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Futa Fertility Clinic

I was sitting at the hotel bar slurping up some of the finest soba noodles in all of Japan when Tomoya, the owner of The Futa Love Hotel, tapped me on the shoulder. Of course, he couldn’t just tap my shoulder and get my attention like any normal person would. No, he had to do that whole thing, tap my right shoulder while standing to my left so when I turned to look there was no one there. Gosh, he was such a dork. But I guess that makes me an even bigger dork for falling for it.

“I’ve got an offer for you,” said Tomoya, sweeping back his jet black hair.

“How many times do I have to tell you, I’m not interested,” I loudly slurped down another mouthful of noodles, teasing Tomoya with what he’d never get to experience, at least not from me.

“No no, it’s not like that… Well, if you ever change your mind, obviously I… N that, this is official business,” Tomoya pulled out a stool and took a seat next to me.

“Oooh, official business, in that case I’m all ears,” I said rather sarcastically.

“I’m serious, this benefits me in no way. I’m just trying to help the citizens of our lovely city.”

“You run the biggest love hotel in all of Tokyo, and not just any love hotel. I’m pretty sure the city wishes you’d drop dead and stop corrupting their innocence.”

Tomoya had himself a good laugh at that one, “Be that as it may, I provide a service that I believe in and there’s another service looking for some help that I also happen to believe in.”

“Are you trying to pimp me off to some other hotel?” I asked. If he was, he could forget it. This hotel was quickly becoming a home to me.

“No, not exactly, just let me explain.”

I finished the last bite of my meal and pushed my bowl forward, “Alright, go on.”

Tomoya spread his fingertips out on the counter, “There’s this fertility clinic, it’s sort of the last hope for women who have tried everything else to get pregnant but just don’t seem to be able to.”

“I don’t get what this has to do with me, I’m not a nurse,” I gestured to the man behind the counter for a refill on my water.

“No, but you are a futa. See, this isn’t your run of the mill clinic. It’s a bit more nuanced than that.”

“You mean shady? Don’t you?”

“I promise there is no potential for any sort of legal repercussions. The clinic employs futas with the most potent… eh… seed… to ensure their clients get pregnant. They’ve been short on futas lately and could really use your help getting caught up with all their clients' needs.”

Tomoya paused, waiting for my response. It certainly wasn’t the sort of thing I was expecting when he first sat down. Honestly, I thought he was just gonna try and hit on me again. Which, I don’t really mind, it’s more of just something that he does that never goes anywhere.

“What do you think?” He asked, when I said nothing.

“Can I ask why you came to me? You must have hundreds of futas here more experienced than I am. I mean, have you tried asking Fuko?” I mentioned Fuko because quite possibly her futa seed is by and far the most powerful and potent of any futa’s in all of Japan, maybe even in the world. It was Fuko’s cum after all that transformed my  own pussy into what is now a beautiful futa cock.

“Do you really think Fuko has the attention span to sit around in a room all day waiting for clients. These women who go to the clinic, you know they're in a very emotional place. Fuko is great when it comes to having fun but there’s a bit more to this job than just being a cum and fun dispenser,” said Tomoya. He didn’t mean anything bad by what he said about Fuko. She’s a great person, but he’s right, Fuko’s overtly playful demeanor may come across as tactless in such a delicate scenario. “It’s really up to you, Becca. I just think it’s a good chance for you to explore your own new changes while providing a valuable service to those who need it.”

Tomoya sure knew how to talk it up. But he wasn’t wrong about that either, it could be good for me. On top of that ever since I became a futa my sex drive has been through the roof. I require at least five orgasms a day now. I suppose it is kind of wasteful that a lot of my futa cum just goes to waste. I can actually do something worthwhile with it, with myself.

“Alright, I’ll do it.”

“Perfect,” Tomoya pulled a pen out of his pocket and scribbled on a napkin, “Here’s everything you’ll need to know. And as always, just tell them Tomoya sent you.” Tomoya sent me… those three little words can gain you access to practically anywhere in this city, though perhaps not always in a good way. I took the napkin and slid it between my cleavage like a stripper accepting a tip, I had no pockets, trust me it was the last thing I wanted to draw attention to with Tomoya staring at me.

“Stop drooling,” I said, adjusting my bra.

“Ahem… right… I should be going.”

