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Futas At The Maid Cafe

When I woke up I noticed two things right away. I was naked, which normally isn’t anything too odd, I am a futa after all. I like to spend as much time as I can naked, taking in the constant pleasures the world tends to offer to me. However, I could have sworn I went to sleep last night with my pajamas on. The other thing I couldn’t help but notice was how stiff and hard my futa cock was. Which again, tends to happen quite a lot. Especially since I started staying at the Futa Love Hotel constantly surrounded by sexy futas and naughty women. All of them are gorgeous to behold, always flirting, showing off as much as they can get away with even when just walking around the hotel lobby.

The unexpected part was how slick my futa cock was. Then a pair of lips wrapped around the tip, a tongue dancing and twirling around the head.

“Mnnn… fuck,” I glanced to my left, Demi, my best friend was nowhere to be seen. Saliva trickled down my cock, a pair of hands on the shaft, sensually stroking long full strokes up and down.

I whipped the covers off the bed, “Demi? What are you doing down there?” I asked, half in a sleepy daze, as if the answer wasn’t obvious.

“What does it look like I’m doing,” said Demi, brushing her raven black hair out of her face, her lips glistening with a bit of futa precum.

“Must you always wake me up with a blowjob? Can’t I just… oh fuck… sleep in,” I wondered if Demi was even listening. She seemed far more preoccupied, slurping up and gobbling down my hard cock.

Demi slipped her mouth off the tip, licked the shaft, worshipped with her hands locked in prayer, pumping my cock, “What do you mean? I’ve never woken you up with a blowjob. I’ve woken you up by eating out your pussy when you were still just a woman so… this is really the first time.” I guess technically I couldn’t argue with that. And even if I could, why bother? Her wet mouth and soft hands made my cock jump with joy and my toes curl with a mounting urge for release.

“Besides,” Demi went on speaking and stroking, “You did sleep in. It’s almost eight… at night.”

“Oh, f-f-f-f fuck, really?” Her hands moved faster, twisting around the tip.

“And you said we’d go to that maid cafe today, since you were so busy yesterday,” Demi slid both hands off. My cock pulsating on the edge of orgasm, pulsing and begging for just one last touch and push over that edge.

“Mmm, please don’t stop,” I squirmed on my back, hugging a pillow against my tits, nipples brushing the soft cover.

“Are you gonna take me to the maid cafe?” She placed her hands on her hips like a stern and disappointed schoolteacher. Which was kinda hot. Though she didn’t look much like a schoolteacher, not with those witchy tattoos on her neck or the ones just above her tits.

Demi sure knew how to bargain. Of course I was gonna say yes. I did promise we’d go. And she did let me sleep. And she was sucking this pretty futa cock. The reason we didn't get to go yesterday was because I went to help out at the futa fertility clinic. I spent the whole day enjoying myself immensely. Taking both young and mature women who wanted nothing more than my potent futa seed and giving it to them. Impregnating them with all I had. Stuffing their wet pussy’s until they filled to the brim with futa cum. And although those women were so very thankful for my offering, I suppose it was still kind of selfish to forget about Demi like that.

“I will, pleasure just let me finish,” I grinded my hips in the air, cock swaying from side to side, requiring Demi’s pleasing touch.

“Of course,” Demi crawled over me, brushing her pussy against my cock, “But only if you finish inside me. It’s not fair those women at the clinic got to have all your cum yesterday and I got none.”

“Deal,” I barked, saying whatever I needed to bring this tortuous denial to an end.

Demi slipped the head of my cock between her slippery wet slit. She certainly must’ve been enjoying herself sucking my cock while I slept. Demi dropped her hips, sinking her warm creamy cunny down the length of my shaft.

“Mmm, I love your pussy,” I grabbed her tight booty, following the rhythm of her motions as she rode on top of me.

“And… I… Love… your futa cock,” Demi huffed, bouncing faster, her ass slapping against my thighs. “Now hurry up and cum for me so we can go.”

I lifted my hips, thrusting my cock up in her juicy center, meeting her as she slammed down.

