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The sound of plastic wheels rolling down the pavement warned Brooke all too late. She felt the board bite at her heel and a body fell on top of her. They tumbled to the ground and Brooke let out a yelp of pain as her knee scraped against the concrete.

Of course, she chose today to wear a pair of shorts. Most days she would have gone out to lunch in pants, but she tried to appreciate her body more lately. Her self-confidence had grown, but that came back to bite her in the ass.

She rolled onto her side as the burning pain radiated outward. A soft voice called out in a panic, “Oh my god, are you okay? I’m so sorry!”

Brooke looked at the woman that crashed into her and for a moment, she forgot the pain. Her brunette hair fell over her left eye. The sunlight made the woman’s green eyes appear even more bright. Brooke saw the anxiety etched on the woman’s face. She couldn’t have been more than twenty, probably close to fifteen years younger than Brooke. The skater’s lower lip poked out and Brooke knew she had to say something before the woman started crying.

“Yeah, it’s just a scrape. It stings, but I’ll be fine. Are you okay?” Brooke asked.

The woman nodded and looked at Brooke’s knee, “Are you sure you’re okay I was on my way home and I just wasn’t paying attention. I was almost there, think you can make it to my house so I can clean that up and put some ointment on it?”

“Oh, no it’ll be alright. Thank you, but I can take of it when I get home,” Brooke rose to her feet. As she put pressure on her leg, she groaned from the pain.

The skater stood up and grabbed her board. Putting it under her arm, she used her free hand to wrap around Brooke’s waist. “Nope, you took a solid hit. Let me help, I promise I won’t hit you again. By the way, my name is Max,” Max said.

Her aching knee throbbed as the blood rushed to the area. Brooke’s pain motivated her to accept Max’s offer, “You win, Max. I’m Brooke, but how long do you think it’s going to take to patch me up?”

“Maybe twenty minutes? I want to ice it before you go. I’m so sorry to meet like this, but thank you for not jumping down my throat.”

“Accidents happen,” Brooke said. They made it to Max’s apartment after a few minutes of hobbling there. Brooke recognized the apartments as River Hills, not exactly a cheap rental unit. Finding a place to live in town was a bitch and Brooke was curious how Max could afford this place at her age.

Max helped her into the two bedroom apartment and sat her down on the couch. After Brooke was on the couch, Max hurried off to the bathroom and came back with a first aid kit. Releasing the plastic clips holding the box closed, Max fished out an alcohol pad, a tube of antibiotics, tweezers, and some gauze to wrap put over Brooke’s knee.

“Are you a nurse or something?” Brooke asked.

“My mom is, she tends to nag at me if I don’t keep a decent kit handy,” Max said as she knelt in front of Brooke. “Could you take off your shorts? They’re frayed and I don’t want the threads to irritate the cuts.”

Under other circumstances, Brooke might have been offended. Brooke unbuttoned her shorts and pushed them down her thighs. Max carefully took the shorts and guided them over Brooke’s knee. Once they fell around Brooke’s ankles, Max pulled them away.

Brooke couldn’t ignore that Max’s eyes darted to her panties. Instead of making a snide remark, she decided to take the glance as a compliment, even in her thirties, she could still draw attention to herself. Brooke laughed and said, “If you’re enjoying the show, don’t forget to leave a tip.”

Max blushed and responded, “Sorry, it’s hard not to look. I’ll do my best to focus.” Max took the alcohol pad and opened it. The pungent smell overpowered the soft scent of fabric softener in the room.

“It’s nice to be looked at, but I’m probably old enough to be your mom,” Brooke mumbled.

Max started treating the wound. The alcohol burned more than the initial impact did and Brooke clenched her teeth and hissed in a breath of air. “Almost done with this part. Then I’ve got to get rid of the dead skin. After that, I’ll get the ointment on it and we’ll patch it up. Then the ice. It should feel better after that.”

The process went through and when Max finished, Brooke had a few tears falling from her chin. Max frowned and went to the kitchen to get the ice. On her way back, she called out to Brooke, “If it makes you feel better, you look better than most people my age.”

Brooke took the bag of ice and put it over her knee. She wiped the tears away with her shirt sleeve and smiled at Max. The words were sweet, even if she probably was lying, “Thank you. I do try to keep myself kind of in shape. I let myself go for a while, but hey, new years resolutions and all that boring stuff.”

“I wouldn’t say it’s boring. If it gets you in shape like that, you really seem to be motivated. Any reason?” Max asked.

“That’s a little more personal,” Brooke said.

Max sat beside Brooke on the couch, “You don’t have to talk about it. I feel pretty bad for running into you.”

“It hurts, but it isn’t really your fault. No reason to be mad about it, if you did it intentionally, yeah I might have more of a bone to pick with you. Whippersnapper,” Brooke teased.