The clinic wasn’t too far from the hotel, just a few blocks. The hard part was deciding what I should wear. I’m used to dressing in a manner with the sole function of turning other girls on. However, this whole clinic thing seemed like it required something a bit more professional than that while still remaining sexy enough to provide some visual stimulation for the clients. In the end, I decided on a white blouse, a very short and very tight black pencil skirt, as well as thigh-high black stockings with matching heels. The whole outfit made me look a good five years older than I actually was, more mature but still very sexy.

When I first arrived there wasn’t much of anything exciting going on. I spoke with the futa behind the counter, filled out a bunch of boring paperwork, and was given a general overview of how to interact with the clients. It wasn’t until I was alone with my first client, that things really started to perk up.

Lisa stepped into my assigned room and instantly took my breath away. An absolutely gorgeous woman. Older than myself, but damn sexy. She was thirty-eight. Only ever been with her husband, worried after many years of trying to conceive, and with no luck, she decided to come to the clinic. Her husband doesn’t know about it, and it isn’t my job to judge but to offer discretion and my services but mostly my futa cum.

We sat on the edge of the bed together. There wasn’t much to this room. We were supplied mostly with what I suppose whoever ran this place considered to be essential and not much more. A twin bed, sheets, a nightstand with a drawer inside of which was a bottle of lube and some toys.

I had a hand on her meaty thigh, her leggings soft the touch, as she recounted the events that led her here.

“What really bothers me… my husband and I, at some point we pretty much gave up on having sex altogether,” said Lisa, she kept her eyes cast down, watching her feet as they swung freely over the side of the bed.

“I see,” I caressed the inside of her thigh, rubbing gently, squeezing a bit here and there. Lisa kicked her shoes off, a good sign that meant she was feeling a bit more comfortable around me.

“I don’t even know where to start with this… It’s like I forgot how to be sexy,” Lisa took a deep calming breath.

Hearing this gorgeous woman put herself down like that, I didn’t like it. And it wasn’t true. I could tell just by looking at her, this woman is sexy. I know I came into this thinking I needed to be professional. But deep down I’m just a horny futa and that powerful part of myself could not remain quiet.

“Are you kidding me?” I blurted out, my fingers gripping her thigh, my other hand gliding up her neck and tilting her gaze to meet mine. “You’re a damn sexy MILF,” I dropped my gaze from her eyes to her cleavage, such big supple breasts that made my young futa cock grow hard with desire, “At least you will be, once I get a good hold of you.”

Lisa’s face instantly lit up, she straightened out her back and pressed her chest out a bit, “Do you really think so? My husband doesn’t even talk dirty to me like that anymore… I miss it.”

In any other circumstance, I probably would have said something like, ‘Well, your husband’s an idiot because a body like this deserves to be worshipped,’ but I didn’t say that. I had to be professional, right? And I’m sure she loves her husband, they’re just having a hard time. One that Lisa hopes my hard cock can help solve.

“I know so,” I said, taking her delicate hand in mine, “This is my first time here too. I was nervous, I didn’t know who they’d pair me up with but… seeing you walk in with that tight top and beautiful bust on display… mmhmm, delicious.”

Lisa giggled, her cheeks turning red, letting out that naughty sexy girl that’s just been waiting for somebody to notice her again.

“But… if you still don’t believe my words, perhaps my body will help prove it to you,” I brought her hand to my knee and left it there, spreading my legs as much as this tight skirt would allow, inviting her to have a feel for herself and know exactly how attractive I find that mature body of hers.

Lisa took me up on my offer, sliding her hand over my stockings and up my skirt. Remember how I said how I had to dress professionally but still sexy. Well, I wasn’t wearing anything under my skirt. Only one thin piece of fabric kept my hard cock and Lisa’s delicious body separate.

“Oh wow, you are hard,” smiled Lisa, her hands wrapped around the shaft of my cock. She stroked from the base to the tip, “And so big.”

“That’s all because of you,” I tensed my pelvic muscles, her fingers teasing at the very tip.

Lisa slid her hand out from under my skirt, “I guess since you like my tits so much I should show them to you,” one by one Lisa undid each button of her shirt, her full supple breasts breaking free from their restraint.

“Mmm… you aren’t wearing a bra,” I licked my lips. How did I not notice that before?

“You’re one to talk, you’re not even wearing panties,” Lisa grinned, cupping her breasts, lifting and letting them drop.

