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Threesome At the Futa Love Hotel

I was surprised as anything when my stepmom agreed to let me go to Japan with Hitomi. We had only just met Hitomi on our getaway vacation. To be honest there wasn’t a whole lot that we really knew about her. We knew some stuff. Like the fact that she was a futa just like my stepmom. Which if you ask me was a major reason why my stepmom agreed to this. I couldn’t imagine her letting me take off to another country with a guy I just met or something.

The other thing we knew about Hitomi, and perhaps the most important was that she was on a very serious search for her missing friend Fuko. I don't know all the details. Only that Fuko means the world to Hitomi, and she won’t stop at anything until she finds her. When Hitomi told me about her friend, the way she felt about her, how Fuko is her world; I was moved. I knew if I was going to find anything in this life worth holding onto I would only get closer to it following Hitomi.

My stepmom has always been the most loving and caring and supportive person I knew. Whenever there’s a yearning in my heart she’s the first to tell me to chase after it. But I really thought I was going to get my hopes up when that yearning was going to take me out of university and almost across the entire world. Yet my stepmom continued being my stepmom, in that she wished me well and hoped I find what it is I’m after.

So I boarded a plane with Hitomi that was headed for Tokyo, but not before saying my goodbyes to my stepmom. And there’s only one way the two of us could properly say goodbye to one another.

The night before leaving my stepmom slept in my room with me. Of course, we did more than just sleep. We had to be quiet though, my father was only so far away and my door is only so thick. Normally I wouldn’t even consider doing this with my father in this house but this was a special occasion. It’s the last night we’d get to enjoy each other for a very very long time.

So we tried to squeeze every last drop of pleasure out of each other we could, while we could. As I undressed my stepmom, sliding her pajama bottoms down her legs, her hard futa cock sprang out for me to touch and taste, I couldn’t help but think how badly I wanted to have one and be a futa. To feel pleasure and to give it in the same way stepmom and Hitomi do. But I tried not to think about that, I wanted this to be just the two of us fully present with one another.

We did just about everything. I sucked and tugged her hard futa cock until she couldn’t take it anymore. I teased and denied her. I playfully acted as her dirty little slut, throating her cock and bending over the bed. Stepmom spread me, flipped me, and used me in every position imaginable. From behind, pounding into my tight wet pussy. Holding my legs over my head, thrusting her cock in, my perky tits bouncing as I pinched and played with my stiff nipples. A few times I had to have my stepmom cover my mouth with her hand. The way her thick futa cock took full control and ownership of my young pussy, I would have been screaming if she hadn’t.

The two of us went at it until my juicy pussy milked every drop of delicious futa cum out of her. I rode on top of her, stepmom lifting her hips to hit it deeper. My body quivering, pussy gushing and hugging her cock in, my hand squeezing her voluptuous tits. And stepmom’s full release, her warm cum filling my pussy to the brim, stuffing me full of her love for me. There was no better way in this world to say goodbye.

And now all of that is a day and hundreds of miles behind me. Ahead of me now is a new adventure in a whole new world. At least I kept calling it an adventure, I think doing so helped me cope with the fact that deep down I had no idea what I was getting myself into or what could possibly happen next. A feeling both freeing and absolutely mortifying.

“So where exactly are we heading?” I asked as we left the busy airport and hopped into a taxi. Hitomi did all the talking with the driver, I couldn’t understand a word between them.

“First to an old friend’s place where we can stay for the night then tomorrow the real search can begin,” answered Hitomi.

I wondered who this old friend of hers is. Maybe a cute old Japanese grandmother or something. That would be nice.

“Don’t worry,” Hitomi added, “I’m positive you’ll love it there.”

I nodded. I wasn’t too worried or anything, maybe a little with anticipation but that was all. From what I’ve seen of Hitomi she seems to live rather simply. I mean, I met her in the woods, wearing nothing but a gown. The two of us relaxing by the lake. All I really need is some rest after such a long flight, where we stayed for that didn’t really matter.

The taxi came to a stop, Hitomi exited and I followed behind her. The taxi took off and it was just Hitomi and I and about hundreds of strangers walking along to wherever they were going. Most of them, at least to me, all looked like the idyllic version of a Japanese businessman. Watching them from the outside, they all looked like they could be extras in some movie or anime. But I wondered, how far from the truth that was if I saw their lives through their eyes.

Many of them practically stopped in their tracks or as they passed by would crane their necks around to get another look at Hitomi. I couldn’t blame them for that. For two reasons; one, Hitomi is breathtakingly gorgeous even on her worse day. And second, Hitomi had no other clothes but a sheer white gown that is easily seen through so I let her borrow some of my clothes.

Let’s just say my clothes were a bit too small for her. The top is extra tight, only covering as much as a midriff might. And Hitomi, not able to fit into one of my bras had to go without one, her perky nipples pressed against the fabric of the shirt, their outline very noticeable and very enticing. As for the bottoms, the only thing I could get her in was this short little plaid skirt I had. With Hitomi’s long slender legs, it wasn’t just a mini skirt anymore but a micro mini skirt. All Hitomi had to do was barely move in just the right way and the back of the skirt would lift enough to reveal the soft pink panties I lent her. So yeah, she got a lot of attention.

“This is the place,” said Hitomi.

