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Her Futa Foursome

It sounded absolutely crazy. Yet, I had no reason to doubt Hitomi. When she first informed me that the next place we were going to look for her futa friend Fuko was the Spirit World, I obviously thought she was just pulling my leg. Figured it was some sort of joke the Japanese tell tourists, and Hitomi was just playing it up. But as I persisted, begging Hitomi to tell us where we were really headed, she remained resolute.

And so, here we are, Hitomi and I on a train to somewhere in Gifu or Hokkaido, I can’t actually remember where she said the Hot Springs was located. But it’s definitely in Gifu or Hokkaido. There’s a shrine at the springs, and apparently, that’s the gateway into the Spirit World. 

“Excuse me for a moment,” I said to Hitomi, who was flipping through a magazine she found on the seat next to us. It was, from what I could tell, some sort of sex magazine. I figured it was anyway, because Tomoya, the owner of the Futa Love Hotel was on the cover.

“Mmm,” Hitomi grunted with a nod, not taking her eyes off the magazine.

The bathroom was one train car down. I didn’t actually need to use the bathroom but for some reason, this strange fatigue had come over me since boarding the train. A sort of fog or haze. It made thinking clear a great difficulty. Needless to say, I don’t like the feeling. I thought maybe if I splashed some water on my face, it would help me refresh my mind and eyes. The car was empty, in fact, they all are, as far as I know only Hitomi and I had boarded this particular train. As I think about it, it seemed as if no one else waiting at the station even noticed its arrival or departure. Nobody except us.

I went into the bathroom and turned on the faucet. Scooping up handfuls of cold water I splashed my face and rubbed my eyes, stretching my facial muscles open, hoping that would somehow accomplish waking me up out of this doldrum. The ice-cold water was a bit of a shock to the system but the fog carried on.

By all means, I should not be feeling this way. I’m on the adventure of my life. Traveling through a foreign country with a sexy futa by my side, only just parting from the Futa Love Hotel. The place where I had my first futa threesome. Two unbelievably gorgeous futas bending me over and tossing me around, taking me in every which way. Even taking my then virgin ass, stretching it wide, and plowing inside. Delighting me with their futa cocks in ways I had never even experienced with my futa my stepmom.

Was that the issue? Had I gone too far? Are my receptors worn down to the nub, unable to process and enjoy the warmth and wonder of others and the world? Hitomi… My stepmom… they seemed to never tire, never lose that intensity of being, always filled with a constant lust for life and… obviously sex. But they’re futas and I’m just me. Perhaps it is foolish to believe I could keep up with them.

I wore this low-cut shirt. Very low low-cut. My tits may not be the biggest but what I did have was most visible. I scooped another handful of cold water and let it trickle down my neck and chest, cascading over my perky tits and between my cleavage. The ice-cold water caused my cute pink nipples to stiffen and pop visibly from behind my shirt. I teased my hands over my stiff nipples, circling a finger around each one, anything to try and arouse my body and mind. Unaroused… that’s how I felt, and I don’t mean just sexually, I mean that in a much deeper way.

I pinched. I tugged. I played in all ways with these yummy tits of mine watching myself do so in the mirror. With the front of my shirt soaked with the cold water, my breasts and nipples appeared practically visible from the outside. Didn’t matter though, Hitomi wouldn’t care, and if we’re going to a hot spring you better believe I’m taking a dip.

Finding little satisfaction in my self-pleasuring I let out a sigh and turned the water off. Exiting the bathroom and stepping out into the train car I found myself no longer alone. And it wasn’t Hitomi gazing at me from the other end of the car.

They were human in shape and form. Well, more than human, but a futa. That much was made clear by her impressively large bust and equally impressive cock. Petite, oh so curvy, and greatly blessed with these enticing endowments. An internal pull toward this strange being led me to want to know more of her. However, that pull remained secondary to the overarching dullness of mind that I couldn’t shake.

Strangest of all, while I could see her, sense her, perceive her. It was as if she was not fully there. Her very being appeared to be constructed of light rather than anything physical. Ethereal, ghost-like, a wisp caught between two different dimensional realities.

I took a few steps closer, small calculated steps as if I was approaching a rabbit in the wild and didn’t want to scare it away.

“Who are you?” I asked.

No response other than a smile was given. Could she speak? Was something preventing her ability to.

“Hello,” I said again, this time attempting to greet her kindly with a warm smile of my own.

Wordlessly she held a hand out and instinctively I did the same. She placed her hand on top of mine. Her touch was both warm and solid, I expected my hand to pass through hers but such was not the case. It was through that touch that I was able to understand her. She did not speak and yet I could hear her.

You need rest.

“I can’t,” I said aloud. The warmth of her touch radiating through me. “There’s still so much we need to do. That I need to do,” I added. While a major part of why I was here was to help Hitomi find her missing friend, I was also on a journey of my own. A journey to find futa who may bless me with a futa cock of my own. I couldn’t stop or slow down, not until I had what I wanted. But then this dullness of self has been slowing me down already.

