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Her New Futa Goddess

Still half asleep, staring at the infinite black of the inside of my eyelids, soft moaning filled my ears. A hum, and a shudder. Blinking, the sun shining through the window assaulting my sleepy senses.

“Mnnn… fuck,” the words just slipped out my mouth all on their own. A shiver ran up my body. The good kind. A pleasing little electric shiver, followed by another. Another muffled moan, not mine.

Demi? She was right here next to me when we fell asleep.

I grabbed the corner of the comforter laid on top of me and tossed it off. Demi, with a wry smile, greeted me from between my legs.

“Good morning beautiful,” said Demi, licking her pretty pink lips.

“Fuck… that’s good,” I mumbled still in a grog, still feeling the lingering pleasure of her lips on my wet clit. I slid a hand between my legs, I was soaked. How long had she been down there for? What time was it? Why are her lips so far away now?

“Yeah? Then just lay back and let me finish you off,” Demi pushed at my shoulders and eased back down onto the bed.

I wasn’t going to argue with that. Waking up in the midst of such mounting pleasure, I wasn’t coherent enough to argue with it, even if I was crazy enough to do so. Demi’s palms pushed at my knees, spreading my legs back open. With her fingers gripping my thighs, Demi licked her lips one last time and dove back in for another taste.

“Oh god… yes… I love the way you eat my pussy, Demi,” resting into the bed I reached over and grabbed a handful of Demi’s deep black hair. Demi responded by sliding her wet tongue up and down my pussy, licking over and teasing around my little clit. My toes curling, my breathing getting heavier.

“Y- yes, baby… just… like that,” I whimpered, completely under the spell of Demi’s hardworking and determined tongue. My beautiful bestie slurped up my juices as I gushed into her mouth, my pussy contracting, the edge of release drawing ever nearer but not quite there yet. I had one hand on top of her head, the other clutching the bedsheets, my knuckles turning white as I tensed. Demi’s tongue beating pleasure into my clit, picking up speed with each tiny flick.

“Mnnn… j- just… a little more...mhmm, right there,” My voice grew louder. My breasts heaving as my breathing became ragged. Demi stuffed two fingers into my tight pussy, curling them, hitting my good spot.

“Oh god, yes… I’m gonna…” I wrapped my legs around Demi’s back, ankles resting on her tight ass. Her tongue lapping me up, her fingers penetrating deeper. Bucking my hips I grinded my pussy against her tongue. My back lifting off the bed, arching like a rainbow, Demi’s tongue leading me to the sweet pot of gold at the other end.

“Nnn… Fuck!” In a burst of pleasure, I tossed my head back and screamed my ecstasy. My legs snapped shut, pushing Demi out of the way. I squirmed on the bed, rolling in the beauty of it all. Demi climbed over me, wrapping her arms around my waist and pulling me in for a cuddle.

“Not a bad way to wake up, huh?” Asked Demi.

I took a few deep breaths. In and out. Then responded, “Uh-uh, not bad at all,” I craned my neck to kiss Demi on the cheek. I eased my hand in between the two of us, up Demi’s thigh and toward her naked pussy. “Would you like me to return the favor?” I asked, caressing her thigh.

“Maybe next time,” Demi whispered in my ear, her hand holding to my breast, her fingers teasing around my stiff little nipple. “You’re stepmom already took care of me.”

“She did?” I asked, rather shocked. Mainly because I had only just woken up. And already the two of them had been awake and at it. I started to wonder how long I had been asleep. Seeing how bright it was outside it was probably well past noon.

“Oh yes,” Demi hummed sweetly in my ear. “After I woke up I left our room and went to check on her. She looked so cute and delicious lying in bed naked. So I snuck under her covers just like I did with you. And figured I wake her up in the best way possible. It was the least I could after how good she fucked me last night. So I got down and sucked your stepmom’s futa cock all up and down. Now that I know how she likes it I’ve gotten pretty good at sucking her cock, and I rather enjoy it too,” While Demi recounted her time with my stepmom she continued to play sweetly with my nipples. I nestled in closer to her, her breasts pressed against my back, and listened on.

“She woke right up with a big smile on her face. Once she was awake and smiling I really went to town on her futa cock. I would throat as much of it as I could. It’s so big, so I can’t fit it all but I tried. Fuck… you know, I really love choking on her cock. I don't know what it is… and you’re stepmom really loved it. So much she couldn’t help but moan and shoot a thick futa cum load into my mouth. Mhmm,” Demi licked her lips as she hummed. “And once I finished her off she tossed me down onto the bed, spread my legs, and ate my pussy out real good.”

“Damn, you’ve been busy today,” I said, more focused on how good Demi’s fingers felt playing with my nipples than on the story itself.

“Well since you decided to sleep until three we had to find some way to keep ourselves entertained,” Demi added in jest.

“What? It’s already three? Why didn’t you wake me earlier?” I probably would have been at least slightly annoyed if Demi’s fingers didn’t make my sensitive nipples feel so damn amazing.

“Because we’re on vacation and you looked like you needed the sleep.”

I let out a big yawn, stretching my arms and legs as far as they would go, “I guess you’re right. It’s just I wanted to-”

“Join us?” Demi stroked my hair, “Because don’t worry I also think we need to have another threesome.”

A threesome with my bestie and stepmom of course sounded amazing. And no way would I pass up on such an opportunity. We’ve only had a threesome two other times. And the last time the focus was solely on Demi. She needed my stepmom’s futa cum to impregnate her. So obviously stepmom and I did all we could to see that happen. Demi and I, two young sexy cumsluts licking and loving all over one another’s tight wet pussy. Stepmom and her thick futa cock, taking turns penetrating each one of your slutty holes. Yeah, that all sounds like bliss.

However, if I’m being honest. The real reason I was sort of upset over waking up so late had nothing to do with sex. Shocking, I know, but ever since last night, I had this strange urge to go out into the woods and explore. I made a joke when my stepmom and I first arrived here for vacation, a joke about getting lost in the woods to go find yourself.

I can’t say if that’s what I was after. But something inside was pulling me away from here and towards the great outdoors. Maybe it’s because we don’t get much of that in the city. Maybe it was because of the strange dream that I had last night. A dream of getting fucked by a lake or something. A futa I never met before pounding into my tight pussy. I don’t generally believe in prophetic dreams or anything. But if such a thing is real, then this, I felt was one of them.

“What’s going on here?” Said my stepmom, popping her head into the room. “Sounds like you two are having a little too much fun,” she grinned.

“I was just waking up Becca, like you asked,” Demi responded, giving my tits a fun little jiggle with her hands.”

“I see,” said stepmom, sauntering over to the bed. “Had I known you were going to wake her up like this I would have come to help.”

“How else am I supposed to wake her up?” Demi remarked, “It’s only right to wake up a pretty slut with some tongue.”

“I suppose I can’t argue with that,” said stepmom as crawled onto the bed. “That tongue of yours certainly helped make my morning special.” Stepmom placed a hand over her panties, rubbing herself delicately, “But all that moaning has got me hard again,” her futa cock twitched behind her tight silk panties as it pressed against the fabric attempting to burst out.

“Oh yeah?” Cooed Demi, reaching over and grabbing stepmom between the legs, giving that futa cock a nice squeeze, “That’s good because we were just talking about how we could use another threesome, isn’t that right, Becca?”

“Huh… Mmhmm, that’s right,” my mind had remained adrift, thinking about the woods, about this strange energy swirling inside of me relentlessly trying to take hold of my attention.

Demi, pulling at stepmom’s soft pink panties, reaching in and took out stepmom’s stiff futa cock. Her fingers curling around the shaft, hand tugging lightly, tickling at the tip.

“Mmmm,” stepmom hummed sweetly, enjoying the sensual touch of my bestie’s hands on her thick cock. “This is really starting to become the best vacation ever.”

“Starting?” Demi hovered her lips over stepmom’s cock and drooled over the tip. With her hands she rubbed her saliva up and down the length of the shaft, coating it with a nice layer of slippery spit. “You’ve already fucked and filled both of us. How insane are your vacations normally?”

Hearing them talk like that. The sound of Demi’s hand squishing through spit covering stepmom’s lubed up futa cock. Watching my bestie stroke it, twisting and teasing her fingers on the tip. I wanted to keep my focus on this desire to head into the woods. But with all of this going on now, it made focusing on anything other than how badly I wanted someone to touch my pussy again an almost impossibility.

Stepmom responded to Demi’s question with a shrug. I doubted anything had come close to the wonder that this vacation had been for any of us.

“I suppose… if I had another pair of lips on my futa cock I could be persuaded to give this vacation the number one spot,” said stepmom, eyeing me with a look that dripped with her sexy futa milf seduction.

Like I said before, I wasn’t going to turn down such a yummy opportunity as this. I’m young, I’m horny, and I love my stepmom’s big futa cock. What can I say? I guess I’m weak when it comes to the two of them.

Watching Demi kiss the tip of stepmom’s cock, wrapping her lips around the head and sucking down the shaft, spit drooling out of her mouth, I had to get some for myself. When there’s a nice thick cock just begging to be played with, is there really anything else that matters?

So I slid in next to Demi, bringing my own mouth into the mix. Together Demi and I licked stepmom’s cock up and down. Taking turns sucking on the tip and stroking the shaft. Demi had quickly become a real pro at sucking cock. Watching her throat my stepmom until she gagged, choking that cock and taking almost every inch, it was far too big for our little mouth to take every inch… but Demi sure got close to it.

“Mmm, such good cocksucking little sluts,” stepmom moaned, her hands caressing the top of our heads and stroking our hair. Stepmom shoved her hips out, guiding my mouth as she pressed on the back of my head, forcing me to take her cock deeper. I tried my best to choke down as much as Demi could. I got close, but not there yet.

“Nnn… fuck,” I gasped, coming back up for air, wiping the spit off my face that dripped down my chin and over my perky tits.

“So nice,” stepmom placed a finger under my chin, lifting my lips to meet hers before embracing me in a wet warm kiss. She licked and sucked the taste of her own futa cock off my lips and tongue. And just like that, I had only one thing on my mind now.

I slipped a hand between my legs and rubbed my sensitive clit, slight shivers of blissful pleasure running up and down my spine, “Mommy, c- can I have your futa cock in my pussy,” I whimpered, the taste of stepmom’s tongue and lips still lingering on my mouth as my bottom lip quivered.

“You have to,” Demi added, her breasts pressed against my back as she sat up behind me, her hands groping my perky tits and pinching my stiff little nipples. “She’s been so patient waiting for your cock. You fucked me so good last night, I think it’s Becca’s turn to get some hard cock in that tight pussy of hers.”

“Yes, please mommy, I need your cock… I need another load of futa cum deep in my pussy,” I rubbed my clit faster, moaning into Demi’s ear, my head resting back on her shoulder.

“If my dirty little cumslut needs another futa load then that’s what she’s going to get,” stepmom grinned, placing a hand on my shoulder and laying me down on the bed. Next, she grabbed my ankles and tossed my legs over her shoulders, spreading them out wide as she scooted up in between them.

“Mmm, such a wet juicy pussy,” stepmom growled like a tiger, teasing her cock between my wet pussy lips slipping and sliding over the juices and around my pulsating clit.

“Fuck,” I bit my lip, eyes shut tight, “That’s it, mommy, put it in me.”

Stepmom eased her cock into my tight pussy, stretching it open to fit the massive girth of her shaft. Little by little, inch by inch, she penetrated my wet cunt deeper, sinking her cock in all the way up the base. Once deep inside my pussy stepmom let out a raw moan of excitement. My pussy contracted around her cock, hugging it tightly in its wet warmth.

“Look at that, so yummy,” said Demi, bringing a single finger to my clit, rubbing gently as stepmom started to thrust and work her cock back and forth inside of my juicy cunt. Demi swung a leg over me, her knees resting just above my shoulders, and sat that perfect pussy of hers on my moist lips.

That’s what’s so great about having a bestie that you can be so close to. She knows exactly what I like and loves to let me have it. And Demi knows how much sexual joy it brings me to have her sit on my face so I can eat her fresh little pussy out while I squeeze and spread her tight ass.

“Mmm, fuck yes Becca, eat that pussy your nasty little slut,” Demi bucked her hips, grinding her wet juicy pussy on my tongue and lips as I lapped up the sweet succulent juices that gushed forth. “Come on, Ava. I want to watch you fuck her, really give her that futa dick.” Demi reached out and grabbed hold of my stepmom’s voluptuous breasts, and tugged at her nipples as if milking them.

“So tight and so good,” stepmom huffed, thrusting her cock harder into my tight pussy. “You two nasty little sluts are gonna make me cum already,” stepmom’s thick cock throbbed wildly as she pounded my pussy, the walls of my cunt squeezing her shaft.

“Nnn… mmm… mmph…” The words I attempted to form were muffled by Demi’s pussy rolling back and forth over my lips, my moans and hums vibrating her sweet clit each time it passed over my open mouth.

“What’s that Becca?” Demi tossed the hair out of her face, sticky with her sweat. My hands and fingers dug into the supple flesh of her plump tight booty. “You want your stepmom to fuck you harder? Did you hear that Ava? Your slutty little girl needs more futa cock.”

Stepmom lifted my hips slightly. Pounding down into my pussy from above, sinking her cock in as deep as it could go, pulling back, and then thrusting with all her might, forcing it in as my eager little pussy wanted nothing more than to grip on to that cock and never let it go.

It was so much. Just so much all at once. And then too much. Too much in the best possible way. I just couldn’t… Demi grinding on my lips, stepmom fucking me harder and harder. Our bodies slapping together, sweat pouring out of us, shouting moans and cries of an encroaching orgasm out of my mouth only to have them absorbed and muffled by Demi’s beautiful warm cunt.

My toes curled, my fingers digging into Demi’s booty, body at its most tense ready to snap and release the swelling build-up of pure orgasmic wonder. My whole body spasming, my clit pulsing. My voice a shrill wailing moan. After a final thrust, stepmom buried her cock up to the base. A thick warm load of cum erupted from her cock, streaming inside my thirsty pussy.

“Mmm… that’s it, fill her all the way up,” said Demi, watching my stepmom’s throbbing cock pump me full of her potent futa seed.

Having my fertile young womb filled with stepmom’s thick futa cum felt just as good this time as it did the first.

Stepmom slipped her futa cock out of my cum filled cunt. Demi dismounted, I took a deep breath, desperately needing it. I laid there on my back, the world swimming around me. Stepmom’s cock dripped with my juices and her futa cum. Demi, her hands groping my stepmom’s thick butt, sucked her way down stepmom’s cock, sucking and licking it clean.

As I laid there regaining my composure, slowly that odd internal pull came back. It urged me to move, to abhor this stillness. It took a while for my energy to return. Stepmom and Demi sure did a number on me, leaving me tired and breathless. I could stepmom and Demi faintly laugh. My eyes were fixed on the ceiling, I couldn’t see what they were up to, but it sure sounded naughty.

Still, in the end, none of this could really distract me from this growing desire. The two of them may have momentarily satisfied my horniness. But this new desire of mine ran deeper than that. And if getting fucked and filled and used up by my two favorite people wasn’t enough to wash it away completely, nothing but seeing through would. And so I had to see it through.

I sat up, “I’m going to go for a walk,” I said, almost robotically. I grabbed my panties and bra off the floor and put them on.

“Really?... Okay, if you want,” said stepmom, not really paying too much attention. Not that I blame her, not when Demi was back to choking that thick cock down.

Demi sucked her mouth off stepmom’s cock, giving the tip a gentle kiss, “Are you sure? You don’t want to help me get another load of her?” Demi stroked the length of stepmom’s cock, purring as she pressed her cheek to it.

“I’m sure,” I said, heading to leave the room. Behind me, I could hear the sound of their sweaty bodies slapping together. Stepmom pounding hard and deep into Demi. Her moans and cries grew wild and erratic.

I was sure, almost entirely. A small part of me did ache for another taste, another touch, another round. But with each step I took that part grew smaller and smaller until it had been fully eclipsed by this new desire as I walked outside.

Once I was alone in the woods I felt a small sense of relief. Like I was where I needed to be or something. I didn’t bother putting anything else on other than my bra and panties. And I’m happy about this because the warm sun on my skin felt amazing. Everything around looked so clear. Like more clear than usual. There was a crispness to the blades of grass and leaves on the tree that I hadn’t noticed before.

I had no real plan of where I was heading. I just kept walking. Walking and breathing and listening. The wind, the birds, whatever. I can’t say for how long or how far I walked. Didn’t really keep track.

When I came to a lake or something I decided to stop and rest there. I sat at the edge of this lake, staring off, the water barely touching my toes. With nothing really happening around me, the water still as could be, it gave me time to think.

So much has changed for me, in such a short period of time. And mostly for the better, I think. I had more confidence now, I had people around me who I enjoyed more than anything. Demi… my stepmother… it’s because of them, really. Yet I couldn’t help but feel there was something I didn’t have.

In some small aspect, I think I’ve lost my way. Not entirely but a little. When I first went to my stepmom with concerns over my sexuality. Over still being a virgin, and inexperienced, too afraid to find someone to love. She was there, she helped a lot. She showed me there was nothing to fear. Showed me how wonderful it is to open my heart and legs to someone. And everything following that has brought me so much joy.

Joy in teasing and playing with stepmom. Joy in having her thick cock penetrate and pound my pussy until it filled with her futa cum. Joy in Demi’s mouth licking my cute little pussy up. Joy in just spending time with them.

In the end, however, they were friends. Stepmom was caring and willing to guide and give. Demi was always willing to bring her own brand of fun to the day. But neither of them was really anybody I could have it all with. Somebody to be somebody, that’s what I wanted. I don’t know in what form that would take, but I knew it’s what I wanted in the general sense. It was why I ever laid out my concerns to my stepmother in the first place. Yet in all the chaotic days of pure sexual satisfaction, I had at some point managed to push this from my mind entirely.