“Do you like Mexican food?” Max asked.

“Yeah, why?”

“I was going to cook dinner after I got home. Would you want to stay for dinner, Brooke?”

Brooke looked at the cute woman and sighed, “Yeah, I really don’t have anything else to do.”

“Was that sarcasm?”

“No, it wasn’t. Should it be?”

“I hope not. I’d like to apologize. I was going to make some burritos, beans, and some corn. Nothing too fancy, but hopefully you’ll like it,” Max said.

Brooke gave a weak chuckle, “How could I say no to that? I’m at a skater kid’s house in my panties with sore knees. I’m practically living the dream.” Max’s posture stiffened at the words.

“I’ll go get started on the food. Want a drink?”

“Are you trying to make this a date?” Brooke asked.

“Would you say no?”

Brooke hesitated for a moment and let her eyes drift to Max’s toned arms, “I don’t think I would.”

“Then I’ll break out some candles and throw on some music. I’m not sure if this is how dating works, but I’d much rather meet people while making myself look stupid rather than on a phone,” Max said.

Brooke watched Max hurry away and before long, the scent of vanilla candles and food seasonings filled the kitchen and living room. Dinner was done a little over half an hour later and Brooke walked to the table with Max’s help.

The food was delicious, but it couldn’t hold Brooke’s attention. Max’s soft features and beautiful eyes kept Brooke from paying attention to much else. Max looked like an alternative model, the piercing in her nose, another in her bottom lip. With piercings being so common in California, it didn’t surprise Brooke that she missed them at first glance.

When Max got up to take the plates away, Brooke could see yet another piercing poking at Max’s shirt. Naval piercings were always attractive to Brooke, but she didn’t know how to start the conversation that she wanted to have.

When Max came back, she sighed and looked at Brooke, “I know this is selfish. I know it’s so very selfish. But could I have your number? I enjoyed this a ton.”

The conversation was started for Brooke. A smile crossed her lips and she nodded, “Go get my phone out of the pocket of my jeans and you can have it.”

Max went to retrieve the phone and handed it to Brooke. A groan escaped Brooke. Her phone’s screen had spiderweb cracks ran all along the front, “God mother fucker, I knew I should have put a fucking case on this piece of shit!”

“You know what, that’s my fault. I accept full responsibility and I’ll replace it tomorrow. Or we can go now, but that would mean you would have to walk a bit to get to the store,” Max offered.

“You don’t have to pay for my phone. Max, shit happens. If anyone else did this, do you think they would offer to pay for it?”

“Do I have to be everyone else?” Max asked.

Brooke looked at Max and felt her loins stir. Was this twenty-something really going to make her revisit her rule against dating those younger than her?

When Brooke didn’t answer, Max continued, “I have a guest room, do you work tomorrow? If not, you can stay here. If you want, that is.”

“I don’t work on the weekends. Lucky me, I get run down by a skater on Friday. Look for the silver linings, right?” Brooke said.

“Is that a yes?”

“Yeah, I can stay the night, Max.”

“I’ll go get the bed ready for you. Uh, and you might want to put on the shorts, I turn the AC down really low when it’s time for bed,” Max said.

Brooke asked, “What time is it?”

“Like seven, but I don’t know what time you go to bed.”

“I’m not old enough to hate going to bed around ten. And I like sleeping in the cold, it’s waking up in the cold that sucks.”

Max smiled, “Don’t worry. I’ll probably wake up before you. I can turn the heat on for you. It’s the least I can do.”

“So what do you want to do in the meantime?” Brooke asked.

“Fix your bed first, then if you’d like to watch a movie or something, I could find something for us.”

Brooke nodded, “Right on. I’ll meet you on the couch then? And could you bring a blanket and turn down the AC?”

Max nodded in return and disappeared for a few minutes. She came back with a thin cover and bumped the air conditioner down on her way through. Max sat beside Brooke and spread the blanket out over them. Grabbing the remote, Max opened the Netflix app and searched for a highly rated romance movie.

Brooke was still yet to put on her shorts and she felt Max’s hand rubbing her thigh. Her first instinct was to tell Max to stop, but instead, she lifted her leg and put it over Max’s. Max looked at Brooke and smiled, “Mind if I move closer?”

“I don’t, but I do want to know where you’re going with this,” Brooke said.

Max scooted closer and slid her left arm behind Brooke’s back and continued rubbing Brooke’s thigh with her other hand. “I’m not really going anywhere with it. If things feel right and you don’t stop me, who knows where it would end?”

Brooke shrugged her shoulders, “I’m not quite sure where it would end.”