I looked around, not sure where she was talking about. We appeared to be in one of the busiest business sections of the city, who could possibly live here?

“Where?” I asked, seeing nothing but businessmen quickly avert their eyes as I caught each one sneaking a peek at Hitomi.

“Right in front of you,” said Hitomi pointing up to a large glowing neon sign that even during this time of day seemed to overpower the sunlight and shine as bright as if it were night.

The sign, of course, was in Japanese, each character glowing a luminescent pink. Underneath that, however, in much smaller print was the English translation. It read: The Futa Love Hotel.

“What is this place?” I asked. I guess the answer should have been obvious. I’ve heard of Japan’s love hotels before, who hasn’t, but I never imagined this. The outside of the building was huge, towered over every other building around. And such an odd location, why in the middle of the business district, it looked so out of place with its bright neon sign and large reflective windows.

“I’m surprised you’ve never heard of it. It’s the Futa Love Hotel, the only one of its kind, it’s kind of famous. My friend Tomoya is the owner. He’s a decent guy but a bit of perv, so watch out,” Hitomi gave me a nudge in the ribs, “Though he’s really only into futas so you probably won’t have anything to worry about.”

Too bad, I thought. If having to fend off some perv was the price of being a futa it was one I’d be willing to pay. Anything to have a pretty futa cock between my legs.

“So this is where we’re staying then?”

“This is the place.”

And with that Hitomi led me inside.

Breathtaking. Incredible. There’s no other way to describe it. The place sure was popular. So many people milled about the lobby. Talking, laughing, touching… nothing too crazy, all very respectful in that regard. But still, there was a certain sort of lessening of boundaries that seemed to be going on here. Even the way some of the women rested themselves on the laps of another, it seemed appropriate here.

But then, they probably weren’t women, at least not all of them. This was the Futa Love Hotel, so some of them must be futas too. The more I took in my surroundings it slowly became clear who was a futa. There was something different there, in the way they carried themselves, the energy they gave off. It was markedly different yet impossible to describe.

Hitomi said something in Japanese to the concierge. Not too long after she waved toward someone in the distance.

“HITOMI!” A lanky black-haired Japanese male shouted out at the top of his lungs. His gait quickened as he rushed toward Hitomi, not quite running but not a jog either, more of a mix between excited hops and short sprints.

That must be the owner and not at all what I was expecting when Hitomi said he owned the place. His glasses were crooked and didn’t sit right on his face, his clothing unassuming, and that cheeriness, I imagined someone with more of a gangster… or I guess yakuza type of attitude.

Tomoya wrapped his arms around Hitomi in a hug, shaking her from side to side as they embraced one another.

“It’s good to see you, Tomoya,” said Hitomi in English

“It’s so good to see you too, how long has it been?” Tomoya asked, following Hitomi’s lead and using English too. Though he did have a pretty heavy accent whereas Hitomi could have easily passed for a native speaker.

“Nearly ten years,” answered Hitomi.

Ten Years! How long did they know each other for? Hitomi looked my age, how old was she really?

I stood awkwardly by Hitomi’s side waiting to be introduced. It got even more awkward when Tomoya slid his hand down Hitomi”s back, lifted her skirt, and grabbed a handful of her tight butt.

“Hey now, dirty boy… I’m not here for any of that,” Hitomi swatted his hand away, though not actually bothered by it.

“Wish you were,” said Tomoya, pulling his hand back.

I shouldn’t judge him. If I’m being honest There was a moment while they were hugging that my attention had been directed elsewhere. That is, toward a beautiful futa. She had such long dyed red hair and her top was this tight little blouse that showed off most of her cleavage. And there was a lot of cleavage, her breasts mouthwateringly immaculate. And as I started watching her bend over I had to admit her booty wasn’t too bad either. Maybe everyone’s got a bit of perv in them, especially in a place like this. I don’t know if it was something in the air or what but just being in this place was getting me all hot and horny.

“So what does bring you back here?” Tomoya asked.

“We just need a place to rest for the night,” said Hitomi.

“We?” Tomoya raised a quizzical eyebrow.

“This is my new female friend,” Hitomi placed a hand on the swole of my back and pushed me gently forward. She emphasized the female part for obvious reasons.

“Nice to meet you, I’m Tomoya,” he bowed respectfully at the waist.

“Becca,” I said, a little nervous. I bowed the same, though more awkwardly, unsure of whether I was supposed to or not, but he didn’t give it any thought.

“Hmmm,” Tomoya rubbed his chin, thinking something over, “How does the penthouse suite sound?”

“That isn’t really ne-”

“Nonsense, anything less wouldn’t be right. This place wouldn’t even exist if it wasn’t for you and Fuko. Speaking of which, why isn’t she wi-”

“The penthouse will be perfect,” said Hitomi, not letting him finish that thought.

“Wonderful,” Tomoya clapped his hands together. He leaned in slightly and sort of whispered but not really to me, “You’re gonna love it, beautiful room and Hitomi here… a goddess in every way. You’re going to have lots of fun with her.”

My cheeks burned red. I waved my hands in front of my face, “No no, it’s not like that. I’m here with her because-” Hitomi shot me a glance, one I understood to mean ‘stop talking right now.’ And so I just went quiet and didn’t say another word.

“A little shy? Most first-timers are, don’t worry I’m sure Hitomi will take good care of you,” said Tomoya.

