

The Futa Bathhouse

The Futa Hot Bathhouse in Gifu Prefecture doesn’t exactly allow mortal men such as myself on its premises. That of course isn’t going to stop me from trying. The bathhouse is run by a kodama named Sumi and has been for thousands of years. I’ve tried sneaking my way through the front gates, and each and every time Sumi managed to spot me and promptly toss me out on my butt. Each time more embarrassing than the last. Sailing through the air by the force of Sumi’s magic, as the hot futa girls giggled watching me from the warmth of their bath. The more well endowed futa’s, would wave a hand in the air as I soared by, their large breasts jiggling. And although I might end up with another bruise on my tailbone, the sight of those futas and their wet bouncing chests made it all worth it.

This time I managed to clamber my way up the stone wall, peaking over the top of it, overlooking the outdoor baths, steam rising from the hot water. I watched as two gorgeous futas soaked themselves in the water. I was still sore from yesterday’s attempt. So I had no plans to try and hop over. I just wanted to watch them for now. Enjoy the sight of their radiant beauty. And although the two futas in there now had their bodies submerged, I could see Fuko’s cleavage rising just barely above the waterline. Fuko had the biggest pair of all the futas, and if she wasn’t so keen on letting the futas enjoy the size of her tits, I’m sure the others would have been jealous. But the futas of the hotsprings were sexual by nature. Always sharing and enjoying each other’s company. Maybe it had something to do with the water, the way it washed away inhibitions, allowing the bathers to relax and let themselves be free. I wouldn’t know for sure of course, but I was so desperate to try and find out just what it was that made those futa girls so playful. And even more desperate to find out if they’d be willing to play with me.

From my position on the stone wall I could hear each and every word the two futas were saying to each other. Their conversation started out innocently enough.

“It’s been so long since I’ve seen you Hitomi,” said Fuko, the one with the juicy tits.

“Far too long,” said Hitomi, running her hands through her straight black hair, “where have you been?”

“Sumi sent me on a little mission to find him more clients,” said Fuko.

“Any luck?” Asked Hitomi.

“What do you think? Have you known a futa that could say no to these tits,” Fuko gave herself a big squeeze, pressing her breasts together. My eyes widened at the sight of the water cascaded between her cleavage as she lifted her tits.

“I know I have never been able to,” Hitomi took her fingers and pinched Fuko’s nipples over her bikini top. A top that was stretched to its limits just barely covering her nipples.

“Fuck,” I said, perhaps a bit too loudly, but I could feel the blood rushing to my cock, hardening at the sight of the two of them touching each other.

“Did you hear something?” said Hitomi, lowering her hands back under the water.

“Uh uh… don’t stop, I missed your hands,” said Fuko, grabbing Hitomi’s wrists and placing her hands back on top of her chest, where they belonged.

“Good because they’ve missed you too,” Hitomi groped Fuko’s massive chest, and rested her head on her cleavage, “I missed these big pillows of yours so much,” Hitomi nuzzled herself nicely against Fuko.

I reached between my legs, sliding my hand underneath my waistband. The two futas made my cock throb and ache with lustful desire. I wanted to spring over the wall, but I knew better.

“Oh, Hitomi,” said Fuko, her cheeks turning red. Hitomi’s hands disappeared somewhere beneath the water. The look on Fuko’s face was priceless, she was so adorable when she got turned on.

“What is it, Fuko? Tell me,” Hitomi’s arm moved up and down, but the steam settling on the water clouded my view as to what she was doing.

“It.. It..”

“Use your words Fuko.”

“It feels so good,” Fuko’s tongue hung over her lips, as she panted.

I couldn’t help but stroke myself, imagining that Hitomi must be doing the same for Fuko. While lost to my senses, enamored by the futas, I felt a tapping on my shoulder.

I turned my head around. Sumi hovered effortlessly in the air, his pudgy white body swaying delicately in the breeze, the leaf that sprouted from the top of his head did the same.

“How many times are we going to have to do this?” Asked Sumi, his arms crossed, foot tapping against the empty air.”