“I guess we both woke up feeling extra naughty today,” I shifted myself more comfortably on the bed, drinking in the sight of the perfect tits, just aching to touch and taste them. If I had a wife like this at home I know I’d never want to leave the bedroom.

“Can I suck on them?” I asked, my hands patiently waiting on her hips.

“Oh please…” She pressed her chest out, and then added, “But only if I get to suck on yours next.”

“And what is it of mine that you actually want to suck on?”

“This,” Lisa pulled my skirt up, my thick cock springing out.

“It’s a deal then.”

I teased my tongue around her pretty pink nipple, sucking it into my mouth, and then letting it go with a loud wet pop.

“Nnngg, that’s nice,” Lisa cooed, her hand softly stroking up and down my cock.

“This one needs some attention too,” I suckled on her other breast, tongue flicking her stiff nipple as I sucked harder.

“Oh god… yes… It’s been so long… you’re making me wet,” Lisa whimpered. I might have felt bad for her if sucking her tits and having her stroke my dick didn’t feel so damn good. Besides, there was no real reason to feel bad. Lisa was going to get what she wanted, a pussy full of my futa cum, her fertile womb impregnated with my potent seed.

“You really are a naughty housewife, aren’t you?”

“I can be,” Lisa pushed my shoulders, tossing me down onto the bed, her repressed lust and desire finally starting to fully awaken.

I quickly came to realize the women who come here, they don’t just want to get impregnated. They didn’t want to just bend over, take a cock, get pumped full of cum and call it a day. Though if they did, I would happily oblige that too. But they wanted the whole experience, the love, the lust, the pleasure, and burning desire. For them the act of conceiving was just as important as the conception itself, the two were better in their view when connected and not separate. Knowing I was more than just a cum dispenser for Lisa made me feel good, helped provide me with a drive and desire to really give her exactly what she wanted most.

Lisa clawed her way up my legs, tearing a run in my stockings, as she brought her lips to my hard cock. She dragged her tongue up the length of my shaft, stopping to give the tip a sweet little kiss.

“Now it’s my turn to have a taste,” Lisa sucked the tip into her wet mouth, swirling her tongue around the head of my cock and making it throb.

“Oh my…” I gripped the bedsheets by my side, my cock pulsating in her skillful mouth as she sank her mouth down, taking in another inch, drooling over my shaft. “Y- you’re really good at that,” I tightened my lips, holding in the mounting pleasure of her mouth’s wet love. I wasn’t just saying that either. She had quite the aptitude and appetite for sucking cock. The way she sucked and slurped, the sexy nasty sounds she made. How deep she could throat it, and without even gagging… I couldn’t even do that… this woman she’s a pro for sure. All this was rather unexpected for someone who appeared so reserved when they first came in.

“Back in college... my husband… loved blowjobs… I’d give him one almost every day,” Lisa spoke between each sloppy sucking slip of the mouth and tongue. Whoever this guy was, he sure was lucky to have a wife like this.

“Ooh, is that a bit of precum?” Lisa circled the tip of her finger around the very tip of my pulsing cock, my slick precum sticking to it. She brought her finger to her mouth and sucked, “Mmm… it is.” She really did make for the perfect slut wife.

“If you want the good stuff you’re gonna have to give up more than just that pretty mouth,” I pulled her in for a kiss, tasting the precum off her tongue.

“Is that so?” Lisa’s tongue darted into my mouth before pulling away. She rolled onto her back, legs in the air, and peeled her pants off that thick booty. Lisa spun around, down on all fours, her face down on the mattress and her ass in the air. “How about this then?” She slapped her plump ass and spread her cheeks, her pussy glistening with her yummy cream. “You ready to fuck this naughty housewife’s pussy and give me all that baby-making futa cum,” she spanked her ass again, harder this time.

I squeezed her thick ass, giving it a shake and a naughty little tap, making it jiggle and bounce. 

“So fucking ready,” I teased my cock between her creamy slit, sliding over her sensitive clit.

“Mmm, don’t make me wait… I can’t wait for it any longer, I need you to fill me and impregnate me, use me and breed me, and I need it right fucking now,” she demanded, with one hand on her round ass, she spread her pussy open, juices dripping down her thigh.

I eased my thick futa cock into her perfect pussy. Her tight warmth enveloped my cock as I buried it deeper inside her lovely creamy cunt.