“Yes, thank you,” I bowed again, wanting nothing more than to escape this situation before I say anything too stupid.

Tomoya went behind the concierge desk and handed us our key cards, one for the both of us. “Enjoy… and Hitomi… it really is nice seeing you again. Any chance you’ll be sticking around?”

“Sorry, I can’t. But I miss you too Tomoya.” Hitomi and Tomoya blushed. I felt embarrassed for both of them. They must have been ex-lovers or something.

The last thing I saw before the elevator doors closed was that redhead futa. A woman took a seat next to her on this red velvet couch, resting her head on the futa’s bosom. The redhead stroked the woman’s hair gently, lovingly. The futa looked up, her eyes catching mine. Can I rest there too? I asked internally. The elevator doors closed.

Alone with Hitomi in the elevator, I felt I could finally speak freely. And so I did, “How come you didn’t want him to know about Fuko?”

“He’s got enough to deal with,” said Hitomi.

“Yeah but… if she’s that important to him, don’t you think he should know?”

Hitomi sighed deeply, “You’re probably right.” Hitomi took another deep breath, “I just wouldn’t be able to stand to see his face. I’ve barely come to terms with it myself, having to tell him, it would be like reliving the tragedy all over again.”

“I understand,” and I said nothing more of it.

Walking into our room I couldn’t believe my eyes. It was like I was transported to another time and place entirely. I know nothing about decor but it looked as I’d imagine a feudal Japanese lords villa might look. The calligraphy and paintings, stunning. The wood furniture is hand engraved with the most intricate designs. And in the bedroom, that bed… oh my the bed, big enough to fit an entire harem on it, all wrapped in light red fairy curtains.

“Holy shit, it’s like a palace,” I said, scouring from one corner of the room to the next, inspecting every statue, every bit of crystal and gold.

“Wait until you see the bath, it’s like a hot spring,” said Hitomi, smiling as she watched me putter around, finding something new to astonish myself with every gasp of breath. “There will be time for that later though, we should get some rest first. We had a long flight,” Hitomi tossed the shirt I gave her onto the floor, baring her perky tits. Next, she eschewed the tiny little skirt but kept the panties on. Parting the curtains Hitomi jumped into the bed and let out a breath of relief.

Hitomi had no problem finding comfort the moment her head hit the pillow. I felt I should have been able to do the same but couldn’t. I paced around the different rooms, the kitchen, bath, den; mesmerized by the artifacts placed within them. I felt like a princess in her castle. I had too much energy to sleep.

“Are you horny?” Hitomi asked out of nowhere.

“Huh?” I stopped in front of the bed, peeling the curtain back, Hitomi laying there half-naked and her eyes closed. “Why would you think that?”

“Because you haven’t stopped moving.”

“How would you know, your eyes are closed?”

“I can feel you moving. We have another long day tomorrow, you’re going to need your rest. Are you horny?” She asked again.

I thought it over. Maybe I was a bit. Definitely excited, that’s for sure. Then I thought about the redheaded futa I saw in the lobby, the way I felt drinking in the sight of her voluptuous body, the way her glance made me quiver.

“Maybe a little,” I confessed.

“I thought so, I swear that perv Tomoya pumps aphrodisiacs through the vents or something. Why don’t you come join me in the bed and I can help take care of that for you,” Hitomi offered.

“Really?” But before she had a chance to answer I had already passed through the curtain and onto the bed.

“Mmhmm, it’ll help you relax. Help you get some rest,” Hitomi sat herself up, her breasts bouncing sweetly as she did. I felt I was free to look at and enjoy them now. I had only ever seen them concealed by her gown. Out in the open, they looked even more delectable. Her futa cock however I have seen before and was excited to see it again.

“So tell me, what is it that you like, what turns you on?” Hitomi asked, helping me out of my shirt and leggings. “You already know a bit of what I enjoy, so please tell me what it is that I can do for you?” Hitomi undid the hooks of my bra, slipping the straps off my shoulder. I rolled onto my back and lifted my legs in the air, Hitomi peeling my panties off next.

“Hmmm,” I swung back up to a seated position. I wasn’t exactly sure how far Hitomi would be willing to go or even what I was in the mood for. I didn’t want to spend too much time thinking about it though, that would just mean less time experiencing what will be.

“Well, to start I really enjoy having my nipples played with. It’s a sure-fire way to get my pussy wet,” I said, my cheeks turning a slight red. Sure, I’ve seen futa cock before, even played with it, stroking and sucking until Hitomi came for me, but we didn’t really say much to each other then, didn’t use any of the naughty words or phrases I would with my stepmom.

“Like this?” Hitomi cupped my perky breasts in her hands. Massaging gently at first, working her fingers toward my stiff nipples. Pinching them both between her thumb and forefinger she twisted and tugged.

Biting my bottom lip, I nodded, “Mmhmm,” exhaling a soft moan. “T-t that’s good,” I whimpered under her touch. “You can be a little rougher,” I encouraged.

Hitomi added more pressure, tugging one and then the other, over and over as if she were milking me. “Better?”

“Mnnn… fuck, that’s good,” I squirmed from side to side, the pleasure of her touch already mounting inside of me. “Perfect… I’m already getting a little wet.” I slid my hand between my legs, teasing my fingers between my pussy lips and over my clit, spreading my gushing juices over it. I spread my legs wide and lifted my hips slightly, giving myself more room, grinding my pussy against my palm.