I frantically zipped my pants back up, trying to regain my composure, “You… you said I wasn’t allowed inside the gates. Well I’m outside the gates,” I told him, hoping he was in an understanding mood. The leaf upon his head began to shake, which I knew meant only one thing, “Wait wait wait, hear me out,” I could feel the air around my body grow dense, “wait, before you do anything rash just listen.” I couldn’t keep my hold on the wall any longer, the force of Sumi’s pull was too strong, he turned my body around to face him, hovering me level with himself.

“What is it?” Asked Sumi.

“What if you let me in, just this one time,” I said.

Sumi said nothing, only shaking his head. He gave his leaf a little flick.

“No! Wait!” It was too late. My body went sailing high above the bathhouse.

“Is that…” Hitomi gazed up as I flew overhead.

“Tomoya! Hey!” Shouted Fuko, waving her arms at me, bouncing herself up and down, her tits splashing in the water. I tumbled head over foot through the air, doing my best to wave back, before crashing back to the ground some five miles away from the bathhouse.

I picked myself up and brushed off. Rubbing my, yet again, bruised tailbone, “Sumi, that bastard,” I spat. I was getting into that bathhouse. I needed to see my precious Fuko and Hitomi and all the other futas of the bathhouse. And not just see them but to bathe and play with them. The way their eyes sparkled as they watched my failed attempts to gain entrance. The way they laughed, and bodies jiggled every time Sumi tossed me out. And each time I came back they would call to me, waving me over, tempting me to try just one more time. That’s just their nature, futas just want to play, they don’t judge who you are, they just want to have fun with you and each other. It’s that bastard Sumi that keeps them all to himself.

I stretched my legs as I walked, hoping to work out the kinks of this week’s failures. I wasn’t exactly sure where I managed to land. It didn’t matter though, I had time to wander, and think of a new plan.

I came across a small shrine set up underneath a lone cherry blossom tree, it’s petals coated the ground in a wonderfully white-pink glow. It wasn’t much of a shrine. Small, and by the looks of it, it doesn’t see too many visitors. The stone was wearing away, and most of it was covered in moss. If you didn’t know it was here, you’d probably pass right by. I decided I’d stop and present myself before it. Whose ever shrine this was, I’m sure they’d appreciate my visitation. Not like Sumi, he turned down my offerings, and shoved me away. That’s what started this little bout between the two of us. He thinks because he’s got a grand ol’ shrine he doesn’t need my tiny offerings. And at the time I simply came to him for help over a human female I had long ago fawned over.

I knelt down, and clasped my hand in prayer. Offering my words to the spirit of this shrine and tree. The petals cascaded down from the branches as I whispered my prayer, “please, help me get one over on Sumi. And into his bathhouse. I don’t have anything to offer but my words, I only hope it is enough for even the slightest of your aid.” The winds stirred, shaking the branches. The winds swirled the air on the ground into a twisting tempest of pink petals, until finally settling.

“Did you say, Sumi?”

I opened my eyes, a small scraggly looking kodama struggling to maintain his balance stood before me.

“Um.. yeah, I did,” I replied. Honestly, I didn’t think that would work. Some spirits obligate themselves to offer help to any traveler, but I was expecting to find an apple or something later on, not have the spirit actually visit me. Usually you’d need quite the offering for that kind of thing.

“That basshtard,” spat the kodama, the cherry blossom petal that sprouted from his had quivered.

“You mean bastard,” I said smiling at him.

“...hic, yesh, sorry.” He was clearly drunk.

“So you hate him too then, huh?” My eyes followed the kodama around as he spun about dizzily.

“Hate him!” He shouted, “He stole my favorite futa from me. Now look at me, I’ve got nothing,” he spun in a circle and fell flat on his ass.

I placed my hands underneath his arms and lifted him up, “So, will you help me then? If you can get me in his bathhouse it would really piss him off,” I said.

“Shure ...hic, but first youse gotta help me.”

“Anything, name it.”

“I gots quite the tab running at the bar juss up the road. Settle it for me, kay?”