“Come on, fuck me harder, fuck me like mean it,” Lisa bellowed, reaching back to spank and spread her ass.

I took hold of her hips, thrusting my cock, slamming into her with all my might. Whatever the client wants, the client gets.

“Fuck yes… harder… fuck me harder… I need all that fucking cum, baby!”

“Nnnghhh… fucking hell, you’re so fucking bad,” I growled, hunched over her, my tits pressed against her back as I shoved drilled and stuffed her slutty housewife cunt with my hard throbbing cock.

“Yeah? You gonna give me what I want… you gonna give me that futa cum?”

“Mnnn… fuck yes, you dirty little slut.”

“That’s right, I’m just a dirty slut, a nasty slut for futa cum. Now spank my ass and fuck my pussy and fill my womb.”

I gave Lisa’s thick ass all the naughty discipline it deserved. Punishing her for being such a dirty slut until her ass turned bright red and her pussy gushed over my deeply penetrating cock. Lisa grabbed the pillow in front of her and held it tight to her chest, her whole body and the bed rocking and knocking as my cock filled her tight cunt and hit her cervix.

“Fuck yeah… that’s how I like it,” she tossed her head back, hair cascading over her shoulders, damp with sweat. “Don’t you dare fucking stop until I get every last drop of cum out of you.”

Pumping, thrusting, Lisa’s thick ass bouncing off my thighs. Her sweet creamy pussy tightening around my hard throbbing cock.

“Fuck,” I growled deeply, tired and ragged, giving this naughty slut wife everything I had, “Oh god yes… I’m gonna do it… I’m gonna…” I dug my finger into her plump ass, a heavy forceful thrust that sent her shooting forward.

“Then fucking do it… cum for me… please… cum… for… me!” Lisa squealed, wildly tossing her ass back and sinking her pussy down my cock.

“Right there right there right fucking…. Nnghh,” I buried my cock up to the base. Thick heavy streams of potent futa cum pumping out of my hard futa dick.

“Oh yes,” Lisa slapped her ass, panting, her mouth hanging over her lips and her eyes rolled back. “Mmmm, fill me up, baby.”

I rested my head on her back, cum filling her pussy and womb, more and more until cum oozed out of her creamy cunt and ran down her thick thighs.

“F-f-f-f fuck, that’s what momma likes,” Lisa quivered, shaking spastically as her pussy clenched my cum-blasting cock.

Lisa crawled forward, dripping a trail of cum out of her naughty hole. She flopped onto her back, breasts heaving as she struggled to maintain her breathing. She grabbed my cock with both hands and squeezing hard she rolled her fingers from base to tip like she was trying to get the last bit of toothpaste out of the tube. She collected what little cum I had left in there onto her fingers, and scooped what cum dripped out of her cunt, only to stuff it back in.

“Oh, Becca! Thank you! Thank you so much for your wonderful futa cum, if there’s anything I can-”

I placed a finger over her lips silencing her, then placed my lips on those lips, kissing her. “You don’t owe me anything. Just… when you go home, remind your husband what a naughty slut you are, remind him of those days back in college.”

“I… I will,” Lisa shot up off the bed and tackled me with her arms out wide, hugging me and smothering me between those big beautiful tits of hers. “Don’t you think I’ll look so cute with a big pregnant belly,” Lisa caressed her tummy.

“Absolutely, it can only make you sexier,” I brushed the damp hair out of her face, her eyes sparkling with hope and wonder. I couldn’t help but feel good knowing that I did that. That if I had never chosen to let Fuko cum on my pussy and turn me into a futa I would never be able to offer the most precious gift to those like Lisa.

I still had one more client I needed to satisfy before I could call it a day. And although fucking Lisa left my body feeling like I had just run a marathon, it also left me feeling like I had just won the gold and could take on anything or anyone. I was excited for my next client, excited to see the look on her face as she received the gift of my potent futa seed as I impregnate her fertile womb, making her deepest desires come true.

I had to wait about thirty minutes before seeing her though. Those in charge of the clean-up needed to see to the room. I suppose that’s why the rooms are kept so simply, a quick change of the mattress and sheets and soon enough the room was ready for round two and so was I. That’s the great thing about being a futa, the refractory period isn’t very long. A quick rest and I had all the cum I needed stored and ready to flow.

I was in the room, sitting up straight on the edge of the bed waiting for my last client to arrive. When unexpectedly and taken by surprise two young women walked in.