“Fuck yes… come on Becca, cum for me… cum in this pretty pussy, baby,” the bed creaked as Demi’s voice grew louder, more demanding. “Fuck me Becca, fuck me hard, fucking give me what I want.” She hunched over, breathing rapidly, squeezing my tits for balance and pinching my stiff nipples for my pleasure. “Do it… cum, this is your last chance.” Demi tugged at my nipples, one followed by the other. My plump tits producing drops of milk that leaked down my tummy, another blessing that comes with being a futa. She started a countdown, her pussy gripping the shaft, constricting around my girth. “Three,” her ass met my hips, her clit grinding against my pelvis, “Two,” beads of sweat pooled between her cleavage, “One.”

“Nnngh… Demi!” Her name a shrill cry spilling over my lips. I pulled her in, securing her against me. Her body radiating warmth, her pussy clenching my futa cock. A burst of cum spilled from my cock, streaming into her naughty love and filling it with as much as it could hold. Demi leaned back, my cock still buried inside, she rubbed her swelling clit, slick with her juices and a bit of cum. Focused and determined, Demi rubbed until she screamed, body shaking on mine, pussy pushing my cock out.

Demi rolled off me, cum dripping out of her and staining the sheets. We always managed to give room service plenty of work to do. And with everything placed on Tomoya’s tab, we tip them very well for doing so. I’ve actually never met those who work in room service. I should take a not of that, make sure I give them a proper thanks some time. But not tonight, tonight I had to see to giving Demi a good time.

“Okay, now we can go to the cafe,” said Demi, smiling dreamily.

“Well, first we should get cleaned,” I added.

“Right, but then the cafe.”

-

“Are you sure it’s open?” Demi asked, as we approached the cafe, walking along the sidewalk, holding hands, “It doesn’t look like anyone’s in there.”

“It has to be, they don’t close till ten,” at least I hoped they were still open, I didn’t want to let Demi down again and certainly not after she just went down on me.

Demi pulled the handle, the door refusing to budge,” See it’s locked,” she pouted, throwing her hands up in defeat.

I pushed the door, a bell chiming, “See, it’s open.” Demi blushed, silly girl.

“Welcome, I’m Ahnri, sit wherever you like, as you can see we’re not very busy tonight,” said the cheery maid. She had such a pretty smile, cute dimples too. And she sure knew how to rock that maid’s uniform. Her skirt short, covering only what was necessary. Her top, that low neckline, barely covered her bust. It was rather impressive how well she filled it out considering her small stature.

Demi wanted to sit in a booth, so that’s what we did. Ahnri brought us water, leaning over the table in just the right way as she placed a glass in front of each of us.

“She’s pretty, huh?” Said Demi, trying to get a glimpse of the maid’s cute butt as she sashayed away.

“She’s a futa.”

“What? How do you know that? Do all futas just know each other?”

“No,” I laughed and took a sip of water, “It’s like a new sense I got when I became a futa. I can’t really explain it. It’s a feeling, but it hasn’t been wrong yet.”

“You’re just so full of surprises now, aren’t you?” Demi slipped her foot out of her sandal, her toes tickling up my thigh and under my little skirt.

“It’s just all part of being a futa,” I said.

“I suppose it is,” Demi’s attention drifted out the window. She was thinking about something, but not even my futa senses could perceive others thoughts. Demi fiddled with my cock using her toes while I looked over the menu and tried not to get too excited.

“What can I get for you two?” Asked Ahnri.

“Oh. Uh…” Demi blushed, caught off guard, dropping her foot and slipping her sandal back on. “Coffee and…” She hastily went over the menu, “The sakura mochi.”

“Good choice, and you,” the maid turned by hopping on her heels, her large breasts looking like they were gonna jump right out of her top.

“Coffee for sure, and the dorayaki… the one with nutella.”

“Excellent, it will be right out,” Ahnri bowed at the waist. Demi shamelessly staring down the maid’s top. Whistling a tune I never heard before, the maid skipped off with our orders, her skirt lifting, bright white panties greeting us from underneath.

“You shouldn’t stare at her so obviously like that,” I said.

“You joking? You saw the way she was looking at us, that little twinkle of lust in her eye,” said Demi.

“What twinkle,” I noticed nothing of the sort. But then I was more invested in the menu than the maid’s eyes.