“You got it,” I was excited. I don’t know how much hope I can put into one drunken spirit, but it was something, it was a plan. I took off running, and the fire that burned inside, the desire to be with those futa girls drove my sprinting.

“Wait!” The kodama called out, “You don’t even know my name.”

“What is it?” I yelled back, zipping through the trees not wanting to waste a second to turn around.

“Itsh Haru ...hic,” Haru toppled over from his drunken shouting.

The sweet forest air whipped by me as I sprinted with urgency and haste through the woods. My arms trailing behind me, for increased speed of course. Haru… so all my hope was now in the hands of one drunken spirit of a random cherry blossom. This didn’t exactly bode well for me. But he was still a spirit after all. I’d get much further with his help than alone.

The bar was a lot more impressive than I imagined it would be. I was expecting a run down shack. This place had two floors, and was more of an inn or tavern than a simple bar. I approached the bar and took a seat. The barmaid eyed me suspiciously. I’m sure she knew all her customers.

“Can I help you?” she asked. Her slender fingers resting on the countertop. She leaned forward, her kimono hanging enough for me to see her cleavage. She was a beauty. Long straight black hair, kind and joyful eyes, and of course from what I could see, ample breasts.

I swallowed, hoping she didn’t catch me staring, “um… yeah,” I said. She smiled at me, unconcerned with the fact I found myself enamored by her chest. If anything it delighted her to see me looking. “I’m here to settle Haru’s tab.”

“Well then,” she pulled away from the bar and grabbed a slip of paper from somewhere underneath the counter, “he’s really managed to rack it up this time.” I should have expected that. I knew only one thing about Haru, he’s a drunk. Make that two things, he’s a drunk and doesn’t pay his tabs. And by the look on the woman’s face it was a rather astronomical amount.

I started to feel hopeless again. There was one very crucial problem, “I don’t have any money,” I said.

“Then how did you expect to pay for the tab?” She tossed the paper back where she got it from.

I bowed before her, imploring for her understanding, “please, there must be some way. I need to pay this tab off.”              

“Ooh, you’re a fun one. So formal,” she tapped a finger on the top of my head. I looked up, her bright smile comforting my worry. Her arms were crossed underneath her breasts, pressing them up, “I’m sure we can work it out,” she said, shaking her chest back and forth. Her bouncing breasts enticing me.

“Thank you, thank you, anything. Just name it,” I begged.

She giggled, resting her elbows and tits on the bar, “You’re so cute when you act all submissive.”

I lowered myself, prostrating before her, submitting myself fully to her, “Anything for such a beautiful maiden.”

She bit her lip, exhaling a heavy sigh from her nostrils, “It’s been so long since I’ve had anyone to play with. And I really need to play. Wait for me upstairs in the first room to the right.”

I bowed my head one last time and picked myself up.

“I’ll just need to lock up down here, so we won’t be disturbed.”

The room wasn’t anything special, but I suppose it served its purpose. A bed for a traveller who needs a quick place to stop and rest for the night, and a nightstand to give some semblance of home furnishing. But other than that, there really wasn’t much to it. I wasn’t exactly sure what this woman wanted from me, I had a few ideas however. And if this was what I had to do to get one step closer to being with the futas I so desperately desired, then so be it. I don’t have to enjoy it. I just have to pay the tab off.

I sat on the edge of the bed and waited for the barmaid. She entered into the room, her kimono hanging loose around her shoulders, occasionally slipping down, revealing more of her soft porcelain skin.

“I’m Ushio, by the way,” she said.

“Tomoya,” I replied.

“Tomoya… You’re such a cutie. What are you doing helping out an old drunk like Haru?”

“Well… you see it… eh…” I couldn’t tell this woman the real reason I wanted to help Haru, could I? What would she think of me, would she still let me pay off the tab if she knew the truth. Would she still want to do this, as she seductively walked over to the bed, sitting next to me.

“Oh, come on tell me, why are you being so shy?” Her fingers danced along my shoulders and across my neck. I could feel the blood rushing in my body. I squirmed underneath her touch, it felt so damn good, but I also felt so embarrassed.

