playing a game that had me commit lewd acts in public for digital currency?

This  was  going  to  be  the  first  time  I  ever  hid  anything  from him. We had always been truthful to each other, even when it came to our past relationships, nothing was too private to share. We place trust and love above all else.

My throat never felt more dry than at this moment.

The door adjacent creaked open. Mr. Tanaka came out with a cigarette  in  one  hand,  and  a  beer  can  in  the  other,  still  unchanged from the filthy clothes he wore this morning. He hasn't seen me yet, and rests his arms against the railing before heaving a sigh.

"Mr. Tanaka?" I announced myself by calling out his name.

"Ah— ah?!"

That  turned  out  to  be  a  mistake.  The  beer  slipped  from  his hand and clattered to the ground two seconds later. He leaned over the railing to see the spilled mess and groaned.

"I'm so sorry! You came out and didn't see me, so I thought I'd say hi…" I apologized profusely, but he appeared just as apologetic.

"No  worries,  I'll  just  grab  another  beer  from  the  fridge."  His eyes  shifted  to  the  groceries  in  my  hands.  "Oh,  looks  like  Souji's

having a grand dinner tonight."

Guilt wallowed within knowing that I caused even a moment of distress to someone. Especially to a kind person like Mr. Tanaka.

"I  may  have  splurged  a  little,  but  everything  was  super discounted," I answered with a smile.

Mr. Tanaka nodded to himself, then glanced back down at the pool of spilt beer like he'd lost a good friend. He continued to smoke from his cigarette, taking a long drag until he started coughing up a storm.

"Bah…  Souji  better  be  treating  you  right.  If  my  wife  was  still around, I would treat her like a queen." The somber pitch in his tone struck a chord in my heart.

"Would  you  like  to  join  us  for  dinner  today?"  I  offered.  "It's been some time since you ate with us."

His  eyes  lit  up,  but  they  flickered  out  just  as  quickly.  "I couldn't! Don't get me wrong, I love your cooking, Mrs. Ninomae! But you  and  your  husband,  well…  plenty  of  things  to  talk  about,  even more to do. Right?"

My  face  was  getting  hot  at  the  insinuation.  Despite  the inconvenience  I  caused  and  my  offer  to  make  recompense,  he regarded my thoughts first.

"In  that  case,  how  about  I  pack  you  some  leftovers  later?"  I asked.

"Well,  I  can't  very  well  refuse  since  you're  so  insistent,"  he said with a chuckle.

I  was  about  to  head  in  until  my  phone  rang  Souji  usually texted me around this time if he was craving something.

However,  when  I  checked  my  phone,  it  was  the  NTL  app's notification staring back at me. Three choices were presented to me again.

[Invite  Mr.  Tanaka  to  have  sex  with  you  until  your husband comes home.] +10,000pts

[Invite  Mr.  Tanaka  to  have  a  threesome  with  you  and your husband.] +15,000pts

[Offer  to  play  pretend  as  Mr.  Tanaka's  wife  for  a  week.]

+100,000pts

I was speechless.

These choices were asking me to commit adultery. The ones before  were  so  tame  in  comparison.  Yet  the  points  that  can  be earned from them were incredibly high, especially the third choice.

There was no way I could do something like this, not with Mr.

Tanaka.  Not  because  I  didn't  like  the  man,  but  because  I  would  be betraying my Souji.

"Mrs. Ninomae? Is something the matter?" My neighbor took a  step  towards  me,  the  smell  of  beer  and  tobacco  heavy  in  the  air became more intense.

"It's nothing!" I answered hastily.

I hurried into my home, slamming the door behind me.

The NTL app was just a game, I didn't have to listen to it. Yet a  creeping  fear  scratched  at  my  head.  Once  again,  it  knew  who  I was speaking to.

Could  it  have  recorded  the  conversation  and  automatically entered the names I heard?

That was a big if.

My fingers were still trembling. I had to leave my phone in the living room while I prepared dinner. 'Out of sight, out of mind,' or so the saying went. Souji was going to be home in another two hours.

There was plenty of time, but I needed something to keep my mind off what had happened.

With the ingredients prepared, I decided to run a bath to soak in the hot waters.

Soon, Souji would be home. I would welcome him at the door, have dinner together, and then hopefully…

The  same  fingers  that  were  trembling  a  while  ago  slid between  my  legs,  teasing  the  nub  at  the  top  of  my  crotch.  I  didn't need to stick a finger in to know I was wet, and it wasn't the water's doing.  While  I  was  teasing  myself  down  there,  my  free  hand massaged my breasts.

Souji came to mind. His gentle touch replaced my own as I fell into a delusion of us making love in the bath. Just before I reached climax,  Mr.  Tanaka's  face  appeared.  Had  I  chosen  one  of  those

options,  we  would  be  having  sex  right  now.  His  large  body  pinning me down, thick hands that would violate my body—

"God, what am I thinking?!" I shouted, throwing my hands into the air. I stopped short of orgasming. I was so close, but I didn't want Mr. Tanaka on my mind while it happened. "I'm so pent up I started masturbating in the tub… I have to see Mr. Tanaka later, too, since I promised him food…"

Not finishing left my body extra sensitive, but I only needed to wait a while longer until Souji came home.

I spent the next hour watching television until the lock on the door turned. I raced to the door to greet Souji, but he looked like he aged ten whole years since this morning. Even as I embraced him, his arms hung by his side.

Souji  lugged  his  feet  towards  the  dinner  table  and  plunked down on the seat. He didn't even bother letting me undo his tie, and started eating dinner right there.

"Did…  something  happen?"  I  asked  him  as  he  stuffed  his mouth full of rice and spinach.

He heaved a sigh before answering, "My boss chewed me out on messing up some numbers for our fourth quarter earnings so far.

Apparently  I  made  a  mistake  in  the  month  of  July  and  missed  a comma.  I  quadruple  check  everything  I  punch  in,  so  I  don't  know how that slipped by."

The business jargon he brought home from work never made sense  to  me.  I  always  listened  with  a  silent  nod  and  gave  blank responses. But it didn't seem appropriate for me to say anything right now.

His  hand  was  clenched  on  the  table  clutching  the  pair  of chopsticks. I placed a hand atop his, and it was enough to calm his nerves.

"Souji,  you're  only  human.  Mistakes  happen  but  what's important is that you don't let it get you down. If quadruple checking didn't work, then you need to… what's the one that comes after?" I asked,  suddenly  feeling  embarrassed  at  my  failed  attempt  to  cheer him up.

My husband burst into laughter. He held my hand, rubbing the fingers that were moments ago bringing me pleasure in the bath. His touch sent shivers up my spine.

"It's quintuple. Or pentuple?" Souji answered. "You're right. I'll just check things over five, six, hell even seven times over from now on.  My  responsibilities  are  vital  to  Ushigome  Enterprise  after  all.

Thanks, Yuina."

A  wave  of  relief  washed  over  me  seeing  Souji  happy.  He continued  eating  my  food  with  more  vigor,  none  the  wiser  that  I dashed some red ginseng powder into every dish, including the rice.

My  phone  vibrated  with  a  notification.  It  was  the  app  again.

Fortunately,  Souji  was  here,  so  if  it  asked  me  to  do  anything  with him, I would be more than happy to.

However, there weren't any choices on the screen. It showed Ushigome Enterprise stock values having dropped 1.5% in a single day— due to regional sales  mismanagement.

There  was  no  reason  this  game  app  should  be  showing  me stock market values, but it did. The air became thick and suffocating, the four walls of my home felt a lot closer.

Somehow,  this  game  knew  about  Souji's  mistake  and…

reported it to me? Why?

"Yuina?" I glanced up to see my husband pointing to my bowl of rice. "You gonna eat that?"

Just looking at my husband dispelled the tension. There was nothing  supernatural  going  on.  My  phone  was  connected  to  the internet, this information was available to everyone. I was convinced this  had  some  sort  of  recording  with  a  built  in  virtual  AI  to  collect data. Things like that already existed in the form of Alexa and Siri.

"Geez. The things I do for you," I said, dumping half my rice into his bowl.

After  dinner,  Souji  took  a  shower  and  went  straight  to  the bedroom  while  I  was  cleaning  up  in  the  kitchen.  I  couldn't  find  an opportunity to bring up the subject of babies. I chalked it up to being shy, but I didn't want the day to end without making any progress.

My heart raced. I wanted to have sex with him. I needed him in  me  to  release  all  this  tension  built  up  from  today.  If  we  couldn't

talk, we could at least make love.

When I walked inside, the lights were out

"Souji~" I cooed, stepping into our bedroom. The lights were off. He was on the bed, turned over with his back to me. "Souji?"

I  tiptoed  to  the  other  side  of  him  to  find  that  he  was  fast asleep. The frustration came pouring back in. It was only 10 at night, but he had already passed out.

No.

Being  angry  was  the  wrong  move.  Souji  had  a  tough  day,  it was only natural he went to sleep early.

I went back to the kitchen to grab a glass of water and noticed a packed bento box on the table. Then it struck me that I'd forgotten to  deliver  dinner  to  Mr.  Tanaka.  The  poor  man  must  be  starving, expecting food all night.

Tonight  was  dark  out  despite  being  in  the  middle  of  August.

My  only  complaint  living  in  Shinjuku  was  that  it  meant  we  were technically  living  in  Tokyo.  City  pollution  blotted  out  any  chance  to see  the  stars  on  most  nights.  Cars  and  traffic  lights  blared  in  the distance. It wasn't all bad. Being here gave me front row seats to the beautiful Shinjuku skyline and Mount Fuji behind them.

I  had  already  changed  into  my  pajamas,  and  I  was  only delivering Mr. Tanaka dinner so it should be fine. With my keys and cell phone in hand, snuck over to Mr. Tanaka's place, trying to keep the volume to a minimum. I knocked once, but there was no answer.

Twice, still no answer.

"Mr. Tanaka!" I whispered as loud yet quietly as I could.

There was no light coming from his window, but the sound of television airing a reality drama show can be heard clearly. He must not  have  locked  his  door  earlier  because  the  doorknob  turned without resistance.

Immediately  as  the  door  opened,  the  smell  of  booze  and smoke  assaulted  my  nose.  His  home  was  dark.  Light  from  the television illuminated the dozens of aluminum beer cans on the floor.

I knew he was a messy man, but I didn't think it was this bad.

"Mr.  Tanaka?  Pardon  the  intrusion…"  I  whispered  a  little louder as I stepped inside.

I felt around the wall for a light switch. My finger hit something and the blinding lights turned on. I gasped at the sight of Mr. Tanaka laying on the couch, his hand still clutched a beer. More repulsively were his pants half undone and the sight of his penis flopped over on his belly.

It  was  large.  Much  larger  than  Souji.  I  found  myself mesmerized by it.

Not wanting to overstay my welcome and be mistaken for an intruder, I left the bento box on the coffee table and began to head out. But one step towards the door and a hand clasped my wrist.

"M-Maki…?" Mr. Tanaka, who was clearly inebriated and half-asleep, had grabbed my hand mistaking me for his ex-wife.

"It's me, Yuina Ninomae from next door— uwah?!"

"Maki!  I've  been  so  lonely  without  you.  I'm  sorry  for everything, so please don't leave!" he shouted and wrapped his thick arms around me, pressing me against his chest.

"I'm not Maki! Snap out of it! I'm not your wife!" I pleaded.

The more I struggled, the harder he held me. His penis was rubbing against my inner thighs and quickly becoming erect from the stimulation.

My  phone  suddenly  vibrated  at  a  time  like  this,  and  I  had  a sinking feeling what it was. Though I was stuck in the embrace, I still had  my  phone  in  hand.  The  distinct  purple  horns  floating  above  a halo mocked me.

Then three choices appeared on the screen.

[Pretend  to  be  Maki  and  have  sex  with  Mr.  Tanaka.]

+10,000pts

[Pretend  to  be  Maki  and  give  Mr.  Tanaka  a  blowjob.]

+3,000pts

[Help  sober  up  Mr.  Tanaka  and  have  sex  with  him.]

+10,000pts

Mr. Tanaka held me so tightly as he wept, head buried into the pocket between my neck and shoulders, that I felt bad for him. Aside from Souji and myself, he never really spoke to anyone else on the floor.  This  man,  who  was  mistaking  me  for  his  ex-wife,  looked  so

pitiful.  Leaving  him  alone  was  tantamount  to  abandoning  him  a second time.

The choices blinked with more intensity, daring me to pick one of the three options that would brand me as a treacherous wife. Even the  least  damning  of  them—  to  give  Mr.  Tanaka  a  blowjob—  was something that should only be done with my husband.

To sexually pleasure another man, even if it wasn't going into my  sacred  place  seemed  wrong.  But  as  hot  tears  soaked  the shoulder  of  my  nightgown,  I  felt  my  apprehension  being  chipped away.

Was the thought of pleasuring Mr. Tanaka with my mouth that bad?  I  couldn't  escape  because  he,  in  his  delirious  and  half-conscious state, was afraid of seeing his ex-wife leave again. No one else was in the room except the two of us, and he was too drunk to tell who I was.

I was stuck, after all. Trying to leave would only agitate him. I wasn't  just  doing  this  to  betray  Souji.  I  was  alone  in  a  room  with  a drunk  man,  so  who  knows  what  can  happen  if  I  didn't  tackle  this situation calmly.

My  arms  wrapped  around  Mr.  Tanaka's  body.  I  stroked  the back of his head, and already he was beginning to loosen his grip on me.

"There,  there,"  I  whispered  into  ears,  resting  my  chin  on  his broad  shoulder.  If  I  remembered  correctly,  he  had  once  told  Souji and I in a drunken spiel that Maki called him 'Keita' as a combination of his full name. "I'm not going anywhere, Keita."

"Y-You  won't?"  he  asked,  finally  pulling  his  face  away  but trembling hands were still clutching my shoulders.

"No, but the door is open. I have to close it or it will get cold in here," I answered.

Mr. Tanaka's eyes rolled in his head, but they seemed to take notice of the open door. His hands left me at last, and he fell onto the couch, groping around the empty beer cans for an unopened one.

I carefully walked over to the door. My hand fell onto the cold brass doorknob. I had the chance to escape. If I ran back right now and locked the doors, Mr. Tanaka wouldn't be able to get inside.

My heart was still racing, pounding so loud I hoped he didn't hear and think I wanted to escape. I was scared out of my wits. Yet, I did the unthinkable instead.

I shut the door and walked back to Mr. Tanaka. He sat there staring  at  the  television  with  a  blank  expression,  but  smiled  as  he glanced up to me. He hadn't pulled up his pants yet, and his penis hung out like a flopped over fish.

"H-Have you eaten yet?" I asked, averting my gaze and trying to make conversation.

Mr. Tanaka realized what I was staring at, grabbed my hand, and pulled me onto the couch. I threw out my hands to catch myself on his shoulder and couch, but now his penis was much closer to my face.  It  was  becoming  erect  and  growing  much  larger  than  when  I first saw it.

"You know, Maki… it's been a while since you showed me any attention… down there," he said, smirking.

Once again, the feelings of betrayal gripped at my very core. I shook them away, reminding myself that I was only doing this out of fear for my life. That's right. I had to do this.

He reached around to grab a handful of my butt, making me jump.  His  hand  caressed  me  carefully,  tracing  the  outline  of  both cheeks. I slapped his hand away and wagged a finger at him.

"K-Keita,  we  can't.  You'll  just…  have  to  settle  on  my  hand, okay?" I scolded.

Mr.  Tanaka  nodded  and  leaned  back  on  the  couch  with  his hands behind his head. I took a seat next to him, and he pulled me closer with a strong arm. His penis was at full mast now. I couldn't believe  its  size.  I  didn't  even  know  people  could  be  this  large.  Or maybe, Souji was just modest in size.

"Don't keep me waiting, Maki…" his words began to slur.

It was too much to hope he would just pass out right then and there, but it may take a little more work than I thought.

I gulped hard and took the plunge, gripping his erect penis at the base. It was thick, possibly ten inches at a glance, and pulsed in my hands. The uncut head was shaped in a mushroom, but a much deeper red in color.

All I needed to do was jerk him off until he ejaculated. Then I would  excuse  myself  and  leave.  However,  no  matter  how  much  I stroked him, he wouldn't orgasm.

"How  about  using  your  mouth,  Maki?"  he  asked,  growing impatient.

I  heard  the  irritation  in  his  voice.  A  drunk  man  needed  to  be placated.  If  he  got  angry,  he  might  actually  rape  me  out  of impatience.

When  I  leaned  down,  the  smell  of  tobacco  and  alcohol  was drowned  out  by  a  musky,  sweaty  scent.  I  started  with  my  tongue, dragging it along the length of the shaft. It tasted bitter. He must not have showered or bathed yet.

Circling my tongue around the bulbous tip of the head made him moan out loud. This wasn't my first time. I've performed blowjobs in  the  past  for  Souji.  Hearing  Mr.  Tanaka  expressed  pleasure  even as he was drunk, excited me.

To know that I made him feel good stoked joy in me to know I wasn't  a  washed  up  old  woman  yet.  Of  course,  I  wasn't  old.  This body of mine was young and still ripe.

Grasping fingers glided down my back and slipped under my nightgown.  His  hands  stroked  my  backside,  lighting  a  fire  in  me  I didn't  know  existed.  Mr.  Tanaka's  hands  were  full  of  old  scars  that made his palms rough. But each time it rubbed my lower back, my crotch became wetter.

There  was  probably  no  need  to  have  done  it.  He  seemed perfectly  fine  with  just  my  tongue,  but  I  wanted  to  take  it  a  step further. I wrapped my lips at the tip of his penis and lowered my head down until it hit the back of my throat.

I was giving him a real blowjob now. Deep down, I wanted to see  how  much  pleasure  I  could  give  him.  To  someone  other  than Souji, who had now fallen to the back of my mind. All I saw was Mr.

Tanaka,  who  stared  down  at  me  with  a  delicious  grin  on  his  face, watching me with his thick and meaty penis in my mouth.

His free hand brushed the hair from my face so he could see me  clearly.  As  I  continued  to  pleasure  him  with  my  mouth,  I  too

began  to  feel  pleasure.  I  couldn't  believe  I  was  enjoying  this,  but there I was, bobbing my head up and down another man's cock.

"That's it… your mouth feels so good…" he mumbled.

This was all because Souji didn't have sex with me, because I didn't finish all the way in the bath, because of that silly app tempting me.

"I'm  cumming,  Maki—  it's  a  big  one…!"  Mr.  Tanaka  grabbed my  head.  His  body  stiffened  as  the  penis  throbbed  violently  in  my throat. I tried to pull away, but his hand kept my head in place.

"Mmmmh!  MMrrpphh—   gulp… gulp…"  Because  he  didn't  let me  pull  away,  I  swallowed  his  load.  He  just  kept  cumming,  like  a broken faucet that wouldn't stop gushing water.

The  ejaculate  was  hot  and  thick.  It  slid  down  my  throat  like honey.

His  hand  finally  fell  away  from  my  head.  I  pulled  away coughing. There was nothing to spit out because he emptied his load down to the last drop into my throat.

Something inside me cracked. Like the shell of an egg began to split with webbed fissures.

Even with Souji, I never swallowed before. I had always spat out his cum after he came into my mouth. Granted, he never held my head in place before.

My mouth was left with a bitter and salty taste of semen and sweat.  I  wiped  the  drool  from  my  mouth  and  looked  up  to  see  Mr.

Tanaka passed out. His head leaned against the armrest, fast asleep like a big baby.

"Whew…"  I  let  out  an  exasperated  sigh  and  began  to  head out when my phone suddenly pinged.

My points went from [3,500/5,000,000] to [6,500/5,000,000].

It  wasn't  my  intention,  but  I  ended  up  giving  my  neighbor  a blowjob.  He  laid  there  with  a  blissful  expression  on  his  face,  the bento  box  I  brought  for  him  rests  at  his  feet.  But  my  eyes  were focused elsewhere. No matter where I looked, it always came back to his penis, still fully erect.

When  I  got  back  to  my  home,  I  spent  half  an  hour  brushing my teeth until my gums started to bleed. Laying in the bed I shared

with  Souji  eased  my  mind  a  little,  but  as  I  stared  at  my  husband's back,  the  fresh  memories  of  sucking  Mr.  Tanaka's  penis  ushered  a different feeling within me.

It wasn't guilt.

I felt excitement.

Chapter 3 - Game Shop

I woke up the next morning in a daze. The events of last night felt like a fevered dream, one that I wished was just that.

It wasn't, of course.

The  increased  points  in  my  app  was  proof  of  my  sin—

adultery, with none other than Mr. Tanaka.

Deep  down,  I  wanted  to  confess  to  Souji.  Admit  my  mistake and hopefully preserved our marriage before my actions ate a deep hole in my heart. The other side of me was scared Souji would leave me right then and there.

I was cooking over the stove when Souji embraced me from behind.

"Oh. Tamagoyaki with a hint of condensed milk? Reminds me of when you used to come over to my apartment all the time to make me breakfast," he said, resting his chin on my shoulder.

The sensation made me think back to my neighbor doing the same  when  he  had  mistaken  me  for  his  wife.  The  rest  of  the memories came flooding back. Mr. Tanaka's penis in my mouth, the thick cum that flowed down my throat, the odor of sweat and tobacco in the air, these thoughts made my heart race again. Thoughts that were soiling my peaceful moment with my husband.

"Souji, you know I can't cook properly if you're holding me like this," I scolded him.

"Sorry!  Just  needed  to  recharge  my  Yuina  gauge."  He released his hug and took a seat to wait for his meal patiently.

The morning news was playing on the television. Souji turned the volume up so both of us could hear it.

A news anchor was speaking to a marriage counselor about rising  infidelity  between  married  couples  in  Japan.  The  expert believed  that  while  adultery  in  marriage—  largely  due  to  emotional and  physical  disconnect  between  two  partners—  and  was exasperated  by  overemphasizing  work  over  domestic  life,  that reason has since changed in recent times.

There  was  reason  to  believe  that  in  recent  years,  even  if spouses  were  happily  married,  the  act  of  adultery  had  become  a social  rite  of  passage.  An  anonymous  survey  taken  of  10,000

married couples in Osaka, a whopping 60% admitted to cheating on their  spouses.  Of  that  same  percentage,  50%  of  couples  mutually agreed to committing adultery.

I couldn't believe what I was hearing. How could people treat adultery as such a normal part of their lives? And then to have gone as far as  mutually agreeing to it?

"People  have  their  kinks,"  Souji  said,  sipping  on  his  coffee.

"But another couples' life isn't our life. You're really all that matters to me, Yuina."

The butterflies in my stomach fluttered, and it felt like I was in college again.

"You're certainly a flatterer," I teased, handing him a plate of tamagoyaki with a side of grilled fish and natto.

"Of  course,  when  we  have  a  child  then  he  will  be  just  as important!" Souji exclaimed.

I sat down across from him, resting my chin on my palm. Then surprise struck. "What? You want a son?"

Souji  looked  up  with  a  mouthful  like  a  chipmunk  stuffing  his face. "Did you want a daughter?"

"I'll settle in the middle and have both. You just need to put it in me," I answered, winking.

I  saw  Souji  out  the  door  again  and  leaned  against  the doorframe. There was an apologetic expression on his face.

"I  know  we  promised  to  talk  about  the  whole  child  thing yesterday morning. It's my fault for falling asleep early, I was just so tired." His eyes were cast down to the floor, so I grabbed his face.

I  hesitated  to  kiss  him.  My  lips  had  touched  another  man's thing.  It  felt  wrong,  but  I  brought  him  to  my  lips  nonetheless.  "No need  to  be  sorry.  It's  not  just  about  if  I'm  ready.  It  has  to  be  when you're ready, too. Okay?"

Before he could say anything in response, I kissed him again.

Thrice. Then a fourth time until he was red in the face.

"Y-You're making this hard for me to think clearly about. Can't say I don't like aggressive Yuina though," he grinned.

As always I had to push to get him going to work.

I swear, if that husband of mine didn't need to work like Jun, we  would  be  going  at  it  like  rabbits.  Kanako  and  Jun  were  going about their marriage all wrong in my mind.

As soon as Souji left, I ran to the bedroom and locked myself inside.  The  game  app,  NTL,  stared  back  at  me.  Even  though  I regretted what I'd done, it was hard not to explore the game. It was like  licking  ice  cream  and  letting  the  flavor  linger  in  my  mouth, teasing me to taste it again.

Kanako said she purchased a bullet vibrator using the points in  the  shop  menu.  The  way  she  made  it  out  sounded  like  it  didn't cost her a single yen. It boggled my mind that this app would send you free stuff using digital currency.

Most  game  apps  these  days  were  unethically  monetized  in such a way that it drained your wealth through gambling. That was how they made money— but how did NTL make money?

The  more  I  thought  about  the  app,  the  more  mysterious  it became.  If  I  wanted  to  learn  more  about  it,  I  needed  to  explore  its other functions. Namely, the shop.

A dropdown menu opened up when I clicked on the shopping cart  icon.  There  was  a  long  list  of  purchasable  items.  Scrolling through  it  barely  made  a  dent  to  the  scroll  bar.  A  search  box  was provided at the top of the list, but I didn't really know what to buy.

The cheapest item was a single condom worth [50pts].

Next item was a box of 12 condoms priced at [500pts].

I couldn't help but laugh. Even in apps like these, purchasing in bulk was always the better option.

Condoms  weren't  the  only  things  listed.  Dildos,  vibrators, lingerie,  everything  kept  getting  more  and  more  expensive.  There were  even  anti-contraceptives  like  the  morning  after  pill  and  birth control pills. My thumb started getting tired, and I stopped at a sybian machine priced at [300,000pts].

A  part  of  me  was  curious  how  much  more  expensive  things got.  The  maximum  amount  of  points  that  can  be  stored  was

5,000,000.  The  scroll  bar  was  only  1/3rds  of  the  way  through,  so there must be more to buy.

Curiosity  ended  up  getting  the  better  of  me,  and  I  used  the scroll bar to bring me all the way down to the most expensive item priced at [5,000,000pts]. There was nothing. Instead, the item icon was that of a black square with a question mark inside it.

Looking  at  all  these  sex  toys  and  lingerie  was  getting  me horny.  My  free  hand  instinctively  moved  down  to  my  already  damp crotch. Using my credit card wasn't an option, it would show up on our statement for Souji to see.

If what Kanako said was true, and these points could actually be spent...

"What can I buy with 6,500 points?" I mused to myself.

A red silicone dildo priced at [5,000pts] caught my attention.

I'd never purchased a sex toy before. Not even a simple dildo. Until recently, my fingers and Souji were sufficient to get the job done.

It was five inches in length, of modest girth, and shaped with a curvature. Souji was a solid seven, so this wasn't an upgrade to him.

If I buy this, I could pleasure myself while he wasn't home. Using my hands  was  an  option,  but  I  was  curious  how  the  shop  function worked.

Would it be sent discreetly?

I pressed the big green buy button and was surprised to see it didn't  ask  me  for  a  mailing  address.  Instead,  it  just  said  'Purchase Complete' in the middle of the screen. The window blinked for a few seconds longer, and then disappeared.

"Was… that it?" I asked myself, and perhaps even to the app out of confusion.

Suddenly, the doorbell rang. I nearly jumped off my bed from a heart attack.

"It couldn't be… could it?"

A screen panel by the bedroom's light switch provided access to  the  front  door's  camera.  When  I  turned  it  on,  no  one  was  there.

Just blue skies and skyscrapers shown in the distance. There was, however, a brown box at the bottom of the screen.

I made my way to the front door and took a few deep breaths to calm my nerves.

On  top  of  knowing  who  I  interacted  with,  the  app  also  knew where  I  lived.  Fear  didn't  begin  to  describe  what  I  was  feeling.  I almost  wanted  to  call  Kanako  or  Souji,  but  I  wasn't  ready  to  reveal that I'd been playing the game to my best friend, and it wasn't a good idea to disturb my husband while he was at work.

I opened the door just a crack. Warm summer air sucked into my cool, air-conditioned home. There was no one up and down the hallway.  Someone  delivered  this  to  me,  almost  right  after  I purchased it. Even if I wanted to find out who it was, the person must be long gone now.

The  box  was  incredibly  lightweight.  It  had  neither  a  mailing address nor return address, only a taped note written with my name on it.

The  same  suffocating  feeling  was  closing  in  on  me  again.

What I held in my hands, wrapped in a bubblewrap sheet, was none other than the sex toy I purchased using the app. Kanako most likely received her items the same way. She wasn't fazed at all when she introduced  NTL  to  me,  or  when  she  talked  about  getting  her  bullet vibrator.

But was this safe?

"Good  morning,  Mrs.  Ninomae!  Getting  some  fresh  air?"  Mr.

Tanaka  asked  as  he  came  out  with  a  cigarette  in  his  mouth.  He noticed  the  package  in  my  hand  and  pointed  to  it.  "What'cha  got there?"

I closed the lid so he couldn't see what it was. He blinked a few  times,  confused  at  my  panicked  response  to  an  otherwise harmless question.

"It's  nothing.  Just  my  family  sending  me  a  gift,"  I  answered, gulping.

Seeing  my  neighbor  elicited  a  whole  slew  of  memories  that came  flooding  back.  I  turned  away  to  hide  my  blush.  Certainly,  he didn't  remember.  Mr.  Tanaka  was  drunk  out  of  his  mind,  and  even believed I was his ex-wife.

"Anyway,  I  wish  you  a  pleasant  morning."  I'm  about  to  head back in when a large hand grabbed my arm at the threshold to my home.

He let go as quickly as he grabbed me, bowing in apology for the sudden contact.

"Your bento box," he said. I saw in his hand the container I left by the couch. "Thank you for the food, it was really good!"

I  had  to  reposition  the  package  under  my  arm  to  take  the bento box from him. The look on his face didn't seem to let on that he was aware of what happened last night.

"It was nothing. I just feel bad for not getting it to you sooner because I forgot. Your apartment door was unlocked, so I let myself in to hand it to you," I replied.

"No, no. I should apologize that you had to see the sorry state of  my  house."  Mr.  Tanaka  scratched  his  belly,  which  I  was  fast learning he did out of nervousness.

I  offered  a  laugh  that  he  would  make  light  of  his  own  living situation. It took a certain level of confidence to poke fun at yourself in spite of being in tough straits. His unhealthy lifestyle might not be the best, but he lived it nonetheless with a grain of humor.

It was honestly admirable.

"You're  always  helping  people  on  this  floor,  so  I  don't  think anyone has a right to judge you. If you ever have a craving for my cooking,  feel  free  to  give  me  a  call,  okay?"  My  offer  brought  a  big smile to his face.

"I have no choice but to take you up on that offer every now and then!" he bellowed, patting his stomach.

I  exhaled  a  stale  breath,  relieved  that  Mr.  Tanaka  was  too drunk  to  remember  what  I  did.  As  I  turned  to  head  inside,  my  foot caught  on  the  metallic  sill  of  the  doorframe.  I  tripped  forward  and threw  out  my  hands  to  catch  myself,  but  doing  so  lost  hold  of  my package and the bento box, both of which clatter behind me.

"Are  you  alright?"  Mr.  Tanaka  moved  to  help,  but  hovered above, unsure about touching me.

"I'm  fine,  my  foot  just—"  I  glanced  back  to  see  my  package emptied on the ground, the red dildo was at his feet.

Mr. Tanaka followed my gaze to the sex toy wrapped in plastic next to his feet, no longer concealed by  bubblewrap or a cardboard box. His eyes went wide.

"Excuse me—!" I sprung to my feet, picking up everything on the ground in haste and retreated back into my house.

The silence that followed as I locked myself in my room was more deafening than peaceful. There was no way Mr. Tanaka  didn't see the dildo.

But  the  embarrassment  was  quickly  replaced  by  the  urge  to use the sex toy. I was alone, Souji was at work, no one here except myself and the silicone imitation of a penis.

I made sure to wash it first and laid out a towel on the bed to sit on. It came with a small bottle of gel lubricant which I wasn't too sure  how  much  to  apply.  The  dildo  felt  strange  in  my  hand  gooped up  with  lube.  Thick  veins  run  along  the  length  of  it  to  simulate  the real thing, but of course, it felt nothing like an actual one.

My mind fell back to last night when I gripped my neighbor's erect penis. It was so large and hot, throbbed in my hand and throat, completely different from this cold inanimate object.

I  started  by  rubbing  the  shaft  against  my  slit.  Shocks  of pleasure  immediately  ran  up  my  spine.  As  soon  as  the  tip  pressed into the entrance, my entire body shuddered.

There  was  no  stopping  me  now.  Souji  and  I  didn't  have  sex last night, I'd been pent up for a whole week, and the sensation of Mr. Tanaka's penis was still fresh in my mind. I needed this. It was with a toy, so it couldn't be considered cheating.

I wasn't betraying Souji by doing this, just satisfying my own needs.

My free hand went straight to rubbing my clit. Such a tiny nub was able to melt me from a single touch. Lubricated by both the gel and  my  own  wetness,  the  dildo  slid  deeper  into  me  with  ease,  and waves  of  indescribable  bliss  reverberated  under  the  surface  of  my skin.

"Ahh… nnnh, so good— aahhh!"

The  moans  came  out  on  their  own,  exacerbated  by  the  fact that I was alone. I had no reason to hide my voice. In fact, I wanted

to hear myself. Had I always sounded so erotic? Listening to myself encouraged me to keep going.

My movements using the dildo sped up as the pleasure built inside  me.  It  wasn't  the  biggest  thing,  and  didn't  reach  all  the  way inside me, but it felt good nonetheless. I was getting close, and my moans louder as I neared climax.

I imagined my husband on top of me, pounding into my pussy with  every  intention  of  getting  me  pregnant.  That  thought  was  the final  straw  that  pushed  me  over  the  edge  to  an  orgasm.  Fireworks exploded  in  my  head,  my  body  tightened  so  hard  the  dildo  was squeezed out of me.

"Yes, yes…! Aahh— Souji, I'm… cumming— aaaahhhhh!"

I  laid  there  catching  my  breath.  My  crotch  was  soaking  wet and leaking. Purchasing the dildo was a good choice.

My eyes had been opened. To think there were other sex toys that  could  stimulate  other  parts  of  my  body.  I  wanted  to  try  others discreetly, but that would require me to participate in the game more often.

First I needed to meet up with Kanako, she had been playing longer  than  I  have  and  should  know  more  about  the  game.  Before leaving,  I  cleaned  the  bedroom  up  and  dildo,  rolled  it  into  a  towel, and stuffed it underneath my underwear drawer.

With  Obon  coming  up,  many  people  were  in  high  spirits.

Certain parts of the city like parks and plazas were cordoned off for construction  workers  to  build  yaguras,  temporary  towers  in  which celebrants danced around during the festival.

One  of  the  wooden  scaffoldings  at  the  park  I  was  waiting  at was nearly complete. It brought back memories of when Souji and I danced  together,  we  had  done  so  every  year  up  until  he  was promoted  to  his  current  position.  I  wondered  if  we  were  going  to celebrate this year.

We had made plans to visit Souji's parents in Tatsuno city at Hyogo  Prefecture  for  his  days  off.  My  parents  already  had  the pleasure  of  seeing  us  for  Obon  in  July.  Back  then,  I  didn't  get  a chance to talk to them about having a grandchild, because Souji and

I only just talked about it recently. But his family was my family, too. I was sure they would love to hear about us having children.

Kanako  was  late,  as  usual.  The  same  construction  workers made three roundtrips to their trucks, and she still wasn't here. It was already half past noon, and I'd been waiting since eleven.

She  was  lucky  I  didn't  mind  waiting  here.  The  parks  in Shinjuku, despite being tucked in the middle of a metropolitan area, were  beautiful.  An  abundance  of  trees  surrounded  the  park  to  hide the  concrete  jungle  of  the  city,  all  except  for  the  tallest  buildings.  A river untainted by litter and pollution flowed through with birds diving in for a quick meal.

"Sorry,  I'm  late!"  Kanako  came  running  up  to  me  in  a  white crop top and jean shorts. It was like she just left a party or club. Even her  hair  was  a  mess.  She  dropped  down  next  to  me  on  the  bench and  passed  me  one  of  two  caramel  frappes  in  her  hands.  "This  is tribute."

"So, you wanna explain to me why you're dressed up like an American college gal?" I asked.

Kanako turned the other cheek and started whistling. Poorly.

She took a long sip of her frappe and then said, "App gave me the option  of  going  out  in  my  birthday  suit,  a  bikini,  or  this.  If  I  wasn't meeting  up  with  ya,  I  might  actually  have  worn  a  bathing  suit  and gone swimming!"

Going  by  what  she  said,  the  app  asked  for  more  than  just committing sexual acts. It even went as far as having her decide on different outfits.

"I actually wanted to ask about the NTL app—"

"Did  you  play?  Did  you  enjoy  it?  What'd  it  ask  you  to  do?"

Kanako  launched  a  barrage  of  questions.  She  leaned  in  so  close  I could smell the pomegranate perfume on her, and noticed the lack of a bra strap on her shoulders.

Was she not wearing a bra under that thin crop top?

"Calm down! I did play it, but I'm not going to tell you what I did. That's embarrassing," I said, sipping on my drink.

"Tch. That's no fun. But you're actually playing it, good on ya for that," Kanako complimented. "What did you want to ask?"

"Was  the  app  supposed  to  know  where  I  live?  I  ordered something,  and  it  was  delivered  to  me  in  an  instant  so  I  thought..."

My words trailed off, unable to find the right thing to say to describe the fear I felt.

Kanako  didn't  seem  to  share  my  concern.  She  checked  her phone  as  she  drank  the  frappe,  undeterred  by  the  incredibly  cold beverage.

"I was scared at first, too. Jun and I live in a gated penthouse, so  when  my  first  purchase  showed  up  at  my  door,  I  freaked  out.

Couldn't  tell  Jun  though,  being  what  the  app  was.  Eventually  I  got used to it, nothing was happening to me. I figured free stuff was free stuff," she answered.

Maybe I was just overthinking it. Delivery systems had come far  enough  that  we  had  drones  flying  through  the  sky  to  deliver packages. What's to say that wasn't the case for me?

Talking to Kanako didn't remove all my worries, but being with her did make me feel less tense about it.

The two sat there watching children play in the park. One day, hopefully  soon,  I  would  come  here  with  my  children  and  have Kanako babysit them.

Thinking  about  it  had  me  curious  who  my  kids  would  take after.  It  would  be  cute  if  they  looked  more  like  Souji.  On  the  other hand, my genes did preserve my youthful beauty.

"Look  at  those  litter  runts.  Soon,  you'll  be  popping  them  out like  popcorn,  changing  their  diapers,  feeding  them  in  the  middle  of the  night—  oh,  god.  I'm  getting  a  headache  thinking  about  it,"  she said, grimacing as a young boy tugged at his mother's skirt to get her attention from another woman.

"Guess I'll have to find another godmother," I tease.

Kanako's head snapped to my direction, and she grabbed me by my shoulders. "For real, Yui? You were gonna ask me to be your kid's godmother? I take that back. Consider it done. I'll love 'em more than you!"

My  phone  vibrated.  I  checked  it  to  find  three  choices  on  the screen.

"What is it? The app?" Kanako asked, leaning in to see.

I  pushed  her  away  before  she  could  get  a  proper  look.  "It's probably Souji!"

That was a lie.

The three choices were:

[Make out with Kanako.] +1,000pts

[Have sex with Kanako.] +10,000pts

[Invite  a  construction  worker  to  have  a  threesome  with yourself and Kanako.] +15,000pts

I blinked idly at the preposterous requests on the screen. The last  two  were  a  no-go,  but  even  the  least  wild  one  had  me  doing something lewd with Kanako.

Make out with her? Out of everyone I knew, she was the most adventurous in college, and likely had herself a woman.

As my best friend, she would understand why if I asked her.

Hell, she would likely agree to it. Of all the things it asked me to do until now, this had to be the most agreeable choice. On top of that, Kanako was a very attractive woman with assets to weaken a loyal man.

I couldn't do it.

Could I?

I turned to my best friend, who not only plays the same game as  I  do,  but  has  been  with  me  through  thick  and  thin  for  the  last decade. "Kanako, I… "

"Hm?  What's  up?"  Her  supple  lips  clamped  on  the  straw sucking up the remnants of her frappe.

The  blood  pumping  into  my  head  was  making  me  dizzy.

Kanako  stared  at  me  expectantly,  completely  unaware  of  what  I thought about doing.

"I…"  I  took  a  deep,  quivering  breath  before  finally  saying,

"I'm… actually going to Hyogo for Obon to visit Souji's parents. You want me to bring back a souvenir?"

"Yoooo! You're the best! Bring back some of Ninomae mama's mochi.  I  fucking  loooove  them,"  Kanako  shouts,  throwing  her  arms around me.

Chapter 4 - Special Loan

Kanako  and  I  caught  a  movie  before  we  went  home.  By  the evening,  around  when  Souji  was  supposed  to  be  coming  home,  I received  a  text  telling  me  that  he  had  gone  to  an  izakaya  with  a coworker. He was going to miss the dinner I cooked for him.

At this rate, the red ginseng was going to go to waste. There was no point if he didn't eat it. We had some extra edamame in the fridge which I decided to fry up. They went well with beer, so maybe they could bait Souji into eating them from time to time.

For  now,  I  had  to  do  something  about  the  dinner  I  cooked.

There was too much to just save as leftovers for tomorrow. The other option was to give most of it to Mr. Tanaka.

But  that  would  mean  seeing  him  after  our  encounter  this morning.  Meeting  him  was  inevitable,  we  were  neighbors  after  all.

Adults didn't run away from problems, they faced it. Mr. Tanaka was a good man, too. I had no reason to be scared.

I calmed my nerves, packed most of the side dishes and rice into  a  multi-tier  bento  container,  and  set  out.  Fortunately,  he  was awake this time. At least, that was what it seemed. It wasn't too late into  the  evening.  The  lights,  from  what  I  could  tell  through  the shutters, were still on.

By  the  sound  of  shuffling  footsteps  and  the  murmuring  of voices, he had company. Which wasn't a surprise, considering how many people he meets on the floor. At the very least, he could share the bento with his guest, and the food wouldn't go to waste.

When  I  rapped  my  knuckles  on  the  door,  I  was  surprised  to see  a  tall  and  tanned  woman  answer  it.  She  had  platinum  hair,  a mole under her right eye, and had a youthful complexion. But more appallingly,  she  wore  purple  lace  lingerie.  Her  breasts  were  spilling out of the fabric, and it was transparent enough to give me an eyeful of her breasts and crotch glistening under the moonlight.

I stood there speechless.

The woman glanced over her shoulder and said, "Kei, did you call another woman?"

I  heard  what  I  guessed  was  the  heavy  thud  of  Mr.  Tanaka falling off a seat or couch.

"Where do ya work?" the gal asked.

The shock finally wore off and I found my voice to speak. "I'm not! I live next door and thought I'd deliver some leftover dinner."

Unsure  of  what  to  do,  I  handed  the  bento  box  to  her  which she graciously accepted. Her gaze lingered, eyes squinted trying to get a good look at my face in the dark.

She tapped on her lips and asked, "Aren't you the chick from the vid—"

"Sorry, Mrs. Ninomae!" Mr. Tanaka appeared in the doorway, pushing the gal back into the room. "She's uh… she's…"

The both of us flustered as he lost his words.

"No! I'm sorry for intruding— of course, what you do is none of my concern. I was just surprised," I said, trying to keep my cool.

Mr. Tanaka lived alone, and being the man he was, had needs to  satisfy.  Call  girls  fulfilled  that  need.  It  didn't  make  it  any  less embarrassing for the both of us.

"Thank  you  again…  for  the  food,"  he  said,  scratching  his stomach.

"It's  my  pleasure.  You,  uh…  you  two  enjoy  yourselves."  I rushed back to my house with my head down.

Mr. Tanaka called out to me, but I didn't hear it, nor did I want to stay there any longer than I had to. I splashed cold water on my beet  red  face  in  the  bathroom.  For  some  reason,  I  thought  back  to my neighbor's large penis, and how he and that woman were having sex right now. She was taking that massive thing that barely fit in my mouth.

"That woman certainly had a big chest… I guess all men are into that sort of thing," I mused to myself as I grabbed a handful of my own breasts.

Touching  myself  only  served  to  turn  me  on.  Lucky  them  that they got to have sex, while Souji left me high and dry alone at home.

Maybe  my  husband  would  get  in  the  mood  if  I  wore  what  that  gal wore. Just the thought of wearing what she wore was getting me hot.

I checked the NTL app's store and sorted by category to get a list of available outfits. There were lingerie, costumes like a skimpy nurse's outfit for roleplay, S&M latex suits, all of which were far out of my purchasable range of [1,500pts] after buying the dildo.

Naturally, clothes like these were going to be more expensive.

The  cheapest  outfit  was  a  matching  panty  and  bra  combo  at  the price  of  [3,000pts].  But  it  wasn't  sexy  at  all.  Suddenly,  the  idea  of making out with Kanako didn't sound so bad.

"A little window shopping couldn't hurt."

With nothing else to do but wait until Souji came home, I lay sprawled  on  the  bed  scrolling  through  the  list  of  available  outfits.

Some  were  downright  erotic,  others  might  as  well  not  be  wearing anything  at  all.  Though,  I  supposed  the  attraction  to  lingerie  wasn't just to show skin, its thin veil to be completely naked, the power to tease men with sparse fabric covering you lent to the eroticism.

I  came  across  a  white  sheer  babydoll  with  a  pink  tint.  It's opaque  around  the  bust,  but  transparent  everywhere  below.  The material  looked  like  it  felt  good  against  the  skin,  too.  I  had  a  lace underwear gift from Kanako during my bridal shower that might look good in this.

Too  bad  it  was  priced  at  [10,500pts].  From  what  I remembered, Kanako could afford this. She played this longer than I have and probably purchased more expensive lingerie.

If I wanted to get that many points, I would need to have sex with  someone.  That  was  the  trend  I  had  noticed  with  the  choices.

Intercourse  was  at  minimum  ten-thousand,  fellatio  was  in  the  mid thousands,  indecent  exposures  and  flirtations  were  in  the  low thousands and less.

My  only  hope  was  to  bank  on  it  giving  me  a  choice  to  have sex with Souji.

No way in hell was I going to do it with anyone else.

But…

"Damn it. I wish he would just man up already!" I shouted into my pillow.

Vrrrrrrrr. 

The  notification  vibration  from  my  phone  became  more intense.  It  shuddered  so  much  it  nearly  fell  off  the  edge  of  the  bed had I not caught it. A different menu was superimposed on the shop screen that read:

[Special  Limited  Time  Loan!  Get  20,000pts  now  and  pay back down the line!]

>[Accept]< 

>[Refuse]< 

"What?  Just  like  that?"  I  stared  at  the  screen  longer  than  I'd like to admit.

Getting  into  debt  was  never  good.  But  a  20,000  point  loan would allow me to buy the lingerie to seduce Souji with. I didn't see any terms and conditions, or anything explaining what would happen if I didn't pay back the loan.

I was too curious. Anything to get my husband in my pants. I held  my  breath  and  pressed  the  'accept'  button.  My  points  shot  up from  [1,500/5,000,000]  to  [21,500/5,000,000].  When  the  pop-up menu disappeared, I was left with the lingerie tempting me again.

The point of getting the loan was to buy the lingerie, so here goes nothing.

I pressed the big buy button for the babydoll, and waited for the doorbell to ring. Sure enough, a minute went by and my doorbell rang.  At  10:20  PM  at  night.  Long  past  any  delivery  services  were operating.

When I got to the front door, a package was waiting there on the ground just like the other. Inside, wrapped in plastic and folded neatly into a square, was the white sheer babydoll. Without sparing another moment outside, I went straight back to my room to put on my new lingerie.

It fitted me perfectly. I was worried since it didn't list any sizes or  dimensions,  but  maybe  this  was  a  one-size  fits  all.  I  dreaded  to think how it could possibly have known my size otherwise.

But setting that thought aside, I looked great. My breasts filled out nicely in the cups, the straps were light, and the material was so thin, the slightest breeze could blow it off.

"Hehe.  I  have  to  say,  Yuina.  You  still  have  it  going  on,"  I compliment myself.

I twirled in it, checked out my butt, and even posed on the bed in preparation for when Souji came home. The power of lingerie was something else, I was even turning myself on checking myself out.

My  ears  were  on  high  alert.  So  when  the  front  door  lock turned,  I  knew  it  was  Souji  and  raced  out  to  see  him.  However,  he came  through  not  alone,  but  with  a  barely  conscious  man  on  his shoulder. Both of them were red as a cherry.

Souji  himself  was  swaying  as  he  walked,  clearly  several drinks too deep to keep himself standing.

"Ah,  Yuina…  this  is  my  junior  from  work.  He's  new,  so  I wanted  to  show  him  a  good  time,  and  well—  did  you…  something about you looks different," he said, squinting to see me.

My  heart  fell.  It  hadn't  registered  in  his  mind  that  I  was wearing the lingerie. Souji came back so drunk he might as well be a zombie. I hated when he became like this, but who was I to tell him not to when he worked so hard for both our sakes?

"Let's  help  him  onto  the  couch.  I'll  bring  out  some  extra bedsheets  for  him,  but  we're  getting  you  right  to  bed,  mister."  I bonked Souji on the head and he responded with a goofy smile.

The coworker, whose name I learned was Miyata, laid on the couch  completely  sloshed.  I  had  half  a  mind  to  call  an  ambulance, but Souji insisted that he threw it all up before coming here.

Souji  himself  fell  onto  the  bed  like  a  deadweight.  I  only managed  to  get  his  shirt  and  pants  before  he  anchored  down.  My husband was by no means heavy, but I wasn't very strong to begin with.

"Sorry, Yuina…" he muttered.

Kneeling down by the edge of the bed, I leaned over to kiss him. I tasted the distinct flavor of sapporo beer and salted peanuts, Souji's favorite.

"Don't  worry  about  it,"  I  told  him,  but  it  felt  more  like  I  was saying it to myself than anyone else.

His eyes slowly opened but clearly had trouble keeping them that way. "Wow… did you dress up for me?"

"Shhh. Just go to bed. It's already so late and—"

"I messed up again," he said. "Failed to secure a multi-million yen sale to a Chinese firm…"

Surprise  was  all  that  I  could  muster.  Especially  since  he promised to do better at work.

No, wait.

I   knew  Souji  worked  hard.  Three  years  he  had  worked  at Ushigome with a flawless track record, not once did I hear him ever messing  up.  Twice  in  a  single  week  was  unthinkable.  He  couldn't have messed up unless…

The app?

Just  like  the  other  day  when  I  refused  to  participate,  earlier today  I  neglected  to  act  on  a  choice  with  Kanako.  It  had  to  have been a coincidence, right? There was one way to confirm this.

If it had anything to do with the app, it would show me what happened, just like the stock prices dropping.

I couldn't believe my eyes when I checked my phone, there it was.  A  report  detailing  how  a  regional  sales  manager  in  Ushigome botched  a  trade  deal  with  a  Sino-Pacific  corporation,  causing  a projected loss of 500 million yen in potential profits.

My teeth grinded against each other.

I wanted to scream into my phone. This app was trying to ruin my life. Souji's accidents were too much of a coincidence for me to ignore. Risking a third mistake would spell doom for his career.

Suddenly,  I  felt  very  alone  despite  my  husband  being  right next  to  me.  It  seemed  as  though  I  was  being  held  captive  by  this app.  Talking  to  Kanako  again  might  be  a  good  idea,  but  going  out risks an event. I should invite her over instead.

Souji started snoring. His hoarse breathing tickled me and got me giggling even though this was a serious situation. Seeing his face brought me calm.

I should take care of the app tomorrow.For now, there was no doubt in my mind the two of them would be going to work hungover tomorrow. It was nothing miso soup couldn't fix, and I had the perfect recipe.

I  was  still  in  the  babydoll  I  wore  for  Souji,  but  it  was  so comfortable  I'd  forgotten  to  change  out  of  it.  All  that  needed  to  be done  was  to  simmer  the  ingredients  and  melt  in  the  miso  paste.  It shouldn't take long.

Miyata slept like a log in the living room. He didn't snore like Souji, but he did occasionally twitch in his sleep. He looked young.

Souji  did  say  he  was  new,  and  my  husband  did  also  start  at Ushigome  young.  This  kid,  however,  looked  like  he  had  just graduated college. Barely any hair on his face to even call fuzz.

While I waited for the water to rise to a simmer, I sent Kanako a text. She was most likely asleep by now, but at least she would see it in the morning.