The futa nodded her understanding and squeezed my hand tighter, another wave of warmth tingling over my supple skin and penetrating down into a place deeper inside me.

Very well, I can help with that, said the futa without saying anything.

She slid her hand up my forearm, caressing my bicep and shoulder. A sigh of release escaped my lips, a bit of my mind’s dullness being carried away by said breath.

“Mmm… That’s nice,” I sank into the pleasure of her hands as her fingers dug into my shoulder, working my tired muscles. The futa turned me around, both hands now placed on my shoulders and back, massaging deeper into my sore body. All those days of travel, all those days of intense fucking, my body was not used to it.

Next, the futa lifted my shirt off over my head. I wore no bra and my nipples were still stiff from earlier. Though she did not seem to mind at all. Her arms wrapped around my torso, fingers moving from my back to my ribs, working out every little kink. Then, sliding her ethereal hands up my slender tummy she cupped my perky tits. I took a deep breath in, followed by a deep exhale.

Easy. Just relax. Don’t tense, just let it be.

But as she brought her nimble fingers to my erect nipples it was hard not to tense. My sweet little pussy quivered at the soft touch of her glowing hands teasing my hard nipples. I bit my lip and huffed a puff of air out my nostrils.

Don’t.

I let my jaw go slack, my breath steadying.

Good, just like that. Stay with it.

The futa however did not make ‘staying with it’ any easier. Pinching, tugging, pulling, intensely working these perky tits of mine as if she were milking some farm animal.

“Nnn… fuck,” my breathing deepened, my chest heaving.

Easy… easy… easy… Her non-words repeated themselves in the back of my mind.

An all too familiar wetness soaked through my panties and somehow I believe she was aware of the very moment that such had occurred. Her fingers slipped off my sensitive nipples. I had a short moment of reprieve from the mounting pleasure of her diligent hands as they slid down my tummy and under my waistband.

The futa passed a single finger over my wet little clit. A shiver ran up and down my spine. A moan seeped out over my lips.

“Mmm, fuck yes… just like that,” I whimpered under the spell of the futa’s sensual touch.

You must remain at ease.

Consciously, yet unaware, I had tensed my muscles, especially the ones down there. Tightening and clenching my sweet pussy. I had come to realize that doing so was something I had always just done. Tensing, fighting it, resisting the build-up so as to increase the inevitable peak. I stopped doing such and instead attempted to resign myself to the futa’s diligent fingers and instead allowed my body's own natural response take over.

Her fingers circled and rubbed my throbbing clit. Creamy and slick, the sound of my wet pussy filled the empty train car.

Perfect. Just let it.

So I did. I let it… whatever that actually meant I can’t fully say. I pressed my ass back, grinding against her hard futa cock as it in return pressed up against my tight ass. I let wave after wave of pleasure roll through me unobstructed by any doing of my own. Slowly, as my moaning grew more intense, my panties drenched in my creamy goodness, I began to understand.

Before I had reacted to pleasure in a different w

ay. I reacted to how I wanted it, to how I thought about it, and not how it felt in the now. As I resigned myself to the rhythm of the futa’s fingers I found myself syncing up with something different. There was a flow to it, crests and troughs, a rise and a fall. I allowed the flow itself to dictate my response and not my mind.

The futa’s thick cock slipped between my thighs. Under any other circumstance, I would have begged for more. Pleaded to have this being tear panties off and stuff that futa cock of hers deep inside me. But doing so would have been a conscious effort to try and control what happens next. And so I refrained.

One final trough and then her hand moving faster, my pulsating clit swelling with immense pleasure. Rising and rising, not resisting. Ready to scream and cream and let it all out in a single burst.

Now.

“Oh! Fuck yes!” My creamy pussy gushed its sweet wet juices all over the futa’s hands and fingers. My legs shaking, I hunched over and grabbed hold of the metal pole in front of me for balance. Quivering and shivering, grinding my ass against her cock as it all came spilling forth out of me.

“Damn, that was-” I looked over my shoulder. The futa smiled and waved, blowing me a kiss. The light that formed her body dissipating into nothingness. Disappearing from this world, the futa left me as a satisfied mess of wet creamy juices.

Out of breath I grabbed my shirt and wiped the sweat off my forehead. Barely a moment later the door to the train car slid open. I spun around, my heart thumping in my chest, embarrassed to be seen like this. I quickly brought my shirt up to my chest to hide my indecency. And then, seeing as it was only Hitomi, for there was no one else aboard this train, I lowered my shirt.

“Why are you naked?” Hitomi asked.

It was a fair question but one that I didn’t quite know how to answer, “I was um… there was this… eh…”

“Nevermind, it doesn’t really matter. The hot springs are clothing optional anyway,” Hitomi winked. “We’ve just arrived at the station, come on.”