“Maybe this will help you feel a bit more comfortable,” Ushio tugged at her kimono lowering it down past her breasts. They were such a perfect shape, not as big as Fuko’s but the shape made up for their lack in size. And her nipples were stiff, already needing to be touched.

“Go on, touch them, you’ll feel better,” Ushio took my hands in hers and placed them on her tits, squeezing and groping them along with me. Her face lit up, “oh, you feel so good,” she wrapped her arms around me and hugged tightly, shaking my body back and forth, my face squished between her tits. “It’s been far too long since I’ve had anyone touch them. And for my kind that’s not a good thing,” she said.

“Your kind?” I asked.

Ushio pulled away, “wait you don’t know? Haru didn’t tell you?”

“Tell me what?”

“Hmmph, that’s just like him. And I thought the whole reason he sent you here was because he wanted me back. I guess it really was just to settle the tab then,” Ushio got off the bed and looked as if she was going to leave me.

I couldn’t let my chances slip on by like this. I don’t know what I said or did to upset her, but I couldn’t have her just walk out on me, taking all my hopes of ever being with my futa loves away with her.

“Wait!” Don’t go,” I called out. Ushio stopped and turned around. “Talk to me, I don’t want you to go.”

“It’s no use, Haru won’t ever change. It would be better for the rest of us if we didn’t wait on him,” said Ushio.

Whoever this woman was, I’m sure she knew Haru better than I did. Still, I had to help her. I could tell she cared for Haru, even though she didn’t want to admit it completely. And even though there really wasn’t anything I could say to make her feel better, maybe there was something I could do. In the same way she helped me feel better.

I frantically unbuttoned my pants, kicking my legs trying to free them, “wait… wait…” I managed to get the damn things off, “come touch it, maybe you’ll feel better.” I held my hard cock in my hand, giving it a playful wave at her.

Ushio smiled, her eyes still a bit watery, “I knew you would be a playful one,” she said. Ushio came back over to me, her fingers wrapping around my cock, “oh, you’re hard. Did my tits do that?”

“Oh, yeah. I’ve never touched a pair like yours.”

Ushio’s fingers tickled and teased the tip, her mind getting lost in the meditative stroking. She admired and played and studied my cock as if it was a work of art, something that she had to come to understand.

“Feeling better?” I asked.

“Mmmhmm, thank you,” said Ushio.

“So tell me, what’s the story between you and Haru?”

“Okay, well… I was one of Haru’s…” she stopped speaking, and her hand slowly stopped stroking my cock. She looked into my eyes, “If I tell you, you promise not to leave?”

“I promise,” I said.

Ushio eyed me suspiciously, not quite believing me. She swished her mouth around and let the spit drip out of her mouth and down the tip of my cock, rubbing it all over with her hand.

“Damn,” I exhaled, “that’s nice, what are you doing?”

“I’m making sure you keep your promise and don’t leave. Now you’ll have to stay if you want to finish.”

Ushio watched the level of satisfaction on my face grow ever more intense, my body tense and I held in as much as I could as she built the pleasure up inside me to almost excruciating levels and then… she stopped, pulling her hand away just as I was on the absolute edge. Denying me what I wanted, making me wait for it.

“Perhaps it’s better I show you what I mean,” said Ushio. The anticipation of the moment ate at me. The anticipation to see what she had to show, and the anticipation to have her touch my aching cock once again, and not leave me with such brutal torture.

Ushio untied her kimono, letting the fabric slink off her body, sliding down to the floor and pooling around her feet. My gaze went from the soft features of her face to her slender tummy and curvy hips. And then between her legs.

“You’re a futa!” I exclaimed, practically jumping out of the bed with excitement. This was the closest I’ve ever gotten to one. Wait a second, I touched her, I touched those breasts. That wasn’t just an ordinary woman’s breasts. That was… I knew it, that’s why she felt so enticing and playful and comforting.

“You’re not mad?” Ushio asked.

“Mad? Madly in love perhaps,” I wrapped my arms around her and gave her a big hug, “I can’t believe it, look at you,” I grabbed her shoulders. “Look at your tits, your hips…” my hands touched each part I named, “and look at your…”

“My cock?” Said Ushio.