“Let me,” said Hitomi, grabbing my wrist and pulling my hand away.

“Mmm, alright,” I nodded as Hitomi slipped her fingers over my wet pussy. “Just use the tip of your finger to rub my clit. The lightest touch, like an artist using a delicate brush to paint small strokes.

“Like this?” Hitomi asked, her finger gliding back and forth over my sensitive little clit.

“Mhhmmm,” I nodded, my mouth shut tight. Fuck, she figured that out quick. Her light touch made me quiver and clench. I wouldn’t orgasm like this but the tease would bring me right to the edge and keep me there. A beautiful tortuous sort of pleasure that I loved to receive so much and the longer it went on for the wilder it drove me. “J- just like that, hold that pace…. Fuck, so good.”

Hitomi took full command of my body. My only job was to lay there and receive her pleasure. A job I could do quite well, though I may squirm a bit, I wasn’t going anywhere. Hitomi sure had some magic fingers. The way she pleasured my sweet little pussy, it was something else.

Honestly, I don’t even think I touch myself this good. But then Hitomi had worlds of experience that I didn’t. And as a futa pleasure was her special gift, not something just to be experienced for the self, but something to master and provide for another. That’s what Hitomi seemed to embody. That’s the song her fingers tapped and beated and played. A song that made this horny girl gush.

“And what’s the best way to make you cum?” Hitomi asked, her delicate fingers keeping rhythm as she spoke.

The best way to make me cum? Well, that was obvious. Nothing made me cream myself like getting pounded by a hard futa cock. But would Hitomi be okay with that? We’ve never gone that far before. We’ve helped each other reach release. But only with the hands or mouth, never penetration. Never… before… but now… maybe? This is the Futa Love Hotel, and whether Tomoya really was adding aphrodisiacs to the air supply or not, surely we both have to admit there’s something about the atmosphere of this place.

“Well, if you really want to make me cum there’s nothing like a thick futa cock fucking my tight puss. But of course, I understand if you don’t-”

Hitomi pressed a solitary finger to my lips, “If it will help you get the release you need… that’s all that matters.” Hitomi traced her fingers down my chin, neck, and shoulders. Pushing gently she eased me down onto my back.

Next Hitomi crawled on top of me, lifting one leg of mine and resting it on her back. She teased the head of her cock between my juicy pussy lips, slipping through the juices and sliding over my clit. As she inserted the tip of her cock a moan escaped my lips, my tight pussy stretching open to fit her as she pressed her cock in deeper. Hitomi’s cock was markedly bigger than my stepmom’s and my poor pussy was not used to getting stretched this much.

“Fuck, you’re so big,” I gasped, hands squeezing Hitomi’s sweet ass as she moved her hips back and forth in short slow motions, working me open before she gave me everything she’s got.

Hitomi giggled, her head nestled on my shoulder, her breasts pressed against mine. Nipples rubbing as Hitomi slid up and down, sinking her futa cock up to the base.

“Mnnn… give me all of that cock,” I spread her ass as she thrusted deep inside of me, fingers digging into her supple flesh.

“Harder Hitomi, fuck me harder,” I begged. Hitomi wrapped her arms around my back, holding me tight and close. Lifting her hips she pounded that massive cock of hers into my juicy cunt, fucking me in a steady rhythm.

“Fuck, Hitomi… yes… just like that… give me that futa cock, nnnn…”

Hitomi hit this pussy of mine harder but kept the same rhythm. Her warm breath tickled my ear with each stroke.

“Aa… ee… ee…” I could only form small squeaks, not words. Speaking was too much. The pleasure of her hard cock, also too much. So much and so fucking good. And Hitomi did not seem to tire. I on the other hand could hardly catch a breath, sticky with sweat.

My pussy squeezed her big futa cock, on the brink of orgasm. With greater effort, Hitomi continued to make sure each thrust forced her cock all the way in. That is until my pussy constricted itself around her thick cock so much that it pushed Hitomi straight out. A shrill cry of ecstasy spilled over my lips. And a simple huff escaped Hitomi. Shivers of energetic release cascading both within and pouring out of me. I clutched the sheets by my side, relinquishing myself to the feeling of the moment. Hitomi’s hard cock throbbed, showering me with its thick warm futa seed, sticking to my chest and tits.

“Feeling better?” Hitomi asked.

“Oh yes, thank you,” I replied, smiling pleasantly, my pussy no longer horny and well satisfied.

“Good,” Hitomi lent me a hand and helped me sit up, “Let’s go take a bath and then off to bed, sound good?”

“Sounds perfect.”

The bath really was something else. Large enough for the both of us, heated, jet streams. I probably could have fallen asleep right there if I really wanted to. And I think Hitomi actually did for a couple of minutes, though she playfully refused to admit to it. But we were clean now, and laying in that bed naked, Hitomi spooning me sweetly, all my urges fulfilled, I passed out within seconds.    

When I woke up night had fallen. I had no way of knowing how long I had been asleep for. The clock on the bedside table read 8:30 but since arriving in Tokyo I hadn’t once looked at a clock. Hitomi was still fast asleep next to me, she looked so pretty while she slept. I leaned over and kissed her cheek, caressed her beautiful hair, gently enough not to wake her.