“Oh… um… I’m sorry but I can only have one in here at a time, you know, for privacy reasons,” I said. The woman behind the counter made it very clear not to let anyone but the client in the room. Apparently, there have been issues with family or friends trying to talk clients out of doing this and even go so far as to violently drag them out of the room. I had no desire to deal with any of that.

Trisha, the petite little blonde on the left stepped forward, holding out a piece of paper, “We were given special permission,” she said it more like a question than a statement. She was clearly nervous, her hand shaking slightly as she handed me the paper. I didn’t mean to come off threatening or anything, and hoped that I didn’t.

I looked over the form, and sure enough, these two had permission. And as it turns out I was not seeing one but two clients at once. “I’m sorry about that,” I said, tossing the form onto the nightstand, “It’s my first day here.”

“Oh, no worries. We’re just very excited, we’ve been looking forward to this for… years,” said Anya, the tall, slender, well-tanned brunette on the right.

Years? According to their form, they’re both only twenty-five. That’s rather young. And quite interesting, very interesting.

“Come, relax, and tell me all about it,” I said, patting the mattress to my side, inviting these sultry young beauties to come take a seat. Trisha sat to my right, and Anya to my left, the two of them holding hands behind my back, sandwiching me in between.

“It’s like this,” said Trisha, squeezing her friend's hand tight, she was definitely the shier of the two, “We made this pact a long time ago if neither of us was married or had kids by the time we were twenty-five we would both get pregnant together and have a family of our own.”

“That’s kind of adorable,” I said.

“When we found out about this place, we figured it was our best chance to really get pregnant together, like at the same time, by the same person, right? Futas have more in there than just any old guy, or so we’ve heard,” Trisha, shedding her shy demeanor reached between my legs and grabbed my cock, giving it a squeeze and a shake.

“That’s right, I think I can manage to get, both of you pregnant,” I parted my legs, allowing Trisha more room to play. My cock stiffened in her hand, bringing a smiler to Trisha’s pretty face.

They were young, in their sexual prime, they had little to no reservations, and they had each other, they were turned on before they ever even entered my room. The two of them leaned over my lap, their lips meeting over my breasts as they kissed passionately, Trisha stroking as I reached my full length. They parted lips, a trail of spit connecting their tongues and then snapping.

“Are you gonna keep it all for yourself or are you gonna share?” Anya asked Trisha, eager to play.

Trisha rolled my skirt up over my waist, inviting her friend to join the fun, “There, now there’s room for both of us.”

I reclined down on the bed. Together, they had no issues taking control, and I was happy to let them. Lisa required a bit of effort to get her to open up, but Trisha and Anya… they already had their mouths open and ready. Anya let the spit dangle and drip off her tongue, Trisha worked the tip, squishing and slathering her friend’s saliva up and down my thick shaft.

“Mmm, I like that,” I sighed softly, the tip of my cock parting Anya’s lips and sliding over her wet tongue. Trisha snuck in underneath, licking and kissing what couldn’t fit in Anya’s little mouth.

“She’s a good little cock sucker, isn’t she?” Trisha stroked her friend’s hair, petting the top of her head like a good girl.

“Oh… nnng.. Yes,” I tensed up. Anya throated my cock deeper, forcing herself to gag, spit bubbling out of her mouth. As impressive as Lisa’s skills were, I do so love it when they gag like that.

“And you’re gonna give us all that cum, right?” Trisha stroked the base.

“Fuck yes,” I lifted my hips off the bed, the tip of my cock hitting the back of Anya’s throat, choking her, her eyes filling with tears as she gripped my thighs and did her best to take more cock than she could handle.

“Ah… fuck… that’s yummy,” Anya took a deep breath, spit dripping down between her cleavage.

Trisha stripped down. Her skin is so soft and pale, her tits itty bitty little things. She rolled onto her back and lifted her legs, “I’m gonna need someone to come eat this pussy before anything goes inside me,” she rubbed her fingers over her clit and patted it with her palm.

“I’ll do it,” chirped Anya, following suit and removing her clothing. I did the same, the bed littered with our discarded clothing and intimate underthings. “You know how much I love eating you out.”

Anya buried her face between her friend’s thighs, her ass up in the air, slurping and sucking and licking. Her diligent tongue worked that clit, causing Trisha to gush.