As I sat there, feeling the wooden chair brush against my skin, I started to rub my butt on the seat. I was getting wet and horny. My fingers reached down to stroke my pussy, and a gasp escaped me.

"Aahh… nnnh."

One finger, two fingers. I slid into myself so easily because I was soaked. Fingering myself with warm fingers somehow felt better than a dildo, but there was another thing that was better than both. I wanted flesh inside me.

I  was  getting  close  until  footsteps  on  the  linoleum  flooring startled me. Miyata and I locked eyes, but his gaze shifted to where I was fingering myself.

Chapter 5 - Miyata Sudo

"Sorry!"  The  man  who  had  been  asleep  was  wide  awake.

Miyata bowed his head apologetically and ducked behind the wall. "I saw the lights were on and thought I should close it."

I pulled my fingers out slowly so he wouldn't hear it. Being in this  lingerie,  he  practically  saw  me  naked.  Embarrassment  gnawed at my face, heating up my entire body, especially between my legs which was soaking wet at this point.

In spite of this, a certain degree of thrill lit up inside me. Like an  oven  set  to  bake  on  high,  and  my  body  was  dough  rising  in response to the heat.

The  footsteps  were  beginning  to  retreat  back  to  the  living room, but I called out to stop him, "You must be thirsty, right? I have miso soup if you… would like some?"

The moment he came in, the flickering candle in me grew to an  inferno.  Miyata  inched  into  the  kitchen  with  his  head  low,  eyes even  lower  trying  to  avoid  staring.  He  accepted  my  invitation nonetheless, but was evidently embarrassed by my sparse outfit.

"If… if you insist," he meeked out.

Miyata  was  a  little  on  the  chubby  side,  had  a  bowl-cut  hair probably  from  his  elementary  school  days  and  never  bothered  to change  the  style.  He  took  the  seat  across  from  me,  where  Souji always sat. I offered him a smile, and got up to fix some soup.

Though  I  couldn't  see  him,  I  knew  his  eyes  burned  into  me.

The  transparent  lower  half  gave  him  a  full  view  of  my  lower  back side. No healthy man with a semblance of sexual instinct could resist looking.

I filled the bowl with a heap of diced tofu, seaweed, and green onions.  Then  went  into  the  fridge  to  pull  out  a  small  dish  of edamame.  Miyata  gratefully  accepted.  He  chowed  and  slurped, almost like he'd forgotten a half naked woman was in front of him. It went to show the power good food had on a drunk man's stomach.

The longer I sat here watching Miyata eat, the stranger I felt. I figured some small talk would do both of us some good.

"Souji  said  you're  new  at  Ushigome,  how  long  have  you known him?" I asked.

"I only started working with Senpai recently, but he's incredibly kind and patient with me. He's really good at what he does. Except for the latest mishaps, everyone speaks highly of him,"

Miyata  gushed  just  as  much  about  Souji  as  I  would.  It sounded like he was a celebrity at work. This was further proof that something mysterious was going on that caused Souji to screw up.

He wouldn't have otherwise.

"It's easy to see why he works so hard, since he gets to come home  to  great  food  and…"  Miyata  struggled  to  finish  his  sentence.

He  tried  to  look  me  in  the  eyes,  but  when  that  failed,  he complimented me while glancing away, "  Ahem, a b-b-beautiful wife."

Beautiful, huh.

I wished Souji would show me a little more attention lately. We might  have  even  less  time  together  when  we  visit  his  parents  this weekend for Obon.

"You can flatter me all you want, but the rest of the edamame in the fridge is for Souji," I teased him.

"Er— I, this is more than enough, thank you!' he stuttered.

I was aware by the tone of his voice the compliment was more of  a  come  on.  The  best  way  to  handle  them  was  to  misunderstand them  and  drive  the  topic  away.  It  seemed  to  embarrass  and  catch them off guard enough to give up.

Of  course,  that  only  worked  on  the  less  aggressive  types.

Miyata appeared less experienced with women in general.

"Speaking  of  beautiful  wives,  do  you  have  someone  waiting for you back home, Miyata?" I helped myself to a piece of edamame, purposefully showing him my cleavage as I leaned forward.

Showing  myself  to  other  men  was  wrong,  but  it  was  like submerging myself in the rush of adrenaline. Tantalizing Miyata with the sight of something he couldn't have excited me, made me wet. I was enjoying myself more than masturbating could offer, stroking his imagination to run wild of me.

"To be honest, no… I'm not seeing anyone, and I haven't been in  a  relationship  since  middle  school.  On  top  of  work,  I  don't  have

time  to  go  dating."  Miyata  sighed,  and  then  tipped  the  rest  of  the miso down his gullet.

I  could  understand  that.  Souji  and  I  began  as  friends  in college,  we  only  started  dating  years  after  graduating.  Miyata  was missing  the  opportunity  to  meet  people  because  he  didn't  have  the same free time. As a member of the workforce, the current climate afforded little leisure time if you weren't lucky.

Miyata  seemed  like  a  nice  guy.  I  did  have  friends  I  could introduce him to, but whether or not he had it in him to swoon them was  another  matter  entirely.  He  may  not  be  the  best  looker,  but working at a fast growing company like Ushigome made him a prime bachelor.

"How about I introduce you—"

A buzz sent a chill up my spine and silenced the rest of what I had to say. I glanced down to see my phone vibrating with the horns and halo icon, then revealed three choices:

[Have sex with Miyata.] +10,000pts

[Give Miyata a blowjob.] +3,000pts

[Get naked in front of Miyata.] +2,000pts

I sat there frozen, unable to choose.

Unlike Mr. Tanaka, the man in front of me was sober. He was going  to  remember  everything.  However,  if  I  ignored  them,  Souji would take whatever unnatural punishment dealt to him because of my hesitation.

The  third  choice  was  the  only  one  I  could  make.  As  I  was about to make my move, the app popped up with a message. One that turned the blood in my veins to ice.

It read:

[Because you previously accepted a loan, the choice with the highest points has been made for you. Please make sure to pay back the points in a timely manner, or face the appropriate consequences. 

Thank you.]

The  second  and  third  option  disappeared,  leaving  only  the first— to have sex with Miyata.

I prayed for it to be a dream, but it wasn't. My heart pounded so loud, I could hear it in my head. Miyata heard it, and he gave me a look of worry.

"Are you okay, Mrs. Ninomae?" he asked.

I  looked  down  at  my  hands  that  were  no  longer  trembling, then  reached  out  to  grab  my  husband's  junior  coworker.  He  almost pulled back, shocked by my sudden act.

My  breathing  grew  shallow,  and  my  heart  thumped  harder.  I looked Miyata in the eyes and asked, "P-Please, have sex with me."

Miyata's  eyes  went  wide  with  surprise.  He  gawked  at  me  as though  I  were  a  lottery  ticket,  and  he  had  won  the  jackpot.  At  the same time, there was just as much disbelief and hesitation written on his face.

Anyone sane would think this was a trick or set-up. He had no reason to firmly believe his coworker's wife wanted to have sex with him.  I  had  no  reason  either,  until  this  damnable  app  came  into  my life.

He  wrenched  away  from  my  grasp  and  backed  up  into  the kitchen wall with his hands in the air.

"Ah… haha! This is a joke, isn't it? Senpai put you up to this to tease  me?"  Miyata  asked,  sweat  beading  on  his  forehead  and cheeks.

Miyata thought it was a joke. I wished it was. Fear gripped at my heart like flaming talons. I dreaded what would happen to Souji if I didn't complete this choice.

The man was red as a cherry. His eyes had no idea where to look, but they always ended up back on my body. He couldn't resist the candy that was being presented to him on a golden platter.

I  drew  closer  to  him,  each  step  smaller  than  the  next.  I  was scared he would run away at any moment, and I wouldn't be able to fulfill  the  conditions.  Or  worse,  he  caused  enough  commotion  to wake Souji up.

"It's  not  a  joke,"  I  pleaded  to  him.  My  next  words  had  to  be chosen carefully. I needed to convince him, but I didn't want to come off  too  strong  to  scare  him  off.  Either  Miyata  had  to  be  a  scummy enough man to sleep with his coworker's wife, or desperate enough

to  satiate  his  thirst  from  a  lack  of  womanly  affections.  "If…  you're willing  to  keep  this  a  secret  from  Souji,  I  can…  be  your  first.  He doesn't have to know."

I heard him gulp so hard I had thought a stone was lodged in his throat. The erection in his pants grew larger, and moral walls he'd raised  as  a  decent  human  being  began  to  crumble.  Temptations were taking hold of him. He just needed one final push.

Looping  my  fingers  around  the  straps  of  my  babydoll,  I lowered my outfit enough for him to see my bare chest. In doing so, I was getting hot myself. Both in body and mind. I had exposed myself to someone other than my husband.

But it was the straw that broke the camel's back for Miyata.

"Mrs.  Ninomae!"  He  lunged  forward,  unable  to  control  his bestial instincts, to grab a handful of my breasts.

His  touch  set  fire  to  my  skin.  Inexperienced  hands  kneaded my  breasts,  brushed  against  my  nipples  that  had  gotten  hard  from the  situation.  I  felt  at  any  moment  my  legs  would  collapse,  and  he would have his way with me.

I  pushed  Miyata  away  and  backed  off.  He  stared  at  me confused, but before he could apologize and abandon this indecent act, I placed a hand on his chest.

"Not… without a condom. I'll go get one, so wait for me in the living  room,"  I  said,  astonished  by  the  amount  of  surprise  in  my voice.

Miyata  nodded,  and  left  the  kitchen  as  instructed  while  I returned to my bedroom. Souji was still asleep. He had turned over completely on his back, facing up to the ceiling with a smile on his face.  The  snoring  had  stopped,  replaced  by  his  peaceful  and rhythmic breathing.

Seeing him almost made me want to stop what I was about to do, but I couldn't because I was doing it for his sake. A half-used box of  condoms  greeted  me  when  I  pulled  open  the  cupboard.  It  had been some time since I reached into this. My only hope was that he didn't  keep  count.  I  grabbed  one  and  left  quickly  before  I  changed my mind.

Miyata was sitting on the couch, head cast down. I could hear his heart racing, and he could probably hear mine, too.

He suddenly sprung up in a panic.

"Maybe we don't do this after all. I really respect Senpai, and to do this to him feels wrong…" he said anxiously.

My husband's coworker was more concerned about betraying him than I was. But now was no time to feel guilty. Standing in front of him, I pulled my panties down and raised my lingerie to show him how wet I was.

"Are you still unsure?" I asked.

Miyata sat down without another word.

It  was  just  sex.  I  only  needed  to  make  him  orgasm  to complete  the  condition  of  having  sex.  Someone  like  Miyata,  this should be quick.

He was as still as a statue, even as I unzipped his pants and pulled out his penis. It was uncut, fully erect and throbbing. Miyata's was  no  smaller  or  bigger  than  Souji,  but  definitely  smaller  than  Mr.

Tanaka.

I—

Wait. Why was I comparing their sizes? This wasn't the time for that. 

I shook the thoughts from my mind, and proceeded to put the condom  on  him.  Even  the  slightest  touch  caused  Miyata  to  twitch and  wriggle.  He  laid  down  on  the  couch  Souji  and  I  had  sat  on  so many times.

The  living  room  was  silent  except  for  Miyata's  heavy breathing.  It  began  to  smell  of  the  miso  soup  he  recently  drank.  I found myself breathing like I had run a marathon, too.

When I climbed on top of him, the dawning realization hit that I  was  actually  going  to  do  this.  The  threshold  that  would  lead  to betraying  Souji.  Adultery.  The  nerves  were  getting  to  me,  and  if  I didn't do this soon, I could possibly ruin my husband's career. I don't know if there was a time limit to these choices, and that only made me more terrified.

Miyata  reached  for  something  on  the  ground,  and  his  hand came back with a pair of glasses which he put on. He looked up at

me and gasped.

"Y-You're really pretty…" he sputtered.

Somehow, the innocent compliment eased my worry. It wasn't even from Souji, but from a complete stranger whom I'd only become acquainted with less than an hour ago.

That's right.

Sex was supposed to be an intimate thing performed by two people.  In  this  moment,  we  had  to  at  least  be  personal  with  each other. This was all to fulfill the conditions.

I  positioned  his  penis  at  the  soaking  entrance  of  my  lower body, and with my free hand, placed a it on his sweating face.

"Only for tonight, you can call me Yuina."

I  was  going  to  lower  myself  onto  him  slowly,  but  Miyata, spurred on by my offer for him to call me by my first name, grabbed my thighs with both hands and thrusted his hips up. His penis buried into me down to the base, filling me up in a single push.

The lights had gone out in my head. It was dark one moment and completely white the next.

"Ahh—! Nnngh… hahhh..."

The  impact  had  knocked  the  wind  out  of  me,  and  just  as quickly as it left, the air filled the vacuum in my lungs. I lost strength in my legs, so when Miyata's hips dropped back down, my body fell with him.

The  penis  was  so  hot,  throbbed  so  hard  inside  me,  that  I nearly climaxed from just putting it in. Miyata's hands clamped down on  my  thighs,  his  eyes  rolled  back,  and  he  struggled  to  catch  his breath.

"Mrs.  Nino—  Yuina…  I  feel  like  I'm  melting…  are  women supposed  to  be  this  hot  and  wet  inside?"  he  dared  to  ask  such  an embarrassing question to me.

I wouldn't know how any other woman felt other than myself. I just knew I was getting wet, and kept getting wet to the point where my panties were soaked.

"You're  doing  fine,  Miyata.  I'm  going  to  start  moving  now, okay?" I gave him a fair warning, but I wanted to feel it even more.

A real penis was inside me after so long, not a cold inanimate object, but the actual thing. The dildo felt great, but nothing beats the hard fleshy pole that coursed with blood.

I began to move my hips, savoring the sensation of his penis scraping  the  inside  of  my  pussy.  It  wasn't  enough.  I  wanted  to bounce  on  it,  ride  Miyata  like  a  horse.  The  pleasure  that  assaulted my  body  rippled  through  me  like  an  earthquake,  and  I  was  being given to it by someone other than Souji.

As  my  body  grew  hotter,  I  pulled  the  lingerie  off  and  started pinching my nipples.

"Yuina, can I play with your breasts?" Miyata asked, his eyes stared longingly at my chest.

When  I  took  my  hands  away,  Miyata  replaced  them  with  his own. He groped with childish curiosity. Gentle and soft touches, he was clearly scared to hurt me. I grabbed his hands and made them squeeze my breasts.

"Haaahh…  this  is  so  good…  you're  making  me  feel  good, Miyata… aahhh!" I was beginning to lose control of my voice. I had to cover my own mouth to keep my moans quiet.

"I'm actually having sex with such a gorgeous woman. Mrs—

Yuina,  it  feels  good  for  me,  too…  !"  Miyata  muttered.  He,  too,  was having trouble keeping his voice low.

I  felt  the  inevitable  wave  coming.  My  head  was  getting warmer, but my insides were on fire. I was losing myself to pleasure, and all I could think about was Miyata pounding into me.

But  before  I  could  reach  climax,  Miyata  came  first.  His  body stiffened, eyes screwed shut, and he uttered a subdued groan.

My head was spinning. I was so close.

"Are you… Did you cum?" I asked.

I could feel his penis getting soft inside me, to the point where it  just  slid  out.  No  words  could  describe  the  disappointment  I  was feeling.

"I  can't  believe  I  had  sex  with  Senpai's  wife…"  Miyata  wept into his hands.

Souji  always  did  say  that  after  sex  or  masturbating,  he  had sensation  of  clarity  in  his  mind  like  a  sort  of  zen  state.  I  thought  it

was a myth, and he only said it as a joke. At this rate, his guilt was going to make him confess to Souji. I couldn't let that happen.

I crawled down to his legs, pulled the condom off, and started stroking his penis.

"Wait,  you  can  stop—  ohh…  ahhh…"  Miyata  lost  his  will  to protest as soon as I began licking him clean.

"Now that we did it, you have to keep it a secret. In return… I have… more condoms to continue…" I said.

Even I couldn't believe the words that came out of my mouth.

They  were  the  words  of  a  bitch  in  heat.  But  the  frustration  that lingered from not orgasming tormented me. Miyata's thing was all I had right now to satisfy myself with. I didn't want to stop, not until I reached climax, too.

Giving  Miyata  a  blowjob  got  him  hard  again.  His  size  wasn't large  enough  to  deepthroat,  but  having  it  in  my  mouth  was  just  as enjoyable.  I  was  in  control  of  his  pleasure,  and  knowing  that  was intoxicating.

I  stopped  sucking  as  soon  as  it  came  to  full  mast,  and  went back  into  my  room  to  grab  another  condom.  However,  my  finger reached in to grab not just one, but several.

Miyata  waited  patiently  for  me  to  return,  his  erect  member beckoned me for another round. Even he expressed surprise that I brought back more than one condom. I put my hands and knees on the backrest of the couch, raising my butt into the air.

"I want you to do it from behind," I said almost pleadingly.

At  least  this  way,  I  didn't  have  to  see  his  face  and  could imagine  my  husband  instead.  Miyata  went  behind,  placed  two fondling hands on my butt, and pushed into me again. He didn't keep me  waiting  because  now  he  had  experienced  something  worth risking for.

As  his  thing  slammed  into  me,  the  momentum  caused  the back  of  the  couch  to  smack  against  the  wall.  Mr.  Tanaka's  living room was on the other side, but it was so late, I was sure he'd gone to  bed.  Unless,  just  like  me,  he  was  still  taking  pleasure  in  having sex with that gal escort.

Maybe  he  was  still  awake,  driving  his  thick  cock  into  the woman's pussy…

Instead of Souji, my thoughts raced with the penises of other men. That got me more excited than anything else.

The  eroticism  of  our  forbidden  sex,  coupled  with  the  wet sounds of my pussy being drilled into, made my head spin. Hearing myself being screwed and Miyata's coarse breathing made me crazy with pleasure.

Miyata  pistoned  into  me  without  a  shred  of  guilt,  slamming into  my  married  pussy  that  was  supposed  to  be  reserved  for  my husband.  I  was  being  made  to  cum  by  another  man.  He  reached around  to  play  with  my  breasts,  and  the  moment  he  squeezed  my nipples, the stimulation became too much to bear.

There  it  was.  The  long  awaited  crescendo  that  awaited  me, and the flood of pleasure that came with it, I was drowning in it.

"I'm  cumming—  nhh,  aahhh!"  My  moans  bursted  out  like  a storm. I bit down on my finger to stop myself from being too loud.

The  fireworks  that  were  going  off  in  my  head  didn't  stop.

Miyata  continued  to  pound  into  me  as  I  was  recovering  from  my orgasm. He brought me to another climax because my body was so sensitive.

Miyata's  hips  eventually  came  to  a  stop.  He  was  panting  so hard,  I  thought  he  was  going  to  pass  out.  The  man  collapsed  onto the  couch,  wiping  the  sweat  from  his  face.  His  penis  was  still  hard despite having ejaculated.

He finished quick, but his inexperienced and virgin penis had plenty  of  vigor.  I  guessed  that  was  to  be  expected  when  a  man discovered sex for the first time. Deep inside, I wanted to do more. I knew I had already fulfilled the conditions the first time, but it was like his erection was waiting for more.

"Can we… do more?" Miyata asked greedily.

Miyata  had  tasted  the  forbidden  fruit  and  wanted  more.  The temptation was there. We had already passed the point of no return.

No,  I  couldn't.  Continuing  would  be  even  worse.  We  had  to stop here before I lost myself.

"We  should  stop  just  in  case,"  I  said,  not  wanting  to  risk myself any further.

My  legs  were  still  trembling  from  the  orgasm  I  hadn't experienced in a long time. I put my lingerie back on, then discarded the  condoms  into  a  separate  plastic  bag  before  throwing  it  into  the trash.

It  was  1:00  AM.  In  the  early  August  morning,  within  my  own home  and  husband  sleeping  in  his  room  I  committed  adultery  and betrayed him by having sex with another man.

Chapter 6 - The Games Continue

Despite how late I had slept, I woke up refreshed and full of energy.  My  legs  and  crotch  were  sore  but  remembering  what  I  did with  Miyata  brought  no  shame  to  me.  Instead,  I  was  relieved.  The sex  we  had  was  liberating,  like  a  huge  weight  was  lifted  off  my shoulders at the moment of climax.

Miyata  swore  that  he  wouldn't  say  anything  to  Souji,  not wanting  to  jeopardize  the  relationship  he  had  with  his  senior coworker.

He  and  Souji  sat  at  the  table  finishing  breakfast,  while  I washed  the  dishes.  It  was  intensely  quiet.  There  was  only  the occasional slurping of miso soup, and Souji crinkling the newspaper as he flipped the pages.

My eyes shot to the trash bin where I'd thrown the evidence of my betrayal into. I had to throw it into the trash chute in the hall later, so there would be no chance of being found out.

"Miyata,"  my  husband  suddenly  called  his  coworker's  name, causing the hair on my neck to stand on end. Souji's eyes were still buried  into  the  newspaper,  and  Miyata  swallowed,  hard  waiting  for his next words. Then Souji threw the newspaper onto the table and pointed to an advertisement. "Look, here. Shinjuku Station opened a new  izakaya  that  sells  western-styled  chicken  wings!  We  gotta  go after work."

Both Miyata and I exhaled a stale breath.

"Senpai,  you  just  want  to  drink  me  under  the  table  again."

Miyata chuckled.

I turned around, crossing my arms. "I swear if you drink until you're like  that again, Souji…"

"No, no, no, no! One drink is all we'll order. I just want to try their  chicken  wings.  That's  it,  honest!"  He  threw  his  hands  in  up, guilty as charged.

Miyata  briefly  locked  eyes  with  me  and  averted  his  gaze, blushing. I went back to doing my dishes, hoping Souji didn't suspect anything.

I heard Souji lean over the table and whisper jokingly, thinking I couldn't hear. "You can look, but no touching the goods. You hear me?"

"I— I wouldn't do such a thing!" Miyata stammered.

My  face  was  getting  hot  just  hearing  them  talk.  I  thought  I wouldn't feel guilty, but now I did.

The  two  of  them  were  about  to  leave,  but  I  grabbed  my husband  at  the  door,  and  pulled  him  in  for  a  deep  kiss.  I  push  my tongue into his mouth, surprising the both of us. I don't know why I did it. I just acted.

Miyata glanced away, embarrassed to watch.

When I pulled away, Souji was red up to his ears. There was a hint of shame in his eyes that I didn't understand.

"Tonight, when I come home for sure," Souji said.

"Good," I simply replied.

As they left, a renewed sense of joy overwhelmed me. Souji definitely  meant  we  were  going  to  have  sex.  At  long  last,  we  were going to try for a baby tonight.

I headed back inside and saw my phone resting on the living room coffee table. Seeing it compelled me to check the app.

The  menu  showed  I  had  [11,000/5,000,000]  points  after purchasing  the  lingerie.  I  paid  back  10,000  points  earned  from having  sex  with  Miyata,  which  left  another  10,000  points  until  the loan was repaid.

I  had  to  play  it  safe  today,  otherwise  I  might  run  into  a situation  where  it  made  a  choice  for  me  again.  Worst  possible scenario  would  be  it  making  me  have  sex  with  multiple  partners.  I just had to stay home for the rest of the day. Easy.

Or I would have liked to hope.

My phone rang with a notification.

Kanako  just  texted  me  about  coming  down  with  a  fever  and wanted  me  to  come  over.  Jun  wasn't  home,  and  she  felt  too bedridden to cook.

I  really didn't want to leave the house.

However, it was my best friend asking me for help. She never turned  me  down  whenever  I  was  sick.  I  remembered  an  instance

during exam week, I'd come down with a cold, and she took care of cleaning and cooking so I wouldn't miss a beat studying.

"Ahh, damn it, Kanako. You're lucky I love you," I said to my phone.

After  whipping  up  a  bowl  of  congee,  I  packed  it  full  of  side dishes  in  another  container.  Salted  peanuts,  pickled  plum,  tempura flakes,  century  eggs,  and  scallions,  all  the  things  Kanako  loved.

There were certainly healthier options, but it couldn't hurt to brighten her mood being sick.

Just as I reached the door, my phone vibrated.

I  thought  it  was  Kanako  asking  me  to  bring  something specific, but it turned out to be the NTL app.

The three choices were:

[Walk out without your bra.] +1,000pts

[Walk out without your panties.] +1,000pts

[Walk out without any underwear.] +3,000pts

Another menu popped up. The same one that showed when it made the choice for Miyata and I to have sex.

[Because you previously accepted a loan, the choice with the highest points has been made for you. Please make sure to pay back the points in a timely manner, or face the appropriate consequences. 

Thank you.]

"Without my underwear… It honestly could have been worse,"

I said, sighing.

I returned to my room, stripped down naked, and put my light blue  shirt  back  on  but  with  a  gray  cardigan  on  top.  Since  I  wasn't going anywhere special, just to my friend's place, I decided on loose gray  sweatpants  to  match  with  the  cardigan.  The  entire  outfit  was comfortable,  and  there's  nothing  to  worry  about  if  I  sweat  from  the August heat.

Even  though  I  was  covered,  I  couldn't  help  but  feel  naked without  my  underwear.  The  psychological  complacency  of  having worn  them  all  my  life,  not  having  the  sound  of  mind  wearing  them now, was messing with me.

I totally began to feel like an exhibitionist even though I was the furthest thing from it. The sensation of fabric rubbing against my nipples was intensified by walking out into the public. The faster I got to Kanako's place, the better. But she lived on the southeastern edge of Shinjuku.

Fortunately,  I  arrived  on  time  at  a  bus  stop  to  catch  a  ride before it departed. The bus was full of salary workers getting to work and  college  students  heading  to  class.  All  the  seats  and straphangers were taken, some people like myself stood without, we were all packed like sardines.

I was sandwiched between a few older gentlemen behind and students whose bags were grinding into my belly. There was even an elbow pressed against my chest, and I was sure they were doing it on purpose.

Just  then,  I  felt  a  hand  rubbing  my  side.  It  belonged  to  a scruffy middle-aged man with a mess of hair.

A molester in a time like this? Just my luck. 

His creeping hand grew bolder because I couldn't move away.

It slid under my shirt, and he began to stroke my lower back.

I was terrified.

I wanted to say something, but I didn't want to cause a scene.

But was that really true?

Getting touched by another stranger was beginning to turn me on.  I  could  tell  I  was  wet  between  my  legs.  My  chest  and  nipples, having  been  made  sensitive  from  Miyata's  pinching  and  the  fabric rubbing against it, were also stimulating me.

Eventually,  the  man  found  enough  room  to  squeeze  behind me..  Something  hard  rubbed  against  my  butt,  and  I  could  tell  right away what it was.

The  joggers  I  wore  were  held  up  by  an  elastic  band  around my  waist.  His  exploring  hand  realized  this,  so  instead  of  one,  two hands reached underneath to grab my waist.

I  bit  back  the  desire  to  yell.  At  this  rate,  I  was  going  to  get molested.

Did I want this to happen?

My  phone  suddenly  vibrated  with  a  notification.  To  my mortifying dread, it was the NTL app giving me more choices:

[Pull your pants down for the molester.] +1,000pts

[Let  the  molester  have  his  way  with  you  until  the  next stop.] +6,000pts

[Invite the molester to Kanako's house and have sex with him.] +11,000pts

Oh, no. 

No way.

No way. No way. No way. No way. No way. No way. No way.

No way.

At  this  rate,  the  app  was  going  to  make  me  have  sex  with another man. Kanako was going to find out if he followed me into her home. I wouldn't be able to hide it anymore.

However,  as  I  waited  for  the  choice  to  be  made  for  me,  it instead  picked  the  second  option.  It  had  every  reason  to  pick  the third option because it awarded the most points. That was what it did last time. It didn't make sense, but I was relieved nonetheless.

Could  it  be  because  11,000  points  went  over  the  amount owed?  I  did  leave  the  house  without  underwear  and  earned  3,000

points, which left only 7,000 points left to repay. That had to be it.

The same relief was brushed away as the molester dug into my  pants.  Both  hands  squeezed  my  buttcheeks,  making  me  jerk forward.

"It  must  be  my  lucky  day  to  find  a  pervert  who  doesn't  wear any underwear," he whispered from behind.

Now  that  the  choice  was  made,  I  had  to  let  him  do  as  he pleased.  If  I  resisted  or  told  him  off,  it  might  fail  the  conditions immediately.

Encouraged by my lack of resistance, his hands caressed me with lascivious intent. One moved to the front of my crotch while the other rubbed the space between my butt. My body was getting hotter the more he touched, and I was beginning to wish for more.

A  finger  brushed  my  clit.  I  bit  down  on  my  lip  to  keep  from making noise,

I didn't have to see his face to know he was grinning when he said, "Oh. You're wet right from the get-go. Are you a slut, miss?"

My breathing grew shallow as he continued to tease me. The pleasure was building despite my attempts to ignore it. I was feeling too good to pretend it wasn't happening. Clenching my fists and jaw was all I could do until the bus stopped.

His  finger  stopped  playing  with  my  clit,  and  just  when  I thought  he  had  his  fill,  two  fingers  penetrated  my  pussy.  I  covered my mouth to keep my voice from being heard. My brain was turning to mush, and my legs like wet noodles

Being  molested  on  the  bus  was  turning  me  on.  Even  my nipples had gotten hard, and they showed because I wasn't wearing a bra.

There  were  people  in  every  direction  I  turned  that  had  no idea.  Most  had  their  backs  turned  and  others  stared  into  their phones. I was fortunate they hadn't noticed yet, but if this kept going, they might suspect something was up.

The bus came to a stop. It wasn't my stop, but  people pushed past and scooted around me to get off. I quickly put my purse in front of  me  so  entering  commuters  wouldn't  see  the  outline  of  the molester's hand.

Wait. Why did I do that? If I had let them see, people would have acted to stop him. 

Unless… I didn't want them to stop him…? 

The  bus  lurched  forward  to  move  again.  As  it  did,  the  hand that had been stroking my butt pressed a finger into my ass.

Not  even  Souji  had  anal  sex  with  me  before.  That  was uncharted  territory  that  we  never  thought  to  touch  on.  I  hadn't  ever been curious about it either. But as the molester's finger, lubricated by  the  wetness  from  my  pussy,  pushed  into  this  new  hole  and  my head began to spin.

A  mix  of  fear  and  pleasure  gripped  my  heart,  but  I  was  too terrified  to  do  anything.  The  latter  won  out,  and  I  waited  with anticipation of letting him have his way entirely.

"Nnngh…ahnn..."

He  was  slow  and  quiet  enough  to  keep  the  moist  sounds  of my crotch at a minimum, but his gentle touch was getting me closer to  a  climax.  It  didn't  help  that  another  finger  was  halfway  into  my butt.

I  was  feeling  so  good  that  I  relaxed  my  lower  body  so  he could get his finger the rest of the way in. My ass and pussy were so full  from  just  his  fingers.  He  had  plugged  me  up,  and  the  pleasure from it wracked every inch of my body.

The difference in having it in my other hole was night and day.

I was going crazy from being penetrated on both ends.

I  couldn't  take  it  anymore.  My  trembling  legs  signalled  the coming  orgasm.  I  covered  my  mouth  with  both  hands  and  moaned into it. At the same time, car horns blared outside of the bus to help conceal my moans.

As I came down from my climax, the molester's fingers left my body and something else pressed against my butt. He had taken his penis out, rubbing it against the fabric of my pants and between my buttcheeks.

"I  can't  believe  I  got  you  to  cum,"  he  said  triumphantly.  "It's only  fair  that  you  give  me  the  same  treatment.  You  don't  mind,  do you?"

He wanted to rape me on this bus full of people. Was it really rape at this point? I didn't resist. But he was going to put it in without a condom, and there was nothing I could do about it.

The bus lurched to a stop again. Fortune was on my side as I heard the bus announced my stop. We had arrived on the block to Kanako's home.

When the doors opened, I rushed out, pushing people out of the  way.  The  commuters  getting  on  the  bus  after  me  screamed  as the doors closed, presumably seeing the man's penis hanging out.

I  sighed,  barely  managing  to  preserve  myself.  If  he  had  his way  with  me,  especially  without  a  condom,  I  could  have  gotten pregnant.  I  might  have  betrayed  Souji  by  having  sex  with  another man, but the place inside me was reserved only for my husband.

One step forward and my legs collapsed from under me. The heat  of  the  concrete  sidewalk  was  a  welcome  relief.  I  still  felt  the

molester's finger in my butt. The wet warmth between my legs was getting cold, but I couldn't wipe myself in public. I had to put up with it until I got to Kanako's place.

Chapter 7 - Kanako's Special Event By  the  time  I  reached  Kanako's  building,  the  dampness between  my  legs  had  dried  to  a  sticky  crust.  It  was  uncomfortable walking around.

The residential complexes on this side of the city were nothing short  of  extravagant.  Three,  twenty-floor  buildings  form  Murasaki Heights, a location where many celebrities and company executives across  greater  Tokyo  made  their  home.  I  vaguely  remembered  Jun mentioning that the monthly rent was upwards of 400-thousand yen, over twice as much as my home.

I could see why.

Outdoor  recreation  such  as  tennis  and  badminton  courses were  available,  a  small-scale  golf  course  was  located  just  behind Murasaki Heights, and there was a restaurant and cafe dedicated to serving residents of the complex.

The  courtyard  was  lush  with  trees  and  brushes  tended  by  a team  of  gardeners.  The  walkway  leading  up  to  the  building  didn't have so much as a smudge of dirt. There were even security guards patrolling the area— something we didn't have.

All three buildings were completely different from each other.

Murasaki-A,  B,  and  C,  each  subsequent  letter  being  significantly more luxurious and consequently pricier than the next. Kanako and Jun lived in the A building. They almost lived in B after moving here, but we gave Jun an intervention so he wouldn't bankrupt himself.

When  I  got  to  the  lobby,  a  duo  of  receptionists  behind  the desk, too busy to pay me any mind, kept their eyes low and focused on something in their hands. It was a wide, ceramic-tiled area, with many  ivory  lounge  chairs  that  have  never  been  sat  on.  Tall,  glass-crystal  chandeliers  hung  from  an  overlit  ceiling.  A  gaudy,  medium-sized  fountain  with  koi  statues  spat  pristine  water  into  the  air,  their pinnacle of excessive extravagance.

A  security  approached  me,  put  a  hand  up  to  keep  me  from walking  any  further,  and  said,  "Pardon  me,  ma'am.  Are  you  a resident here? If not, I have to ask you to leave."

I  was  taken  aback.  Then  I  looked  down  at  my  casual  wear and quickly realized that I didn't fit the part of the rich elite. I wasn't to begin with, and while I had visited Kanako and Jun's place before, it was together— not by myself.

"I'm not a resident, but I'm visiting my friend. Kanako Uehara, she lives on the eighteenth floor," I answered.

I  was  about  to  pull  out  an  ID,  but  his  eyes  lit  up  with recognition as soon as I mentioned Kanako's full name.

"Ah,  Kanako's  friend.  Mrs.  Ninomae,  right?  Sorry  about stopping  you,  we  can  never  be  too  careful."  The  guard  introduced himself as Masato, and punched in a code to let me into the elevator.

He came in after me and pressed the button to Kanako's floor, which I learned the last time I came was protocol.

"Has Murasaki Heights been having trouble with break-ins?" I asked.

Masato took off his cap to scratch his scruffy head. "Between you  and  me,  some  people  have  tried  to  sneak  in,  pretending  to  be delivery  or  family  to  get  close  to  our  residents.  We  have  some important tenants, so we have to be careful about who we let in."

I  had  no  idea  they  had  those  sorts  of  concerns.  Though  it made  sense  that  high  profile  people  were  at  risk.  Celebrities  dealt with stalkers all the time, and the cut-throat competition in the higher echelon of business functioned like crime syndicates in some places.

"Nothing we can't handle," he assured me, having sensed my worry. Once the elevator reached Kanako's floor, the security guard didn't follow me any further. He remained bowing even as the doors closed.

Each floor hosted six penthouses. It went to show how large the  residences  were  that  six  could  make  up  the  size  of  the  entire building floor. Because I didn't remember which wing was Kanako's place, I texted her that I arrived.

"Over here, Yui!" She popped her head out and waved, full of energy and  not looking like someone who was sick or bedridden.

"So  about  that  fever…?"  I  asked,  stepping  inside  her penthouse.

Kanako shrugged and took the congee from my hands.

"It was a lie. I'm bored as hell and didn't feel like cooking," she said without a shred of guilt.

I  stood  there  with  my  hands  on  my  waist.  No  use  shaming someone who was shameless. She had no idea I was molested on the bus coming here, not like she could have known that was going to happen.

"Mmmmm! I'm in love with your cooking. Be my wife instead!"

Kanako  dumped  all  the  toppings  into  the  rice  porridge  and  started eating it like a starved dog.

"You could have just asked me to visit, and I would have…" I muttered.

Since I was baited to come, I might as well make the most out of it by relaxing in their almost half million yen a month penthouse.

Long, white leather couches surrounded an electric fireplace, the  100-inch  flatscreen  TV  played  a  rerun  of  last  night's  comedy show,  a  shelf  contained  every  gaming  console  from  the  past  three decades on each level— I was already jealous.

If  that  wasn't  enough,  their  island  kitchen  had  a  bar  stocked full of brand name wine. I would love to have dinner staring out the ceiling-high  windows  that  offered  a  view  which  my  place  paled  in comparison.

Although  the  indulgent  material  wealth  of  Kanako  and  Jun's home  made  for  perfect  eye-candy,  the  spotless  ivory  walls  and carpet left me wanting. Suffice to say, it was bleak and depressing—

far too spacious and empty for my liking.

"Alright,  Kanako.  You  called  me  out  here.  Take  responsibility for  my boredom," I demanded.

By now she had finished eating and threw all the tupperware into the sink. Then she threw herself onto the couch next to me.

"I  actually  had  a  reason  to  trick  you  over,  but  you  wouldn't believe  it  unless  you  saw  it  yourself.  The  NTL  app  has  a  special game event I wanna play." She showed me her phone, which had a menu  screen  detailing  a  limited  time  event  just  like  when  it  offered me a loan.

However,  unlike  my  loan,  Kanako's  was  a  'Speed  Round Game x5' where options would be given to us one after another. We

were  allowed  to  ignore  the  choices,  but  if  we  completed  them  one after  another  without  skipping,  an  increasingly  higher  bonus  would be added to the sum total.

"Of  all  the  things  you  want  to  do,  you  want  to  play  this instead?" I asked, then pointed to the gaming consoles on the shelf.

"How about that instead?"

"I think it'll be fun. We can both earn points. Besides, I want to earn some more to buy something from the shop," Kanako begged.

With only the two of us, it couldn't possibly pick anyone else to commit lewd acts with. My fear was that it would ask us to have sex, but the rules did say we were allowed to ignore the choices. I supposed it would be fine if we picked the harmless options.

"Fine." I agreed, sighing.

Kanako  jumped  with  joy  and  entered  our  names  into  the player slots. My phone pinged with a notification, syncing our game together.

The first choice popped up immediately.

[Take all of your clothes off.] +1,000pts

[Go topless.] +500pts

[Go bottomless.] +500pts

Kanako  gave  me  a  knowing  look  and  said,  "It's  just  us  girls, and we've seen each other naked plenty of times."

I saw my face turn bright red from the reflection in my phone.

She was right, but several of those times were an accident or while changing  in  the  locker  rooms  during  school.  Of  all  the  people  to show myself naked to, Kanako probably wasn't the worst of them.

It was a tame choice for an easy 1,000 points, and it will clear my debt completely.

"Alright,"  I  responded,  turning  around  to  start  taking  my clothes off. Then I realized the curtains were still pulled to one side, the other buildings were in full view. "Should we pull the curtains just in case?"

"Don't  sweat  it.  We're  like  one  of  a  hundred  other  windows.

Who's gonna look? Besides, it couldn't hurt to give some old geezer a  good  peep  or  two."  Kanako  brushed  my  worry  aside  and  was already undressed.

The both of us were down to our birthday suits. Even if it was just  Kanako  here,  it  didn't  make  this  any  less  embarrassing.  I  was still iffy about leaving the windows uncovered. All it would take was one  person  with  a  camera  to  put  our  pictures  permanently  on  the internet. The world wide web was a terrifying place.

I placed my clothes on the couch and noticed Kanako staring hard at me.

"What?"  My  hands  instinctively  went  to  my  private  parts'

defense.

Kanako's  hands,  however,  rose  up  like  grapplers  of  a  claw machine.  "Maybe  if  I  had  knockers  like  those,  Jun  would  show  me more attention."

I couldn't exactly refute her. My body was blessed— though I would sometimes say cursed— to be busty. Kanako wasn't small by any means either. Her D-cups matched her toned physique perfectly from  all  the  swimming  she  did  in  college.  From  what  I  understood, she continued to swim every weekend and had a rather sexy bikini tan show for it.

"Alright,  quit  staring  at  my  boobs  and  tell  me  what  the  next choices are," I said, chopping her head.

It  was  hard  to  focus.  My  eyes  kept  snapping  to  the  window, and then back at Kanako and my phone. I couldn't help but feel like we were being watched.

Kanako put music on. Jazz music filled my ears, playing from speakers  at  every  corner  of  the  living  room.  She  took  my  hands away from covering myself and started swaying to the beat.

"Lighten  up,  Yui!  We're  supposed  to  be  having  fun  like  it's college all over again!" she shouted over the music.

It  was  liberating,  being  able  to  dance  with  my  best  friend without  a  care  for  who  was  watching.  I'd  nearly  forgotten  we  were dancing in the nude.

The notification alerted us to the next set of options.

[Call for delivery.] +4,000pts

[Walk around the floor naked.] +6,000pts

[Call for room service.] +8,000pts

"Room  service,  huh?"  Kanako  was  seriously  considering  the option that would put someone in the same room with us while we're naked.

"H-How about delivery instead? I'm feeling kind of hungry!" I said,  trying  to  avoid  the  third  option  as  strongly  as  possible.

Disappointment was written all over her face. It was the option with the least points, and she wanted to play this game to earn as much as possible.

Much to my relief, she sighed and acquiesced with delivery.

"So, whaddya wanna eat? We've got a diner downstairs that can do delivery," she offered.

Leave it to Murasaki Heights to also have a delivery service. I thought we were just going to call for pizza, but if she was offering their catering services, who was I to refuse?

Both of us agreed on Korean barbecue, and ordered a buffet's worth of cow tongue, galbi, and bulgogi. This style of dining usually had you sit at a table with its own grill for yourself or an employee to cook.  Since  we  ordered  delivery,  they  were  going  to  cook  it  before bringing it up to us.

Despite  having  to  wait,  we  were  still  awarded  the  points  for making a delivery order. That made for 5,000 points in total, and an additional  bonus  of  2,000  points  for  being  on  a  roll.  Kanako's  eyes glittered like jewels from seeing her points go up. It was like a drug.

Everytime the numbers shot up and celebratory fanfares trumpeted through the phone speakers, I wanted to dance.

Our  third  set  of  options  came  soon  after  the  points  stopped running up.

[Take a video of each other kissing.] +5,000pts

[Take  a  video  of  one  person  performing  cunnilingus  on the other.] +9,000pts

[Take a video fingering each other.] +7,000pts A  wicked  grin  crept  up  on  Kanako's  face.  She  put  a  peace sign  over  her  mouth  and  licked  between  the  fingers.  I  slapped  the hand gesture to get her to stop.

"Well, my dear, Yui. What do you wanna do?" she asked.

The look on her face told me she was fine with any of them.

But weren't we crossing the lines if we performed any of the three?

Kanako  put  an  arm  around  my  shoulder  and  stuck  a  leg between mine. Her thigh brazenly brushed against my slit. We were face to face, only inches apart, and she looked ready to kiss me.

I could easily say no. That was an option available to me, and there was no penalty for chickening out. Her warm breath caressed my  lips,  hotter  as  she  drew  closer.  I  didn't  move,  then  we  finally kissed.

It was a simple peck on my lips, but just when I thought it was over, she went in for more.

Kanako's tender kiss pressed against my stiffened lips. I was frozen, shocked by her boldness. My eyes were wide open, but hers was closed as though to enjoy it. Humans lips had so many nerves it was classified as an erogenous zone, so eventually the pleasure got the better of me, and I began to kiss her back.

The faint taste of ginger from the congee filled my taste buds as her tongue found its way into my mouth. Unable to control myself, I sucked on her tongue, and fought back to push my tongue into her mouth where she did the same to me.

I was making out with my best friend and liked it.

My  hands  came  around  and  grabbed  the  back  of  her  head and shoulders. Kanako squeezed a handful of my ass. Our breasts squished  against  each  other's  naked  bodies,  and  I  felt  her  perky nipples getting hard.

Only after we parted did I realize Kanako was recording this entire time.

"Damn. Look at you go, sucking on my meat. You kiss Souji with that mouth?" Kanako snickered.

I covered my face in embarrassment. The video replayed the intimate  moment  which  lasted  a  whole  minute.  I  hadn't  noticed  we were going at it for so long.

The app awarded us the 5,000 points, and then another 4,000

points—  doubled  from  the  previous  bonus.  It  alerted  us  to  a  fire streak to earn more points if we continued to play. Already my mind

was  swirling  with  ideas  on  what  to  buy.  Aside  from  the  loan,  this would be the most I ever earned.

My  heart  jumped  when  the  front  door  buzzed.  I  reached  for my clothes, but Kanako put a hand over mine and shook her head.

"This is the most exciting part," she said. "I know the delivery guy.  He's  this  part-time  pensioner.  Makes  shit  for  money  and  gets even less from the government. The least we can do is give him a good show, yeah?"

I bit down on my lip. "But showing myself to someone else…"

This game made me commit adultery twice already. Once with Mr.  Tanaka  and  another  with  Miyata.  To  think,  I  even  enjoyed  it.

Before  being  introduced  to  it,  I  never  would  have  considered  the idea.

Kanako  grabbed  my  head  with  both  hands  and  clenched.

"You  came  here  without  any  underwear.  I  know  you're  still  playing the  game,  and  you've  probably  done  a  lot  more,  too.  You  can't  tell me, you're not having fun."

Why  was  she  being  so  aggressive  about  this?  Was  what  I wanted to ask her.

My friend had always been the forceful type. Sometimes that side of her came off as annoying, but I never genuinely disliked her for it. Recently, she started acting out. As the one person who knew her better than maybe her own husband, I could tell she was hiding something from me.

"Alright," I nodded.

We  walked  to  the  door  together,  but  Kanako  was  the  one  to open it. A man too old to still be working was carrying an insulated delivery bag the size of his chest. He was bald and had sun spots on his  head,  wore  a  blue  and  orange  uniform  that  was  too  big  for  his small frame. The smartwatch monitoring his heart rate blipped as he saw two grown women, naked from head to toe standing before him.

"M-Mrs. Uehara— I h-have your delivery… I'm sorry. Is this a bad  time?"  he  stammered,  face  turning  bright  red.  The  man  didn't know  where  to  look,  his  eyes  shifted  between  the  two  of  us.  Even though I was the naked one, I became embarrassed for him.

"No.  You're  just   in  time.  I  see  they're  still  treating  you  like  a pack mule, Goto. It's because you're still fit as a horse that they can trust  you  with  this  work."  Kanako  made  small  talk,  but  the  man named Goto had a hard time coming up with a response.

Goto's  hand  hovered  listlessly  in  the  air  with  several  to-go boxes of Korean barbecue. I relieved him of the weight, and Kanako paid through her phone using the online order system. I was getting nervous because the door was wide open, and if anyone came out of the other rooms, they would see us.

However, the joy that I felt from hearing the app notifications moments ago suddenly turned to dread. We had already completed three rounds. Only two left.

Kanako, who had her phone in hand, looked at me and then licked  her  lips.  I  glanced  down  at  my  own  phone  after  putting  the food down, and saw the choices she saw.

[Invite Goto in and give him a blowjob.] +7,000pts

[Invite Goto in and give him a lap dance.] +9,000pts

[Invite  Goto  in  and  have  a  threesome  with  him.]

+16,000pts

"I  have  an  idea,  Goto.  You  don't  get  paid  enough,  so  why don't you come in and we give you a special tip?" Kanako asked.

I was just as speechless as Goto..

Kanako  pulled  him  in  and  shut  the  door,  giggling  like  a teenage  school  girl.  Meanwhile,  the  old  man  was  tripping  over  his words  like  a  broken  record,  apologizing  profusely  thinking  he  had done something wrong. It hadn't registered in his head how perverse and  strange  this  situation  was.  Years  of  working  in  the  service industry has him operating in auto-pilot.

It wasn't until Kanako unbuckled his pants and pulled out his erect penis did he finally snap to his senses.

"Wait,  Mrs.  Uehara!  This  is  wrong—  you're  married,  and  I'm old enough to be your grandfather!" he said in a panic.

"It's  fine.  Jun  doesn't  have  to  know.  Besides,  I  bet  this  thing hasn't  seen  any  action  in  ages."  As  soon  as  Kanako  licked  Goto's penis,  he  was  no  longer  protesting.  I  watched  my  best  friend  suck the  dick  of  an  old  delivery  man,  someone  who  wasn't  her  own

husband,  with  a  smile  on  her  face.  Goto  grabbed  her  head  and thrusted into her mouth until he came.

"I'm...  ah!  You  don't  have  to  do  that—  oohh!"  Goto  tried  to push  away,  but  Kanako  held  a  vise  on  his  hips.  The  sound  of  her gulping the ejaculate was somehow louder than the music.

She  wiped  her  mouth,  looked  at  me  with  a  grin,  and  asked,

"You want in on this?"

"No, I don't!" I shouted, mortified by the thought of it.

"Yui,  we're  on  a  roll!  Two  more  rounds.  Do  you  know  how many  points  we  can  get?"  she  asked,  stroking  Goto's  still  erect penis.

How  she  could  so  shamelessly  ask  me  to  commit  adultery was  incomprehensible.  Yet,  the  more  I  thought  about  it,  the  more guilty I felt. I wasn't any more innocent than she was. In fact, I might be the worse offender between us, seeing as I had sex with a man other than Souji.

Kanako was still on her knees, servicing Goto with her tongue and  mouth.  Her  hands  massaged  his  testicles,  and  his  own  hands came down to grope her breasts.

After  witnessing  Kanako  do  this,  I  couldn't  continue  on  with the game.

"I  can't.  I'm  dropping  out  of  the  event  here."  I  apologized  to Kanako and let the invisible timer run its course.

The fifth and final choice appeared on the screen.

[Have sex with Goto.] +13,000pts

[Have sex with Goto.] +13,000pts

[Have sex with Goto.] +13,000pts

What kind of joke was this? All three choices were the same.

This  never  happened  before.  Even  before  the  event,  every  option presented  to  us  varied.  Was  this  a  special  case  because  we  were playing an event?

Whatever the case was, Kanako had also seen the new set of options.  The  first  person  she  turned  to  looking  up  from  her  phone was me. It was as though she was asking for permission.

"Kanako,  you  can't…"  I  pleaded.  Not  just  to  her,  but  also  for my  own  sanity.  I  wasn't  going  to  do  it,  that  was  a  given.  I  couldn't

watch my own friend have sex with a man other than her husband.

That was a guilty conscience she didn't deserve.

She  gave  Goto's  penis  a  sloppy  kiss,  pulled  his  pants  back up, and sent him out the door. The man was still in shock when he left,  but  he  looked  better  than  most  70  year  olds  did.  Then  again, how  many  pensioners  were  lucky  enough  to  be  surprised  with  a blowjob from a young woman?

I slumped onto the couch and expelled the stale breath from my lungs.

"You're unbelievable," I said as she took a seat next to me.

"Got your heart racing didn't it?" Kanako asked.

I punched her arm.

"Holy shit! I got 31,000 points from four rounds. Ahhh! Maybe I should have had sex with Goto after all," she lamented.

Because  I  didn't  participate  in  the  fourth  round,  I  didn't  earn the  points  from  what  Kanako  did.  Instead,  I  received  all  the  points from  the  previous  rounds  for  a  grand  total  of  16,000  points.  1,000

was deducted to pay off my remaining debt, leaving me with 15,000.

My  current  points  were  [26,000/5,000,000],  significantly  more  than double I had previously.

Both  of  us  sat  naked  on  the  couch  staring  into  our  phones.

Kanako was scrolling through the shop, checking out what she could buy with her newly earned points. I wasn't as excited. Deep down, I wanted  to  look  in  the  mirror  and  chew  myself  out  for  being  such  a hypocrite.