I glanced out the window. It wasn’t much of a station but we had arrived. I slung my wet shirt over my shoulder. There was nobody else waiting at the station, so the shirt on or off didn’t matter. And I much preferred having it off.

Hitomi and I exited the train and left the station, walking the rest of the way to the hot springs. I didn’t mind that so much, besides the sun felt nice on my naked skin. Everything felt nice, it was a beautiful day and I wasn’t feeling so out of it anymore.

“Shouldn’t we stay on the path?” I asked as Hitomi stepped off the thin dirt road and led us into the woods to be swallowed up by the trees.

“There isn’t a path that leads to the springs. We don’t want the wrong sort of person finding their way to it.”

“I see,” I responded, figured it was a locals-only type of deal, not wanting some big developer to come in and buy the land just to sell it back to the people. I would come to find out I was right about that, but only in part. The springs Hitomi now led me toward weren’t just any hot spring but one of the birthplaces of futa culture itself. Not everyone holds the same feelings toward futa’s as I do, there are those who would desecrate this land if they knew of it.

The hot spring is a thing of beauty. Surrounded by cherry blossoms, their pinkish leaves coating the earth underneath, steam rising off the warm water, it looked like a dream or at least like a scene out of some fantasy slice of life anime.

Just before the springs is a small stone shrine resembling something like a lantern resting beneath a cherry blossom tree and in front of that a small little sprout growing pink little petals, a baby cherry blossom I assumed.

Hitomi knelt before the shrine, “This is the way in.”

“Wait!” I shouted, a bit louder than I had planned to, “Do you think we can take a dip in the springs first?”

“We should really get going,” said Hitomi.

“Please,” I begged, “I could really use a swim.” Which was only partially true. The way that strange futa on the train made me cum, I did feel invigorated and a swim did seem like a good use of that energy. But the real reason was that my panties were nasty wet and sticking uncomfortably to my pussy and I could really use a bath.

Hitomi relented, the two of us undressing by the edge of the spring, laying our clothes out on a rock. The first thing I did after wading into the wonderfully warm spring water was rubbed myself down and clean the sticky juices off.

“Get in,” I yelled from the spring, waving Hitomi over.

“I’m coming… I’m coming,” said Hitomi, removing her bottoms and letting that futa cock of hers out.

“Not yet you’re not,” I said, snickering at my own joke. Thought it was not really a joke.

Initially, I had no intention other than to bathe in the spring. I swam to the center, the water rising just above my breasts. The warmth of the water wrapped around my delicate body like a blanket, hugging me, comforting me. It was a warmth reminiscent of that futa’s touch. As I allowed myself to become absorbed within the spring’s caress it was as if I could hear that futa speaking into me once more.

Show her my love.

I looked around but the futa from the train was nowhere to be seen, there was only the lingering perception of her request. A request that I felt obliged to fulfill. Showing Hitomi some love was more than a fair trade for the orgasm that she had given. Hell, it was something I’d do without being asked.

“There she is,” I said, taking Hitomi by the hand and pulling her in closer as she swam. “This place is magical, and the water… I don’t even have the words for it, just… mmm… so good,” I whipped my wet hair back, spraying water overhead and behind.

“It’s been so long since I’ve been here,” Hitomi submerged herself under the water for a moment before resurfacing, the spring water catching the light of the sun and glistening off her breasts.

Touch. Love. For me.

“This is where you first met Fuko, isn’t it?” I asked.

“It is,” Hitomi answered, wringing the water out of her hair.

Please, show her.

“Can you tell me about that day? I would love to hear how you two met,” I lightly brushed my hand up and down Hitomi’s arm.

“Fuko was swimming around just about where we are now when I first laid eyes on her. At the time I didn’t know she was a futa, didn’t even know what a futa is. I thought she was just some pretty young girl out for a swim. Then she emerged from the spring, soaked from head to toe. And I saw she was not a pretty girl. But the most breathtaking futa I have ever and will ever meet. She came skipping on over to me, bouncing along. I couldn’t take my eyes off her, even if it was rude to stare. Watching those large breasts of hers bounce, her futa cock freely swinging. A true wonder.” It was obvious by that dreamy look in her sparkling eyes that as she spoke she was reliving those moments with Fuko.

“That must have really made your day,” I said, tracing my hands along the curves of Hitomi’s sensual, wet, body.

“You have no idea, I was in such a rough place, I had no friends, no one I could talk to. I was always different and found it hard to fit in but with Fuko…”

“Mmhmm, go on,” I nodded, my hands slipping over Hitomi’s perky breasts.

“She made it all so easy. She didn’t even know me and wanted to be my friend. She ran over and hugged me in the biggest bestest hug ever. My face buried between her enormous breasts, her thick cock pressing against my thigh,” Hitomi sighed sweetly as I teased her cute pink nipples while listening to her story.