“Then I guess that leaves me with yours,” I spread Anya’s perfect ass, slipping tongue up and down her juicy slit.

“Mmm, you know just I like it, don’t you Anya,” said Trisha, the only one of us capable of speaking, the only one who didn’t have a mouthful of pussy. She gripped her little tits and pinched her nipples, her back arching and reaching up to the ceiling, “Fuck, you’re making me so wet,” she shrieked, bucking and grinding her hips, rubbing her cunt up and down Anya’s tongue and lips. My mouth filled with Anya’s sweet cream, my moans muffled by her cunt.

With their succulent young pussys wet and ready for cock, it was time to give them what they came here for.

“How do we decide who goes first?” Trisha asked.

“I have an idea,” I offered.

“What? Tell us?” Anya pleaded.

“Whoever milks me first, gets the first load.”

“Milks you?” The two of them looked at me puzzled.

“Yeah, milks me,” I pressed my tits together.

“Oh, I  see… that’s kinda hot,” Trisha swooped in next to me, lifting my breast to her lips.

“Hey, no fair, you don’t get a head start,” Anya quickly joined, taking over the other one.

The two of them latched their mouths onto my nipples. Sucking and licking. My cock jumped with delight, their mouths sending waves through my sensitive nipples that centered right at the tip of my big futa dick.

“I did it,” Trisha shouted with pride,  a tiny bead of milk seeping from my erect nipple.

“That’s just a drop, that doesn’t count,” said Anya.

“A drop doesn’t count, you need a full spray,” I said.

Anya switched to using her fingers, clamping down on my nipple and pinching hard, tugging down/ Pulling and tugging and then showering her body in a spray of creamy white milk.

“Ha, now that’s how you do it,” said Anya. She pushed me down, tossing her legs over me, ready to claim her prize.

“Darn,” Trisha pouted.

“It’s okay, once we get pregnant you can practice milking me all you want,” Anya brushed my cock over her wet cunt before slipping it in and lowering herself down the length. “Fuck, I love big cock,” she groaned, her ass meeting my thighs.

“Just hurry up and make her cum,” said Trisha, spreading her friend’s ass and spitting on her pussy while Anya rode me.

I reached up and grabbed Anya’s bouncing tits, tugging her perky nipples just as she did mine. Anya squealed with delight, shrieking and crying, ass slapping against my thighs as she bounced rhythmically.

“Give her that cum,” Trisha demanded, spanking her friend’s tight ass, “Fill her pussy up good.” Trisha grabbed Anya by the waist, forcing her to ride faster, “Harder! Fuck her harder… look at her she’s such a dirty cumslut, don’t you want to fill her fertile pussy with all that cum?”

“I- I- I do… fuck I do…” I thrusted up, hitting deep in that wet pussy. My cock ready to blow.

“Good, then give it to her, shoot your thick load in her slutty pussy,” Trisha pulled her arm back and slapped Anya’s ass hard as she could.

I wrapped an arm around Anya’s back, flipping her underneath me, drilling my cock into that pussy. Unable to resist any longer I released myself. Thick warm cum erupting from my cock, filling Anya’s fertile womb, perfect for breeding.

I hastily pulled my cock out of Anya and turned to meet Trisha, “Your turn,” I clenched my jaw. Holding in the final load, I tossed Trisha’s legs over my shoulder and shoved my cock deep inside her. Instantly I erupted once more, spilling my potent baby-making futa seed into her juicy pussy.

“F-f-f fuck,” Trisha quivered, taken a bit by surprise, not expecting to get tackled and stuffed so soon. Her pussy constricted around my cock, attempting to push it out as she orgasmed and squirmed. I pinned her down, restricting her movements and forcing my cock to remain in place as I emptied the last of my nasty futa cum load inside her womb.

“Wow, you sure are good,” said Anya just before sucking the remaining cum off my cock and swallowing.

“I’m just happy to help,” I said, satisfied with all my hard work for the day.

Anya thanked me, kissing my lips, her friend still in the thralls of her lingering orgasm to do much of anything.

I suppose I should thank Tomoya when I get the chance. He really did hook me up with this fun little experience. And who knows, Tomoya is a well-connected individual, he may know of other jobs like this that require a futas touch. There’s only one way to find out. I spent so much time chasing after my dream of becoming futa, now that I am one, perhaps it’s time I find a new purpose to fill my life with just as I filled these eager sluts with… purpose.
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