In a huff I flopped myself down into the grass, arms and legs spread out. The sun beaming down on me, warming my body from head to toe. I closed my eyes and did my best to stop my thinking. Even if all that I said was true, it gave me no path to follow, no way of knowing how to get at it.

Suddenly my awareness snapped back to me. There was a sound, it came and went so fast. But in the woods the noises tend to be repetitious; anything contrary to that stands out like a beacon. I got to my feet and quickly scouted my surroundings. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw a flash of white. Not the white of a swan or a goose, if there were even any around to be hanging by the lake, but a less natural white.

“Hey,” I called out, using my happiest voice. “Where’d you go, it’s okay.” There was no response. I had no way of knowing for sure but I had an inkling that this was the futa my stepmother had met in the woods the other day. Strange, I know, but really... what isn’t.

“Hitomi!” I called out a little louder, “Is that you? You met my stepmom the other day… the futa!” I don’t know why I added that last part, if it was Hitomi I doubt she’s meeting people in these woods on a daily basis. I guess I figured if Hitomi is a futa and so is my stepmom, then that somehow shows I'm of no threat?

“Sorry,” came a light voice like a tiny bell. The futa stepped out from behind the trees and into the clearing, bowing slightly at the waist. She wore a sheer white gown that draped loosely over her shoulders. As she stood in the sunlight I could see almost clear through the fabric. Small perky tits, kind of like mine. Curvy hips and at their center was the unmistakable beauty of a futa cock. It was definitely Hitomi.

“Come, sit with me,” I said, waving her over to my spot by the lake.

Hitomi took slow measured steps. The gown flowed around her, she appeared almost ethereal, like she was cloaked in nothing but thin wisps of smoke.

“I’m sorry but I don’t have time, I have to-”

“You’re looking for your friend, right?” I interjected. I didn’t want her to leave, not yet.

Hitomi nodded, “She’s more than a friend though, she’s… everything.”

Everything… That word, it pierced my chest and hit somewhere in my heart. Not a painful piercing like getting your nipples pierced would be, or so I imagine. But an elegant piercing, like a needle adding the final stitch to a tapestry.

“I want to help you find her,” I blurted out. I had nothing else to go off of but if anything could help lead me to what I was after, maybe it was this.

“That’s very kind of you,” said Hitomi. She had such a warm smile and beautiful sparkling eyes. Eyes that you just want to dive into and get lost forever in. “But it’s not that simple.”

“I don’t care, I want to help you,” I said, stubbornly.

“I’m going to be heading to Japan the first chance I get. I can’t ask a stranger to just leave their life behind to help me with my problem.”

“You don’t have to ask. I’m telling you, I want to help. I don’t care where that leads,” my mind was made up, foolish or not, I was set on this.

“You’re serious?”

“Very… I will have to let my stepmom know… and Demi. But yes, I’m serious.”

“This is important to you? Isn’t it?” Asked Hitomi, looking back into my eyes as if reading something there that I could not see.

“I have to do this for myself.”

“Then I will not argue with that.”

We sat by the lake for a bit, not saying a word. It wasn’t awkward though or anything. In fact, I felt rather comfortable in her presence. A sign that this was the right thing to do. And feeling this comfortable, there was something else I wanted to ask her. Something not as easily said, at least not to someone you’ve just met. But I had to ask, and doing so had worked out for me so far.

“Is… is there a chance I could… see your… um… futa cock,” I got the words out and hoped for the best.

Hitomi’s lips curled into a smile, “You want to see my cock? That’s a strange request.” It wasn’t exactly an answer, but the way she said it, it held no judgment. And that relaxed me.

“Mhmm,” I nodded, lips shut tight. “It’s just… I’ve only ever seen one before, my stepmom’s. And I guess I just wanted to see another’s you know? Before you, my stepmom was the only futa I knew. Honestly, the only one I thought even existed.”

“I understand,” said Hitomi, resting a hand on my thigh, “I was like you, enamored by futas, so much so that I just had to become one.”

“What do you mean become one? You weren’t always a futa?”

“Nope,” Hitomi shook her head. She suddenly appeared to be in much better spirits. “I was a woman like you. When I met Fuko, the first futa I ever laid eyes on. Instantly I had fallen for her and all that she was and little by little I knew I would not feel complete until I could really join in her world.”

“Fuko…” I mulled the name over in my head, “Is that who you’re looking for?”

“Yup, and I’m going to find her. But that wasn’t what you were asking.”

Hitomi grabbed the bottom edge of her white gown and rolled it up over her hips. Her flaccid futa cock nestled peacefully between her legs, “You can touch it… if you want, I don’t mind.”

I reached out and held her soft cock in the palm of my hand. She had such a pretty cock, so smooth. Slowly it started to harden as I held it, little by little growing more and more erect until it reached its full length and girth. I had always thought my stepmom had a big cock, though I had nothing to compare it to, hers was the only one I’ve ever seen or experienced. Hitomi’s though, its size and shape were beyond impressive.

 I slid my hand up and down the length of Hitomi’s cock, not really trying to pleasure her or anything, more to get a feel for it. I glanced at her as I did this, she looked so relaxed, it seemed that just mentioning Fuko had brought a little more light to those already bright eyes of hers.

“Is this okay?” I asked, teasing my fingers around the tip of it, twisting my wrist, getting a feel of every inch of her cock, from the base to the tip.

“Oh yes… that feels so nice,” Hitomi hummed, dreamily admiring the lake as I stroked her thick cock.

“Is it okay if I make you cum?” I asked next.

“Please do, I could use the release,” she said, placing a hand over mine. “If you go like this,” Hitomi moved my hand in a new rhythm instructing and guiding me, “You’ll make me cum in no time.” Hitomi removed her hand and bit her lip, her toes starting to curl. She really was going to cum, I could feel it by the way her cock throbbed so nicely in my hand.

“Not yet,” I said, changing my pace, “I kind of want to just appreciate it for a bit.”

“As you wish. Until I had a futa cock of my own, I too didn’t want it to ever end when I played with Fuko’s.”

I let the spit drip over my lips and down the tip of Hitomi’s futa cock. Using both hands I slipped them on and off her cock, my saliva squishing between my fingers. I teased and stroked and played and enjoyed every inch of her cock. From slow to fast. From fast to slow. I watched it jump with joy when I hit the right spot. I felt it throb and swell the urge to cum without letting it. I played with the precum as it dribbled out of the tip and rolled down her shaft. I listened to Hitomi’s moans, felt the pleasure she received by attuning myself fully to her emotions.

I started thinking about Hitomi. About how she used to be a woman too, about how finding Fuko had brought her life everything. How she desperately needs to find her again. I wrapped my lips around the tip of her cock. Hitomi’s breathing deepened and her hand rested on my cheek. I forced myself down her cock farther, swallowing as much of her length as I could. My want for her futa cock was the same as the want I had for my stepmom’s. That no matter how much of her I fitted into my mouth or pussy, I never really had my fill. And I started to think that maybe… maybe… It was because I didn’t so much want it in my mouth or pussy but rather I wanted my own right in between my legs.

My own futa cock. Maybe one as big and pretty as Hitomi’s. Or maybe a smaller one, cute and smooth. It didn’t matter so much, just so long as I had one, really. I pictured myself with a nice futa cock between my legs, hard and throbbing, spilling thick cum. Giving to someone what my stepmom gave to me or what Fuko gave Hitomi. As I imagined all this I stroked Hitomi harder and faster, now pleasing her cock in the way she had shown me earlier.

“My very own futa cock,” I mumbled to myself, not loud enough for Hitomi to hear. Not while she was whimpering and moaning. Her cock pulsating on the edge of release and then-

“Mmmm…. Ah,” Hitomi tossed her head back. Thick streams of sticky white futa cum spurted out of her cock that came raining back down on my cleavage.

“Wow, that’s a lot of cum,” I said, giggling. I was rather pleased with myself, I must have done a good job to get that much out of her.

“Thank you,” Using her thumb Hitomi caressed my cheek, “I really needed that.”

“My pleasure,” I said, scooping the cum off my breasts and tasting it. Sweet and deliciously yummy futa cum.

Together Hitomi and I waded into the lake to get ourselves a bit more cleaned off after the yummy mess I made. I had never bathed in a lake before, the only water I’ve ever been in was a pool. Hitomi however looked right at home in the water, like she was born out of it or something.

“Could I become a futa? Is that possible?” I asked.

“Sure, I don’t see why not. As long as you’re accepting of it, and I’d say you are,” Hitomi answered

“So then how does one become a futa?”

“Well, for me it was Fuko who did it. If a futa is blessed with potent enough cum she can pass her futa blessing onto another.”

“Do you think Fuko will do that for me?” After I asked, Hitomi started to laugh. “What’s so funny? What?”

“Nothing it’s just- Fuko would be more than happy to do that for you.”

If I had any doubts about this before they were all gone now. It was decided, “Let’s go find Fuko.”


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.”


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.


Tentacle Submission

I’m not gonna go into detail about how Hitomi and I had managed to arrive here. Mainly because I just don’t have the words to express it. Ever since the two of us had ventured into the spirit world, the physical reality that I had grown so accustomed to now held very little meaning for me. We were operating on a different frequency now, laws did not apply. My ability to differentiate what is real and what is adjacent to reality became increasingly blurred. Life for me now functioned much like a dream. One could pop in and out of worlds, close their eyes with intent and open them to see what no other had seen before.

None of that is really what my story is about. Has little to do with why Hitomi and I were now on this swamp-covered planet so very far from the planet I called home. This is about finding Fuko, the only futa to ever truly understand Hitomi. And the only futa I want to offer me her futa blessing and transform my young woman’s body into the body of a futa.

I was following closely behind Hitomi as we carefully treaded through the swamplands. Hitomi kept on high alert, looking for any signs that might direct us toward Fuko. We knew she was here. Well, Hitomi did. And I had no reason to doubt her or the validity of the vision she received during our futa orgy in the spirit world. There was no question she had a vision. The way her eyes rolled back, her body convulsing as she reached the height of orgasm. Her cock throbbing wildly while deep in my pussy and spilling its warm futa seed. I’ve never seen anyone, woman or futa, have an orgasm like that. It was without a doubt otherworldly. And now we were here, in an otherworld.

I suppose I wasn’t treading too carefully however because my blouse snagged on a low-hanging branch. Unaware, I went to skip over a rock half sunk in the muck when my blouse tore clean off. Instinctively as I came landing on my feet I tossed an arm over my exposed tits, my cheeks turning a slight shade red.

“Oh gosh!” I yelped, caught by surprise.

Hitomi paused and turned around. I dropped my arm from my chest. I had nothing to hide, there was no part of my supple young body that Hitomi had not seen or enjoyed.

“You okay?” Hitomi called back.

“Uggh… are we almost to wherever or whatever this Glurtleskletch is,” I sat on the stone I attempted to hop over. I took a second to massage my breasts, it did feel nice to not have them confined, especially in this heat. According to what Hitomi told me of her vision, Fuko was with Glurtleskletch. She didn’t really explain what the hell that was or meant and I was getting frustrated, tired, and overheated in this godforsaken swamp.

“What do you mean?” Hitomi asked as she backtracked over to me, “This is Glurtleskletch,” she held her arms out wide.

“Ooh, you mean this planet is called Glurtleskletch,” I said, finally having a moment of understanding.

“Huh? What planet?” Hitomi looked at me quizzically, and just like that my fleeting moment of understanding vanished completely.

I let out a defeated sigh, we weren’t getting anywhere in the swamp and I wasn’t getting any closer to understanding a thing Hitomi was talking about. In my frustration I began to grab at my tits a bit rougher, unaware that I was doing so. Groping and squeezing and then focusing my efforts solely on my sensitive nipples. I moaned into the dense foggy air, pinching and twisting my perky nipples. The pleasure helped me to relax and for a short period provide an outlet for my frustrations.

I let out another deep sigh and then froze in place like a frightened rabbit, fingers clamped down on my nipples, mouth tightly shut, glancing worriedly from side to side as the ground shook violently. My first thought was we were caught in some kind of earthquake and once no longer paralyzed by fear my second thought was to run for cover but Hitomi had a different idea.

After regaining her balance and almost slipping into the mud, which would have been quite the sight to see under any other circumstance (a muddy Hitomi, now that sounded kind of hot), Hitomi clasped my shoulders and shook me almost as much as the quake did.

“That’s it! Becca, you’re so smart,” said Hitomi, her eyes transfixed upon my exposed breasts.

“Wah? What are you talking about, we need to get out of here,” I shoved Hitomi’s hands off my shoulder. Had she lost her mind?

“No, we need to get naked!” Raved Hitomi, pulling her top off over her head. Yeah, she’s lost it.

The ground rumbled once more. The force of the shaking sent me lurching forward, I grabbed hold of Hitomi’s shorts pulling them down halfway as I attempted to remain seated on the stone while the shaking intensified. Hitomi’s stiff cock sprang out from behind her shorts. This was no time for that sort of thing. Why was she hard? We’re in danger, couldn’t she see that?

“Hitomi, we need to get to safety, there’s an earthquake,” I pulled at her shorts, this time to hopefully gain her attention which seemed to focus on everything except the issue at hand.

“That’s not an earthquake,” Hitomi laughed wildly, “That’s Glurtleskletch!”

Finally, understanding presented itself to me. A massive, dancing, curling, tentacle broke out of the swampish land, lashing uncontrollably in the air. Dirt and muck sprayed around us. Then another tentacle, swinging and flailing, thick and green.

“Hitomi!” I shouted, eyes wide with terror. “What the fuck is going on!”

“Glurtleskletch has awakened,” Hitomi shouted, hands raised over her head, jumping up and down, her breasts and futa cock bouncing freely. “Our bodies have awakened him. Quickly Becca, get undressed. We must entice it further.”

Glurtleskletch… this wasn’t a planet, it was a living creature. A massive creature consisting of hundreds of enormous thick gelatinous tentacles. One by one, more and more of these tentacles sprouted out of the ground causing endless mayhem around us. They felled the surrounding trees, rotting bark splintering into murky clouds of debris. They curled around stones, stones the size of cars, plucked them from the muck, and tossed them sailing through the air.

“Becca! Come on!” Hitomi grabbed me by the wrist, pulling me from my seat and into the center of this chaos. Just in time too, because just as my behind left the rock a tentacle swooped around it and flung it miles into the air. That could have been me… it was insane, far too dangerous, and yet Hitomi remained… well not calm… but calm in her overwhelming excitement.

Hitomi held me close as we stood in the center of all this madness. I had to calm myself, if not, I could very well die here. Then as I focused on the way Hitomi’s chest rose and fell, her supple breasts pressing into my bare back, and looked all around me, I noticed something.

This wasn’t just pure madness mixed with uncontrolled chaos. Not at all, I saw now what really appeared unfolding before me. The tentacles were clearing the land, creating a space for themselves and us. They removed the trees, the rocks and stones, leaving an almost perfectly circular clearing.

“But where’s Fuko?” I asked as Hitomi hurriedly helped me out of my shorts and peeled my soft panties down my legs.

“We’ll need to show Glurtleskletch we are willing to take its mighty seed and become one of its many mates, just as I’m sure Fuko had done.”

“You’re talking about letting us fuck us? Aren’t you? With those big… thick… slimy tentacles…” I shiver ran up my spine, maybe this wasn’t so bad after all. A monstrous creature of unbridled power wanting to fuck and mate with me… why did that turn me on so much? Isn’t it wrong? Of course, it was wrong, and that’s exactly what made me want it oh so badly.

“Of course I am. Are you ready to finally see this thing through and find Fuko?” Hitomi pressed her hips out, her cock jutting forward, waiting for my response.

“Absolutely!” I cheered, wrapping my hand around Hitomi’s yummy cock, “Let’s do it,” I tugged at her thick cock and pulled Hitomi closer, getting down on my knees for her… for Glurtleskletch.

I licked my tongue up and down the length of Hitomi's long shaft. Wetting her cock with my spit, tongue, and lips. Drooling over the tip, kissing underneath. A tentacle slammed down onto the ground near the outskirts of the circle.

“Mmm, yes, Becca… I think it likes that… don’t stop…” Huffed Hitomi, her cock twitching with delight at the slightest touch of my wet lips upon her eager cock.

If it liked that it was going to really like what I was about to do next. I opened my mouth wide and practically inhaled Hitomi’s big futa cock, stuffing my mouth full with it. Choking and gagging as I throated all that I could handle, saliva spewing over my lips and drenching the futa standing dominantly before me.

I wrapped both hands around Hitomi’s slick cock. Slurping on the tip, head bobbing back and forth, hands stroking up and down and twisting all around. The sound of spit squishing between my nimble little hands and the sound of Hitomi’s primal sexual wails echoing through the clearing. The tentacle snaked its way over the land curiously moving in closer to us. Dozens of other tentacles, all of them dancing and dripping with goo, watched from afar. Watching… seeing… somehow sensing us and knowing we were there.

“It’s working Becca… Don’t stop… mnnn… don’t stop sucking my cock,” whimpered Hitomi, her knees buckling, her cock throbbing wildly from my mouth's pleasure. Hitomi tensed her whole body, knowing that she could not yet orgasm but also knowing we could not slow down.

Hitomi clasped the side of my face with her hands. Overcome by the sweet wonder of my wet mouth and the encroaching insanity of the tentacles Hitomi thrusted her hips. The tip of her thick cock hitting the back of my throat with each forceful shove.

“Mnnn… so good Becca… take my cock, baby… take it for Glurtleskletch,” growled Hitomi, pumping away, making me throat all that messy cock.

A single tentacle crept up behind me, curling around my ankle, “Hitomi!” I shrieked, “It’s touching me.”