“Can I?”

“Go on,” said Ushio.

My hands slid along the soft curves of her hips towards her core, towards her hard and erect futa cock. Did I get it hard? Did playing with my cock, make Ushio hard for me?” Just the thought of it made the precum drip from my tip.

“Why did you think I would be mad?” I asked petting her smooth cock.

“Well, I’ve never met a human who liked me, or any futa for that matter. That’s why we usually have to stick together. But I lost…” Ushio started to look upset again.

I didn’t want to see her so upset. I liked when she giggled, not when she teared up. I lowered myself down on my knees. Her cock hard between my hands. “Tell me what happened,” I said. I stuck my tongue out, teasing the tip of her cock with it.

Ushio giggled and placed her hand on my head, “that tickles… okay, I’ll tell you.” My hands glided along her dripping futa cock as she told me her story. “I lost my futa familia… or should I say Haru lost us. He was always a drinker but it got worse. And one night he bet all his futas against Sumi in a game of mahjong. Haru never loses, but the drinking got the best of him and so did Sumi.”

“Then why are you here and not with Sumi?” I asked. She didn’t know it but I knew a lot about Sumi and his futas, and I couldn’t imagine Sumi letting one of them go any place where I might find her.

“He didn’t want me. Sumi only wanted the ones he thought prettiest. And I guess I didn’t make the cut.”

“That’s ridiculous, all futas are beautiful. Just look at you,” I couldn’t keep my hands off Ushio, I wanted to grab and squeeze every bit of her. The way her cock throbbed in my grasp. The way her breasts jiggled as I stroked her. What is not to love? “But why didn’t you go back to Haru?”

“After he lost his favorite futa, his true love, he just didn’t have it in himself anymore to be with the rest of us.”

“I don’t understand how anyone wouldn’t want to be with this,” I said, giving that pretty smooth cock of hers a kiss.

“You’re too kind,” said Ushio, her hands fiddling at my trousers.

“I’m not being kind. I’m being honest.”

Our words were a sweet comfort to each other. Her lips tasted equally sweet entangled with my own.

“Tell Haru not to worry about his tab. I’ll work something out with the owner. There’s something about you. I think Haru needs you. I don’t know why I feel this way, but I do.”

“Thank you, thank you so much,” I placed my hand on Ushio’s cheek pulling her in for another kiss. I don’t know how I could be of any help to Haru. And honestly, I still really only cared for getting into the bathhouse, but if this was important to Ushio, I felt like I couldn’t let this futa down.

Ushio removed my pants. My cock stood straight and erect for her. The sight of her futa cock made me so incredibly hard. Getting even the tiniest glimpse of a futa cock from the futas of the bathhouse was difficult, they always hid it under the water, or walked around in towels, only a bulge occasionally noticeable.

“I’m guessing you’ve never fucked a futa before,” said Ushio.

“Uh… Uh… The only futas I’ve seen were Sumi’s… and well you know how he is.”

“It’s a shame he won’t let his futas play with the humans. Haru was never so greedy,” Ushio licked her lips. Wetting her mouth, bringing it to my cock, her tongue tasting my tip, licking the drips of precum up. “You can help us, all of us,” said Ushio, forcing her mouth deep down my shaft and sucking me up.

Fuck, did her warm mouth ever feel so damn good. I clutched her hair, soft and long as it fitted between my fingers. Saliva pooled in her mouth and drooled over my cock, making me slick and lubricated for her nimble fingers to glide up and down with absolute ease.

“Are you ready to be inside?” Asked Ushio. I was so ready, her pussy dripped with her sweet juices, her cock dripped with precum as it twitched with excitement.

“Fuck, please,” I begged. Ushio pushed me down onto my back, tearing my shirt off my body. Hovering her cock and pussy above me and lowering herself down. She grabbed my cock and held it straight, sinking her cunt down my shaft. She slid her wet pussy further down until the whole of my length penetrated deep inside of her.