Who was I to tell Kanako what to do when I was the one who cheated on Souji?

Kanako's grin suddenly warped into a frown.

"What? Not enough points to get what you want?" I asked.

No answer.

Instead,  Kanako  began  to  tear  up.  She  put  her  phone  aside and buried her face into her hands. I had no idea what was going on, but  tried  to  console  her  nonetheless.  Then  she  grabbed  my shoulders, cheeks stained with tears, eyes red as a cherry, and face contorted with a mix of anger and revulsion.

"I'm sorry for dragging you into this," she finally said. Her next words were a struggle to say. "Jun hasn't just been spending more time with his friends. The truth is, he's been cheating on me."

We cleaned ourselves up and got dressed. Kanako gave me all the details while we dined on Korean barbecue.

In short, she had caught onto Jun's infidelity with an old flame from high school. This had apparently been going on since January.

I was hurt to only learn of this now. For all that Kanako and I had  been  through,  there  were  some  topics  we  kept  to  ourselves.  It occurred  to  me  that  maybe  we  didn't  fully  trust  each  other  with  the secrets we had.

"The  nerve  of  him,  right?  He's  still  buying  me  gifts.  Maybe that's his way of placating me. I just can't wrap  my head around why he's poking another broad," Kanako complained, stuffing her mouth full of briskets.

"What if Souji and I go with you to confront him?" I suggested.

The four of us had been friends for a long time now, and while our  husbands  didn't  work  in  the  same  field,  they  still  kept  in  touch from  time  to  time.  Just  two  weeks  ago,  Souji  found  time  to  go  out drinking with Jun.

Kanako grabbed my hand and sighed. "I'm scared, Yui. What if we do and it turns out he wants to be with her? I love Jun, I love this life— I don't wanna let all this go."

"You'll get through this. I'll be with you every step of the way." I squeezed her hand to assure her.

"Like how you chickened out on the fourth round?" she asked, raising an eyebrow.

"I—"

"Just  kidding!  I  don't  blame  you  for  that.  I  wouldn't!"  Her laughter cut through the tense atmosphere.

If  she  hadn't  chimed  in,  I  wouldn't  have  known  what  to  say.

The fact of the matter was, I did leave her hanging. Even though she said she was kidding, it sounded like she meant it.

Chapter 8 - Shinjuku Nights

Kanako  and  I  talked  about  a  whole  slew  of  things  ranging from bad mouthing Jun to reminiscing about better days. What she really  needed  wasn't  a  counselor,  just  someone  to  talk  with  to  take her mind off things. I was glad I could be there for her today.

Part of me knew she was right that I might not have come if her  situation  didn't  sound  dire  enough.  Regardless,  things  worked out  because  I  was  worried  about  her  perceived  illness.  Going forward, I had to keep an open mind about how Kanako was feeling.

I never would have guessed she and Jun were having marital issues. Maybe I could ask Souji if he knew anything.

"If you want me to come over next time, you don't have to lie about it," I said, putting my shoes on at the door.

"Yeah…  my  bad,"  she  said  apologetically.  "We  should  hit  up the others sometime. Just us girls going on vacation. You won't get another chance like this when you have a kid."

That  actually  sounded  fun.  Summer  was  ending,  so  maybe we could catch the last bit of heat in Okinawa. Or, depending on how long it would take Souji to put a baby in me, we might be able to wait until Autumn to stay at a ryokan. If I remembered right, Kanako had a friend who owned an inn a few cities over.

"Sounds  good  to  me.  But  you're  figuring  out  the  details,"  I said, already on my way out.

"Aw,  man.  I  was  hoping  you  could  make  the  plans.  Fine.  I'll get back to ya when I figure something out." Kanako gave me a big hug and waved goodbye as I went for the elevators.

A trip might do me some good. A bit of apprehension gnawed at the back of my head at the thought of leaving Souji alone. I would be  gone  for  a  few  days.  Who  knows  how  he  would  spend  his  free time without me.

As I got into the elevator, I shook these thoughts away.

Souji  wasn't  like  Jun.  He  would  never  cheat  on  me  with someone else.

Once again, guilt wracked at my mind. I feared the very thing I did to Souji. Despite the feelings of shame, everytime I thought back to that night, I would get turned on. Miyata's inexperience was cute.

It  felt  good  to  be  lusted  after.  The  orgasm  another  man  gave  me occupied  my  thoughts  more  than  every  other  time  I  had  sex  with Souji.

Masato  gave  me  a  nod  when  I  left  Murasaki  Heights.  It  was getting late into the afternoon. Souji would be home in a few hours, so it might be a good idea to buy dinner on the way home.

"Oh, I forgot." I smacked my head, recalling how Souji wanted to visit an izakaya before coming home. That means he wouldn't be coming home for dinner. I was out anyway, so I could get something for myself to eat later.

The sun had already been swallowed up behind the concrete jungle of Shinjuku. All that remained was its rays illuminating the sky a dull blue as a darker canvas slowly crept over it.

I decided against taking the bus home. It was nice to explore the city every once in a while, and it would only be an hour walk at most to get home. Japan was safe even at night anyway. Even in a densely populated city like Shinjuku, crime was few. Police booths at every block corner gave a sense of security.

People were out in droves, which was normal for Shinjuku no matter  the  time.  Thousands  of  day  workers  were  on  their  lunch  or going  home,  while  graveyard  shift  workers  were  on  their  way  for  a long night. Employees advertising their stores shoved pamphlets and coupons in my face, playboys pestered me until I ignored them long enough,  and  the  smell  of  tobacco  and  fried  street  food  lingered heavy in the air.

In  order  to  get  home,  I  had  to  pass  through  Kabukicho.  The entertainment  district  was  especially  dense  in  both  crowds  and buildings. Hostess clubs, love hotels, bars, and dance clubs were a dime  a  dozen.  Bright  neon  lights  and  flashy  signs  blinded  me everywhere  I  looked,  and  where  there  wasn't,  low-lit  lanterns provided lights between the smaller streets.

"Excuse  me,  can  the  pretty  lady  spare  some  change?"  a homeless man asked.

He was an older gentleman, wearing multiple layers of long-sleeved shirts and had a cart full of junk blocking my way. A mess of hair  underneath  his  beanie  grew  down  to  his  shoulders.  I  was walking through the park but hadn't realized I entered an area filled with homeless people.

Dozens  of  plastic  tarps  were  shoddily  propped  up  by branches  or  poles  to  form  makeshift  tents.  The  luckier  ones  had raised boards to create small, squared enclosures for themselves.

I fished into my purse to give him what few coins I had. On my way out, I heard a commotion I should have just ignored. A group of homeless men ran past me, nearly running into me as they scurried.

I  turned  around  to  see  where  they  had  run  from.  A  group  of  four youths was harassing a homeless man who had fallen to the ground.

They looked like delinquents. One of them had a bat and was hitting the ground next to the whimpering man's head. There was no one else at the park, and I was scared that the police wouldn't arrive in time. The other homeless folk were also too afraid to get involved.

"Hey, leave him alone!" I shouted to the delinquents.

The one holding the bat wasn't fazed. He took one look at me and his eyes glinted like that of a predator.

"School's out, we're just trying to have some fun. Maybe you wanna show us a good time instead, lady?" their alleged leader said.

I  was  terrified  out  of  my  wits.  Four  boys  who  were  clearly  at least  high  schoolers  could  take  me  down  no  problem.  I  should  be running,  but  I  didn't  want  to.  Instead,  I  pulled  out  a  bottle  of  mace and pointed it at them.

"Maybe you haven't been hit by mace before, but one sniff of this  and  you'll  be  coughing  your  lungs  out  worse  than  a chainsmoker," I threatened.

My phone suddenly vibrated with a notification.

Instead of the usual three choices, the app gave me two:

[Let the delinquents grope your breasts.] +5,000pts

[Let the homeless man grope your breasts.] +2,000pts I gawked at my phone, floored yet again by its insane timing. I had  to  think  of  something,  otherwise  this  could  end  badly.  Running away wasn't an option. If I did and ignored the app, that would bring

untold  consequences  for  Souji.  But  if  I  played  this  round,  it  might lead to something worse.

The  problem  was  the  group  of  delinquents.  Doing  anything remotely sexual would be an open invitation for them to assault me, I wouldn't be able to get away.

Luck, however, appeared to be on my side. The group of boys suddenly lost interest in me and the homeless man.

"Shit. She's on her phone."

"Let's get out of here before she calls the cops."

One  of  them  gave  the  poor  man  a  final  kick  in  the  stomach before they took off running. I rushed over to help him up. Aside from the dirt on his face, he was fine. There might be bruises underneath the  bundle  of  mismatched  clothes,  but  I  didn't  have  the  means  to help him if he did.

"Are you hurt anywhere?" I asked him.

He  grabbed  my  hand,  tears  streaming  down  his  face.  The man had a full unkempt beard, and more hair on his head that made him  look  like  a  Bigfoot's  cousin.  A  rancid  stench  was  coming  off  of him, but I didn't want to be rude.

"Thank you," he said. "I didn't think anyone cared to help. No one ever does."

I felt bad for him. It was a terrible tragedy for even one person to be living in such a state. Alone, struggling to survive until the day they  passed  away.  No  loved  ones  to  be  with.  Yet  there  were hundreds in this city alone.

My hand was let go as the man realized he had been holding on for too long.

"S-Sorry…  you  probably  think  I'm  disgusting.  I'll  leave  you alone. Thank you for helping me," he said, turning away.

I'd nearly forgotten about the NTL app.

"Wait!" I said.

He  spun  around,  confused.  There  was  an  expectant  look  in his eyes that I might give him some spare change before I left. He couldn't know what I was about to do.

The sun was coming down, casting a purple and orange glow onto the clouds creeping in. At a quick glance around the park, there

were a few people about. Here was a definite no. If I let him grope me in the open, other people would see. Worse, I could be reported to the police for indecent exposure.

Now that I had his attention, I wasn't sure what to say to get to be alone with him.

Then  I  realized  that  there  were  a  bunch  of  poorly  raised shacks where they made their homes. This man might have a place like that, too.

"It looked like those kids really hurt you. We should probably check your body in case you had any internal injuries," I told him. It was a complete bluff. I didn't know what I was spewing, just tried to sound intelligent and worried enough for him to accept help.

The  homeless  man  didn't  know  how  to  respond  either.  Of course, he was hesitant. Even though I helped him, it didn't make me any more a friend than the next stranger.

"Well…"  he  considered  carefully.  "It's  getting  cold,  so  maybe we go to my place, if you don't mind?"

I  was  overcome  with  relief.  He  led  me  between  a  cluster  of trees  where  rotting  wooden  boards  were  nailed  together  into  four walls, with a blue, plastic tarp thrown over it. Half a dozen pots and pans  laid  strewn  in  front  of  the  shakey  cabin.  A  thin  metal  sheet covered the only entrance inside.

He,  too,  glanced  around  for  anyone  watching  before  pulling open  the  metal  sheet  and  inviting  me  inside.  It  was  exactly  what  I expected.  His  only  possessions  were  pictures  taped  to  the  wall,  a sleeping bag, and a portable burner boiling a pot of water. The cabin was so small I could stretch my arms out and touch the walls.

The  man  started  undressing  the  many  layers  of  clothes  he had on. His body was gaunt, skin clung to bones. He was about to take off his pants until I stopped him.

"What are you doing…?" I hesitated to ask.

"Is  this…  I  thought  you  were  offering  sex?  I  have  money!  I'll give anything to do it with you!" he pleaded desperately.

I  took  a  step  back  and  walked  into  the  creaking  wall.  Any harder and I would have knocked this place down.

"That's not why I'm here!" I implored him.

He  took  a  step  closer.  "No  sane  person  meets  with  a homeless man like me in private. You're a horny woman looking for fun, aren't you?"

Fear was beginning to claw at my heart. The foul stench of his

'home' was making me dizzy and lightheaded. It wouldn't be hard to run away, he didn't look particularly strong. But I couldn't leave until I let him grope my breasts to fulfill the conditions.

"How  about  I…  let  you  play  with  my  breasts?  Nothing  more, and I won't run away," I offered.

The man swallowed hard, his hands lingered grasping the air in  front  of  us.  I  took  a  deep  breath  and  lifted  my  shirt.  Because  I wasn't wearing any underwear, my breasts spilled out for him to see.

"I knew it," he said. "You're a kinky girl, aren't you? Guess it was my lucky day you came to my rescue."

His  hands  immediately  went  to  my  breasts,  kneading  and exploring  every  inch  of  them.  Boney  fingers  pinched  my  erect nipples, making me squirm as it sent pleasures shooting through my body.

"Ahh…  mmm…"  The  more  he  massaged  my  breasts,  the better I began to feel.

My  phone  rang.  Souji  was  calling  me.  I  always  answered when  he  called.  I  had  to  answer  otherwise  he  would  grow suspicious.

"Y-Yes?" I answered.

"  Yuina! I'm just getting off work with Miyata, and we're going to  the  Izakaya  at  Shinjuku  Station.  Was  just  calling  to  see  if  you wanted me to bring you anything? " Souji asked.

"I'm fine. I was just visiting Kanako, so I'll grab something on the way home— iiyaah!" My voice slipped out when a slimy mouth bit down on my nipple. The homeless didn't have any teeth, he nibbled with  his  gums.  Somehow,  it  was  turning  me  on  that  this  was happening while I was on the phone with Souji.

"  What  was  that?  Are  you  okay? "  My  husband's  concerned voice came through.

I  was  losing  my  mind.  There  was  a  wetness  pooling  around my  groin.  Who  knew  a  mouth  without  teeth  could  bring  so  much

pleasure to my breasts. It was a new sensation that I didn't want to part with just yet, but I had to keep talking otherwise Souji was going to think something's up.

"I'm fine. Just a squirrel jumped past me," I responded.

The man looked at me, now sucking on my nipples together.

"Hehe… you're married and doing something like this?"

A  hand  invaded  my  crotch.  He  had  found  that  I  was  getting wet. This grimy old man, whose touch made me weak in the knees and fondled my breasts, was getting me off.

"Nnnngh…  I  have  to  go  now,  I'm  about  to  order  food!"  I shouted into the phone, then shut it off.

I pushed the man aside, pulled my shirt down, and raced out.

"If  you  want  to  have  fun,  come  back  anytime!"  I  heard  him yell.

Some of the homeless men in the area watched as I hurried out  of  the  cabin.  Their  lusting  eyes  burned  into  my  back,  no  doubt mistaking me for a prostitute.

"I  can't  believe  I  let  that  happen…  and  it  even  felt  good  to me…" I muttered to myself as I stormed down the street.

Just  what  has  gotten  into  me  lately?  Was  I  really  being  held hostage by this app?

If it wasn't for this app, I wouldn't have become unfaithful.

It wasn't me.

I  pulled  my  phone  out  and  went  into  my  settings  to  uninstall the  app.  As  long  as  it  wasn't  on  my  phone,  it  wouldn't  be  able  to make me play the game.

However, when I went into the settings, the NTL app had no option  to  uninstall.  Was  this  a  bug?  My  phone  wasn't  the  issue.

There  were  other  apps  that  I  could  uninstall,  but  no  matter  where  I searched, I couldn't remove the damn app.

I needed to calm down. Panicking in the middle of the city was going  to  draw  attention.  I  didn't  realize  I'd  been  hyperventilating, almost like a panting dog after running a marathon.

By  the  time  I  got  my  breathing  under  control,  I  became lightheaded  and  had  to  lean  against  the  side  of  a  building.  People passing by gave me weird looks, but I tried to make myself small to

avoid  contact.  As  long  as  no  one  helped  me,  there  was  no  fear  of having to play a game.

As  I  lumbered  out  of  the  alleyway,  a  salaryman  on  his  way home stopped to ask if I was okay.

"No, stay back!" I shouted, taking a step back into the alley.

"Alright, fine. I was just trying to be nice," he grumbled, then walked away.

I felt terrible turning away a good samaritan. He acted out of the  kindness  of  his  heart,  but  he  had  no  clue  what  I  was  going through. The last thing I needed right now was to end up having sex with someone because the NTL app gave me no other option.

Even as I resented the stupid game, these last few days were nothing short of exciting. I hated that I felt this way. Felt that this was fun.

I thought of Souji. His touch, his kiss, the smooth skin of his face  because  he  couldn't  grow  facial  hair  at  all.  A  few  minutes thinking about him calmed me down.

"Yep. I do love that man," I whispered to myself.

The  smell  of  chinese  lamb  skewers  snapped  me  from  my reverie, making my mouth water and reminding me of how little I had to eat today. Kanako ate a larger portion of the Korean barbecue and left  little  to  me.  The  bottomless  pit  that  was  her  stomach  was something to behold.

A  young  gentleman  was  the  sole  cook  of  the  food  cart  he cooked  on.  Every  set  of  half  dozen  skewers  he  finished  at  a  time were quickly bought out by passersby. Street food was by no means healthy, but a little indulging couldn't hurt.

I  ordered  three  skewers.  The  soy  sauce  and  cumin  smelled heavenly, and they tasted even better. I scarfed down two skewers, but on my third one, someone bumped into me and knocked it out of my hand.

"Oh…" I muttered, glancing down at the spilled food.

"I'm  so  sorry  about  that—  er,  Mrs.  Ninomae?"  The  man  I bumped into turned out to be none other than Mr. Tanaka.

It took a lot of refusing until my neighbor relented from buying a  skewer  to  make  up  for  the  one  I  dropped.  He  was  especially

insistent  because  of  the  sad  expression  I  had  initially.  A  simple skewer didn't mean much to me in terms of financial decisions, but it was another story for him.

"For  all  the  food  you  make  for  me,  it  just  feels  wrong  that  I knocked  the  one  thing  you  were  eating  out  of  your  hands!"  he chuckled, scratching his belly.

Mr. Tanaka wasn't dressed in his usual sleazy outfit. He had on a nice collared shirt with a jacket, and a pair of khaki pants. Even his  hair  appeared  to  have  seen  some  shampoo  and  conditioning tonight.

"Really,  it's  nothing!  If  anything,  you've  just  defended  my figure," I joked.

He  insisted  on  at  least  walking  me  to  the  end  of  the  block.

Apparently he made plans tonight. I wondered if it was with that call girl? I was hesitant to speak to him at first, with the fear of the NTL

app  in  the  back  of  my  mind,  and  what  I  did  when  he  was  drunk.

However,  the  casualness  of  our  conversation  made  me  forget  my worry.

"Aha… Well, I'm glad I was of  some help," he said.

"If  you  don't  mind  me  asking,  where  are  you  headed?"  I asked.

Mr.  Tanaka  was  reluctant  to  answer.  We  stopped  at  a crosswalk where we were set to part ways.

"The truth is, I spoke to my wife. She agreed to meet with me tonight,  so  I  hope  everything  goes  well!"  It  was—  should  be  happy news, but he didn't look convinced of himself.

Nevertheless, I acted the part of the congratulatory neighbor.

"That's  great!"  I  exclaimed.  "I'm  sure  Maki  will  come  around once you two get to talk."

"I  hope  so,  too.  Anyway,  better  get  going  before  she  has second thoughts. Have a good night," he said.

Once  he  left,  I  was  relieved  that  my  concerns  were  just  a result of overthinking things. It was good that Mr. Tanaka was trying to make amends with his wife. Now it was my turn to hopefully enjoy the rest of my night with Souji—

Bzzt.

I  checked  my  phone  to  find  a  set  of  options  involving  Mr.

Tanaka disappearing. My heart dropped. At what point did my phone send me a notification? The whole walk here I didn't get a notification or buzz to alert me to the app.

Unless… it was the moment I bumped into Mr. Tanaka.

"Shit," I muttered under my breath.

My phone rang. It wasn't the app, but a call from Souji.

"Hey,  Souji.  I'm  heading  home  now—"  The  rest  of  my sentence was cut off by another man's frantic speech.

"  Mrs.  Ninomae!  This  is  Miyata.  Senpai  and  I  are  heading  to the hospital right now, he had a bad fall coming down the pedestrian bridge. "

The  blood  in  my  veins  froze.  My  whole  world  seemed  a  lot darker.  I  stared  at  my  phone  as  Miyata  continued  to  call  my  name since I'd gone silent.

Before I knew it, I was in the hospital lobby. My legs pulsed in pain,  and  I  was  sucking  up  all  the  oxygen  in  the  room.  The receptionist went wide-eyed as I got to the front counter.

"Ninomae. Souji Ninomae. I'm his wife! Is he okay?" I shouted at the woman.

"Uh…" Her fingers flew across the keyboard as she typed out his name. "Yes, he is. In fact, he should be—"

"Yuina?"

I  whipped  around  to  Souji  emerging  from  the  large  double doors. My arms were already clutching him. I tackled him so hard he almost fell over if it weren't for Miyata coming up behind to keep him standing.

"What are you doing here?" he asked.

"I  thought  you  were  hurt  bad!"  I  yelled  at  him.  Tears  welled around  my  eyes  but  he  didn't  share  the  same  concern.  Now  that  I had a good look at him, Souji looked fine.

He threw Miyata a glare. "I thought I told you to just tell her I had a concussion."

"I did! But your wife suddenly went quiet," he said, putting his hands in the air.

"It was just a concussion?" I asked.

Souji  wiped  the  tears  from  my  eyes  and  kissed  me  on  the forehead.  He  held  me  there  for  a  few  seconds,  not  minding  how embarrassing it was that onlookers in the lobby stared.

"I hit my head tripping down the stairs. Nothing too bad," Souji assured me.

"You  say  that,  Senpai.  But  the  nurse  said  you  were  lucky.  If you  fell  at  a  bad  angle,  that  could  have  broken  your  neck,"  Miyata said, shaking his head.

"I know, I know— ow, wait… Yuina— owowowow!" Souji took all my frustration, anger, and worry as I pinched his cheeks with all the strength I could muster. "I swear, we only had one drink. I'm not even drunk! The step must have been wet or something."

I glanced at Miyata for confirmation. He nodded and said, "We only  had  one  beer  over  the  course  of  two  hours.  The  rest  was  just scarfing down a dozen different flavors of chicken wings."

Neither  of  them  looked  particularly  tipsy  let  alone  drunk enough to be slipping on stairs. Satisfied with both of their answers, I mercifully let go of Souji's cheeks.

Deep  down,  I  suspected  why  this  happened.  Perhaps,  even knew  why.  The  timing  couldn't  have  been  more  perfect.  When  the NTL app options expired, Souji had that terrible accident.

First, it targeted his reputation and work. Now it was after his life.  I  had  become  a  hostage  to  the  app,  and  there  was  nothing  I could do about it.

Chapter 9 - Home & Love

Coming home from the hospital didn't make me feel any less safe  with  the  NTL  app  still  on  my  phone.  The  comforts  of  my  own house  provided  me  little  relief,  knowing  I  could  be  subjected  to playing a game with any visitor that came through my front door.

Today  was  a  rollercoaster  of  emotions.  Not  only  was  I molested twice, but I found out that there was no way to uninstall the app.  My  best  friend  was  having  serious  marital  issues,  and  Souji almost split his head open from tripping down a flight of stairs.

It seemed like the world was conspiring against me. Even as I laid in bed, staring at my beloved husband's sleeping face, the sense of unease grew unabated. My domestic life with Souji and the dream of becoming a mother was in jeopardy.

I got up and took a look at my phone, an unhealthy habit that I was  afraid  of  getting  accustomed  to.  My  mind  and  body  was beginning to associate notifications with fear, thrill, and lust because of what it had been subjecting me to. The sight of my phone made my heart race, my lower body hot, and my mouth salivate.

Ignoring  it  wasn't  an  option  either.  Something  bad  would happen  to  Souji  even  if  I  unintentionally  ignored  it.  Twice  was  a coincidence, three was a pattern.

It  was  only  four  in  the  morning,  and  I  was  wide  awake.  I couldn't get back to sleep no matter how hard I tried. The only thing to do was masturbate.

I didn't want Souji finding out about the dildo, but at least my tried  and  true  fingers  could  get  the  job  done.  My  entrance  was already wet and my nipples hard as rock. Slipping in a finger or two made me gasp. My body was still sensitive from today. As I rubbed my  clit  and  grabbed  a  handful  of  my  breasts,  I  thought  back  to  the homeless man and molester on the bus.

Their  touch  was  so  lustful.  They  were  disgusting.  Yet  at  the same  time,  it  felt  so  good  to  be  toyed  with.  I  was  made  to  be  an outlet for their libido, and it turned me on like no other to be wanted like that.

"Aahh… nnnh…"

I was feeling it. The wave of pleasure that made me lose my mind. I was going to climax at the thought of being molested again. I imagined  their  groping  hands,  playing  with  my  body  in  public.  If  I really  wanted  to,  I  could  make  myself  available  to  them,  and  they would  have  fucked  me  right  then  and  there.  My  pussy  suddenly clenched on my fingers.

"Cumming— aannnghh!"

I covered my mouth so as to not wake Souji up. He stirred for a  bit,  turned  over  to  his  side,  and  continued  to  slumber  none  the wiser. I pulled my hand out to see it dripping wet with my juices.

Even in my fantasies, I was betraying Souji.

Just  what  kind  of  loose  woman  was  I  becoming  because  of this stupid game?

As I was about to get up thinking I might as well get an early start,  a  hand  grabbed  my  wrist  and  prevented  me  from  leaving  the bed. Souji was awake.

"Sorry, did I wake up?" I asked.

Souji didn't say a word. Instead, he leapt up and kissed me. It had taken me by surprise, but I wasn't going to let him get the better of  me.  Our  passionate  kiss  quickly  devolved  into  a  sloppy,  tongue-tied  make  out  session.  Then,  he  pulled  me  back  into  bed  and positioned himself on top of me. I saw the bulge in his pants. I might have just masturbated, but seeing it got me into the mood again.

"I'm the one who should be sorry for ignoring you the past few days. We agreed to sit down and really talk about having kids, but I haven't really got around to it, huh?" he said apologetically, the tone in his voice was self-reprimanding.

I put a hand to his face. "You don't need to be sorry. Besides, you're giving me such a wonderful and comfortable life. Having you by my side is all that matters to me."

"Ahhh!  What  kind  of  guy  am  I  to  deserve  a  woman  like Yuina?"  He  knocked  his  own  head,  but  only  lightly  because  of  the recent  concussion  he  had.  "Maybe  there's  no  need  to  talk  about  it.

We want a son, right?"

"A son and daughter," I corrected him.

"Then we just need to do it right now," he said.

I blinked a few times. Maybe I didn't hear him right.

"Right now?" I repeated.

Souji nodded.

His  erect  penis  poked  my  thigh  through  his  pajama  pants.  I reached down to feel its warmth and thickness. It was so hard in my hands, throbbed ever so gently that he could ejaculate any moment.

Of course he was pent up and ready to spurt. He hadn't had sex with me in weeks, and every plan to was foiled by him being too tired or drunk.

This  was  finally  my  chance  to  get  him  to  have  sex.  I  didn't waste any time pulling off my own underwear. My entrance was so wet  from  masturbating,  and  I  was  extra  sensitive.  It  was  bound  to feel good if Souji put it in now.

Both  of  us  were  naked.  Somehow  it  was  a  lot  more embarrassing  to  be  undressed  in  front  of  him.  Souji  had  seen  me without  clothes  many  times,  but  I  didn't  have  that  same  excitement as before.

"I'm putting it in," Souji said. I helped guide him into me. His penis  slipped  in  without  resistance.  Our  bodies  finally  connected after  so  long.  It  took  him  a  moment  to  adjust.  The  look  in  his  eyes was pure bliss. "I almost forgot how good it feels inside you."

I  put  a  hand  over  his  mouth.  "Stop  it.  You're  embarrassing.

Just use your mouth to kiss me."

As his hips picked up speed, I basked in the pleasure of his touch.  However,  my  mind  drifted  to  Miyata's  youthful  and  naive energy when he fucked me three times in one night. That wasn't all. I thought  of  being  molested  by  the  same  two  people  from  the  other day.  Both  of  these  thoughts  were  turning  me  on  more  than  Souji, even though he was the one I was having sex with.

I  was  getting  close  when  Souji's  body  stiffened.  His  dick throbbed  inside  me  and  soon,  a  warm  sensation  flooded  into  my body.  Unfortunately,  that  was  all  he  could  muster.  He  was  already panting,  sweat  covered  his  entire  face,  and  the  penis  quickly  went limp until it slipped out on its own.

Climax was so close, but lost to me in a single instant.

Souji fell back onto the bed, wiping the sweat from his head. I laid there with him, unsatisfied.

"That was amazing, but I'm beat," he said.

"How  about  another  round?"  I  asked,  climbing  on  his  waist.

When  I  grabbed  his  penis,  it  was  as  limp  as  a  deflated  balloon.  I couldn't put this in even if I tried.

"I don't think I can get it up anymore. Was I that good for you that you wanted more?" Souji asked.

I  swallowed  the  lump  in  my  throat  and  answered,  "Yeah…  it was…"

Pursuing sex any further wasn't going to do anything. I should just be happy that I received his cum. I shouldn't forget that the goal was to have a child. This was our first step.

"Maybe later. Hopefully this is enough to get us two kids," he said, patting my stomach.

"God. Why do you have to be so embarrassing?" I poked his sides, causing him to twitch and jerk in surprise.

We  fooled  around  until  we  decided  to  finally  get  out  of  bed.

Souji never did get it back up. Even with me lying naked next to him, wrestling around on the bed, didn't get him erect. I dreaded to think I wasn't attractive anymore, nor did I want to believe we were getting to that age in our lives. Twenties should be spent living up our youth, not wasting it away.

As I was helping Souji change, his eyes scanned the floor.

"Lose something?" I asked.

"I can't find my tie," Souji said.

"Maybe it slipped behind the bed—"

"No,  Yuina!"  His  outburst  startled  me  when  I  searched between the mattress. I bumped hard onto the bed, causing a small white bottle to clatter to the floor.

The color in Souji's face drained away.

This  was  prescription  viagra.  Why  did  he  have  this?  Was there something wrong that I didn't know?

My mind was spinning. The worst possible answer screamed in my head that maybe I wasn't attractive enough to get it up for him.

"Souji, are you…?"

My husband snatched it from my hands and shoved it into the cabinet.

"It's… because of work. Stress, you know… been putting a lot more than just me down. But I haven't taken it today. In fact, I haven't taken any in months!" he explained.

How  could  I  believe  him  if  he  held  this  from  me?  For  some men,  this  must  be  a  big  deal.  So  in  times  like  this,  I  have  to  be  a good wife and support him.

"I had no idea." I pulled his head down to my chest and held him  there.  "And  don't  worry.  This  doesn't  change  a  thing.  We'll  just work on it and get through it together, okay?"

Later, I walked Souji to the elevator. We had a lot to discuss about our trip to see his parents in Hyogo, Tatsuno City this weekend for Obon.

"Dad's been pestering me to get on my brother's case about getting a job. So… pretty sure Asumu's going to be a big topic again this year." This was an especially sensitive topic for Souji. He had a hard  time  reconciling  his  love  for  his  brother,  and  the  fact  that  the man had been a deadbeat right out of high school.

"By extension of living with your parents, your brother's living off  of  you.  Just  pull  the  'you're  living  on  my  yen'  card  on  him,"  I suggested.

"What am I, his mother?" Souji let out such a heavy sigh, the condensation  on  the  elevator  door  lingered  for  a  while.  The  issue with his older brother wasn't unfamiliar to me. Their parents always used  our  visit  to  point  to  what  Asumu  could  be  having—  a  job  and domestic  life  like  Souji's.  It's  too  bad  those  conversations  always broke into arguments.

I also had a problem of my own with Asumu, and it was tough to confide in Souji with.

"On the topic of your brother… do you think you could ask him to be a little less frisky?" I asked.

Souji  raised  an  eyebrow.  He  knew  what  I  meant  but  wasn't surprised by it.

"That's  just  Asumu  being  Asumu.  He's  always  been  touchy-feely with people. Don't think he means anything by it," he said.

"It's  even  worse  when  he  gets  drunk."  I  shuddered  at  the memory  of  when  his  brother  groped  my  breasts  in  the  middle  of dinner.  He  passed  it  off  as  just  being  sloshed,  but  that  still  wasn't acceptable in my book.

"I'll talk to him, but I don't think it'll get through his thick skull."

The elevator reached our floor. I gave Souji a kiss and pushed him in.

"By the way, would that card work on you? Since you're living on my salary, maybe I could ask more out of you?" he asked as the elevator doors were closing.

"I  wouldn't  be  opposed  to  some  roleplay,"  I  answered  coyly, which  got  him  red  up  to  his  ears.  Unfortunately,  he  couldn't  get another word out before the doors shut.

Chapter 10 - The Trip to Tatsuno City The  next  two  days  leading  up  to  Friday  were  filled  with suspense.  I  worried  about  the  app  making  me  play  its  game  every minute  that  I  was  awake.  Every  notification  gave  me  heart palpitations, but they were fortunately all from Souji or Kanako. In the end, I never did receive any more options even as I left the house to buy groceries.

I  was  beginning  to  wonder  if  the  NTL  app  had  bugged  or ceased  working.  But  when  I  asked  Kanako,  she  was  still  actively playing the game. The more I thought about it, the more mysterious it became.

Friday  rolled  around,  and  we  were  packing  for  our  weekend trip to Tatsuno City when the doorbell rang.

"I'll  get  it.  Make  sure  to  double-check  if  you've  packed everything. I know how forgetful you can be," I teased Souji.

"Uh.  I  can't  find  my  phone  charger  anywhere."  He  scratched his head after having turned over our bed to check underneath.

"We can just share the one I have. Check our luggages!"

Mr.  Tanaka  greeted  me  at  the  front  door.  He  was  one  of  the few people we let know about our trip.

"I think my only regret is that I won't get to eat your leftovers this weekend," he joked.

"Souji  and  I  will  bring  you  something  back  from  Hyogo.  I'm already getting food and souvenirs for a certain gluttonous friend…" I said, thinking of Kanako's bottomless pit.

My  neighbor  looked  particularly  happy  to  hear  that,  if  not  a little embarrassed that I bothered to consider him. I never did get a chance to ask him about his ex-wife. Neither of us brought it up, and he wasn't acting like someone that made up with an old flame.

"Since my curiosity is killing me, I wanted to ask how it went with  your  wife?"  As  soon  as  I  asked,  Mr.  Tanaka  cleared  his  throat uncomfortably loud.

"Let's just say nothing's really changed," he answered. It was a  reply  accompanied  by  a  silent  plea  to  not  pursue  the  matter  any

further. I could imagine their meeting didn't go very well.

Just  hearing  the  news  made  me  feel  terrible  about  his situation.  When  I  ran  into  him  in  the  city,  he  looked  so  excited  and hopeful. Now that same man spoke like an empty husk.

My mind trailed back to the day I gave Mr. Tanaka a blowjob.

It made my body hot thinking about how large his dick was. I don't know why, but in that moment, seeing his pitiful face made me want to offer him the same intimacy.

"Hey,  Tanaka!  Seeing  us  off?"  Souji  came  up  behind  me pulling two luggages.

A chill ran up my spine, my husband's voice snapping me out of my reverie.

Why… Was I just thinking about offering to sexually pleasure my neighbor…? 

"Your  wife  was  just  offering  to  bring  me  back  souvenirs.

Maybe  you  can  bring  me  some  local  liquor,  because  I  don't  think Mrs. Ninomae would contribute to my alcoholism," he said, laughing.

Souji elbowed Mr. Tanaka's gut and said, "My old man knows a place that sells some quality umeshu. But I'll be damned if I let you drink alone."

"For once, I would like Souji to make friends with people who don't drink." I put a hand to my face, knowing full well they would get right to drinking once we were back.

Mr. Tanaka put on a strained smile. I could tell he was trying to  be  upbeat  in  spite  of  being  unable  to  reconcile  with  his  ex-wife.

Souji  was  being  friendly  as  he  always  did,  but  he  didn't  know  what our neighbor had just gone through.

"I'm looking forward to it! Well, don't let me keep ya. If I made you  miss  the  train,  I  wouldn't  forgive  myself  for  missing  out  on  that umeshu!"  Mr.  Tanaka  bellowed,  then  stepped  aside  so  as  to  not block our way out.

The  whole  trip  to  Tatsuno  city  was  going  to  be  a  six  hour journey. We took a taxi to Shingawa Station where we then boarded the bullet train bound for Himeji Station in Hyogo Prefecture. Since it was  going  to  be  such  a  long  ride,  Souji  opted  to  get  us  a  private

cabin, away from sitting in a crowded car. He'd been wanting to do this since his legs cramped the last time we took the train.

Our room cost us a pretty penny. It had two beds, one stacked on top of the other, Comfortable seating was offered by the window, and  we  were  given  complimentary  snacks  and  beverages  for  the expenses we paid.

It  turned  out  to  be  well-worth  the  price.  Souji  only  wanted  to lay down to rest his eyes, but he ended up falling asleep as soon as he laid down on the bunk.

I kneeled down next to him and poked his sleeping face.

"You  work  so  hard  for  my  sake.  I  can't  love  you  enough,"  I whispered.

Figuring  that  this  was  a  long  ride  anyway,  and  I  wasn't anywhere  near  as  tired  as  Souji  was,  I  decided  to  take  a  walk outside the cabin. The series of cars we were in had been renovated in  recent  years  to  cater  to  Japan's  widening  wealth  gap.  A  greater number  of  people  were  either  getting  richer,  or  they  were  getting poorer. The middle class was clearly shrinking with no end in sight.

People such as Mr. Tanaka, the homeless folk in the park, and even  Souji's  brother,  Asumu,  became  victims  to  a  system  that  left them behind.

A sharp  ping sound alerted me to my phone. I was expecting a text from Kanako, but saw instead the NTL app giving me a series of choices instead. Why now, after so long?

[Walk up and down the car naked.] +3,000pts

[Find someone to have sex with.] +10,000pts

[Walk  into  someone's  cabin  without  clothes  on.]

+5,000pts

"Y-You're joking…"

I bumped into a scrawny man on my way to the bathroom. He wore a t-shirt and baggy pants, not at all fitting the part of someone who belonged in this area. Something clattered to the floor. Both of us looked down to see the distinct gleam of a knife.

My mind went blank.

I should run.

As  I  turned  around,  an  arm  wrapped  around  my  neck  and pulled  me  into  the  bathroom.  He  tossed  me  to  the  cold  floor  and locked the bathroom, then brandished the knife in my face.

"I can't let you go after you saw that," the man said. He was clearly delirious, if not a little drunk. Whatever he was planning to do with  that  knife  couldn't  be  good.  It  was  just  my  luck  to  run  into someone holding a weapon.

Was I going to die? I didn't want to die. I was just beginning my married life with Souji, we just had sex yesterday after so long.

"Damn it, I was going to get back at one person but now…" he trailed off.

My  hand  swept  the  floor  for  a  weapon—  anything,  but  I grabbed my phone instead. The NTL app's choices were still blinking on the screen. I glanced back up to see the man in distress, pacing back and forth, muttering to himself.

He was probably out to hurt someone and didn't expect to run into me, let alone reveal that he had a knife. Whatever was going on in his head, it seemed like he was troubled over it. If I could convince him otherwise…

I clutched my chest which had been beating so loud he could probably  hear  it.  No  matter  what,  I  had  to  get  out  of  this  situation.

Even if it meant soiling myself again.

"E-Excuse  me…"  I  said,  swallowing  my  fear.  His  attention came  back  to  me.  I  stood  up  and  pulled  off  my  shirt  first,  shocking the man from his bloodthirsty trance.

"What are you doing?" he choked.

My  undressing  had  caught  him  off  guard.  The  hand  holding the  knife  faltered  just  a  bit,  but  he  still  held  it  firmly.  His  eyes  went wide as I unhooked my bra, giving him an eyeful of my bare breasts.

"You seem to be in a lot of stress, so… how about I take your mind off things?" I offered.

By the time I got my bra off, the knife in his hand dropped to the ground. He fell to his knees soon after, bawling into his hands.

"I…  I'm  not  that  kind  of  person!  I  don't  know  what's  gotten over me," he whimpered.

I exhaled a quivering breath. My outrageous act got the better of his nerves. This was my chance to talk him down.

"Whatever  it  is  you're  going  through,  hurting  someone  isn't going  to  change  anything."  I  was  still  scared,  but  if  I  successfully talked him through this, I could save two lives.


More importantly— and I couldn't believe I was thinking this—

I needed to convince him to have sex with me for Souji's sake.

The  restroom  we  were  in  was  incredibly  spacious.  It  was family-sized  in  case  a  parent  needed  to  take  care  of  an  infant, furnished  with  a  changing  table  and  seat  to  fasten  one  onto.

Unfortunately, he stood between me and the only way out, and I was already half naked.

"My  life  is  already  over.  I  lost  everything,  and  all  because  I took the fall for my manager's incompetence… I don't get it. I'm older than him, but he's so much more successful that it makes me want to wring my hands around his neck..." he said.

This was bad. He was beginning to resort back to violence.

The  first  thing  I  noticed  was  the  lack  of  a  ring.  He  wasn't married, nor did his ring finger have any indication that there used to be one.

Good. One obstacle was out of the way. It would be harder to convince a married man to commit to an affair.

He  jerked  when  I  grabbed  his  hand,  but  there  was  no  room left for him to back into. I pressed his hand into my breast, wincing as the sensation took my breath away.

"Wait—  Miss!"  The  man  crawled  backwards  but  bumped  his head  on  the  door.  He  was  beet  red,  scared  and  nervous,  but  the bulge between his legs showed differently.

I  bit  down  on  my  lip  at  the  anticipation  of  having  another man's dick in me. It struck me that I didn't have a condom. I almost abandoned  this  reckless  act,  until  I  remembered  that  I  could  order contraceptives  through  the  app.  Once  we  got  off  this  train,  I  just needed to purchase and take a morning after pill.

The  worst  part  of  this  situation—  I  was  so  horny,  I  couldn't think straight.

"A-Are  we  really  going  to  do  this?  Aren't  you  married?"  he asked, pointing to my ring finger.

"My  husband  doesn't  have  to  know,"  I  said,  trembling  with excitement. I crawled to him on my hands and knees. His eyes were focused solely on my swaying breasts as I approached.

Seemingly resigned to my invitation, he hastily unbuckled his pants. An enticing penis sprung out, fully erect.

I  stared  at  his  penis  longer  than  I'd  like  to  admit.  My  breath became more shallow, and the wetness between my legs began to drip down my thighs.

This  man,  who  was  neither  particularly  handsome  nor  ugly, had a clean-shaven face and a crown of thinning hair from years of balding.  Nothing  about  him  should  turn  me  on,  yet  all  I  could  think about was having something fill me up.

The  last  few  days  had  gotten  me  pent  up,  and  Souji  wasn't able to satisfy me this morning. I guided the man's hand to my pussy.

His  fingers  took  initiative  and  rushed  against  my  clit,  making  me weak. He gulped hard, feeling how wet I was. The free hand, having once touched my breast already, returned to cup a feel. Five fingers squeezed into my soft mound, causing the fat to misshapen between each digit.

"Hahh… mmm, your touch feels good… ahh…"

Encouraged by my sweet voice, he began to tweak my nipple, pinching and twisting it. I bit my finger, trying to control myself. The building pleasure was too great, and he was keen on hearing more of what I could utter due to his touch.

I started stroking his member, and we both fell into a trance of masturbating  each  other.  The  last  straw  was  when  he  pressed  two fingers into my pussy. I grabbed his shoulder and shuddered as the orgasm hit me. He climaxed all over my hand. Some of it got on my thighs.

Maybe he couldn't believe someone like him was able to get a woman  like  me  so  wet.  But  it  was  enough  to  cause  his  bestial instincts  to  take  over.  The  man  pushed  me  onto  my  back  and positioned his penis on my chest.

"I've always wanted to try this," he said.

"Okay."  I  nodded  and  used  my  elbows  to  push  my  breasts together, squeezing his penis between them. Lubricated by his own cum,  he  thrusted  as  though  it  was  a  hole  he  was  screwing.

Everytime  he  pushed  forward,  the  glan  of  his  dick  peeked  out between  the  mounds  of  fat.  I  leaned  forward  and  stuck  my  tongue out and teased the head.

The  man's  knees  trembled.  He  thrusted  forward  again  and held the tip on my tongue. Hot cum gushed out and splashed onto my face, most of it landing in my mouth.

"How does my cum taste, miss?" he asked as I swallowed it.

What an embarrassing thing to ask.

"Mmh… Bitter…" I replied hesitantly, avoiding his lustful gaze.

There was still more to come. After all, we hadn't had sex yet.

"Don't  forget…  you  asked  for  this,"  he  reminded  me,  as though to hold me to my word.

I  opened  my  legs  in  response,  allowing  him  to  position  his glistening cock at the entrance of my soaking pussy. All it took was the tip touching my slit to bring me close to an orgasm. Then I felt it

— he pushed into me. He was larger than I thought. By the time it went halfway in, I couldn't take it anymore.

"I'm  cumming…!"  I  moaned  into  my  hands  and  wrapped  my legs around his waist.

"Miss, if you hold me like that— you're squeezing so tight, I'll, guh…"

My body shuddered and clenched so hard it stimulated him to an  orgasm,  too.  I  felt  his  ejaculate  pour  into  my  pussy.  It  was  so good, I nearly blanked out.

I  had  taken  another  man's  penis,  but  this  time  no  condom prevented it from marking my insides. Ignoring this later could bring devastating  consequences.  I  could  end  up  having  another  man's baby.

He  lifted  his  face  and  looked  me  right  in  the  eye.  "C-Could you call me by my name, Hayase?"

This  man  only  moments  ago  had  thoughts  of  murder,  was crying  his  eyes  out,  and  even  tried  to  resist  my  advances.  Now  he

looked like he was in bliss. Of course, he was. The middle-aged man named Hayase had his dick buried in my young, married pussy.

Oh, that thought… this situation… it was stoking a fire.

Hayase already came inside me. Even a quickie would have fulfilled  the  app's  conditions.  Yet  I  didn't  want  to  stop.  Souji  was asleep  for  god  knows  how  much  longer.  I  wanted  more,  and  there was  no  guarantee  he  could  last  long  enough  to  satisfy  me  like  the other night.

"Okay,  Hayase.  Please,  use  me  until  you  don't  want  to  hurt anyone anymore." It was hard to believe the words coming out were my own.

They undoubtedly were.

My  encouragement  was  met  with  Hayase  pistoning  into  me again. He was more forceful now that I became submissive. His cock pumped  into  me  with  every  intention  to  impregnate  me.  The  wet sounds  of  our  hips  slamming  together  echoed  in  the  restroom.  I might have been fearful someone outside would hear us at first, but not any longer.

"Yes, fuck me— aahnnn…!" I moaned into his ears.

"I  can't  believe  it…  I  came  to  get  my  revenge,  only  for  a woman to offer sex. This is like a dream…You must be some kind of slut to want this," he said between breaths.

"That's  not  true,"  I  said  as  I  rode  him  on  top.  "I  still  love  my husband… I'm only doing this— aaahhh! To convince you not to hurt anyone… hahh..."

Hayase  ravished  me  over  and  over.  Each  time  he  came,  it was  deep  inside  me.  Three  orgasms  later,  and  we  started  kissing each  other.  I  didn't  even  dare  do  this  with  Miyata.  My  lips  were reserved  only  for  Souji,  but  the  pleasure  was  so  great  I  stopped caring. My whole body was on cloud nine.

Thoughts  of  my  husband  began  to  fade.  The  image  of  Souji was replaced by this man whom I'd only just met. Each time his cock throbbed and unloaded hot cum into me, I wanted more.

"I'm getting close… aaahhh!" A quaking orgasm robbed me of my strength, and I fell on top of Hayase. His cock was still inside me,

slowly going limp. Cum flowed out of my pussy like a leaky faucet. I had lost track of how many times he creampied me.

To  his  surprise,  while  my  body  was  still  burning,  I  climbed down  between  his  legs  to  lick  his  cock  clean.  Somehow,  the bitterness became sweet. Like licking honey or a popsicle. It was a thrill to see his eyes roll back with pleasure. It quickly got hard in my mouth, and I had to ride him to another orgasm to get it down. This repeated for what felt like hours— he would fuck me, go limp, then I'd suck him off until he got hard again, and he'd fuck me again.

We only stopped because he couldn't get it up anymore.

When  we  got  dressed,  Hayase  collapsed  the  switchblade knife and tossed it into the trash bin.

"I guess what they say is true about post-nut clarity," Hayase joked.  "If  I  hurt  someone,  there's  no  way  I  could  get  away  with  it.

Getting arrested by the police would have ruined my life worse than what I'm currently going through."

My whole body was still shaky and sensitive from climaxing so much, it was hard to keep my thoughts straight like he did.

"I'm  glad  you  reconsidered,"  I  said,  relieved  that  something came of my dreadful act of adultery.

Hayase  bowed  his  head  and  left.  I  stayed  in  the  restroom  a little longer to let the excess cum drip out and into the toilet. It wasn't until  I  checked  my  phone  that  I  learned  a  whole  two  hours  had passed. If Souji was awake, he must be getting worried.

When I checked the app, it showed that I had completed the game and earned 10,000 points. A grand total of [38,000/5,000,000].

I was beginning to rack up a lot of points I didn't know what to do with. One thing I needed to buy for sure was a morning after pill.

But if I ordered one now, where would it be delivered? To my house?

It would be far too late if I waited that long.

The  morning  after  pill  cost  [6,000pts]  which  isn't  very  much considering how many points I had. I wouldn't be able to get it until I got home anyway. Might as well buy it just in case—

I  clutched  my  head  in  disbelief.  I  was  already  thinking  about the next time.

I clicked the buy button and figured I could just pick something up  at  the  store  in  Tatsuno.  We  were  a  few  hours  away,  and  it shouldn't make too much of a difference as long as I took it.

As I was about to leave, a knock at the door startled me.

"I  guess  I  have  been  in  here  for  a  long  time…"  I  wiped  the cum from my slit and washed my hands, but when I opened the door, there was no one around. "Maybe they went to another restroom?"

A  glass  cup  spilled  to  the  ground  the  moment  I  took  a  step forward. To my horror, it was a glass of water, and a box containing a morning after pill. I quickly grabbed both and retreated back into the restroom.

This was something out of a horror flick. Stuff just appeared in front of me without an explanation.

Though, that wasn't quite true. There was an explanation, but nothing that satisfied my curiosity and anxiousness. Was I to believe the  app  operated  like  a  ghost?  Could  I  trust  that  what  I  had  in  my hands was really a morning after pill?

I  cast  away  my  hesitation  and  swallowed  it,  then  washed  it down with water from the faucet.

Souji snapped awake when I returned, stirred by the sound of the door sliding shut.

"Holy crap. How long did I fall asleep?" he asked, searching for his phone.

"Maybe two and a half hours by now?" I answered.

He  found  his  phone  after  it  pinged  with  a  notification.  There was a troubled look on his face, one that he usually had when he felt bad about something.

"What is it?" I asked, sitting down next to him on the bunk.

"Ahh. Just a former coworker. He was a junior of mine despite being  twenty  years  my  senior.  Unfortunately,  we  had  to  let  him  go because…  workplace  politics,  I  guess.  Poor  Hayase…"  Souji  said, shaking his head.

My heart stopped beating for a second.

Hayase.

As in, the Hayase I just had sex with? Then the man Hayase thought about hurting was Souji. It had to be. He was walking up the way I came from and only stopped because I bumped into him.

Souji put a hand to my forehead. "What's the matter? You're as pale as a ghost."

"Nothing!  I  was  just…  in  the  restroom  earlier,  feeling  a  little unwell. I'm better now," I said.

My  husband  accepted  my  face  value  response  and  didn't press the issue.

"Maybe  it's  morning  sickness?  Did  I  actually  succeed  in putting a baby in you?" he teased.

I  flicked  his  forehead.  "Morning  sickness  doesn't  normally happen until a few weeks."

I might have saved Souji's life by having sex with Hayase. My pussy  was  full  of  another  man's  ejaculate  right  now.  Just  thinking back to how much we did it in the restroom made me shudder with excitement.

Chapter 11 - Tatsuno, a Weekend with Souji's Family

Tatsuno City, Hyogo.

A quaint city with no highrises or bustling city streets, nestled between  gulls  flying  in  from  the  ocean  to  the  south  and  chirping cicadas  from  the  lush,  green  mountains  in  the  north.  It  was  a picturesque  city  with  traditional  Japanese  architecture  of  tiled  roofs and close-knit neighborhoods carried over to the modern era.