“Good Becca, good. Let it explore your sweet petite body,” Hitomi responded, stroking my hair. “Just be open to it. If it’s going to take us to Fuko we need to show that we understand that it’s in charge.”

I swallowed my nerves as the slimy appendage crawled farther up my leg, tightly hugging my thigh.

The tentacle left a trail of thick creamy slime running down my leg as it found its way between my legs. The tip of the tentacle slid over my tight little pussy, rubbing over my aching clit. Even when centered amongst all this insanity sucking on Hitomi’s beautiful throbbing cock made me so very wet like it always does. My pussy’s natural lubrication was nothing when compared to thick gooey slime secreted by the slinking appendage. That creamy goo, it had a warmth to it and left an odd yet pleasant tingle wherever it touched. And as that touch teased over my clit… Fuck yes.

“How does it feel?” Hitomi asked, a tentacle crawling up her back, over her shoulder, and draping itself upon her breasts.

“S-s-s so fucking good,” I cried out, legs shaking beneath me. The tip of the tentacle not only rubbed itself all over my clit but it had begun to vibrate as well, pulsating wave after wave of intense pleasure.

“Don’t stop now,” commanded Hitomi, the tentacle wrapping around her breast, squeezing tight, the tip flicking her stiff little nipple. “We’re so close to winning it over.”

I reached out to grab her stiff cock when a tentacle shot down from overhead, binding itself around my wrist. I went to use my other hand and the same thing occurred. This time the tentacle reached up from behind me, pulling both arms behind my back and binding them there.

“Becca you need to keep playing with my cock, it’s the only… mnnn… way,” Hitomi tossed her head back, the suckers lining the tentacle pulling at her nipples.

“I- I can’t,” I struggled against the hold of the tentacles, completely unable to free my arms from them, “It won’t let my arms go.”

“You still have your mouth, use that.”

I fought against the pull of the appendages, moving in close enough just to tease the head of Hitomi’s futa cock with the tip of my tongue.

“Ah… Ahhhh… ah…” My tongue flitted in and out of my mouth, softly licking what little of Hitomi’s cock I could reach. Precum dripped from her cock, the salty taste coating my tongue. I could only hope that bound by these tentacles, what little I had to give to Hitomi was enough.

And it was. The tentacle that slithered and vibrated over my pussy and clit penetrated its tip into my tight little hole.

“Nnn… fuck y- yes,” I quivered, the tentacle stuffing itself deeper inside my juicy cunt, stretching my pussy open to fit. Another tentacle pressed at my back and shoved me forward onto the ground, and another wrapping around my hips lifted plump booty into the air, the tentacle inside me driving ever deeper and practically slamming into my womb as it hammered repeatedly like a piston.

My knees sank in the mud. My arms and legs bound together, I had no choice now but to submit fully to the whims and wiles of the amassing tentacles that swirled endlessly around us. Thick creamy slime spilled out of my pussy with each thrust of the tentacle. Shouting and moaning I took the raw unnatural fucking forced upon my body. From above two more tentacles quickly shot in after me. One joined inside my pussy, stuffing itself in alongside the other already there. My tight pussy had never had anything like this. Double stuffed, plunging away, a dirty little fuck toy. The second tentacle honed in on my ass, secreting its slime over my puckered and previously untouched asshole. The rearing itself back the tentacle fired forth, penetrating my ass.

Hitomi enjoyed much of the same. The tentacles lifted her body into the air with ease. Spreading her legs wide. A greasy appendage curled around her thick futa cock, tugging and pulling.

“Oh yes… fuck yes…” Hitomi squealed, pumping her hips along to the rhythm of the tentacle's stroke. “More… give me more… give me everything you got!” Hitomi’s voice carried high above me, reverberating through the trees, a flock of strange otherworld birds took flight from their roost.

Suspended in the air by a dozen tentacles, Hitomi shouted and moaned, wallowing in the debauched pleasure of the slimy appendages as they took full advantage of her succulent milf body. The tentacles wrapped around her thick cock. Stroking the shaft as they secreted their slime. They spread her legs and penetrated her tight asshole, plunging deep inside.

With every one of my naughty holes stuffed with tentacles, I lost complete control of myself. Screaming and shaking, otherworldly sensations spilling inside of me. The tentacles throbbed and pulsated, their movements growing faster. At the height of the chaos, the tentacles swelled and engorged themselves before finally erupting in a volcanic explosion of thick white slimy goo that sprayed relentlessly from the tip of every tentacle.

“Yes! Yes! Cum for us,” Hitomi chanted, moments before a tentacle unleashed a torrent of cum dousing her entire body, covering her face, tits, and ass. Then having released itself upon her the tentacle stuffed itself into her mouth and down her throat silencing the futa all except for her gagging groans as cum spewed forth from her mouth. 

The tentacle’s cum filled my sweet little pussy, making a complete mess of this nasty little girl. So much cum to fill my pussy and youthful womb. Warm and sticky, and just all over me. Another tentacle slid out of my ass, firing a stream of thick delicious cum inside my gape. And delicious it was, with so much cum dripping down my face it was impossible not to get any in my mouth but when it did I happily swallowed and licked my lips for more.

With the tentacles emptied of their mighty and potent seed they then opted to drag us recklessly through the swamp. The tentacles in front cleared a path while we were helplessly dragged behind, slipping through the layer of cum and mud that rested on the swamp floor.

We had indeed done it. We had, for the moment, satisfied the monstrous creature and were now being taken back to where it takes all its most desired mates. Finally, once the dragging had stopped, I rubbed the muck from my eyes. Before me was a nest of green gelatinous tentacles all curled around one another, softly moving, undulating, resting in wait for the perfect time to unleash their own unbridled primal lust and pump sweet sweet cum into every hole available.

Yet more remarkable than this nest constructed of life’s most satisfying fuck was what laid in the center of it. A futa. The most sensual beauty one could ever lay eyes on. Even with just one glance, I understood why Hitomi would go through hell and back to try and find her.

Those soft curves of her perfectly petite yet voluptuous body. Those immaculate and enormous breasts jiggled ever so slightly with each shifting position. Her succulent nipples, stiff and erect, just begging for a mouth such as mine to come and suck upon them. And of course, between her legs, that wonderful futa cock. So large, smooth, pristine, every inch of it deserving of the highest worship. Hands, lips, tongues, pussy, ass, tits… I would give it all over to this resting futa, wherever she wanted that cock of hers to go, I would let her have it. Let her have me.

I had made the right choice in waiting to find Fuko before taking on my futa transformation. This is the futa I wanted to bless me with her thick futa cum and bestow upon me a beautiful hard cock all of my own. Only a futa as pure as this would be acceptable.

Hitomi wasted no time in scurrying up the side of the tentacle-laden nest, her slick naked body struggling to get a good grip. I rushed over and offered my aid, hoisting Hitomi up by my shoulders. Hitomi stumbled over the top and fell into the nest with a wet plop.

“Fuko! Fuko! Wake up, it’s me Hitomi,” she shook Fuko by the shoulders. I could see the faint hint of tears in her eyes as she prepared herself to reunite with her long-lost lover. The only person who ever truly understood Hitomi.

“H- Hitomi?” Questioned Fuko, blinking her groggy eyes awake, stretching out her arms and legs. The reality of Hitomi’s arrival did not immediately enter Fuko’s awareness but once it did… it did.

“Hitomi!” Fuko squealed childishly, like a young girl opening her first present on Christmas morning. The busty futa jumped to her feet. Losing her balance amongst the slippery tentacles, she fell face forward, grabbing onto Hitomi and taking her down with her. “You’re here! You’re here!” Fuko and Hitomi waded through sticky tentacles. Embracing one another, they rolled playfully atop the gooey nest. As Fuko clambered on top of Hitomi she became equally smattered with mud and cum. Hitomi slipped out from underneath Fuko, laughing with glee as she pushed her friend and lover down onto her back.

“I am… I’m here…” said Hitomi, true relief sounding from her words. “I’ve missed you,” Hitomi leaned in for a kiss, a kiss that started small and grew increasingly more intense. Their tongue flitting inside one another’s mouth, lips parting to accept the other. Hitomi’s tongue went down Fuko’s neck. Hitomi determined to touch every part of Fuko with those lips, every bit of her that she had to suffer for so long without. Hitomi licked her way down to Fuko’s enormous breasts, sucking on the busty futa’s round nipples.

“Oh, Hitomi… your mouth… it feels so good… I missed it so much,” whimpered Fuko, her cock growing erect as Hitomi pleasured her lover’s nipples with mouth and tongue.

“And I’ve missed all of you,” said Hitomi, pausing to suckle on Fuko, “I miss your breasts,” she swiped her tongue over the futa’s voluptuous tits, “And I’ve missed your lips,” she stuffed her tongue into Fuko’s mouth, “And I’ve missed this…”

Hitomi eased down Fuko’s body. Poising her lips and tongue over the busty futa’s erect cock. Hitomi let the spit drip from her tongue and slathered it over Fuko’s cock. Hitomi swiftly masturbated her lover's hard cock, running her hands ceaselessly up and down it.

“Hitomi,” Fuko smirked, “You’re spoiling me,” she giggled, her plump tits bouncing.

“You deserve to be spoiled. Please, Fuko. Let me spoil you.”

Fuko nodded, offering no protest.

Hitomi faced Fuko as she got on top of her, holding onto her friend’s thick cock and sinking her ripe booty down.

“Aahhh, fuck yes…” Hitomi cried out, Fuko’s cock entering her lovely ass still filled with tentacle cum. Hitomi reached down and held onto Fuko's big pillowy tits, squeezing and pinching the nipples. Hitomi rode Fuko’s cock like nothing else mattered, her ass slapping against Fuko’s curvy thighs.

“How did… mnnn… you find me?” Asked Fuko, placing her hands on Hitomi’s round ass and spreading those cute cheeks, thrusting her cock up.

“I couldn’t… do it alone, I had help. If it wasn’t for…” Hitomi’s hips came to a pause.

Once Hitomi spotted Fuko nothing else existed in her world but the two of them. I did not mind being forgotten temporarily. This was after all Hitomi’s time to reunite with who she had lost. I was simply happy to be a part of it, to watch as they played with one another. The way they looked at each other, touched each other, and fucked each other… they were meant for one another, they belonged together. I knew that.

Fuko dug her fingers into the soft flesh of Hitomi’s ass, squeezed hard as her face contorted with wild pleasure.

“Hitomi!” Fuko shouted the name of the one person who mattered most. Her thick futa cock exploding a fountain of futa cum deep inside Hitomi’s gaping ass. Fuko’s whole body shivered, her cock continuing to pulsate and drip cum as it slipped from Hitomi’s ass. And Hitomi, having received Fuko’s thick creamy orgasm, released all that had been built-up inside of her since we had been taken by the tentacles. Cum sprayed from the tip of Hitomi’s cock, painting Fuko’s fat tits in stark white futa cum.

Hitomi went limp, laying her sticky messy chest on Fuko’s, not an inch of separation between them.

“Becca… it’s all thanks to Becca,” said Hitomi, nestling her head atop Fuko’s soft breasts.

“I would love to meet her,” Fuko said lazily, stroking Hitomi’s long beautiful hair.

“Becca, Becca where are you?” Hitomi called out.

I struggled to climb the nest but managed to crawl my way inside, slipping my way through the tentacle entanglement and making it through to the other side covered in nasty tentacle goo.

“Thank you for bringing Hitomi back to me,” said Fuko, as I joined the three of them. “If there’s anything I can do…”

“There is one thing,” I said, straining to keep my eyes on Fuko’s face and not on her beautiful futa cock, “I want to become a futa too.”

“That’s wonderful,” gasped Fuko, “such a pretty young girl, you’ll make a great futa.”

“So you’ll do it,” my lips curled into an unbreakable smile, “You’ll make me a futa?”

“Mmhmm, but you’ll have to wait… Hitomi milked every last drop out of me for now.”

“Thank you,” I tossed myself on top of the pile of sexy futas, radiating all the love and affection I had to offer.

We found Fuko and soon I would find myself with a beautiful big futa cock of my own.


Becoming A Futa

Hitomi and I had found Fuko. The whole reason for Hitomi’s long journey to reunite with her beautiful futa lover had finally been seen through. All Hitomi had ever wanted was to be with Fuko again. Just to be with her. It didn’t matter where they were or where they were going after, so long as they were together.

For that reason the three of us remained on the strange tentacle planet where we had initially found Fuko for quite some time. It seemed that at almost any moment I would see the two of them, bodies pressed together, their moans filling the tentacle laden nest where we resided most of the time. They pleasured one another in every way imaginable, as if it were their first time, wanting to savor every little aspect that the other had to offer.

They worshipped one another in that nest. Hitomi would sometimes spend an hour just stroking Fuko’s thick cock. Focusing on the slightest throb or twitch of pleasure. Her hands glided with a sweet sensitivity. When a simple touch wasn’t enough she’d use her mouth. Sucking her way down the length of Fuko’s smooth pristine cock. Saliva spilling out of her mouth, lubricating Fuko’s cock until it wasn’t so slathered in saliva that when Hitomi bent over and presented her tight ass to Fuko her cock would slip right in without a bit of resistance.

I suppose I shouldn’t complain. I joined in whenever I had the energy. But keeping up with a futa’s sexual endurance is no easy task. Often I would find myself stuck between the two of them. Happily gobbling up the cock of one while the other fucked me from behind, thrusting her cock deep into my juicy pussy.

However, I wanted to experience my own futa transformation. That’s part of why I joined Hitomi on her quest. Now that we found Fuko she could bless my pussy with her potent futa cum and give me that big beautiful futa cock that I wanted. The only thing is… I didn’t want to do it here. Don’t get me wrong, as far as raw animalistic fucking goes, doing it in a nest constructed of the living tentacles of some monstrous creature is one of the best places to do it.

Our rough fucking, the sound of our bodies slapping together, our moans and cries of pleasure, it would arouse the tentacles around us. When the tentacles could not hold off any longer they would crawl in after us. A thick throbbing tentacle always poised and ready to penetrate any one and many times every one of naughty little holes. Those gelatinous appendages would bind our bodies, stuff themselves deep inside, and erupt streams of cum until we found ourselves completely covered and filled.

It was not where I wanted to receive my blessing. I wanted something a bit more intimate than that. So I waited patiently, allowing Fuko and Hitomi to have all the fun their loving hearts desired. After many nights of this we were finally heading back to Japan or more specifically The Futa Love Hotel. There we would have a luxurious room and more importantly a bed.

When we arrived at the love hotel, Tomoya, the owner, greeted us in the way that… well… Tomoya greets his two favorite Futas.

“Hitomi! You came back. Knew you would,” Tomoya winked. Then Tomoya spread his arms out wide, “Ah Fuko, I wish you would have come the last time. But it is so good to see you now.” While speaking to Fuko, Tomoya kept his eyes locked on the busty futa’s beautiful cleavage.

Fuko, always playing the innocent one, responded with childlike glee. “Tomoya,” she bounced herself up and down, those big full tits of hers bouncing along. Tomoya grinned, undoubtedly getting a hard-on as he stared. Fuko didn’t mind and hugged him all the same, not paying his hard cock any real attention.

“So what brings you back here?” Tomoya asked openly.

That’s when I stepped in, “I decided that this is where I want to receive the futa blessing.”

“Ah! Wonderful,” Tomoya clapped his hands together, “I assume that means you enjoyed your last visit.”

“Certainly did,” I said, recalling the short time Hitomi and I had spent here. That was the first time I had experienced two futas at once. Not only that but the first time I had taken a futa cock in my sweet little ass.

“Well, such a special occasion requires a special room. The penthouse suite should do it.”

“Thank you,” I bowed slightly at the waist. Tomoya may be a perv but he has always been so kind to give us the best room in the place.

“Though I would love to hear what you three have been up to…” I had no doubt Tomoya would just love to hear all the dirty details. I could imagine his stiff greedy cock blowing cum at the mere mention of the three of us getting penetrated every which way by a dozen slimy cum-dripping tentacles. “...I’m sure you’re far more excited to experience what Fuko has in store for you.”

With that Tomoya handed each of us a key card. I took a moment before heading to the elevator to take a look around the lobby. I suppose I was hoping to spot that redheaded futa I had met during my first stay here. Damn, what a beauty she was. Nice thick body, big juicy tits, and she sure knew how to work that cock of hers in might tight little ass. But alas, I did not spot her. Besides, this was about what Fuko was going to gift me. There’d be time to play with the other futas later. In fact, I had all the time in the world. With Fuko now with us, there was nothing left to do and nowhere left to go. I couldn’t think of a better place to spend my initiation into the world of futas.

“You excited, Fuko?” I asked, the elevator doors closing and cutting us off from the rest of the hotel. Now that it was just the three of us I did not hesitate to rub my soft hands all up on Fuko. Tracing the curves of her body, caressing her juicy butt over her skin-tight leggings.

“Oh yes, very excited,” chirped Fuko, taking my hand in hers and bringing it between her legs, “It’s already hard for you.”

“It sure is,” I grinned, rubbing my hands over her stiff cock.

I eased my way underneath her waistband, grabbing for a feel of that hard cock of hers. Up and up the elevator went, and up and down went my hand, stroking Fuko’s shaft.

“Mmm… fuck, I can’t wait to take this cock out and really play with it,” I said, sighing deeply into Fuko’s ear.

“Neither can it,” said Fuko, rocking her hips back and forth, pumping her cock in my grasp.

“Can’t you two at least wait until we get to our room,” said Hitomi, more focused on which floor we were passing by.

“I am waiting… very patiently,” I slipped my other hand under Fuko’s shirt, fingers searching for her round nipples.

“Mmm, I like that… keep pinching my nipples.”

“Just because this is a love hotel doesn’t mean everyone wants to just walk into the elevator to you two feeling each other up,” Hitomi added.