My stomach growled. It had only just now occurred to me that I haven’t eaten anything since the plane. I needed food and we had nothing in the room. I suppose I could’ve ordered room service but I didn’t want to wake Hitomi and besides there’s a restaurant down by the lobby, might be fun to check this place out while we’re still here.

I grabbed the pad and pen on the side table and quickly scrawled a note for Hitomi:

Went to get food, be back soon.

-Becca

I got dressed and hopped into the elevator and took it down to the lobby. The lobby was practically empty compared to when we arrived. But that makes sense, I imagine around this time in the Futa Love Hotel most patrons are going to be spending it in their rooms. Still, I took frequent glances around. Truth be told, I was kind of hoping of seeing that redhead again. But she wasn’t there. Probably entertaining that woman who was cuddling up to her voluptuous breasts earlier.

The restaurant area was dimly lit. A few tables and a bar. And to my surprise sitting at the bar was the redhead. My heart slept with a moment of joy. I told myself to remain calm, no need to get ahead of myself here. Not yet. I needed to fill this hunger first before worrying about getting anything else filled.

I took a seat next to her all the same though. She smelled wonderfully of lilacs. A perfumed scent that tickles right down to the core. The man behind the bar approached me, asking or saying something in Japanese that I couldn’t understand.

“Um… eh…” I pointed to my mouth, probably looking like a fool.

“He what you would like to drink,” said the redheaded futa.

“You speak English, thank god… I’m actually trying to get something to eat. Can you help me?” I asked, and just like that, I had found my in with her.

“Sure,” she flashed me a bright smile, “What would you like?”

“Um, not sure. What’s good here?... And isn’t too much money,” I was paying my way currently by using my student loans. Maybe not the smartest idea but I had a feeling I’d be getting more out of time around Hitomi than at a university.

“Can I see your key card?” She asked.

It seemed like an odd request but I obliged, “Yeah, here,” I handed the card over.

“I thought so, you’re the pretty young thing that came in with Hitomi.” My cheeks turned as red as her hair when she said that. She handed the card back, “Just show him your card, everything already paid for.”

“Everything?”

“Yup. Whatever you want, it’s on the house, so to speak.”

Wow, Tomoya may be a perv but this was awfully nice of him. Hitomi must really mean a lot to him to do this for us. But then Fuko must be just as important, and that kind of saddened me. We needed to find her, I don’t know her, but a lot of people seem to care about her and her friends. That says something about a person, you know?

“As for what’s good here,” she continued, brushing her beautiful golden red locks out of her face, “Is everything. Nakamura is a world-class chef. Tomoya only hires the best.”

“Hmmm,” I thought it over, “Ramen?”

“You got it,” she called the man back over and ordered for me, very helpful. I had to repay her of course.

“You should get something too, whatever you want, it’s on me… or I guess I should say it’s on Tomoya.”

“That’s so sweet of you. What do you say we really stick it to the pervy bastard and order ourselves a bit more than just ramen,” She nudged me in the side, giggling.

“I say let’s do it,” I placed the card on top of the bar with a bit of over-exaggerated

flair and drama. “What’s your name by the way?”

“Sayaka,” she said, offering me her hand.

“Becca,” I replied, her hand delicate, soft, well-manicured.

Sayaka leaned over the bar to get the man’s attention. Though she didn’t only grab his attention but mine too. The way she leaned over, I couldn’t help but direct my attention to her big voluptuous breasts as they hung over the bar.

I had to hand it to her, Sayaka really knew how to spend someone else's money. Raman, sushi, yakitori, dumplings. Anything and everything practically on the menu. And the food itself, each bite more savory than the last. Especially the dumplings, my god the dumplings, I had a hard time pacing myself, continually popping those delectable little pockets of ambrosia into my mouth. My only wish was that Hitomi and I could stay here longer. Really, I felt like a princess in her castle.

Once our bellies were full the two of us got to talking a bit. I couldn’t tell for sure but I think Sayaka was flirting with me. She sure touched me a lot. Squeezing my thighs or rubbing my shoulder, smiling and laughing. Very playful, but then all the futas I’ve met always are. Then again they also almost always flirt, so yeah.

Soon enough though I had gotten my answer. Sayaka turned to face me, placing both hands on my knees, those gorgeous eyes of hers looking into mine.

“You know, my friend Lola and I don’t have anyone to entertain tonight. If you want, you can come back to our room. It’s so boring up there just the two of us. What do you say?” Sayaka shimmied her chest, her immaculate tits jiggling just so. That body of hers, like a spell, it was pulling me, making me imagine all the things I wanted to do to it or have it do to me.

I didn’t want to make Hitomi worry by being away for too long. But my own desire to experience all that the Futa Love Hotel had to offer was clearly going to be the victor here. Especially when it was offering such a curvy beauty and her friend. I’ve never had two futas at once. Now that’s an experience worth going for. I’m sure Hitomi would understand.

“That sounds perfect,” I said, caressing the top of her thick thigh.

“Wonderful,” she swung her arms around me in a hug, pulling me in. My face buried between her cleavage as she shook me from side to side. Yeah, I think I made the right choice here.

Sayaka and Lola had a room on the third floor. A much more simple room than the one Hitomi and I were staying in but nice all the same, still much nicer than any other hotel room I’ve stayed in before.