“Mmm, that feels good,” moaned Ushio, grinding her hips against me, shaking her body on my throbbing cock. Her breasts jiggled in my face, I reached up and pinched her stiff nipples, Ushio let out a satisfied cry, biting her lip, raising and lower her hips. Her cock danced with the motions of her body, slapping against me as she sped up.

My hands went to her thighs, holding her as I thrusted up inside. Ushio slamming down. Our bodies glistened with sweat.

“The thing about us futas is; we get to enjoy the best of both worlds,” Ushio took my hand and guided it to her cock. She let the spit ooze down her lips and onto the tip. Rubbing the gooey saliva down along with my hand, while my cock pounded inside of her. I could feel her pussy tighten around my cock, her own cock swelling with the need to release her cum.

“I want you… to… cum with me,” Ushio panted, her tongue hanging over her bottom lip, a strand of spit dangling. We hastened our play, our bodies rolling in the bed as we each tried to grab and secure the other down. I thrusted my tip furiously in her, my hand stroking the head of her cock. Ushio bucked her hips, our faces contorted with restrained pleasure until neither one of us could hold back any longer. Cum shot from my cock, filling her deep inside, leaking down my cock and out of her tight cunt. Ushio moaned and gripped my shoulders, collapsing her body on top of mine, her breasts pressed against my chest. Her warm load erupted between the two of us, sticking our bodies together.

We wrapped our arms around each other, breathing the scent of our sex in, Ushio nestled her head between my shoulder and neck, “I know you can help,” she whispered, her tongue teasing my ear, “go back to Haru, tell him the tab is settled.”

I didn’t want to leave Ushio. I wanted to hold her, I didn’t want to let go of her body so soon. The way her breathing tickled my neck, I didn’t want any of it to end. Yet I wanted to help her. I didn't know how I could though. It’s not like she gave me any clear directions. She seemed to trust in me though.

I went back to the cherry blossom tree where Haru’s shrine was located. The petals fell almost constantly, as if enchanted to never stop falling. I knelt before his shrine and clapped my hands three times. The petals began to swirl clouding my vision. Haru appeared from the settling tornado of pink and white.

“Your tab is paid off,” I said.

“Oh, you actually did it?” Asked Haru. He seemed much more in control of himself, not stumbling over his own two feet like last time.

“Yeah, of course I did,” I said.

“Well, a deal’s a deal,” said Haru, he pinched the stem of the cherry blossom blooming from the top of his head and broke it off. He gave the one end a lick and stuck it to my forehead. Another petal blossomed in place of the one he just removed.

“There you are,” said Hau, blowing at the petal dangling from my face, “now Sumi won’t be able to tell you’re a human.

My face dropped with disbelief, “are you serious. That’s it. I thought you were going to do some sort of spirit magic or something.”

“Spirit magic? I can’t do any magic,” said Haru.

“But… But you’re kodama,” I said.

Haru shrugged his shoulders, “trust me, this will work.”

I doubted very much that Haru’s ‘disguise’ would manage to convince anyone. Especially not Sumi. I mean Sumi was a kodama himself, he’s seen me before.

“Alright well, see you around. Thanks again for taking care of that tab for me,” cherry blossoms swam in the air, circling around Haru until settling. I had a feeling I knew exactly where he took off to. Even if this was my most foolish attempt yet at gaining entrance, I was still going to give it a go. The worst case scenario is I find myself falling flat on my butt once again. I didn’t have anything to lose. Not really.

I arrived at the main gates of the bathhouse. Sumi sat at the entrance, a wooden pipe in his hand, smoke swirling out of his lips as he contemplated the sky. Sumi gave me a nod and that was all, he didn’t say a word, or hardly took any notice of me. I was in disbelief. This whole time, was it really this easy to fool him. It seemed way too simple. How could a simple flower petal fool him so badly. Either way I wasn’t going to argue with it. It worked, and I was going to get what I wanted.

I entered the bathhouse. Fuko’s tiny feet patted along the tile, she stopped and turned, seeing me standing at the entrance.