“Well, if the elevator stops and someone comes in then I’ll stop. But until then…” I spit into my hand and placed it back down Fuko’s leggings, my saliva sloshing over her cock while she filled the tiny elevator with her loud moans.

Thankfully nobody else got on the elevator and I got to play with Fuko the whole way up and the whole walk to our door.

“Come on, Hitomi. Hurry up and get the door open,” so truthfully I was not all that patient after all.

“You know one of you could try and get this dumb thing to work,” Hitomi cursed the keycard, repeatedly sliding it in and out of the slot, each time the little light above the lock blinking red.

“I can’t, my hands are busy,” I pumped Fuko’s thick cock with both hands wrapped around it, the spit dripping down her shaft squishing between my pretty little fingers.

“Fuko, then… a little help?”

“You can do it, Hitomi,” Fuko cheered.

“That’s not… what I meant,” Hitomi sighed, and then the little light went green.

I shot a hand out and grabbed the handle, thrusting the door open. Together Fuko and I charged into the room like a first-time couple about to embark on the first day of their vacation. We took no detours and rushed to the bed. A big soft bed with so many pillows and silky smooth sheets. Ah, it had been so long since I had a bed to play on. A bed of tentacles is fun and all but it sure gets too sticky sometimes.

“Finally, we can take these off you,” I said, the two of us tumbling on the bed as I pulled Fuko’s leggings off and revealed her hard futa cock. I could not contain my excitement. The moment had finally come. Well, almost… the moment would come once Fuko cums on my cute little pussy, but still…

I licked my lips, wetting them, “Let’s give this pretty cock of yours a taste,” I said, positioning myself on my knees between Fuko’s legs. I slipped a hand over her slick cock and brought it to my lips. I kissed the tip and licked the shaft. Dragging my tongue from base to tip, Fuko’s cock throbbing while my wet warm mouth prepared to gobble her up. I eased the tip into my mouth, sucking and tonguing it. Bobbing up and down the length of her shaft, sucking until I choked and gagged.

“Mmm yes, Becca! You make my cock so happy,” Fuko squeezed her tits and tossed her head back, playing with succulent nipples while I played with that cock for her.

I slid my mouth off her thick cock, drool spilling over my lips and dangling off my chin, “Happy enough to bless my pussy with all that cum, I hope,” I spat the excess saliva filling my mouth onto her cock and jerked at the tip.

“Not quite yet,” said Fuko, tugging her pretty pink nipples.

“I suppose I should leave you two to it then,” said Hitomi, slowly making her way into the bedroom.

“What? Are you kidding?” I brushed the hair out of my face. Fuko kindly helped sweep my hair back and held it in a ponytail. I took a second to suck back down her cock, Fuko pulling at my hair as I let her sink her cock down my throat, holding it there until I just couldn’t breathe anymore and had to come back up for air. “Ahh… fuck… Hitomi, I need you. You know Fuko’s body better than me, if anyone can make her cum the biggest futa load it’s you.”

Of course, I wanted Hitomi to stay and play with us not only because she was so apt at making her one true love explode in wild orgasmic ecstasy but also because we had been through so much together, she should be here. I wanted her to experience my transformation with me, it would only be right.

“Come on, Hitomi, please join us,” I curled a single seductive finger beckoning her to come on over and play.

“Alright alright… I can’t say no to that pretty young face,” smiled Hitomi.

“What about my pretty face?” Fuko wondered, tilting her head and batting her eyes like a cute little puppy dog.

Hitomi jumped on the bed, holding Fuko’s face and chin in her delicate hands, “You already know I feel about yours,” Hitomi dove in after Fuko, their lips pressed together.

While Hitomi and Fuko’s mouth busied themselves with each other’s lips and tongue, I kept my mouth busy with Fuko’s cock. I stroked her shaft, more and more spit dripped down it as Fuko bucked her hips, the tip of her cock hitting the back of my throat. Hitomi removed Fuko’s shirt, fully freeing those enormous beautiful breasts.

Hitomi kissed her way down Fuko’s neck, stopping to bite and suck at it, leaving a pretty red mark of ownership. But Hitomi really wanted to suck on those stiff nipples. Hitomi suckled and tongued Fuko’s tits, occasionally pulling and removing her mouth with a wet smacking pop.

“Mnnn… I’m such a lucky girl,” Fuko squirmed on the bed.

“I’m the lucky one… real lucky to have such two amazing futas in bed with me,” I took a moment to remove my shirt and give my sore jaw a short rest.

Momentarily blinded, pulling my shirt off over my head, what I saw next took me by complete surprise in the best possible way.

“Fuko! Is that… is that…” I watched wide-eyed as Hitomi sucked her mouth off Fuko’s breast, creamy white milk dribbling down her chin, “...Milk!”

“Mmhmm, you like that?” Fuko grinned, radiating with pride at what her sexy body could provide.

“Fuck yes, absolutely,” I admitted. It was damn hot watching creamy drops of milk drip from her nipples roll down her plump tits and over her tummy. Even hotter to watch Hitomi fill her mouth and swallow as much as she could, the rest coating her perky tits as it spilled down her chin and chest. “C- can I have a taste?”

“Come and get some, baby,” Fuko shimmied her chest and jiggled her big bouncy breasts.

“With pleasure,” I licked my lips, the taste of her cock still lingering upon them, and crawled on over next to Hitomi.

I lifted Fuko’s hefty breast to my lips. Lightly flicking my tongue over her stiff nipples, helping to stimulate the flow of her creamy milk. I suctioned my mouth around her nipple and sucked hard. A stream of warm milk spraying into my little mouth. “Mmm mmm,” I hummed, her milk sweet and oh so very tasty.

“I think she likes it,” said Hitomi, petting the top of my head.

“Mhmm,” I nodded, still sucking, not wanting to stop until my mouth filled with Fuko’s sweet cream. With a loud satisfied pop, I removed my lips and swallowed Fuko’s milk. This wasn’t just any milk. It was a futa’s milk and along with swallowing it came a burst of reinvigorating lust.

I grinded my pussy against Fuko’s thigh while I pinched her cute nipples and pulled and tugged. Streams of milk came spraying, running down my arms and smattering on my tits. Fuko could surely produce a lot of milk. Before too long Hitomi and I were drenched in Fuko’s cream, and as I rubbed and grinded my pussy on top of Fuko’s thigh, my pussy produced a bit of cream of its own, and my panties getting all sorts of sticky and needing to come off.

“If you really like my milky breasts I can give you that blessing along with your new cock,” said Fuko, her hands squeezing my ass, guiding my hips up and down her leg.

“Really? You can do that?” I caressed my perky little tits and pinched and pulled my tiny nipples, “I can produce milk too?”

“If you want.”

“I do, I do want,” I bounced excitedly on her leg.

“Nnn… fuck… Fuko, I need you in me,” I whimpered, my sensitive clit enjoying the rubdown. “My panties are soaked and my pussy is so wet for you,” I cooed. I tingled all over with growing pleasure and desire. I needed her cock, I needed her cum, I needed it so fucking bad.

“Let’s get these off then,” Hitomi grabbed my pants and yanked them off, tossing them over the bed. Next, she removed my panties, sticky with my girl cream. Hitomi parted my legs, “Is it okay if I play with her for a bit first? One last taste before you blossom into a full-fledged futa.”

“Please do,” with two fingers I spread my pussy lips, juices sticking to my fingers.

Hitomi hoisted my legs up and rested my ankles on her shoulders. Her fingers gripped my cute booty and she pulled me in, ready to bury her pretty face between my thighs. Ready to eat my pussy out one last time.

Using the very tip of her tongue Hitomi teased my sensitive clit. Fast, quick, and frantic licks sent shivers running up and down my spine. I clutched the bed, my knuckles turning white and my toes curling in.

My back arching, I cried out, “Nnn… fuck, give it to me Hitomi, eat that pussy for me… fuck yes… like… like that…” I bucked my hips, grinding my clit on her wet tongue. Hitomi sucked my clit into her mouth, her tongue rhythmically playing upon it.

“Yes… yes… Hitomi, you’re gonna make me cum… nnnghh,” I shot up, grabbing a handful of Hitomi’s hair. My legs started shaking, Hitomi providing me with an overwhelming orgasm did not stop there and continued to suck my way too sensitive clit.

“F-f-f- fuck...nnnn…” I tried to close my legs, squeezing Hitomi between my thighs, forcing her to pull her mouth away.

“That’s right, baby. Let it out… let it all out for me,” Hitomi whispered, nuzzling my neck and forcing a hand between my tightly shut thighs.

“I- I- can’t… it’s too much,” I whined, waves crashing over me.

“But it feels so good doesn’t it?” Hitomi managed to work her fingers over my clit, rubbing it in slow circles and then picking up speed. “I know you like that…” Her hand schlicking up and down my pussy wildly, her warm breath tickling my neck and ear, it wasn’t long until there just wasn’t any more I could take.

“I do… I do… I...nnnnn… love it,” I curled up into a tiny ball, rolling back and forth on top of the soft silk sheets. Fuck, my whole body felt like it was vibrating. Felt like I had died and come back. So fucking intense that I just don’t have the words for it. Just perfect. My god, so perfect. My last orgasm before transforming into a futa.

“Now I think she’s ready for you, Fuko,” Hitomi carefully moved over and made way for Fuko.

“Such a pretty girl,” Fuko stroked my hair, my body still spasming erratically, “You’re going to be such a sexy futa. Fuko eased my legs open, her hard and ready cock excited to enter me.

The tip of her cock brushed my clit, “Oh, fuck… go slow… please…” I yelped, biting down on my lip. I braced myself to receive her.

Fuko grabbed my hips, pressing the head of her cock into my tight pussy. Her hips moved gently back and forth, working my tight pussy open.

“Is this okay?” Fuko asked. I could tell by the way her fingers dug into my supple flesh that she didn’t want to go slow, she wanted to really let me have it. And I wanted that too but not yet. After what Hitomi did, I couldn’t handle too much just yet.

The walls of my pussy hugged tightly to Fuko’s cock as she pumped her hips. With each stroke, she penetrated deeper, moved a little faster.

“O-o-o Okay, I’m ready… whatever you need to do to get yourself to cum for me,” my warm pussy hugged her thick cock, getting acclimated to its size and length.

Fuko scooted forward, one arm wrapped around my lower back, the other came up to squeeze and tease my tits. She lifted her hips and drove her cock in... hard. I clenched and tensed my pussy, gripping her cock, doing whatever I could to help milk her of all that perfect and potent futa cum. Harder and harder, Fuko fucked me with all her vigor. Sweat dripped down her forehead, her breathing ragged and heavy. Such a big thick cock was a perfect fit for this tight little pussy of mine. But I needed Fuko to erupt a tsunami of potent futa cum, and this pussy alone was not going to be enough to get the job done. Thankfully we had someone willing to help.

“Hitomi! I need you,” Fuko bellowed, plunging her cock deeper, my creamy cunt eagerly taking it all in.

“Whatever I can do to help,” Hitomi ran her hands up Fuko’s curves, squeezing her tits, milk seeping between her fingers.

“I need you inside me… I need that cock in my ass.”

Hitomi, ever so willing to oblige her one true love, got behind Fuko and spread her plump ass. She let the spit drip over her lips and soak over her lengthy cock, then did the same over Fuko’s tight puckered booty.

“Nnnghh… fuck me Hitomi… fuck this tight little ass…” Fuko buried her face between my tits, her tongue hanging out as she panted and moaned.

Fuko settled her cock inside me, holding there as Hitomi fucked the busty futa from behind.

“Mnnn… I don’t know… how much longer I can last,” Hitomi gritted her teeth, on the brink of orgasm, ready to spill her seed inside Fuko’s ass.

“Just a little more, Hitomi! I’m almost there,” Fuko’s fingernails scratched at my back, her words muffled as she smothered her face between my tits, so very close to giving me what I wanted.

“Come on, Fuko… give me that cum… give me all that wonderful cum… please… I want it… I want it so fucking bad...Nnngg… Fuko, I need it.”

Hitomi gave one final push, growling as she pumped a thick load of futa cum deep into Fuko’s ass.

“It’s- It’s just so tight,” Hitomi huffed, tired and out of breath, her cock pulsating out the last bit of cum into Fuko. She pulled her cock out, cum dripping from Fuko’s gaping ass. Thankfully it was enough to get Fuko to the point of no return.

Quickly, Fuko pulled her cock out and started to stroke. A look of pure determination written across her face as she frantically masturbated, driving her hips back and forth, pumping that big cock, tense and ready to blow.

“Yes, Fuko… cum on my pussy… cum all over my pussy and give me a big futa cock,” I watched with absolute fascination, Fuko’s face contorted with heightened pleasure.

Fuko said nothing but simply made raw animalistic sounds. She slipped her hand off her cock. Cum fired from her throbbing cock, aimed right at my pussy.

“Oh my gosh… it’s- it’s so much,” I laughed, taking in this moment of pure wonder. And just when I thought her cock had emptied more came spilling out. Load after load of thick futa cum splattered and clung to my cunt. Once every last drop of cum was milked from her cock Fuko flopped back onto the bed. She laid there, breathing heavily, breasts rising and falling. Fuko had truly given me her all and surely deserved a rest.

I however was not tired but filled with a raging excitement. My clit tingled with warmth. Unable to contain myself I began to thrust my hips, the process had begun.

“Oh god… oh god… mnnnn…” I hadn’t imagined that growing a cock would feel… feel… so fucking good.

Cum stuck to my thighs as I rubbed my legs together. The warmth radiating between my legs now is a burning heat. A good heat, a passionate swelling of pure desire. I watched intently, my eyes transfixed upon my cum coated cunt. When all at once, blossoming from between my legs was the first inch of my new beautiful cock. Then another inch, and then another… hard and erect a cock… my cock… sprouted from what was once my clit.

“Wow, just look at it… I can’t believe it...I-” I was at a loss for words. The sight before me was so magnificent. Everything I wanted, I now had it.

What a beautiful cock Fuko had blessed me with. Smooth and long. Big enough, but not too big, though my small petite frame did give the illusion of it being even bigger. And the tip of it, just so pretty, honestly I wanted to wrap my lips around it and just suck and kiss all over it. And although I didn’t try, I certainly did consider it. I mean, I do love sucking futa cock… why wouldn’t I love sucking my own? But perhaps that could just be the raging lust still swirling inside of me.

“Oh, thank you… thank you so much Fuko. I can’t wait to play with it,” boy did I ever feel good. In fact, I felt complete.

“You might want to wait a bit, it’s going to be very sensitive for a while,” Hitomi warned.

“Oh is that-” I shifted myself on the bed, my new cock just barely brushing the soft sheets and the most intense sensation shocked my body, “Nnngg,” I clenched my teeth, holding this feeling in. Fuck, Hitomi was right. It sure was sensitive, a slight touch of the sheets and I was just about ready to cum. But no big deal, I could wait a little longer.

Hitomi laughed playfully at my carelessness, “Hey, at least you’re in the right place when you are ready. You’ll have tons of women and futas just dying to try you out.”

Hitomi was right and when that time came I had no doubts it was going to be just amazing. In the meantime however, I decided to cool off with a bath. The penthouse had the best bath, it was practically a hot tub. And as I slipped into the refreshing bath water, cleaning the mess of cum and milk off my body I couldn’t help but feel how strange it was for me to really end up here… like this.. A futa.

I wondered what my stepmom would think. She was the first futa I ever met. The first person I ever had sex with even. If it wasn’t for her I would have never gone on this journey. It’s been so long since I’ve talked to her. That did make me a bit sad. I knew when I finally got the chance to talk to her again she’d be so happy for me though. I really did wish she was here to see my new futa cock. More than that I wish she was here to play with it. There were times when my stepmom would pound my sweet pussy with that yummy cock of hers that I would wonder what it would be like to do the same for her. At the time I never thought it was a possibility, but now that it is, well… I should really give her a call.


A Futa’s Best Friend

Laying naked in perhaps the most luxurious bed in existence surrounded by plush pillows and soft sheets I contemplated my plan for the day. The day was mine, fully and completely. There was nothing I had to do, but I had plenty of wild ideas of what I wanted to do. Hitomi and Fuko, my two lovely futa friends, were nowhere to be seen. They probably went to get breakfast or something. The Futa Love Hotel boasted one of the best restaurants in Japan. Just thinking about enjoying a traditional Japanese breakfast made my mouth water.

Of course, that wasn’t the only idea that had crossed my mind since waking that had caused my mouth to water with wanting. Today was my first day as a futa. All thanks to Fuko and her blessed futa cum I had undergone the futa transformation last night. I was no longer just some pretty girl. I was a hot, sexy, futa. And along with a beautiful futa cock, the transformation had also bestowed upon me a new energetic and raging lust.

I didn’t really have a chance to fully enjoy my futa cock last night. The ritual required for the transformation was intense. Fuko really gave it her all and gave me all that potent futa cum after a long session of taking her hard cock in my once tight pussy. Not to mention the added bonus of having Hitomi join in. Hitomi sure knew how to pleasure Fuko’s curvy body just right, knew exactly what to do so when the time came… Fuko came with unbridled power, unleashing a torrent of creamy cum that changed my pretty little clit into a hard throbbing futa cock.

After which my new futa cock was just way too sensitive to do much with. I mean really sensitive, the slightest touch was enough to send me into the thralls of orgasm. Hitomi had reassured me that this over sensitivity to touch and unquenchable thirst for all things naughty would balance itself out in time. Waking up this morning I did feel a bit more stable but still absolutely excited to really give this cock of mine a try.