“Look what I brought to come play with us,” said Sayaka as the two of us entered her room.

Lola, relaxing comfortably on the bed in nothing but a pair of panties and bra, sat up, “Hey,” she blew me a kiss. Lola was a tall slender brunette, more cute than sexy.

“Hello,” I responded, a little shy.

“You’re Hitomi’s new plaything, right?” Lola asked.”I can’t promise we’re as skilled as she is, but I suppose what we lack there, we make up for in numbers.”

“Well, no. Not exactly, we’re friends actually.”

“I see, that’s good. Don’t be shy now, come join me on the bed,” Lola patted the pillow next to her.

Clearly, neither one of these futas had a single shy bone in their bodies. In fact, as I glanced over my shoulder, Sayaka was already starting to strip down. These two were not about to waste any time.

Sayaka unbuttoned the bottom to buttons of her blouse, top three already undone. As she unhooked her bra and let it fall to the floor all I could say was, “Wow.”

“You like?” Smirked Sayaka, crossing her arms underneath her breasts, lifting them, and then letting them drop. So much bounce and jiggle, So much to squeeze and suck and lick.

“Fuck yes,” I said in a low breathy voice.

“Go on then, give ‘em a feel,” said Lola as she removed her own bra, exposing a pair of full tits, not as big as Sayaka’s but nicely shaped and her nipples a bit puffy, which I liked the look of very much.

Sayaka hummed sweetly to herself as I massaged her large breasts, running my hands over every inch of them, getting a feel for their fullness. Those round nipples of hers stiffened the more I played, stiffened and beckoned for my mouth to come have a taste. And I wasn’t going to deny what they asked of me.

I lifted her breasts (they had quite a fair bit of weight to them) and brought them to my lips. Circling my tongue around her erect nipples, I licked and licked, and then sucked.

“Mmph, that’s nice,” Sayaka exhaled deeply, petting the top of my hair as I took turns sucking on each nipple. “If you really like sucking on a pair of nice juicy tits you should really give Lola’s over there a try.”

“Oh yeah? And why’s that?” I asked.

The two of them snickered, obviously up to something but what I didn’t know.

“You’ll have to give them a suck first if you want to find out,” said Sayaka.

“Alright, but only if you let me give this a suck after,” I grabbed her crotch and squeezed her hard futa cock.

“It’s a deal,” Sayaka spun me around and slapped my ass, “now go get her.”

While Lola laid on the bed I straddled on top of her, sitting myself in her lap, her futa cock pressing against my ass.

“Let’s see what’s so special about these tits of yours,” I said, licking my lips. I squeezed and massaged her supple breasts. Then pinched and tugged at her cute nipples. Lola squirmed beneath me, moaning softly the more I tugged and teased.

“Go on, use your mouth,” said Lola, that same smirk making its way back onto her lips.

I leaned in and sucked her pretty pink nipple into my mouth. My tongue is swirling and flicking. Then, as I sucked, the unexpected happened, taking me fully by surprise. My mouth filled with a sweet creamy liquid. Taken aback, I quickly opened my mouth, milk drooling over my bottom lip and down my chin, trickling between my cleavage.

“Is… is… that milk?” I asked, clicking my tongue and smacking my lips. It sure tasted sweet.

“Mmhmm,” Lola nodded, “You like?”

Saying nothing I dove back in for more. Wrapping my mouth around her sweet milk-producing nipples. Sucking them, filling my mouth with her delicious cream, swallowing some, and letting the rest drip over my body.

“I think that answers your question,” Sayaka remarked.

“Mhmm,” Lola pinched and tugged at the nipple my mouth was not concentrated on. Streams of milk spraying out as she tugged and pulled. The two of us soon enough covered in her creamy milk. While I enjoyed the taste of her milk, Lola pulled her thong off, her hard futa cock tapping against my booty. I

licked every drop of milk that dripped down her tits and over her tummy, dragging my tongue across her soft skin. While my mouth was busy with Lola’s body, I removed the rest of my clothing. My tits may not be as big as Sayaka’s nor are they able to produce milk like Lola’s, but they’re perky and cute and I love them. And that didn’t stop Lola from giving my own nipples a nice pinch and pull, and you know how wet that makes me.

Sayaka crawled onto the bed, her futa cock resting in her right hand, “Now wasn’t there something else you wanted to suck?” She asked, stroking her long cock up and down.

I sucked on Lola’s milk making tits, filling my mouth full of her cream. I let the milk spill out of my mouth and coated Sayaka’s smooth futa cock with it.

“Let’s give this a taste then,” I said, stroking her cock, milk squishing between my fingers.

I bent over and brought my lips to the tip of Sayaka’s cock. It was much too lengthy to fit entirely in my mouth. I slurped my way down the tip, sucking up milk and her meaty cock, getting halfway before choking, spit drooling over my lips, and adding to the milky mix.

“Nnn… you’re really good at that,” groaned Lola.

I slid my mouth off her dripping wet cock, “Thanks,” I said stroking the tip, “This isn’t the first futa cock I’ve sucked.”

“Hitomi’s?” Sayaka asked.

“Mhmm, and my stepmom’s,” I admitted, I felt comfortable around futas. You can tell them practically anything sexual and they won’t judge you for it.

