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Brooke looked a little wearily at the small house Ginny brought them to. The place didn’t look bad; she had to admit it certainly looked better than the other houses they walked past on the way, but she still wasn’t sure this was a good idea.

Ok, granted, it didn’t seem that Ginny had rushed things. Her best friend had been planning this vacation for months, and this wasn’t something she came with on the spot. 

The hard part had been selling their vacation to their parents. They had just finished high school after all. Both of them were eighteen, though it wouldn’t take long until they turned nineteen, but their families had been a little weary of sending the two of them off to a Caribbean Island.

After much coaxing from their part, though, their parents relented.

Technically, there wasn’t anything they could do to stop them. The two of them worked over the weekends to gather the money and they were adults, but well, neither of them wanted to come without talking things out with their family.

“What do you think? Nice, right?” There was a strange eagerness to Ginny’s features, and Brooke couldn’t help but narrow her eyes at the blonde. She knew Ginny since both of them were toddlers. She knew her friend well enough to say when she was hiding something.

“It doesn’t seem too bad.” And it wasn’t. The house seemed small, but it had modern lines and looked well cared for. Ginny smiled widely at that, even let a giggle escape her, and Brooke didn’t hold back. “Alright, spill it.”

Ginny blinked at her. “What do you mean?”

Brooke crossed her arms as she glared at the blonde. “I know you well enough to say you’re hiding something, and I want to understand what that is. Spill it.”

A small smile graced Ginny’s lips, and amusement made her eyes glint. “You’ll see it, eventually.”

“Ginny...” Brooke tried to warn, but the blonde ignored her, skipped forward.

“No time for that now. Let’s meet our host.”

Brooke watched the blonde move, sighed, and followed her. She had been a little reluctant when Ginny told her about these accommodations. She didn’t exactly like the thought of living in a stranger’s home, but it was far cheaper than the hotels they had researched in the area, and the house was right beside one of the best beaches on the island. Even now, the redhead could turn her head and gaze into the distance and see hundreds of people laying out in the sun.

Part of her wanted to go directly to the beach, lay down, and enjoy the sun, but she followed Ginny and got closer to the small house. Just as Ginny prepared to knock, the door opened, and their host smiled at them from inside the building.

Almost immediately, the older woman’s beauty made Brooke’s mouth dry. She couldn’t help it, really. Tall, curvaceous, with a mane of brown hair that fell in wild curls down her frame, the sight of the woman that would host them made her blink, then breathe a little harder. Maybe it was the grin on the woman’s lips, maybe her light brown eyes and how they lighted up as she saw them. Despite being at least fifteen years older than them, the mocha-skinned woman was gorgeous.

Brooke’s heart started racing.

“Ginny and Brooke, correct?” The woman’s accent made a shiver race down Brooke’s back, and she bit her lower lip.

“Yep, that’s us.” Ginny said in response, and there was something rough in her friend’s voice. Brooke glanced at the blonde, noticed that Ginny focused her attention on their host’s lower body, and she followed that line of sight.

The first thing she noticed was that the mocha-skinned woman was only wearing a bikini and some shorts, clothes that clung to her curves and showed them well. Brooke couldn’t deny that the sight of the woman’s large breasts made her pay attention, just as the rest of those curves did.

And then she noticed something else, and she blinked at first, rubbed her eyes, then looked again, but there was no mistake in it. There was a bulge in the other woman’s shorts. A very noticeable bulge, and one Brooke immediately understood what it was. A cock. Their host was a futa.

Her mouth got dry at that.

She didn’t know what to think about it, if she was honest. Futas were rare, but not unheard of. Something like one in each ten thousand women was born a futa. Hell, there had been a futa in their school, though Brooke never interacted with her.

“Hi, I’m Rosa. Come in, I have your rooms prepared for you.” With those words, the woman turned on her feet and strutted into the room. Brooke couldn’t help but glance at that ass, breathing a little harder at it.

Ginny made to follow, but Brooke reached out and grabbed her best friend’s arm, pulled her back. “What the hell, Ginny? You didn’t tell me our host would be a futa.” Ginny opened her mouth, but the redhead continued before she could say anything. “And don’t tell me you didn’t know. I know about your futa fetish, don’t think you can fool me.”

And that wasn’t any lie. She knew Ginny had always felt a fascination for futas, she could almost bet Ginny arranged for this on purpose. There was no doubt in her mind that Ginny knew about their host.

Ginny only raised an eyebrow at her. “Does it bother you she’s a futa?”

“What? No.” And Brooke was honest, it didn’t. It surprised her, sure, but it didn’t bother her. She had nothing against futas. Granted that she hadn’t exactly expected to feel attracted to their host either, but she couldn’t deny it happened, and maybe that was what was messing up her thoughts.

“Then why do you care?”

Brooke crossed her arms, gave Ginny an annoyed glance. “Maybe because I don’t want to see you awkwardly flirt with her during our entire vacation? I know you after all.”

Ginny smiled. “You sound jealous.” There was an amused glint in the blonde’s eyes, and she leaned forward, pressed a quick peck to Brooke’s lips, one that made the redhead’s eyes widen. She pressed one hand against her lips afterwards, feeling her cheeks reddening as Ginny leaned back and smirked.

The blonde said nothing else, just turned on her feet and strutted into the small home. Brooke could only look after her.

What had she gotten herself into?
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The following days were some of the strangest of Brooke’s life. She got to see her best friend flirting with the futa that was hosting them, and to see the woman flirt back.

She didn’t know how to feel about that. Oh, it certainly pissed part of her. That was their vacation. The two were to be together and have fun. And it was happening. She could admit that, but it felt a little strange to see her friend flirt with the older woman.

“Brooke, are you ready?”

“Almost.” The redhead called out, finished putting the bikini and eyed herself in the mirror. She wasn’t the most gorgeous woman around, not even close, but she looked quite nice in a bikini. Her bust was reasonably generous, she had a few noticeable curves, and exercised enough to have a somewhat athletic frame. With a pleased smile on her lips, she left her room and stepped into the living room. Almost immediately, she stopped still.

She couldn’t help herself, really. The moment her eyes caught sight of her best friend and Rosa, her entire body seemed to have stopped working and she could only gape at them for a few moments.

Both of them were gorgeous. Rosa, she had always been aware of, she couldn’t have missed how gorgeous the futa was if she tried, but the bikini she was wearing now seemed even smaller than those the woman wore around the house, and it basically put her whole body in display. Fortunately, she still used shorts, but then, with the obvious bulge they hid, she could only imagine how normal bikini bottoms would look on her.

Ginny though...

The blonde was beautiful. She had always known it. Hell, they knew one another since they were children. She couldn’t have missed how beautiful the blonde was, and yet...

Ginny smiled at her, wide and happy, and Brooke felt her heart beating just a little faster, felt something rush through her veins.

“Nice.” Ginny let her eyes move down the redhead’s body, and Brooke straightened before realizing what she was doing, biting her lower lip and just letting Ginny enjoy the sight of her. “Brooke cleans up quite nicely, don’t you think, Rosa?”

The older woman did the same thing Ginny did, eyed her up, but there was something in her almost golden eyes that made Brooke breathe faster. It wasn’t hard for her to identify what it was, but it didn’t make her reaction easier to understand. It was hunger, lust, desire. In that moment, she didn’t doubt the futa wanted to bend her over the kitchen counter and take her as hard as she could. Brooke’s body reacted to it and made her get wet.

It bothered her a little how easily her body replied to the other female’s attentions.

She wasn’t like Ginny. She didn’t have a fetish for futas, and yet, in that moment
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