I tossed the sheets off myself and spread my legs. I noticed my perky tits looked a bit different to this morning. A bit more plump, fuller. I expected it might have something to do with all these new futa hormones pumping through my veins. Certainly wasn’t something I was gonna complain about. Then, casting my gaze farther down, was my new cock, flaccid and resting peacefully between my legs. A splattering of sticky cum clung to my inner thigh. I had many naughty dreams last night. Dreams of using this cock of mine to pleasure a youthful woman. Even in my unconscious dreaming there was but one thing I truly wanted.

I took hold of my cock as I mentally recollected the dreams of the past night. The woman, as far as I could tell, was no one I had ever met before. She was slim and blonde, much like myself. Cute tits and cute little booty. She would bend over and beg for me to enter her. I could recall near perfectly the sensation of sinking my hard futa cock into her wet warm pussy.

As these thoughts and images flickered in my head, my cock grew stiff in my hand. Gently, I slid up and down the length of the shaft. I shivered pleasantly and my cock twitched, delighted by the attention. I had a bit more control than last night, a small touch wasn’t about to have my cock pumping out streams of thick creamy cum. A very good thing, it meant I’d actually last long enough to make good use of it.

I took it slow, allowing myself to really take it all in, the way it felt, the way it reacted. This may sound weird but it was like being on a first date, I wanted to get to know it first before going too far.

The tip, and especially the underside of it was by, and far, the most sensitive part. I could keep my fingers twisting and tugging there all day. Well, maybe not… I’d probably cum long before that. I also figured getting a better feel and understanding of my own cock would come in handy when getting with other futas. I could get first-hand experience as to what might bring them the most joy and pleasure.

When even these soft light strokes began to overwhelm my senses I would tense my body, tightening my pelvic muscles, my cock giving a happy little jump before relaxing. I can’t say for how long I kept at it, endlessly edging my cock to the brink of orgasm then stopping, body tingling with an aching need. I was entranced by the experience, a big beautiful futa cock for me to play with whenever I wanted. I couldn’t keep my hands or eyes off it. That is until I was eventually interrupted.

Hitomi and Fuko loudly entered the suite talking and laughing. I knew they had arrived and knew I should probably put some clothes on but I was much too focused on, something I felt was far more important and so their abrupt arrival didn’t really register right away.

“Oh, looks like somebody just couldn’t help themselves,” Hitomi entered the bedroom first, a sly grin painted on her first.

“Huh? What do you mean?” Fuko called out as she came bouncing in, following right behind Hitomi. Those big bouncy tits of hers momentarily stealing my attention.

Caught in the perverted act of my own self-pleasuring I quickly removed my hand. A good thing too, seeing Fuko in that tight top, tits ready to spill out, I wouldn’t have lasted much longer. I didn’t want to cum, not yet anyway. I mean, I did, but not like this. Though I’m sure shooting a stream of cum into the air and letting it rain down my tits would have been fun, especially the part where I would definitely play with the cum as it dripped down my tits, I wanted to save it. Save it for when I had someone to share it with.

“N- no… It’s not like that, I was just… curious,” I blushed a little. I had no reason to feel embarrassed. I mean these are the futa who’ve seen me take a rough pounding from a monster's thick slimy tentacles. Still, getting caught masturbating makes me nervous. It must be some weird ingrained shame of my past or something. But the feeling quickly vanished as Fuko crawled on top of the bed.

“Do you need any help? I could give you a hand… or something more… if you want?” Fuko bounced on her knees, those big full tits looking like they were about to pop out of her shirt at any moment.

“No no, I don’t… well, maybe.” I thought it over for a second. I denied Fuko’s request because, while it would be a lot of fun to play with her, I wanted my first experience as a futa to be with a woman. The very idea of easing my cock into the warmth of a woman’s pussy was something previously seen as impossible. But now the reality of such was so close I could almost taste, almost feel it right on the tip of my aching futa cock.

“You two know this hotel and those who frequent it better than anybody. Do you think, maybe, you could find me a woman looking to have some futa fun?” I sat up, my cock going soft, the excitement of masturbating waning.

“Ah, that explains why you didn’t just rip Fuko’s clothes off and take her right then. You want a woman, fair enough. I think we can manage that,” said Hitomi.

“I can still take my clothes off,” Fuko teased her neckline, pulling at the thin fabric that covered her bust.

“Come on, Fuko, we got a job to do. We’ll head right down and find you the perfect girl.”

“Do we have to,” Fuko whined, pouting her pretty lips, “we were just down there and they’re doing elevator maintenance and-”

“If you help me find Becca a suitable partner I’ll wear that schoolgirl outfit you’ve been begging me to see me in. We can even get a room of our own and do that whole roleplay thing.”

“Okay! I’m in!” And just like that Hitomi had won Fuko over. A good thing too, I’d only be able to deny that sexy body of hers for so long.

“Any preferences,” Hitomi popped her head back into the bedroom while Fuko pulled at her arm trying to hurry her along. “Breast size? Height? Hair color? Anything I should be on the lookout for?”

Making a choice solely off of physical features felt a bit too superficial for me, but as I considered it I did have a couple of requests, “Umm… someone who’s still sort of new to futas, someone with not much futa experience. I’d hate to disappoint this woman.”

“Pfft, you’re silly Becca. You could never be a disappointment,” Hitomi reassured.

Ignoring for the moment how sweet Hitomi is, I added, “And I suppose I would like it if she were close to my age. I just think I’d have an easier time connecting with her then.”

Hitomi gave a thumbs up, “Young and inexperienced, you got it.” Saying it like that was by far naughtier than the way I had put it, but she wasn’t wrong, that is what I wanted.

With the two of them on the hunt I had some more time to myself. I suppose I could have finished what I started but I didn’t want to tire myself out before this mystery woman even got here. So I decided to take a bath and get cleaned up for her arrival.

I went to get dressed but soon realized the outfit I had in mind was not going to work out. My favorite pair of skin-tight leggings, the ones that hugged my curves just right and really accentuated my booty, no longer fit the same way now that I had this cock between my legs. I’d have to find a new pair eventually but for now, I settled on a tiny little skirt, that way I didn’t have to worry about having enough room down there to accommodate the size of my futa cock. I also neglected to put on a pair of underwear for similar reasons, which in the end was far sexier anyway.

I did my hair and makeup and got all dolled up, looking pretty damn sexy if I do say so myself. I felt so good in my transformed body, whoever this girl was, she was in for a treat because baby I was looking like one fine piece of ass.

While in the bathroom, tuning the fine details, adjusting my blouse, and that sort of thing, she had arrived. Hitomi and Fuko yelled something but I couldn’t make out what, though I had no trouble hearing their giddy laughter as they probably skipped down the hall toward their room to play schoolgirl and teacher or whatever they had planned. They aren’t always the most conscientious, especially Fuko who more than makes up for it with an air of youthful innocence, they simply dropped this girl off and went on their merry way.

“Hello?” The woman called out from the other room.

“One second,” I shouted back, my heart in a flutter. Hitomi might be dressing up as a schoolgirl to satisfy one of Fuko’s many fetishes but I felt like one, ready to meet my secret admirer.

“Okay,” she said in a soft unassuming voice. A voice that sounded familiar. Like really familiar, but I couldn’t quite place it, at least not with my head bursting from the anticipation.

When I entered the bedroom, in classical cartoon style my jaw dropped to the floor, I was that surprised. Just couldn’t believe my eyes.

“Demi! How… What are you doing here?” I rushed over and greeted who I would consider to be my very best friend. I embraced her in a welcoming hug. I couldn’t believe she was actually here. After I left college to join Hitomi on her wild adventures I had no idea when I would get to see Demi again.

Seeing her standing there in my room, it was kind of surreal… and I’ve seen some surreal shit. I mean, I’ve slept with futa spirits and danced with tentacle monsters. Ah, but she looked so good. Sexy as ever. And it looks like she got another neck tattoo, love her tattoos so fucking hot.

“After I got your message hyping up Japan and this place in particular I realized I needed to get out, do something. Go on an adventure like you,” said Demi. It was kind of heartwarming to hear that. I guess in a way I had inspired her to take a chance. Never thought I’d be the one to do that. Before I met Hitomi, I never really led an inspiring life. It wouldn’t be until much later that Demi would inform me of the other reason she packed up and came to Japan. She was having problems at home with her parents. They just couldn’t wrap their heads around having a lesbian for a daughter. But that didn’t matter right now. She was here in Japan, at the Futa Love Hotel, free to explore her sexuality in any way she desires. And so I felt it was sort of my duty to make sure she milked every little drop out of this opportunity… and yeah, every drop of cum out of my new cock as well, duh.

“Enough about me though,” Demi moved onto the bed, I forgot to make the sheets but she didn’t seem to care. “Hitomi told me you had a surprise for me? You didn’t even know I’d be here, what could it be?”

So Hitomi didn’t tell Demi why I sent her out to find a woman. Well then, Demi sure is in for a surprise. I couldn’t stop smiling, giddy with excitement, trying to stifle my joyous laughter.

“What? What is it? Why are you smiling like that? Tell me?” Demi begged from the bed.

“You wanna know?” I grinned.

“Yes.”

“You really wanna-”

“Becca, we’re not doing this, just tell me!”

I jumped onto the bed and stood over Demi. All she had to do was crane her neck ever so slightly and she’d see right up my skirt and see what this surprise was. Of course, Demi had no reason to suspect there was anything up my skirt for her to play with and so she didn’t, she instead continued to beg which I let her do because it kind of turned me on and I wanted it to be nice and hard for the big reveal.

“Ready?” I grabbed the edge of my mini skirt.

“Yes, Becca… Show me already.”

I lifted my skirt and flashed my hard futa cock.

Demi gasped, “Oh my! You have a cock. You’re- You’re a futa!”

“That’s right,” I responded, beaming with pride.

“Have you told your stepmom yet?” Demi asked, her eyes remained fixed on my cock.

“Not yet,” I swayed my hips back and forth, showing off my new asset.

“She’s gonna love this. You have to tell her.”

“I will. It hasn’t even been twenty-four hours yet, I’m still getting used to it.”

Judging by the way Demi refused to look away and licked her lips as she watched my cock bounce happily between my legs I knew she’d be more than willing to help in that department.

“Can- can I touch it?” Demi asked shyly. Don’t know why, she had nothing to be shy about, I mean we did fuck way back when I was still just a girl. Maybe something was intimidating about it now that I had this thick powerful cock.

“You can do whatever you want with it. I sent Hitomi to search for a girl who’d want to play with it. I never expected she’d find you.”

“I’m happy that she did.”

Demi scooted up onto her knees, positioning her pretty face underneath my stiff futa cock. Tingling with anticipation, blood rushing into my hard cock, a small drop of precum bubbled at the tip.

Demi reached up and caressed my cock in her soft hands. Her touch so enticing my cock did another little jump and more precum came dripping out of the tip and rolled down the lengthy shaft.

“Mmm… so pretty and so big,” cooed Demi, sliding her hands on and off, one after the other as she tugged and pulled.

“Thank you,” I blushed, “Fuko really blessed me with a good one.”

“Fuko did this?” Demi pressed my cock to her face in a show of loving worship, “I should thank her. So kind of her to bless my bestie with such a good-looking cock.” She pressed her mouth to the tip and gave it a sweet kiss, precum glistening off her pretty lips.

“Mmhmm,” I hummed, mostly because of how good her lips felt rather than as an actual answer to her question.

“I suppose there’ll be time for that later… right now I just wanted to worship this,” she pressed my cock to her face once more, deeply inhaling the lusty scent of my sex. “You said I can do whatever I want with it right?”

“That’s right.”

“Good.”

Demi stuck her wet tongue out and dragged it under my cock from the base to the tip, licking up the dripping precum that her sensual touch had caused.

“Nnn… fuck, that’s nice,” I let out a breathy moan, knees buckling under me.

“I can tell she likes it,” said Demi, my cock throbbing in her grasp. She swirled her wet tongue around the head, and sucked the tip in, her cheeks hollowing with the force of her suction.

“Oh baby, I didn’t know you were so good at sucking cock,” I hunched forward, grabbed Demi by the hair, and pulled, forcing her mouth to slide off my sensitive cock with a wet pop!

“That’s because you’ve never had a cock for me to suck before,” a mix of precum and spit dripped off Demi’s chin and settled on the front of her shirt.

“Let’s get you a bit more comfortable,” I helped Demi remove her shirt and bra. This was clearly going to be quite the messy operation, no need to ruin her nice clothes. I cupped her supple young tits in my hands.

“Go on,” Demi playfully bounced her tits, “I know you want to play with my nipples.”

I most certainly did. I pinched her cute pink nipples, teasing and tugging. Demi moaned sweetly. A bit of nipple play almost always had Demi quickly creaming her panties.

“You know, I’ve just noticed this but your tits… they look a bit… bigger?” Demi shivered as she spoke, squirming on her knees.

“They are, a cock isn’t the only thing Fuko blessed me with.” I leaned in and sucked her nipple into my mouth.

“W- what do you mean?” Demi panted as I suckled her breasts.

“See for yourself,” I ripped my blouse open, a button popping off as I freed my tits. I would need a new blouse anyway, it was too small now that I had a bigger bust.

I pressed my chest out, presenting my voluptuous full breasts for Demi to discover just what it is that I meant. She squeezed and massaged but if she wanted to find out my other naughty secret she’d have to do more than just that.

“Play with my nipples. I mean really play with them. Pinch, pull, tug… give it everything you got.”

Demi did as I commanded. Her fingers clamped down on my stiff nipples, tugging on one then the other. Her rough tugging made it hard to resist stroking my cock. But I couldn’t do that, my cock was for Demi to enjoy and worship.

“Oh my gosh, you’re leaking milk,” Demi squealed, small droplets of milk dripping from my tits and rolling down her forearm.

“Crazy, right?”

“And fucking hot,” Demi added as continued to milk my plump breasts.

I quickly went from producing small droplets of milky white cream to spraying full-on streams. Flinching, the unsuspecting Demi accidentally sprayed herself in the face.

“Fuck, I love it,” laughed Demi, licking the milk off her lips. This time she sprayed herself on purpose, pinching and tugging, milk dripping down her face between her perky tits.

“How does it taste?” I asked. When I tasted Fuko’s milk it was amazing, so sweet and creamy. I hoped mine was just as good.

Demi, tugging my milk-producing titties, filled her mouth with my cream. Then bringing her lips to mine, she opened up, swapping milk from her mouth into mine, giving me my answer.

“Mmm,” I swallowed a mouthful of milk. Just as good as Fuko’s.

“Damn Becca, look what you did to me,” Demi slipped a hand down the front of her pants, swiftly rubbing that precious pussy of hers. She removed her hand, her creamy juices sticking to her nimble fingers. “You see how wet you make me?” She held her fingers out.

I leaned over and sucked her delicious pussy juice off her fingers, humming sweetly to myself, “There’s only one thing left to do about that,” I said, my eager cock pulsating with an absolute desire to penetrate my long time bestie.

I shoved Becca by the shoulders, laying her out on the bed.  Next, I grabbed her leggings and tore them wildly off her legs. I was seething with unrestrained lust, led more by my cock’s throbbing want than anything else. Demi lifted her hips, her panties slipped right off and I tossed them aside. There was nothing to get in the way of what I wanted.

“Mmmm… fuck,” I gripped Demi’s thighs, face between her legs, the lusty scent of her sex filling me with a hunger. “Such a pretty little pussy,” I buried my face between her thighs, tongue pressed to her clit.

I lapped up my bestie’s succulent young cunt. Demi filled the room with the sounds of her moaning. She gripped the bed sheets and bucked her hips, grinding her fresh puss up and down while my tongue happily flicked and swirled around her swelling clit.

“Nnngghh… you’re gonna drive me crazy like that,” Demi whimpered. Her hands made their way to the back of my head, forcefully holding my face where it belonged. I sucked her little clit into my mouth, taking notice of every shift and change of beat. “Please, Becca… I need your cock, I need it in me so bad.”

I pulled away from her delicious cunt, her juices dripping down my face, “Whatever you want, baby.” I leaned in for a kiss. Demi licked the side of my face and shoved her tongue into my mouth, tasting her juices off my lips.

“I want it now,” Demi demanded like a spoiled brat. And I had every intention to keep on spoiling her.

I parted her slender legs and made room for myself. Lifting my skirt up and taking hold of my hard cock. Teasing the sensitive tip between her creamy slit and brushing her clit the two of us shuddered.

“Fuck me Becca… fuck this tight young pussy,” with two fingers Demi spread her labia, her creamy pussy looking oh so inviting.

Placing one hand around her neck, the other guiding my cock, I eased the tip into her warmth. Demi clenched, her pussy gripping and hugging my hard cock.

“Oh god…” I huffed. I barely had the tip in and already, that feeling… wet and warm and tight. I was in her, really in her. I rested for a moment, taking slow breaths. Part of me wanted to just go at her, pound that pretty pussy. But the other part knew I couldn’t last, the way it felt slipping inside, her stiff nipples gliding across the supple flesh of my breasts.

Demi however had only one thing on her mind. To get fucked and she had no reservations about letting me know.

“Fuck this pussy for me, Becca,” Demi growled, impatiently waiting for me, “Fuck me now.” I suppose I didn’t really have a choice.

I forced my cock in up to the base, stretching her tight cunt to fit my girth. Demi sure liked that. And so did I, my cock enveloped in her pussy’s warmth. I couldn’t hold out, I just couldn’t do it. I tightened my grip on her shoulders, thrusting my hips.

“Nnn… You’re so fucking tight,” I cried out, my cock slick with her juices as I pumped my futa cock in that perfect pussy.

“All… all for you,” Demi panted, her hands squeezing my booty. Each time I pulled back, Demi pulled me right back in, not wanting my cock to leave her empty.

“Harder… fuck… me… harder,” Demi’s tongue hung over her lips, a strand of spit dripping down her perky tits.

Sweat dripped down my body. Cock throbbing for itsopportunity release. I held it in as long as I could. Giving Demi long, hard, thrusts. Her tits bouncing with the force of my penetration.