“I guess those futa senses haven’t improved your ability to pick up on when someone’s flirting,” Demi reclined in the booth, squeezing my cock between her naked feet, rolling it between the soles, “They could grab your cock and you’d still question whether they wanted you.” She was kind of right about that. I never really flirted. Whenever I want something I just say what it is.

Demi stiffened up straight, the maid returning with our coffee and treats. “For you,” the maid set down my coffee and dorayaki, which smelled so warm delicious, my tummy growling with hunger. “And for you,” I watched carefully for any signs of flirting. The maid bent over the table, her booty pressed out, sliding a plate in front of Demi. She made sure to press her voluptuous tits together, making them look full to bursting. But that wasn’t anything, that was just maid stuff, right? “Enjoy!” The maid cupped her hands together, wagging from side to side.

“See, heart shaped mochi,” said Demi, picking up one of the pink sakura mochis and popping it into her mouth. She hummed and clicked her tongue, savoring the sweet flavor, melting along with it, “Mmm.”

“Pfft, they probably just come that way,” I said.

“Then why were they also arranged into a heart,” Demi rebutted.

“You mean like that,” I pointed out to the photo of the dish above the counter.

“Whatever, I’m still right,” Demi stood by her statement and sealed it with a sip of coffee.

“Wow, this coffee is amazing,” Demi took another sip, “Ah, that’s really incredible.”

“It’s just coffee, isn’t it?” I looked into my cup, it looked like ordinary coffee with creamer.

“Uh-uh, they added something or something, try it,” she dipped a mochi into the cup, then popped it into her mouth. She made the same face of satisfaction that she makes when she tastes my…

I took a long slow sip of the coffee. It tasted like coffee, sure, but something else. Something familiar. I smacked my lips and drank another mouthful, holding it there for a moment before swallowing.

“I think you’re right,” I said.

“Of course… about what?” Demi shoved her tongue into her half eaten mochi and scooped out the filling.

“About the maid, you’re right, she’s flirting with us.”

“I told you- wait, why are you agreeing with me now?” Demi dragged her tongue across the little pink mochi, licking the powder off.

“There is something in the coffee, futa breast milk.”

Demi tossed her head back and finished the rest of the coffee in one gulp, “Mmm, that really is some good cream. We should ask about getting some more.”

“Absolutely, but let's finish eating first and enjoy our meal. I have a feeling we’ll be too distracted otherwise,” I hadn’t eaten all day, I was starving, but Demi was as thirsty as always and the futa milk did nothing to help that.

Besides tasting amazing, a futa’s breast milk is also a powerful aphrodisiac and Demi was starting to feel its effects.

“It seems like I’m always waiting for you,” Demi brushed her toes under my cock.

“Sorry but if we’re going to play, I’m going to need energy,” I took a bite out of my treat, the pancake so warm and fluffy, the nutella creamy and delicious. I tried to solely focus on the lush flavor of the dorayaki and not so much on Demi’s feet making my cock stiff as she relentlessly teased under the table.

“You got some chocolate on your lip there,” Demi swiped her finger across my lip, stuck her tongue out and licked it off. I couldn’t convince her to slow down, not when she just drank a cup of futa milk, best I could do was to try and ignore it for now.

“I bet she’d let us suck the milk right out of the big yummy boobs, what do you think?” Demi asked, circling a toe around the tip.

“I still have one more,” I answered, grabbing the last dorayaki.

“Did you see her panties? And that cute butt. Mnnn, just want to bite it,” she sunk her teeth into the last mochi, seductively sucking the powder off each individual finger.

“I just want to finish my meal,” I washed down another bite with some coffee.

“You just want me to stroke it faster?” Demi’s diligent toes curled around the shaft, speedily sliding up.

Well, maybe I did a little, it sure felt nice. And that maid. She was a sexy little thing. I took a quick bite. Those tits sure looked juicy. And another bite. So supple and young. One more bite. Tender and just aching to be milked. I stuffed down the remaining bite, swallowed, then polished off the rest of the coffee.

“Okay, let’s get that cream.”

“Finally,” Demi swatted my cock with the flat of her foot. It hurt a little, but also… nice. I kind of wanted her to do that again.

Ahnri returned to our table, “How was your meal? Is there anything else I can get for you?” She asked sweetly.

