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Disclaimer:

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, products, events, and incidents are either the products of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

References to trademarked products, brand names, company names, or commercial goods are made solely for purposes of identification, parody, satire, commentary, or fictional storytelling. All trademarks, registered trademarks, product names, and company names mentioned herein are the property of their respective owners.

The inclusion of any brand, product, or company name in this work does not imply endorsement, sponsorship, affiliation, or approval by the trademark owner. The events, actions, opinions, and depictions contained in this story are entirely fictional and should not be interpreted as statements of fact regarding any real product, company, or brand.

No claim is made regarding the quality, safety, characteristics, or performance of any real-world product referenced in this work.

Also, probably don't try to replica any sex acts in this work of fiction. You will, for sure, get a UTI.
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Chapter 1 – Would You Let an Idol Eat Donuts Off Your Dick?
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I, KISUKE MORI, HAVE a secret.

I’ve been dating Japan’s number one most popular idol, Akane Akino, and I have been since our third year of middle school. While Akane—though, that isn’t her real name—had been a minor model in middle school, her career really took off in high school.

When she became an idol in high school, we had to keep our distance in public, even in the classroom. Her agent and I both agreed that having a boyfriend, or even a close male friend, would hurt her rising career. Akane loved show business more than anything else she had ever tried, and I wanted to support her as much as I could, even if it had to be from the shadows.

I thought the distance we had to keep between ourselves might hurt our relationship, but against all odds, it has thrived for years. Even now, when I am well into my twenties, languishing as an office worker, Akane is out there navigating performances, practices, and public appearances. The stress of it is the price of fame, and Akane pays it every day.

While we don’t meet as much as I’d like—we can’t even move in together as working adults—that doesn’t mean I never get to see my girlfriend. It just looks incredibly suspicious whenever it happens.

Today is one of those days.

I spent the morning lounging in front of the TV, not in sweats like usual, but casually dressed. We can’t really go out on proper dates, but I thought the least I could do was look presentable when she arrived, especially since Akane always looks picture-perfect.

The show I wasn’t really watching went to commercial, and I reached for my phone, hoping I didn’t have a Line saying she had to cancel.

Two neat little buzzes from my doorbell made me jump, sending the phone flopping onto my lap. I waited. Another two buzzes, the second cutting out just slightly because, like the water damage on my ceiling, nothing ever gets fixed around here. After a pause, there was a lone, single ring of the doorbell buzzer, and I knew it was her.

I picked a rather terrible apartment when I first started working. I do not know who my neighbors are, I could find ten things in this room that need fixing like it was an easy hidden item game, and security cameras, well, they’re not a thing here. At first, I had picked this place because it was cheap and close to my office, but I’ve stayed because it turned out to be the perfect little anonymous hideout for Akane when she needs a break.

It was the type of place you never expected to find an idol—a shithole.

I opened the door to find Akane standing in the hallway. A shopping bag hung neatly between her clasped hands. A large floppy sun hat shaded most of her face, its brim drooping low over her eyes, while her long black hair was tucked beneath it. A face mask covered the rest, leaving only her downcast brown eyes visible.

Perfectly incognito, if not a little creepy and a lot suspicious.

Regardless, the disguise had yet to fail, so I guess she can keep using it as she pleases.

I stepped aside, and as usual, Akane said nothing until she was safely inside and I had closed the door behind her.

“Kii-chin!” she whined, throwing her arms around my neck and nestling her cheek into the crook of my neck. I felt the bag crinkle against my back. It was strangely heavy and, judging by the corner jabbing me in the kidney, seemed to suggest there was some sort of box inside.

Now, see, the one thing that I know about Akane Akino that her fans will probably never know is that she loves food.

I mean, most people love food, but Akane really loves food. In fact, the first time we met was when we both decided to each lunch in the same abandoned classroom. Even now, Akane has never failed to bring something to snack on when she visits me, but recently she has been... a little weird about it.

Akane pulled away from me to take off her mask, and as she raised her hand off my back, the look of surprise in her eyes told me she had forgotten that she was even carrying a bag. She set it down on the counter, and once she did, Akane commenced my favorite part—well, my second favorite part—of her visits.

“Chu! Chu! Chu!” she said as she planted kisses on my face, her lips lingering each time as if she were savoring the taste of my face, which hopefully tasted of nothing. “Kii-chin, I feel like it’s been forever.”

“You were just here last we– Two wee- Okay, maybe it has been a while,” I admitted. Time really gets away from you when you are a working adult.

I wrapped my arms around her, my hand taking off her sun hat and letting her long, glossy hair cascade down her back. I cupped her cheek in my hand and countered her playful pecks all over my face with a deep kiss on her pillowy lips. They still faintly tasted like lip gloss, part of her appearance make-up that she had already wiped—or licked—away. Something from a photoshoot, or interview, or meeting previously that day, no doubt.

It tasted like strawberries, inviting my lips to keep chasing the fleeting flavor.

Akane moaned into my kiss, and I felt her body melt against mine. She balled the fabric from the yoke of my cardigan in her fists, probably stretching it out, but neither of us cared as we got caught up in the increasing passion of the kiss.

I broke the kiss first. “Hey, wait a minute.” As I pulled back from kissing Akane Akino, I felt like the dumbest man on the planet. However, it was necessary. “Come on, let’s at least catch up first.”

I invited her to take a seat at the sitting table, which, in my small studio apartment, was right next to the bed and the television, while I prepared tea for her.

As the water was heating and I was mentally reminding myself that emotional intimacy was just as important as physical intimacy, I looked in the bag she had set on the counter. I reached in and took out a pristine white cardboard box.

If the high-quality glossy cardboard didn’t give it away, the intricately designed bakery logo sure let me know that these were pastries from a fairly high-end place. I wonder if Akane used her star power a little to get something very popular. I can’t imagine her standing in a line unless she had already gone incognito.

“Here,” I said as I brought her the box and returned to the kitchen for the tea set.

“Ehehe,” she chuckled with ominous excitement, opening the box delicately with two slender fingers perched on each side of it.

“Tada!” she said proudly as I set down the tea and took a seat next to her.

Inside the rectangular box was a tidy row of donuts, each a different flavor and all frosted in an alluring array of colors.

“Pick one,” she said.

I knew Akane well enough to know she didn’t really want to share, but she always did anyway. Now, the key thing for me in this situation was to make the right choice. It wasn’t really about what I wanted to eat. In fact, I preferred healthier snacks to the sweet treats she enjoys.

In these situations, it was all about picking the one she was least interested in. I have dated Akane long enough to know how to navigate this expertly.

I raised my hand, pretending to be fully focused on the selection. I let my hand drift to the opposite end of the box, lingering over a dark chocolate one that appeared to be frosted with a thick white glaze.

Her face fell a little. I moved on.

I went down the line like that, gauging her reaction before feeling like the green matcha donut was the best option. I pulled it free from the box, and she looked delighted.

Well, as delighted as a girl who secretly wanted to eat them all could be, anyway.

“Would you like to try a bite?” I held it out to her, and if I thought she looked delighted before, I couldn’t even begin to describe the joy on her face now.

Akane tucked a long strand of loose hair behind her ear and brought her face closer to my hand. Her eyes flicked up to mine as she took a bite, and I felt something twitch to life.

I reminded myself of the importance of emotional intimacy.

“So
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