“Things must have gotten pretty hot pretty quickly between you two, huh?” I asked, squeezing and massaging her supple breasts.

“Mnnn… they certainly did,” Hitomi’s futa cock stiffened and pressed against my hips as I brought her in closer. I slipped my hands under the water, wrapping my fingers around her thick cock.

“Mmphh… ah… that’s nice,” Hitomi closed her eyes, focusing on the pleasure of my soft hands stroking up and down the full length of her yummy cock.

“Don’t stop, I want to hear more,” I twisted my fingers around the tip, her cock giving a little jump of excitement.

Eyes closed, lost in her imagination, Hitomi went on, “It was more than just hot. It was the first time I felt connected to someone. Having Fuko’s cock fill me, feeling the weight of her body pressing down on me as we laid in the grass, her hips rocking back and forth, thrusting… Nothing else existed… not even myself… mmm… fuck,” Hitomi’s cock swelled harder, thick and throbbing between my hands as I stroked and stroked.

“I’d do anything to see her again,” Hitomi exhaled deeply. I sensed every little shift in the rise and fall of her cock’s swelling ecstasy. There was a rhythm to it just as the futa on the train had revealed to me. I sought to sync myself to the rhythm playing sweetly within Hitomi, to match perfectly the swings of its energy to give Hitomi the best release I could.

Base to tip, harder and faster. Throbbing, aching. I felt and understood it all. Through an intuitive knowing, through the act of feeling what is, like jazz improvising the next best note as it revealed it itself to me.

“Fuko…” Hitomi tossed her head back, relinquishing herself fully to a past memory. “Oh… Fuko.”

Harder. Faster. Slipping my hands on and off, one after the other. Her cock throbbing, aching to blow. But not yet. The song was not over. Not yet. Not yet. Not just yet and…

“F-f-f- Fuko,” Hitomi howled her ultimate desire into the crystal blue skies above. The birds responding as they chirped and fluttered from their nests. Thick white futa cum sprayed from her throbbing cock, seeping into the hot springs’.

Hitomi wrapped her arms around me, pulling me in, squeezing tightly. Her body shaking as the orgasm pumped its way out of her cock and into the water between us. Her head resting on my shoulder, the perfumed scent of her luxurious hair filling my sense, her nipples brushing mine as her chest heaved.

“We’ll find her,” I said, caressing the strands of Hitomi’s jet black hair.

“I know… I know… thank you,” Hitomi buried her face between my breasts. I couldn’t tell if she was crying but she very well might have been. Tears… her emotion, cum… her lust; an offering to this mystical land. Though I never believed in prayer, this was the first time I prayed. Prayed that Hitomi’s offering would be enough for the gods or whatever’s out there to accept and in return offer us aid.

Little by little Hitomi calmed down, returning to her baseline, her cock going soft, lifting her head from my shoulder.

“I’m happy you decided to come with me, I know it must not have been easy to leave your old life and-”

“Please,” I held a finger over her lips, “Joining you has been the best decision of my life. Now, what do you say we go head to that shrine and do this thing.” I lowered my silencing finger from her pretty pink lips. Soft, plump, sweet lips. Lips I wanted to kiss and taste and love.

Embrace her.

I leaned in. Pressing my thin pink lips to Hitomi’s. Her eyes remained closed, and if it was Fuko’s lips she imagined kissing and not mine, that was alright with me. In truth, I didn’t feel like me. I felt like that strange internal voice, speaking and instructing me onward. This wasn’t my kiss, it was Hitomi’s, it was Fuko’s.

And what an intensely passionate kiss it was. Hitomi opened wide, receiving my tongue inside. Our tongues danced with one another’s, sucking, licking, kissing, loving. I gave all that I… or all that this voiceless voice had to give. Hitomi pulled me in, rubbing up on me, her hands in my hair, pulling and yanking, increasingly more passionate until all I had to do was submit and receive what Hitomi had to give.

Lips parting, I spoke up, “We should probably get back to the shrine.” I could have remained in this spring, lips locked with Hitomi for ours. But we had somewhere we needed to be, someone we needed to find. For once it was I trying to get Hitomi back on track and not the other way around.

“Right… your right,” said Hitomi with an air of disappointment. She wiped her lips on the back of her hand as if to attempt to wipe away her desire for more, which she managed to handle quite well.

We left the springs and grabbed our clothes, heading back to the shrine. Just as before Hitomi knelt down before the sprouting petals. She clasped her hands together and bowed her head. I remained standing next to her, unsure of how to act in a situation like this. Hell, I’ve never even been to a church before. I know nothing about proper behavior when it comes to the sacred.

Then Hitomi reached a hand out, grabbing the hanging rope by the shrine. She gave it a good tug, the bell inside the shrine chiming like a family of birds. I’m in no way a spiritual person, I still have some doubt about the legitimacy of all this, not that I think Hitomi would lie to me or anything, but watching her I felt a sort of reverence for that which I don’t understand.