“Your stepmom? Really? That must be great, twenty-four-seven access to futa cock, whenever you want,” said Sayaka, feeling up her own tits and the thought of it.

“Well, it wasn’t always like that. I didn’t want my father to know so we only did it on special occasions,” I said, telling them way more about my life than I would have previously thought. I did however leave out the part about how that’s kind of why I’m here. To stand by Hitomi and hopefully find someone who I can be with all the time, someone to really call my own.

“You are a dirty girl, huh? I like that,” said Sayaka, holding to the back of my head, turning me to face her, and then pulling me in for a wet kiss with a lot of tongue. We parted lips, the strand of saliva connecting her tongue to mine snapping and dripping off my chin.

“Hey, I thought that mouth was for me,” huffed Lola, slipping her hands on and off her needy cock.

“Sorry, we’ll make it up to you,” Sayaka scooted over next to me, getting on her knees to help me give Lola’s cock some more attention. “How about little competition to see who can fit more of her in their mouth,” said Sayaka.

“You’re on,” I said, sliding my hand off Lola’s cock, “Let’s see what you can do.”

I should have known by that grin on Sayaka’s face what was going to come next. The busty futa leaned in, opened her mouth, and went down. She slid her mouth and tongue down halfway on Lola’s cock, tilted her head slightly and winked at me. Then shutting her eyes, Sayaka throated the rest of Lola’s cock. The entire length of that massive futa cock of Lola’s resting deep down Sayaka’s throat.

“Fuck, that’s impressive, you’re clearly the winner,” I laughed.

Gagging and drooling, Sayaka slipped her lips off the tip of Lola’s cock but not before kissing it first.

“You may have had some practice, but baby I’m a professional,” said Sayaka, then spitting on Lola’s cock and giving it a tease.

“Is that so,” I said, getting on all fours, pressing my tight ass in the air, “But are you a pro at eating pussy.” I reached back, spanking my ass and spreading my cheeks.

“Only one way for you to find out,” said Sayaka, getting behind me.

The voluptuous redheaded futa stuffed her face with my pussy and ass. Licking and lapping my juicy pussy up. Her tongue playing at my clit, her mouth slurping my juices as I gushed from the pleasure. She eased two fingers in, penetrating my tight cunt, working it open as she fingerfucked and tonguefucked my pussy all at once. And while Sayaka kept busy with my pussy, I kept myself busy with Lola’s cock, stroking her until the precum dripping from the tip, licking it up as it mixed with her milk.

“Ready for a little more there, baby?” Sayaka asked, slapping my ass.

“Mmm,” I moaned, Lola’s cock sitting between my lips, “Oh yes.”

“Just tell me how you want it,” Sayaka slid her cock between my pussy lips and ass, long slow strokes that teased over my clit and made me shiver and whimper.

Feeling that futa cock of Sayaka’s pressing up against me, I knew exactly how I wanted it. I wanted it in a way I’ve never had before, or perhaps I should say in a hole I’ve never had before. I’ve never had cock in my ass before, and it’s something I’ve sort of been dying to try. However, stepmom and even Hitomi, they have such massive futa cock, just like Lola. Way too big to have in my ass for this first time. Sayaka on the other hand had a much more average-sized cock, not too big, not too thick, yet wonderful all the same.

And so I told Sayaka exactly where I wanted it, “I want you to put in my ass,” I said, grabbing a handful of my tight booty and giving it a squeeze and shake.

“Mmm, with pleasure. I should have known any girl of Hitomi’s would be this big of a slut.” Sayaka spat on my tight virgin bootyhole. She sucked on her finger and then eased my tight ass open to fit the first finger in.

“Ooh,” I shivered, experiencing a pleasure I never have before, “That’s nice.” Sayaka worked a second finger in, stretching that tight hole open a bit more. “Nnn… fuck, stretch that ass to fit your sweet futa cock.”

Sayaka, plunging her fingers in and out of my ass loosened me up to take her cock. “You ready to give it to her?” Lola asked, playing with my hair as I sucked her cock, “I wanna watch you give it to our new favorite slut.”

Sayaka spanked my tight ass one last time, her way of answering Lola’s question, “Sure am, I just need someone to get my cock nice and wet so it can slip right in.”

“Bring that tasty treat over here then and I’ll take care of it for you. She’s a little busy with mine at the moment.”

Sayaka stood over me as I remained on all fours, pleasuring Lola. Meanwhile, Lola tugged Sayaka over by the futa cock, bringing her mouth to it and coating it in a nice shiny layer of spit. Making sure to get it lubed up enough to slide with ease into my ass, Lola slobbered and gobbled her friend’s cock right up.

“That should be good,” said Sayaka, her cock dripping with a thick coating of spit.

Sayaka got behind me, ready to give my virgin ass what it wanted. She wasted no time pressing the tip of her cock to my puckered hole, sinking herself in, easing me open a bit more, her cock much thicker than her fingers.

“Ah… fuck,” I squeezed Lola’s tits as Sayaka’s cock went in, milk streaming from the slender futa’s tits.

“Just relax and take it all in,” Sayaka grabbed my hips, pulling me back, jutting her own hips forward.

“Oh god… that’s so much cock,” I whimpered, my tight little ass gripping Sayaka’s shaft as she buried it in. I certainly made the right choice in letting Sayaka be the first. No way I’d be able to handle stepmom’s or Lola’s cock in my ass. Not yet anyway.