“Very good,” answered Demi, licking her pretty lips, “That cream, in the coffee, was it fresh? It tasted oh so yummy, I could really go for some more,” she twirled a strand of hair around her finger.

“Oh yes, very fresh,” smiled Ahnri, “I thought you two might enjoy it.”

“I’m surprised this place isn’t more packed, I’d line up at the door if I had to for just one more sweet drop.”

“It’s only for special customers, I can’t just give these away to anybody,” Ahnri patted and smushed her tits with her palms, “But if you want more then I’m happy to oblige,” she dropped her hands, her breasts dropping and jiggling.

“Any chance we can get it straight from the tap?” Demi eyed the busty maid’s breasts with a look of thirst and wanting.

“Absolutely, it really is best when sucked from the source,” Ahnri pulling at her neckline, eased her top down, her voluptuous breasts spilling out over the front.

“Mmm, you have such beautiful breasts,” Demi caressed the maid’s supple breasts. Squeezing and groping, thumbing over her round puffy nipples. Latching her wet mouth onto the maid’s nipple, Demi sucked, tugging and pulling, holding on with force of her suction. She popped her mouth off, creamy milk dripping down her chin and over her shirt. “Mnn, nothing like a futa’s milk,” she flicked her tongue, stealing another drop as it seeped out of the bouncy bubbly maid. “You have to try some, Becca, it’s even better like this.”

“Go on then,” Ahnri scooped and lifted her large breast, offering me a taste.

I swirled my tongue around her puffy nipple and latched on like a thirsty baby, suckling, forcing that creamy goodness to drip and fill my mouth.

“Nnn… you two are making my futa cock so very hard,” A small tremor shook Ahnri’s little body, the front of her skirt lifting, held up her stiff cock.

“Good, we need it nice and hard so you can properly receive your tip for all your hard work,” Demi repeatedly swiped her tongue over the maid’s succulent nipple, making sure to capture each drop. She brought a hand under the futa maid’s black and white skirt, rubbing over her white silk panties, grabbing her bulging cock.

While the two of them continued their banter, I busied myself with the maid’s lush milk, she had so much in these big full tits of hers. Milk filled my mouth, ran down my neck, and soaked my top. I didn’t wear a bra tonight, the outline of my stiff nipples clearly visible as they poked against the soaking wet fabric.

“And what do I get for a tip?” Asked Ahnri, enjoying Demi’s tug under her skirt.

“This pussy, of course,” said Demi, scooting to the edge of her seat, parting her legs. She removed her milk splattered shirt, looks like Demi also chose to go braless today, “And whatever else you want.”

“So very generous,” Ahnri patted the tabletop, “Why don’t you hop up on here so I can get a better view of you.”

Demi crawled onto the table, sliding the plates and cups out of the way. Lifting her hips and legs she peeled her leggings off, then parting her legs held them out in the shape of a wide V.

“How’s this,” Demi slapped her palm on her wet pussy, fingers sliding through her slit, slipping into her welcoming entrance.

“A perfect treat… well… almost,” said Ahnri.

“What do you mean, almost?” Wondered Demi.

Ahnri grabbed a can of whipped cream off the adjacent table, dotting Demi’s tits with two perfect swirls, then another between her legs. Next she added a bit of chocolate syrup, drizzling it over my bestie’s soft skin. And to top it off, colorful sprinkles.

“There, now you’re a perfect treat, ready to eat,” Ahnri slid into the booth across from me, our dessert prepped for tasting.

“I have to agree with her,” I said, “This is much better.”

“Then come get some,” said Demi shaking her cream covered tits.

I licked up Demi’s slender tummy, slowly making my way to her delicious tits. Licking the whipped cream and chocolate drizzle, making a total mess of it. Getting some all over my face, my clothes, my hands. Ahnri, accepting Demi’s delicious offering, buried her face between my best friend’s thighs, messily lapping up whip cream off her cunny. Determined, Ahnri licked and slurped Demi’s pussy clean

“Mnnn… fuck yes, Ahnri,” Demi lifted her hips, gyrating, grinding her clit against the maid’s wet tongue.