“Tomoya!” Shouted Fuko, she jumped up, her voluptuous tits jiggling behind her micro bikini. She ran up to me, throwing her arms around my body, “how did you get past Sumi? And what’s this doing on your head,” Fuko plucked the petal off me, inspected it for a moment and then placed it into her hair.

“You see I-”

“Oh, it doesn’t matter, come on… Hitomi is outside waiting for me, she’s not going to believe this.”

I followed behind Fuko, her tiny bikini showing off her tight cute ass, to the outdoor bathhouse.”

“Look who it is,” said Fuko.

The steam settled around Hitomi as she glanced up from the pool, “Tomoya?” Said Hitomi in disbelief.

“Mmmhmm,” said Fuko, “A real human, can you believe it? It’s been so long.”

“It really has, too bad Nadeko isn’t here, she’s been dying to play with a human,” said Hitomi.

“We all have,” Fuko slid into the water next to Hitomi, “what are you waiting for, get in Tomoya.”

“Right right, of course,” I removed my shirt and pants, disrobing down to my boxers. I dipped a toe into the warm water.

“Are you going to leave those on?” Asked Fuko.

“Hmm?”

“Your boxers, you don’t need those.”

I removed my boxers as well, exposed before the two beautiful futas. Just being naked before them made the blood rush to my cock.

“Excited already, Tomoya?,” said Hitomi.

“Oh shush, Hitomi. I like it,” said Fuko.

I sank my body into the warmth of the bath. The water enveloping my skin, my worries melting away. I wanted to mention everything Ushio had said to me, but my attention wandered elsewhere. Mostly to Fuko’s cleavage, and Hitomi’s sparkling eyes.

“Let’s not waste any time, who knows when Sumi might be back,” Fuko dove under the water. Hitomi started to kick and squirm.

“What… what are you doing,” said Hitomi.

Fuko rose up out of the water holding Hitom’s bikini in her hands, “Ha, got it.”

“Give that back,” said Hitomi wading after Fuko.

“Tomoya! Catch,” Fuko tossed the bikini over Hitomi, I reached up and snatched it off Hitomi’s finger tips.

“You too?” Pouted Hitomi, her big doe eyes looking up into mine.

“If you’re good maybe I’ll give them back,” I said.

“Is this good,” Hitomi’s fingers tickled at the head of my cock.

I let out a sigh, “It’s a start.”

Hitomi submerged herself underwater. Her tongue teased my cock, and soon her lips wrapped around it.

Fuko raised her eyebrows, “Hey don’t forget about me.” Fuko pulled at the string of her top, letting it fall from her breasts, floating on top of the water. “I bet you’ve been dying to know what these feel like,” said Fuko, rubbing up against me, her stiff nipples grazing across my chest.

Hitomi reemerged, gasping for air, “How was that?”

“Perfect,” I muttered, my cock throbbed for her return. In the meantime Fuko’s breasts fit nicely in my hands, she panted and moaned as I played with her sweet nipples.

“Are we everything that you’ve imagined?” Asked Fuko.

“He hasn’t even played with the best part yet,” said Hitomi.

“You mean this?” I watched as Fuko’s hand grabbed Hitmoi’s cock under the water.

“Hitomi’s eyes widened, “mmm, exactly.”

“Come on Tomoya, help me out,” said Fuko.

I placed my hand just above Fuko’s, pleasing the tip of Hitomi’s hard cock, as Fuko worked the shaft.

“Fuck! You two, that feels too good. Stop… stop… I don’t want to cum yet,” Hitomi begged.

“That’s no fun,” said Fuko, easing up.

“At least let me have Tomoya, inside my pussy before I cum,” said Hitomi.

“What do you say? Are you ready to be inside a futa?” Fuko asked, kissing my cheek.

“You know it,” I said.

The three of us got out of the pool and toweled ourselves dry. Though the two futa’s kept their pussy’s wet and ready for my cock.

Hitomi laid herself out on the outdoor mat, the sun glistening off her skin, “Come on Tomoya, don’t make me wait,” Hitomi bucked her hips, her cock bouncing hard and erect in the air. I certainly wasn’t going to leave her waiting. I couldn’t wait either, the sight of her body, her cock and tits and pussy, made my own cock twitch with an intense need to penetrate her wet cunt. I lifted Hitomi’s hips up, teasing my cock against her wet pussy.