Souji's  parents  lived  in  a  single-floor  house  between  the  Ibo and  Hayashita  River,  away  from  the  claustrophobic  confines  of  the inner  city.  Up  here,  homes  were  more  spaced  out  by  large  plots  of abandoned paddy fields now overrun with weeds. The mountains at our backs were a stone's throw away. Unlike Shinjuku, the air was so much fresher and rejuvenating.

"Mom! Dad, we're here!" Souji shouted at the door. Because there was no doorbell other than a singing wind chime, he rapped his knuckles until an older woman came shuffling out.

"Get out of the way, Souji." My mother in-law, Aina Ninomae, stepped out barefoot, pushed past her own son, and threw her arms around  me.  "Oh,  Yuina!  How  are  you?  I  hope  the  trip  wasn't  too stressful? You two told me about having a baby, so I thought maybe we should have come to you instead."

Her  hair  was  gathered  back  into  a  ponytail,  wrinkles  at  the corner her eyes showed a lifetime of easy living. Souji's mother was kind  right  from  the  start.  I  couldn't  recall  a  time  she  had  ever  been angry, the complete opposite of her husband, Kato Ninomae.

"You're worrying about this more than I am, Aina! It's not like I'm pregnant yet," I said.

She glared at Souji and frowned. "What gives? Aren't you the same son who used to hide gravure magazines under his bed?"

"Wait— mom?!" Souji flustered.

It  was  a  heartwarming  sight.  She  always  attributed  their closeness  to  Souji  having  inherited  most  of  her  physical  traits,

making it easier for her to tease him. I adored their relationship, one that I hoped I could share with my children.

The smell of incense lingered heavily in the air. We paid our respects to Souji's grandparents in the altar room, and then returned to the living room where Aina had rice crackers prepared.

Being  that  this  house  was  inherited  from  Aina's  incredibly traditional  and  conservative  parents,  their  home  reflected  its  former owners  well.  Much  of  the  interior  space  was  separated  by  fusuma and  shoji,  heavyweight  paper  boards  that  served  as  sliding  doors and  walls  respectively.  Floors  were  laid  with  tatami  mats,  and  as such, most of the furniture was low to the ground.

Scenic paintings in ukiyo-e style decorated parts of the house.

We didn't see these the last time we visited, so they must have been spending money on small, aesthetic luxuries.

All  of  it  was  a  complete  contrast  to  our  modern  apartment.

The  only  thing  that  was  modernized  here  were  the  electronic appliances  and  the  recently  renovated  bathroom  Souji  ordered  for them.

"I don't see dad or Asumu anywhere. Are they even home?"

Souji asked while his mother poured us tea.

She  took  a  seat  next  to  us  and  sighed.  "They  got  into  an argument again. Your father went to Mado's place to play mahjong, he'll be back in the evening. Asumu,probably went out drinking again in the city."

"And it's been like this for a while?" I asked.

Aina nodded.

"If Asumu won't listen to either of you, what are the chances he'd  listen  to  me?"  Souji  was  unconvinced.  Rightfully  so,  since  his older brother had been out of a job for almost a decade.

"Personally, I don't care. It's your father and Asumu who are ruining this family. Maybe you can get him an entry-level job at your company. Anything is fine as long as it gets him into the workforce.

Your father and I have enough money, cut our allowance and give it to  Asumu  to  get  a  start  in  the  city.  What  do  you  think?"  she  asked desperately.

It was the eyes of a woman who was at the end of the rope. A mother couldn't possibly kick out her child. Souji's father clearly felt differently.

The  front  door  opened  and  subsequently  slammed  shut.  We were  expecting  the  father  of  the  house  to  return  first,  but  it  was Asumu who came into the living room. Asumu was only slightly taller than Souji, but had a much larger build and took after their father. He had  slicked  back,  dirty-blonde  hair  down  to  his  neck,  and  a  tan complexion from being under the sun too much, and a beer belly that was getting to be Mr. Tanaka-sized in another year or two.

"Is that my little brother and Yuina I see? Almost forgot it was today," he said, speech slurring a bit from a drinking binge.

"Hey, Asu— whoa!" Souji stood up to greet his brother, but got a bear hug instead.

"Ya need to put some more weight on your body. Always been a small kid, even now." Asumu let go and then turned to me with a smirk.  I  took  a  step  back,  but  he  swept  in  like  a  storm.  Muscular arms  wrapped  around  my  body  with  a  vise,  and  I  felt  his  hands creeping down my back until he groped a handful of my butt. No one could  have  seen  it  because  my  back  was  to  the  wall.  "Put  some squeeze into it, Yuina. We're practically siblings now. What's wrong with a little family intimacy?"

It took Aina a loud and exaggerated '  ahem! ' to get him off me.

My  mind  was  in  a  daze.  When  Asumu  grabbed  my  butt  like that, it made me jolt. My body was still sensitive from having sex with another man earlier, and now someone else's touch was getting me fired  up—  that  someone  had  to  be  Souji's  own  flesh  and  blood brother of all people.

"Is  now  really  the  time  to  act  all  friendly  when  you  were throwing a tantrum over your father earlier?" his mother scolded.

"Cut me some slack. I haven't seen these two since last year.

Dad  and  I're  always  bickering.  He'll  get  over  it  just  like  I'm  already over it. Be in my room until dinner." He waved a dismissive hand and left.

"Asumu!" she shouted to his back, but he was already gone.

Aina clicked her tongue. It was one of the rare occasions I'd seen  her  lose  her  cool.  There  was  certainly  a  lot  of  tension  in  the house, and the third member hadn't even come back yet.

A  large  part  of  the  afternoon  was  spent  taking  care  of  the chores  around  and  outside  of  the  house.  Because  Souji's  parents were getting on in years, they weren't able to do a lot of heavy lifting.

It was supposed to be Asumu's job to do the tasks they couldn't, but it  seemed  his  indifference  was  part  of  the  reason  his  father  didn't want him here anymore.

Souji  was  outside  pulling  weeds  in  the  backyard—  a  whole acre's worth. I felt bad because it seemed like he took a break from work  to  do  more  work.  That  said,  all  that  was  supposed  to  be maintained  by  Asumu  in  exchange  for  staying  here  rent-free.  I remained  inside  to  help  my  mother  in-law  prepare  dinner,  mop  the floor,  dust  the  futons,  and  even  do  the  laundry.  It  was  all  nothing compared to bending over for hours to pull weeds though.

"Yuina,  dear.  Could  you  see  if  Asumu  has  any  clothes  and trash that need to be taken care of?" Aina asked.

All of the rooms in the house were connected and accessed by  a  narrow  hallway.  Asumu's  bedroom  was  at  the  very  end  of  the hall. I called his name and knocked lightly on the door.

"What, Yuina?" I heard him react.

When I listened carefully, I could make out dull voices. It was indistinguishable from out here.

"Your mother sent me to ask if you had any laundry and trash to take out," I said.

"Oh. Yeah, I've got them bundled up. Come in and grab 'em!"

he responded.

What? Why couldn't he just bring it to the door? 

I  slid  open  the  door  and  slipped  in.  There  was  a  short walkway until a sharp left turn led into his room. Asumu had his back facing me, the backglow of the television light illuminated his outline.

To his right, below the television stand, was a small bin of trash and mesh bag of clothes.

"You could have just handed it to me…" I muttered, wondering if his mother had to do this on a regular basis.

As I got closer, I noticed he had earbuds on and the television was  playing  a  porno.  The  wind  was  knocked  out  of  me  seeing  that he  was  masturbating,  not  even  minding  that  I  was  in  the  room.  A bottle of lube and a box of napkins sat next to him. He continued to jerk himself off.

Asumu  turned  to  me  without  missing  a  beat  and  said,

"Whatcha waiting for?"

"What am I…?" I was mesmerized staring at his penis. It was much  larger  than  Souji's.  The  two  of  them  were  cut  from  the  same genes, yet the older brother was significantly longer and girthier. His hand  stroke  made  strides  up  and  down  the  shaft  instead  of  short jerking motions.

"What's  the  matter?  See  something  you  like?"  he  asked, snapping me from my trance.

I cleared my throat and shook my head. Then quickly grabbed the  laundry  and  trash  from  the  bin.  My  heart  was  beating  so  fast, Asumu  could  probably  hear.  I  made  prayers  for  the  phone  in  my pocket  not  to  trigger  with  a  notification.  If  I  was  made  to  do something  with  Souji's  brother,  I  don't  know  if  I  could  ever  forgive myself— crossing that forbidden line that I'd already done twice.

Asumu continued to stare at me. He licked his lips and asked,

"Maybe you could help me out? As Souji's brother, I might as well be him, ya know?"

I  swallowed  hard  and  bolted  out  of  the  room,  slamming  the door on the way out. Aina was waiting for me in the laundry room.

"Asumu didn't give you any trouble, did he?" she asked.

"N-No,  not  at  all."  I  tried  to  hide  my  flustered  face,  fortunate that she was busy separating clothes for the wash.

It hadn't occurred to me until that moment in Asumu's room.

The app was still on my phone. It didn't care that I was with family or some  self-perceived  safe  zone.  It  was  going  to  make  me  play  the game whether I liked it or not.

These  next  few  days,  I  would  be  spending  it  in  this  house.

God only knows what it would make me do. It felt as though my heart

could jump out of my chest at any moment.

Chapter 12 - The Older Brother

"Dinner's ready! Your mom said to save it for tomorrow. We're having hotpot!" I shouted to Souji from the back of the house.

Souji glanced up, wiping the sweat from his forehead. There was still so much left to do, and he barely got around to even a third of the field. It finally dawned on him how little he actually did when taking stock of his efforts.

"Ah,  man.  Where  the  hell  is  Asumu?  He  could  be  helping me…" Souji threw his gloves onto a reclining chair. I gave him a kiss as he came up the steps.

He wouldn't be happy to hear his brother was watching porn in his room. I was beginning to understand where all their frustration with Asumu came from.

"You stink," I said, sniffing him. "Go take a bath before dinner."

"Care to join?" he asked slyly.

I rolled my eyes. Tempting as that might be, we were guests. I doubted  Aina  would  appreciate  us  sullying  their  living  spaces  with random romps. On the other hand, she'd been nagging Souji about getting  me  pregnant.  What  mother  her  age  wouldn't  want  to  see grandchildren?

"You're just going to have to wait until bed," I winked.

After Souji washed up, I figured I might as well do the same. I came  out  of  the  bathroom  expecting  a  cozy  hotpot  dinner,  but instead got a family of four at each other's throats.

The  elder  Ninomae  had  come  home  while  I  was  in  the bathroom. Everyone was gathered in the dining room and sat around the  table,  but  only  Souji's  father  was  standing.  Asumu  ate  despite getting his ears chewed out.

"How  long  are  you  going  to  embarrass  us  like  this?  Folks around  town  ask  us  about  you,  and  what  the  hell  do  we  say?  For being the younger brother, Souji sure has a larger backbone despite being half your size." Kato Ninomae chewed out his eldest son like a teacher scolding a student for cheating on an exam.

It  was  more  than  that.  This  was  over  a  decade's  worth  of bottled  up  disappointment  and  irritation  for  his  Asumu.  Even  as  I stood  by  the  doorway  watching  this  family  dispute,  I  also  felt  my father  in-law's  anger.  After  all,  Souji  faced  the  butt-end  Asumu's laziness by doing what was supposed to be his only chore.

Poor Aina sat silently, brows furrowed. She would rather this all blow over so they could enjoy the dinner she prepared.

"Souji. Say something to your brother!" their father pleaded.

My husband gulped so hard I could hear the spit struggle to get down his throat. He didn't want this argument anymore than his mother. Meanwhile, Asumu ate without regard for what was going on around him.

"Uhh…  Asumu,  I  get  being  out  of  a  job  for  so  long  can  be tough. There's an opening at my company— it's a custodial job, real easy! I can even get you a cheap place in Shinjuku to help you off your feet," Souji assured him.

Kato smacked Asumu's head to get his attention. It was a light tap,  not  meant  to  be  anything  violent.  Though  it  still  surprised  the rest of us.

"Ya  hear  that?  Souji's  got  something  lined  up  for  you.  Now take it and get out of here," Kato begged.

Asumu slammed his bowl down.

"Expecting  me  to  mop  floors  and  clean  toilets?  Ya  gotta  be fucking joking, right?" He pushed past me for the door, slamming it as he stormed out of the house.

Aina looked her husband in the eyes and asked, "You couldn't have waited until  after dinner?"

"Father,  it's  good  to  see  you  again,"  I  finally  announced myself.

"I'm sorry you had to hear all that, Yuina. After the two of you came out all this way," he said, shaking his head.

The  shadow  of  Asumu's  argument  soured  the  rest  of  the evening  and  dinner.  Kato  couldn't  let  it  go  and  remained  in  a  foul mood even after excusing himself from the table.

In the end, Asumu never came home by the time we went to bed.  Souji  was  still  troubled  by  the  ordeal,  but  not  surprised  that  it

turned out this way— it always did whenever we visited.

Souji  was  patting  down  the  futon  for  the  fifth  time  when  I grabbed his hand and said, "That's enough. You'll start getting white hair."

He sighed and laid down.

"When did he even become like this?" Souji asked, staring up at the ceiling.

"Some  people  get  accustomed  to  becoming  a  NEET  if  you leave them alone for too long," I said.

"Sure but Asumu was hard working in school. It's just… after getting fired from his first job, and then…" he trailed off.

"Realized  he  can  cruise  through  life  mooching  off  you  and your parents," I finished after him.

People  becoming  NEETs—  not  employed,  in  education,  or training— weren't uncommon in Japan. In addition to hikikomoris, or shut-ins,  it  was  easy  to  grow  disillusioned  with  modern  societal expectations. Especially when becoming a salaryman was the most soul-crushing career path possible.

Souji  was  a  hard  worker  by  nature.  His  instincts  to  seek  out work and improve made him stand out in the industry, which landed him  the  illustrious  position  of  regional  sales  manager  of  Ushigome.

Of  course,  not  everyone  could  be  like  my  husband.  Kanako's husband, Jun, found success elsewhere.

In the case of Asumu, it was less about him being unable to find a job, moreso that he didn't want to.

My  mind  began  to  flirt  with  thoughts  of  Asumu's  rather  large penis.  The  way  he  stroked  it,  I  wondered  how  it  would  feel  in  my hands…

I shook my head and noticed Souji having a hard time staying awake.

"Hey,  don't  sleep  yet.  Don't  you  want  to…  do  it?"  I  asked, shaking him back to consciousness.

"Sorry, Yuina… I was horny earlier, but picking weeds took a lot  more  outta  me  than  I  thought.  Bed  just  feels  so  good…  right now…" he mumbled before drifting off.

"Damn it," I muttered.

Since Souji wasn't going to satisfy me, I had to take matters into my own hands. Literally. My crotch was so wet that my finger slid right  in.  Squeezing  my  own  breasts  wasn't  the  same  anymore.  Not after  being  groped  by  strangers,  and  having  sex  with  Hayase  and Miyata made me crave more than just fingers.

No  matter  how  much  I  flicked  the  bean  and  tweaked  my nipples, I couldn't climax.

I  found  myself  wishing  the  app  would  give  me  something  to do,  order  me  around  like  all  the  other  times,  force  me  to  humiliate myself in front of people. I thought about walking myself right out and finding someone to satisfy me.

When did I start becoming such a slut? This app opened me up to pleasures I'd never known before, and now I wanted—  needed more.

"Ow…!" I cramped my wrist trying too hard to bring myself to orgasm. A trail of my glistening juices snapped as I pulled my fingers away.  I  turned  my  eyes  to  my  husband's  back.  "You  can  sleep soundly, but I'm over here dying in a different sense…"

After relieving my full bladder in the bathroom, I came out to hear  the  front  door  rattling.  Asumu  stumbled  through  and  almost tripped  over  the  step.  I  went  over  to  help  him,  and  the  smell  of alcohol assaulted my nose.

"Are  you  okay?"  I  asked,  fearing  that  he  might  fall  and  hurt himself.

"I'm  fine…"  Asumu  tried  to  wave  me  off  but  ended  up grabbing  a  handful  of  my  breast.  It  sent  a  shock  up  my  spine,  and my mind went white for a second. He quickly let go and apologized, then steadied himself against the wall. "On second thought, can ya help me to my room?"

He  didn't  sound  particularly  drunk,  but  sure  as  hell  smelled like  it.  I  acquiesced  and  let  him  put  an  arm  around  my  shoulder.

Asumu was built like a truck for how lazy he lived. I didn't know if I was actually helping or was just a crutch. He stopped moving as we got to my room, checked inside to see Souji asleep, then continued into his room.

"Hahh… that Souji bagged a fine woman like you. What do I gotta do?" Asumu belched.

"For one, you could stop being a burden to your family," I said, which shut him right up.

We  made  it  inside  his  room.  I  was  about  to  push  him  off  of me,  but  we  both  fell  onto  the  futon  instead.  Asumu  had  me  pinned under him.

A pair of lustful eyes stared down at me. Asumu had a smirk that reeked of mischievous intent.

"What  do  you  think  you're  doing—  aaahh!"  The  rest  of  my sentence was cut off by a hand feeling up my groin. I closed my legs, but all it served to do was stimulate my clit even more.

"You followed me in here for this, didn't you?" he asked.

I  was  losing  strength  in  my  legs.  His  hand,  slickened  by  the sweat and moisture on my thighs, squirmed closer to my entrance.

"As if… I was just being nice helping you to your room. Now let go!" I demanded.

"Come  on,  Yuina.  Just  once.  You're  already  so  wet,  why waste a good night?" he pleaded.

There was no getting through to him. This man had made up his mind that I came in to have sex with him.

"Y-You  weren't  drunk  after  all…"  I  thought  it  was  suspicious that  his  words  weren't  slurring,  and  he  was  walking  fine  down  the hallway.

If  I  made  a  commotion,  Souji  and  his  parents  would  come running  to  my  rescue.  Surely  they  would  believe  me  over  Asumu.

But… I would be further adding fuel to the fire, and the strain on this family was already close to exploding.

What was I doing?

Finding excuses to let this happen?

At  some  point,  my  legs  had  parted.  Asumu  pressed  two fingers  into  my  pussy,  and  it  was  feeling  ten  times  better  than fingering myself. He sat up on his knees, then used his free hand to pull my robes low to reveal my chest and two very erect nipples.

Souji was in the adjacent room. We were separated by a thin wall. That didn't deter Asumu from wanting to fuck his brother's wife

—  me,  who  was  doing  nothing  to  stop  it  from  happening.  All  I  felt was the two fingers filling me up and penetrating me to an orgasm.

"I'm  cumming…!"  I  covered  my  mouth  with  both  hands  and moaned into it.

My  inside  was  suddenly  empty.  Asumu  stood  up  and  pulled his  pants  down.  What  little  moonlight  slipped  in  from  the  windows illuminated  his  towering  penis.  It  was  much  larger  than  anything  I'd ever seen before, and the tip glistened with precum.

"It will be our little secret," Asumu said.

My heart was beating so hard, it could jump out any second. I was lightheaded after being made to climax to Asumu's finger. It took a second to get my bearings and figure out what was happening.

That's  right.  I  was  in  Asumu's  room.  On  his  bed.  He  was  on top of me with his dick on my stomach. It was so hot and hard, the slab  of  meat  laid  on  my  belly  showing  firsthand  how  deep  it  could reach. If he put something like that in me, I don't know if I could go back to Souji's modest size.

"Don't… this isn't right…" I stammered.

I  screwed  my  eyes  shut  and  waited  to  be  inevitably  stuffed, but it never came. In fact, the weight on my stomach is lifted. Asumu went to his television and put a disc into the player.

"Ya know what? I lost the mood. I'll settle for a video instead,"

Asumu said. He put on headphones as if I wasn't on his bed. "Still here? Go back to your room already, I'm not jerking to give a show."

My  head  was  spinning.  I  quickly  fixed  my  robes  and  left  the room. Souji was still sound asleep in the futon. I slipped in, confident that nothing short of a train derailment would wake him.

Every  inch  of  my  body  was  on  fire.  Even  after  having  an orgasm,  I  was  no  less  satisfied  than  before.  I  picked  up  my  phone and opened the NTL app, hoping that a set of options was waiting for me.

There was nothing.

Of all the times I wanted to have sex, to blame something else to  excuse  my  infidelity,  the  app  was  silent.  The  rest  of  the  night,  I clutched Souji's back until my eyes couldn't stay open.

Chapter 13 - Fire Event

Morning in Tatsuno was nothing short of blissful. No honking cars  or  screaming  neighbors  as  I  awaken,  instead  a  flock  of  birds sung quietly on a tree by the window. If it weren't for being a guest in someone else's home, I would fall right back to sleep until noon.

Unfortunately,  it  was  Obon.  I  had  to  be  courteous  to  my  in-laws who provided me hospitality, and to the deceased we had come to honor.

A blue and white yukata was prepared for me, hanging by the door. I changed into it and freshened up, then met my mother in-law in  the  backyard.  She  was  watching  Souji  and  Kato  finishing  up pulling the weeds in the field. Asumu was nowhere to be found.

"They got up early to finish this. Kato said Souji was already half-way done when he came out to help," Aina said.

She  handed  me  a  thermos  filled  with  uji  tea.  Smelling  it rejuvenated me more than a cup of coffee did. Or maybe it was the lack  of  pollution  in  the  air  that  breathed  life  into  me.  Either  way,  I could definitely see myself living the rest of my life out here one day.

"Souji's  always  worked  hard.  He  excelled  in  school,  exams always  came  back  with  the  highest  marks,  it  was  an  assured  thing that he would succeed in any career he put his mind to. You couldn't tell  him  to  slow  down  without  him  laughing  in  your  face."  Aina watched her son with an expression any proud mother would give.

"When he first asked if I wanted to stop working, I thought he was joking. We hadn't even had a kid yet, and he was willing to spoil me.  Figured  maybe  his  grandparents  drilled  that  sense  of  tradition into him," I joked.

"Possibly!"  Aina  reared  her  head  back  and  laughed.  "Souji didn't try to guilt you or anything?"

I shook my head and said, "It was more like a bribe. 'Just let me  do  all  the  work.  If  I  can  come  home  to  a  warm  meal  and  bath, then maybe some sex later, that's all I need,' is what he said. I might be paraphrasing a little."

"That cheeky bastard. Then what is he waiting for? I don't see a grandchild yet," she groaned.

Aina  and  I  cleaned  up  the  altar  room  and  made  our  prayers alongside our husbands. Asumu, as always, was missing. We went without  him  to  the  cemetery  to  wash  gravestones  and  set  incense.

We had finished by noon, but clouds were beginning to roll in from the seas.

"You two should go without us. We're getting too old to sight see," Kato said.

"Do you want me to get the wheelchair, dad?" Souji asked.

"Don't get snarky with me. I may be losing my eyesight, but I can still whoop your ass," he fired back.

While  I  was  searching  for  my  purse,  getting  ready  to  enjoy Obon in the city with Souji, my phone pinged with a notification.

[Go out without your underwear.] +3000pts

[Go out naked.] +100,000pts

"Are  you…  serious?"  I  stared  at  the  two  options  in  disbelief.

The game was baiting me to choose the second option, but I knew better than to fall for it. Not only would I ruin my life, everyone in the city including those I knew here would brand me as an exhibitionist.

Souji wouldn't look at me the same way ever again.

The obvious choice was the first option. Three grand was still a  sufficiently  large  number,  and  I  wasn't  exactly  hurting  on  points either. It felt as though the game had an adaptive AI to bait out my choices.  However,  it  underestimated  how  indifferent  I  was  about earning points to begin with.

"Yuina!  Let's  go!"  Souji  shouted  from  the  other  side  of  the door.

"Just a moment!" I shouted back.

I changed out of my bra and panties but tied the belt on my yukata tighter. The biggest urge to leave my phone behind pricked at my brain, but I knew the consequences that would follow if I did.

Souji and I walked into the city hand in hand. Colorful paper lanterns  were  strung  across  buildings  overhead.  In  front  of  a supermarket parking lot, people danced around yagura towers to the

rhythm of taiko drums. I pulled Souji in before he could chicken out, and danced for what felt like an hour. It was ages since we were able to just enjoy ourselves.

By  the  time  we  left  the  yagura,  night  had  fallen.  The  crowds hadn't  thinned  one  bit.  If  anything,  people  came  out  in  droves  at night to see the lanterns flow down the Ibo and Hayashita River.

We  may  not  be  in  a  big  city  like  Shinjuku,  but  Tatsuno  was plenty  crowded  when  everyone  was  outside  of  their  homes.  If  I wasn't  holding  Souji's  hand,  we  would  definitely  have  gotten separated.

Then,  much  to  my  surprise,  I  really  had  lost  Souji.  I  couldn't find  him  no  matter  which  way  I  looked.  Someone  tapped  my shoulder, and I whipped around to see an oni mask staring back at me.

"Wah!" the mask screamed, causing me to jump.

I  ripped  the  mask  away  only  to  be  met  by  Souji's  raucous laughter. "Do you want me to leave with the spirits tonight?"

"Whew.  It  feels  good  to  unwind.  I  just  wish  dad  and  Asumu would ease up, too." Souji adjusted the mask to sit on the side of his head.

I  didn't  want  to  talk  about  Asumu.  Whenever  he  invaded  my mind, it always turned to something perverse and twisted. Hopefully we wouldn't run into him tonight. Hopefully, he would continue to stay out of the house, and I wouldn't need to encounter him anymore, but that man was an important figure in Souji's life.

We lined up to get yakisoba before going to see the lanterns flow down the river. However, my luck wouldn't have the rest of my night go peacefully.

"Souji!  Yuina!  You  two  came  out?  Thought  you'd  be  stuck  in that field all day. I wanted to help, but Makoto called me up early to a mixer." Asumu was flanked by a group of men, all dressed shoddily for  the  occasion.  They  looked  like  a  street  gang  of  delinquents, dressed in oil-stained clothes and ripped jeans, deadbeats who lived off their families and contributed nothing back.

"Glad one of us had fun," Souji shot back.

"Don't look so sad. Tell ya what. I know a good restaurant, my treat!" Asumu said.

"Your  treat?  Or   mine?"  Souji  asked  suspiciously.  And  of course, he had a right to doubt since it was his money Asumu was playing on.

"Come on. How often do we get to drink? I got it, really! Yuina, you convince him, too!" Asumu smirked.

The hair at the back of my neck stood on end. I didn't like the idea  of  us  getting  drunk  together.  Who  knows  what  might  end  up being said. Asumu's friends were also giving me a lascivious look. If we all went together, I was going to be the only woman in a room full of drunk men.

Just what game was Asumu playing?

"Let's just go home…" I suggested to my husband.

"But  this  might  be  a  good  chance  for  us  to  talk  to  Asumu,"

Souji whispered to me. "You can go home first if you don't want to be here for this."

"It's  not  that—  ugh.  There's  no  way  I'm  letting  you  stay  out alone. I'm coming with." I put my foot down on the matter.

Asumu  shrugged  and  said,  "It  won't  balance  out  the  playing field, but at least it's not a sausage fest!"

His intentions were innocent at first. Joining Souji's brother for dinner  on  his  treat  sounded  nice.  We  gave  him  the  benefit  of  the doubt because every other year, it was him asking Souji for money on the excuse of being strapped for cash. I learned real quick once we got to the restaurant Asumu was scheming more than I liked.

The  whole  restaurant  was  a  trap.  Calm  80s  jazz  playing  on the loudspeakers lulled me into a false sense of security. A private, intimate  room  furnished  with  comfy  cushions,  and  staff  that  only intruded  if  we  rang  a  bell.  There  was  also  a  couch  provided  for anyone who got too drunk and didn't want to crowd the table.

My  first  mistake  was  not  realizing  it  sooner  when  his  friends came along. I let my guard down just because they occupied another room, and Souji, Asumu, and myself occupied our own. There was nothing for them to talk out. Souji being the easily tempted drinker he

was, fell for every trick in the book. Asumu was built larger, so Souji never had a chance to keep up shot for shot.

"Awww.  Out  like  a  light."  Asumu  chuckled  at  the  sight  of  his passed out little brother.

"Since  you're  treating  us,  I'll  just  grab  Souji  and  take  our leave."  I  went  to  pick  my  husband  up,  but  of  course,  I  was  far  too weak to lift an adult man.

Asumu scooted over to my side and rubbed my thigh through the  yukata.  His  touch  sent  shivers  up  my  spine  and  raised goosebumps on my skin.

"Stop." I slapped his hand away.

"You wanted this yesterday," he said, returning a hand further up  my  thigh.  Any  closer  and  he  might  find  out  I  was  naked underneath. Then it really would be game over for me.

Vrrrrrrr.

I  pushed  Asumu  away  to  check  my  phone.  It  was  the  NTL

app. The usual horns and halo were adorned on top of a pixelated woman. She had black, leathery wings, sharp fangs, and a tail that whipped back and forth. It was a succubus. The demon then pulled a menu into view.

[Special mandatory event! Complete the {{Fire Event}} —

You have two hours to earn a total of 50,000 points. 

Options will be revealed to you throughout the event and have no end duration. You may complete any number of them to reach the designated points. 

Win  to  receive  a  one-time  use  Free  Pass,  as  well  as unlock unique, purchasable items and effects in the shop. 

Failure to reach 50,000 points will result in a punishment. 

For the event, you will be given the following items free of charge:

-         Box of condoms

-         Bottle of Lubricant

-         Butt plug

Points may also be spent to activate additional effects for the duration of the event.]

Three icon images appeared below the line:

[Broken  Egg]  -  Spend  20,000  points  to  render  all ejaculates infertile. 

[Popsicle] - Spend 10,000 points to make dicks taste like candy. 

[25%] - Spend 10,000 points for a 25% chance to double your points at the end of the event. 

"What's so important on your phone?" Asumu asked.

"Nothing!" I backed away from him, but my finger slipped and selected  the  [Broken  Egg].  I  watched  in  horror  as  20,000  points were  subtracted  from  my  total,  leaving  me  with  only  12,000  points left.

[{{Fire Event}} begins in…

5…

4…

3…

2…

1...]

[Give Asumu a blowjob] +3,000pts

[Have sex with Asumu] +10,000pts

[Masturbate in front of Asumu] +1,000pts

"Wait… what?"

The succubus winked, then disappeared.

What did it mean by mandatory? Was this as opposed to the event I did with Kanako?

"Excuse me? We were instructed to give you this package," a waiter from behind the door said.

"Huh?  Didn't  order  anything  else."  Asumu  opened  the  door and was handed a plain cardboard box similar to the ones I received from the app shop. "The heck is this? Says it's addressed to you."

"Give  me  that!"  I  shouted  and  reached  for  the  package,  but Asumu was too quick.

He ripped open the box, then laughed as he saw the contents inside—  condoms,  lubricant,  and  a  butt  plug  just  like  the  app mentioned.

"Yuina,  you're  a  loose  woman  if  I  ever  seen  one,  bringing something  like  this  here.  My  little  brother  ain't  enough  for  you?"

Asumu shook the box of condoms in his hand, the bulge in his pants was growing larger.

I  wanted  to  run,  but  my  legs  were  paralyzed.  Asumu's  hand grabbed my thigh a third time, but I didn't resist.

Even if my body wanted it, my mind didn't.

"Wait—" I pleaded.

Asumu  wasn't  listening.  His  hand  slipped  under  my  yukata and  brushed  my  bare  crotch.  The  corner  of  his  lips  pulled  up  to  a smirk having realized I wasn't wearing underwear.

"Ain't  this  more  adventurous  than  Tokyo  girls  working  at  a soapland? Never pegged ya to be that type of woman," he teased.

"I'm  not…  now  please,  stop.  Souji  could  wake  up  any moment…" I said.

"Asking  too  much  if  ya  think  he'll  wake  after  all  those highballs.  'Sides,  no  one's  coming  in  unless  we  make  a  call.  We're practically alone in here, and I know you want this." Asumu said as he unzipped his pants.

Damn it.

If  it  weren't  for  this  app  and  the  stupid  Fire  Event,  I  would have slapped him and stormed out the room. 50,000 points was my target goal. That meant sex with Asumu was inevitable.

I  took  one  long  look  at  Souji,  then  to  the  space  between Asumu's  legs.  His  penis  was  large,  but  nowhere  the  size  of  Mr.

Tanaka's. At least I didn't have to dislodge my jaw to suck on it.

Asumu pulled my hair back to see my face. What kind of man wanted to watch his brother's wife sucking his dick? A slimy grin and piercing eyes stared down at me. He could burn this image into his head for all I cared. After this, we were done.

I started licking the shaft. Once the entire length was wet with my  spit,  I  enveloped  the  entire  member  into  my  mouth.  Asumu reeked of sweat despite having done nothing all day.

"Ahh…  Souji  can  get  this  whenever  he  wants?  I'm  jealous.

Get your tongue around the tip. Come on," Asumu said.

For  some  reason,  I  obeyed.  Hearing  his  moans  was  turning me on. Even though I should be grossed out by this deadbeat, being ordered  around  might  actually  be  a  switch  for  me.  My  tongue  and

lips sucked on the tip, while I stroked his shaft and testicles with my two hands. Whenever I twirled my tongue around the head, Asumu reared back and trembled.

He grabbed a handful of my hair and pushed his cock further into my mouth until I was deepthroating him.. Soon, it began to throb.

"Swallow it. We don't wanna make a mess of things," he said.

Hot, thick cum poured down my throat. I swallowed it all, not even leaving a drip on his member.

Gulp. Gulp. Gulp! 

"Satisfied?" I asked, wiping my lips and not bothering to hide my displeasure.

Asumu  was  too  busy  chugging  his  beer  to  answer.

Fortunately, Souji was still dead asleep and would likely remain that way until morning.

My phone buzzed. The meter added 3,000 points. 47,000 left to go was a long way. It buzzed again, showing me more options.

[Stick the butt plug in.] +4,000pts

[Have sex with Asumu.] +10,000pts

[Invite a waiter in to have sex.] +10,000pts

"Obviously  I'm  not  satisfied  yet,  and  neither  are  you.  That's why ya brought these." Asumu finished his beer and pointed to the condoms. "Take your clothes off. Get on your hands and knees."

I cursed under my breath and stepped away from the dining table. Then stripped down in front of him. Asumu gave a silent clap like he was applauding my performance. As soon as I got down on all fours facing the couch, he rubbed his dick against the entrance of my  slit.  Just  the  touch  sent  shivers  up  my  spine  again.  When  I glanced  back,  I  couldn't  see  Souji.  He  was  blocked  off  by  Asumu, whose  hands  groped  my  butt  like  checking  out  fruit  in  a  grocery store.

What was he waiting for? Just put it in already and get it over with. It wasn't like I wanted  him. It could have been anyone.

"You're  shaking  with  anticipation.  Ya  wanted  my  dick  that bad?" he asked.

"As if— nnh, aaahh! Haahhhh?!" I covered my mouth to keep from moaning any louder. Asumu stuck it in. His dick was filling me

up,  scraping  my  inside  so  much  it  was  like  the  walls  of  my  pussy clung to him.

Why  did  this  feel  so  good?  It  was  bigger  than  Miyata  and Hayase,  much  bigger  than  Souji.  None  of  them  compared.  Just putting  it  in  was  enough  to  get  me  close  to  climaxing.  My  nipples were  on  fire.  I  wanted  to  play  with  them,  but  I  didn't  want  to  show that I was taking pleasure in this.

Asumu wasn't thrusting. He was enjoying just having his dick inside  me.  As  my  impatience  was  growing,  it  suddenly  started slipping out. But as the tip was about to leave me, he thrusted it all the way back in.

"Ahhhnn— Nngh!" I moaned into my folded up yukata to stifle my  voice.  The  hard  thrust  almost  made  me  orgasm.  Asumu  was slow at first, but his hips gradually picked up speed.

This was bliss. My body was soaring from pleasure.

"When Souji landed a job at that hotshot company, I thought he couldn't get it any better. Then he brought you over. Life couldn't be any more unfair to me. I wanted to fuck ya the moment I laid eyes on  ya.  Now  I  know  how  tight  your  pussy  is  and  that  my  cock  is  a perfect fit for ya." He bellowed in laughter.

It  was  getting  harder  to  think.  His  dick  was  so  good.  Better than any I had before. I wanted to cum, and I wanted more.

"S-Shut  up…  I'm  not  doing  this  because  I  want  to…"  I protested.

"That  so?  I  stopped  thrusting  a  while  ago.  You've  been  the one slamming your hips," he said.

I… I was? 

No.  He  was  right.  My  hips  moved  on  their  own.  Asumu  was just  kneeling  there  with  a  beer  in  his  hand  watching  me  shake  my butt. As humiliating as this was, I didn't want to stop.

Suddenly,  Asumu  hugged  me  from  behind.  Thick  hands kneaded  my  breasts.  His  hips  started  thrusting  again.  The  wet sounds of our fucking was getting louder.

"I'm… I'm cumming…" I muttered.

"That's  right.  It's  okay  to  cum.  Just  know  whose  cock  it  is that's gonna give ya this orgasm!" Asumu drilled his dick so far in, it

knocked the breath out of me.

"Nngh…  aaahhhh—  mmmph?!"  The  taste  of  beer  filled  my mouth as Asumu forced his lips on mine. He didn't let go of me until I stopped moaning, I realized he was doing me a favor by muffling my voice.

As  I  was  coming  down  from  the  orgasm,  Asumu's  dick  still buried in my pussy, I heard the pitchy notification from my phone.

"Okay… that's enough," I said.

Asumu laid on top of me, his entire body weight pinning me to the ground.

"We're  not  done  until  I  say  so.  Besides,  you  can't  say  you didn't like it," he said.

Without a care for what I thought, Asumu ravished me again, and again, and again, until I lost track of time. We were having such wild,  unrestrained  sex.  Souji  and  I  never  went  this  hard  before.

We've  always  been  gentle  and  passionate.  This  was  entirely different. With Souji, he made love to me. Asumu  fucked me.

And  while  I  would  never  admit  it  out  loud—   I  liked  getting fucked. 

Asumu was enjoying the fourth blowjob I was giving him when one of his friends knocked on the door.

"Yo, Sumu! The others already left. Me and Taki are gonna go karaoke. Ya coming with?" one of them called.

How  long  had  we  been  doing  this  that  they  finished  eating?

Maybe  this  was  my  escape.  I  couldn't  believe  part  of  me  was disappointed to leave, but at least it was coming to an end.

On the other hand, leaving now might invalidate the game due to an intrusion— unless…

Asumu  brushed  the  bangs  from  my  face  to  show  me  his devilish grin. He kept a hand on my head, then reached over to open the door. His friends, Ise and Taki gasped at the sight of us. I tried to get away, but Asumu's hand held my head firmly in place.

"I guess the two of ya are the lucky ones. Come in and have a piece of the action," Asumu said, letting them into the room.

"Isn't she… your brother's wife?" Taki asked, stepping around Souji.

"Yep,  and  we've  been  fucking  in  here  since,"  Asumu answered.

He facefucked me until another load poured down my throat. I backed up to the sofa, coughing up a storm.

"What  do  you  mean  'piece  of  the  action'?  There's  no  way  I would—" I was finally able to talk after swallowing the thick load, but the  next  words  wouldn't  come  out.  Asumu  held  my  phone  up  and pointed to an option on the screen.

[Have sex with Asumu's friends.] +30,000pts

[Have a bukkake performed on you.] +10,000pts

"I  dunno  what  kind  of  game  this  is,  technology  never interested  me.  But  it  looks  like  you  like  taking  orders  to  be  a  slut,"

Asumu said, then passed my phone around to show the others.

"So…  is  she  fair  game?  Do  we  really  get  to  fuck  her?"  Ise asked.

Asumu  nodded,  and  the  both  of  them  quickly  dropped  their pants. Two more dicks pressed up to my face, the musky scent of so many naked men in the room was making my mind go hazy. I tried to crawl  to  the  sofa  where  my  yukata  was,  but  someone  grabbed  my ankle and made me fall flat on the ground.

"No— aah!" My nose stung. By the time I realized what was happening, I was being invaded by another dick.

It  was  Taki  who  got  a  hold  of  me.  Strong  hands  fondled  my butt  as  he  pushed  his  dick  into  my  pussy.  Ise  positioned  himself  in front of me, waving his member in my face.

"At least let me catch my breath, I'm— aahhh! Nnhhaaa!" Taki was slamming into me so hard, like it was his first time. The intense, juvenile thrusting stirred my inside so much that I couldn't control my voice anymore.

Ise took the opportunity to stuff his dick into my open mouth, silencing my moans and means of protesting.

"Damn,  this  bitch  is  in  heat.  Is  your  husband  some  kind  of cuck?"  Ise  asked  me,  but  I  couldn't  answer  no  matter  how  much  I wanted to say no.

"Nah. I'm sure they love each other very much," Asumu said.

He sat next to Souji who was still passed out, a drink in hand, patting

his brother's back.

Why  did  this  have  to  happen  to  me?  It  was  supposed  to  be just  Asumu.  Why  did  it  bring  other  people  into  this?  My  sins  were growing, and the more they stacked up, the less I was able to resist

— the less I  wanted to resist.

This feeling of being defiled, fucked like a whore and made to be a sex toy for their urges, exhilarated me.

I was pushing my luck. There was no telling when Souji might wake up, or if a waiter decided to check on us.

The  last  two  options  awarded  enough  points  to  fulfill  the 50,000 points condition of the Fire Event. It was my home stretch.

In order to make this go faster, I had to take the initiative.

"Oh! She's deepthroating me on her own!" Ise exclaimed.

I had Ise's dick down my throat and even gently massaged his testicles.  Taki  pistoned  into  me  like  a  machine,  but  as  I  began  to grind my hips, he was content to let me do all the work. Every minute that passed by, it became harder to keep focus.

The pleasure was too great. This was my first threesome, and taking two men excited me. I must have orgasmed three more times before Taki came inside. He ejaculated so much that it was dripping down my thighs.

However, it was far from over.

"Ya  got  enough  Taki?  Switch  so  I  can  fuck  her,"  Ise  said.

Instead of going behind me, he pulled me on top of him. "Be a good girl and ride me."

I  did  as  I  was  told.  I  rode  Ise  in  the  cowgirl  position.  Uncut fingernails  dug  into  my  waist  as  he  thrusted  to  the  rhythm  of  my movements. Taki hadn't had enough, and pestered me to suck him off.

"I'm  humming!  Nnngh..."  I  said  with  a  mouthful  of  dick.  All three of us shuddered and orgasmed at the same time. Cum gushed into  my  womb  and  throat.  I  had  lost  count  how  many  times  I  was made to climax.

My  phone  suddenly  vibrated.  Asumu  was  too  engrossed watching  me  get  fucked  to  notice,  but  I  had  been  conditioned  to listen for it by now.

The screen flashed. It showed a timer, only three minutes left in the Fire Round. The remaining time wasn't what concerned me—

it was my accrued points for the event: [43,000/50,000].

I  was  7,000  short  of  clearing  the  goal.  They  still  hadn't bukkaked me yet, and the seconds were ticking away.

"Bukkake— please…" I bit down on my lip in disbelief of what I was about to say. But I had to get them to convince them to do it within the next three minutes, or I would fail. "S-Shower me with your cum!"

Asumu  whispered  to  Souji,  "Ya  hear  that?  Your  faithful  wife, Yuina, wants us to jizz on her. Hah!"

My  stomach  knotted,  fearful  that  Souji  might  have  woken  up from that.

Three  men,  all  of  whom  had  their  way  with  me,  jerked  their dicks  as  I  knelt  in  front  of  them.  My  phone  vibrated  with  such intensity  it  fell  off  the  table,  warning  me  at  the  one  minute  mark.

There  was  no  time  to  waste.  I  wrapped  my  lips  on  Asumu's  dick, sucked him off as lasciviously as possible while giving a handjob to the other two.

All  three  cocks  throbbed  and  sprayed  my  face  and  breasts with  cum,  drenching  me  from  head  to  toe  and  turning  me  into  a walking monument of infidelity.

I pushed past them to check my phone, and was relieved to see  the  conditions  fulfilled  in  time. [53,000/50,000].  The  app exploded with fanfares and confetti, telling me I had succeeded.

[Congratulations! You have earned the following:

-         53,000 points

-         A Free Pass

-         New items in the store are now available for purchase.]

"Whew, I'm satisfied. Time to pay up and get going. We'll play more next time," Asumu said.

I  was  wiping  the  cum  off  me  with  wet  towels  when  his  last sentence stuck to me. "Next time…? There won't be a next time."

He  waved  his  own  phone  and  pressed  a  recording  of  me having sex with his friends.

"There  will  be  if  you  don't  want  my  dear  little  brother  to  find out." He grinned.

Chapter 14 - Bathhouse Gangbang In the early morning while the sun was still down, Souji and I snapped awake to his phone ringing like an earthquake drill. It was a work  call.  Souji's  ringtone  volume  was  proportional  to  increasing priorities.  The  shrill  bells  were  the  loudest,  most  piercing,  and  he only received this one other time this year. This was the first time he was called while on vacation.

"I'm  sorry.  Our  CFO  Enomoto  had  something  come  up,  so they needed me to take his place. The merger meeting could mean the future of Ushigome! It'll reflect well if I ask for a promotion next year," Souji said.

"You have something up. We're on vacation. It's the weekend for god's sake." Frustrated as I was, Souji's work did come first. But as  I  began  packing,  he  put  a  hand  over  mine  and  shook  his  head.

"What? I might as well go home with you."

"I know you were looking forward to this trip. Stay another day or two, spend it with mom and dad. Don't you still need to look for a souvenir for Kanako— oh! Speaking of souvenirs, could you help me get umeshu for Mr. Tanaka?" he asked.

After what happened last night, buying souvenirs was the last thing on my mind. If I were to stay and worse things were to happen, I might not be able to face Souji when I go home. It was already hard to look him in the eyes.

Asumu had video proof of my adultery. At any point he wanted to ruin my life, all he had to do was send it to anyone.

On the other hand...

Staying wasn't such a bad idea. I needed to delete that video before leaving. Hopefully, he hadn't sent it to anyone yet.

"Fine,"  I  said.  "I'll  stay  for  the  rest  of  the  weekend,  two  days tops. What are you going to do about food?"

Souji bounced back like he had taken a punch to the gut.

"I know how to cook for myself! Well… even if I can't, Miyata and I will just hit up a place to eat," he said.

No  one  was  awake  because  of  how  early  it  was.  It  was strange to walk Souji out of a house that wasn't ours.

"Can  you  tell  mom  and  dad  I'll  make  it  up  to  them  later somehow?" he asked.

"Leave it to me. Try not to burn the apartment down!" I said, then gave him a kiss before he sat off.

Souji  didn't  remember  anything  at  all,  which  was  a  surprise considering how much noise was made. Either way, that was a relief.

Since  I  was  already  up,  I  might  as  well  check  the  new  stuff that was unlocked in the NTL app shop. I didn't get a chance to since I fell right to sleep as I got home, exhausted from all that Asumu and his  friends  subjected  me  to.  My  body  was  slightly  sticky  from  it.  I should probably take a shower after checking the shop.

During  the  Fire  Event,  I  accidentally  spent  20,000  points  on the [Broken Egg] effect, which presumably made ejaculate infertile.

Was that actually true? Even if it were, how could it possibly tamper with  bodily  functions  from  a  click  of  a  button?  It  sounded  like something  a  game  feature  would  have,  like  an  RPG  or  strategy game effect.

God…  I  didn't  want  to  think  this  was  a  supernatural phenomenon going on, or maybe some God was having fun playing around with my marital life.

Regardless  of  whether  it  worked  or  not,  those  men  wore condoms  anyway.  Too  bad  my  misclick  cost  me  20,000  points.  In spite  of  that,  I  came  away  with  53,000  points,  totalling

[65,000/5,000,000].

This was more than I ever expected to earn.

The two effects from yesterday's event were now available in the shop, ready to activate as soon as I buy it. All that had changed was a duration slapped onto it.

[Broken  Egg]  -  Spend  20,000  points  to  render  all ejaculates unable to impregnate you. Lasts 24 hours. 

[Popsicle] - Spend 10,000 points to make dicks taste like candy. Lasts 24 hours. 

Among them, there were also:

[Mystery Box] - Spend 10,000 points to receive a random item from the shop. 

[Tag]  -  Spend  100,000  points  to  send  your  round  to another player in range of your choice. 

[Invisibility Potion] - Spend 75,000 points to go invisible. 

You  can  be  heard  and  touched,  but  no  one  can  see  you  or anything you hold. Lasts 1 hour. 

Some of these were a little unbelievable. An invisibility potion of  all  things?  On  the  other  hand,  plenty  of  unbelievable  things  had been happening since I started playing NTL.

If  I  hadn't  accidentally  spent  20,000  points,  I  could  have bought  an  invisibility  potion  to  sneak  into  Asumu's  room  to  get  his phone.

Well, assuming it actually worked.

I  should  just  stick  with  the  points  I  had  right  now  and  not spend  anything.  Who  knows  when  I  was  going  to  be  forced  into having  sex  again.  That  Broken  Egg  might  be  a  life  saver.  Since  I didn't  have  enough  to  buy  an  invisibility  potion,  I  was  just  going  to have to take Asumu's phone the old fashion way.

However, I should have expected that it would be difficult.

"Yuina,  will  you  mind  the  house?  This  old  fart  wants  to  play mahjong so badly, he'd risk breaking his back to do it, so I'm going with.  We'll  get  something  to  eat  while  we're  out,  so  don't  mind  us!"

Aina said, as she and Kato left the house to goto a friend's place.

Asumu came out of his room with a devious grin on his face.

"It would be bad if I clicked this share button to Souji, wouldn't it?" he asked.

"Fine… What do you want?" I asked, doing my best to keep from blowing my lid.

"I'm  going  to  the  local  bathhouse.  I  got  cozy  with  the  owner, and  he's  willing  to  let  me  have  the  mixed  baths  in  private.  You're coming with," he said.

No doubt he wanted to have sex with me again. The thought was getting me excited, but I had to keep a clear head and not let it show  on  my  face.  My  plan  was  simple.  Once  Asumu  dropped  his

guard, I would snatch his phone and destroy the video. Just dropping the phone in water would do.

"Oh,  and  one  more  thing.  You  should  take  your  ring  off,"  he said.

"What? You've got to be joking." I could never take off the one thing that connected me to Souji.

"Well,  if  you're  walking  around  wearing  a  ring,  with  me  not wearing  a  ring,  people  are  going  to  start  making  assumptions."

Asumu shrugged.

I gasped.

Asumu was right. People would see a married woman walking with a man without a ring. They could only think an affair was going on, especially if I walked into the mixed baths with him.

I  had  this  on  since  the  moment  we  exchanged  our  vows.  It was the testament to my love and devotion to Souji, yet I was going to betray that.

No. The truth was, I had already betrayed him so many times.

If  only  he  knew  what  I  was  going  through.  What  the  app  was subjecting  me  to  do.  This  was  for  him.  Because  if  I  didn't  do  the things I did, he could get hurt. Or worse. One thing was for certain, no  matter  what  I  did  with  other  men,  no  matter  how  debauched  I'd become, Souji was the only one I loved.

I made a silent apology to my husband and tugged the ring off my  finger,  wrapped  it  in  a  piece  of  cloth,  and  stuffed  it  into  my suitcase.

The  imprint  of  the  ring  was  still  there,  but  my  finger  felt  so empty. Any trace that it once had a ring would disappear in an hour or so. Then it really would be as though I was never married.

Asumu wasted no time taking me to the bathhouse, located in the middle of the city. People were still celebrating the second of two days  that  spanned  Obon.  I  had  come  out  wearing  nothing underneath  my  yukata  again.  This  time,  it  was  as  per  Asumu's orders and not the app. This was somehow a lot more embarrassing than yesterday.

The  bathhouse  was  a  traditional  sento.  Since  most  people were out enjoying themselves, there was hardly anyone inside.

"Yo, Yansan!" Asumu leaned over the counter and called out to the man who had a magazine covering his sleeping face.

Yansan jolted awake, the magazine slipping off his head and onto the floor. His eyes darted left and right like trying to figure out if he was in the right era. He was an older man without any hair left on his head, stray strands of white and sunspots were all that remained.

Thick glasses sat on the bridge of his nose, but even then he had to squint to see.

"Should  ya  really  be  running  a  business  if  you're  just  gonna fall  asleep?"  Asumu  asked  him.  "Though,  I  don't  blame  ya  if  you're resting up for later."

Later? 

"Just  dozed  off  is  all,"  Yansan  said.  His  eyes  shifted  to  me, particularly  to  my  chest.  I  wondered  if  he  noticed  I  wasn't  wearing any underwear?

