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“I’ve always wondered what it would be like to fuck a futa.”

The moment Maisy processed her friend’s words, she coughed, which made popcorn go the wrong way, and then she coughed some more, harder than before. Rose patted her on the back, almost as if she wasn’t the reason why Maisy was now struggling to breathe freely.

Reaching for her drink and sipping from it allowed Maisy to clear her airways, and she breathed deeply, before blushing red. “Why would you tell me something like that?” She was a futa after all, and her best friend knew that.

Rose shrugged, seemingly unconcerned, her attention on the TV in front of them. “It just came to mind.” Absently, the brunette grabbed her glass once more, sipped a bit of the alcohol that she had prepared for both of them, and Maisy raised an eyebrow at it. Rose had never been very capable of holding her drink, and she started suspecting the brunette was just a bit drunk.

“That’s not exactly something that just comes to mind.”

Part of Maisy believed it was better for her to ignore what the other woman said and let it go. Another found itself a little curious. Rose had never given her a hint of being interested in her before, and it wasn’t as if she was confessing right now, but after what happened...

She let her eyes rove over her friend, lingering in some places. Rose was gorgeous. There was no doubt about that, and she had always been aware of it, though she tried to push it to the back of her head. They were friends first of all, best friends forever, and because of that, she always tried to ignore the possibility of the other woman as a partner of another kind.

Now...

Rose was gorgeous. Her eyes were mischievous, her body had curves in all the right places. Slightly tanned, with brown hair that had lightened considerably since the summer started. All in all, Rose was quite beautiful, and looking at her like this, with new eyes, Maisy started feeling something like attraction for her.

She blinked when she realized it, shook her head. Rose might not be the only one a little drunk if Maisy was letting her mind wander in this direction.

They knew each other since they were kids, they soon became best friends, and they never considered being anything else before. At least, Maisy hadn’t, though before this she would have been pretty sure the other woman thought as she did.

She shook her head once again. Rose probably thought so. It wasn’t a thoughtless comment when she was half-drunk that changed that.

Rose shrugged again. “Maybe I was just trying to make you feel better after what happened with the bitch.”

Maisy closed her eyes and breathed deeply for a moment. The bitch, as Rose called her, was her ex-girlfriend, Mary, who broke up with her a few days before, and who didn’t leave any doubt that part of the reason was the fact that Maisy was a futa. It wasn’t as if she ever hid that, and the other woman knew perfectly well what she was getting herself into.

More than that, Mary had enjoyed what made her different quite well before, but that was when they were only fuck buddies. When things became a little more serious between them, that was when the problems started. Mary had no difficulty fucking a futa, but being with one meant other people knew you were fucking a futa, and Mary didn’t deal well with that.

It hurt. Maisy had dealt with prejudice before, had some women refusing her before, but she could understand that. Everyone had their own tastes, their own hang-ups. Some people weren’t comfortable with how different her body was. She could accept that. But to have someone that liked her, that liked being with her, reject her simply because of what other people thought...

It pissed her off.

She still wasn’t over how they broke apart, though seeing as that happened just a few days before, that was perfectly understandable.

And just as during many of her previous breakups, Rose was there for her the following days, helping her get over it. Snacks, alcohol and bad TV were their company during that time, and Maisy loved her friend for it. Loved her as a friend though, she had never considered anything else.

Once more, she thought back to the other’s comment, bit her lower lip, then gazed at Rose. Did she ever wonder if they could be more?

She resisted the urge to shake her head once more, tried to turn and focus her attention on the TV, but even though her eyes remained on the screen, her thoughts turned to Rose once again. She cast a glance over her memories, tried to find any sign of what might be attraction from the other’s part, failed to find anything damming.

That she could remember the brunette had never shown any sign of being interested in her, and Maisy didn’t know why that drunken throwaway statement messed up with her.

Could it be that she was the one that might want something more to happen?