She lifted her gaze to the shrine, pulled an arm back, practically slammed her fist down on the top of the shrine. Which had to hurt a little, the shrine is solid stone after all.

“Wake up, Haru! You useless drunk,” Hitomi shouted at the shrine. And just like that, that sense of sanctity and reverence flitted away like the peeling of the shrine’s bell.

“Where is that useless, good for-” But before Hitomi could finish the little sprout before the shrine began to twitch and waver. There wasn’t a breeze to be had, the air still as the stone of the shrine.

The ground around the sprout crumbled and lifted. Rising from the broken earth came the small white face of a pudgy little spirit, or a Kodama as Hitomi would later inform me. Guardians of the forest of the trees or some such like that.              

“Geeze… calm yourself,” the little spirit rubbed his pudgy face and his glazed sleepy eyes, or if what Hitomi said was anything to go off of, he was instead trying to rub the hangover away. “Is all this hullabaloo really necessary,” he pressed his thumbs to his forehead and blinked his eyes open.

“Hitomi!” The little spirit cheered, giving a little hop in the air, his arm held high overhead. The little pudge waddled his way to Hitomi, barely a foot off the ground he wrapped his arms around Hitomi’s leg and hugged her thigh.

“It’s nice to see you too,” said Hitomi, patting the top of his head, careful not to mess with the flower petals.

“So what brings you back here? Missed your old pal Haru, is that it?”

“Actually, I'm here for something a bit more serious than that, you see…”

Hitomi drifted off, just as she always does when someone else mentions anything that might lead her to start thinking about Fuko.

Hitomi swallowed intently, fists clenched, “Fuko’s missing, we need to get into the spirit world to try and find her.”

I couldn’t believe it, every time Hitomi always skated around talking about Fuko with anyone else. I had to wonder what caused this change. Was it something that happened in the springs, was it something more?

“No. no no no,” downcast, Haru the spirit shook his head in disbelief, “Our sweet Fuko. Our sweet, beautiful, busty, Fuko. Missing! Missing!” Haru’s fleshy white cheek turned a deep burning red.

“Now now, Haru. Nothing to fear we will find her,” said Hitomi. Admittedly it was nice to hear speak positively about our mission. Sometimes I worry about Hitomi holding her worries in too much.

“We? And who is this we?” Haru shifted his gaze to me, smirking, “Another a futa? You are a pretty one.”

I blushed, “No no, I’m not a futa… not yet anyway, though I want to be one more than anything.”

“Ah! A double quest then. Yes yes, you two must be going. I’m sure the futas in the spirit world would love to bless you with a nice big cock, eh?” Haru nudged me in the leg, winking slyly.

So there’s futa’s in the spirit world then. And better yet maybe I can get a nice thick cock of my own from them. This could turn out better than I thought. I’ll get what I’ve desired more than anything and Hitomi will get to reunite with Fuko. Nothing could stop us.

“That’s right!” I yelped, my voice cracking a bit, I don’t usually act so excited but I couldn’t but match Haru’s energy. “Let’s do this.”

Haru plucked two pink petals off the stem sprouting from the top of his head. “One for you,” he handed a petal to Hitomi, “And one for you,” I took the other. It looked like an ordinary cherry blossom leaf. I wasn't sure what I was supposed to do with this.

“Uh… thank you,” I smiled, bowing my head, “This is a very nice gift,” I went to slip the petal into my pocket when Haru grabbed me by the wrist.

“No silly, you eat it. That’s how you get into the spirit world.”

I brought the petal to my lips, a bit hesitant to eat anything that just came off the top of some odd little creature's head.

“Isn’t… isn’t this like your hair?” I asked.

“Don’t think about it too much. I’ll see you there,” Hitomi raised the petal over her mouth and let it drop in, she chewed and swallowed. I shrugged my shoulders and did the same. It didn’t taste half bad, a bit too floral but I suppose that’s to be expected.

And so I was, as it is called, spirited away. It felt as if my body had turned to clay, gripped between the hands of some unseen force, stretched and ripped, torn apart, put back together. None of which hurt, there was nothing to hurt. I just wasn’t until I was again, standing in a field, nauseous and confused.

“Feeling okay?” Hitomi asked.

“I’m… good,” I answered, using all my willpower to keep my stomach tamed.

“The inn is just ahead,” Hitomi wrapped an arm around mine and helped keep my balance as she led us onward. “Besides, I’m sure you’ll start feeling much better once we get in there and you can play with some futa spirits,” Hitomi playfully pinched my booty.

“Oh! Hey… I thought we were here to find Fuko, not fool around with futas,” I said, rubbing my sensitive bottom.

“Since when do you complain about a chance to play with futas. If I recall you’re the one who snuck off back at the hotel so she could have a naughty threesome,” Hitomi chuckled. It was really nice to see her so upbeat, I just hope it was real and not her just trying to cope.