“But you take it so well,” Sayaka added, starting to thrust with a bit more vigor.

“Fuck me… that feels good,” I cried out, taking Sayaka’s nice futa cock in my ass. I certainly wasn’t an anal virgin anymore. In fact I was becoming a bit of an anal-loving slut. The way that cock of hers penetrated and stretched my tight hole, the way my ass bounced off her with each thrust, Sayaka fucking moan after moan out of me, so fucking good. My ass gripped her cock, squeezing it, wanting it all, wanting more.

“Damn, you two look good. Don’t stop sucking now,” said Lola, guiding my mouth back to her throbbing cock, “I want you to make me cum while she fucks that ass.”

I had no objections to that. The two of them took full control of my slutty holes, using them for their pleasure, which in turn made this little slut so very happy. A futa cock in my mouth, drenched in my spit, throbbing as Lola forced me to gag and choke on it. And another in my ass, pounding deep, making my once tight virgin ass gape for it. Bouncing between the two of them, back and forth, deeper in my ass, deeper down my throat.

“You ready to give this dirty slut what she deserves, what she’s worked so hard for?” Lola asked Sayaka.

“Oh yes,” groaned Sayaka, stuffing her cock in, hands gripping my supple flesh.

The two of them nodded. Their hard cock pulsating and throbbing. Lola clutched a fistful of my hair holding on tight. Sayaka’s fingers digging deeper into my flesh. And then all at once, together, the two of them erupted.

Their cries of release filled the air above me. Their cocks nestled in my holes. Warm cum filling my ass, Sayaka wrapping her arms around me, her tits pressed against my back. More of that warm thick futa cum streaming into my ass. Lola, holding to my face, spilling her futa seed into my mouth, her cum dripping over my lips.

“Look at her take all that futa cum,” said Lola.

“A very lucky lady,” added Sayaka.

I had to agree, very fucking lucky indeed.

Drained of all their futa cum, Sayaka and Lola slipped their cocks out of my used-up holes and flopped themselves on the bed, tired and worn out. I pretty much did the same, covered and filled with so much cum, tired and sweaty, and obviously wonderfully satisfied. The Futa Love Hotel, what a special place. To think this had been here all this time and I never knew. After we find Fuko and I find myself, I think I really need to invite Demi and stepmom to this place. I have a feeling they’re gonna love it just as much as I do. It’s a shame Hitomi and I are only going to be here for one night. But then, I certainly got more than a night's worth of fun out of it so I shouldn’t complain.

“I really should get going,” I said to Sayaka, the two of us in the shower together getting nice and clean after the messy fun.

“Do you have to go? Why not stay till morning? You’re not leaving till tomorrow, right?” Sayaka asked as she caressed her soapy hands over my tits and as I did the same for her. Of course, she had to ask now, while I was soaping up that voluptuous body of hers. “Lola and I could use the extra warmth in the bed.”

“I suppose there’s no harm in having a sleepover,” I said, rinsing out her beautiful red hair.

“That’s the spirit,” Sayaka gave my ass a squeeze and my lips a kiss.

And so I stayed the night with them. The three of us cuddled up in the bed together, myself in the middle of two sexy futas as we fell asleep.

When I woke up neither Sayaka nor Lola was in the room. I figured they must’ve gone down to the lobby or something to get some food. I do wish they would have woken me, I would have loved to pay for their breakfast, or loved to have let Tomoya pay for it.

It wasn’t long after I had awoken that Hitomi came swinging the door open and shouting for me.

“Becca! There you are, I was getting worried when you didn’t return last night,” said Hitomi, she was still wearing the clothing I had lent her.

“I left you a note,” I said, pulling my clothes on.

“Well, I thought to be back soon meant much sooner,” said Hitomi. She didn’t seem upset at me, not really. Mostly concerned.

“I’m sorry, I met this futa last night getting something to eat, and things just kind of got away from me.”

Hitomi let out a sigh of release, “No no, no need to apologize. I get it, you’re first time in Tokyo, in the Futa Love Hotel of all places, I should have known you’d want to explore a bit. I’m just happy I ran into Sayaka down by the lobby. But we do need to get going. Tomoya was kind enough to get us train tickets.”

“Right,” I finished getting dressed as quickly as I could. “Could we grab something to eat from downstairs first though? I’m starving.”

“Uh-uh, no more wasted time. I’ll pick you up a sandwich or something at the station.”

“Alright,” I said, disappointed. A sandwich from the station did not sound as appetizing as whatever the world-class chef is cooking up downstairs. But I didn’t argue, I should have gone back to our room last night if I wanted to be up early enough for that.

We got into a taxi as Tomoya waved us goodbye and wished us well. He even tried to offer us a bit of money for our journey, but Hitomi wouldn’t accept it. If it was me, I totally would have, but I respect her for not doing so.

“So where we headed next then?” I asked, hoping it would be somewhere just as amazing as this place.

“To an old shrine near the natural hot springs in Gifu prefecture, where I first met Fuko.”

“Ooh, that sounds relaxing,” this seemed to be turning more into another vacation than a manhunt.

“Well, we won’t be there long. The shrine is the gateway to where we really need to be,” said Hitomi.

“A gateway? To where?”

“To the spirit world.”
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