They were barely fifteen minutes into the movie before Brooke couldn’t take any more of the slender fingers testing her limits. Max’s fingers were stroking along the front of her panties without dipping low enough to offer release to Brooke. That wasn’t enough for Brooke.

Brooke didn’t intend to make it this easy to make her a sexually charged mess, but it happened. Having Max touching her in ways that had been ignored for months did too much for her libido to not want to pursue. Brooke leaned her head against Max’s shoulder and her hips squirmed under Max’s touch.

“I want more, please Max,” Brooke whispered.

“I can’t give you more until you know something about me. I should have said something before, but you seemed to be enjoying this,” Max said.

Brooke pressed her head against Max’s shoulder a little harder, “What do I need to know?”

Max took Brooke’s hand and moved it to Max’s crotch. The blanket made it hard to notice on the surface, but underneath, there was a part that Brooke wouldn’t normally associate with a woman. But the outline of Max’s hard cock was undeniable. The warmth of the length fighting against the tightness of Max’s jeans brought a soft moan from Brooke.

“I’m a futa, Brooke. I don’t know how you feel about that but I can’t go on without you at least knowing that about me,” Max said.

“Don’t you mean trans?” Brooke asked.

Max chuckled, “No, there is a difference, but I think that’s a story for another time. I don’t want to scare you, but there is more to me than you see.”

Brooke kissed Max’s neck a few times and then said, “Right now, I don’t care. I want you. If you want to put that beast in me, I don’t care. Just don’t stop right now, Max.”

Max’s fingers moved back to Brooke’s panties. This time, they slid under the cotton fabric and her thin fingers gently teased at the woman’s clit and labia. Brooke let out a groan and spread her legs further. The news shocked Brooke, but only for a moment. As many toys as Brooke used on herself, she was no stranger to a cock.

It had been far too long since she had the pleasure of being treated to a good time by someone that had a cock attached to them though. Her last experience had been with a woman, but Max’s experienced touch was already overshadowing her last experience.

Brooke took in the flowery scent of Max’s hair as she buried her face in Max’s neck. Two fingers dipped into her pussy while the heel of Max’s palm continued to grind into Brooke’s clit. How many people had Max practiced on? Brooke didn’t want the actual number, all she wanted was to know how many times Max would do this to her.

Brooke’s thighs struggled to stay open, her orgasm was fast building and Max seemed to show no intention of stopping any time soon. Brooke let her moans flow freely, in a house without others in it, she didn’t care how loud she got. She needed Max to know she was doing an amazing job on Brooke’s pussy.

Max was strangely quiet during the play, barely making noise other than the slick sounds her hand made while pleasuring Brooke. Brooke listened to her breathing and her lips could feel Max’s rapid pulse as they kissed Max’s neck over and over. When Max finally did utter a soft moan, Brooke lost all control over her bliss.

Brooke’s thighs snapped shut and she humped the fingers still inside her as she rode out her orgasm. Her arms tingled and her thighs burned as she threw her head back and let out a loud cry of ecstasy. Brooke’s normal fountain of juices was caught by Max’s hand and she could feel the warm, sticky liquid trailing down into her panties.

Brooke finally let her thighs open and Max removed her hand. That hand shot to Max’s mouth and she licked her hand clean of Brooke’s orgasm before sucking the fingers that were inside Brooke. Brooke sighed heavily and let her body straighten as she relaxed into the couch. “You’re amazing. Where did you learn to do that?”

“All around the world, but those times are behind me. I’ve been wanting to settle down for years,” Max said.

“Years? You’re barely in your twenties, aren’t you?” Brooke slid her hand to Max’s pants and fiddled with the button until it popped loose.

Max looked away from Brooke, “I don’t know if you’re ready to know how old I am.”

Brooke laughed at the words, “Sweetie, I’m thirty-seven. I’ve got you beat by a little while.”

“And if I told you I was over two thousand years old?”

“That would be impossible, so I probably wouldn’t believe you,” Brooke’s hand unzipped the pants and then slid into them to stroke Max’s cock.

“Two thousand, six hundred and fifty-two. If you wanted to be more specific,” Max said.

Brooke’s hand slowed, “Wait what? Max, I don’t know if you’re joking or not, but if you want me to stop, I can.”

“Remember how I said I was a futa and you asked if I was trans?”

“Yeah.”

“I am one of the many incarnations of lust. I don’t need you to believe me, but I need you to at least know that it’s the truth before you keep going,” Max said.

Brooke continued to stroke Max, but she was curious, “What do you mean, though? How could you be that old? And what would you be doing here if that was the case?”

Max sighed, “I was created to fulfill fantasies. To make people’s needs come to fruition when it was their time. You’re thirty-seven, you have no children, your ex-husband treated you horribly, and you are alone and you don’t want to be.”