“Anyway,” Hitomi continued, stopping at the front door, “Fuko could be anywhere. She could be in the spirit world, somewhere in Japan, on earth, some other planet, some other dimension, the possibilities are infinite. I chose to bring us here because with the help of some spirit futas and a bit of ritual magic I just might be able to receive a vision of where Fuko is.”

“I get it.”

“You do?” Hitomi didn’t look too convinced.

“I think… I read a book on ritual sex magick once during a short goth phase, I’m guessing it’s something like that.”

“Yeah, something like that,” said Hitomi entering the inn.

The inn must have been a popular place for spirit futas. Hitomi, cool as could be, explained the situation to two futa spirits sitting at a small oak table locked in casual conversation. Other than perhaps the way they dressed there wasn’t anything different about these futas from any I’ve met in the real world. I expected sparkling wings or beings of pure light, to be dazzled and awestruck by some incomprehensibility. Of course, that’s not to say that their beauty was not absolutely breathtaking, because it most certainly was.

The blonde one was thin and slender, a real tight body and nice juicy tits. The brunette, a bit thicker, more curves, a full-sized sensual beauty. That is to say, I wouldn’t mind either one of them sinking their yummy futa cocks deep into my pussy… or both… I would much prefer both. To say I was thrilled Hitomi invited me upstairs to participate in their ritual is an understatement.

With the four of us alone in our own private room, things started to heat up, and do so rather quickly. The room was small, with not much in it, but it had a bed and that’s all we really needed. Though even without a bed I’m sure we’d find some way to get the job done. In a room, outside in the grass like wild animals fucking under the light of the sun, in the main seating area of the inn where anyone could see, didn’t matter, anything for Fuko.

“Mmm, it’s been so long since I’ve had a human in bed with me,” said the sultry blonde futa lifting her dress above the waist and wrapping her hands around her hard cock.

“I’ve never been with a human,” said the brunette, laid out on the mattress and fondling her big fat tits.

Hitomi undressed, her cock stiff with desire for the two horny spirit futas feeling each other up on the bed. The blonde futa had her mouth on the breasts of the other, sucking the futas pretty pink nipples, the other moaning as she clutched a fistful of blonde hair.

“Nnn… suck on those nipples… just like that,” the brunette cried out.

Hitomi’s cock jumped between her legs with excitement, “let me help with that.” Hitomi lifted the futas breast to her mouth, teasing her tongue around the nipple, her hand searching for the futas cock.

“Don’t be shy, Becca,” said Hitomi, popping her wet lips off the futas breast.

“I’m… I’m… not sure what I’m supposed to do… I’ve never done a ritual before,” I answered. I wanted to join them of course. I was just feeling a bit reserved. Were there rules to this, certain expectations that differ from the norm?

“You just need to feel good and have fun, the rest is up to me,” said Hitomi.

“That, I can do.”

“Look at this pretty little thing,” remarked the blonde as she and Hitomi interlocked their fingers around the brunette’s throbbing shaft, jerking the futa off in unison. “You’re female right? Let’s see that sweet little pussy of yours.”

I peeled the clothing off my body and tossed them aside. The three of them all bunched up like that, stroking one another cocks, such a sight to behold. I ached for those futa cocks. I know this was about Hitomi locating Fuko but I wanted to have my fun too and there was so much to play with.

“Look at that, she’s already so wet,” said the brunette while the blonde bobbed her head up and down, sucking the full length of her meaty cock.

“Mmm… she sure is,” the blonde one added as she slurped her mouth off the other.

Slick with spit, the brunette’s cock looked all the more delectable, and I had quite the appetite for some cock.

“You wanna have a taste too?” The brunette asked, waving her spit-covered cock back and forth.

“Oh yes,” I licked my lips in preparation.

So smooth and so thick, she had such a pretty cock. I teased my fingers underneath it and kiss the tip, my tongue flitting in and out of my mouth as I worked around the pulsating head of her cock.

“That’s it… let me see how deep you can throat,” said the brunette, brushing the hair out of my face and holding it back.

I haven’t always been confident in my cock sucking skills but I have been with so many futas that I’ve really grown accustomed to it. And this was a special occasion, if there was any time to give it my all, it was now.

I parted my wet lips and opened wide, sucking my way down the beautiful futas. The tip of her cock hit the back of my throat, I gagged and choked, spit drooling over my lips. I shut my eyes and readied myself for more, not stopping until I had that cock of hers stuffed deep down my throat.

“Mnn… fuck yes, get it all nice and sloppy so I can slide it right into your friend,” thebrunettee tossed her head back, bucking her hips and forcing her cock farther down my throat.

“You’re almost to the base, come on… suck that cock,” the blonde placed a hand on the back of my head and pressed down.

Hitomi said nothing but moans as her mouth was equally busy wrapped around the blonde’s cock.