"If  you  stare  too  much,  you'll  embarrass  her.  So  about  the bath reservation…" Asumu said, tapping the counter.

"Right!" Yansan cleared his throat and hopped off his seat. He led  us  to  the  entrance  to  the  baths.  Three  doors,  each  with  a respective gender and the center entrance was designated for mixed gender.

Asumu and I went through free of charge, and he immediately started stripping. I stood there clutching my bag and phone, my heart racing  like  I'd  run  a  marathon.  As  soon  as  he  dropped  his  pants,  I saw  the  massive  dick  that  was  ravishing  me  only  yesterday,  and would be inside me again tonight.

I shifted my attention to his phone, which he dropped into the basket along with his clothes. If I could find a moment to sneak out of the baths before he did, then victory was mine. He could no longer blackmail me without the video.

He  came  over  and  copped  a  feel  of  my  butt  through  the yukata.

"What's wrong? We're the only ones, so no need to be shy,"

he said.

I  swallowed  hard  and  stripped,  putting  everything  into  the basket.

The  two  of  us  walked  into  a  brightly  lit  bath.  Paintings  of ocean  waves  covered  the  walls,  low  lit  decorative  paper  lanterns hung  above  us  to  emulate  the  Obon  theme.  On  either  sides  of  the bath were a row of showers to rinse off at, and at the center was the large pool to bathe in.

Asumu  pulled  up  a  seat  and  sat  down  in  front  of  a  shower, then spread his legs.

"This guy ain't gonna wash itself now, is it?" he said.

"Nn…" I bit back a retort and sat myself between his legs to start sucking him off, all the while he was rinsing himself with a smile on his face.

"Whew! I'm beat," someone's voice echoed from the changing room.

I tried to pull away, but Asumu pushed me all the way down to the base. A load of cum gushed down my throat.

"Mmmm!"

Gulp. Gulp. Gulp. 

"Oh, Sumu's already here and having fun."

"Let me get in on the action, too!"

Asumu's  friends,  not  just  Taki  and  Ise,  but  the  whole  group was here— all five of them, six including Asumu.

When he finally let go of my head, I slapped his face.

"What the hell? I thought it was going to be just us?" I asked.

Asumu threw his head back and laughed.

"Don't worry. We'll spend the whole night fucking when we get back.  Until  then,  a  good  friend  needs  to  share.  If  you   really  didn't want  this,  you  would  have  left  with  Souji.  Ain't  that  right?"  He grabbed my shoulders, his touch sent shocks throughout my body.

Maybe  it  was  just  my  imagination,  but  Asumu  was  right  yet again.

I decided to stay. Me.

It was too late to look for a way out. They had me surrounded, ready to have their way with me. This trip was turning out worse by the minute. I regretted not pushing the issue to go home with Souji.

When  I  stared  back  into  their  lustful  gazes,  knowing  that  it was me who got them hard in the first place, my heart began to throb

not  with  revulsion,  but  with  bated  excitement.  My  groin  was  getting wet,  and  it  wasn't  from  the  shower  splashing  water  on  me.  Seeing Ise and Taki's familiar cocks reminded me of how much they made me orgasm. Now there were six. My skin was crawling, tingling.

I think...

Deep down…

I might have hoped for this to happen.

Asumu  and  his  friends  took  their  turns  cumming  into  my mouth. They made me suck them off in rotation and swallow every load. Still, they wanted more. The different sizes and shapes, varying girth  and  length,  feeling  them  in  my  mouth  and  hands  was  so addicting.

By the time they wanted to move on to fucking me, my knees and jaw were so sore that I was thankful we were doing something else.  My  stomach  was  so  full  of  semen  that  I  stopped  feeling peckish, and soon they would be filling another part of my belly.

"I need to… check my phone, please…" I begged.

Asumu  sighed.  "Alright.  Make  it  quick.  Don't  forget  what happens if you ain't a good girl."

Half a dozen eyes burned into my back as I made my way out of the baths. I bumped into Yansan in the changing room.

"I'm  sorry!  Are  you  okay?"  I  made  room  for  him  and  bowed, then realized that I was still naked.

"I'm fine!" He picked himself up, cleared his throat, and went out to the lobby.

Strange. What was he doing here?

Never mind that.

I  found  Asumu's  phone  in  his  basket.  Since  he  was technologically  illiterate,  there  was  no  passlock  on  it.  I  was  able  to navigate to and delete the video with ease, and double checked to see  if  there  were  any  other  videos.  There  weren't.  A  wave  of  relief washed over me. I was free. I didn't have to listen to him anymore.

Yet…  my  crotch  was  on  fire.  Six  men  were  waiting  to  have their way with me inside. If I left now, I would never get that chance again.

The guilt in my heart pulsed loudly in my ears, but the more I thought of the pleasure, the orgasms from all the sex I could have, those  shameful  thoughts  disappeared.  I  crept  over  to  my  phone, opened the NTL app, and purchased the Broken Egg effect. Now my body  shouldn't  be  able  to  get  pregnant.  I  could  only  pray  that  was true.

"Forgive me for being like this, Souji… but I really need this," I whispered into the phone, then placed it back into my basket.

When  I  returned,  all  six  of  them  had  rinsed  off  and  were bathing  in  the  large  pool.  They  eagerly  awaited  my  return.  Asumu made a gesture for me to sit on his lap.

"I had to check on something…" I said.

The  water  was  up  to  my  knees,  and  when  I  sat  down  on Asumu's lap, it was up to my belly. None of them had condoms. We would  be  doing  it  raw,  their  cum  was  going  to  spill  into  the  womb reserved for Souji.

Asumu's cock was the first to fill me up. He twisted my nipples as I sat down on it, and felt him hit the cervix.

"Aaahh… that— nngh…" I bit back my moans.

"All of us are your husbands tonight. We're going to fill you up and play roulette to see who gets ya pregnant," Asumu laughed.

"As if… nngh… the only person whose baby I'm going to carry is Sou— mmrph!" Someone jammed their dick into my mouth. Two other men guided each of my hands to their members. I was made to pleasure  four  at  once,  used  again  like  a  sex  toy.  Pleasure  chipped away my sanity.

Just like before, Asumu wasn't moving. He had me do all the work,  bouncing  on  his  cock,  slamming  our  hips  together  and splashing water all over the place.

All  of  their  hard  meat  felt  good.  Stroking  the  thick  and  rigid flesh in my hands, sucking on another to milk cum down my throat, and the coup de grace was getting rammed into while surrounded by two others.

Ise and Taki sat out to let their other friends get a piece of the action.  They  watched,  jerking  themselves  but  never  finishing,  and made it obvious they wanted to cum into me.

Asumu  grabbed  me  by  the  hips,  hot  cum  gushed  into  my womb,  warming  me  up  from  the  inside  more  than  the  water  could.

The sensation pushed me over the edge, and the orgasm robbed me of my consciousness.

"Mmrrph!  Shhlllrrrp…  mmmmrh,  shllrrrpp! "

The  other  three  came  soon  after.  Ejaculate  slid  down  my throat, and the two using my hands shot their load onto my breasts.

"You  clamped  down  so  tight,  I  couldn't  stop  cumming.  Felt good for you, too?" Asumu asked as he kissed my back.

"It didn't feel good at all— aaahhh!" My body shuddered when he pulled his dick out of me.

Asumu  held  my  chin  and  made  me  face  him.  The  water splashes as Ise and Taki hop into the bath to take their turn.

"By  the  end  of  the  night,  you're  going  to  admit  that  you  love our cocks more than Souji." He grinned.

"I  would  never…"  I  stated,  breathing  conviction  into  each word.

Ise took me next. He sat down on the edge of the bath and, having taken the idea from Asumu, gestured for me to sit on his dick.

It was an awkward position, but it was on purpose because he laid down  and  pulled  me  on  top  of  him.  Someone  else  came  up  from behind and pressed a dick to my ass.

"Wait—  not  there!  Not—  Nnnghhaaaaa!"  I  screamed  as  my other  hole  was  filled  with  Taki's  cock  for  the  first  time  in  my  life, reminding  me  of  when  I  was  fingered  on  the  bus.  My  lower  body shook  like  an  earthquake,  I  was  on  the  verge  of  passing  out.  The pressure of one in my pussy and another in my ass was a feeling I didn't want to know— a pleasure I didn't expect to like. If they fucked me like this, I might not be able to return to normal sex. "Please…

pull out…"

For  whatever  reason,  my  pleading  eyes  fell  to  Asumu  who watched  on  with  a  smirk.  He  didn't  care  that  I  was  being  taken  by other  men.  He  could  have  had  me  for  himself,  but  shared  me instead. The ultimate humiliation to both me and Souji— to have his brother's wife screwed by as many people as possible.

Asumu's  friends  started  thrusting.  Both  holes  heated  up  like an  inferno.  Someone  waved  a  dick  in  front  of  my  face,  and  I instinctively opened my mouth to accept it.

I loved this.

Three cocks at once, every hole stuffed. I was losing my mind to this pleasure.

My  orgasms  came  faster  than  usual.  They  continued  to  fuck me  even  as  I  climaxed,  the  merry-go-round  didn't  stop,  and  music started playing in my head.

I  ravenously  swallowed  their  cum,  and  accepted  their  loads into  my  womb  and  ass.  When  my  consciousness  began  to  fade,  a new cock entered me and snapped me awake to a quaking orgasm.

My  thoughts  drifted  into  the  past.  I  had  never  been  a  lewd woman. Sex was great, but I desired love more. Throughout college, the number of times I laid with a man before I met Souji was one, but that relationship wasn't at all physical.

Perhaps  it  was  because  I  didn't  experience  all  I  could  that  I became so loose now.

A  bucket  of  water  splashed  me  and  brought  me  back  to  my senses  on  the  bath  floor.  My  entire  body  was  tingling  with aftershocks  of  the  many  orgasms  they  gave  me.  All  six  of  them surrounded  me.  Asumu  bent  down  and  stroked  my  face.  His  touch felt nice.

"We're  gonna  do  one-on-ones  now.  Which  one  of  us  do  ya want first?" he asked.

"I want… everyone…" I answered through quivering lips.

Chapter 15 - Walk of Shame

"We're gonna go eat. I'll bring something back for ya. Then we can go again in my room. Just you and me," Asumu said, patting my aching butt.

The lights were blinding. I could just pass out right here. They left me lying on my back on the bath floor, covered in ejaculate and a whole lot of it leaking from both holes. I couldn't so much as move my legs, they were so numb.

A pair of footsteps alerted me to the entrance. Did the owner open the mixed baths? I had to get out of here before other people saw me in this state.

It  was  Yansan  who  stood  over  me,  obscuring  the  lights  that stung my eyes.

"Can you… help me up?" I pleaded to him.

"It's horrible what they did to you," he said.

His  words  of  compassion  put  my  heart  at  ease.  Then  the sound  of  a  belt  being  unbuckled  and  subsequently  clattering  to  the ground echoed across the baths. He laid on top of me and stuck his stiff rod, lubricated from all the mixed juices, into my pussy.

"Yansan— wait… aaahhh!" Still sensitive from all the sex, the bathhouse  owner's  dick  made  me  scream  with  pleasure.  He  was  a beast,  desperate  for  action  even  though  Asumu  and  his  friends reduced me to sloppy seconds for him.

"Ooh! Asumu said I could do this after they were done. After all they did, you're still so tight… I haven't had sex in years, just let me have this!" he begged.

I couldn't stop him even if I tried. There was no strength left in me to resist. I might not have even if I could.

This man, old enough to be my grandfather, was screwing me like he had found his youthful vigor again. His orgasm pumped years of pent-up cum into my womb. I wrapped my arms around him in the heat of the moment. We embraced each other. He kissed me, even though I had sucked other men's dicks and swallowed their cum. His

slippery tongue pushed into my mouth, and I received it by nursing on it.

Yansan greedily kept me for another hour, using every part of my body from my mouth, breasts, ass, and even hair. At some point, he left to tend to the front and gave me permission to wash up before leaving.  My  whole  being  had  been  defiled.  Souji  was  becoming  an afterthought, and my guilt-ridden feelings were disappearing.

When I went to go change, my yukata was gone. All that was left in the basket was my phone.

"Asumu…" I uttered his name in derision.

I  thought  to  ask  Yansan  for  extra  clothes,  but  there  were murmuring and shuffling just outside of the mixed bath. No one had come  in  yet,  the  owner  must  be  doing  me  a  favor  by  keeping  it closed. But I was stuck here naked.

Just how was I supposed to get home like this?

A lightbulb flashed in my head.

"The  invisibility  potion!"  I  checked  the  app  shop,  but  it  came up with an error message that I had insufficient points. "Ugh… I have nowhere near enough."

I had 45,000 points after spending 20,000 on [Broken Egg]. It wasn't  enough  even  if  I  didn't  purchase  the  effect.  Of  course something as powerful as to defy reality would be expensive.

Clicking  on  the  potion  a  second  time  brought  up  a  different menu.

[Would you like to acquire a loan?]

[Please  input  the  amount  out  of  a  maximum  of  100,000

here: {######}]

The last time I accepted a loan, options were selected for me until I had enough to pay back. In order to buy the potion, I needed the difference of 30,000 points worth about three sex options. I had no other choice but to take it.

I  entered  30,000  points  into  the  menu  and  hit  the  accept button.  My  points  rose  to  [75,000/5,000,000]  which  I  then  used  to purchase the invisibility potion.

"Was  someone  going  to  deliver  it  to  me,  or…?"  I  looked around, expecting Yansan to deliver me a package like a waiter did

at the restaurant. However, no one came. Then my basket rustled. A small, glass vial with blue liquid swirled inside it.

This  was  real.  No  mistake  about  it.  There  was  a  mysterious force  behind  the  NTL  app.  Once  I  got  home,  Kanako  and  I  were going to have a nice long talk about this.

"Bottom's  up…"  I  took  a  deep  breath  and  drank  the  liquid.  It was tasteless, and went down my throat as easily as water. My body didn't feel any different

The  next  step  was  to  trust  that  this  was  real.  A  part  of  me wished  it  wasn't,  that  once  I  walked  outside  people  would  gawk  at my  indecency.  At  least  that  way,  I'd  know  this  world  was  still  the same boring and normal place.

I  clutched  my  phone  tight.  According  to  the  potion  tooltip, anything  I  held  remained  invisible.  Voices  grew  louder  as  I approached  the  entrance.  I  walked  out  into  the  lobby  of  Yansan's sento, where a group of women were just entering the women's side of the baths.

Yansan was at the counter, taking money as guests came into the establishment. He threw the occasional glance at the mixed bath area, probably wondering if I was still in there, and if so, why I hadn't left yet. Chances were, he didn't know that my clothes were stolen.

The fact that no one noticed me standing right outside of the mixed bath entrance was proof the potion worked.

"I can't believe it…" I muttered.

Yansan  shot  a  look  in  my  direction.  I  froze  up  and  held  my breath.

I might be invisible, but I could still be heard and touched.

"Must  be  my  imagination.  Hoo-wee  was  that  a  good  fuck.  If she's still in there, maybe I'll go have another round." Yansan giggled creepily to himself.

Goosebumps ran up my spine.

I couldn't believe I let such a decrepit old man have sex with me. But just thinking back on it made my pussy throb with joy. Wild imaginations  raced  through  my  head,  one  of  them  being  to  sneak upstairs to Yansan's house and lie in his bed, waiting for him to come

upstairs to have sex with him through the night. Or to sneak into the men's side of the bath to be gangbanged a second time.

What sort of thoughts were these to make a married woman like myself crave the scenarios to come true. The power was in my hands, my decision.

The timer on my phone running down made the decision for me.  I  had  to  hurry  home.  Racing  through  the  city,  barefooted  and without  a  shred  of  clothes  on,  wasn't  any  less  embarrassing  just because  I  couldn't  be  seen.  It  was  humiliating  to  expose  myself  in public,  but  the  freedom  and  perverseness  made  it  all  the  more thrilling.

I stopped to catch my breath in front of a convenience store, along an empty stretch of road that led to my in-laws' home. There were  much  less  people  here  outside  of  the  main  city  confines.  A group  of  college-aged  boys  came  out  of  the  store  and  started smoking.  I  should  have  left  right  away  but  felt  compelled  to  stand still.

They had no idea a naked woman was in front of them. That excited me. I kneaded my breasts and rubbed my clit, masturbated before their eyes— it turned me on so much.

If  I  came  out  of  my  invisibility  now,  I  wondered  if  they  would fuck me, too?

The longer I stayed here, the harder it was to think straight.

"Hey, what do you say we go to—" One of the boys stood up and  pointed  across  the  field,  but  accidentally  poked  my  breast.

"What the…?"

I  stepped  back,  clutching  my  own  body.  His  touch  on  a sensitive  part  that  had  been  groped  for  half  the  day  made  me squeak, but I choked down my voice.

"What's the matter? You see a ghost?" his friend asked.

"No,  I  coulda  sworn  I  just  touched  something  squishy."  The student  started  poking  the  air,  earning  a  round  of  laughter  from  his friends.

Not wanting to draw anymore attention, I took off running and didn't stop until I reached home. It was the dead of night. I washed my feet with the hose before going in.

Aina  and  Kato  were  asleep  by  now.  Finally,  within  the comforts of my own room, I ended the potion's effects early and laid down in the futon.

My  torture,  however,  wouldn't  end  yet.  Asumu  entered  my room, butt naked and dick erect.

"Looks like ya got home safe and sound. Hope you're ready for more?" he asked, slipping into my futon.

"You've  got  to  be  joking.  I'm  not—  aahh!"  An  erotic  moan escaped my lips as he groped me, feeling my body up in bed like we were the ones married. My phone buzzed with a notification, giving me an option I couldn't refuse— to have sex with Asumu.

This was going to be a long night.

Chapter 16 - Our Home No Longer While Asumu was pounding into me, my face buried into the pillow  begging  for  more  in  my  delirious  and  sex-crazed  state, something started ringing. Asumu tossed me my phone.

"Answer it," he said.

What I saw first was the time— 12:34AM, two hour since we started having sex. Then I saw Souji's name on the screen. The call had already been picked up.

"Ya  don't  wanna  miss  a  call  from  dear  ol'  hubby,  do  ya?"

Asumu asked quietly and smirked.

"  Hello?  Yuina?  Yuinaaa! "  Souji's  voice  came  through repeating my name, but I was afraid to talk and give away what was happening. That bastard did this on purpose. He picked up the call knowing full well I couldn't ignore Souji.

"H-Hi, dear… nnh…" I suppressed the urge to moan. Behind me, Asumu changed up the pace. His thrusting sped up. "Ahh— did you… just get home from work?"

"  No,  I've  actually  been  home  for  a  while  now.  The  meeting didn't last long, but everything went smoothly and the transition is a go! "  He  spoke  so  excitedly  about  work,  not  realizing  that  I  was getting fucked to another orgasm by his brother.

"That's,  ahh—  great!  Yes…  ohhh…!  Guess  that  promotion…

nnghaa— is a sure thing for you now?" I asked.

It became harder to concentrate the closer I got to climaxing. I bit down on the pillow and screamed into it so Souji couldn't hear.

"  Yeah, about that… I'll tell you later. Anyway, you don't sound too good. Are you coming down with a cold? " Souji asked.

"Ahh—  I'm  just  packing,  getting  ready  to  leave  tomorrow!"  I said through clenched teeth.

"  I can't wait to have you back, and uh…  I know Asumu can be a pain, but I hope you two can get along. I'm sure he'll come around and accept the job with enough convincing, " he said.

"I'm sure… we can, too— aahhnn… I'm getting close! Just a little more and...maybe— agguuh… mmmrpph!" My lips were sealed

by a kiss. I made out with Asumu while  Souji was still speaking to me.

I was getting impatient. I wished he would hang up already so I could focus on the sex and Asumu's cock.

"Ya  squeeze  so  tight  when  talking  to  Souji,  it's  gonna  make me cum," Asumu whispered.

"  Well,  I'm  heading  to  bed  now.  You  don't  stay  up  too  long either, okay? Night, love you! " Souji said.

"Love you… too— aahhhhh!" I shut the phone before he could hear the moans. It might have cut off too early, but it should be fine.

My head was spinning. The pleasure overwhelmed me. After jizzing inside me, Asumu pulled out and slapped his dick above my belly.  It  was  still  hard,  and  the  look  on  his  face  told  me  he  wanted more.

"Ahh… letting it into you really hits the spot. Maybe I will take that  janitor  job  at  my  brother's  company.  I'll  even  hunker  down  at your place so we can keep doing this. What do you think?" Asumu asked.

I  didn't  know  what  to  think  anymore.  I  just  wanted  one  thing right now, and that was more sex. Asumu knew that.

"I don't care… please… put it back in and make me cum…" I begged.

"Whose cock do ya want?" he asked.

"Yours. I want yours! Fuck me with your cock!" I brought my arms  around  his  neck  and  clamped  my  legs  behind  his  waist,  the thick cock entered me again and didn't part with me until hours later.

The  next  morning,  Asumu  and  I  were  packing  to  leave  for Shinjuku. Despite all that I was subjected to last night, the app only activated once. I earned 10,000 points, another 20,000 to go until the loan was paid off.

"Can't  believe  you  convinced  that  deadbeat  ass  to  work,  but good  riddance.  Maybe  he'll  finally  learn  some  responsibility  and discipline," Kato said, spitting off to the side.

"Oh,  sush.  He's  finally  picking  up  a  job  again,  the  least  you can do is be happy for him," Aina scolded.

I was already packed with my suitcase. Fortunately, there was a nearby liquor store where I purchased a pricey bottle of umeshu.

Aina always made us mochi; it was Souji's favorite. So when I asked her for an extra batch to give Kanako, she and Kato were more than happy to oblige.

Asumu lumbered out of the house, carrying only a duffel bag full of clothes and yawning into his hand. His mother gave him a hug, but the father couldn't care less.

"You may be going to your brother's home, but make sure to behave and pick up after yourself." Aina patted her son's shoulder.

"I won't cause too much trouble. Hell, maybe I'll earn enough to move out to my own place," he said, to which his father scoffed at.

If  only  they  knew  why  he  was  really  coming  to  Shinjuku.  I already  told  Souji,  but  how  were  we  going  to  move  forward  with Asumu in the house? Especially if he planned to have sex with me, my husband was bound to find out sooner or later.

Aina took my hands in her's, sensing my distress.

"Might be a little harder now with another person in the house, but do keep trying with Souji. I want to see a grandchild soon," she whispered excitedly.

"I  won't  get  in  their  way  too  much!"  Asumu  chimed  in  after overhearing.

The  trip  back  home  was  surprisingly  civil.  When  it  wasn't  on the  topic  of  sex,  Asumu  cracked  stupid  jokes  and  complained  a  lot about  'city  folks'  who  looked  down  on  him.  Towards  the  end  of  the trip, he even confessed the reason he bulked up was due to being bullied in high school.

I almost felt bad for him.

Almost.

"It  even  stinks  out  here  compared  to  Tatsuno."  Asumu grimaced and wrinkled his nose as we entered the elevator.

I couldn't agree more. Noise and air pollution was plenty, a far cry from the tranquil and fresh landscape of northern Tatsuno City.

But unlike Asumu, I'd lived in an urban city for most of my life.

This was my comfort.

"Lucky  for  you,  we  have  a  guest  room.  I'll  lay  out  a  futon,"  I said, unlocking the door to the room that hadn't seen use until now.

For a guest room, it was plenty spacious and furnished with its own bathroom. Not on the scale of the master bedroom, but anyone who saw  this  first  could  easily  mistake  it  for  one.  The  place  was  a  little dusty, but nothing a fan wouldn't fix.

Souji  and  Asumu  both  cracked  open  beers  and  chugged down their first can of the night.

"Your interview tomorrow is just for procedure's sake. The job is already yours unless you go in and punch the interviewers," Souji said.

"Eight hours a day, five days a week. Sounds like a shitty job,"

Asumu grumbled, stuffing his mouth full of rice.

"It's not all bad. Just like me, you get to come home to a nice dinner.  Yuina's  a  great  cook."  My  husband  winked  at  me,  which made my heart flutter for several reasons.

"She's great at a  lot of things. Heh." Asumu also winked, but Souji didn't notice.

I sighed at both of them. I didn't like the idea of being treated like a whore. What would other people think, seeing Asumu coming in and out of the house? What was Mr. Tanaka going to think?

Our  new  living  arrangements  made  me  sick  to  my  stomach, and it wasn't from the cum Asumu forced me to swallow.

When  I  glanced  down  at  my  wedding  ring,  a  great  sense  of guilt  washed  over  me.  That  I  actually  took  it  off  at  Asumu's  order stoked red hot anger. No one was  ever going to ask me to take it off again.

If only…

If  only  I  could  channel  that  intense  emotion  into  refusing Asumu's advances, but I had no one to blame but myself. In the end, I was the one who allowed all that had happened to me happen.

Despite  all  the  sex  we  had,  the  one  thing  keeping  me  from snapping was the pleasure from Asumu's intense pursuits. If at any point  the  status  quo  changed,  and  he  jeopardized  my  relationship with Souji…

I didn't even want to think about it.

"You  know,"  Asumu  put  a  muscular  arm  around  Souji's  neck and grinned. "It's like Yuina's taking care of two husbands now. Hah!"

Souji suppressed a laugh and threw a nervous look at me. I was  taken  by  surprise  that  he  didn't  scold  or  tell  off  Asumu  for cracking an obscene joke.

"You're going to have to look for your own wife," Souji finally said after noticing my glare.

"Since  the  two  of  you  will  be  going  to  work  together,  you should get an early sleep. Wouldn't want to make a bad impression at  work."  I  ate  quietly  for  the  rest  of  dinner  and  let  the  displeasure show on my face.

While we were getting ready for bed, Souji was a bit restless.

"Maybe it's my imagination but… are you upset with me?" he asked.

"No. Why would I be?" I lied.

Souji and I had been together too long to simply believe me at face value. He sat up in bed, an apologetic expression stared back at me.

"For one, letting Asumu live in our home. Two, I left you in the middle of our Obon vacation." Souji wiggled two fingers in my face.

I tried not to laugh.

The  innocence  of  his  goofiness  was  one  of  many  traits  that charmed me over when we first met. It was hard not to love him for that.

"You laughed," he said.

"I did not." I looked away, but Souji suddenly climbed on top of me.

"Want to try for it again tonight?" he asked, staring me right in the  eyes.  His  hand  reached  down  between  my  thighs,  and  I reflexively opened my legs for him.

That night, Souji was able to go for several rounds. Whether he  was  jealous  of  Asumu's  obvious  flirtations,  or  he  was  trying  to make up for leaving me in Tatsuno with his family, I didn't know. Nor

did I care. I enjoyed being in my husband's embrace, purred into his ears, and spoiled him with fellatio.

While  he  came  three  times  inside  me,  I  didn't  climax  once.

Never before had I needed to fake an orgasm with Souji. But I did so as to not hurt his pride. He fell asleep soon after, and while I wasn't satisfied, just having him make an effort was enough.

It was a strange feeling seeing two men off at the door. Gone was the private intimacy I shared with Souji every morning. Asumu burst into our room to wake us up before the alarm even went off. I knew he did that on purpose to get a rise out of me, especially since I was still naked from last night.

Breakfast  was  a  crowd.  I  instinctively  made  only  enough  for two,  so  I  insisted  Asumu  eat  my  portion  instead.  When  I  saw  them out, it was no less annoying.

"What about me?" Asumu pointed to himself after I gave Souji a kiss.

"Get going already," I said, putting my hands on my hips.

As soon as they left, I went to pop some pain relief medicine.

Being  prematurely  awakened  this  morning  left  me  with  a  dull headache.  When  the  pain  subsided,  another  urge  knocked  at different parts of my body.

I grabbed my dildo and went to masturbate on Asumu's bed, wrapping  myself  in  his  sheets  and  scent,  and  burying  my  face  into his pillow as I came.

"What's gotten over me…" I wept, slowly pumping the sex toy to ride the wave of a much needed orgasm.

After  clearing  my  head  and  fixing  the  room,  I  called  up Kanako to come over. She was ecstatic to hear from me. Though I suspected it was more about getting her favorite homemade mochi than anything else.

"Hi!  My  bestest  friend  in  the  world  whom  I  owe  my  greatest gratitude  to!"  Kanako  flew  through  the  door  and  threw  her  arms around me like we were in college again. I nearly fell on my ass with her on top if I hadn't backed up against the wall.

"Kanako,  I  know  you're  excited  for  the  mochi,  but  there's something important that we need to talk about." The look I gave her was enough to make her take my words seriously.

I recounted the suspicious and strange activities surrounding the  NTL  app  with  heavily  omitted  details  about  my  infidelity:  how  it couldn't be uninstalled, had no listed developer in the app store, the consequences  Souji  faced  when  I  ignored  a  game,  and  reality-twisting purchasables like the Broken Egg and invisibility potion.

"Holy shit. You're right," Kanako muttered as she attempted to uninstall the app from her phone. She fell silent and put the phone on the coffee table like it had become a foreign object. "Wait… this is all too much for me to take in. Especially the Broken Egg and invis potion? Have you tried it before?"

"I— I have… tried the potion. It really did turn me invisible," I answered.

"And what about Souji?" she asked.

"One time, he fell down a flight of stairs and had a hard knock to  his  head.  What  about  you?  You  must  have  ignored  the  game  at some point. Did anything happen to you or Jun?" I suggested.

"No,  I  don't—"  Kanako  furrowed  her  brow  and  then  checked her phone. She showed me a chart of their stocks across an entire year.  It  wasn't  her  first  time  showing  me.  I'd  seen  it  before  on  a consistent climb when it was pulled back to a five-year period. Aside from gains being good and loss being bad, I had no idea how to read it.

"You're going to have to explain it to me," I said.

"I  remember  these  dates!"  Kanako  pointed  to  two  points  on the  chart  where  two  incredibly  sharp  drops  had  occurred.  Once  on March  3rd  and  another  on  July  25th.  "The  first  one  was  mine  and Jun's anniversary. I was soooo angry at him for bringing his friends over. NTL sent me a set of options asking me to fuck his friends. I was  like  'hell  no!'  and  ignored  it.  That  night,  we  lost  hundreds  of millions from Jun's shares losing value. On the 25th, the same thing happened but it was with a security guard."

Her phone suddenly dropped from her hands.

"Kanako?"  I  picked  up  her  phone  for  her,  but  she  had  sunk into the couch and curled up into a ball.

"No way… Jun started paying less attention to me right after.

It matches up. I don't fucking believe it," she whimpered.

Chapter 17 - Deepening Mystery

Kanako  and  I  took  a  train  to  Meguro  City  to  meet  with  the friend who first introduced her to the app. Hinata Nishimoto was her name.  She  agreed  to  meet  with  us,  but  strangely,  on  the  condition that we bought something for her to eat.

An  odd  request,  but  certainly  not  one  we  would  decline.

Especially when we called her up on such short notice. We walked around  in  fear  of  the  app  forcing  us  to  do  an  option.  It  would  be worse for me since I still had 20,000 points from the loan to pay off.

Fortunately,  we  managed  to  buy  some  artisan  burgers  without incident.

"Aww,  man.  Why  do  American-style  hamburgers  gotta  smell so good? I want to eat now!" Kanako complained.

"We're almost there, aren't we?" I asked, looking at the GPS

on my phone.

"Yeah, but this is weird. She used to be living in a richer part of Meguro the last time I visited her…" Kanako said.

We reached a part of the city where public housing complexes were  raised  together  in  close  quarters.  The  apartments  were uniform,  bleak  in  color,  and  bystreets  between  each  building  were parked full of bicycles.

A  pair  of  older  men,  one  pushing  a  stroller  and  another walking  with  a  cane,  emerged  from  a  building  and  gave  us  an awkward look.

Kanako did a double take at the text from her friend. We both had  the  same  idea,  wondering  if  this  somber  district  was  the  right place.  Even  the  position  of  the  clouds  obscuring  the  sun  draped  a dreary atmosphere over this side of the city.

These were the kind of places homeless folk were transferred into after getting off their feet, or for families and individuals on low-incomes who survived off government support. Was Kanako's friend struggling? Because she lived on the precipice of homelessness and was essentially impoverished.

"Meguro-Ogata  Public  Housing,  Building  2."  Kanako  read  off her phone twice, then squinted at the building number. "Looks about right."

We walked up the concrete steps of faded paint and peeling posters to the third floor. This side of the apartment didn't face any particularly nice landmarks, just another side of the building adjacent to it.

Kanako sent a text to her friend, then rapped her knuckles on the door that was her apartment. A woman whose appearance didn't quite  match  our  age  answered  the  door.  She  had  bags  under  her eyes,  stray  white  strands  blemished  her  otherwise  stylish  bob,  and an oversized gray hoodie that reached her knees seemed to be all she wore at a glance.

"N-Nishi? That you?" Kanako asked, almost doubting her own eyes.

Nishimoto rubbed her ear which had piercing holes all along the  length  of  her  lobes,  evidence  of  a  much  wilder  time  when  she was younger.

"About  time.  I'm  starving,"  she  croaked,  taking  the  bag  of burgers from Kanako without so much as a word of gratitude.

We followed her into the tiny apartment. A small television sat on the floor among a pile of clothes. A small round table stacked with old magazines put some distance between the tube and a sleeping bag that served as her bed. The trash bin was stuffed full of empty instant cup ramen. All that illuminated the interior was a single ceiling light that didn't have a lampshade around it.

Our host lit a cigarette and smoked while she ate the burgers we  bought  intending  to  eat  together.  Kanako  and  I  decided  against speaking up about it. Nishimoto seemed to need it more than we did.

Kanako sat across from her friend, blocking the television.

"I  thought  you  were  living  with  Ken?  What  happened  to  that job at Natsuki & Tsumo?" she asked.

"Does it look like I'm still with Ken?" Nishimoto threw her hand out to gesture to her own living situation. "N&T let me go two months ago. Ken kicked me out."

"  He  kicked  you  out?  After  he  proposed  to  you?"  Kanako searched her friend's eyes, seeking answers to make sense of how she came to this.

Nishimoto put the half-eaten burger down. A sharp gasp was followed by a quivering breath. She began to tear up. Kanako went to  her  side,  and  I  went  to  her  other,  offering  a  pocket  tissue.  She wiped her tears, ripped out another tissue to wipe her hands of the grease, and tossed the balled up tissues into an already full bin.

"I  lost  everything  because  of  the  stupid  app,"  she  said, weeping.

Kanako put her arms around Nishimoto and rubbed her back until she stopped crying. This woman was so broken. She apparently had  everything  going  for  her  before  playing  the  game.  Now  just  a shell  of  what  she  used  to  be,  she  wasted  away  in  this  four-walled box eating nothing but unhealthy instant foods.

"We need to know about the app," I asked, carefully choosing my words so she didn't clamp up. "Is there a way to stop playing it or to remove it from our phones?"

"There  is  no  getting  rid  of  it.  You  get  a  new  phone;  the  app comes preinstalled. If you turn off your phone, you miss the rounds and  face  the  consequences.  I  don't  think  you  can  escape  it…  I haven't," Nishimoto answered.

Our  coming  here  yielded  nothing  learned,  no  more  informed about  the  app  than  this  morning.  The  marble  of  despair  in  my stomach  grew  to  the  size  of  a  basketball.  I  wanted  to  vomit.  I  was disgusted by the side of me that found relief knowing I didn't suffer alone.

On  the  way  out  of  Nishimoto's  home,  Kanako  was  hesitant about leaving her friend alone.

"One more question, and you can call me up to bring you food anytime: How did you find the app?" Kanako asked.

"Lisa… Yamada? She introduced me to the app, but I haven't been  able  to  get  in  touch  with  her.  Last  I  heard  she  was  running  a ryokan with Hiroto in Akiruno City," Nishimoto said.

I recognized the foreign name.

"You  always  brought  Lisa  over  to  our  apartment  back  in college, didn't you?" I asked Kanako.

"Yeah. Didn't know she and Hiro got hitched. I guess a lot can happen  a  few  years  after  college."  She  opened  up  her  phone  to check  the  map.  "Akiruno's  about  twenty  minutes  away  by  train.

Wanna go now?"

It  was  only  noon.  Souji  and  Asumu  weren't  due  home  until much later. Taking the train over a cab would net us some extra time to  look  for  the  inn.  The  problem  was,  it  looked  like  it  was  going  to rain.

"Might  as  well.  I'd  feel  more  comfortable  if  we  can  get  over this  as  soon  as  possible.  I  just  hope  we're  not  sent  on  a  never ending chain of people to find." I nodded.

"C-Can  we  have  ramen  together…  sometime?"  Nishimoto asked.

Kanako threw her arms around Nishimoto again.

"You bet—"

Their  moment  was  interrupted  by  a  sharp  ring  from Nishimoto's  person.  She  pulled  out  her  phone  with  shaking  hands, glancing down at the screen.

"It's the app, isn't it?" I asked.

"I'll  be  fine…  the  landlord  is  a  decent  person.  He  helps  me pay the rest of my rent so it's not all bad," she said.

"Hang  in  there.  We'll  find  a  way  to  get  us  out  of  this  game,"

Kanako assured her.

Chapter 18 - Yamada-Ryo

Akiruno  was  a  scenic  city  in  the  foothills  of  Okutama Mountains to the west. Hikers often frequented the mountains' many passes,  and  the  number  of  spas  and  inns  had  increased  in  recent years due to a rise in tourism.

The  station  we  got  off  at  fortunately  had  brochures  detailing the many sights and landmarks of the city, as well as the mountains nearby.  Most  of  the  inns  were  located  west,  where  the  hills  began.

Some of the spas were further in, closer to the creaks that had been transformed into open air baths.

"We  could  be  searching  all  day  and  we  wouldn't  find  them,"

Kanako said as she flipped page after page of the brochure.

"Nishimoto said it was an inn. So we don't have to look at the spas. Do you think the locals might be familiar with a couple-owned inn?" I had my own brochure, and flipped to the index page where I found a place called Yamada-Ryo. "I think I found it."

"Were  Lisa  and  Hiro  that  vain  to  name  the  place  after themselves?" Kanako grimaced.

There was a number listed which Kanako called.

"You  have  reached   Yamada-Ryo.  Currently,  all  family-sized rooms have been occupied. Single-sized rooms are all we have left. I am terribly sorry for the inconvenience."  A  young,  familiar  woman's voice came through.

"Lisa? It's Kanako. From the swim club. Remember me?" she asked.

There was a pause, and then the sound of someone gasping in recognition.

"  Oh! Kanako! It's been a long time. What's up? You and Jun looking to book a night? " Lisa didn't hesitate to advertise to a friend who just called.

"No. We were hoping to catch up. Are you free?" Kanako held her breath, and apparently so did Lisa.

There seemed to be reluctance in her friend's voice. On one hand, it was normal as a working person to turn down a visit. They

were busy after all. Though she wasn't outright rejecting us yet.

"  Things  might  get  a  little…  hectic  around  the  evening.  If  you want to come over now, I can spare some time for ya! " Lisa said.

Kanako and I pumped a fist in the air. We managed to secure a  meeting  with  her  friend  despite—  at  least  from  the  sound  of  it—

them being busy.

We  took  a  cab  the  rest  of  the  way.  Yamada-Ryo  was  one  of the  ryokans  at  the  lower  parts  of  the  foothills,  surrounded  by  lush trees, and a small river running by the left side of the building. There was no parking lot. Visitors coming here had to be dropped off.

It  was  a  single-story  building  in  traditional  architecture  of wooden walls and sliding doors, had a garden of bamboo framing a path paved in gray stone blocks, leading up to the entrance. Paper lanterns  lit  the  way,  and  at  the  entrance  two  larger  ones  hung  to either side of the sliding doors.

A  tall,  tanned  woman  bowed  as  we  walked  in.  She  wore  a beautiful blue yukata with cherry blossom prints, her blonde hair was tied to a bun, and gave a smile that could melt glaciers.

"Whoa—  I  almost  didn't  recognize  you.  So  much  for  that gyaru look. You're practically a nadeshiko." Kanako gawked.

"Working at a ryokan and having to be polite 24/7 does that to ya." Lisa let her refined posture drop and gave Kanako a hug. She then turned to me with open arms. "Surprise you, too, Yuina?"

"With a style like that, you're putting us to shame." I giggled.

"No kidding. Those tits are bomb in that yukata," Kanako said.

I elbowed her in the ribs.

"We  can  talk  in  one  of  the  empty  guest  rooms.  I'll  make  us tea,  too."  Lisa  led  the  way  along  the  engawa,  the  bamboo  flooring along the edge of the building that served as walkways, past a pond filled  with  koi  fish.  We  passed  by  some  rooms  that  already  had guests enjoying their stay.

For some reason, and I wouldn't have noticed this if I wasn't so conscious of men right now, there were only male guests whose voices I heard and whom we'd pass by. They gave Lisa lewd stares.

This wasn't uncommon for someone like herself, especially when we

were in college. But while she was on the job, it seemed rude to the proprietress.

However, she wasn't bothered in the slightest.

Lisa also played the game. She was the one who introduced the app to Nishimoto. Being around people so often couldn't be good for her. Yet she owned and worked in a ryokan that put her in close contact with so many people.

We came into a modest tatami mat room. A chabudai, short-legged  table,  furnished  the  center  of  the  room  with  teacups  and  a lotus flower on top as decoration. Lisa tugged on a string to a ceiling lamp which illuminated the whole room.

"Where's Hiro anyway?" Kanako asked, taking a seat next to me at the table while Lisa prepared us tea.

"During  this  time,  it's  his  turn  to  service  the  guests.  He's making  sure  they  have  all  they  need  in  the  rooms  and  takes  meal requests  from  overnight  stays.  My  shift  starts  in  the  evening  and lasts way into the morning," she answered.

Strange.  Lisa   shouldn't  have  much  to  do  past  dinner  time.

Most  guests  would  be  asleep  right  after,  if  not  lounging  around  the building or rooms.

Lisa sat across from us after pouring each of us a drink. The scent of oolong quickly filled the small room.

"What  did  you  want  to  talk  about?"  she  asked,  not  wasting time.

"The  app.  We  want  to  know  how  to  get  rid  of  it.  We  went  to Nishi, but she had no clue. Did you know it's ruined her life?" Kanako didn't beat around the bush either and came right out with it.

"It  even  gives  options  for  you  to  commit  adultery,  and  if  you don't do it, bad things can happen to the people around us. When I ignored  the  games,  Souji  was  always  the  one  suffering  the consequences," I added.

Lisa sipped on her drink, unfazed by what we had told her.

"That  sounds  horrible.  I  feel  bad  for  Nishi,  but  I  don't  know how I could help," she said.

"A  way  to  delete  the  app.  I  just  want  it  out  of  my  life."

Kanako's  hand  hovered  around  her  pocket  where  her  phone  was.

Like her, I had grown hesitant of checking my phone lately.

"Nishimoto said she got the app from you. Maybe you can tell us who you got it from? We could keep tracing it back and see who's behind this." I drank the tea and sighed.

Lisa  went  to  pour  more,  but  I  put  a  hand  over  my  cup  as  a sign that I had enough.

"Sorry,  guys.  I'm  a  dead  end.  When  I  got  a  new  phone  right out of college, NTL came preinstalled," she said.

"Ugh.  I'm  exhausted  just  thinking  about  this.  Shit  out  of  luck again." Kanako leaned forward on the table and rubbed her head.

"After  a  while,  I  didn't  think  it  was  so  bad.  I  started  to  really enjoy  it."  Lisa  put  her  phone  on  the  table.  She  turned  it  on  and navigated  to  the  app,  revealing  that  she  had  earned  a  whopping 900,000 points. Kanako and I stared at her friend, speechless.

The only way someone could have earned that much was to resign themselves to playing the games on a daily basis. Possibly for over a year or more. Neither of us could fathom ever reaching that many points.

"You've got to be kidding…" Kanako looked like she wanted to barf.

"I  love  working  here.  And  I  love  Hiro."  She  played  a  video recording on the phone. It was of her in a room much like this one, but larger and she was naked, surrounded by men. It soon devolved into a scene right out of a porno, with Lisa screaming and moaning, eyes rolled back in pleasure. "We're perfect for each other because he  likes  to  watch  me  getting  fucked  and  used  like  a  whore.  I   love being fucked and used like a whore."

Thud! 

Kanako  fell  backwards  onto  the  tatami.  She  was  asleep  and unresponsive. A wave of drowsiness struck me like a truck. I couldn't keep my eyelids open.

"Lisa…  what  did  you…"  I  felt  myself  hit  the  floor  as  I  drifted out of consciousness.

The  last  thing  I  heard  was  the  sound  of  people  coming  into the room before everything went black.

I  came  to  consciousness  first  to  the  sound  of  moaning.  The second  thing  I  noticed  was  a  tightness  on  my  wrists.  I  was blindfolded  and  bound.  The  soft  fabric  of  a  futon  on  my  bare  back clued me in that I had been stripped naked.

"What's going on? Please, let me go!" I begged.

My  blindfold  was  pulled  away.  A  man  I  recognized  as  Hiro stood over me. He looked just as young as I remembered him. The thick-rimmed glasses had gotten a little tarnished over the years, but this  was  the  same  man  who  I  had  learned  was  Lisa's  husband.

There was a camera in his hands, and he had it pointed directly at his wife.

I was horrified. Hiro was filming his wife, who was lying on a futon surrounded by men, just like in the video. Lisa laid face down on someone, taking a penis from the front and in the back. Another was  in  her  mouth,  and  two  more  in  her  hands.  She  was  getting gangbanged, and none of them were wearing a condom. Each time their  bodies  tensed  up,  Lisa  moaned  loud  enough  for  the  world  to hear, and took all their ejaculate into her without pulling out.

When the men screwing her had their fill, they left and gave their spot to others coming in. Some of them threw glances at me on their way out. The stares and grins sent shivers up my spine.

"Why are you doing this? Where's Kanako?" I asked Hiro.

He looked past me. On my right, Kanako was just coming to consciousness.

"Nngh… my head…" She groaned.

Hiro undid her blindfold, too.

"What  the  fuck?  Hiro,  you  piece  of  shit!"  Kanako  snapped, seeing what she thought was her friend getting raped.

"Look how happy she is," Hiro said. His eyes lingered lovingly on Lisa. The camera was still filming her, and his hands seemed to tremble with excitement. "Lis makes faces she never shows to me.

Not unless she's with other men. She's so beautiful covered in cum, orgasming nonstop."

"I  don't  know  what  the  fuck  happened  to  get  you  two  so screwed up in the head, but don't drag us into your sick fantasies."

Kanako  tugged  on  the  bindings,  which  I  saw  were  furry  handcuffs wrapped around a support column in the room.

"You can't possibly be okay with this?" I asked him.

"No. I love it. We make so much money, my wife pleases and gets  pleasured  by  other  people,  and  I  have  front  row  seats  to  the show. What more could I ask for?" Hiro was lost and completely into it.

This  man  was  a  cuckold  at  heart  and  nothing  was  going  to convince him otherwise.

Lisa was suddenly turned around by one of the men she was having  sex  with.  She  faced  us  while  riding  another  man  in  the reverse cowgirl position.

"Ahh!  Mmm—  fuck!  Fuck  me!"  she  screamed.  Her  hips clamped down and her entire body trembled. She glanced up at us, red  in  the  face  and  panting  like  a  dog.  "Ahhh…  NTL  app  was  the best  thing  that's  ever  happened  to  us.  You  two  will  come  around,  I know it. What do you say?"

"Screw off! Just because your husband wants to see you get fucked, doesn't mean ours do!" Kanako fired back.

Her  friend  laid  down  in  the  sixty-nine  position  to  talk  to  us while she sucked on a dick.

"Maybe it's what you need to spice up your relationship with Jun.  I  heard  that  he  hasn't  touched  you  in  weeks—  aahh!"  Lisa moaned as her partner started eating her out.

Kanako clenched her jaw. Knowing her, if she wasn't tied up, she would have gone for a sucker punch.

"You  could  have  just  sent  us  on  our  way  instead.  This  is kidnapping, you know? Are you going to risk all you worked for just to keep us trapped here?" My threat seemed to have gone through one ear and out the other with Lisa and Hiro.

"Kidnapping?  What  do  you  mean?  You  two  stayed  on  your own to have steamy hot sex with a bunch of strangers," she said.

Hiro  put  the  camera  down  facing  Lisa  so  it  would  continue recording.  He  showed  me  and  Kanako  our  phones,  both  of  which had options on the screen.

[Have sex with someone.] +10,000pts

[Have a gangbang with five people.] +70,000pts

[Become  a  sex  slave  for  a  week  in  Yamada-Ryo.]

+300,000pts

"So you do know something about the app!" I accused Lisa.

She  shook  her  head  and  said,  "I  was  telling  the  truth  about being clueless. Wish I knew so I could thank them. Give it a go. I'll let you free after you complete a round."

"Fuck that! I might not know what Jun is doing, but I still love him. I'd never cheat on him!" Kanako yelled defiantly.

I felt that pain.

The perverse side of me wanted to have more sex. The loyal side  of  me  begged  me  to  stop  betraying  my  Souji.  Kanako  was  a better wife to Jun than I was to my husband. As much as I wished to stay  true  to  my  commitment,  I  knew  that  ignoring  these  options would be bad.

I knew firsthand.

"Kanako, remember what happens if we don't do this," I said.

"You're telling me like I don't remember. Why do you sound so happy about this?" she asked, catching me by surprise.

Because  I  had  a  loan  to  pay  which  made  a  choice  for  me.

Fortunately,  the  same  rules  applied.  It  didn't  take  the  largest awarding option, instead it gave me the least so I didn't overpay the remaining 20,000 points.

"Oh.  Looks  like  Yuina  already  made  her  choice,"  Hiro  said, shaking the phone in my face.

"Fine… Give me the same one…" Kanako snarled.

"Don't try to sneak out, ya hear?" Lisa smirked.

We were handed our phones back and thrown into separate rooms.  The  room  I  was  placed  in  looked  the  same  as  the  previous one,  except  there  was  already  a  futon  laid  out  and  the  table  was moved  off  to  the  side.  There  was  someone  guarding  the  door.

Probably one of Lisa's goons.

I hoped to god it wasn't one of those men from earlier.

"It's  okay,  Yuina…  just  one  person…  I've  already  done  it  so many times before…" I began to choke up.

 Why  was  it  now,  of  all  the  times  I  had  already  done  Souji wrong, that I wanted to play the role of the faithful wife. 

I  sat  there  on  the  futon  with  my  phone  in  hand,  shaking  so much even though it wasn't cold. My heart nearly jumped out of my chest when the door slid open.

"Mrs. Nino— er Yuina?" A familiar voice called my name.

It  was  Souji's  coworker,  Miyata.  He  stood  by  the  door  in disbelief of who he was seeing.

My  relief  was  followed  by  a  stream  of  tears.  Miyata  hovered above me. Like before, his hands were unsure of where to touch, or if  he  even  should.  I  threw  my  arms  around  him.  I  didn't  care  that  I was naked.

Never  would  I  have  imagined  I'd  run  into  him  like  this.  A stroke of luck? Some mischievous god playing a joke?

I  felt  some  guilt  that  I  was  glad  to  see  him.  Because  that meant  Souji  wasn't  the  first  person  on  my  mind.  My  crotch  was getting wet. Miyata and I both knew what we had come here for. The bulge between his legs was proof of that.

"What  are  you  doing  here?"  Miyata  asked  as  he  took  off  his jacket to put around me.

I  was  floored  by  how  genuinely  worried  he  looked  and sounded.  Any  other  man  in  this  situation  might  have  taken advantage of me. Instead, the first thing Miyata did was cover me up.

"The proprietress put something in my drink. Kanako and I are

—" I considered my next words carefully so as to not reveal what we were involved in.

"Should I call the cops? Or maybe your husband?" he asked.

"No!" I accidentally raised my voice.

Miyata stared at me confused.

Any  woman  in  my  position  would  be  begging  to  get  out  of here.  Who  knew  what  Lisa  and  her  husband  were  planning.  I couldn't  know  if  they  were  serious  about  letting  us  go  after  doing what was expected of us. More importantly, Souji mustn't know about this.

If the cops were called, an investigation would be made and Souji  would  inevitably  find  out.  Neither  was  an  option.  How  was  I

supposed  to  explain  that  a  phone  app  was  forcing  us  to  commit indecent acts to begin with? No one would believe that.

"I don't want Souji finding out what happened here… Please, don't call either of them," I pleaded.

"Alright, then." Miyata put his phone away.