“Darn, I never thought you’d be this big,” said Fuko, admiring my cock, “here, let me help.” Fuko let her spit drip down her lips, and over my cock. I used the extra lubrication to slowly tease Hitomi’s hole open.

“Oh, fuck,” Hitomi moaned.

“I think she likes it,” said Fuko, reaching for her cock, “give her more.”

I shoved the full length of my cock inside Hitomi. Hitomi lifted her hips, taking me in deeper. Fuko stroked Hitomi’s hard cock. The two of us granted Hitomi pleasure to every part of her fantastic body.

“More… please more,” begged Hitomi, she squirmed from my thrusting. Fuko went down on her, engulfing Hitomi’s cock with her mouth. The steam of the bathhouse warmed my back as I mounted Hitomi more intensely, her tits bouncing to the rhythm of my pounding. Fuko kept her mouth latched onto Hitomi as our bodies rocked back and forth.

Sweat dripped down my forehead, my legs tired but none of that stopped me. Hitomi’s cries filled me with the energy I needed.

“Please cum inside me, I need it,” begged Hitmoi. I wasn’t going to disappoint her, I thrusted the tip of my cock fast and hard in her wet cunt, building up the need to explode. Hitomi grabbed her cock and started masturbating furiously. “Fuck, yes that’s it, cum with me.” We were both on the edge, holding in and building it up as much as possible, but it was about time, we gritted out teeth knowing release was near.

“Wait!” Fuko cried out, getting to her feet, “don’t forget about me.” Fuko brought her cock over to my lips. I opened my mouth to receive her. Sucking on her hard futa cock, precum dripped from the tip. Fuko clutched my hair, her futa cock swelling with the need to cum. The intense energy overwhelmed the three of us. I couldn’t hold back any longer, I gave one last hard push deep inside Hitomi, cum erupting from my cock and filling her cunt as it tightened around me. Hitomi’s cock twitched in the air, streams of cum spilling out, sticking to my chest and her tits.

“I love you two,” Fuko tilted her head back, pulling out of my mouth, her cum raining down on me and Hitomi, the two of us laughed as her sticky white cum adhered to Hitomi’s hair.

“Ugh, now I’m gonna have to wash it again,” said Hitomi, playing with the cum.

“Don’t worry, I’ll help clean you off,” Fuko licked the drops of cum off Hitomi’s cock and out of her pussy. “I’ll clean you too, Tomoya,” Fuko’s tongue licking cum off my already too sensitive cock.

I winced with pleasure, “fuck that’s too good.”

“You’re too good,” said Fuko, kissing my cheek, “you need to stay with us.”

“But Sumi…” I said, disheartened. I wanted to stay. Fuck, there was no way I could leave this.

“You let us worry about Sumi,” said Hitomi, caressing my cheek with her thumb, “we’re not about to lose the first human we’ve had since…”

“...Haru,” said Fuko, finishing Hitomi’s sentence.

I could sense just how tense the two of them got at the mention of Haru. Maybe Ushio was right. Perhaps I really was needed here. What if all of Sumi’s futa’s felt this way. If so then it was up to me to help them. I don’t know why but they all seemed to trust me. And I wanted to help. Not just so I could play with them. Though I did want to play, I never had more fun than playing with a futa. But I wanted to do this for them as well, they all seemed to miss having humans around to play with. And if there was a possibility to rebuild the relationship between futas and humans then I knew I had no other choice but to try.

“You should go for now, before Sumi finds out. Take this with you,” said Fuko, removing the cherry blossom from her hair and placing it in my palm.

“Don’t worry, we’ll do what we can on our side. If you need us you’ll know where to find us,” said Hitomi.

I didn’t want to leave them, but for now I had no choice, we didn’t exactly have a plan. For now I just had to be patient and wait for the next step to present itself naturally to me. For now I just had to enjoy the moment I got to spend with the most wonderful beauties I’ve ever experienced. For now, that was enough.
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