Tears welled in my eyes as the two futas forced me to swallow up more cock. I choked and I gagged and I drenched that beautiful cock in a thick coating of spit. The blonde reached between my legs, Hitomi’s mouth still busily slurping her cock. Her nimble fingers parted my pussy lips, searching for my aching clit.

“Sucking cock has got you so wet,” commented the blonde, slipping her fingers through my gushing juices and rubbing my little bead. “Mmm, so nice,” she slapped and rubbed her palm upon my pussy, filling the room with the squelching sound of my ripe juicy cunt. “How’d you like to have some futa cock inside here,” she pressed two fingers into my tight hole, curling them, plunging and pumping, my pussy contracting.

“Fuck, yes please,” I groaned, slipping my mouth of the delicious cock, spit dangling off my face like a hot mess.

“She’s all yours, that blowjob has got my cock just aching for this one,” said the brunette as she bent Hitomi over, her hands gripping Hitomi’s tight butt just before giving it a nice hard spanking.

Hitomi let out a shrill yelp, “I’m going to need everything you got,” she reached back and spread her ass.

“I’ll give you more than that,” said the thick brunette, teeth clenched, slipping her dripping wet cock between Hitomi’s cheeks.

I got down on all fours, pressing my ass up, shaking my hips and making it jiggle, my creamy pussy begging for the blonde’s hard cock to come take a dip inside its warmth. I positioned myself so I could watch the brunette sink her thick cock into Hitomi’s tight puckered ass.

“Mmm, that ass is just starving for my cock, huh?” The brunette pulled back on Hitomi’s hips, penetrating that sweet ass of hers.

“Yes, please… I… I want it all,” Huffed Hitomi in between the futas heavy thrusts, “deeper, fuck me deeper. I want every inch of your cock stuffed inside me.” Hitomi slapped her ass. The brunette grinned, pulling back and reving up to really let Hitomi have it. I don’t think I’ve ever heard Hitomi talk like that, not that dirty. It was pretty fucking hot, she had a wild side and I liked it. Watching her take it in the ass, that tight hole of hers gaping for more, I needed some for myself and I needed it now.

The blonde futa was no less forgiving. These two spirits were wild in their pursuit of pleasure. Her fingers dug into my tight little booty. Her stiff futa cock pressing against my creamy pussy.

“Ah… yes baby, nice and tight, just how I like it,” The blonde groaned and she sunk her yummy futa cock into my willing cunt.

“Nnn… yes… give it to me,” I whimpered, clutching the bedsheets and bringing them to my lips.

“Fuck, you like that, you dirty little girl,” her thrusts grew more forceful, pounding into me. My ass bouncing with each full stroke from that big meaty cock. Our voices became a cacophony of depraved and wild pleasure. Our whimpering squeals, our behinds slapping against our futas as they moaned and groaned.

“Yes more, fuck I want more,” I bellowed, the blonde’s big cock already stretching out my tight pussy so good.

“Whatever you want you my nasty little plaything,” she grabbed a fistful of my hair and pulled, dominating my petite body and taking full control as she fucked harder and harder and then…

“Oh, fuck… is… is it getting bigger?” Somehow that cocks of hers filled me up all the more, stretching my cunt wide.

“Mmhmm,” she smirked, her cock throbbing, its size nearly doubling as it pumped between my gooey pussy lips.

“B- but how?”

“In the spirit world anything’s possible,” she laughed, slipping her massive cock out and slapping my booty with it. “What do you think? Big enough for you?” She asked, sliding her hands up and down the length of it. Big Enough? It was enormous, nobody could have a cock that big. It was like one of the ridiculous toys you see in a sex shop, yet this one was real, so real and so fucking delicious.

“Mhmm, please… I don’t think I could handle it if it gets any bigger,” I bit down on the bedsheets, wincing as the blonde shoved herself back inside.

“Nnnn… Ff…” With the bedsheets stuffed in my mouth and her cock stuffed in my cunt, muffled moans were all I could make.

“It’s not enough,” Hitomi shrieked, the brunette spreading Hitomi’s ass and plunging down into that gaping ass. Not enough? There’s no way, Hitomi must have lost her mind. That fat futa cock fucking her little ass, pounding and ramming and stuffing, how could that not be enough.

The brunette squeezed Hitomi’s face, forcing my friend to look back, “She’s still here. If she’s gonna have a vision, she’s going to need all of us,” the brunette ended her sentence by slapping Hitomi's face.

“You ready to let your friend fuck that sweet pussy?” The blonde asked as she stuffed her cock, covered in my cream, down my throat.

“Mmphmmm...nn..”

“I’ll take that as a yes,” she pulled out of my throat and rubbed her dripping mess of a cock all over my face.

I crawled in underneath Hitomi and sucked on her dangling futa cock while the brunette continued to work on her ass. I slurped and sucked until Hitomi’s glistened with my spit. Then, turning around, I eased Hitomi’s cock inside. She must have used the same sort of spirit world juju that the blonde did, Hitomi’s cock never felt this big before.