I picked myself up onto the table. My knees settling under Demi’s arms, her chest snug in between. I pulled my messy shirt off, freeing my plump breasts, cock resting between Demi’s cleavage.

“I could use some of your milk too,” said Demi, tracing up my curves. She pinched my perky nipples, tugging to milk them. She arched her back, whimpering moans cascading over her lips, Ahnri sucking on her sensitive clit. Demi sprayed herself with my milk, squeezing hard, bathing beneath me in a shower of futa’s milk. I pressed her milk-covered tits together, engulfing my hard futa cock between, pumping through the slippery breast milk. Demi tilted her chin, tongue hanging over her lip, licking the tip of my cock each time it approached.

“Let me suck the milk off your cock,” Demi begged, eager for more, opening her mouth to receive me. I scooted forward, lifting the back of her head, helping her reach as she wrapped those pretty lips around the tip, bobbing her head back and forth, loudly slurping my milk as it ran down my body.

“You have such a tight little pussy,” Ahnri slipped two fingers inside Demi. Sucking her clit, fingers plummeting into her narrow depths. “I can’t wait to feel it hugging my cock.”

“Mmph mmmm,” Demi attempted to speak, unable to with her mouth stuffed so full, her saliva dripping down my shaft.

“I think she’s saying she agrees,” I said, sliding my cock out, dragging it along Demi’s wet worshipping tongue.

“Fuck,” Demi inahled a lungful of oxygen, desperately needing it, “Yes, put that futa cock in me, please.”

Tiny as she was, Ahnri stood up in the booth, feet planted on the cushion, grabbing Demi’s thighs and scooting her hips to the edge of the table. She lifted her maid’s skirt, tucking it under the waistband. Her hard cock tenting the soft fabric of her pristine white panties, which she removed next. That cock of hers jumping for joy at the chance to play with my slutty best friend.

Ahnri held Demi’s legs by the ankles, holding them wide open in that V shape. Rocking her hips, Ahnri let her cock slide over Demi’s cream covered puss, slathering the shaft in a mix of whipped cream and Demi’s gushing juices.

“Eee...mmm,” Ahnri had a voice like a tiny woodland creature, loud yet soft as she stuffed her futa cock inside Demi. The table, poorly bolted to the floor, creaked and tilted as the maid thrusted in short powerful bursts. “So tight,” squeaked Ahnri, her thick futa cock snug in Demi’s warm love.

“Fuck me… yes,” Demi curled her fingers around the edge of the table, gripping hard as she took a hard pounding.

“Just because you’re getting fucked, doesn’t mean you can stop sucking,” I brushed my cock over Demi’s pursed lips, waiting for her to open wide and suck on my delicious treat for her.

With a dirty, messy, slut laid out on the table like a feast for the senses, Ahnri and I pumped away at Demi’s naughty holes. Using her for what she’s best at, taking big thick futa cocks.

“Let’s give her some more milk,” I said, reaching over Demi, clamping my nimble fingers down on Ahnri’s perfect puffy nipples, tugging as my hips swayed back and forth, this cock making Demi gag and bubble spit over her lips.

“Okay, let me help,” chirped Ahnri, milking my tender tits, showering Demi in a rain of creamy futa breast milk.

Demi tried to speak, sputtering spit and drenching my cock as it choked her words deep in her throat. I pulled out of her mouth, giving her a chance to say what she needed.

“I’m gonna fucking cum,” she shrieked, overwhelmed by the endless stimulation. She grabbed my face by the cheeks, forcing my lips onto hers, tongue darting into her mouth, licking the taste of my cock and precum out of her.

Ahnri let go of one leg, thumbing Demi’s clit in fast speedy circles, beating her cock in with a heavier rhythm that made Demi moan loud enough to wake up the spirits. “You can do it,” Ahnri’s soft voice offering its encouragement, “Cum for us.” Ahnri tilted her chin down, a strand of saliva stretching down to meet Demi’s swelling clit on the edge of bursting.

Shake, spasm, tense and tight, Demi released, bursting forth in a scream of orgasmic completion. Her legs swung wildly, a coffee cup shattering on the tile floor, pushing Ahnri out.