"What  are  you  even  doing  here?  You're  the  last  person  I expected to come through that door," I said.

"Ah…  Well,  my  company  recommended  me  here  after  I completed  a  successful  project.  All  expenses  paid.  I  was  told…

uhm…  that  they  provided   that  kind  of  service  at  this  inn,"  his  voice grew meek as he tried to explain himself.

I  clutched  his  jacket  tighter  on  my  body  when  his  eyes  fell onto me.

"Just  so  you  know,  I'm  not  an  employee  here.  They  pretty much kidnapped me," I scolded him in case he got any funny ideas.

Miyata  put  his  hands  in  the  air.  "I  know!  I  wasn't  expecting anything!"

The  more  I  stared  at  his  bulge,  the  wetter  and  hornier  I became. We had to have sex anyways because of the app. It's not like I could leave before doing that.

I shed his jacket off and laid down on the futon. Miyata's eyes went wide when he realized what I was doing.

"I know we agreed not to after… our first time, but it would be rude if I ruined the reward you earned. So… how about I reward you instead?" I asked.

Miyata  gulped  hard  enough  for  me  to  hear.  The  bulge  grew larger. He saw how wet I was when I opened my legs to give him a better look.

"Souji doesn't have to know about this," I said.

He crawled on top of me. Despite being smaller than the other men I had before, Miyata was still a man who was larger in size than me. He might be a little chubby and young, but that made him cute.

"Is it okay if I kiss you?" Miyata asked.

Oh, no.

The  way  he  was  looking  at  me  weakened  me.  Once  again, Souji  was  being  pushed  to  the  back  of  my  mind  in  favor  of  the

moment.  This  sweet  man,  who  looked  at  me  with  an  even  sweeter gaze, wanted something as innocent as a kiss.

We were going to have sex anyways. It was our second time.

Unlike our first time where we had to be quiet and careful of Souji, that danger wasn't present here.

I  pulled  his  face  down  to  mine.  Our  lips  touched.  Gentle  at first. Then the ravenous side of me pried open his lips and pushed my  tongue  into  his  mouth.  We  kissed  deeply,  savoring  the  taste  of our saliva, fondling each other's tongue.

"I've never kissed like that before— never kissed anyone until now…" Miyata was red up to his ears.

The thought of having taken his virginity and his first kiss got my body fired up.

"It's  a  lot  better  when  you're  also  inside  me,"  I  whispered seductively into his ears.

We spent the entire evening having sex. The app became an afterthought. We were in no short supply of the condoms the inn so kindly provided for us. Eventually, the futon was surrounded by used condoms— we couldn't be bothered to find the trash bin.

My favorite was in between each round. After Miyata blew a load, he went soft. I sucked him off, polished the tip with my tongue until  he  got  hard  again.  At  which  point  we  picked  up  where  we  left off,  experimenting  with  different  positions,  cuddling,  and  even whispering endearing words to each other.

"Yes,  yes—  aahh!  Miyata,  you're  so  good…  mmmh!"  I bounced ferociously on his cock. Miyata was in the standing position, and my legs were wrapped around his waist. For such a seemingly small man, he was strong enough to hold me up. Souji could never have done this.

"Can… Can you pretend to be my wife? Tell me that you love me? You don't have to mean it. I just want to hear it," he begged.

"But…  nngh—  okay!  I  love  it,  I  love  you…  Miyata,  keep fucking me! Mmphh!" I buried my lips into his.

"I love you, too! Yuina!" he said.

We  continued  to  say  these  forbidden  words  to  each  other.  I didn't  know  if  I  started  to  mean  it  partway.  The  pleasure

overwhelmed  me,  and  I  might  have  lost  my  will  to  resist  those thoughts. I tried to think of Souji's face, but when I opened my eyes, I saw Miyata instead.

And that turned me on even more.

The two of us were now engaged in a full blown affair.

Then the unthinkable happened.

The  condoms  ran  out,  but  neither  of  us  wanted  to  stop.  We continued  to  fuck  like  rabbits.  Miyata  still  had  so  much  energy.  He put me into the mating press position and pumped his ejaculate into me, load after load.

I had lost my mind— no, I had simply lost. I had given myself to the pleasure. The more Miyata made me orgasm, the greater the urge to continue this going forward was.

As I laid in his arms, stroking his wonderful member that had been making me orgasm all night, I resigned myself to carnal lust.

Who was I to deny who I really was? What Lisa said might be true. That I'd come around to it. That it might really be the best thing that's happened to me so far.

What hope did I have to fight against this temptation? Was I fooling myself all along?

"I  know  you  have  Senpai  to  go  home  to,  but  it  can't  hurt  to ask. Can we keep doing this for the rest of the night?" Miyata asked.

I  found  my  phone  buried  under  the  sheets.  The  option  had already  been  completed,  and  the  10,000  points  were  paid  to  my debt. It was only 9:13PM. There were five missed calls from Souji. I sent  him  a  text  that  Kanako  and  I  were  visiting  a  friend  in  Akiruno, name-dropping Lisa and Nishimoto whom he should remember from college. He seemed to buy it and didn't question me any further.

Kanako  hadn't  sent  me  a  text  or  call  yet.  Our  friends'  GPS

showed her still in the same place I was, so she hadn't left the inn yet. I hoped she was okay. I should check on her later.

But for now…

I climbed on top of Miyata and dry humped him.

"I want you to fuck me like we're on our honeymoon," I cooed to Miyata.

His hands kneaded my breasts in response, sending waves of pleasure  up  my  body.  The  previously  limp  penis  quickly  got  hard against and knocked against the entrance of my pussy.

I had a lover to spoil for the night.

Chapter 19 - My Little Affairs

Lisa and Hiro were too absorbed in their fantasies to notice us leave.  Whoever  was  guarding  the  door  had  left  by  the  time  Miyata and  I  emerged  from  the  room.  We  found  Kanako  in  the  next  room over,  already  dressed  and  so  pissed  off  she  could  punch  the  next guy who tried to touch her.

"Is  that  him?  Is  that  the  guy  who  fucked  you?"  Kanako stomped up to Miyata, but I came between them.

"He didn't know! Miyata's just as confused as we are!" I said, trying to keep her from slugging the poor office worker.

She  glared  at  him,  but  lost  the  will  to  pursue  the  issue  any further.

"I'm  sorry,  Yui—  I  got  you  into  this  mess  only  to  have   that happen  to  us."  Kanako  fists  were  still  clenched  to  her  side.  There was some discoloration on her knuckles. I put my arms around her to let  her  know  it  was  fine,  though  I  couldn't  tell  her  I  didn't  hate  it  as much as she thought I did.

"We  decided  to  investigate  this  together.  It's  not  your  fault.

Besides,  I  think  I  got  it  easy.  Miyata  is  Souji's  coworker  and  friend.

As  terrible  as  I  feel  for  my  husband,  his  friend  wasn't  the  worst person to end up with," I explained.

"I got a sleazeball. Kicked his ass right out of the room after he came like it was his first time. The guy outside wouldn't let me out though. At least not until you dropped by," she said.

It  must  have  been  that  they  waited  for  both  of  us  to  finish.

Because  I  ended  up  staying  to  do  more  with  Miyata,  they  kept  us both guarded. Fortunately for us, Miyata had driven here and offered to carpool us back home.

Kanako got out of the car and tapped the passenger window, the scowl on her face hadn't disappeared since we left Yamada-Ryo.

The three residential buildings of Murasaki Heights seemed to tower menacingly over us at night. Few lights were on, and the only people out were security officers.

"I gotta tell Nishi what happened so she doesn't end up in the same  situation.  Don't  worry,  I  won't  be  too  detailed  about  it."  She chuckled.

"Being honest is all we got, right? After what Lisa did to us, I think Nishimoto should know the full story," I said.

"As  much  as  I  don't  wanna…  Keep  fresh  what  Lisa  told  us.

Maybe  there's  some  clues  in  what  that  cuck-ple  said."  Kanako glanced  over  her  shoulder  to  see  who  I  recognized  was  Masato patrolling the area.

"Wait…  did  you  just  combine  'cuckold'  and  'couple'  together into a new word?" I asked in disbelief.

"Hey,  man.  I  gotta  keep  myself  sane  with  shitty  jokes!  Is  it working?" She burst into laughter. Even Miyata couldn't hide his grin at her silly pun.

On  the  way  back  home,  I  had  Miyata  stop  at  a  convenience store so I could purchase a morning after pill.

I would have bought it using points from the app, but I was still in debt. After having sex with Miyata, I earned another 10,000 to pay off the loan. Only another 10,000 left until I was free.

Well… not exactly  free.  Not yet anyway.

Speaking of free, I still had the free pass. I wondered how it worked. Would I just skip a round completely? Would it also award me points? If I had used it back at Yamada-Ryo, would the debt or free pass take precedence?

Whichever the case, this was too good of a ticket to use on a whim. I had to keep it in my back pocket in case I needed to get out of a sticky situation.

"We're at your apartment," Miyata said. My building was right outside.  We  were  parked  on  the  curb,  a  roundabout  dropoff  and pickup  for  passengers.  Chances  were  Souji  had  already  gone  to sleep. However, I didn't feel like going home to face my husband.

Since when did I get scared of going home?

Oh. That's right. Asumu was there.

"Would  it  be  alright  to  continue  this  relationship…?"  Miyata asked, as I had my hand on the handle. I turned to face him in shock that  he  could  put  forth  such  a  clearly  outrageous  question.  The

seriousness  in  his  look  and  voice  showed  otherwise.  "After  tonight, doing all that made me think maybe we have something? Like we're compatible with each other."

His hands squeezed the steering wheel, and his eyes weren't even facing me when saying all that. Miyata was shy. It might even be  his  first  time  confessing  to  a  woman.  He  should  know  very  well that I couldn't possibly agree to something like that.

Yet…  my  hesitation  to  leave  the  car  was  his  spark  of  hope, that the special something I had with Souji, I might have with him.

I loved Souji.  Nothing was going to change that.

"The things I said back at the inn, please don't take it out of context. If we keep doing this, Souji will find out." Now it was I who couldn't meet his eyes.

"Senpai's  a  good  man.  I  don't  want  to  take  you  away  from him. What if it's just for sex?" he asked.

Tell  him  no.  Just  say  it  and  walk  out  the  door,   I  thought  to myself.

What was I waiting for?

I  turned  to  give  him  my  answer  only  for  our  faces  to  have come an inch apart. Whatever happened next, led to our lips coming together.  The  kiss  quickly  turned  into  us  sucking  on  each  other's tongues.  It  sent  a  cascade  of  immense  pleasure  that  gripped  my lower body, such that the seat felt good rubbing against my clit.

"O-Okay," I said, swallowing both his saliva and hesitation in my throat. "Only on my terms."

Chapter 20 - Trouble Downstairs I woke up the next morning to an empty bed, and a sweet yet ashy  smell  wafting  into  my  room.  The  door  had  been  left  ajar.  My hands reached for a phone I couldn't find, so I gave up and checked the analog clock on Souji's side of the bed.

7:31 AM.

Never  had  I  sprung  from  bed  faster  than  that  moment.  I overslept. Souji had to leave for work in half an hour. My only chore as a housewife, even without a child, was to look after my husband's needs, but I still managed to screw it up.

Damn it. He probably already left.

I threw on a bathrobe and rushed out to see Asumu sitting at the  table,  and  Souji  scampering  around  the  kitchen.  Asumu  made eye contact with me first, threw a look to his brother and shrugged.

"Souji?"  I  called  out  to  him,  which  seemed  to  be  a  mistake.

Something clattered to the floor, and he yelped like a puppy.

"Yuina? Shit— It's not ready yet!" he said, rushing over to me to block my view of the kitchen.

"Should you really be leaving the kitchen with smoke billowing out of the oven?" I asked, putting my hands on my waist.

Souji  whipped  around,  cursed  under  his  breath,  and  raced back  to  the  kitchen.  He  threw  on  a  pair  of  mitts  to  grab  something out. Asumu pitched in and turned the stove fans on high to vent out the smoke.

I finally saw what Souji had in the oven— a batch of cookies.

Most of them were burnt, few had survived the baking process.

"Are  these  chocolate  cookies?"  I  picked  one  up  between  a tissue paper and sniffed its charcoal surface.

"No…  they  were  supposed  to  be  oatmeal  cookies."  Souji's shoulders dropped.

"I'm pretty sure these are called burnt cookies," Asumu said, glancing over the newspaper he was reading.

"Why were you trying to make cookies?" I asked him.

"Lately, you looked… I don't know, out of it? I thought I could cook for once and make you something simple like cookies. I clearly screwed that up," he said.

"You  did  this  for  me?  You  shouldn't  have…"  I  continued  to stare at the cookies.

I wanted to scream at myself. The day after I entered an affair, Souji  just  had  to  remind  me  why  I  loved  him  so  much.  These conflicting feelings boiled within me like a hotpot of ingredients about to spill over.

"Oh,  no.  The  cookies  are  that  bad?  I'm  sorry  for  ruining  the kitchen!" Souji grabbed a tissue to wipe the tears I didn't know were streaming down my cheeks.

"That's  not  it.  I'm  just  happy.  Thank  you  for  the  cookies."  I gave him a kiss, then grabbed the apron and mittens. "But I'm going to  have  to  show  you  how  to  make  real  ones.  First,  let's  get  rid  of these, shall we?"

When I poured the charcoal cookies into our small trash bin, I noticed  an  opened  mail  envelope  in  there.  Normally,  I  was  the  one who  fetched  the  mail  after  Souji  left  for  work.  Did  he  pick  them  up this time? My husband pulled me back as I tried to reach in.

"Let  me  take  out  my  own  trash.  Don't  want  the  place  to continue smelling like burnt failure," Souji said, tying up the trash bag and taking it outside.

I must have been imagining things, but I could have sworn the front of the letter showed that it came from a medical office.

Asumu slapped my ass while I was distracted and Souji was outside.

"Trash  chute  is  pretty  far  down  the  hall.  Think  we  can  get  a quickie in?" he grinned.

When the two of them had left, I dropped onto the couch after cleaning the kitchen.

"Ahhh!  Leave  it  to  Souji  to  make  me  feel  these  complicated emotions!"

The  taste  of  my  husband's  burnt  cookies  lingered  in  my mouth, the hint of sweetness and cinnamon paired well with oats. It

was actually pretty good, ignoring the ruined halves of each cookie.

Maybe  Souji  and  I  could  make  some  together  over  the weekend.

My phone pinged with a notification. The sound didn't bother me as much as it used to. Whether it was due to the anticipation of promiscuity, or I was getting accustomed to it, I didn't know. I hoped it was the latter.

It  turned  out  to  be  a  text  from  Miyata.  The  two  of  us exchanged numbers last night. As much as I loved Souji, the deviant part  of  me  wanted  to  keep  in  touch  with  Miyata.  My  crotch  never failed  to  get  wet  thinking  about  him.  He  was  a  sweet  man.  Better than  Asumu  at  least.  If  I  had  to  choose  between  having  sex  with either of them, I'd rather have Miyata.

Well…

At  the  end  of  the  day,  I  would  prefer  Souji  and  only  Souji.

Unfortunately, the app didn't allow that for some strange reason.

My  messages  with  Miyata  were  tame  for  the  most  part.  No shortage  of  flirty  exchanges  on  his  side.  I  kept  trying  to  keep  our conversations safe, but it was hard to keep a horny young man from thinking any other way.

I was essentially in an affair now. Whether I accepted it or not didn't change that fact. But I didn't want to stop or tell Miyata no. It was thrilling to be flirted with, to be wanted and lusted after. He filled a niche that Souji didn't— in more ways than one.

"Dang it. I'm getting turned on again…" I shook my head and with it the urge to masturbate.

When I went to make the bed, I remembered the umeshu in my  suitcase.  The  bottle  was  tucked  into  a  decorated  red  box  filled with  paper  strips  to  serve  as  a  cushion.  I  wasn't  much  of  a  drinker myself, but looking at the bottle made my mouth water.

I  should  probably  hand  this  to  Mr.  Tanaka  before  I  forget again.

A few knocks on his front door yielded no answer.

"Mr. Tanaka!" I shouted.

Still no answer.

I  knocked  again,  harder  this  time  in  case  he  was  in  the bathroom. All it did was crack his door open. What a habit to leave the door unlocked. I was about to shut the door, but curiosity got the better of me.

After glancing up and down the walkway to make sure no one was  watching,  I  opened  the  door  wide.  It  was  the  same  musky apartment  with  beer  cans  littering  the  floor.  I  thought  to  leave  the bottle of umeshu by the living room table, but a glimmer underneath the TV caught my attention. A dvd was sticking part-way out of the player.

There was a label on it that read: Yuina's—

The rest of the label was hidden inside the player.

But why would it have my name? What was Mr. Tanaka doing with something like this?

I  heard  heavy  footsteps  by  the  door  just  as  the  man  in question  returned.  He  gasped  and  staggered  a  few  steps  back seeing an intruder in his house.

"Oh…  it's  just  you.  Letting  yourself  in  again?"  Mr.  Tanaka asked.

"You keep leaving your door unlocked. I came by to give you the umeshu. Sorry it took so long!" I realized my mistake when I tried to give him the bottle. Both of his hands were occupied— a toolbox in one and two rusted pipes in the other.

Mr.  Tanaka  quickly  put  his  toolbox  down  to  take  the  alcohol.

He took one good look at it and whistled.

"Can't  drink  this  yet  without  Souji.  We'll  have  to  break  this open later!" he bellowed with joy.

My  mind  was  still  occupied  by  the  disc.  I  was  curious,  but  I didn't want him to think I was snooping around.

"Mrs. Ninomae?" His head cocked to one side.

"Sorry! Just dozing off. We'd love to have you over for—" I bit my tongue, remembering that Asumu was over. It would be a trio of drunkards.

"What's the matter?" Mr. Tanaka asked.

"Nothing. Souji's older brother is temporarily living with us. It would be a pretty crowded table with four people," I said.

"I  always  say  it's  better  drinking  with  more  people."  He grinned.

"I'll keep that in mind. You're welcome to be greedy and hog it for yourself," I joked.

I  left  after  sharing  a  few  more  smalltalk.  It  turned  out  Mr.

Tanaka  was  on  the  clock  repairing  people's  pipes  that  had  sprung leaks. Even if he was okay with it, I didn't want to potentially cause his employment termination.

Whatever  the  disc  was,  there  had  to  be  a  good  explanation.

Mr.  Tanaka  was  a  kind  man.  Thinking  he  might  have  peeping cameras  was  a  disservice  to  his  gentle  nature.  Who  knew,  it  could have  been  a  different  Yuina.  Maybe  an  AV  actress  with  the  same name.

A  great  sudden  urge  to  pee  struck  my  lower  body,  like someone  had  opened  the  dam.  I  raced  to  the  bathroom.  The moment  I  started  urinating,  a  sharp  and  painful  burning  sensation pricked at my crotch. It felt like someone smacked my bladder with a burning frying pan. It hurt so much I teared up.

Once  the  pain  subsided,  I  sat  in  the  bathroom  for  what seemed  like  an  eternity.  I  was  afraid  to  move.  I  finally  found  the courage to get up, but my body seemed perfectly fine.

"What the hell…?" I muttered to myself.

Searching  the  internet  kept  turning  up  with  the  same conclusion—  a  urinary  tract  infection.  With  all  the  sex  I'd  been having, it certainly was possible. The only way to know for sure was to see my gynecologist.

I called expecting to make an appointment, but the nurse told me my gynecologist was available now. Luck couldn't even begin to describe it, and I wasn't going to waste this chance.

"  Great!  In  that  case,  we  will  see  you  soon,  Mrs.  Ninomae. 

Doctor Tejima should be ready by the time you arrive. " The call cut off.

Great. Just like the nurse said.

Now  I  just  had  to  get  through  the  check  up  without  the  NTL

app going off. But that might be too much to ask for.

The obgyn clinic I went to was north of Shinjuku, in Toshima City.  I  wasn't  feeling  any  more  pain  than  when  I  was  urinating.  It could  have  been  an  isolated  incident,  but  it  was  never  too  safe  to check when it came to my health.

I  waited  in  the  quiet  lobby  with  several  other,  mainly  middle-aged women. A much older lady sitting across from me, possibly in her 60s, was knitting as she waited. It looked like she was knitting a toddler-sized Christmas sweater.

"It looks very pretty. Is it for a grandchild?" I asked.

The  woman  leaned  over  as  though  about  to  let  me  in  on  a secret  and  said,  "My  daughter's  due  in  Christmas.  She  and  her husband have been trying for years. I'm so glad I finally get to see a grandkid."

"Aww.  I'm  happy  for  you!  Congratulations."  The  smile  that crossed  my  face  was  genuine.  Talk  of  having  children,  of  bearing new life was a beautiful thing. I couldn't get enough of it.

"Thank  you,  sweetie."  She  pointed  to  my  hand,  more specifically the ring on my finger. "Maybe you're here to see if you're carrying?"

"My  husband  and  I  only  just  had   the  talk,  but  he's  a  busy man." I frowned.

"Keep hope," she said.

I  thought  about  what  the  woman  said  about  her  daughter.

Years.  It  took   years  for  a  couple  to  finally  have  one.  I  would  have gone  crazy  and  thought  about  adoption  at  that  point.  Extenuating circumstances must have been in play. The more I considered it, the more I feared the possibility of Souji and I potentially being impotent.

We could try for ages and wouldn't know unless we went to a doctor.

Of  the  four  women  here,  I  looked  the  youngest  and  most  in shape.  Doctors  and  health  officials  have  been  telling  the  youth  for years to make annual check-ups. Most folks under thirty skipped and avoided  making  appointments  unless  it  was  life-threatening.  Or unless it was too late.

My  parents  made  it  a  habit  for  me  to  do  yearly  check-ups when  I  was  younger  up  until  I  became  independent.  I  was  lucky  to carry on that habit even if my results always turned back healthy.

"Mrs. Ninomae?" A nurse came out carrying a clipboard. "Dr.

Tejima will see you now."

I followed her into a hallway with many doors leading to other examination rooms. Dr. Tejima was waiting behind one of the doors when  I  came  in.  He  was  a  middle-aged  man  with  salt  and  pepper hair. A few more years of this and he would be retiring.

The  doctor's  fingers  raced  across  the  keyboard,  typing something up on the computer and too busy to acknowledge we had come in. The nurse closed the door behind me, leaving us alone in the room.

"Has it been a year yet, Mrs. Ninomae?" he asked, attention still fixed on the computer screen.

"I think it's been a year and a half," I answered.

"For now, please change into a skirt behind the curtain. I won't peek," Dr. Tejima joked.

The procedure was to take off my pants and underwear, and put  on  the  disposable  skirt  that  was  just  a  thin  piece  of  cloth.  The doctor had me sit in a chair that spread my legs, and a short curtain was  placed  between  us.  It  was  only  enough  that  we  couldn't  see each other in our current positions, but he could easily see me if he sat up.

I'd seen Dr. Tejima many times before. This should have been normal. Yet having another man between my legs, even if it was for a medical reason in a professional environment, made me hot.

"I was told you called in because you felt a burning sensation while  urinating?  It's  very  possible  you  have  a  UTI.  Just  to  be  safe, we'll  do  a  basic  examination.  As  always,  I'll  be  asking  you  some questions, please answer it to the best of your memory," he said as he put on a mask.

A  finger  pressed  into  my  vagina  and  lingered  there  for  a moment, then pulled out and replaced by some cold tool that spread my slit.

"Have you made any notable changes to your diet?" he began with the first question I'd answered many times in the past.

"No."

"Have  you  come  into  contact  with  any  livestock  recently?

Farm animals?"

"No."

"Are you going through any stress or mental fatigue?"

"...No." I had to pause on that one to give it some thought.

"Are you sexually active with your husband?"

"Yes."

"Are  you  sexually  active  with  anyone  other  than  your husband?"

The answer lodged in my throat.

Dr. Tejima sat up, peering over the curtains to meet my gaze.

"Mrs.  Ninomae,  it's  important  for  you  to  be  honest  with  me.

Rest assured, no one but you and I will be privy to these answers,"

he said.

"Y-Yes, I am," I answered.

"With one other person? Several? Many?" he pressed.

"Many…" I said.

There was a brief pause that followed after my answer.

"How often do you have sex? Once a month, a week, a day?"

he asked.

"Multiple  times…  a  week.  Sometimes…  multiple  times  a day…" I gulped.

I  was  saying  all  of  this  for  the  first  time  out  loud.  Simply answering  his  questions  excited  me.  In  a  way,  I  felt  like  an exhibitionist. Instead of being naked, I laid bare my sins to him. He definitely knew I was getting wet.

"Well, a woman as attractive as yourself, it's not a wonder you could have multiple partners. Just understand that protection is just as  important  as  sexual  gratification.  You  don't  want  to  end  up  with something  other  than  a  UTI,  like  a  sexually  transmitted  disease  or someone  else's  child."  Dr.  Tejima  carried  on  like  normal  and  as professionally as he could.

My phone vibrated in my purse.

"It's alright if you want to answer it," he said.

"Thank  you."  I  pulled  out  my  phone  expecting  a  text  from Miyata or Kanako, but it was the NTL app.

[Masturbate.] +3,000pts

[Ask the doctor to finger you.] +5,000pts

[Ask to examine the doctor next.] +6,000pts

This app really didn't know its limits, asking me to jeopardize my relationship with my own doctor. But if—

The  decision  of  [Ask  to  examine  the  doctor  next.]  was made  for  me  a  second  later.  It  slipped  my  mind  after  all  that  had happened. I was still in the process of paying off the loan.

I had to say it. This was tantamount to flirting. Knowing him, he  would  stay  professional  about  it.  This  might  be  an  easy  6,000

points.

"Alright,  Mrs.  Ninomae.  We're  about  done.  I'll  prescribe  you some  antibiotics.  If  you  experience  any  more  pain,  be  sure  to  call back immediately." The doctor swung his seat back to the computer.

"The  examination  ended  too  soon.  Maybe  I  can…  examine you next?" I asked coyly.

His head twitched, almost like his mind tried to process if he had heard what I said right.

"Are  you  coming  onto  me?"  he  asked,  glancing  over  his shoulder.

I  swallowed  hard.  His  question  wasn't  what  I  was  expecting.

The mask he wore made it hard to read his expression. I thought he would simply pass it off with a joke of his own.

Something  was  wrong  with  me.  The  idea  of  having  sex  with my physician turned me on. It could very well happen. No one would come through that door out of respect for my privacy. It was just me and Dr. Tejima.

Even his eyes shot to the door, which was currently unlocked.

But if either of us went to lock it right now—

The doctor stuck out a form to me. I took it from his hands.

"I've set up your next appointment in a few days. Make sure to take  the  antibiotics,  and  we'll  do  a…   full examination to see if your body is fine," he said without turning around.

I  quickly  got  dressed  and  left  the  room,  my  heart  beating louder than the screaming in my head.

Coming back was a certainty now. An appointment was made for  me.  What  did  that  even  mean?  Did  Dr.  Tejima  actually  take  my joke invitation seriously? The round cleared successfully. I could go back and tell him no, but I continued to walk out of the clinic.

The taxi jerked to a stop. If it weren't for the seatbelt, I'd have been thrown forward.

"Sorry,  ma'am!  Looks  like  we  hit  some  traffic."  The  driver checked on me from the rear-view mirror.

"No worries," I replied absent-mindedly.

Anxious thoughts of what Dr. Tejima had in store for me come this weekend filled my mind. I really,  really hoped it was nothing but just  a  normal  follow-up  examination.  A  dark,  twisting  bulb  of mischievousness flickered deep in the confines of my heart, where I wanted him to take advantage of me whilst in a vulnerable state.

My  legs  were  spread  wide,  he  had  the  perfect  view  of  my crotch.  If  he  dared  to  touch  me  inappropriately,  I  probably  wouldn't stop him.

Goodness.

I turned my attention to the window to take my mind off things.

Tokyo  was  incredibly  congested  throughout  the  day.  It  was  even more so in the late afternoon. Our ride had come to a turtle's pace, inching forward every so often.

"Looks like some construction going on up ahead. Got one of the  roads  closed  down,  so  all  of  Toshima's  merging  into  two  lanes.

Might be a bit before we get to Shinjuku. Sorry." He tipped his cap in apology.

"Good  thing  I'm  in  no  rush."  I  emptied  my  bladder  before leaving the clinic and did some grocery shopping in Toshima. None of the foods I bought were immediately perishable.

A  string  of  text  notifications  blasted  my  ears.  Kanako  was complaining  to  me  about  Lisa,  and  I  had  to  talk  her  down  from thinking  about  getting  violent.  Between  being  coerced  into  sex  and suspecting  her  husband  was  cheating,  she  sure  had  a  lot  on  her plate.

I wondered why or how Kanako had managed to come this far without  choosing  a  sex  option.  Her  outrage  at  Yamada-Ryo suggested  this  was  the  first  time.  I,  on  the  other  hand,  had  been subjected to so much with so many partners. Maybe I was unlucky, or  an  algorithm  tracked  my  willingness  to  choose  more  explicit options.

The  next  to  spam  me  with  texts  was  Miyata.  My  husband's junior  coworker  sure  was  eager  to  see  me  again.  He  made  no attempts  to  be  subtle  anymore  with  how  much  he  wanted  to  have sex. Showing my willingness only served to emboldened him, but as much as I liked Miyata, I  loved Souji. I had to at least be careful.

As  I  was  about  to  send  my  final  text,  the  accursed  NTL  app sprung up on the screen.

[Climb  over  to  the  passenger  seat  and  give  the  driver  a blowjob.] +5,000pts

[Flash  your  chest  to  the  driver  and  masturbate.]

+7,000pts

[Strip naked for the rest of the ride.] +6,000pts Because there is no option to even out your debt, you are free  to  select  one  yourself.  Points  awarded  will  pay  the  loan first, and then to you. 

Shit. 

Another round so soon?

I thought about using my free pass— but it would be a waste here  with  such  tame  options.  How  far  had  I  come  that  these otherwise  salacious  acts  would  be  considered  tame  to  me?

Fortunately,  unlike  the  last  option,  I  was  given  free  reign  to  choose what I wished.

Getting naked… wouldn't be too bad. When I hailed the cab, I remembered the windows were fairly tinted. I took a deep breath and started undressing myself.

The driver had noticed what I was doing by the time I took the bra off.

"M-Ma'am?"  He  did  a  double  take  in  his  mirror  and  glanced over  his  shoulder  to  confirm  for  himself.  His  eyes  burned  into  my body.  Exposing  myself  was  turning  me  on,  especially  between  my

legs. I saw my own naked body from the rearview and saw the face of a woman in heat.

"Only  until  we  get  to  my  destination.  But  no  taking  pictures, okay?" I said, pulling the last piece of my clothing— my underwear off.

No effort was made to hide the stares. I didn't cover myself. In fact, I moved to the middle of the seat to give him a better look and opened my legs to give him a view of my glistening crotch.

"You  aren't  thinking  about  avoiding  the  fare  with  this?"  he asked.

I shook my head. "N-No. I can pay. I just…"

I just what? 

"Wanted to show off my body," I answered.

The  driver  gulped  hard.  He  hadn't  stopped  staring  since  the moment  he  noticed.  If  we  weren't  in  traffic,  this  could  have  been dangerous. But we weren't. He had all the time in the world to burn the image of my naked body into his mind.

"You're  one  of  those  people.  Aren't  you,  miss?  An exhibitionist," he said.

"Do you like what you see?" I asked.

In  for  a  penny,  in  for  a  pound.  I  was  already  naked.  There were thousands of cabs in Tokyo. The chances of encountering him again  was  ridiculously  low.  So  I  might  as  well  play  along  with  my deviant role.

I started touching myself. I didn't need to, but I did. Rubbing my clit and kneading my breasts felt so good. As the cool metal of my  ring  brushed  against  erect  nipples,  an  uncontrollable  moan escaped my lips.

"Well, I certainly want to be in the back seat. That's for sure,"

he said.

Oh, god. 

Just the thought tipped me into an orgasm.

"Nnngh—  ahhnn…  Sorry.  Unfortunately,  I'm  married."  I recomposed myself from the climax and showed him the ring on my finger now moistened from masturbating.

"Your husband must be a lucky man," he said.

"He  hasn't  been  able  to  satisfy  me—  "  I  covered  my  mouth.

The words just spilled out, and I didn't think twice about saying it.

The  car  had  stopped  on  the  curbside  of  my  apartment complex.

"You're actually my last passenger before I get off work. How about we take a detour, and I satisfy you plenty?" he asked.

His  audacious  flirtation  took  me  by  surprise  and  made  my heart  flutter.  I  hadn't  been  hit  on  this  hard  since  college.  The  cab driver  was  a  young  man.  He  looked  to  be  college-aged,  with bleached blonde hair that showed under that hat.

The NTL app updated with another menu.

Optional Bonus Round! 

Would  you  like  to  go  to  a  love  hotel  with  your  driver? 

Doing so will earn you 20,000 points! 

>[Accept]< 

>[Decline]< 

The screams grew louder again as my finger hovered shakily over the accept button. I was so turned on from Miyata's sexting and on  top  of  being  naked,  my  mind  screamed  at  me  to  say  yes.  This young man would have his way with me all night. I could have all the sex I want again. 20,000 points was also very attractive.

"I... I couldn't!" I quickly got dressed, handed him the bills, and bolted from the cab without waiting for the change.

If I had stayed in that car any longer, I might have accepted.

But  the  cab  drove  up  next  to  me  as  I  marched  down  the sidewalk.

"Aw, come on! We could have a lot of fun together. I'll pay for everything. I know a lot of exhibitionist things you can do," he said.

That proposition excited me more than I'd like. It was getting late. Souji and Asumu would be home soon, expecting dinner.

I  raced  past  the  car  and  into  the  building.  The  cab  stopped following  me  and  disappeared  from  sight,  leaving  me  wondering what could have been.

It turned out that the app acknowledged that I had cleared two options while in the taxi. Since I stripped naked and masturbated, the sum of both option points totalling 13,000 were awarded to me. I only

received 9,000 since 4,000 was paid to the last of the debt. I had no idea doing two options at once was a possibility. It didn't before.

Whatever the case was, the debt was finally paid off. No more taking out loans after this. They never turn out well.

Looking  through  the  shop  made  me  curious.  The  most expensive item caught my attention again. A five-million price point and  with  only  question  marks  was  enough  to  get  anyone  curious.  I wondered if it was my way out. What if it was the purchase to stop playing the app.

But how long would that take? Lisa had the most points any of us had ever gotten at 900,000, and she was playing NTL the longest.

Barely a million and not yet one-fifths of the way to buying it.

When  I  got  home,  I  looked  through  mine  and  Souji's  photo albums. Pictures of our honeymoon and wedding filled my stomach with butterflies. With each page I flipped, the glint of my wedding ring caused  my  eyes  to  wince.  Fond  memories  were  accompanied  by warm and joyous emotions.

The  longer  I  stared  at  the  photos,  the  more  Souji's  face morphed into other men's faces. Their expressions while they were on top of me, thrusting into me, violating me, pleasuring me. These different  faces  whom  my  heart  did  not  skip  for,  but  my  lower  body became hot thinking of.

Before I realized it, I started masturbating.

"Nnngh… I've become so filthy… so unfaithful, but why does it feel  so  good—  aaahhh!"  My  body  convulsed  from  the  climax  as thoughts of other men screwing me flitted through my mind.

Was  this  really  who  and  what  I'd  become?  Slowly  and inevitably degrading myself until I became like Lisa?

I brushed these thoughts aside to make dinner for Souji and Asumu. It was already so late that I was rushing to cook by the time they  got  home.  The  older  brother  was  beginning  to  look  more responsible  lately.  He  drank  in  moderation,  which  was  a  surprise.

Perhaps work had that effect on people.

Souji  and  I  tried  again  at  night,  but  he  was  done  after  one round  as  usual  and  left  me  unsatisfied  the  rest  of  the  night.  This

should  be  fine.  As  long  as  he  came  inside  me  without  protection,  I would eventually get pregnant.

At the same time, I had to watch out for…

The  door  creaked  open.  Asumu  was  at  the  door  of  my bedroom beckoning to me. Souji was already asleep. The app was also silent. I followed Asumu out of my own free will.

I  gave  him  a  blowjob  in  his  room  while  he  fingered  me.  His large cock felt right at home in my mouth. He liked it when I sucked loudly, so I had to slurp to satisfy him even at the risk of making too much noise.

"Just  so  you  know,  this  is  all  I'm  doing.  We're   not  going  to have sex," I said.

"Hard to believe you when you're running that tongue up my rod like a lollipop." Asumu grinned. He blew his load into me just as I came from his fingers, and had the audacity to show me how wet I got his hand. "You know, Souji and I share the same genes."

The  insinuation  angered  me.  I  stormed  out  of  the  room without  another  word.  It  was  simply  outrageous,  inconceivable—  I would never consider having someone else's child other than Souji's.

Chapter 21 - The Betrayals Continue After Souji and Asumu left for work the next morning, I started researching the NTL app through my old laptop I seldom used since graduating from college. I wasn't a video gamer, nor did I have any online  work.  A  cellular  phone  did  everything  nowadays.  There  was no fear of Souji snooping into the laptop anyway. Once I was done, I just needed to delete my browser history.

As  I  suspected,  NTL  wasn't  very  well-known.  There  was  no website,  no  community,  nor  a  social  presence.  It  did  exist  in  some capacity  through  public  forums  from  people  asking  questions.

Though they had few answers and many had faded into obscurity.

Most  people  asked  about  how  to  get  rid  of  the  app.  No  one had answers for them. It was all speculations and rumors about its origins that led nowhere. Everyone who played the app shared one thing in common— they were introduced to it by a friend. Lisa must have  been  a  superspreader  after  having  discovered  it.  I  couldn't imagine how many people she actually roped into this game.

"Are we just stuck with this forever?" I asked myself.

A little more digging uncovered a thread about what the five-million point item might be. The general consensus appeared to be that  it  was  the  only  way  out  of  the  game.  Of  course,  that  was guesswork at best, but not implausible.

I  texted  Kanako  what  I  found  out.  Hopefully  she  could  make heads or tails where others couldn't.

As  soon  as  I  hit  the  send  button,  my  phone  rang  with  a  call from my husband.

"Souji? Is something wrong? It's unusual for you to call while you're at work," I said. Only an hour had gone by since he left. My eyes were beginning to sting from staring at the laptop screen for too long.

"  Sorry  to  spring  this  up  on  you,  but  something  came  up  at work.  I  have  to  stay  overnight.  Probably  won't  be  home  until morning, " Souji said.

My  thoughts  immediately  went  to  Asumu.  He  would  most likely take advantage of me again. I couldn't let him.

"Don't  you  think  you're  sacrificing  too  much  for  your company?" I asked.

"  This  much  is  expected  of  me  in  a  managerial  position…  I have to pick up where my subordinates fall behind. Which leads me to another thing I'm sorry about— Miyata's out sick. Maybe you could whip  something  up  for  the  kid.  Oh,  and  tell  him  I  was  the  one  who sent you! I need to look good in front of my juniors. " I could hear the pride  in  his  voice  over  the  phone.  He  seemed  to  think  highly  of Miyata.  They  must  really  be  good  friends  at  work  for  Souji  to consider him like this.

On the other hand…

This was a good chance to ask Miyata about if Ushigome had a connection to Yamada-Ryo. I thought it was odd that his company recommended a place to stay like that.  All expenses paid.

Souji  also  had  no  idea  we  were  having  an  affair  behind  his back.  Miyata  was  another  thread  I  had  to  sever  before  things  got more out of hand than they were now. But after I had a bit more fun first.

"Alright.  Leave  it  to  me.  I'll  make  him  something  healthy  to eat," I said.

"  Great! I'll text you his address. Thanks, Yuina! Love you, " he cooed.

I  was  the  one  who  was  sorry.  I  already  knew  Miyata's  home address.

"And I love you," I replied.

Miyata  lived  alone  in  Shinjuku.  He  moved  down  here  from Hokkaido where his family hoped he could get a good education and well-paying job in the big city. Through hard work and perseverance, he did.

His  apartment  was  smack  dab  on  the  corner  of  the  busiest intersection  of  Shinjuku,  jam-packed  with  high  buildings,  thousands of people crossing the street at any given time, and cars that waited in lines like they were at an amusement park. The building he lived in, however, was anything but extravagant like mine or Kanako's. It

was built atop a major convenience store and clothing outlet where the exterior was crowded with neon signs, but the interior residential unit  was  left  in  partial  disrepair  and  an  elevator  that  groaned  as  it moved.

From  what  Souji  had  told  me  about  his  coworker's  living condition, it was affordable. But that wasn't saying much given where he  lived.  Miyata  barely  scraped  by  after  sending  most  of  his paycheck  back  home.  That  poor  graduate  came  home  from  work with little to look forward to, no wife or kids, and with little money to spend on leisure.

Throughout the morning, Miyata texted me about his situation.

He had no idea that I would be visiting, and it was amusing to read that he was wishing to see me.

As I took the elevator up, a few college-aged students rushed to catch up. I held the door open for them out of courtesy. Instead of thanking  me,  they  whistled  sharply  and  stared  at  my  body  with violating eyes.

"I don't recall a pretty missus like you living here," one of them with slicked-back hair said.

Another  man  with  a  baseball  cap  leaned  in  too  close  for comfort that I backed into the corner of the elevator.

"If  you're  free,  why  don't  ya  come  to  our  flat?  We'll  treat  ya nice." He was taller than me, and wasn't hiding that he stared down my cleavage.

The  elevator  signaled  that  it  reached  the  twelfth  floor  which was where Miyata's room was.

"Excuse me." I rushed out without making eye-contact.

Thank  goodness  they  didn't  follow  me  out.  The  less  time  I spent  alone  with  strangers,  the  better.  I  wouldn't  want  NTL  coming up with options to put me in even more trouble.

I  knocked  on  Miyata's  door  and  glanced  up  the  hallway  to make  sure  no  one  else  was  here.  Worrying  was  the  last  thing  I should  do.  No  one  knew  me  here  other  than  Miyata.  Acting suspicious would only draw attention.

"Just  a  moment…"  Miyata  sounded  weak,  even  the  footfalls approaching the door were made with careful steps.

My phone buzzed. The NTL app flashed with a menu.

Flash Round! You have ten seconds to decide. 

[Do everything Miyata asks you to.] +100,000 points

>[Accept]< 

>[Decline]< 

10…

9…

8…



7... 

So many points for what was supposed to be a simple visit?

The  app  was  clearly  expecting  Miyata  to  request  plenty  of  lewd things.

5…

4…

I… kind of want to take it.

2…

I hit the accept button just as the door opened. Miyata nearly fell back seeing me.

"Y-Yuina?"  He  rubbed  his  eyes  to  make  sure  I  was  real.  He had  a  mask  on.  His  eyes,  filled  with  surprise,  were  all  that  I  could make of him.

"I  heard  you  were  sick.  So  I  brought  some  food."  I  lifted  the bag of bento boxes in my hands.

The place was a cramped studio flat laid with tatami mats, an open kitchen with unwashed dishes filled the sink, and there was no furniture  aside  from  a  small  television  and  a  messy  futon.  His apartment was, suffice to say, an absolute mess. He struggled to find a  place  to  offer  me  a  seat  and  settled  on  shoving  aside  a  pile  of clothes.

"You don't have to go out of the way to make me comfortable.

Don't you have a cold to get over?" I asked.

Miyata rubbed the back of his head in embarrassment.

"I've  never  had  a  woman  in  my  apartment,  let  alone  room before," he said.

"I  came  over  to  check  on  you  anyway.  Just  take  a  seat  and relax. Let me take care of your house for a bit while you eat." I put

the bento box in front of him on the coffee table. He tried to get up, but I pushed him down by his shoulders.

"Well, you… I…" He flustered.

"Souji asked me to come over. You don't want to turn us away, do you?" I smiled.

Miyata  sat  back  down  and  didn't  touch  the  food  even  as  I started cleaning his apartment.

"Would  it  be  alright…  if  I  asked  you  for  a  favor,  since  we're sex  friends?  You  don't  have  to!  But  I  really  want  to  see  you  in  it."

Miyata locked eyes with me.

My  spit  dragged  itself  down  my  throat.  I  was  taken  back  at first.  My  mind  simply  couldn't  comprehend  refusing.  The  strange sensation was followed by a desire to please the only person in the room.

"Sure. What is it?" I turned to face him.

Miyata had a different side of him that I was only now finding out.  It  wasn't  something  bad.  Neither  was  it  particularly  good.  At least, I didn't think so.

"If it's alright with you, I want to see you clean my apartment wearing that." Miyata stared hard at me.

He had me wear an erotic french maid costume. The skirt was so short it barely covered my butt, my backside was bare and held up by very loose laces, and my breasts practically spilled out of the fabric. When he brought the suggestion up to me, I couldn't refuse.

Imagine  my  surprise  once  he  revealed  he  owned  a  collection  of erotic cosplays.

Not for his personal wear. Apparently he had a life-sized sex doll which he threw out after we entered this affair— I had become his sex doll now.

"I'm going to start cleaning your apartment now, okay?" I went to do the dishes first and heard Miyata come up behind me. His arms wrapped  around  my  waist,  and  his  thick  member  pressed  up between my butt cheeks.

"I can't hold it in anymore. Let me have sex with you while you wash the dishes!" he begged.

Miyata pushed aside my underwear and pressed his dick right into me. I was soaking wet. My pussy accepted him immediately, and his member fit inside me like a glove. His hips pounded me as I tried to  clean  the  dirty  plates,  but  it  was  hard  to  focus  while  being screwed.

And so, Miyata and I had sex throughout the morning like that.

Every request he made, I obeyed. Almost every costume he had in that closet I changed into, and he soiled me in every one of them. I was  drenched  in  his  cum,  pussy  molded  and  shaped  by  his  cock.

Cleaning  the  apartment  became  an  afterthought.  It  was  no  more cleaned than when I first came in. If anything, we had made an even greater mess.

"Ahh—  Miyata…  more!  You  fuck  me  so  good!  Mmmh!  I'm going to cum…!" I had finally reached the last costume— if it could be called that. Nothing but black cat ears and a waistband that gave me a furry tail. He made me a cat in heat, riding him in the cowgirl position on his futon.

"I'm cumming, Yuina!" he said.

His dick throbbed inside me. We orgasmed at the same time.

I clamped my hips down as another load filled my womb. When he let everything out, I climbed off and licked his member clean. He got hard  again  so  I  continued  to  sucked  him  off  until  he  came  in  my mouth. It was feeling like I became Miyata's woman instead.

"Oh… is it just me, or have you gotten better?" Miyata asked.

"You  like  what  I  can  do  with  my  mouth?"  I  worked  the  tip loudly like I did for Asumu, but with extra service for the man before me.

Sex  was  so  much  better.  My  womb  was  so  hot  with  another man's cum. The only word that came to mind was satisfaction.

"Yuina!"  He  sprung  to  a  sitting  position  and  grabbed  my shoulders. "I know I shouldn't be saying this, but… I love you!"

My  heart  throbbed  with  an  emotion  I  hadn't  experienced  in years.

"Even if we're doing this, I can't accept your feelings. This is all just physical. You know I belong to Souji," I said.

Seeing  his  sad  face  stirred  the  complicated  emotions  inside me. There had been truths buried inside me that were ripped open, leaving  me  no  choice  but  to  face  them.  I  loved  sex.  I  loved  to  be taken and made to climax, used like a toy born to serve pleasure.

But…

I  loved  Souji.  That  was  the  other  truth,  and  I  would  keep telling  myself  that  until  the  day  I  die.  Nothing,  absolutely  nothing would get between the two of us.

"I-I  understand.  You  don't  have  to  make  such  a  scary  face,"

Miyata said.

I  didn't  even  know  what  face  I  was  making,  but  seeing  my reflection from the television screen showed the woman I knew too well— myself. Had I been anything else?

Noon  had  snuck  up  on  us.  Since  I  had  promised  to  clean Miyata's apartment, that was exactly what I did. If someone stitched together  a  before  and  after  picture,  no  one  could  have  guessed  it was the same place.

Miyata saw me out the door when it was time for me to leave.

"Keep  your  place  clean  from  now  on.  Your  mental  health  is just as important as your physical health." I smiled.

"I'm  really  thankful  for  you  and  Senpai.  Everything  about  my life  was  so  bleak  before  you  two  came  along.  Even  though  we're going against Senpai's back, it's like I found the motivation to move forward again. If you ever want to stop this affair, I'm completely okay with it!" Miyata bowed so deep I was embarrassed for him.

But this was good. I still had questions about his and Souji's company.

"Souji  and  I  are  very  fond  of  you,  too.  If  you're  ever  feeling down, just let us know. Especially me." I winked, then placed a hand on  his  chest.  "Before  I  leave,  something's  been  bothering  me.

Remember  back  at  Yamada-Ryo?  You  told  me  Ushigome  paid  for your stay there. Do they do that often?"

"Not  really.  I  think  it  was  a  thing  they  started  recently—

rewarding  employees  with  the  best  performance  a  day  vacation.

Ushigome  does  that  with  a  lot  of  places  like  massage  salons, bathhouses,  and  such.  Why  do  you  ask?"  His  interest  in  the

conversation was piqued. He had no idea that I suspected the NTL

app might be related to Ushigome. Unfortunately, I had nothing but thin threads.

I  shook  my  head.  "I  was  just  wondering  if  Souji  might  have received something like that, too."

"Come  to  think  of  it…  it's  weird  that  Senpai  doesn't  get recognized as often as he should," he said.

"Why's that?" I asked.

"I  heard  from  others  that  Senpai  is  the  highest  performer  for three years straight. Sure he had hiccups a little while ago, but all of us under him agreed that he deserved a pretty hefty promotion given all  he  does."  Miyata  nodded,  eyes  closed  as  he  recalled  his superior's achievements.

Those hiccups were from when I ignored the app and caused him trouble. But Miyata was right. Today, too. Souji was going to be out  all  night  for  the  company.  That's  ridiculous  no  matter  how  you looked  at  it.  Was  he  a  target  of  workplace  harassment?  It  couldn't just be that he was reliable enough to dump all the work onto.

Something  about  this  was  too  fishy  to  ignore.  There  was  a thread linking Ushigome to NTL. I just needed to pry deeper.

"I'm in no position to ask this of you, but would you look into why Souji's treated the way he is at work?" I pleaded.

"Say  no  more!  If  anything,  I  want  to  help!  Snooping  around makes me feel like an anime protagonist." Miyata beamed. He was a better man than most could ask for. In another world, it might have been him I spent my life with.

Chapter 22 - Kanako and Jun

On top of a morning of incredible sex, I also earned 100,000

points for a total of [109,000/5,000,000] points. This was the most I had ever earned. I could only continue breaking my records if I went higher. It would be a good idea to pick up another morning after pill, but waiting until I got home was the better option.

As I was leaving the apartment, I got a call from Kanako. She must be calling about the information I sent her.

"Hey, did you read—"

"  Yui!  You're  in  the  city  right  now,  yeah? "  Kanako  asked frantically. Wind was blowing into the phone, and her breathing was haggard.

I hesitated to answer. Our GPS was on, so she should know where I was. It wasn't like she knew I was cheating or anything, and my position on the map probably showed me around the sidewalk.

"Y-Yeah,  I  am.  What's  going  on  at  your  end?  Not  like  you  to take up jogging instead of swimming," I teased.

"  Oh,  pfft.  If  only  this  was  the  time  for  jokes.  No,  Jun  finally came home but he left right away. Said he was meeting a friend. So I tailed him out, and guess what? It's a woman. Can you come down right now? You got my location, right? " She spoke fast, but I got the gist of it.

By  the  sound  of  it,  Kanako  wanted  me  to  be  with  her  to confront Jun. Why did I feel so uneasy about this? Because I was in my  own  affair?  Because  I  might  see  my  two  old  friends  tear themselves apart? This was Kanako, I had to be there.

"You bet. I'll catch up with you," I assured her.

"  Thanks," was all she said before the call cut off.

My GPS showed that she was just walking past a big fast food chain.  Her  pace  was  slow,  so  she  wasn't  running  anymore.  Which meant she was likely right behind Jun and the mystery woman.

I  kept  bumping  into  people,  but  fortunately  Kanako  stopped some paces away from a crosswalk. She was still keeping distance

from  her  husband.  I  texted  that  I  was  right  behind  her,  and  she turned around to flag me down.

"There.  In  the  navy  track  jacket,"  Kanako  pointed  to  a  well-dressed man with sideswept brown hair. A woman in a fashionable, black dress had her arm linked with his. "I can't believe him."