Each of us had a job to do, a very important job to aid Hitomi to reach the required height of ecstasy needed to enter into a visionary trance. The brunette pumped her cock repeatedly in Hitomi’s ass, more than once did the futa cum deep in that tight ass, filling it to the brim and making it overflow with so much sticky nasty futa seed. I remained under Hitomi, taking her throbbing cock deep in my aching pussy, the walls of my cunt contracting with each stroke, squeezing all Hitomi had built up inside of her. Meanwhile, the blonde kept busy with Hitomi’s perky tits, pinch and tugging on those pretty pink nipples, every so often dipping her large cock down Hitomi’s throat to make her gag and choke.

I had never witnessed anyone; man, woman, or futa, take so much all at once before. Hitomi was truly a goddess of pleasure. And then I could feel it. The way Hitomi’s hands gripped and pulled at every inch of my body. The way her cock swelled and throbbed as it penetrated my eager cunt. She was there, right on the edge, ready to spill over. Simultaneously the two futas spilled another thick load of their futa cum for Hitomi. The blonde pumping her cum into Hitomi’s mouth until it spilled over her lips and dripped down her chin and onto my back. The brunette continuing to fuck Hitomi’s ass, thrusting through the gooey cum that filled her up so nicely.

Hitomi’s shrill voice pierced the air around us, her cock exploding streams of warm cum into my little pussy. My own orgasm caused my pussy to constrict, pushing Hitomi’s large cock out as it pulsated and spilled cum all over my tight ass. Hitomi shivered, spasmed, and convulsed. Her body flailed wildly as she lost all control over herself. Seeing her in the thralls of such intensity both thrilled and frightened me. Absolutely hot as fuck as she shivered and jiggled and bounced, and absolutely terrifying as her eyes rolled back leaving this world and seeing another.

“She’s okay right?” I asked, finally regaining my breath and ability to speak clearly. Hitomi had been in that state for what seemed like ten minutes.

“Of course, she’s just in a trance. She’ll remain so until her work is done,” said the brunette, her words offering a bit of comfort. “But now that she’s taken care of, what about you?”

“What about me?” I imagined I got out of that all that I could handle.

“You want a futa cock of your own right?”

“Y- yes… but how did you know that?”

“There are no secrets in the spirit world if you know how to listen for them. So what do you say? Want use to bless that cute pussy into a beautiful futa cock,” The brunette slid over me, hands wrapped around her meaty cock as she stroked it.

“Yea!” The blonde stood on the bed, looming over, her stiff cock in hand, “we can give you such a nice big futa cock,” she teased the tip of hers, the mix of spit and pussy cream squishing between her fingers.

The two of them pleasured their dicks, hands moving faster, cocks throbbing harder, precum dripping out of the tip.

“You want it? Do you want it?” They chanted together. The rhythm of their song matching the rhythm of their stroking.

I did want it. Of course, I wanted a futa cock. It’s all I’ve been thinking about. A nice thick cock of my own to play with. To fuck just like they do, giving it to someone as good as they gave it to Hitomi. What a world that would be. And I could have that, right now, I just need to say yes.

The blonde bit down on her lip. Struggling not to cum, holding it in as she waited for my answer. The brunette kept her pace, beating on that cock of hers, steadying her breath and ready to blow.

“I wa-”

“I found her!” Hitomi shouted, shooting straight up, looking wildly from side to side, still not accustomed to her surroundings now that she was back in herself.

“Wait!” I cried out, “Don’t. Not yet.” As Hitomi awakened from her trance I realized this was not how I wanted to receive my blessing. I wanted to wait for Fuko, doing so would be the only proper way.

The two futas standing over me shifted their positions, too close to orgasm to stop now. And so as they released themselves, they directed their cocks toward my perky tits. Together the futas rained down warm sticky white futa cum onto my chest, covering and coating my breasts. Cum dripped over my nipples and between my cleavage.

“That’s wonderful! So where is she?” I asked, playing with the futa cum with my fingers, rubbing it all over my tits. If I couldn’t use their cum for the blessing I might as well still enjoy it.

“She’s with Glurtleskletch.”

The futas gasped with shock or surprise but I had no idea what that meant.

“What’s Glurtleskletch?” I asked.

“I’m sure she’s fine though,” the blonde added.

“Oh yes, nothing to be worried about, for sure,” commented the brunette.

“Someone please tell me what the hell is Glurtleskletch,” I begged.

“A monster,” said the blonde.

“The most depraved wet dream come true,” said the brunette.

“The final stop on our wild ride,” said Hitomi.

“Well, whatever any of that means, you can count on me Hitomi. Let’s save Fuko,” I wrapped my arms around Hitomi, hugging her close, our sweaty messy bodies sticking together. One step closer to finding Fuko. And one step closer to my transformation into a futa.
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