“Yes baby, that’s what I like… fuck,” Demi spanked my ass.

“Spank me again,” I demanded, “Spank me like a naughty whore.”

Demi happily slapped my tight ass until it stung red.

“I- I don’t know how much longer I can last,” I dug my fingers into her shoulder, clawing at her flesh.

“It’s okay… you can cum… fill me with your seed...please,” Demi begged.

I pinned her down to minimize her squirming. I lifted her legs, folding her in half, Demi lifted her hips meeting me halfway. My cock driving down with great force, bodies slapping, her creamy cunt taking every naughty inch. I nearly collapsed on top of her, biting her shoulder, and ready to let it all come spilling out.

“Grrr… ah,” I growled like a tiger, stuffing her cunt with my cock and holding her tight. Thick streams of warm futa cum shot out of my cock in a wild expulsion.

“That’s it, Becca… Fill my pussy with your sweet sweet cum,” Demi slapped my ass hard as I drained every drop into that pretty little pussy.

While I felt a bit bad for not lasting that long, being on top of Demi sure made me feel like I was on top of the world.

I slipped my messy cock out of her cunt, dripping with cum and pussy juice, “Sorry,” I wiped the sweat off my forehead and brushed the hair out of my face.

“For what? That was great!” Demi spread her labia, cum dripping out of her gaping hole, “Just look at all that yummy cum.” She shoved her fingers into her cunt. Demi held her cum covered fingers over her lips and let it drip onto her tongue, savoring the sweet flavor of my futa cum.

“I hope you still have a little left, though. Just a little more for me,” Demi smiled innocently, licking her fingertips.

“I- I don’t know,” I admitted. I don’t think I quite yet had the sort of endurance that futas are known for.

“You sure?” Demi wrapped her fingers around my messy cock. Stroking it beautifully, Demi worked the tip, trying to get it hard again, “Because I was kinda hoping you’d fuck my ass next.”

Demi spun around on all fours, her face down on the mattress and her booty in the air. I certainly could not resist the oppurtunity to fuck my best friend in her tight little ass.

“Well… maybe I can go a little longer,” I said, spreading her ass and massaging her cheeks.

“I want you to lick my ass, get all wet with your spit for that big cock of yours,” Demi reached back and slapped her ass.

“When did you become such a nasty little slut?”

“I had been staying with your stepmom.”

“Ah, that sure explains that,” I swirled my tongue around her tight puckered ass, darting into her slutty hole. My stepmom is an insatiable futa and there’s nothing she wouldn’t do when it came to sex. If Demi’s been hanging with her, I had no doubt they were getting into some real dirty stuff.

Demi arched her back and spread her sweet ass for me. I grabbed her hips and teased my cock over her holes.

“Aahh.. Fuck,” Demi bit down on the sheets, my stiff cock penetrating her tight ass.

“Holy fuck, that ass is tighter than your pussy,” I groaned, her ass gripping my cock and pulling it in deeper.

Each forceful thrust sent Demi shooting forward, her face buried in a pillow, muffling her whimpering moans. Fuck, I loved it. The way her ass bounced, the way it jiggled, taking my hard cock deep inside. I took full control of her, my dirty slut, forcing that ass to do what I wanted.

“You nasty little slut, you like getting ass fucked, don’t you,” I pulled her hair, forcing her to look back at me from over her shoulder.

“Mmm… yes.. I love the way you fuck my ass,” Demi cooed, her plump behind just begging for me to spank it.

I slapped her booty and made it shake, groping her all over.

“Fuck… punish me, Becca, I’ve been so bad.”

I slid my cock out, her ass gaping and needing to be filled.

“Put it back in… cum in my ass! Your stepmom loves to cum in my ass,” she shrieked. I planted my palm on the side of her face, driving my cock back in where it belonged. The bed knocked against the wall, the lamp on the side table falling over with a crash. Nothing but the sweet release of another orgasm could break my concentration. That ass of hers had me hypnotized.

My thick cock swelled with one last load of futa cum for Demi’s naughty ass. “Nngh… You dirty little slut,” I growled from behind clenched teeth. A thick stream of futa cum fired from the tip, my cock pulsing as it emptied deep in her tight ass.

“Mmm… that’s what I wanted,” Demi drooled as her ass filled with my seed. “How does it look?” Asked Demi, wagging her booty, squeezing cum out of her ass, and letting it drip down her thighs.

“Perfect,” I gave her booty a kiss and one last spanking.

I rolled over onto the bed, laying out flat. This time, I was most definitely drained of everything I had. Demi curled up next to me, dreamily gazing into my eyes.

“Do you think Hitomi and Fuko could use a third?” she asked.

“W- what? Are you joking? You still want more?”

“Kind of…” Demi streaked my cum across her tits.

“What did my stepmom do to you?” I said jokingly, the two of us sharing a laugh.

“More like, what didn’t she do,” Demi giggled.

I suppose I had a lot of training to do when it came to being a futa. But with Demi around and her unquenchable thirst for lust, I was sure I’d have plenty of more opportunities to practice. For now, though I needed to rest.

“You should go. I’m sure they’d love to have you,” I said.

Demi did not hesitate, and I really mean that. She headed out of the suite stark naked, cum still dripping out of her slutty holes. She certainly has become quite the wild one during my absence. I thought I was going to be showing her something new, turns out she was full of surprises of her own.


Futa Fertility Clinic

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You mean shady? Don’t you?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Alright, I’ll do it.”

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

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

“Ahem… right… I should be going.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It’s a deal then.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That’s kind of adorable,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I have an idea,” I offered.

“What? Tell us?” Anya pleaded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Darn,” Trisha pouted.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Futas At The Maid Cafe

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Right, but then the cafe.”

-

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“She’s a futa.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I think you’re right,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Okay, let’s get that cream.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Milked At The Futa Farm

From the outside, it looked like your stereotypical barn. Painted in the classic red and trimmed with white, the only hint that anything here might be amiss is the clear lack of livestock for a farm this size. However, this was not your typical farm. There’s a reason there’s no animals or crops here. This here was a futa farm.

The reason I was here with my best friend Demi was simple albeit very naughty one. Demi made it clear she wanted to transform into a futa much like myself. How could I not help her see such a noble desire through? She was there for me when I had no real friends to speak of. She traveled all the way to Japan just to see me. A perfect friend in every way. Of course, I couldn’t transform her myself. I wasn’t gifted with such amazing abilities. Though in this case I most certainly wish I was.

Oh, it would be just absolutely perfect if I could be the one to bless my bestie with a big hard throbbing futa cock. If I was the one who could part the slender legs of hers. Play with her tiny little clit for the last time, making it pulse with orgasmic pleasure, stuffing her with my futa cock until she just had to have it and I could not hold back any longer. Pulling my cock out and spilling a thick load of blessed futa cum on her pretty little pussy. Then, watching her squirm as she transformed before my eyes.

Unfortunately, such was not my gift. But it was the gift of the lovely and sexy futa Fuko, the voluptuous and fun-loving beauty who blessed me into the futa that I am. So obviously when we found out that Fuko was here we came straight away. I suppose we could have waited for her to return to the Futa Love Hotel where we’ve been living. And perhaps doing so would have been much easier. But Demi was oh so eager and I couldn’t blame her for not wanting to wait another second longer.

Before we could enter the barn we were stopped by a futa named Kayla who politely introduced herself but then quickly became very serious. Kayla, much like Demi and myself, was from America. Which I suppose also explains the American-style barn out here in Japan. She was a beauty, blond hair braided in cute pigtails, a flannel shirt with the buttons straining to contain her large bust, and cut-off jeans that framed her thick American booty just right.

“Look, I have no problem letting you in,” Kayla directed her words at me, a piece of wheatgrass twirling between her lips, “But she can’t, I’m sorry.”

“But why not?” Demi asked in a disappointed huff.

“It’s just protocol. Only futas are allowed in the barn. Where would we be without following the proper protocol?”

“Well, I’d be in the barn. Very happily I might add,” Demi remarked.

Kayla smirked, finding a bit of joy in Demi’s coolness, “Nice try. Rules are rules.”

Demi took a step forward, moving in on the futa. Demi isn’t generally one for flirting but this was now about necessity more so than anything else. She unbuttoned her top button, teasing her nimble fingers around the neckline showing her mouthwatering cleavage.

“Are you sure there’s nothing you can do?” Demi asked, fanning a hand over her increasingly exposed breasts. “I’m desperate.”

Kayla removed the piece of wheatgrass from her mouth, tracing the feather tip over Demi’s supple breasts, tickling her soft and inviting flesh. “Mmmm,” she pulled the wheat away, “Again, nice try but I’m only attracted to futas.”

Demi shot a glance my way.

“And before you say anything, I get more than enough satisfaction from the futas who help out here,” said Kayla, stopping me in my tracks before I could make an offer of my own. “I need futas who I can milk, not ones who just want to get fucked. I’ve got a big order in from the Futa Love Hotel that I need to fill before Futa Appreciation Day. So please, let me get to work,” Kayle turned from us, hoisting her jeans up and shaking her hips. She sure had a nice butt though.

Demi sighed in defeat, “I guess we’ll just have to wait.”

Demi may have been ready to admit defeat but I wasn’t. I had to do this for her. Sure, I’ve made Demi happy. But that’s mostly only ever been with my body. While Demi certainly never had any complaints about that. Well, that is unless you count the time Demi kept screaming and moaning for me to fuck her harder after we already had sex three times that day and I just didn’t have the energy to keep going.

“Nonsense,” I said, grabbing Demi by the wrist before she could get too far, “I’m getting you into that barn.”

“Wait,” I called out to Kayla, waving overhead.

“What is it now?” Kayla adjusted her bottoms as the two of us trotted over. I would say she needs to get herself a pair of jeans that actually fit but I sure did like the way her thong occasionally peaked out over the top.

“You said you needed futas that you could milk, right?”

“Yeah, that’s right.”

“What if I let you milk me? These tits,” I cupped my breasts, lifting them, '' are so full and tender and in need of a good milking. I’m sure you could get gallons of sweet futa cream from them.”

I wasn’t wearing a bra so pinching my perky nipples until they stiffened was no problem. Kayla needed to see that I was serious. That I was willing to do anything, to give her what she wanted. I pinched and tugged my stiff nipples, my futa cock growing hard and erect under my little skirt as two milky wet spots formed on my shirt.

“I’ll be the perfect milkmaid, just a futa cow for your milking, your milk-producing slut, whatever you want. Just let my friend in,” I squeezed my juicy tits, exhaling a natural moan. Fuck, this had to work.

Kayla, hands on her waist, thrusted her hips out, her futa cock pushing against the seam of her jeans, “That sure does sound nice…” she rubbed her palm over the top of her thigh, “...but it’s not worth breaking the rules just because I’m a little bit behind schedule.”

When I first heard about this place, I was happy to hear that there was a futa run business. A place for futas by futas. But honestly, right now, I could really use someone like Tomoya, the love hotel’s owner. Kayla was finally somebody who cared about ethical business practices, and of course, it had to bite me in the butt, and not in a good way.

Frustrated and at a complete loss over what I could possibly do for Demi now, I let it all out, “I get that, I really do. But my friend, she really wants to become a futa. Like more than anything. She’s the best friend a person can have. I just want to make her happy. And I can’t even do that, not by myself. We need Fuko, if you would just let us in there…”

“Hold on,” Kayla raised a hand, “You’re here because you want to become a futa?”

“Y-y-yes,” Demi replied nervously.

“Hmmm,” Kayla stroked her chin then rubbed her thighs, her futa cock really straining to bust out of those jeans. Something was exciting her. “Alright, I’ll tell you what, I’ll let the two of you in under one condition.”

We both knew it didn’t matter what this condition entailed. Whatever it was, we would do it. Demi’s face lit up, beaming with pure joy, too excited to speak for herself.

“Whatever it is, we’ll do it,” I said. Demi squeezed my hand, her way of saying thanks.

“There’s nothing tastier than fresh milk from a fresh futa. And once that sweet young body of hers starts overflowing with new hormones she’ll be pumping out more milk than any of these futas. You let me milk the two of you dry and I’ll let you both in. Do we have a deal?”

“Absolutely,” I agreed, nudging Demi.

“Oh, yes… it’s a deal,” said Demi, waking from her daydream. Most likely fantasizing about what would take place behind the barn doors.

“Perfect, then follow me.”

We entered the barn. The alluring scent of futa milk overpowered the scent of sex that hung in the air around us. The raw and rough moaning of futas periodically breaking through the whirring of high-powered machines.

“As you can see, this is where the magic happens,” Kayla plucked the wheatgrass from her pretty lips and tossed it on the ground.

Instantly, Demi and I were captivated by the wild futa orgy happening all around us. Although perhaps orgy may not be the exact right word for it, it was very organized in its own way. A dozen or so futas all paired up, naked and sweaty. Voluptuous and thick futas, all of them with big juicy tits ripe for the milking. A breathy ‘wow,’ escaped my lips, my cock twitching excitedly to play. But I was here on a mission.

Kayla grabbed a clipboard hanging on the wall and scanned it over, “Fuko should be with Aimi. Spot number six, in the back. I’ll be around checking in on the machines and my futas. Come get me when you’re ready for your milking.”

Heading to the back, I heard a familiar voice, “Mmm, such a nice big ass,” chirped a futa, her tits so big they could be seen from the back.

“Wait,” I pulled Demi to my side, “I think that’s Ahnri.”

“Ahnri? The futa from the maid cafe?”

“Mmhmm, makes sense, she did have such big juicy tits, especially for someone so tiny,” I said.

“And very tasty milk,” Demi added, licking her lips. Now that we made it into the barn, one small detour wouldn’t hurt.

Upon closer inspection, it was definitely her, even though I could only see her from behind. But I remember quite vividly that tight behind of hers bouncing as she plowed Demi on top of the cafe’s table. That’s not a butt that is easily forgotten.

“Ahnri?” I tapped the futa’s shoulder but she didn’t seem to notice, far too invested in something a bit more entertaining.

Ahnri groped the plump booty of her partner, spanking that thick ass as she thrust her hips. Her partner was down all fours, hands, and feet tied and bound to metal poles, juicy tits swaying freely, two large milk pumps forcibly sucking the cream from her nipples.

“Ahnri!” Demi and I shouted in unison, startling our old waitress and lover.

Ahnri pulled her cock out of the moaning futa cow and jumped to her feet, “What is it, boss?” She stood up straight, like a soldier awaiting a command. “Becca! Demi! What are you two doing here?” Ahnri smiled warmly. Behind that smile was the naughty memory of dousing Demi in whip cream and chocolate syrup before eating out her creamy center.

“Us? What about you? I thought you worked at the maid cafe?” I asked.

“I still do,” Ahnri wiped the sweat off her forehead, not that it did much. She was glistening in sweat from head to toe. “I work here on the weekend, it’s decent pay and a hell of a lot of fun.”

“Why’d you stop?” Whimpered the bound futa. “I need your cock back in me,” she struggled against the leather straps, the metal bars clanking as she tossed her ass back.

“Just give me a second you dirty slut,” Ahnri slapped the futa’s round ass.

“We’re here to see Fuko,” said Demi. She was talking to Ahnri but was staring at the futa getting her tits pumped of their milk. “She’s gonna transform me into a futa.”

“Oh, that’s wonderful,” Ahnri embraced Demi, pulling her into a big hug, smushing my friend's face between those big full tits.

“How come you’re not getting milked?” I asked, “That milk of yours was some of the best I’ve tasted.”

“Thank you,” Ahrni jiggled her tits, a few drops of milk leaking from succulent nips. “We take turns here. One futa gets milked, the other helps stimulate the process, then we switch. It should be my turn soon.”

“Not if you don’t put that yummy cock back in me,” groaned Ahnri’s desperate partner, shivering as the machine sucked streams of delicious milk from her tits.

“I should get back to it, you two have fun,” Ahnri gave us each a kiss. She spread her partner’s thick ass, spitting into her gaping hole. “You just can’t get enough of me, can you,” Ahnri growled, her cock swallowed up by the futa’s greedy ass.

“This place is kind of intense,” said Demi.

“You still wanna do this? We can always wait,” I said.

“Fuck, are you kidding? I can’t wait to get tied up and milked,” Demi grabbed my hand and stuffed it down her pants, “Feel that?”

“Damn, you’re wet,” I circled the tip of my finger over her little clit and between her juicy slit.

“I’m just that excited… and soon I’ll be hard.”

We spotted Fuko in the back right corner of the barn. We passed by a few pairs of futas hard at work at their milking stations. All of them exceptionally sexy. All of them so incredibly busty with big juicy tits swollen and full of futa milk. Those bound and prepped for milking had no choice but to submit to their partner's desire. Their partners happily and aggressively taking them from behind, or using their sweet mouths like a pussy, fucking and pumping their hips until they gagged and choked. For all the restraints tied to these futas, this place housed pure unrestrained futa perversion and debauchery.

Fuko had a slightly different setup compared to Ahnri and her partner. Fuko’s arms were bound to a metal bar overhead, her legs spread wide and tied to two side posts. Fuko’s partner was settled beneath her, stroking Fuko’s thick cock in a calm, easy rhythm.

“Hey Becca, hey Demi,” Fuko greeted us, she attempted to wave her hand before realizing the leather straps prevented her.

“Hey there, Fuko, having fun?” I asked, the pumps on her massive tits gently squeezing out her futa milk.

“Mnnn… yeah,” Fuko shook, the futa beneath her, licking up her throbbing shaft. “Mei, these are my friends, Becca and Demi.”

The plump futa slurped her mouth off Fuko’s tip, “Nice to meet you,” a strand of spit dripped off her chin and rested on her fat tits. “You two here for a good milking too?” She asked.