"What do you want to do? Bust them now?" I asked, keeping my voice low.

Kanako  shook  her  head.  "Wherever  they're  going,  I  wanna catch  them  in  the  act.  Jun'll  probably  spin  a  story  up  if  we  show ourselves  here.  If  the  two  of  them  are  about  to  fuck,  he  isn't explaining himself out of that one."

We continued to stalk them until we reached a seedier part of Shinjuku.  Love  hotels  at  every  corner  with  signs  outside  to  display the  time  and  price  of  a  session.  The  two  of  them  walked  right  into one.

I saw that Kanako was biting down on her lip, fuming from the ears. It was her worst nightmare turned reality.

"If you don't want to face them, you can let me do it," I offered.

"And miss a chance to slug them both? I'm going," she said.

The  sliding  glass  doors  gave  us  the  view  of  the  lobby.  We waited behind the brick wall until Jun and the woman went unseen into a hallway. As soon as we entered after, a slimy old man stared at the two of us with a lascivious gaze.

"Not often we get two girls in here." He licked his lips.

"Ugh. We're not here for that. Give us the room to the pair that was just here," Kanako demanded.

"I'm  afraid  I  can't  do  that—"  His  words  caught  in  his  throat when  Kanako  slapped  down  three  ten-thousand  yen  bills.

Unfortunately,  he  wasn't  going  to  budge  from  just  that.  He  kept  his mouth sealed and glared.

I also put down another three bills.

"Oh— Yui, you don't have to!" Kanako shouted.

"But  she  did."  The  man  pocketed  the  sixty-thousand  yen.

"They went to room 12B. Don't make a ruckus and bother the other guests, will ya?"

Kanako stormed right off. I had to sprint to catch up. She was at  the  door  to  12B,  fists  clenched,  breath  ragged  and  quivering.  It was at this moment of twilight, I wondered if Souji would ever do the same to me like Kanako was now.

Seeing my best friend like this terrified me. I felt her visceral anger  just  standing  next  to  her.  I  was  about  to  try  and  calm  her nerves  when  she  kicked  the  door,  breaking  the  bar  lock  from  the wooden frame.

"Jun!" She snarled. The man in question was laying shirtless in  bed,  and  his  paramour  in  red  lingerie  was  straddling  his  waist.

Both of them gawked, mouths hanging open in terror.

"K-Kana?" Jun stuttered.

"I  fucking  knew  it."  Kanako  dragged  the  woman  by  the  hair and  threw  her  off  the  bed.  She  climbed  onto  his  chest,  balling  her hand into a fist.

I  could  only  stare  in  horror,  unsure  when  to  butt  into  their affair. Or even if I should.

"Wait—  it's  not  what  you  think!"  He  cowered,  shielding  his face with his arms to blows that never came.

I  finally  found  the  willpower  to  pull  Kanako  off  Jun.  Tears streamed down her cheeks.

"Explain  this!"  she  pleaded,  pointing  to  the  woman  on  the floor.

"Reiko— she… she was blackmailing me," he said.

"That's  not  true  at  all!"  the  woman  named  Reiko  fired  back.

"You said you would help me. Wouldn't you? You have to…"

Kanako  broke  free  from  my  grasp  and  mauled  Reiko  like  a bear,  throwing  punch  after  punch  until  the  poor  girl  started  crying.

Jun  and  I  both  went  to  stop  Kanako,  but  I  was  the  only  one  who noticed it.

A  phone  lying  face  up  on  the  floor.  It  was  neither  mine,  nor Kanako's, so it had to have been Reiko's. The icon of a pair of horns hovering above a golden halo flashed on the screen— the NTL app.

Kanako grimaced. She brought Reiko's face so close to hers I thought they were about to kiss. The fury in her eyes had diminished.

"Does he know about it?" Kanako asked quietly.

Reiko shook her head, tears and snot ran down her face.

The intense situation diffused as soon as Kanako let go. She took one look at Jun and spooked him back onto the bed.

"Get out of here," she said.

"Wait!" Reiko suddenly shouted. Her mouth flopped open but no further words came out.

I  grabbed  her  phone  and  realized  the  round  was  still  going.

Reiko had to have sex with Jun or else she, or someone close to her, might  suffer  the  consequences.  When  I  quietly  brought  this  up  to Kanako,  away  and  out  of  earshot  from  Jun,  she  looked  ready  to punch a hole in the wall.

Reiko  sat  on  the  floor  sobbing.  Jun  was  half  naked  on  the bed, twiddling his thumbs.

"Fine…  they've  probably  fucked  a  ton  anyway.  What's  one more…"  Kanako's  eyes  twitched,  not  with  anger  but  because  tears were welling at the corners.

"There's another way." I pulled out my phone and navigated to the in-app inventory where my free pass waited to be used.

"I can't ask you to do that. Where did you even get this?" she asked.

"Doesn't  matter.  I'm  doing  it  for  you,  Jun,  and  Reiko,"  I  said firmly.

We  explained  to  Reiko,  and  she  agreed  to  sync  our  apps together.  I  was  able  to  gift  her  the  free  pass  which  she  used immediately.  It  was  a  longshot.  I  didn't  even  know  you  could  send things to other players. I only had an inkling because mobile games usually had a system like that, and if it allowed players to sync up for events, then it was worth a shot.

"Thank you… Thank you so much…" she whimpered.

Kanako  pulled  on  Jun's  earlobe,  dragging  him  towards  the door.

"Ow, ow! Kana, please!" he begged painfully.

"Go home." She let go once they reached the broken door.

"You know I was telling the truth. Are we good? Will I see you home  later?"  Jun  asked,  the  hurt  in  his  eyes  was  more  emotional than the physical pain from his ear.

"Go  home  before  I  do  get  angry!"  Kanako  gave  him  a  swift kick to the ass and sent him out. She came back and scratched the back  of  her  head.  "Hey…  I'm  really  sorry  about  that.  I  lost  my marbles there."

Reiko  squeezed  the  tissue  I'd  given  to  her.  The  fear  of Kanako was still present, but the apology appeared to alleviate most of the tension. I was still surprised to see her blow up like that. My best  friend  wore  her  emotions  on  her  sleeves  and  face  but  was always able to keep a cool head.

It went to show how serious she took her marriage to Jun.

"No, it's alright. I expected that the moment you came through the door. The two of you… are also playing the app?" Reiko asked.

"Does anyone actually  play?" Kanako shot back.

I  quietly  cleared  my  throat,  thinking  of  all  the  times  I  rather enjoyed  playing  the  app.  For  the  sake  of  getting  us  closer  to resolving this mysterious game, it would be best to make an ally of Reiko. But as I went to help her up, she clasped both of my hands in hers.

"Thank  you  so  much  for  giving  me  that  free  pass.  I  can't imagine it was cheap," she said.

"Don't  mention  it."  Really.  I  hoped  she  didn't  say  anymore.

The only reason I got it was from a humiliating gangbang. I noticed that  she,  too,  had  a  ring  on  her  finger.  She  was  also  engaged  in adultery.  "Reiko,  I'm  curious.  Has  your  app  ever  given  you  choices that involved your husband?"

"N-No,  it  never  has."  She  was  taken  back  by  my  question.

Whether  or  not  she  had  realized  it  before,  it  was  dawning  on  her now.

Behind  me,  Kanako  was  furiously  texting  into  her  phone.  It was probably Jun on the receiving end of her wrathful messages. I sure didn't want to be him.

"I  can  forgive  you  for  screwing  Jun  because  of  the  app.  But it's  a  little  suspicious  that  this  has  been  happening  for  some  time,"

Kanako said.

"I hadn't seen him since high school! The app chose him one day, and it escalated from there. Like the stupid game knew to keep

choosing  him  or  something…"  Reiko  chewed  on  her  thumbnail.  It was clear by her repulsion she didn't want any of this.

On  the  other  hand,  Kanako's  frustration  and  suspicion  was understandable,  but  we  stood  to  gain  nothing  by  going  after  each other's throats. At the end of the day, NTL was what's making us do all this.

"C-Can I go now?" My husband recently got laid off, and he's stuck  at  home  worried  sick.  I  told  him  an  hour  ago  I  was  going grocery shopping," Reiko said.

"We don't want to keep you if you need to go home. I already have your contact information from syncing the app, so would it be alright if we kept in touch?" I asked.

She nodded, but threw a fearful glance at Kanako.

"I'm sorry, okay? I really didn't mean to hurt you. Too much."

My best friend didn't sound the least bit remorseful.

Reiko  sighed.  "It's  fine.  You  couldn't  hurt  me  more  than Ushigome hurt my marriage."

My  body  sprung  forward  when  I  heard  the  name  of  Souji's workplace. I grasped Reiko's shoulders as she got to her feet.

"You  just  said  Ushigome,  as  in  that  Ushigome  Enterprise?"  I asked,  feeling  my  stomach  knot  and  wrench  like  parasites  were eating me from the inside.

"Oh.  That's  Souji's  company,  right?"  Kanako  suddenly  grew interested in my outburst.

"Souji… Souji Ninomae? He's the one who fired my husband!

We're  down  to  eating  nothing  but  instant  ramen  because  of  him!"

Reiko slapped both my hands away and backed up to the wall. She was  shaking  like  a  wild  animal  that  was  cornered  and  saw  only despair before her.

Souji  fired  Reiko's  husband  from  Ushigome?  Where  had  I heard  something  like  this  before—  Wait.  Hayase  from  the  train incident was also fired by Souji. Was my husband the cause of his employees misfortune? Or rather, from what Miyata had told me, his employees might be taking the fall for his mistakes.

What's  going  on?  Why  did  it  connect  back  to  Souji  of  all people?

Chapter 23 - Master

None  of  us  couldn't  be  in  that  room  with  one  another  after that. Kanako couldn't stand Reiko who, through no fault of her own, was  forced  to  have  sex  with  Jun.  And  Reiko  was  hysterical  about Souji's involvement in allegedly ruining her and her husband's life.

All I could do was wait and see what Miyata could dig up on his own. Or if I was brave enough, confront Souji on my own. It was beginning  to  seem  more  like  Ushigome  was  involved  with  NTL, between sending its employees to Yamada-Ryo which was basically a  front  for  a  one-woman  brothel,  and  coincidentally  having employees whose wives were playing the app.

Kanako  went  home  to  'talk'  it  out  with  Jun.  With  a  stroke  of luck, and Jun not being a total clown, things might turn out fine.

As  I  was  heading  home,  I  received  a  call  from  a  nurse  who worked at Dr. Tejima's clinic, asking me to come in. Today was only Friday, a day after I had already made a visit and a day before my next  scheduled  appointment.  I  swallowed  hard  wondering  if  the doctor couldn't wait any longer.

My  body  was  getting  excited.  I  wanted  to  go  and  find  out.

Souji was staying the night at his company anyway.

When I arrived at the clinic, I was surprised to see that no one was there. No nurses to take my name down or patients waiting to be seen. It wasn't closed, the door was unlocked and lights were left on in the lobby.

"Hello?" I called into the reception area where clerks worked in front of the computers.

The door into an examination room opened and out came Dr.

Tejima  in  his  usual  attire.  I  got  wet  just  seeing  him  and  imagining what he wanted with me.

"Ah.  Mrs.  Ninomae,  come  in  and  have  a  seat."  He  held  the door  open.  I  took  one  step  forward  and  my  phone  buzzed.  The doctor nodded for me to take it. "Feel free to answer your call. I'll be waiting inside."

I was left alone in the lobby again, with nothing but the sound of my thrashing heart and the phone's incessant buzzing.

The NTL app flashed on the screen:

VIP Detected. 

Syncing…

Syncing…

Syncing…



Synchronization Complete. 

New event starting! 

There  will  be  no  choices.  From  the  moment  you  walk through that door, you will begin accumulating points based on the actions you perform. The event ends when the VIP chooses to end or until midnight. 

Do  you  accept  to  becoming  the  VIP's  slave  for  the duration of this event? 

>[Accept]< 

>[Decline]< 

Slave…?

This  seemed  similar  to  the  thing  I  did  with  Miyata.  However, instead of being compelled to do as he said, I was given the freedom of choice? Did I really have a choice if I agreed to become a slave?

A type of roleplay I'd always wanted to try with Souji, but he was too timid to do so.

I  wanted  to  try  it.  I  really  wanted  to  try  it  even  if  it  meant betraying my husband again.

Pressing the accept button brought up a 'thank you' message that  it  had  never  given  before.  I  wondered  if  that  meant  anything?

More importantly…

This whole VIP thing. It was definitely referring to Dr. Tejima, wasn't it?

The doctor was waiting on the other side of the door. I came into the same examination room I was in yesterday, but not with the usual  medical  instruments—  there  were  toys  and  equipment  that belonged in a S&M store. Strangely-shaped dildos that bent at weird angles,  collars  with  a  leash,  clamps  and  handcuffs,  including  many more I couldn't put a name to.

"Take your clothes off and take a seat," Dr. Tejima said.

My first order. I had to obey as his slave.

I  stripped  down  to  nothing,  revealing  my  bare  body  to  the doctor. It was odd. He had seen my breasts and crotch before, but on occasions in which I wasn't fully naked and meant as a standard examination. Every shred of clothing came off, including my shoes. I sat down on the seat which had my legs spread and in the air.

"Now that you're in here, everything we do is consensual. Isn't that right, my slave?" His words sent shivers up my spine, made my nipples hard, and pussy gush.

"Yes," I answered.

"Yes, what?" A pair of piercing eyes glared at me.

"Yes, Master," I answered again, this time more subserviently.

Never  could  I  have  guessed  my  very  own  gynecologist  had this side of him. He always conducted himself professionally, never made any crass remarks, and treated me like a human being in ways a  doctor  should  when  looking  after  their  patient's  health.  This  was the side of the coin, smeared in dirt and fingerprints, that he hid from others.

Dr.  Tejima  began  fixing  leather  bindings  to  secure  me  to  the chair. All the while my body was begging for sex.

"When  I  first  met  you,  I  couldn't  believe  how  beautiful  you were.  Pure,  innocent,  like  an  angel  that  was  incorruptible.  Imagine my surprise when that same maiden turned out to be playing NTL,"

he said, tightening the last strap onto my wrist.

My mind drew a blank. Did I hear him right? The letters, N, T, and L came out of his mouth. I wasn't hallucinating.

"You… know NTL?" I asked, swallowing the lump in my throat.

Something  hard  whipped  my  breast  and  left  a  pink  mark above  my  right  nipple.  I  suppressed  the  urge  to  cry—  in  fact,  the pulsing  pain  turned  me  on  even  more  as  it  somehow  became…

pleasant.

"A  slave  does  not  ask  her  master  questions.  Is  that understood?"  He  whipped  me  again,  this  time  on  my  inner  thigh, sending a shock to my pussy.

"I-I understand, Master!" I nodded.

Dr.  Tejima  stared  at  me  pitifully.  For  whatever  reason,  he undid the bindings on my wrists and ankles.

"Oh, I can't hurt you. The truth is, I adore you so much." He sat  down  on  a  chair  across  the  room  and  beckoned  me  to  come over. I got off the chair, but earned a wagging finger. "Tsk. Tsk. Come to me like the pet you are."

"Yes,  Master."  I  dropped  down  to  my  hands  and  knees  and crawled over to him.

Dr. Tejima lifted my chin and put a black studded collar around my neck.

"Good  girl.  You  deserve  a  treat,  don't  you?"  He  stroked  my cheek, his touch sending goosebumps across my skin.

I nodded desperately. My body was on fire. I didn't care that it was my doctor. I wanted his dick inside me. He unzipped his pants and waved an erect cock in my face.

"This is your treat. Make sure you don't spill a single drop."

I wasn't sure how long I had spent sucking my master's dick, only  that  he  came  three  times  in  my  mouth  and  made  me  swallow every  load.  He  was  playing  something  on  his  phone  while  I pleasured him. Occasionally, he would text into it and make a phone call that sounded like work.

Why was I doing this? If I had to answer, it would be because I  enjoyed  it  immensely.  To  be  treated  like  both  a  dog  and  slut—  a bitch in heat. Whenever he caressed my cheeks and called me his little  whore,  my  body  tingled  with  excitement  more  than  sex  ever could.  This  man,  whom  I  knew  only  as  my  doctor,  became  as intimate  with  me  as  Miyata  and  Souji  were  but  in  less  than  a  day.

Our  relationship  went  from  patient  and  doctor  to  sex  slave  and master.

My mind was so overwhelmed with ecstasy in pleasuring him that I began to masturbate and tease myself.

"One  more  time,  my  little  whore."  Master  grabbed  my  face and shoved his cock so deep into my throat I nearly gagged. Another incredible  load  spilled  down  my  gullet,  and  just  when  I  thought  he was going to reward me by putting his cock in my other mouth, he

zipped up his pants and ordered me to the door. "Where the master goes, the slave follows. Come on, now."

I  crawled  to  him  obediently.  He  opened  the  door  to  several packages  that  weren't  there  when  I  came  by.  He  opened  them  up one by one. First was a leash, which he put on my collar and held the  other  end  of  it.  Next  was  a  dog  ears  headband  he  put  on  my head, and finally, a buttplug that had a fluffy brown tail attached to it.

"Nnngh—  aahhh!"  An  uncontrollable  moan  escaped  my  lips as  he  fingered  me.  My  master  used  the  gushing  juices  from  my pussy  to  lubricate  the  anal  plug,  and  then  forced  it  into  my  ass.

"Guh… it— mmmhh…"

The pain was my pleasure. My ass quickly grew accustomed to  it,  especially  since  I  had  anal  sex  before.  My  master,  however, didn't seem pleased with that.

"What part of you hasn't been sullied yet?" he asked, shaking his head.

"Forgive me, Master— aahh!" I yelped as he stuck his fingers into  me  again  while  nudging  the  buttplug.  My  pleas  and  apologies weren't  enough,  but  maybe  this  was  okay.  I  was  getting  close,  but just as I neared climax, he stopped.

"Put this on. We're going for a walk." He tossed a pair of slip-on  padded  shin  guards  that  protected  my  knees  down  to  my  feet, elbow guards, and gloves.

"A  walk…  as  in…  we're  going  outside  with  me  like  this?"  I asked.

He grabbed my chin. Our faces were so close, and I was still on  a  lustful  high  that  I  wanted  to  kiss  him,  to  suck  his  tongue  and have  him  suck  on  mine.  At  the  same  time,  I  was  afraid  he  would punish me if I acted out.

Maybe that would have been a better alternative.

"At the end of the walk, you get your reward. Wouldn't you like that?" he asked.

"Y-Yes, but…" I glanced down at my humiliating appearance.

My  master  rubbed  the  dog  ears  on  my  head,  surprising  me with  a  pleasurable  sensation  I'd  never  experienced  before.  It  made

my knees weak, my body hotter. I wanted to be fucked right then and there.

"As long as these are on you, people will see you as a dog.

I'm sure you have experienced some reality-altering effects with the app before, haven't you?" He used both hands to rub the dog ears.

The feeling traveled down my spine to my crotch and almost made me climax.

As  much  as  I  craved  to  experience  this  level  of  demeaning pleasure, the lingering humanity inside of me was apprehensive.

"Well… I can't exactly force you. This arrangement must be a two-way street," he said.

If  I  was  going  to  do  this,  I  wanted  more  out  of  this  than  just sex.

"Master  is  a  VIP.  I've  only  just  learned  that  about  you  today.

You seem to know more about NTL than I do. At the end of this, on top  of  my  reward…  will  you  tell  me  more  about  the  app?"  I  asked, begging— pleading him as seductively with my eyes as I could.

His  own  eyes  went  wide.  He  gulped  hard.  This  type  of  play was clearly his kink, and by the way he spoke to me, I had been his target of affection for a while now.

"I'm afraid I can't do that. As a VIP, I have to stay in my own lane, and you have to stay in yours." He pulled out a notebook from his breast pocket and wrote something for me to read.

It read:

Don't  read  this  aloud.  our  devices  are  listening.  I'll  tell  you what you want to know after. 

This was it. My chance to learn more.

"I understand, Master. If you don't want to tell me, that's fine…

I want to keep being your little whore," I begged.

"That's  my  sweet,  little  girl."  He  stuffed  my  things  into  a backpack and led me out of the clinic.

My  heart  was  beating  so  loud  it  pounded  in  my  head.  Right out  of  the  clinic  in  the  middle  of  a  metropolitan  city,  hundreds  of people  walked  past  us  ignorant  that  an  adult  woman  was  crawling around naked. I should be thankful my people were reserved folks.

Most just passed by without so much as a glance. Few made smiles

at  me,  thinking  I  was  a  dog.  Exposing  myself  to  so  many  people made  my  nipples  hard.  I  was  sure  my  pussy  was  dripping  and thanked the summer heat for quickly drying the trail behind me.

It  was  getting  late  into  the  afternoon.  The  summer  heat enveloped me and kept me warm despite my lack of clothing.

The  protection  pads  I  put  on  were  cushioned  such  that  they didn't  make  much  noise  when  I  moved.  They  also  kept  my  knees, arms, and hands from the harsh concrete and asphalt. Did he buy all of  these  from  the  app?  Was  it  a  special  shop  specifically  for  VIPs and not NTL players like myself?

Whichever the case, my master was kind enough to look after my  well-being  by  spending  his  own  points  to  keep  me  unhurt.  I couldn't  wait  to  return  the  favor  by  finally  accepting  and  pleasuring his cock.

I wanted him to praise me. I wanted him to touch me, call me his little whore, fuck me, make me his— all of it.

We  got  to  a  crosswalk  and  waited  for  the  pedestrian  light  to turn green. A man walking a hulking, brown dog couldn't control his pet. It pulled him all the way up to us.

"Ahh…!" I was spooked by the dog as it tried to sniff my ass and became too terrified to move for fear it might bite me.

"Sorry about that!" the man said, struggling to keep a tight grip on the leash. "Wakka gets excited around other dogs, but he doesn't bite."

My chest and crotch throbbed. The man just called me a dog.

Me,  a human being, a married woman who was enslaved by another man.

"Wakka  looks  like  a  strong  one.  Aren't  you,  big  guy?"  My master  pet  the  dog,  but  it  looked  more  interested  in  me  than  being played  with.  He  then  put  a  hand  on  my  head.  "This  pretty  girl  is Yuina."

"Cute name for a beautiful dog. You must train her well," the other man said.

"Well,  I  can  only  hope  so."  Master  grinned  and  gave  me  a knowing look.

The big dog suddenly tried to mount me. He got on his hind legs and thrusted his hips forward. I felt something poking.

"Hey,  Wakka!  No!  Down  boy,"  the  owner  did  his  best  to  pull the dog off.

I had an urge to run away, but I didn't want to leave my master or be found out.

The  dog's  attention  was  suddenly  drawn  elsewhere.  My master hovered a piece of jerky above his nose.

"Is it alright to feed him this?" he asked.

"Yeah.  Thanks,  and  sorry  about  that,  sir.  Come  on,  Wakka!"

The owner pulled his dog away as it gnawed happily on the jerky.

My master rubbed my ears and cheek.

"Don't  worry.  I  won't  let  anyone  or  anything  else  touch  you,"

Master said.

Lost  in  the  pleasure  of  being  his  pet,  I  merely  panted  and nodded like an actual dog.

The longer we went on this walk, the closer I was to reaching my  limits.  I  might  pounce  on  my  master  in  broad  daylight.  It  was getting to the point where any cock would do. I brushed up against his leg and went as far as to bark to get his attention.

"Just be patient a little longer," my master said, tying my leash to a bike rack before heading into a bank.

I almost gave myself away by standing up to see what he was doing. Reminding myself what I currently was felt so degrading but good at the same time. People throwing glances at my naked body and only seeing a dog made me so wet.

As I waited, people walking their dogs struggled to keep them under  control.  Was  it  possible  that  my  change  in  appearance  also affected animals, too?

"Oh, aren't you cute!"

An overexaggerated squeal startled me. A couple stopped to check  me  out.  The  woman  pulled  out  her  phone  to  snap  a  picture, but  I  backed  away  in  a  panic  to  avoid  getting  my  photo  taken.

Luckily, her boyfriend noticed my distress and stepped in.

"Babe,  I  think  it's  scared.  Maybe  the  flash  freaks  it  out?"  He lowered her phone and she relented in putting it away.

"Aw,  alright."  She  crept  forward  until  her  hands  were  close enough to stroke my head. I held my breath, fearful that I would be discovered. As long as they didn't knock off my headband, I should be in the clear.

But  the  dog  ears  must  have  some  weird  effect  on  me.  Their touch sent pleasure signals up my spine. I rolled onto my back, and the woman even started rubbing my belly. Her boyfriend joined her, dragging his fingers across the area just above my crotch.

"Hahh… ahh…" I tried to control my voice, but being pent up this much made it difficult.

"This dog is so adorable. I think she's enjoying it!" the woman exclaimed.

"Maybe  we  should  get  one  like  her  in  the  house,"  he  said  in response.

I was going to climax at this rate. If I did, I'd scream. I—

"Hey!" The petting and scratching stopped. My master rushed out  of  the  building,  causing  the  couple  to  back  away.  "You're  not hurting my dog, are you?"

"N-No, sir! We were just petting her," the man said.

"That much is fine. She is a sweet dog, isn't she?" The hand I loved so much from my master plops on top of my head. He chatted the couple up for a few more minutes until they had to leave. As we left, he asked with a grin, "Are you enjoying yourself?"

I nodded ferociously, but what I wanted—  needed most right now was something else.

It seemed like I was getting my wish soon. Master led us into a park where no one save for the occasional jogger passed through.

The street lights flickered on, but one seemed to have a loose bulb and wouldn't stop blinking.

We hid behind the park's bathroom, where trees and bushes framed  a  private  lovenest  for  us.  Master  pulled  me  to  my  feet, pushed  me  against  the  wall,  and  kissed  me.  The  impact  made  the buttplug sink deeper into my ass.

His clothes brushing against me lit every inch of my bare skin on fire. I wrapped my arms around him, grinded my hips against his waist and soaked his pants with my wet pussy.

Our tongues wrestled for control until he eventually won out, forcing it into my throat for me to suck on.

"Master— ahh, Master…" I cooed between each breath.

I  unbuckled  the  belt,  pulled  his  cock  out,  and  dry  humped  it between  my  thighs.  The  sensation  of  rubbing  the  shaft  against  the entrance took my breath away. He looked me in the eyes as I guided it into my pussy. I lost all strength in my knees as it slid in at last.

"Auugh— oohhh!" My entire body seized and bucked forward.

I orgasmed the moment it went in. "Master's… cock, nnnh… it feels so good…"

Even  my  master,  who  had  been  acting  so  prim  and  proper, had  lost  his  senses  to  pleasure.  He  held  one  of  my  legs  up  and slammed his hips into me with wild abandon. His wonderful cock, so lubricated by my juices, slid in and out of me so easily.

"Yuina! My Yuina… I fantasized about you so much. I'm finally having  my  way  with  you!"  Groping  hands  fondled  my  tits,  playing with them like they were his toy.

I didn't know this man beyond the fact that he was my doctor.

Yet today, and in this moment, I loved him— belonged to him down to  the  cells  that  made  me.  We  were  connected  and  consummating the union of our master and slave relationship.

"Fuck me, Master! Fuck me— harder, yes!" I begged.

"The  pussy  that  I've  inspected  so  much,  made  sure  it  was healthy and ripe… I get to fill it up at long last!" he exclaimed.

Master fumbled taking his clothes off as he fucked me. I had to  help  him  unbutton  and  throw  the  clothing  away.  We  hugged  our naked bodies close as our hips continued to beat together. The both of us came at the same time. Hot cum gushed into my womb. There was so much, I was sure it would make me pregnant.

His dick was still hard even as he became too tired to stand. I rode him, serviced him, licked clean the meat pole that gave me so much joy. I was elated to see his blissful expression, knowing that I, his slave, was the one providing it.

"I'm cumming again, Yuina…" he warned.

"Inside  me.  More!  Fill  me  with  your  love,  Master—  Yes…

aahhh!"  I  felt  his  cock  hit  the  entrance  to  my  womb  and  unload  a

torrent of cum into me.

I trembled on top of him, still straddling his waist and wringing every  last  drop.  His  hands  explored  my  body.  He  liked  my  breasts the most, seeing as he kneaded and sucked on my nipples so much.

But most of all…

Master  sat  up  and  hugged  me,  pressing  our  lips  and  body together. Then he found the energy to go again and pushed me onto my back.

"I  can  still  keep  going.  How  about  you,  my  little  whore?"  he asked.

What face was I making? I had the answer in the reflection of his eyes that stared at a prized possession. What other answer could I give?

"Ahh… Yes, Master~"

We  lost  track  of  time  having  sex.  Every  now  and  then,  the volume  of  our  lovemaking  had  to  dial  down  because  someone entered  the  bathroom.  I  might  have  liked  that  happened  the  most.

Master's touch became gentle, and he whispered sweet words that made me tremble in delight.

The  sound  of  the  toilet  flushing,  followed  by  the  footsteps getting further and further away, was our signal to return to fucking like wild animals.

"When you told me you had sex with other men, I was furious.

I'll  make  you  forget  everything  about  them.  I'm  all  that  you  need, aren't I?" He twisted my nipples, causing me to moan loud and my mind  flash  white.  Every  orgasm  was  so  powerful  it  nearly  knocked me out of consciousness.

Of  course,  I  couldn't  fully  pass  out.  His  cock  fucked  me  so good that the pleasure brought me back immediately.

"Who's dick is making you feel good?" my master asked. "Out of all the men you had, mine is the best for you. Isn't it, Yuina? My little whore?"

"Yes—  yes,  Master!  I  love…  ohhh…  your  cock!  It's  the  only one  for  me—  nngghhaa!"  I  was  climaxing  so  hard  I  couldn't  think anymore  and  said  anything  at  that  point.  Maybe  there  was  some

truth to what came out of my mouth. After being paraded through the city  naked  and  made  to  call  a  man  that  wasn't  Souji  my  master,  a switch had been permanently flipped inside me.

If I could see myself right now, I was sure my eyes that looked at Souji with endearment, stared at my master's cock with the same look. No— I definitely saw Miyata and Dr. Tejima differently than my husband. Maybe something more and in a way I was once afraid to admit.

I  loved  the  pleasure  they  gave  me.  Their  cocks,  their  love, their touch— all of it. I wanted more and to keep feeling it.

As  the  tremors  of  my  orgasm  continued  to  reverberate through  me,  I  collapsed  on  top  of  my  master's  body.  He  hadn't stopped  fondling  me,  like  I  might  disappear  any  moment  and  he wanted to commit the touch of my skin to memory.

"I  don't  mind  if  you  don't  mean  it.  Can  you  tell  me  you  love me?" he asked.

His request shocked me. Miyata had said a similar thing, but it was a confession of love.

But  with  my  master…  he  even  said  I  didn't  have  to  mean  it.

Just this once, it should be alright.

"As you wish." I climbed down between his legs and sucked the  cock  that  was  slowly  getting  stiff  in  my  mouth.  "I  love  you, Master."

"Sorry,  about  earlier  when  I  left  you.  The  only  way  for  us  to talk  was  to  get  rid  of  our  phones.  So,  I  put  both  of  them  in  a  coin locker." Dr. Tejima bowed his head apologetically.

We fooled around for a little while longer until he figured it was time to wrap up the playdate.

"There's no need to be sorry! But is it alright to just leave our phones there?" I asked.

He  nodded.  "Our  slave  and  master  game  is  still  going.  It's probably  still  counting  this  as  a  single  event.  There's  no  need  to worry about missing a round as long as I haven't ended it yet."

That  was  a  relief.  I  could  rest  easier,  knowing  that  I  didn't need  to  worry  about  missing  a  game.  It  was  bad  enough  to  sleep

with other men, but if Souji got hurt, I would go insane.

"Does  this  mean  you  meant  it  back  at  the  clinic?  That  you'll tell  me  what  you  know  about  NTL?"  I  pleaded,  though  my  heart throbbed for the doctor who was also my master, fear and distrust of the unknown still dictated my senses.

There  was  no  absolute  guarantee  that  Dr.  Tejima  would  tell me  everything—  or  anything  at  all.  I  lived  out  my  sexual  fantasies with this arrangement, but now we were down to business.

The doctor was hesitant. He gripped the side of his arm and frowned. It seemed this app held more than just women hostage.

"A  close  friend  of  mine,  who  is  the  dean  of  one  of  Tokyo's largest  hospitals,  introduced  me  to  this  app.  It's  not  like  what  you ladies have, but similar. The version of NTL I have issues orders to participants, that's why we are VIPs. But it isn't cheap. I pay a hefty monthly  fee,  an  amount  only  someone  of  my  position  or  greater could afford."

I  listened  carefully,  taking  everything  in  with  great  interest.  It was  fascinating.  I  had  so  many  questions,  but  I  knew  for  sure  he couldn't answer all of them. At the moment, Dr. Tejima was coming down  from  the  sexual  high  of  our  affair.  I  used  it  to  my  advantage, but  I  shouldn't  press  too  hard.  Picking  the  right  questions  was  the play here.

"Does  that  mean  every  single  choice  I  had,  someone  made them for me?" I asked.

"Not always, it seems. For example… my status lets me know when  participants  are  nearby.  I  can  choose  to  insert  options.  If  I don't, they will be generated randomly for the participant instead," he explained.

"But all of my choices had to have been made by VIPs close to me? Like if they knew the name of another person, or who I was interacting  with?"  I  grabbed  his  shoulders.  A  part  of  me  dreaded  it was  Souji  as  someone  fairly  high  on  the  corporate  ladder,  but  with how he was on the receiving end of punishments, that couldn't be it.

The doctor was taken back by my abrupt approach. "L-Like I said, that isn't always the case. The number of participants and VIPs are heavily imbalanced. In any given city, there could be a hundred

participants to two or three VIPs. You can roughly guess how rare it is for someone to always be targeting you with events."

I  let  go  of  the  doctor  and  put  a  hand  to  my  head  trying  to make sense of all this.

"How about punishments? How do those work?" I asked.

This  was  the  one  question  that  befuddled  the  doctor.  He wasn't sure how to answer it.

"I didn't even know there were punishments for participants. If there are, VIPs aren't the ones causing them," he answered.

When  I  got  an  answer  to  one  question,  another  question seemed to pop out of nowhere.

"And these reality-bending items… Are they…?" I hesitated to finish.

"Very real. I'm not even sure where or how they came to be.

You  must  have  bought  something  from  the  shop,  too?  They  just arrive behind the closest door, and no one seems to notice they are delivered other than us." The doctor was especially troubled by this.

I  had  thought  this  app  was  controlled  manually.  That  proved not  to  be  the  case.  Something  mysterious  and  supernatural  was definitely  going  on  with  the  app.  There  was  one  last  question  I wanted to ask...

"One more thing. Does Ushigome Enterprise have anything to do with NTL?" I asked.

Dr. Tejima's mouth hung open, but quickly snapped shut.

"You know something. Please, tell me!" I begged.

Out of all the questions, he was resistant to this one. Rubbing his penis outside of his pants weakened his resolve. Outside of his master  persona,  Dr.  Tejima  was  a  surprisingly  non-confrontational man.

"We can keep doing this if you tell me. I'm sure you will miss how affectionately I begged for your cock," I whispered into his ear.

He  gulped  hard  and  relented.  "VIPs  are  invited  to  these massive orgy parties once a month with participants. Someone who frequents  these  events  longer  than  I  have…  a  balding  man.  Had  a mask  that  covered  his  face  and  didn't  give  me  his  name,  but  I distinctly remember him saying he worked at Ushigome."

I paced back and forth in thought.

Miyata  had  told  me  it  seemed  like  Souji's  good  performance went  purposefully  unrewarded.  Was  this  balding  man  Souji's  boss and the cause of it?

"Will you take me to one of these events?" I asked Dr. Tejima.

When  I  got  home,  the  lights  were  completely  off.  Half-eaten takeout boxes were left out on the dinner table, no doubt they were Asumu's  mess.  That  there  was  no  sound  or  light  coming  from  his room was a good sign. At least I didn't have to face him while Souji wasn't home. I'd essentially slept with two different men today, but I supposed my sins were too ocean deep to continue counting.

My  continued  affairs  with  other  men  due  to  NTL  had  gone from not trying to cheat, to making sure I wouldn't be found out. The seedy and gut-wrenching feeling inside me no longer felt shame— I embraced my other self that lusted after carnal pleasure.

While  cleaning  the  kitchen,  my  thoughts  wandered  back  to when Souji was listening to the news about cheating spouses. I had become part of the statistics.

My  phone  showed  me  the  results  of  mine  and  Dr.  Tejima's roleplay.

A  whole  213,000  points  were  added  to  my  account  and totaled 322,000 points. I was stunned. We had probably been fooling around for half a day. Never could I have imagined I earned so much from that.

The breakdown went as follows:

[Slave play] - 70,000 points

[Exhibitionist] - 70,000 points

[6x Creampies] - 60,000 points

[4x Blowjobs] - 13,000 points

After having so much sex with Miyata and Dr. Tejima, it was probably  a  good  idea  to  play  it  safe  and  purchase  the  Broken  Egg effect. The invisibility potion was incredibly helpful that time Asumu took my clothes. I might have use for it later.

The [Tag] effect…

For  a  hefty  100,000  points,  it  passed  on  my  choices  to another to play. The caveat was that I had to be within view of that person. It sounded useful, but it required me to know if someone had NTL  installed.  I  should  leave  the  rest  of  my  points  as  is.  95,000

points were already spent on two items.

The  potion  was  waiting  for  me  at  the  front  door.  But  when  I turned back inside, Asumu was blocking my way.

"God— you scared the crap out of me…" I said, clutching the box to my chest.

"Ain't it a little late for deliveries to be made?" he asked.

Of all the times he had to wake up and pry into my business.

Why now?

"Why  does  it  matter?  It  was  left  by  the  door  when  I  came home." I tried to slip by him, but he grabbed my arm.

"Ya  can't  fool  me.  I  woke  up  the  first  time  you  opened  the door.  Why'd  ya  come  back  late,  huh?  Something  to  hide?"  Asumu wasn't  letting  go  of  me  no  matter  how  hard  I  pulled.  He  suddenly released  me,  causing  me  to  stagger  forward  and  lose  grip  on  the box, then took the opportunity to snatch it from the air.

"Asumu!" I followed after him as he went into his room while opening the box.

A sense of dread overcame me. If he were to drink that, he'd know  something  was  up.  There  would  be  no  way  to  hide  about  it after  I  so  vehemently  tried  to  keep  it  away  from  him.  However,  he lost all interest as soon as he held the bottle in his hand.

"Pft. Perfume, huh?" Asumu shoved it back into the box and returned it to me. "I got a better idea. How about you put some on for when I come by to fuck ya later."

"I'm locking my door, so you can forget it!" I said, storming out.

I was a lot more at ease once I got to my bedroom and locked the door. No matter how many people I had sex with, or how many times Asumu had his way with me, he was the one person I could do without.

Exhaustion  quickly  replaced  my  relief.  By  the  time  I  reached the pillow, I'd already fallen asleep.

Chapter 24 - Fall

Souji's frantic work alarm woke me up. I had yet to change out of the clothes I'd worn yesterday.

How strange. Did Souji not come home yet? He said he was working  through  the  night,  but  it  was  well  into  the  morning  now.  I know  for  sure  he  had  his  own  key  to  our  room.  Asumu  was  in  the living  room  watching  television,  eating  the  edamame  I  kept  behind for Souji to snack on during his beer binges.

"Is Souji not back yet?" I asked him.

"Haven't  seen  him.  You  and  I  could  have  been  having  some steamy  sex  all  morning,  but  you  just  had  to  be  difficult."  Asumu shrugged.

I checked my phone to find one unread message from Souji It read:

Still at work. Sorry. 

I texted him back asking when he would be home.

It was Saturday for goodness' sake. He should be off just like Asumu and Miyata.

"That's right… I could call him." I returned to my room to call Miyata, but it went straight to voicemail. Since I had no luck calling, maybe  a  text  would  do.  There  was  a  chance  Miyata  wasn't  awake yet,  vut  it  was  strange  he  didn't  text  back  immediately  like  he normally did.

Worry began to set in.

"Where  are  you  going?"  Asumu  asked  as  I  was  putting  my shoes on at the door.

"None of your business," I answered.

He placed a vise grip on my arm and yanked me away from the  door.  The  next  thing  I  knew,  my  palm  was  stinging.  He  had  a hand on his cheek where I struck him, and his eyes had gone wide that I dared to hit him.

"You little bitch. City folk like you are always looking down on me.  I'm  gonna  fuck  you  into  submission  again  until  my  dick  is  all that's on your mind. Or would you rather I send these photos to my

dear little brother?" Asumu made the mistake of waving his phone in my face to taunt me. I snatched it from his hand and tossed it across the  room,  where  it  dented  the  wall  above  the  couch  with  a  loud crack.

I'd never seen a man frothing with so much rage than in that moment.  His  emotions  made  him  sluggish.  I  saw  the  backhand coming, but I kicked him in the groin before the hit. Asumu let go of my arm and keeled over, clutching his crotch in visible agony.

I left him one final warning before going out the door. "If you ever  touch  me  again,  I  will  sink  my  nails  so  deep  in  your  balls  you won't ever get hard again."

Asumu went pale as a ghost. Not wanting to suffer the sight of him any longer, I slammed the door in his face.

First things first. I hailed a cab to Miyata's apartment, hoping to find him there. It was a Saturday. The weekend. I clung to vague hopes he was just sleeping in, but that turned out not to be the case.

Even stranger was his door had been left unlocked and not closed all the way. As I was about to go inside, someone called out to me.

"Look. Isn't that the lady we saw last time?"

"No way!"

Two  of  the  college-aged  boys  I  ran  into  the  other  day  were coming  down  the  corridor.  I  didn't  get  a  good  look  at  them  before because  I  tried  not  to  draw  attention.  They  were  foreign  students, and  they  spoke  in  middle-school  level  Japanese.  The  one  with  the dark, slick-back hair had porcelain skin and freckles on his cheeks.

The other, who had a baseball cap was wearing a beanie today, had skin as dark as chocolate.

They  surrounded  me.  The  only  place  I  could  escape  to  was inside Miyata's place.

"Swinging  by  for  your  boy?  Don't  think  he's  coming  back anytime soon. You can play with us instead. We'll treat you real well,"

the light-skinned student said.

"What do you mean? Did you do something to him?" I asked accusingly.

The boys broke into laughter.

"Hell  if  we  know.  Maybe  chubby  got  himself  into  debt,  'cos those guys that came for him looked pretty mean," the one with the beanie said.

I  didn't  recall  Miyata  being  in  debt,  and  neither  was  he  a gambler.  The  last  thing  we  talked  about  was  him  digging  for information as to Souji's treatment at work— Hold on. Miyata's door wasn't just left partially open, the chain lock was snapped in two. It was  broken  into.  If  Ushigome  had  ties  to  the  mysterious  NTL  app, did Miyata dig too deep and got himself in trouble?

"You  know,  miss…"  The  dark-skinned  boy  drew  so  close  I could feel his breath on my face. He had an athlete's build, the tight shirt  outlined  the  definition  of  his  muscles.  The  willpower  I  had  to resist Asumu was replaced with the thoughts of having another man

— two young men taking me. "We thought you were a call girl, but that ring on your finger says otherwise. You're having an affair, aren't ya? What's two more?"

I wore a short-sleeved blouse, so when the other boy stroked my bare arm with his knuckles it sent shivers up my spine.

"We came abroad to study. Maybe you can teach us a little bit about Japanese women?" he whispered suggestively in a deep that tone made me weak.

"But my… husband…" It was like an automated response that malfunctioned.  I  didn't  know  what  to  say  anymore.  My  legs  were frozen, and my heart was racing. Then it happened. The notification sound that triggered a Pavlovian response between my legs. Instead of drooling dogs, it was my lower mouth that drooled.

"Who's that, your husband? Just give him the usual response you give when you come by," one of them, I didn't know which, said.

They  were  wrong  to  assume  it  was  Souji.  What  they  didn't know, I knew deep inside me, that it was their lucky day.

I pulled out my phone and saw three choices:

[Have unprotected sex with them.] +50,000pts

[Give  blowjobs  to  them  until  they  are  satisfied.]

+11,000pts

[Have sex with only one of them.] +20,000pts

In college, I had taken a philosophy course for fun. There was a  particular  lesson  that  stood  out  to  me  on  the  school  of  thought known as Hedonism. It taught that one should value and pursue that which  offered  the  greatest  satisfaction.  Excitement  was  bubbling  to the  surface.  I  couldn't  hide  the  smile  that  formed  on  my  lips.  My finger moved on its own and selected the most optimal choice.

I  returned  my  phone  back  into  my  purse,  glanced  up  at  the two  college  boys  who  were  eagerly  awaiting  my  answer,  and  said,

"How about we take this to your place?"

Huh? What am… I doing here…?  I wondered to myself.

If  I  remembered  correctly,  I  was  supposed  to  be  looking  for Miyata.  He  had  been  looking  into  Souji's  circumstances  at  work.

When I came over to check on him, no one was home. Nothing but a broken lock.

So…  Why  was  I  in  someone  else's  bedroom,  on  their  bed, sucking a dick while another was eating out my pussy—

"Mmmrrhhgh!"

I struggled to swallow the hot cum pouring into my mouth. The cock continued to throb, still hard as a rock while I worked my tongue on  the  glans  to  milk  every  drop.  Marcellus,  the  dark-skinned  boy, reared his head back and moaned. He pulled out of my mouth and smacked his thick member against my breasts.

With  my  mouth  free  of  obstruction,  my  own  moans  erupted like a beast in heat. The other boy, Lonny, had been french kissing my pussy with a big dose of tongue, easily bringing me to an orgasm one  after  another.  No  one,  not  my  master,  Asumu,  or  Miyata  had ever eaten me out so good before. Lying on the bed was like I was on cloud nine, and if I could feel this way forever I wouldn't move.

"It's good… aahh— how are you so good at that…? I'm going to go crazy— ooh, nngh… I'm cumming!" I became lightheaded from climaxing  and  saw  dicks  instead  of  stars.  But  it  wasn't  my imagination. Lonny and Marcellus stood over me with their incredibly large cocks, waiting for me to service them next.

However, they laid down on either side of me as I sat up.

"Come on, babe. Take your pick," Marcellus said.

"There's plenty of us to go around. If you choose Marc's black cock, I won't get offended." Lonny chuckled.

I  licked  my  teeth  clean  and  swallowed  what  was  left  of Marcellus' cum, then climbed on top of Lonny's waist. The length of his member almost measured up to my belly button.

"Aww. She picked you first, bro." Lonny's friend looked almost hurt.

"Told you you should have learned how to eat a girl out," he said.

"There's plenty of  me to go around." I echoed Lonny's words, then  pressed  his  unprotected  dick  into  me.  My  pussy  practically invited him, that's how wet I was. The tip went straight to my cervix and still had an inch to spare.

Lonny  looked  like  he  was  in  bliss.  His  hands  straddled  my waist and groped my ass.

"Damn, you're so tight! I'm about to burst just having it in you,"

Lonny said.

"Your dick feels good in me, too… I've never had anyone so big— ahhnn!" Having sensed my eagerness, he began to pump into me.  Slow  at  first,  then  picking  up  speed  as  we  both  got  into  the rhythm.

Marcellus whistled sharply and egged on his friend. "Atta boy.

Fill her up. She wanted it raw, so give it to her!"

It  was  true.  I  was  still  under  the  Broken  Egg  effect  until midnight since that was when I purchased it. They had condoms but were surprised to hear me refuse. After all, taking it raw and without a rubber, experiencing the heat of our meat slamming together was the greatest feeling.

"Ahh!"  I  let  out  a  scream  when  Marcellus  slapped  my  ass.

"What are you— aaahh?!"

Slap! 

"She  gets  so  tight  when  you  do  that.  Keep  going!"  Lonny urged.

"I got a better idea. That cute little asshole is begging to get stuffed. You into it?" he asked me.

"Yes— ahh, yes! Fuck me in the ass, too!" I begged.

Marcellus  put  a  condom  on  and  lathered  it  with  extra  lube.  I glanced  over  my  shoulder,  looked  him  in  the  eye,  and  spread  one cheek  to  give  him  an  eyeful  of  my  ass.  There  was  resistance  and pain at first, but once the thick head breached my other hole the rest of him went in with ease.

"You're  right,  Marc.  She's  gripping  me  so  hard  down  there,"

Lonny said.

"Think that's tight? Try her ass next," Marcellus added.

"Auugh— Cumming… so hard… god!" My head was spinning at this point after being filled with both holes, but they had more up their  sleeves.  Marcellus  hugged  me  from  behind  and  pinched  my nipples,  and  Lonny  stroked  my  clit.  Their  four-pronged  attack  sent me straight into the next orgasm.

They  couldn't  be  older  than  twenty.  Yet  they  were  so  skilled.

Were foreign boys this much better? Had I just not known what sex was  until  now?  No,  we  weren't  just  having  sex.  We  were   fucking.

They  fucked  me  like  I  was  their  woman,  and  as  they  pumped  into me, I wanted to be nothing but. The gangbang from Asumu and his friends paled in comparison.

"I'm at my limit!" I heard Lonny shout, which was followed by the inside of my pussy getting real hot.

Marcellus  turned  my  head  to  kiss  me  and  stuck  his  tongue into my mouth. It was amazing. They lathered me with their lust, and I accepted all of it in the form of creampies and swallowing their cum.

After swapping multiple times, they took a break at the edge of the bed while I laid there with ejaculate gushing out of my hole.

"Whew. Can't get enough of this married pussy."

"Told you this woman was a slut. You oughta pay me since I was the one who called out to her. You were just gonna walk on by."

The sound of a lighter ignited something, and a funky, herbal smell  wafted  to  my  nose.  Each  of  them  had  their  own  cigarette, pulling deep and letting out a thick smog into the ceiling. Marcellus saw me staring and extended to me what he had pinched between two fingers.

"You wanna take a hit?" he asked.

I didn't know why I accepted, but I did. Cigarettes didn't look like this. They were wrapped and stuffed neatly. What was handed to me was haphazardly rolled up.

"Is this a drug?" I asked.

The two of them stared at each other for a second and stifled their laughter.

"It's  just  better  tobacco.  Without  all  the  nicotine  and  shit,"

Lonny said.

There was a time I had smoked in college. Once. It left me in a  coughing  fit,  so  I  never  tried  it  again.  Souji  often  smoked,  but  he never did so at home out of respect for me.

I brought it up to my lips and inhaled. The space around me seemed  to  distort  a  bit.  I  took  another  drag,  but  inhaled  too  much and started coughing. Marcellus took it back and stroked my cheek.

"Good girl," he said.

It  was  getting  hard  to  focus.  My  eyes  wandered  but  never lingered in one place for too long. Every one of my senses felt like they  were,  for  a  lack  of  a  better  word,  floating.  The  sensation  was pleasurable,  and  I  was  quickly  getting  turned  on.  I  wanted  to  get fucked like this.

Lonny got to his feet and said, "I'm gonna get some food and make a call."

"Where are you going? I want to have more sex," I cooed, not even realizing I had reached out to grab his hand.

"Since  you're  so  insatiable,  I  thought  we'd  call  up  some friends to join. You want that, too. Don't you?" he asked.

"I  do~"  I  wasn't  sure  what  I  was  saying  anymore,  but  every now and then I would giggle uncontrollably.

"Don't worry, babe. While Lonny's out, I'll keep you company,"

Marcellus said.

I  let  go  of  Lonny's  hand  to  stroke  Marcellus'  cock  instead.

"While you're out, Marcellus and I will play pretend husband and wife on a honeymoon. Hehe…"

When  Lonny  put  on  his  hoodie,  something  fell  out  of  the pocket.  It  looked  like  a  business  card,  but  printed  on  it  was  the familiar  image  of  a  pair  of  horns  and  halo.  I  distinctly  remembered

needing to do something, but that train of thought was interrupted by Marcellus penetrating me.

Chapter 25 - Sex Slave

I  quickly  learned  that  Lonny  and  Marcellus  weren't  ordinary college  students.  Neither  of  them  ever  went  to  class.  They  didn't carry  textbooks  or  had  coursework  to  do.  Either  of  them  could disappear for half a day without saying a word, but one would always stay  behind  to  watch  me.  The  phone  calls  they  received  must  be really  important,  enough  to  turn  their  blood  cold  and  stop  in  the middle of sex.