That thought gave her pause, and she breathed in and out a few times, trying not to hyperventilate. No, it couldn’t be, could it? Only...

She didn’t remember ever feeling attracted to Rose before, not really, but now that she let herself consider the possibility her body grew a little heated, her breath became harsher. She tried to ignore how her body reacted and kept her attention on the movie, but it failed to hold it for long, and her thoughts turned to Rose once again.

It couldn’t happen.

It wouldn’t.

“Thank you.” She said eventually, the word almost whispered out of her. Rose turned to her and blinked, and Maisy felt her lips twitch a little. “Both for the comment and for being here. I don’t know what I would have done without you.” Probably go out and drown her sorrows in alcohol, find someone to rock her world for a bit and then regret it all in the morning. Though, looking at what was going on now, part of her didn’t think something much different was happening.

Rose smiled, and the motion only made her seem even more beautiful. Maisy’s heart skipped a beat, and she resisted the urge to curse, realizing she was in trouble. Now that she let herself consider Rose as someone she could see as a partner, it became far harder to ignore that possibility, and noticing her beauty didn’t help.

“What are friends for?”

“Oh, there are several uses for those.” Maisy didn’t even notice she was flirting at first, didn’t process that her lips had shifted into that smirk she always used to show a girl she was interested. “Depending on what kind of friends they are.”

“And what kinds of friends are there?” Rose asked, completely ignoring the TV and shifting on the sofa so that she could face the futa head on.

“Well, there are best friends, like us.” Maisy gestured from one of them to the other. “And we’re the closest thing to family we can find outside of blood. Maybe even better sometimes.” Rose had some problems with her parents. She knew the other woman loved them, but things had a tendency to get messy between them.

Rose smiled at her words, obviously pleased, and the sight made Maisy inch forward just a little.

Her following words were lower, raspier, and if she thought for more than an instant, she wouldn’t have uttered them, wouldn’t have risked it. “Then there’s friends with benefits.” She let her voice linger on the words, let them stretch into a slow drawl.

She eyed the brunette at that, from her face to her breasts and legs to up again, and she knew her hunger showed. Rose inhaled at it, her eyes widened slightly, and she started breathing just a little harder. It was enough to push her breasts out, and Maisy didn’t miss the fact.

“And what use do these friends with benefits have?” Rose asked, leaning forward just a little, as Maisy had done before, and this time the futa was the one that paused for a moment.

Heat built between them and became impossible to ignore.

“I don’t really have to explain that, do I?” Maisy asked with a smirk.

Rose smirked back at her. “It might be for the best.”

“Well, you see, friends with benefits are friends who sometimes like to enjoy one another.”

Rose tilted her head. “Enjoy how, exactly?” The brunette’s amusement was obvious, and Maisy felt it spread to her.

“Sexually. Friends with benefits like to fuck each other.”

“Ah. I see. And is being best friends an impediment to being friends with benefits?” The brunette asked, seeming to hesitate a little as she did so, and Maisy hesitated before answering.

Their eyes met, and it would be so easy for Maisy to allow herself to get lost in her best friend’s gaze, to ignore the question, or wave it away. To try to pretend this wasn’t happening. She didn’t, though. “I wouldn’t think so, but I admit I don’t have much experience with the matter. Never had a friend with benefits before.”

“Well, maybe that can change.” Rose said, and her face became a little flushed at those words.

They eyed one another for a while longer, then Maisy turned and reached for her drink, took another sip. Both of them turned to face the TV, but she wouldn’t fool herself. Neither of them was paying any attention to what was happening on the screen. Both of them were just trying not to look at one another.

Maisy bit her lower lip. She was intimately aware of how hard her heart was beating, and of how much she just wanted to pull Rose against her, kiss her. The only thing that held her back was their friendship. What would happen to it if they made a mess of this? The sorrow she felt over Mary was nothing compared to what she would feel like if she ruined her friendship with Rose over not being able to
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