“We are,” I answered, “But first we need Fuko to help transform Demi here into a futa.”

“I would love to help,” said Fuko, “But… Nngg.. mnnn,” Mei slapped Fuko’s hard cock with her open hand, “Ahh, I love it when you get rough. Kayla doesn’t really like it if I’m not being productive.”

“Yeah, she can be a real bitch sometimes,” said Mei, giving Fuko’s cock another slap.

“Oh my…” Fuko tightened her lips, “So can you,” said Fuko, submitting to the mix of pleasure and pain.

“It’s okay,” Demi chimed in, “We already talked with Kayla, she said it was fine. She just wants to milk us after.”

“That’s wonderful, let me just finish up here first. You’re gonna love getting milked, especially if you let Mei go to work on you.”

“Damn right,” agreed the plump futa as she gripped Fuko’s spit-coated cock until her knuckles turned white.

“Aahh… Nnnggh,” Fuko pointlessly attempted to pull back.

“She seems a bit rough,” said Demi, understandably concerned.

“That’s what makes it fun,” said Fuko.

“And the bondage, is that… is it necessary?” Demi asked.

Personally I couldn’t wait to get strapped down and toyed with. My poor futa cock was just aching to come out and play, I could already feel a bit of precum dripping down the shaft as it pulsated.

“Is it necessary,” Mei let out a small chuckle, “Shall we show them Fuko?”

“Oh yes, please,” Fuko shouted over the roaring moans of the futa pair next to us.

Mei turned up the dial on the milking machine, the deafening hum of the machine at full power drowned at the sound of the neighboring futa’s cries for more. The pumps attached to Fuko tugged and pulled violently on her massive breasts, sucking them in and sucking the milk out.

“You ready to give momma all that delicious milk?” Asked Mei circling around Fuko.

“Mhmm,” Fuko nodded, wincing as the pumps relentlessly milked her perfect tits.

“That’s my good futa cow,” Mei spanked Fuko’s behind, “Momma wants every drop of your delicious cream.

Mei reached into a wooden crate, pulling out a very large and very thick dildo. Then she flipped the crate over and stood upon it behind Fuko. She reached around Fuko, grabbing hold of her thick cock.

“Come on, you can give momma more milk than that, can’t you?” Mei swiftly jerked the length of Fuko’s cock. “I know these udders can do better than this,” she slapped Fuko’s pillowy tits. The pumps collided and clattered, the powerful force of their suction keeping them well in place. “You’re gonna make me put this in your ass, aren’t you?” Mei slapped the dildo across Fuko’s ass.

“Yes momma,” Fuko whimpered, pressing her booty out.

“Then you better start sucking on it,” said Mei, holding the dildo in front of Fuko’s face, “Because it’s going in there whether you’re ready for it or not.”

Fuko opened her mouth wide. Mei slid the toy over Fuko’s tongue and into her mouth. “That’s it, get it nice and sloppy so it slides right in. Mmm… you nasty hucow slut,” Mei forced another inch of the toy into Fuko’s mouth, making her gag on it, saliva spewing over Fuko’s lips and drenching the toy. “Good, you keep sucking on that, while I take care of this, and have a bit of fun myself.”

Mei crouched down, burying her face into Fuko’s round behind, licking and loving all up and in Fuko’s ass. Her mouth and tongue hard at work, her arms wrapped around Fuko’s hips, tugging at her stiff futa cock.

“You’re not giving momma what she wants, I need more milk than that,” with both hands Mei beat Fuko’s cock, harder and harder, pumping at her cock, making her demands. “Give me this,” Mei grabbed the toy out of Fuko’s drooling mouth. “You left me with no choice,” spreading Fuko’s plump ass, Mei shoved the tip of the toy into Fuko’s freshly eaten ass.

“Nnghh… ahh,” Fuko’s entire body shook, Mei, sinking the toy deep into her naughty hole.

“I know you like having fat cock in that tight ass,” growled Mei, plunging the dildo harder into Fuko’s tight ass, stretching her booty open to fit that massive toy. Mei relentlessly stuffed and fucked Fuko with the toy, determined to get all that milk out of Fuko’s juicy tits by any means necessary.

“Oh god… oh god… yes yes, milk me, please,” cried Fuko. With the combination of the thick toy taking her ass, and Mei’s soft hands jerking her futa cock, Fuko squirmed wildly, pulling and struggling to fight against her bindings.

“Give it to me, give it to me you nasty milk slut.” Mei took full advantage of her tied-up partner, forcing Fuko to take the intense pleasure of this wild combination of debauched antics.

Fuko’s cock throbbed in Mei’s grasp, her ass gobbling up the thick toy. Squirming, struggling, pulling, fighting, all with nowhere to go. Submission was the only possible response. Submission to her partner’s mastery of her thick body, her partner’s claim over that thick cock and tight ass. And as much as it overwhelmed poor Fuko she could not help but love being taken advantage of, being used for her body and milk.

Fuko tossed her head back, pumping her hips as much as the bindings would allow, her cock sliding between Mei’s speedy hands.

“Mnnn… ah ah,” Fuko’s tongue hung over her bottom lip, panting for air as she swelled with the urge to blow her futa cum.

“Wait!” Demi cried out, “Don’t let her cum! I need that for my transformation.”

Mei quickly stopped stroking Fuko’s throbbing aching cock and instead squeezed the shaft at the base, cutting off the flow. “You heard her, you better not cum.”

Fuko tightened her face, fighting to hold back the urge to spill her thick futa seed. Then, shaking from head to toe as she fought against her natural urge to cum, a torrent of fresh futa cream sprayed from her milky tits and filled the pumps as they sucked and tugged.

Safely assured that Fuko would not cum, Mei moved onto groping Fuko’s luscious breasts, “That’s it, let all that milk come flowing out, you can cum later, but only if I get every drop of that sweet delicious cream out of you.”

Drained of every last drop, Fuko’s body went slack, no longer tense, no longer fighting against the pull and pump and tug. Precum oozed from the tip of her cock, dripping down in long thin strands. It was up to Demi now to drain the rest of her.

“So what do you think?” Mei asked, turning down the machine and helping Fuko out of the leather straps, easing the massive dildo out of Fuko’s now gaping ass. Then she removed the pumps, Fuko’s nipples looking tender and puffed out

“I think it’s my turn to get tied up and transformed into a futa,” Demi gleefully replied.

“That’s what I thought,” smirked Mei.

Together, Fuko and Mei adjusted their setup while Demi quickly undressed. Demi’s young pussy absolutely drooling with her girl cream. Having Demi in a standing position would not work, we needed easy access to her pussy. And so they bent Demi over a center bar, down on her knees, ankles bound and tied, arms pulled back, tits hanging freely.

“Come on, I’m so ready, give me that futa cock, Fuko,” Demi demanded. Instinctively she went to reach out in front and grab Fuko’s thick cock, the straps tightened around her wrists and restrained her movements. “Fuck,” Demi stopped struggling, “Just let me have it,” she opened her mouth and wagged her tongue.

“You must really want this,” said Fuko, brushing the tip of her cock over Demi’s wet tongue, filling her mouth with the taste of futa precum.

“Do you think I can enjoy you like this one last time before Fuko gets a hold of you?” I asked, caressing Demi’s behind, her juicy cunny just begging me to eat it all up.

“Mmhmm,” Demi nodded, “Do whatever you like.”

Now that was exactly what I wanted to hear. Though, it’s not like she had much of a choice anyway.  I got down behind Demi, spread her lower lips and went at it. I flicked my tongue over her cute little clit, swirling, circling. The sweet taste of her juices filled my mouth, her precious clit swelling as I sucked it in.

“Oh, fuck yes,” shouted Demi as I munched on her delicious cunt. “Let me suck on it, Fuko, please put it in my mouth,” she begged.

Fuko brushed Demi’s hair, holding it in a ponytail, pulling on it she forced Demi to look up and her mouth to open wide.

“Here you go,” Fuko pushed her cock past Demi’s lips, entering my bestie’s wet mouth. Fuko dipped her hips, filling Demi’s mouth with the length of her shaft, “Mmm… those soft lips and wet mouth sure feel nice after being treated so roughly.” Fuko’s cock was quickly soaked in layers of Demi’s spit.

“Hey now, you three don’t get to have all the fun,” said Mei, having no intentions of being left out, “This is momma’s milking station, nobody gets to play unless I do too.”

“Ahh… fuck,” Demi took a deep breath, spit and precum oozing down her chin as Fuko offered her a short respite. “Then get over here and do something,” roared Demi.

“With pleasure,” Mei responded, tapping the dildo against her palm.

Mei swung a leg over Demi, standing over her back and leaning down to come join me in taking advantage of poor sweet Demi.

“Becca, spit on her tight little ass for me, will you?” Asked Mei as groped Demi’s booty, that tight puckered hole just begging to get toyed with.

“Mhmm,” I nodded, swishing the spit in my mouth and then drooling over Demi’s slutty holes. “How’s that?” I asked, teasing a finger around Demi’s naughty entrance, then easing it, her clenched bootyhole loosening up for Mei’s big fun toy.

“That’s perfect, let’s see how much our little princess here can take,” Mei slapped Demi’s ass hard. Demi moaned deeply, voice muffled by Fuko’s cock as the busty futa forced Demi to throat another inch.

“Mmm, look at that ass just swallow it up,” said Mei, plunging that massive toy in Demi’s sweet ass.

“You sure know how to treat a slut,” I said, face covered in Demi’s juices.

“Oh honey, when you’ve been doing this as long as I have you learn a thing or two about what women really want,” said Mei.

“Yeah, and what do they really want?” I asked.

“To get used and treated like the dirty little cock hungry sluts that they are. Isn’t that right?” Mei spanked Demi’s red cheeks.

“Nnnngh… Fuck yes, I want each of your cocks, I want every one of my holes fucked,” Demi bellowed.

“You heard your slut, give her this nice big futa cock,” Mei lifted my skirt, eyeing my stiff cock. “Don’t you wanna fuck her tight pussy with this pretty thing,” she spat in her palm and rolled her hand over my shaft. Mei looked into my eyes, “Mmm, I can feel just how badly you want to cum. It must have been torture watching all these futas fuck each other and not getting to use this, huh?”

“Mmhmm,” I nodded, tight-lipped, cock aching in Mei’s hands.

“I can feel it… you’re getting closer,” Mei stroked me faster and faster. Both hands pumping my futa cock, edging me further. She whipped her hands off my cock, “Go on, fuck your slut good,” Mei commanded, releasing me.

Without hesitating I grabbed onto Demi’s hips for stability. Thrusting my cock into that yummy cunt, enveloped in Demi’s wet warmth as her young pussy gripped the shaft.

“Oh my… It’s so fuc-” Before Demi could finish Fuko stuffed her spit-covered cock back into Demi’s mouth.

I pounded my thick cock into my slutty young friend. Slamming into her, the metal bars clanking, “Fuck… give me that pussy… I need it, I need it so fucking bed,” I growled, wild with primal lust. I wanted to fuck that pussy, make it cream, make her scream. Use her, breed her, fuck her for all that she’s good for.

“And I need this ass,” remarked Mei, pulling the massive toy out and tossing it aside.

“Then come get it,” I said, settling down lower, “There’s plenty of room for you back here.”

Mei sweeped around, positioning herself in front of me and behind Demi. “You okay with my big booty in your face like this.”

“Mmmhmm,” I kissed her fat juicy ass, “I don’t mind at all.”

Mei sank her large futa cock into Demi’s gaping ass. “How you like momma’s cock, my new little slut,” Mei pulled Demi’s hair, forcing her to look over her shoulder.

“I fucking love it,” Demi gasped.

“Damn right, momma’s got the best fucking cock, doesn’t she?” Mei threw the entirety of her weight behind each heavy thrust, Demi’s bondage was the only thing keeping her place as the enter setup creaked and rocked. “Doesn’t she!” Mei repeated, pulling at Demi’s hair, shaking her head.

“Fuck, yes momma, you have the best cock!”

“Good, now go back to sucking Fuko’s,” Mei pushed on the back of Demi’s head.

“F-f-fuck, I think I’m gonna-”

“Do it, baby, cum in her pussy, give her that thick futa load,” Mei encouraged.

I buried my futa cock in deep, Demi’s walls constricting around the shaft greedily hugging and not letting go. I wrapped my arms around Mei, nails digging into her fat ass, face resting on her back, cock meeting Demi’s young womb. Demi shuddered, cum spurting from my futa cock. Spit bubbled over Demi’s lips, drenching Fuko, her eyes rolling back. Cum filled her womb to the brim.

I pulled my cock out, cum dripping out of our messy little slut. “She’s all ready for you Fuko, better hurry while she’s still cumming.”

“Yay, you’re gonna be futa,” said Fuko. Not that Demi could really hear her, she was lost in a world of orgasmic bliss, shivering, shuddering, pulling and fighting helplessly against the bondage.

“You better hurry up and finish there too,” I said, grabbing a handful of Mei’s big ass.

“Y-yes, please cum in my ass!”

Mei happily obliged Demi’s request, using the last of her energy to hammer away, “Nnn, fuck. You’re such a nasty whore, momma’s gonna fill that ass up.”

“Alright, Fuko, have at her,” said Mei, strolling beside Demi. “And you, princess, can clean this mess off my cock… Mmm, lick it all up… just like that.”

Fuko tossed her hips forward, penetrating Demi’s cum-filled pussy, slipping in with ease. Pounding and panting, closer and closer to the edge of orgasm.

“Fuck yes,” Demi shouted, licking and cleaning Mei’s sloppy cock until it sparkled, “Make me a futa, give me that cum, Fuko!”

“You. Got. It.” Fuko punctuated each word with a heavy thrust. Pulling her throbbing cock out of Demi’s gooey center, she aimed the tip right at Demi’s pulsating clit. Fuko tossed her head back, her luscious tits pressed out. Shrieking in a high-pitched moan, Fuko released every drop she had stored up.

Full thick streams of potent futa cum spewed repeatedly out of Fuko’s big hard cock; spraying, splattering, coating and covering Demi’s fresh young pussy.

“Fuck fuck fuck,” Demi whimpered, shaking and struggling, tied and bound. “Nnnghhh.” Fuko stroked the very tip, another stream of yummy futa cum splattering upon Demi, cum pooling in, on, and around Demi’s pretty pussy.

While Demi wailed and convulsed, overtaken by the spasming pleasure of her transformation, her sweet little clit started to blossom. Growing inch by inch between her legs sprouted a beautiful mouthwatering futa cock. So smooth and thick, dripping with Fuko’s cum blessing, swaying between her legs as Demi fought helplessly.

“You’re one of us now,” said Mei, “A futa with a nice big juicy cock.” Mei got down on her knees beside Demi, grabbing my friend’s newly formed futa cock, tugging and pulling, Fuko’s slippery cum squelching between her fingers. “How does it feel?”

“It’s s-s-s-s… So sensitive!” Demi screeched. Unable to resist the pleasure of these new sensations or Mei’s speedy hands, fresh cum leaked from Demi’s delicious dick spilling onto the ground beneath her. “Thank you Fuko, Oh thank you so much,” Demi went slack, taking a moment to adjust to her changes.

“Why don’t you take a short rest,” I said, kindly rubbing Demi’s back, “and once you’re ready Kayla can milk all that fresh futa milk from your perfect breasts.”

“And yours too,” Mei added, giving my behind a naughty little slap.


A Futa Threesome Surprise

It was a special day. Mainly because my stepmom was coming to visit. I haven’t seen her in such a long time. That was before my futa transformation back when I was still just a simple woman. While Fuko was the one who blessed me with this wondrous transformation, it was finding out that my stepmom was futa that really set me on this path. It was all thanks to my stepmom’s love and support that I am who I am. Now that she was on her way here I could finally thank her properly for all that she’s done.

I was standing outside The Futa Love Hotel, waiting for my stepmom’s taxi when it pulled up. My heart leaped in my chest, thumping with anticipation. The cab door opened, stepmom’s long slender legs swung out, she brushed her thighs with her palms and then got out.

“Becca! Sweetheart, how have you been?” My stepmom hugged me warmly, always so inviting.

“Mmm, so good, now that you’re here,” I returned her affection, squeezing her in a big tight hug. Her hair smelled just lovely, the scent making me a little tingly. Not much has changed about her. She’s still the same sexy futa milf she was before I left, still dressing like a naughty slut who’s down to fuck. Which I hope is also still true. My stepmom’s libido is boundless, the love hotel is the perfect place for someone like her.

“Look at you, you’re an even prettier woman than when you left,” she said, brushing the hair behind my ears so she could get a better look at my face.

“Maybe because I’m not a woman, I’m a futa.”

Stepmom’s face lit up, mouth agape, “Oh, that’s right. So how is being a futa treating you?”

“I suppose I could tell you but,” I grabbed one of her bags to help carry it inside, “I think it would be better to show you,” I held the hotel door open, letting her go in first, and I have to say her butt was looking yummy.

“Is that right? And just who is this new confident young futa? I remember when you were still just a virgin coming to me for help.”

“That innocent virgin is long gone,” I said. My stepmom didn’t know much of what I’ve been up to, at least not the specific details. Not the threesomes, not impregnating women at the clinic, nor the futa milking farm.

“Wow, this place is beautiful,” my stepmom whistled as we entered the lobby. “You must really be enjoying yourself here.” Her attention was quickly captured by a futa feeling up a busty woman as they leaned into each other on one of the couches. “Is there a bar or something in this place? Maybe we can…” She was very much so taken in by all the sights around her. While my stepmom has always been open with her sexuality she never lived in a place where everyone is this open. She could not stop drooling over the skimpily dressed women who in turn were drooling over a futa or two trying to tease their way into getting a feel.

“Yeah, we can… but later, okay? I was kind of hoping to spend some time with just the two of us first.”