“My turn!” Rejoiced the maid, jumping onto the table, her cock in hand, standing over Demi as she convulsed with the lingering vibrations of an intense release. She spat on her cock, gripped it with both hands and stroked with lustful insanity. The blade’s edge of her hands slamming into her pelvis, the tip peeking out the otherside, spit squelching between her fingers. She whipped her hands off, cock firing a thick stream of cum that painted Demi’s perky breasts. Still pulsing with pleasure, Ahnri dribbled cum, speckling the rest of Demi’s chest.

“Now you go!” Ahnri griped my cock still slippery with Demi’s spit. Stroking the tip fast and hard, “Come on, cum for your friend, don’t you want to?” She encouraged. Then looking at Demi, who hazily looked back up at her, she asked, “Don’t you want your futa friend to cum on that pretty face? Don’t you?”

Tight lipped, Demi nodded, “mmhmm,” her body quivered with another pulse of that powerful orgasm.

“See? She wants it, she wants that cum all over her,” Ahnri inhaled the length of my cock, sucking till it throbbed and begged for release. “Now cum!” Cried Ahnri, sliding her mouth off and switching to her diligent hands, aggressively jerking my cock as she did her own.

“Oh fuck...nnngh,” I swung an arm around Ahnri, pulling in her, pressing her face against my tits. A thick massive load fired from the tip, layering upon Demi’s pretty face.

Finished and satisfied with our feast, Ahnri and I reclined into our respective seats. Demi splayed out on the table, a mess of cream and cum, eased out of the torrent of ecstasy that washed over her.

“I fucking love futas,” Demi whispered, nearly out of breath.

“Me too,” added Ahnri, “In fact… I think I still have a little left,” Ahnri glanced my way raising an eyebrow.

I got down on all fours, lifted my skirt over my back and wiggled my butt, “They why don’t you come fuck my ass real quick and get it all out,” I offered, giving my booty a slap.

Ahnri slipped under the table and popped up on my side of the booth, positioning herself behind me. She licked her tongue over my tight puckered hole, darting it in and out, spitting to get it nice and lubed for me. Then she added a finger, then another, stretching it open to fit her girth. She kissed my booty, a tap, a slap, and a shake.

“Mmnnnn… that’s what I needed,” cooed Ahnri, her cock taking my ass from behind, sinking all the way in.

Tired and drained, watching was all Demi could manage, not even enough energy left to touch herself to the naughty show next to her.

“Oh god…” I buried my face into the cushion, reached back and spread my booty. Ahnri’s mighty thrusts, rocking my whole body, knees chaffing on the seat. “Fuck, that’s so much cock,” I moaned, grabbing the back of Ahnri’s thigh.

“Just. A. Little. More.” Ahnri punctuated each word by driving her cock in hard.

“I kind of wish I could fuck like that,” Demi turned onto her side for a better view, “like a futa.”

“Then… oh fuck, that’s good… why don’t you… Mnnn, right there, yes Ahnri… become one,” I gripped my cock as it dangled between my legs, stroking myself while the maid serviced my naughty ass.

“Oh my!” Ahnri collapsed the weight of herself onto my back, her pillowy tits against me. Sticky futa cum seeped from her cock, spluttering into my gaping ass. “You should,” said Ahnri tapping the tip of her cock on my behind, leaving a streak of white cum. “It’s so much fun.”

“Yeah…” Demi’s voice trailed off, “It’s like you’re part of this secret club. A club filled with friends and sexy futas who can endlessly offer pleasure and then some.” She rolled her hands over her tits, spreading the cum around, “I kind of feel left out.”

It stung to hear that. I never wanted Demi to feel left out. She’s been such a big part of my life recently. I owe a lot to her, that’s for sure.

I struggled my way out from underneath Ahnri, “Demi… If you want to become a futa, I’ll do whatever‘s necessary to see to it that you do. I promise.” I held her hand in mine, offering a comforting squeeze of reassurance. “Anything for you.”

Demi smiled, “Thanks, Becca, but I still have some thinking to do first.”

“In the meantime, who’s hungry!” Ahnri leapt to her feet and fixed her uniform, “I have to throw everything out that we didn’t sell at the end of the day anyway.

“I could go for another bite,” I said.

“Of course,” Demi rolled her eyes sarcastically, lifting my hand to her lips and kissing it sweetly.
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