A whole week had passed with me drowning in lust and high out  of  my  mind  at  that  house.  I  only  knew  from  looking  at  the shuttered  blinds,  and  occasionally  Lonny  or  Marcellus  would  ask about  breakfast,  lunch,  and  dinner.  They  claimed  to  have  lost  my clothes,  but  I  knew  they  hid  it  somewhere  just  to  have  me  walk around naked. I was their obedient pet, an act which I gladly put on full  display  for  their  enjoyment  as  well  as  mine.  But  unlike  with  Dr.

Tejima there was no love involved— only sex.

We eventually did it at every corner of the house imaginable.

They  had  me  join  them  in  a  shower  or  bath,  fucking  me  until  the water  turned  lukewarm.  Whenever  they  ate  at  the  table,  I  was underneath sucking both of them off. I took turns spending the night in each of their bedrooms, having sex well into the morning While  under  the  effects  of  the  strange  cigarette,  sex  was noticeably better. Neither of them appeared to be in short supply, but I  always  wanted  more.  Lonny  didn't  lie  when  he  promised  to  bring friends over. So when strange men came by throughout the days to check me out like an artifact in a museum, I knew exactly what they were  here  for.  They  came  in  different  ages,  sizes,  and  colors,  but their cocks were all the same to me, and my orgasms were just as good as the next.

I  knew  they  had  turned  me  into  a  prostitute  yet  for  some reason,  I  wasn't  angry.  Marcellus  took  their  money  and  gave  them thirty  minutes  with  me  in  a  guest  room.  The  desperate  ones  asked for  an  hour.  I  liked  that  I  was  good.  That  I  was  able  to  make  them beg  for  more  and  watch  their  faces  contort  with  pleasure.  It  had

gotten to the point where I sometimes sat on the toilet to let the cum drip out of me before the next man.

There were several phrases for what I had become— a public toilet, a cum dump, slut. Hearing them call me what were supposed to  be  derogatory  and  offensive  names  made  me  feel  so  good instead.

One morning, as I was making them breakfast while dressed in nothing but an erotic apron, Marcellus emerged from his room and slapped my ass.

"Ah! Wait, I'm cooking— nnghh!" I felt his dick slide into me.

The black cock I loved so much fucked me while I cooked, and even after  ejaculating  into  me,  it  wasn't  enough  for  either  of  us.  He  bent me over the counter and took me like that until the kitchen smelled like ash.

The eggs came out burnt because we were so engrossed with each  other.  Marcellus  stared  at  the  food  and  suddenly  lost  his appetite.

"I'll  just  get  some  takeout  again.  We  ain't  hurting  for  money with you here," he said.

My head was a little woozy from both the orgasm and coming down from the high. I wrapped my arms around Marcellus' neck and kissed him like a wife would her husband.

"Can I get some more… of that?" I begged, rubbing my belly against his crotch.

Marcellus groped both cheeks of my ass so hard it made me squeal with pleasure. Then he let go of me to grab something from the  top  cabinet,  to  the  right  of  the  stove  fans.  It  was  an  oddly-shaped,  multicolored  glass  pipe  that  had  a  thick  bowl  at  the  end.

Some dried herbs were sprinkled into it.

Instead of giving me the pipe, he said, "Open your mouth."

I did as I was told. Marcellus lit the bowl, inhaled, and pressed his lips against mine to let the fumes flow in.

"You  be  a  good  girl  and  earn  us  some  more  money  today.

There's more where that came from." He put the pipe in my hands, but the herbs inside had mostly been burnt and were only good for one more pull.

It was just enough. The high came flooding back into my head and body.

"I'll  be  a  good  girl…  hehe~"  I  was  already  back  to  an  elated and giggly mood.

"Shit,  shit,  shit.  I'm  late."  Lonny  rushed  out  of  his  room, cursing under his breath.

"You  want  something  to  eat?  We  got  burnt  eggs  or  Yuina's ass," Marcellus said to his panicking friend.

"I'm good. Won't be back until evening. I gotta meet with the VIP before he guts  my ass," he said.

"VIP? What's that? A friend for me to have sex with?" I asked, but my question was left unanswered.

Before  Lonny  could  leave,  Marcellus  grabbed  his  arm.  They whispered just loud enough that I could hear, but didn't care to keep quiet since I was under the influence.

"Wait,  both  of  us  are  gonna  be  out?  Is  it  okay  to  leave  her here?"

"It's  fine.  She's  too  hooked  on  hash  and  sex  to  wanna  go anywhere else."

When  the  door  shut,  a  wave  of  loneliness  I  hadn't experienced in ages hit me like a truck.

The silence was the most unbearable part. It made the itching from  my  pussy  more  pronounced  and  hard  to  resist  from masturbating.  My  fingers  weren't  enough  anymore.  They  were  too small  no  matter  how  many  I  put  in.  Groping  my  own  breasts  was unsatisfying.  My  strength  paled  in  comparison  to  Lonny  and Marcellus' strong hands.

Their  drug,  or  whatever  they  kept  giving  me,  was  the  only comfort  I  had.  Zoning  out  and  letting  my  floaty  thoughts  go  where they pleased left me craving for a more exciting event.

"Mmmm… When they come back, I want both of them to take me  at  the  same  time…  hehe…"  I  laid  down  and  tried  to  remember whose turn it was I'd sleep with tonight.

Ding. Dong. 

Had  that  much  time  passed  that  they  were  already  back?  I didn't care who. Either of them were fine. My high was reaching the

peak, and I wanted to ride this out with a dick inside me.

However, it was someone else at the door when I opened it. A short,  nerdy  man  with  even  shorter  hair  blushed  when  he  saw  me.

He  looked  familiar.  Was  he  one  of  my  clients?  Their  faces  had started blending together on the fourth day. I didn't even know who his name was.

"Oh,  uh—  is  Lonny  or  Marcellus  here?  I  was  hoping  to…

ahem, pay for you again…" he said sheepishly.

"They aren't in right now, but… would you like to come in for a bit?" I asked, eyes fixed on the bulge between his legs.

My  invitation  was  having  the  opposite  effect.  He  looked scared, as if unsure what would happen in accepting my offer.

"I don't know if that's a good idea. Maybe I'll come back later,"

he said. I grabbed his arm before he could escape, and with my free hand spread the lips of my pussy to show him how wet I was.

"I'll give you extra service, and you can just pay when they get back.  How  does  that  sound?  Look  how  wet  I  am.  You  know  how good  I  feel,"  I  whispered  seductively  into  his  ears,  sending  visible shivers  down  his  spine  and  breaking  down  the  brittle  wall  of resistance.

We  couldn't  make  it  to  the  bedroom  before  my  lust  got  the better  of  me.  I  pushed  him  onto  the  living  room  couch,  tearing  his pants off and going straight to giving him a sloppy blowjob. He threw his head back and sighed in pleasure.

How much time had passed while I was having sex with this man?  An  hour?  Two  hours?  Marcellus  wasn't  back  yet.  Frankly,  I was okay with that. As long as someone— anyone's cock was inside me and giving me the pleasure I was looking for.

"You're so hot— aahh! I can't believe those guys get to have you  whenever  they  want,"  he  said  with  a  face  buried  between  my breasts.

"Don't talk about them… I'm having sex with you right now—

ahh… oh, god… just keep fucking me like we're the only ones here!"

I screamed.

Once again, I was pumped so full of cum that it warmed me up from the inside. We sat there in that position while he sucked on my nipple until he went soft. Just as I was hoping to go for another round,  he  panicked  and  excused  himself,  bolting  right  out  of  the door.

"Aww… But I'm still so horny…" I mumbled.

The  doorbell  rang  again,  sparking  joy  at  the  thought  that Marcellus might have come back, or another man had come to have sex. But standing there when I threw open the door, the one person I didn't  expect  and  broke  open  the  floodgates  of  my  memories,  was my best friend, Kanako.

It was like a punch in the gut for both of us. For the first time in our friendship, she backed away from me. Her mouth hung open, staring at me with a mixture of uncertainty, disgust, and worry.

"Yui? Is that you?" Kanako asked.

I dropped to my knees and said, "Yes… It's me…"

As tears welled around my eyes, Kanako finally came to hold me with trembling fingers. She threw her jacket over my shoulders.

Tears also streaked down her cheeks.

"You  haven't  been  answering  my  texts  and  calls,  then suddenly you dropped off the radar three days ago! I was so worried.

I kept checking your location, but I never considered you could have been  kidnapped.  Come  on,  let's  find  your  clothes  and  get  out  of here." She pulled me to my feet, but I was more surprised than she was when I didn't budge.

"Kanako… I… I don't know if I  want to leave," I said.

"The fuck did they do to you?" Kanako snapped her fingers in my face a few times. "They drugged you up on something, is that it?

Stockholm syndrome?"

"The  truth  is,  I've  been  playing  NTL.  The  things  it  made  me do, I realized I was the one who wanted it. I had sex with so many people now. Cheated on Souji so many times that I can't go back—"

I was no longer looking Kanako in the eyes. Her balled fist was an open  palm  that  turned  pink  from  the  strike.  The  hurt  in  my  best friend's face stung more than the pain on my cheek.

"It's  my  fault  you're  like  this.  I  never  should  have  picked  up this stupid game to begin with. I'm so sorry, Yui. Blame me. Hate me!

But you have to come back for Souji. He's missing, too, you know?"

Her words carved a painful trench into the depths of my heart.

Souji… My husband was missing. 

I clutched onto Kanako's arms and wept. "I think I'm broken.

All I can think about is sex now."

"Then Souji meant nothing to you?" she asked.

What  should  have  been  an  easy  answer  was  lodged  in  my throat.  Did  I  even  know  the  answer  anymore?  Those  words  about Souji I once repeated like a mantra… What were they again?

Chapter 26 - Ushigome Enterprise We  left  the  apartment  after  Kanako  helped  me  find  my  stuff.

The fabric felt foreign to me. I had grown accustomed to being bare that  the  tingling  on  my  skin  protested  against  wearing  clothes.

Kanako tried to convince me to talk to law enforcement, but I had no reason to turn in the men who were so hospitable of me.

The  taxi  ride  back  home  was  a  blur.  One  moment  we  were walking down the streets of Shinjuku with the blazing late August sun beating down on me, and the next I was sitting on my couch.

"God,  this  place  is  such  a  mess.  Did  someone  break  in?"

Kanako  asked,  scooping  the  mess  of  empty  to-go  boxes  and  beer cans on the dinner table into a trash bag.

Asumu was the first person to cross my mind.

"What day is it?" I asked.

"Saturday," she said curtly.

A whole week. Saturday.

I wandered into my room and saw a standing picture frame of me and Souji atop the nightstand. It was a photo of us in Okinawa for our  honeymoon,  three  days  after  we  had  gotten  married.  We  had spent  so  much  time  in  the  hotel,  going  at  it  like  teenagers experiencing sex for the first time. Laying in bed after each time were my fondest memories. Snuggled into each other's arms, whispering sweet words to each other, and making promises to the feature.

As the rest of those memories came flooding back, so too, did the  tears.  How  could  I  have  forgotten  the  one  person  I  loved  so much?  No  amount  of  begging  for  forgiveness  or  a  lifetime  of repentance would ever redeem me.

"Come back to your senses, Yui?" Kanako was by the door, a weak smile donned on her weary demeanor. "If you don't care about what those fucks did to you, fine. But there's a special someone who would care if he knew."

I hadn't realized I picked up the photo frame and was pressing it to my chest. Wiping the droplets of tears from the glass, I placed it gingerly back onto the nightstand, feeling more relieved than before.

A bowl of miso soup, rice, and grilled salmon was waiting for me in the kitchen. It had been so long since I tasted home cooking.

While trapped as a sex slave, take out and fast-food were all I had to eat  since  neither  Marcellus  nor  Lonny  knew  how  to  cook.  The  few attempts I tried to make food were always interrupted.

I was home now. Yet the emptiness in my heart reflected the absence of the one person who made me whole— Souji.

"Any idea where Souji might be? What happened while I was gone?" I asked Kanako.

She shook her head, the defeated look and baggy eyes told me she had been doing a lot more than just searching for us. "When your phone died, I came over to ask Souji about you, but he wasn't home either. So, I made a report to the police. No one's gotten back to me yet and it's been days."

Souji  wasn't  the  only  one  missing.  Miyata  had  disappeared, too.

"What about Asumu?" I asked.

"Who?" She raised an eyebrow.

It seemed Souji's brother was missing, too.

My phone had finished fast-charging and booted up.

At first, I was afraid there would be consequences waiting for me  with  the  app.  Instead,  I  was  awarded  with  an  influx  of  points totalling  up  to  450,000.  It  appeared  I  was  still  playing  despite  my phone  being  off.  That  explained  one  thing.  It  didn't  matter  if  my phone  was  dead,  or  destroyed  for  that  matter.  This  supernatural game had me firmly in its clutches.

It was only a guess, but I think I had a clue where Souji was.

The  NTL  app  made  him  the  recipient  of  punishments  whenever  I failed to play the game. Either I had missed a round during my week away, or he was embroiled in the game somehow. It all led back to the app regardless.

More suspiciously, he was last at Ushigome.

"I  know  this  is  going  to  sound  weird,  but  I  have  a  feeling Souji's at work," I said.

"I get that Ushigome's like a black company, but what do they have to do with NTL?" Kanako was skeptical.

"S-Some of the men I slept with… they told me strange things had been going on at Ushigome." I explained to her what Dr. Tejima had told me, including the dynamics between a VIP and player. She listened with an expression that shifted from curiosity, fascination, to finally downright wrathful.

"Rich  dudes  can't  be  satisfied  with  having  more  money  than they  know  what  to  do  with,  they  gotta  go  around  fucking  with people's lives even more? Oh, man. I'm about ready to eat the rich.

Just give me a fork and steak knife." Kanako grimaced.

I  shuddered  to  think  what  more  was  hidden  underneath  the public's eyes. For all we knew, this was going on for years and some of us had only just fallen into its game.

"Maybe going around hurting people isn't the best idea. I just want to bring Souji home," I said.

"I'm going to be honest. This whole app gives me the creeps.

Used to be someone tells me ghosts are real and I'd laugh in their face.  Now  I'm  nervous-chuckling."  She  reached  across  the  table  to grab  my  hands.  They  were  trembling.  Both  of  our  hands  were trembling. Her worry was not unwarranted. "I also  really don't like the idea of you infiltrating an orgy. You were a barista! Not some fictional government ninja that can sneak around everywhere."

"Actually…  I  have  just  the  thing  that  can  make  me  close enough  to  a  ninja,"  I  said,  my  finger  hovering  over  the  invisibility potion in the app store.

"This shit just gets weirder and weider." Kanako held the four invisibility potions I purchased up to her face and scowled.

They costed me 300,000 points for 75,000 each. I was floored to see all that I earned from being turned into a prostitute get drained away to buy them. Now my points were down to 150,000.

"You don't have to do this with me. If anything, I'd be more at ease if you just stayed home," I said.

My best friend shook her head. "I'm the one who got you into this  mess.  Literally.  I  straight  up  took  your  phone  and  installed  it.  I couldn't forgive myself if something were to happen to you."

The  two  of  us  left  our  phones  at  home.  It  would  have  been bad if whoever was on the other end listened to any more of what we were  talking  about.  We  picked  up  disposable  phones  from  a convenience  store  to  use  for  the  time  being  so  we  could  contact each other if things went awry.

Early afternoon in Shinjuku didn't feel the same anymore. The elbow to elbow crowds of people on the streets, tall skyscrapers, and advertisements at every corner and surface were still the same. Yet everything about this city turned foreign once I became aware of how mysterious  the  NTL  app  was.  Asumu,  Souji,  and  Miyata  were missing. The fact that we couldn't get a hold of them made this even more disconcerting.

Nishimoto  wasn't  answering  her  phone  either.  It  got  to  the point  where  Kanako  even  made  a  begrudging  call  to  Yamada-Ryo.

Still, there was no answer from either Lisa or Hiro.

When  I  suggested  bringing  this  up  to  the  police,  Kanako thought  against  it.  If  they  didn't  look  into  mine  and  Souji's disappearance at the time, it was doubtful they would be of any help.

Not that we could tell them a supernatural mobile app was causing women to sleep around with people.

"So,  this  doctor  we're  going  to…  You  fucked  him,  too?"

Kanako asked.

I nodded silently.

"With the shit I did, I'm not as innocent either. But Jun and I are  our  own  problem.  It  just  hurts  that  I  was  a  part  of  ruining  your marriage  with  Souji,"  she  said,  staring  off  into  the  distance  as  we walked.

"You  haven't!  I'm  the  one  who's  responsible  for  my  own marriage.  Everything  that  happened  hasn't  changed  the  way  I  feel about Souji. I love him. I always will." Yet as these words spilled out of my mouth, it was as though I tried to convince myself of it. Kanako might have caught onto that, but she didn't say anything more on the matter.

Dr. Tejima's clinic was closed when we got there. Which was strange because it usually stayed open until the evening. An uneasy feeling welled up inside me thinking the worst had come to him, too. I

thought he was being careful by putting our phones away in a locker while out. Could he have been caught?

"What  do  we  do  now?  Go  straight  to  Ushigome  instead?"

Kanako tried to peer in through the clinic's blinds. Something caught her attention that made her gasp. "There's light— er, not like light in the lobby, but in a door that's left open."

There  was  an  alley  along  the  side  of  the  building,  a  back entrance in which the door was left unlocked.

"Should we take the potions?" I asked Kanako as she twisted the handle.

"Those  only  last  an  hour,  right?  We  should  save  them  for when we really need them. I got this." She pulled out a stun gun that buzzed  and  had  electricity  coursing  through  two  metal  points  when she pressed a button.

"I don't even want to know where you got that from," I said.

We went inside and walked straight into the hallway that led into  the  individual  examination  rooms.  Light  bled  out  from  the  first door of the hallway coming in from the lobby that had been left ajar.

A few minutes went by as we waited and listened for a sound. Any sound. There was nothing, not even a peep or shuffle.

Kanako  took  the  plunge  to  jump  into  the  room  with  her  stun gun and said the coast was clear. I came in after her into a room that was completely lit up, but not a soul was inside. The computer was on,  and  it  looked  like  the  doctor  was  in  the  middle  of  checking  his emails. There were no signs of trouble or struggle. It looked like he just got up and left.

"You  said  he  was  a  VIP,  right?  Maybe  he's  got  something  in his emails," Kanako suggested.

"I'll  take  a  look."  Scanning  through  the  many  emails,  I  found most of them were correspondence with his peers and patients to set up  appointments.  There  were  folders  in  which  he  categorized  the emails, one of them was marked 'IMPORTANT' and contained only three emails.

They  were  all  from  the  same  sender  and  had  already  been read,  all  postmarked  on  the  same  day  of  each  month.  The  most

recent  was  early  last  morning.  It  was  an  invitation  to  an  orgy  party that was being held at Ushigome tonight.

I had asked Dr. Tejima to bring me with him, but I wasn't able to  get  in  contact  with  him  because  of  my  circumstances  the  past week.  But  we  knew  without  a  shred  of  doubt  now  there  was  a connection between Ushigome Enterprise and the NTL app. I had to go. Souji might be in there. I couldn't think of any other place.

Kanako  was  reading  the  email  over  my  shoulder.  "I  know you're  going  to  tell  me  to  stay  home.  I  made  up  my  mind  to  come with."

"I couldn't have asked for a better friend." I smiled.

Kanako  and  I  had  two  invisibility  potions  each,  lasting  one hour per drink. Our time limit in Ushigome would be two hours. The two  of  us  were  pretending  to  be  as  inconspicuous  as  possible outside of the building, sitting on the edge of a fountain and sipping on our iced coffee. No one would suspect us just loitering. It was the middle  of  the  day,  and  plenty  of  people  passed  by  or  hung  around chatting their time away.

Ushigome Enterprise's building was no titan in comparison to the  other  buildings  in  the  surrounding.  The  32-floor  building  was mostly  comprised  of  leased  office  space,  and  only  ten  floors  were used  by  the  company  itself.  At  least,  that  was  what  Souji  had  told me.  Yet  despite  being  dwarfed  by  other,  more  taller  buildings, Ushigome appeared especially imposing.

It was getting to around 6:30 PM, half an hour before the orgy event  held  at  the  top  floor  took  place.  The  sun  had  hidden  itself behind  the  buildings.  Skylights  and  checkered  room  lights  from  the offices switched on in the sun's absence.

Kanako drank the rest of her coffee, tossed it into the nearby bin, and stretched her arms. "Ready to do this?"

"Yeah. Let's go," I said.

We made our way into the lobby, which looked like a five-star hotel  reception  area.  A  river  snaked  across  the  floor,  filled  with plastic  chrysanthemum  and  small  bronze  statues  of  amphibious animals. Since the building was open to the public, we didn't look out of place coming in during the early evening. Plenty of people came

and went just to check it out. Some floors even had restaurants and museums.

I found a restroom for us to hide in where we drank the potion.

An older business woman walked into the bathroom just as we were about to leave. Kanako and I dodged out of the way in time to avoid bumping  into  her.  Both  of  us  had  become  invisible  to  others,  but remained visible to each other. Too bad we had to leave our shoes in the  trash,  otherwise  they  would  make  too  much  noise  walking around. At least our socks were able to soften our footsteps.

"This is some crazy shit," Kanako whispered. It was her first time using the invisibility potion, so her wonder was appropriate for the  occasion.  On  the  other  hand,  I  had  already  used  it  before  and was accustomed to it.

Fortunately, the invisibility extended to our clothes as well, not just  what  we  held.  Our  first  obstacle  came  when  we  got  to  the elevator, and it required a keycard to access.

"Should we take the stairs?" I asked.

"It  might  be  locked,  too."  Kanako  glanced  around,  then yanked me away just as someone nearly walked into me.

A  tall  gentleman  wearing  a  pin-striped  suit  flashed  a  card  in front of the terminal. The doors opened. We seized the opportunity to follow him in, and to our surprise, he pressed the button to the 31st floor.

I  threw  a  look  at  Kanako  to  deter  her  from  trying  to  pick  the man's  pocket.  His  phone  suddenly  rang,  and  her  hand  snapped away just as he reached for it.

"Kushige  speaking…  Yes,  I'm  on  my  way  up  as  we  speak.

Can't wait for the party… I'll be fine eating anything, thank you. My family  thinks  I'm  going  away  for  a  business  trip…  Of  course,  I  do love myself a foreign woman… I'll see you there, bye."

Kanako  nodded  to  me.  It  didn't  take  much  thinking  to  reach the  conclusion  that  this  man  was  talking  about  the  orgy  party.  He was likely another member— a VIP. In that case, following him would lead us the right way.

Tailing  the  man  named  Kushige,  we  reached  a  banquet  hall the  likes  of  which  I  wished  I'd  never  seen.  Men  in  business  suits

wore  blank,  faceless  masks.  Collared  women  walked  around  with little  to  no  clothing,  acting  as  both  waitresses  and  entertainment.

Those dining at a table had women immediately drop to their knees and perform fellatio after serving a tray of food.

If  that  wasn't  enough,  those  who  weren't  working  had  been made  to  be  serving  boards  for  sushi  and  food—  nyotaimori,  as  I knew it. Some people were outright having sex, pulling workers away from their tasks and forcing themselves on the waitresses. Soft jazz music  was  played  in  tandem  with  sounds  of  ecstatic  moans  and pleas for more. We were witnessing a decadent feast of degradation and immoral sexual deviancy.

Kushige  had  taken  a  mask  for  himself  at  the  front  desk  and joined  a  table  of  friends  who  welcomed  him.  By  my  side,  Kanako was  seething.  She  pointed  to  one  woman  who  had  the  image  of  a halo and horns tattooed above her groin.

"I  can't  believe  this.  Those  people  are  all  NTL  players,"

Kanako said.

"And these men have to be VIPs," I added.

Even  if  Souji  was  wearing  a  mask,  I'd  recognize  him anywhere. I was awash with relief to know he wasn't a part of this.

Someone was clinking their glass at the front of the room, on a raised platform overlooking the banquet. A man, who also wore a plain mask, had thin hair and a balding head showed his age more than anything else, but his appearance was outwardly youthful.

"Welcome, my esteemed guests. I hope the  meals are to your liking. There is no better entertainment than to feast on the pleasure of flesh. This event will go on for two days. Suitable room and board are  available  to  those  who  wish  to  stay  the  nights.  May  you  have your  fill  of  carnal  desires  this  evening  and  the  next."  The  man bowed, received standing applause, and then left from a back door before the festival orgy resumed.

"I think that was the balding man Dr. Tejima told me about. For the  event  to  be  held  at  Ushigome,  he  had  to  be  CEO  or  boss  of some kind," I explained.

Kanako brandished the stun gun in her hand. "Then let's go.

He might know where Souji is. Bet he's behind NTL, too."

We ran down the banquet hall and caught the door as the last person  went  out.  Unlike  the  smooth,  waxed  floors  from  where  we had  entered  from,  the  hallway  we  came  into  was  well-lit  and carpeted.

There were doors up and down the hall. One door remained open.  Peering  inside,  we  saw  a  man  laying  on  a  bed  receiving  a blowjob from two women.

"The hell is this place? It's more like a hotel than a corporate office," Kanako said.

The  men  we  were  following  had  turned  the  corner.  One remained  outside  to  close  the  set  of  large  double-doors.  I  barely caught  sight  of  an  illuminated  interior,  an  oversized  office  with  a single  desk  looking  over  Mount  Fuji  and  the  Tokyo  skyline.  Once shut, he returned to the banquet hall. The balding man was nowhere to be seen, having presumably gone inside.

I  put  a  hand  on  the  doorknob.  It  was  unlocked  and  turned quietly with ease.

"Are you ready?" I asked Kanako.

"I'm getting goosebumps… but, yeah. I'm with you," she said.

The both of us opened the doors and gasped at what we saw.

Chapter 27 - Final Round

It  was  a  large  penthouse.  We  had  only  seen  the  office  desk from the hallway. Now that we were inside, the room stretched much further to the side and opened into a staircase that led up to a living space.  The  entire  bottom  floor  was  empty,  furnished  with  only  one desk,  and  standing  in  front  of  it,  reading  a  newspaper  and  with  a mug to his lips was the balding man from before.

"You two must be Kanako and Yuina? I'd offer to shake your hands, but I have a heart condition that doesn't respond well to stun guns."  The  man  put  down  the  coffee  and  newspaper,  his  eyes  set firmly on us despite being invisible.

Kanako and I looked at each other, at a loss for what to do.

We had been caught. He saw through the app's invisibility power.

"There's no need to act surprised. I can see you two perfectly fine thanks to a few perks from the NTL app," he said.

Our  invisibility  suddenly  dropped.  We  could  tell  by  our reflection  from  the  granite  flooring.  Kanako  clicked  her  tongue  as panic began to set in.

"Don't even think about calling for help. I can taze you before someone comes to rescue you," she threatened.

The man took off his suit and laid it on the table. He put his hands in the air and spun around twice to show us he was unarmed.

"Satisfied?" he asked.

"All I'm looking for is Souji. I know he's being held here. Same with Miyata who's been missing much longer than. Where are they?"

I demanded.

"First, I should introduce myself. I'm Youta Ushigome, CEO of Ushigome  Enterprise.  You  probably  figured  as  much.  As  for  your husband,  Souji  is  fine.  Miyata,  on  the  other  hand,  has  been transferred away for violating company policy." The tone of his voice and  the  look  on  his  face  didn't  seem  to  lie  or  show  any  malice.

Though  Kanako  and  I  were  still  cautious.  For  all  we  knew,  he  was behind NTL.

"How  about  you  shut  up  and  show  us  where  Souji  is  so  we can get the fuck out of here," Kanako said, her patience running thin.

Youta  Ushigome  sighed.  His  eyes  gestured  up  the  spiral staircase.

"Why, Souji has been a guest here all this time. He's waiting for you upstairs," he said.

"Go ahead. I'll keep an eye on Mr. Shifty," Kanako whispered.

"Thanks." I ran upstairs and found Souji unconscious and tied to  a  chair.  His  mouth  was  taped,  but  was  otherwise  breathing  fine.

"Oh, god… Souji. Thank goodness…"

Too  soon  did  I  think  the  worst  was  over,  Kanako  started shouting from downstairs. I looked over the bannister to see another man restraining her from behind.

"Let go!" she shouted, kicking and screaming.

"Kanako? I'm coming down!" However, blocking the stairs was the CEO of Ushigome.

Everything  was  going  downhill.  I  glanced  back  down  to  see Kanako, still struggling, dragged into another room.

"I'm  sorry,  but  once  you  participate  in  NTL,  there  is  no escaping it." Youta snapped his fingers, and from a door behind me entered several large men who quickly surrounded me. The six men weren't dressed in suits like the guests outside, but in casual t-shirts and  pants.  Their  features  also  didn't  appear  Japanese,  but  from  a variety of ethnicities I didn't recognize.

I swallowed hard at the sight of them. Specifically, at the sight of the bulges in their pants.

"You're… You're behind NTL, aren't you? Why are you doing this?" I asked.

Youta shook his head. "If only I could accept credit for such a wonderful  concept.  NTL  is  a  mystery  to  me,  and  I'm  just  another player. To answer your second question though— isn't it… fun? After all, you didn't come here expressly to save your husband."

"Y-Yes… I did…" I answered hesitantly.

"No, you didn't. Maybe your foolish friend did. You, however, knew  there  was  no  lying  to  yourself.  Your  trembling  hands  and quivering  lips,  nipples  that  had  gotten  hard  since  walking  in  here,

and the goofy smile on your face the moment these men surrounded you  only  means  one  thing:  being  caught  is  what  you  wanted  all along," he said.

My mind was going blank and foggy. He made it sound like I wanted this. Did I… want this?

"That's  not  true.  I  came  here  to  save  my  husband.  He's  the only one I love!" I said defiantly, in an effort to convince myself more than anyone else.

"Well, that much I believe. You love him. That is undeniable.

Yet just as much as you love him, you love to be fucked and treated as  nothing  but  a  slut.  Something  he  alone  can't  provide."  He snapped his fingers again, and one of the men moved in to grope my breasts from behind. I melted in his touch as thick fingers teased my nipples  and  kneaded  the  most  sensitive  places.  And  to  be  pressed against another man's body while his lust was oozing onto me was intoxicating.

My  gaze  fell  to  Souji,  who  was  just  now  stirring  awake.  He saw what was happening and started struggling in his restraints. For the first time, Souji was seeing me in the arms of other men. Though, I had already been defiled so many times already. Youta came to his side and put a hand on his shoulder.

"Don't hurt him!" I pleaded.

"Nothing's  going  to  happen  to  him,  but  I  do  have  an  idea,"

Youta  said.  Instead  of  snapping  his  fingers,  he  clapped  once.

Someone I recognized came upstairs. It was Lonny, who deposited my phone into Youta's hand.

"H-How?"  I  muttered,  suppressing  a  moan  from  having  my nipples pinched.

"Probably  shouldn't  have  kept  an  invisibility  potion  in  your clothes if you weren't going to use it. Drinking it made it really easy to follow you around when you left the apartment," Lonny said.

Youta  fiddled  with  something  on  his  phone,  then  selected something  that  made  mine  buzz  with  a  notification.  My  crotch instantly became wet, and the constant groping was sending me into a hazy state of bliss.

"We'll  play  one  round.  If  you  can  still  say  you  love  your husband at the end of the game, we'll let you two go home together.

Of  course,  with  Kanako,  too.  If  you  can't,  well…  I'm  sure  you'd  be happy  with  either  outcome.  Good  luck,  Yuina.  These  men  are experts at what they do," he said.

I let them carry me onto the bed and strip me down to nothing.

Souji watched from the bedside, eyes wide with terror as one of the men positioned his obscenely large dick at the entrance of my pussy.

Youta  showed  me  my  phone.  The  NTL  app  icon  flashed, disappeared, and was replaced with a text menu.

[Special  mandatory  event!  {{Yuina's  Gangbang}}  —

Outlast the duration of the event without losing yourself to lust. 

●       Broken Egg is currently in effect. 

●       No items may be used for the duration of this event. 

Running away is not an option and will result in a loss. A special punishment awaits if you fail the event. 

Timer begins in…

Now! 

6:00:00…

5:59:59…

5:59:58…]

Souji  was  struggling  so  much,  his  wrists  were  beginning  to bruise from the rope. He shed no tears, but had a defiant look that didn't want to give me up even as I'd resigned myself to this.

"It's okay," I told him. He stopped struggling, and stared at me with the same loving gaze he'd always given. Hopefully, at the end of this, he would still look at me the same way. I had to at least remind him of my feelings. "Souji, I love y— ooh!"

A large cock drilled into me. The impact took my breath away.

It hit as deep as it could go, but there was still so much of his length left. Another man pressed the tip of his member against my cheek, and I opened my mouth to receive him.

They made use of my hands, my armpits, my breasts… every inch of my skin to satisfy themselves with. Being surrounded by so many  erect  dicks,  bathed  in  the  smell  of  masculine  musk  and  their cum, drove me mad with pleasure.

Souji shut his eyes, but his uncovered ears heard every moan I  couldn't  stifle.  These  men  were  taking  me  for  a  ride  around  the world, with every position and play imaginable.

What  bliss.  This  pleasure  I  didn't  know  existed  all  this  time was  just  out  of  reach.  Being  fucked  and  used,  what  better  feeling could there be?

One of them pulled me onto the cowgirl position, and had me ride  him  in  front  of  Souji.  Another  man's  cock  was  penetrating  my married pussy before my husband who was several feet away. A pair of  hands  reached  around  from  behind  and  grabbed  my  breasts, pinching the nipples that had gotten hard from so much stimulation.

It  wasn't  enough—  I  was  hoping  for  this,  too,  even  though  I didn't  want  to  say  it  out  loud.  Someone  pressed  dick  into  my  ass.

Whoever it was had it so lubricated from a slippery substance that it slipped right in, and went so deep that our hips clapped together.

"Ah! Oh, god… you're both so hard, so big… I'm being filled up so much it doesn't even hurt anymore… mmmh!" I bit my lower lip trying to keep myself sane.

Yet  again,  I  was  being  fucked  in  both  my  ass  and  pussy.  I loved  it  more  each  time,  and  everytime  the  pleasure  grew  more intense.

"She's tighter than anyone I've ever had," one said.

Another agreed. "It's like her holes have a mind of their own, squeezing me like that."

I  kept  my  eyes  on  Souji,  but  trying  to  focus  on  him  was  a different  matter.  It  was  too  good.  I  couldn't  think  straight  anymore, and the only thing on my mind were the incredible cocks fucking me silly.

"I'm…  I  can't  take  it  anymore,  oh—  cumming,  I'm  cumming!

Aaahh!" My whole body convulsed uncontrollably. I let my voice out so  loud  it  echoed.  Souji  opened  his  eyes  and  saw  me.  In  his reflection, I saw a woman covered in cum, eyes glazed over like she was in a trance, lips curved to a lustful smile— it was me.

"I think you're hubby's starting to like what he sees," the man who was fucking my cunt said.

Youta  pushed  the  chair  closer  until  Souji's  knees  were pressed  against  the  bedside,  then  went  as  far  as  unzipping  his pants.  My  husband's  erect  penis  paled  in  comparison  to  the  ones around  me.  But  that  didn't  matter.  I  still  loved  Souji  and  everything about  him,  even  if  his  hadn't  been  able  to  pleasure  me  like  the others.

"I'll… I'll take care of it like I always do…" The moment I took it  into  my  mouth,  Souji  tensed  up  and  climaxed,  spraying  my  face with  his  load.  His  eyes  widened,  almost  like  he  didn't  expect  it  to happen.  Had  he  always  been  quick  to  shoot,  or  had  my  time  with other men made me that much better?

Souji  was  still  hard  and  looked  like  it  still  needed  relief.  I wanted to pleasure it more, but someone else grabbed my face and stuck their dick inside my mouth.

I stopped asking why this was happening. After all, only those unhappy with their lives questioned the state of things. Like when I used  to  wonder  about  my  own  happiness  while  I  spent  my  days alone and bored. Maybe it was destined. The veneer of the good and loyal housewife was a brittle mask I put on for the sake of existing.

Now I was  living.

The NTL app simply cut eye holes into the mask. These men, no  different  than  those  who  fucked  me  until  now  and  whose insatiable appetite for sex mirrored my own lust, gave me an outlet and proved that I was alive.

"Aha— Fuck me, yes! Fuck me, fuck me! Make me cum more, please… ehehe, aahh! It feels so good. Don't stop making me cum!"

I begged, at last casting off my mask.

In  response,  the  men  fucked  me  with  impassioned  bravado.

Like  they  were  trying  to  prove  to  one  another  they  were  the  better lover. But I didn't care. They could show off all they wanted as long as I had their dicks in me.

Souji  had  lost  strength.  He  no  longer  tried  to  protest  or struggle.  His  shoulders  slumped,  eyes  resigned  to  witness  the climactic finish to my depravity.

As  I  laid  on  top  of  one  man,  all  three  of  my  holes  getting fucked, both hands forced to jerk off two others, and another using

my  breasts  to  give  himself  a  boobjob,  an  orgasm  reverberated through me stronger than every other in the past put together. I was a screaming, giggling mess, begging for more in the climax.

My mind went blank for a moment, and then it was filled with an intense pleasure that continued into aftershocks. All six men left me  on  the  bed  and  started  masturbating,  spurting  load  after  load until cum drenched me from head to toe.

"Aguhh… ahh… hhahh…" I couldn't find words to say even if I tried. Although, I didn't need to speak. A toy— a sex slave meant to pleasure others didn't need to talk. I was satisfied just being used as a cum dump.

Someone's applause assailed my ears.

"Six  hours  have  passed.  I'm  impressed  you  lasted  so  long without  losing  your  mind."  Youta  stopped  clapping,  glanced  at  his watch, then tossed my phone onto the cum-stained pillow next to my head.

The timer of the event had run its course.

Had I really been fucked for six hours straight? Why did it feel so short? I  needed more.

"Did you enjoy yourself? If I gave you the option to, would you do it again?" Youta asked.

"I…  I  would,"  I  answered  from  the  bottom  of  my  heart, smearing myself with cum like peanut butter on a slice of bread.

"Well, you heard her," he said. "What do you think, Souji?"

"Eh?" My mind briefly blanked out.

The  men  began  to  leave,  revealing  Souji  to  me  again  who rose  from  his  seat  and  pulled  off  the  restraints  as  if  he  was  never bound.

"W-What's going on? Souji?" I looked to him for answers.

"It's  time  you  tell  your  wife  the  truth."  Youta  squeezed  my husband's shoulder as if they were good friends.

"Youta didn't do this. I did. From the start, introducing you to the NTL was my doing," Souji confessed.

I couldn't comprehend the words that came out of his mouth.

None of this made sense. A part was waiting for someone to tell me this was all an elaborate joke.

"What… What are you saying? Kanako introduced me to the app to try and get herself extra points!" I said.

He  shook  his  head.  "She  was  the  vehicle,  yes.  However,  a friend's  invite  bonus  didn't  exist  until  I  asked  to  have  it  created.

Advertisements  are  a  powerful  thing.  They  might  as  well  be classified as brainwashing. Flash it in someone's face enough, and they won't be able to get it out of their head. So that's what I did, and you  being  Kanako's  only  best  friend  in  the  city,  I  knew  she  would naturally come to you."

My world began to shatter.

Maybe I was still in disbelief. How could I not be? Why would my husband orchestrate something so outrageous and elaborate to have me… betray him?

"I don't understand… why?" I asked.

"Because I… Yuina, I'm…"

"Souji is infertile," Youta answered in Souji's place.

I choked from gasping so hard. My eyes flicked to Youta, then back to Souji who nodded and left his head hanging in shame.

"Oh, Souji… Why didn't you tell me? We could have worked through this together—"

"There is no working through it!" he tearfully exclaimed. "This isn't about low sperm count. I've gone to ten different doctors in the past  year,  and  they  were  all  just  as  baffled.  It's  a  rare  disorder…  I have severe necrospermia. Yuina, my sperm are all dead. Just like our hopes to have children with my eyes or your beautiful hair."

How  was  that  possible?  Did  that  mean  having  children  was never possible for the two of us?

"But  we  could  have  looked  to  other  ways.  In  vitro, surrogates… Even if yours isn't possible, y-your brother's sperm…" I trailed off as realization struck that by extension, Souji orchestrated for his brother to have sex with me.

"You remember the viagra you found? I lied. It wasn't stress, but because I couldn't get it up naturally anymore. It started when a doctor prescribed me a regimen of medication, hoping to jump start my sperm back to life. Like jump starting a car battery. All it did was make  me  unable  to  perform.  I  was  afraid  I  couldn't  pleasure  you

anymore. That's when I confided in Youta, and he introduced me to this app, not as a way to pleasure you, but as a way for me to find another woman to be pleasured by. I'd never want to betray you like that,  but  I  did  want  you  to  find  pleasure.  At  some  point,  I  started escalating  it  for  my  enjoyment.  For  you  to  do  more.  Seeing  your ecstasy,  hearing  those  animalistic  moans…  I'm  ashamed  to  say  it gave me an erection again," Souji explained.

My  head  throbbed  trying  to  keep  up.  Processing  it  all  made me  dizzy.  I  understood  everything  he  said  too  clearly.  I  still  didn't want  to  believe  it.  Deep  down,  however,  my  twisted  heart  was rejoicing.

Why? I knew the answer, of course.

"You were the one who made me have sex with other men," I said.

"That's  right."  He  nodded.  "You  were  too  pure.  You  would never  agree  to  an  open  relationship.  The  NTL  app  was  my  way  of giving you the choice of infidelity. If you had gotten pregnant by one of  your  many  partners,  I  would  have  been  okay  with  that.  I  would have loved that child, because they would still be your baby."

"What about all those punishments from me failing to make a choice? Not being promoted at work?"

"Allow me," Youta began. "Souji was never in danger. All of it was simply a ploy."

I keeled over in tears. The dam had broken. They flowed so much, it washed my face of the cum stains.

"With Mr. Tanaka… Was that—"

"Me," Souji said.

"Miyata?"

He nodded.

"Asumu?"

He nodded.

"At Yamada Ryokan?"

He nodded.

"Dr. Tejima, Lonny and Marcellus, your coworker Hayase? All of them?"

Each  and  every  name  he  nodded  at  washed  away  the  guilt within me, but was further blackening my perverted soul.

"Including today?" I asked, swallowing hard.

"Yes," Souji said. "Including today."

My nipples were getting hard, my pussy was getting wet… My mind now swirled with the desire to be ravished again. I trembled so much as the last vestiges of my sanity left me.

A  warm  touch  gently  squeezed  my  hand  and  calmed  my nerves.

"Yuina, are you okay?" Souji asked.

I  brought  his  hand  to  my  cheek.  He  didn't  even  flinch  from touching someone else's ejaculate.

"You made me into a whore, and I love you so much for doing that." I smiled.

Souji  leaned  in  to  kiss  me,  this  filthy  woman  who  had  been taken advantage of like a public use toilet.

It was then that we both knew this degenerate relationship of ours  wasn't  broken.  It  was  who  we  really  were.  A  pair  of  twisted lovers.

"True love will always win out in the end. Yuina has given you her answer, Souji. It's only fair that you give her yours," Youta said.

"My vows haven't changed." Souji embraced me in his tender arms. "I will always love you, Yuina."

Epilogue

Several months later.

Today was going to be a new beginning. Just last week, Souji had  been  put  on  leave  from  Ushigome  indefinitely  for  the foreseeable future. But that was okay. It was my turn to take care of us. Our lives would be changed for the better like this.

Asumu  still  worked  as  a  custodian  but  had  moved  out,  so Souji and I were able to live alone again. Kanako still kept in contact with me, but she refused to speak about what we had gone through that day. She was having a hard time accepting what I resolved that night. At the very least, her relationship with Jun was getting better. I was happy for them. Likewise, they were happy for us.

Both Miyata and Dr. Tejima were a part of Souji's little game all  along.  I  lost  track  how  many  apologies  I  received  from  them  for deceiving  me,  but  we've  remained  on  good  terms.  They  each planned a vacation with me in a few months. I couldn't wait. It was going to be so much fun.

Until then…

"Will  you  be  alright?  Should  I  come  with  you?"  Souji  asked, walking up to the door. The bags under his eyes were gone. He was sleeping better lately, no longer waking up in the middle of the night with a start.

I  leaned  in  to  give  him  a  kiss,  which  he  reciprocated  with  a more passionate one.

"You  know,  this  is  the  first  time  our  roles  have  reversed,"  I said.

Souji  chuckled.  "I've  become  the  house husband,  huh?  With all the free time I have now, I should learn to cook. What, uh… What do  you  want  to  eat  tonight?  Maybe  I  can  teach  myself  to  whip something up for you."

My  chest  clenched  up.  How  I  would  love  to  taste  Souji's cooking.  No  matter  how  bad  it  might  turn  out  like  the  cookies,  the thought of him putting in effort for me was enough to make my heart sing.

Unfortunately, that would have to wait.

"I'm sorry. I don't know how long I'll be gone for. It could take a few  days…  maybe  even  a  week,"  I  answered.  The  look  in  my husband's  eyes  was  like  a  stab  in  the  chest.  I  wrapped  my  arms around  his  neck  and  squeezed.  "How  about  some  chicken  curry?

Like one of your mother's recipes?"

"In that case, it shouldn't be too hard if I give her a call." Souji smiled.

We held each other until my phone buzzed, indicating that my ride had arrived. My body was becoming sensitive, hot even, at the mere sound of it. If I didn't need to leave, I might have pushed Souji down  right  at  the  doorway  for  a  quick  round.  Especially  since  I  felt the bulge between his legs.

I let go of him. "I have to go now. Don't forget, you can watch through the—"

"I know. The computer's already showing the venue. There's even multiple camera angles. It's so beautiful, grander than the one we had! You have a safe trip, okay?" he said.

After  sharing  another  kiss,  I  went  downstairs  to  find  my personal ride waiting by the curb, a black sports car worth more than a year's worth of rent at our apartment. A man wearing a blank mask stepped out and opened the back seat for me.

The  excessive  extravagance  of  the  vehicle  was  a  bit overwhelming. I sat on leather seats, a small television screen was embedded into the headrest of the driver's seat, and the central seat divider opened up to a mini fridge containing bottles of wine. My only complaint was that we were still in the winter season, and the leather material was freezing.

"Just a second, ma'am. The seat warmer should kick in after a bit," the driver said.

"Thank you." I bowed reflexively.

The rest of the way was made in comfort and warmth, if not a little hotter than what I was used to. I still shivered in anticipation with each  second  that  passed,  and  as  we  approached  the  Ushigome building I became even more restless. My hands crept down to my

crotch,  but  touched  only  the  leather  chastity  belt  that  served  as  an undergarment.

It was business as usual in Ushigome. People scurried about, working  with  a  single-track  mind  on  their  tasks.  I  was  an afterthought.  Just  another  woman  in  this  city  of  hundreds  of thousands.

My  driver,  who  was  also  my  escort,  flashed  his  card  at  the elevator and punched the button to the 31st floor.

"Enjoy your stay, Mrs. Yuina." He bowed as the doors closed.

A woman slightly older than me, wearing a suit vest and skirt, greeted me when the doors opened.

"This way," she said.

We  passed  by  the  closed  doors  to  the  banquet  hall.  There were  subdued  murmurs  on  the  other  side.  The  woman  led  me  into one of the hotel rooms.

"Please  change  into  your  gown  and  unlock  the  belt.  Another person  will  be  waiting  just  outside  your  room  to  escort  you  into  the hall," she said, then shut the door before I could thank her.

I swallowed hard, seeing the outfit that was more like lingerie than  a  wedding  dress  laid  out  on  the  bed.  The  only  similarity  was that it was white in color and had a veil for my head. Without wasting another moment, I stripped down to nothing but the belt at my waist

—  the  chastity  belt  I  was  forced  to  wear  for  a  month  leading  up  to this day.

A  key  on  the  counter  unlocked  the  belt.  I  fought  back  the strongest urge to touch myself. It wouldn't be long now until release came.

Once  I  finally  put  on  the  erotic  wedding  dress  and  stared  at myself in the mirror, it dawned on me how little it covered. The fabric was  partially  transparent,  enough  that  my  breasts  and  crotch  could be  seen.  The  white  knee  stockings  somehow  made  the  outfit  even more perverted than if my legs were bare.

One thing on my body was out of place. I saw it clearly now that the chastity belt was gone and the outfit was see-thru. Tattooed in black and white above my crotch was the image of the NTL app

icon. A pair of horns and a halo. I had been marked just like those women.

"Okay…"  I  whispered  to  myself,  unable  to  control  my quivering voice.

A  man  I  didn't  know  was  waiting  outside  the  door  when  I stepped out. It was so embarrassing wearing this that the mask he wore offered a semblance of relief.

However, that relief didn't last long. The doors to the banquet hall were open now. He led me in slowly, step by step as though to parade me. The hall had changed significantly since I was last here.

Instead of tables there were pews, whereupon men sat patiently and stared at my body. The carpet I marched down separated the seating into two sides of the hall. The entire place had been transformed by decorations  and  furniture  to  look  like  a  wedding  ceremony.  Even  a minister was waiting for me at the front.

What  really  caught  my  attention  was  the  large  heart-shaped bed behind the minister. My chest was racing now, and my groin was gushing wet.

The  man  escorting  me  left  my  side.  I  walked  the  rest  of  the way  to  the  minister,  who  gulped  and  whose  eyes  burned  into  my breasts.

This was my wedding.

I'd  never  felt  this  excitement  before,  not  even  the  day  I married Souji. Dozens of lustful gazes from the audience made me hornier by the second. Cameras at multiple parts of the room were trained on me. I knew my husband was watching, and soon…

"We're  gathered  here  today  to  celebrate  the  relationship  of Yuina Ninomae and her beloved," the minister began.

These were words I recalled all too well from my wedding with Souji.  It  was  different  this  time.  These  men  in  the  audience, Ushigome executives and NTL VIPs, would soon become his equal.

Perhaps even moreso. Soon, I would be obeying their every whims as their wife, seeing to their desires and pleasures. And in doing so, Souji and I would be provided for for the rest of our lives.

That night at Ushigome, after Souji and I reaffirmed our love for each other, one thing still bothered me. The five-million point item

in the NTL shop. I had asked Youta what it was, and he was hesitant to tell me at first. After a little prodding from me and Souji insisting that it was fine, I learned that the item was no item at all.

The  exchange  for  five-million  points  was  for  Ushigome  to bankroll  us  for  the  rest  of  our  lives,  even  down  to  our  children  and grandchildren. So here I was. Getting ready to earn those points so that my family would be set for life.

Becoming a whore to VIPs was a small sacrifice.

Actually, this was no sacrifice at all. Even this was my reward.

I was more than happy to be a part of it.

I  could  finally  spend  the  marital  life  I'd  always  wanted  with Souji— with some extra company.

Ah.  I'm  going  to  have  so  many  loving  husbands  soon,   I thought, the idea making me dizzy with pleasure.

Right after, we would be consummating our marriage right in front of Souji. I looked at one of the cameras and wondered if he was watching  right  now.  If  he  was  about  to  witness  what  his  wife  would soon be reduced to.

The minister turned to me and asked, "Do you take these men to  be  your  husbands;  to  live  together  in  the  covenant  of  marriage?

Do you promise to love them, comfort them, satisfy them, in sickness and in health, drowning in lust for as long as you live?"

"I… I do!" I exclaimed, facing the audience.

"Grooms, do you take Yuina to be your wife; to live together in the covenant of marriage? Do you promise to love her, comfort her, satisfy her, in sickness and in health, drowning in lust for as long as you live?" he asked the audience.

The  three  dozen  men  stood  up  at  once,  cast  their  masks away, and said in unison, "I do."

I  stared  each  of  my  prospective  husbands  in  the  eyes.  My breath  had  grown  shallow.  My  pussy  had  gotten  so  wet  the  juices dripped down my legs. I smiled at them, eager to receive their love soon.

They must have given the minister the honor of going first. He was behind me, rubbing his erect member in the space between my butt. The men before me stepped forward, taking their clothes off as

they  did.  Not  a  single  one  of  them  wasn't  hard.  They  had  been waiting for this for months, and so had I.

"Then  by  the  power  vested  in  me  I  now  pronounce  you husbands and wife!" The minister pulled the fabric aside and slipped his  dick  into  me,  and  at  that  moment  I  climaxed  so  hard  my  legs became  weak.  The  loud  moans  that  escaped  my  lips  echoed  back the  voice  of  a  woman  I  no  longer  recognized,  but  knew  full  well  it was me. The minister had one last thing to say— "You may now fuck the bride."
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