She shook her head, coming out of her daze, “Right, of course. There’ll be plenty of time to venture out later. I’m sure you know all the best spots.”

Regardless of her words, my stepmom could just not help herself. This young woman bent over, her miniskirt riding up, her thong-clad behind sticking out, I had to shove my stepmom into the elevator just to make sure she kept her hands to herself.

“Gosh, you’re so bad,” I said as the elevator doors closed behind us.

“I’m just horny,” she said.

“You’re always horny, can’t you control it until we get the room.”

“This is different.”

“How is this different?” I asked. Truthfully I was pretty damn horny myself but that was from the excitement of getting to play with my stepmom again, she was just all over the place.

“I blame the woman sitting next to me on my flight. She never heard of a futa before, so you know I had to inform her.”

“And what exactly do you mean by inform?”

“Oh, you know, I let her sneak a hand down my pants. She was quite impressed with the size. I think she was even a bit jealous that her husband wasn’t as big.”

“You let a woman masturbate you on the plane?”

“Well duh, it’s not like I could get a blowjob or anything more without the other passengers knowing. She did have such pretty pink plump lips, mnnn… that would have been nice though, those ruby red lips wrapped around my futa cock, sucking me off for all to see. Uggh, unfortunately, we landed before she could finish me off. Now I’m just aching, desperate to blow.”

The elevator stopped on our floor, the last floor, the doors sliding open. “Aww… you poor thing, that must be so rough,” I said playfully mocking her. I grabbed her stiff bulge, fondling my stepmom’s big package as I led her out of the elevator by the tip of her cock. “Don’t you worry, once we get into our room I’ll make sure to take good care of this,” I let go of her thick cock and swiped my keycard, “and anything else you need taken care of,” I pushed the door open and invited her in.

“What a generous stepdaughter you are,” said Stepmom as she closed the door behind her.

The second I let the bag in my hand drop to the ground my stepmom shoved me against the wall, pinning me against it.

“Well, we made it to our room… you gonna give me what I want… what I need?” She dove in, pressing her tasty lips to mine. Instinctively, I opened my mouth to receive her tongue. Oh, how I missed stepmom’s hot passion. The taste of her lips, the feel of her tongue on mine, instantly awakening the memories of the summer we spent together. How I would never forget that night she took my innocence from me, breaking my seal, and inviting me into a world of sexuality that the old me could have never imagined… oh yeah, and the way she pumped young fertile pussy full of her potent futa seed, can’t ever forget that.

“Mmm, you’ve sure have grown since the last time I saw you,” Stepmom whispered into my ear, her warm breath cascading down my neck and sending shivers up my spine. Her sneaky hand found its way up my skirt, groping my stiff futa rod. “You’re so big now,” she kissed my neck, nibbled at my ear, “I like that.”

“Nnngh, mommy… I missed your touch so much,” I palmed her tight milf booty, squeezing that plump meaty ass of hers.

“Don’t you worry, mommy’s here for you now. Whatever you want, mommy is going to give it to you.”

Whatever I wanted, that sure sounded nice. I wanted her, I wanted her to know how much I’ve changed and how much I have to give. She gave so much to me, gave it to me every time I asked or begged for it. Gave it to me from behind, on top, every position, pounding that wondrous cock of hers into my then virgin pussy. But now it was my turn to give it to her. To show her I was no longer that shy college girl who needed someone to take her by the hand and take control. That wasn’t me, not anymore.

“Yeah? I want to see mommy on her knees,” I said.

“Like this?” Stepmom got down before me, her bright eyes looking up into mine, those full tits spilling out over the top of her blouse.

“Mmm, just like that,” I cooed, mommy, looking like a yummy snack on her knees for me, but it was the delicious treat between my legs that I ached to have mommy snack on. I lifted my skirt, hard cock poised over her wet lips. “Now open up that pretty mouth, mommy.”

Obeying my naughty command my stepmom opened wide to receive my eager cock. Slipping through her lips and over her tongue, I eased my cock into her willing mouth gripping the top of her head and a fistful of her hair.

“Nnn… fuck yes, mommy. Suck on that cock, get it all nice and sloppy for me,” I forced my cock to hit the back of her throat, making my mommy gag on the size of my hard throbbing rod.

“Mwaah,” stepmom inhaled sharply, sliding her mouth off the length of my shaft, spit bubbles pooling over her lips and drenching my futa cock.

I yanked on her hair, tilting her head back, “You’re my dirty slut now, mommy. I’m not your little girl anymore.” I dipped my cock back down her throat, choking her with the size of it until she needed to come up for air.

“Fuck, no you’re not,” she moaned, enjoying the way I used her whore mouth for my cock’s pleasure.

“I think it’s time I take you into the bedroom so I can fuck you like a proper slut,” I said, pulling on her hair, forcing her to walk on all fours as I led her to the bed like a disobedient pet. Once we got into the bedroom I let go of her hair, but with zero intentions of stopping, slowing down, or going easy on her.

I tore her blouse off, the buttons popping open one by one. “You’re not even wearing a bra, you really are a nasty slut walking around like that,” I smacked and slapped mommy’s juicy swaying tits. “I bet you just love the attention,” I pinched her perky nipples, tugging down on them, hard, “You just love it when they stare at your nipples poking through your blouse.” I clamped my fingers down on her nipples, tweaking them, mommy whimpering with each tug and pull.

“But you’ve only got my attention now, and I’m not so easily impressed,” I slapped those juicy tits again.

“Oh, fuck… Becca, you’re so rough with me,” mommy whimpered, beneath me, subjected to my lusty aggression. My pet, my plaything, my dirty milf slut all for the taking.

I yanked her tights down her legs, spread her plump behind, and spat on her tight puckered asshole, “I’m just getting you warmed up,” I said, sliding my fingers over her spit-covered hole just before easing in my middle finger, her puckered ass swallowing it in.

“Oh god, p-please go easy, I haven’t got fucked there in so long,” whined mommy.

I added a second finger, stretching her nasty hole open, plunging deep, “you’re going to take whatever I give you and you’re gonna like it, understand?” I drove my point home by smacking her booty, her pale flesh turning a bright red.

“Y-y-yes, Becca… mommy understands, I’ll be your good slut and take whatever you give me.”

Mnnn, mommy sure knew how to be a good submissive pet for me. Her naughty words made my futa cock ache to be inside her. I pulled my fingers out of her ass, and buried my face between her cheeks; licking, spitting, eating, shaking that ass as I slobbered all over her. I pulled her up by the hair and bent her over the mattress, her legs spread and feet planted on the floor, her face resting on the bed.

“Nngh, I’m gonna enjoy fucking this ass,” I growled, spanking her behind.

“It’s all for you, baby. Come and get it,” stepmom reached back and spread her thick ass for me, her finger-fucked asshole winking, requiring more than just my fingers to feel fully satisfied.

“I’m gonna make mommy’s ass gape nice and wide for me,” I said, a strand of spit dangling off my tongue meeting her bootyhole. I teased the tip of my hard cock around her forbidden entrance then, with a heavy thrust, forced my cock in, sinking into her nethers up to the base.

“Oh fuck, that’s big,” she gripped the bedsheets, pulled them in, bunched up around her supple milf breasts. “I never would have guessed my stepdaughter would have such a big cock for me.”

I pulled back on her hips, tossed mine forward, penetrating her slippery spit-filled ass as her booty bounced off my pelvis with each thrust, “Who has the best cock?” I demanded to know.

“You do,” mommy shrieked, her ass gripping around my shaft.

“Who? I want to hear you say my name,” I demanded, again slapping her red-tinged ass.

“Becca’s! I love Becca’s cock.”

“Damn right,” I said, yanking her hair, forcing her to look over her shoulder, “And I love fucking mommy’s tight ass.” I lifted myself, resting my tits on her back, pounding into her naughty ass from behind while the bed rocked.

“Nnnggh… FUCK, I love Becca’s hard cock!” Mommy shouted.

“Say it again,” I roared, overcome by my animalistic and wild urge, drilling deep, her greedy ass gobbling up my shaft.

“I fucking love Becca’s big hard cock,” she shouted. Her words filled me with relentless vigor. I wrapped my hands around the back of her neck, applying just a bit of pressure, fucking that tight ass harder and harder, the sound of body slapping against body filling the room along with the creak and crunch of the bedframe.

Taking mommy deep in the ass sure made this futa cock of mine throb and swell with urging desire to cum. I, however, had no intentions of doing so, not yet. I wanted to enjoy mommy’s ass and everything else her slutty body had to offer me.

I pulled my cock out of her, her cute booty gaping wide for me. Starting to overheat and working up a sweat I pulled my shirt off, my chest glistened with sweat. Fucking mommy was quite the workout but it sure didn’t feel a thing like work. Mommy panted for air, taking this short reprieve to regain her composure.

“Mmm, look at that yummy ass,” I said, spitting into mommy’s gape.

Mommy crawled her way onto the bed and flipped onto her back, her stiff futa cock pointing straight up.

“I hope you haven’t had enough yet,” I said, hopping onto the bed, “I’m just getting started.”

Mommy shook her head from side to side, still panting heavily, her immaculate milf tits heaving, rising, and falling, “Uh-uh.”

“Good. I’ll give that ass of yours a little break… I’m not that mean,” I swung a leg over her chest, taking the reverse position, “But that doesn’t mean you can take a break.” I jiggled and bounced my tight booty over mommy and gave my behind a naughty little tap, “You’re gonna eat my ass so I can ride that cock of yours next, got it?”

“Mmm, yes Becca,” Stepmom caressed my booty with her soft caring hands, spreading my cheeks.

I sat my cute little butt on mommy’s face, “Get that tongue in there, get it all nice and wet for this futa cock,” I hunched forward, taking mommy’s cock in my hands and brushing the tip over my soft lips. Mommy’s tongue circled my naughty ass then darted in. “Eat that ass all up,” I slapped my butt, shaking it, mommy’s tongue swiping from side to side, spit bubbling over her lips. I opened my mouth and sucked the tip of mommy’s cock in, her toes curling as she slipped into my wet mouth. I forced myself to gag on the length of her tool, hitting the back of my throat, yacking as my eyes watered, and spit poured down her shaft.

“Mmfhphmm mphm,” Stepmom struggled to speak.

“What’s that? Do you need to come up for air?” I grinded my ass on her face, riding her tongue as she lapped my ass.

“Mphh mmm,” her words muffled by my thick booty.

“Sorry, I can’t hear you,” I shook my ass, mommy’s face swinging from side to side along with me. “Now what was that?” I asked, lifting my hips.

“I… I…” Mommy huffed, taking deep breaths.

“You need to keep licking my ass or I’m gonna stop sucking this naughty cock,” I smacked the tip of her dick, “I said keep licking.”

Mommy pulled my hips down, stuffing her face back into my booty, her fingers gripping my meaty behind.

“That’s what I thought,” using both hands I stroked her sloppy cock, spit squishing between my fingers and palms as they rolled along her shaft.

“Hey, I’m back from…” Demi, my best friend and recently transformed futa, stood in the bedroom doorway, holding a bag in her hand that slipped from her grasp and plopped down onto the floor.

“Oh, hey Demi,” I greeted her with a smile on my face, and my stepmom’s buried in my ass.

“What the fuck, Becca? You promised you’d help me find a futa to fuck with my brand new cock and you’ve been hogging this one all to yourself. Is that why you sent me shopping?” Her pretty face turned red with anger, which really only made her prettier, and made me want her more. Or that could just be because I had my sexy milf stepmom rimming my puckered ass with her tongue.

“It’s not like that,” I said, stepmom’s face completely engulfed by my ass as I sank deeper.

“Really? Because that looks like a futa, and that looks like your ass she’s eating. I just can’t believe you’d…”

My stepmom tapped my booty three times, signaling her urgent need to breathe. I lifted my ass and rolled off her.

“Ava!” Demi’s demeanor did a complete one-eighty as she saw just who the futa eating my ass was. “What are you doing here?”

“What’s… it… look… like,” Stepmom answered, breathing deeply between each word, “Licking Becca’s ass.”

“Please don’t be mad at Becca,” said Stepmom wiping the spit from her chin, “It’s not her fault, I just needed a good fucking.”

“I know that’s right,” I said, giving stepmom’s hard cock a tug, “I’ve got a futa for you now, Demi. So you can keep complaining or you can help finish this dirty slut off.”

Stripping down naked Demi replied, “There’s really only one choice, isn’t there?”

“That’s my girl,” I said, “Come show my stepmom your new futa cock.”

“Demi… y- you’re a futa too?” Stepmom turned herself over, pulling up to the edge of the bed, watching Demi undress. My stepmom’s eyes wide with wonder as Demi’s flaccid cock hung freely between her legs.

“I couldn’t let you and Becca have all the fun of having a cock,” Demi stood in front of the edge of the bed, cock swaying over my stepmom’s face. “It’s about time I’ve found out how satisfying it is to finally have one.”

“Mmm, I can help with that,” said Stepmom, tongue gliding up Demi’s stiffening shaft. Blood rushed into Demi’s stiff cock, growing to its full size, her face flushed with a sweet love for my stepmom’s warm mouth.

“You really don’t have a choice,” I said, tucking Stepmom’s knees underneath, her delicious ass pressed out for me to take. “You’re gonna be our good little slut and suck her cock for me while I keep fucking this ass.” I stood upon the mattress, drilling my cock down, penetrating deep into my stepmom's gaping hole.

“Fuck… Becca… it’s… so… big,” Stepmom moaned, her ass gripping and squeezing my thick cock as I pounded that lovely luscious ass.

“Are you still talking? That mouth needs to get to work,” I pushed on the back of her head, forcing her to swallow Demi’s hard futa cock.

“Oh god, that’s nice,” Demi’s cock twitching excitedly between stepmom’s drooling lips.

Caught between the two of us, stepmom received all the cock she could handle and then some. Her juicy ass bouncing off me with each primal and raw thrust, her mouth forced to suck down Demi’s futa cock. Stepmom rocked back and forth, taking it in the ass, gagging as she took Demi the rest of the way down.

“You ready for me to fill this ass with cum,” I slapped her tender booty.

“Fuck yes… give me all that cum, Becca… I want it so bad,” Stepmom whimpered, her face a mess of spit and Demi’s precum.

“Then keep sucking her cock,” I pushed on the back of stepmom’s head, making her swallow Demi's thick cock back up.

I gritted my teeth, my heavy breasts bouncing over stepmom’s back, her ass hugging the shaft of my cock, “fuck, fuck…” With all my weight behind it, I gave stepmom one final thrust, burying my cock deep in that yummy ass, “FUCK!” I released the pent-up lust, warm futa cum ejaculating forth, spilling into her clenched asshole. Pulsating, stream after stream of potent futa seed filled stepmom’s forbidden hole.

I pulled my cock out, cum leaking from stepmom’s gaping ass, “Such a good fuck toy,” I smacked her ass, “Come and get some Demi, it should be extra slippery now.” More and more cum oozed out of stepmom’s whore hole, dripping between her legs and down her cock.

Demi moaned with powerful satisfaction, pounding her thick cock into stepmom’s gaping cum-filled ass.

“How’s it feel to fuck my stepmom’s ass?” I asked while stepmom’s tongue lapped up the cum dripping down my shaft, licking it nice and clean for me.

“Nnngh... So fucking good,” growled Demi, her fingers digging into stepmom’s round behind, my best friend straining with great difficulty to not cum too soon. Demi was still new to being a futa, her cock still so very sensitive to even the slightest stimuli, and there was absolutely nothing slight about taking our little fucktoy from behind, ravaging that juicy ass.

“And how about you, my little slut,” I grabbed stepmom’s dangling cock as it slapped against her tummy from the force of Demi’s pushing. “You gonna cum for us?” I stroked stepmom’s throbbing cock, feeling it swell and fill with futa cum, ready to burst for us.

“Oh god yes, I want to cum so bad, please don’t stop stroking it,” stepmom quivered, her muscles tensing as I pulled and tugged that hard cock, as Demi pounded that ass with raw animalistic vigor.

“Do it, mommy… cum for us… give me that big fat futa load,” I spoke sweetly into her ear, licked and sucked her neck, jerking her throbbing cock.

“Oh fuck,” Demi shot her hips forward, slamming into stepmom’s thick booty from behind. Her cock buried into stepmom’s tight depths, booty squeezing the shaft in, gripping and milking as Demi fired round after round, stream upon stream of yummy gooey cum into her ass.

“It’s your turn now, mommy,” I wrapped both hands around her mighty shaft, tugging up and down, forcefully milking that futa cock. “Give me that cum, I want it so fucking bad, give it to me now. Three… two…” And on the one, Stepmom tossed her head back, tits pressed forward, her cock erupting in my hands. “That’s nice, just like that, get it all out,” I squeezed her cock harder, pulling down from base to tip, milking every last drop she had to offer.

“Fucking hell,” stepmom bellowed, shivering the lingering orgasm waved over her, “Where did you two learn to fuck like that,” another shiver followed a breathy sigh, “I remember when I was the one teaching you two.”

“Well, if you stick around perhaps we can show you,” I said, pulling her cock to my lips and giving it a big wet kiss.

“If you two keep fucking me like that I’ll stick around forever.”

“What do you say, Demi? Where should we take her first? The futa farms to get bound and fucked and milked?”

“What about the spirit world. We can even invite Fuko and Hitomi. I’m sure your stepmom would love getting fucked by the nymphs.”

“They both sound great,” said stepmom, staring dizzily at the ceiling, cum relentlessly dribbling out of the tip and down her shaft.

“I suppose we’ll just have to do everything,” said Demi, slurping up stepmom’s residual cum, “It’s really the only way.”

“You’re absolutely right, we’ll just have to do everything. So glad I have such a smart sexy friend like you,” I pressed my lips to Demi, licking the taste of cum off her tongue.
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