Brooke couldn’t find words, there was no way a stranger could know these things about her.

“You want to have children, but you feel like you will not be able to find a partner in time. If you do find a partner, you want them to be compassionate, wealthy, attractive, and capable of satisfying you.”

“Max, you’re scaring me.”

“I know. Brooke, I was assigned to you. This isn’t something you’re going to want to hear, but you need me in your life. Or at least, you prayed for me to come into your life. Four months ago, specifically.”

Brooke’s body was hot. Her hand stopped stroking Max’s cock and she looked at the woman with fear in her eyes, “What does all of this mean?”

“It means I am to be yours until you don’t want me anymore. The children we have together will not be the first between my kind and yours. Think of the movie stars you see that you would fall in love with if they just noticed you. That is not unintentional. They are what humanity wants to see coupled with parts of supernatural beings.”

Brooke sighed and pulled her hand away from Max, “You’re fucking with me, aren’t you?”

Max shook her head, “I don’t want this to be something you are afraid of, Brooke. Our union is not set in stone if you don’t want it. But your prayers were answered. As bad as I feel about hitting you today, that was not unintentional. My form is not unintentional. While I am limited to being in a female’s body with both male and female genitals, I am still able to alter those to my lover’s standards.”

“Max, I don’t understand why I would be picked. If all of this is true, and I still don’t think it is, what makes me so special?”

“The fact that you don’t feel you deserve it. You are willing to work for it. I can’t force you to love me, Brooke. But I can be the partner you want me to be.”

Brooke sighed and put her hand back on Max’s length, “I don’t know how I feel about all of this, Max. I want to believe you, but it just doesn’t feel possible.”

Max smiled at Brooke, “But you’re willing to see this through?”

“What do I have to lose? If you can make my panties this wet with your hand, I’m curious as to what you can do with the heat you’re packing,” Brooke gave a gentle squeeze to Max’s cock.

The movie continued to play in the background, but neither of the women cared about it anymore. Brooke couldn’t believe that Max was some kind of supernatural being, but she could believe in what she felt. The desire that she had to see what else Max could offer was undeniable.

Max pulled the blanket away and stood up. Her pants were pushed down and Brooke couldn’t stop staring at Max’s tight ass and thick cock. It didn’t seem possible to have proportions like that. The thin body with small perky breasts, toned muscles, a pair of heavy balls, and a length that made Brooke blush.

As Max sat back down, Brooke looked at her and groaned, “I hate that my knee is still hurting. I wouldn’t mind getting on them to see how you taste.”

Max looked at Brooke, “I can make it better if you wanted. But you would have to promise to keep these things a secret. If people found out what my kind could do, we would be hunted.”

Brooke nodded, the logic was sound, even if it did sound horrible. “Max, I’m not sure what you really are, or why I’m special enough to have prayers answered. But I do know one thing, I want you.”

Max’s shining smile warmed Brooke’s heart. Max’s hand moved to Brooke’s knee and an uncomfortable stinging sensation was felt, then it burned until Brooke screamed in agony. Once the pain stopped, Brooke looked to Max as if betrayed, “What the fuck!”

Max frowned and undid the bandage over Brooke’s wound and showed that it was completely healed, “I can’t do things that are unnatural. I just sped up the process, extensively. Every time you would have hit it, or scraped it, or put on clothes that rubbed it… That’s what you felt. I’m sorry.”

Brooke looked at Max as if confused, “What do you mean?”

“The events of the future came to pass. It’s hard to explain. Think of it like me fast forwarding your knee to the point where it would be healed,” Max said.

“Wait, what are the side effects of that?”

“Nothing. You already experienced them, I can’t progress your aging. Not without killing you.”

Brooke blanched. She looked at Max and the reaction from Max made it clear that she was visibly afraid. “What are you?”

“Something of a witch mixed with a succubus. At least, those are the closest things you could equate me to,” Max explained.

Brooke took a deep breath and looked away from Max for a moment. This was insane. Not only was she finding out there were supernatural beings in the world, but also that she was the target of one’s affection.

Max noticed her discomfort and sat beside Brooke again, “I’m not going to hurt you. I wouldn’t. I’m one of the more benevolent of my kind. I refuse to take any client that wouldn’t end up happy.”

“Client? You make it sound like you get something out of this. What could I even offer you?”

“A child. Maybe more that one.”

“You make it sound like that isn’t a big deal!”

Max tilted her head, “Is it though? You want children. I’m required to have them. It is my directive. If I don’t reproduce, I am refusing my creator and that would mean the end of my existence. I don’t want to die.”

Brooke felt a measure of sympathy for Max. For all of the futa’s statements, Brooke couldn’t deny she was both attracted to Max and hopeful of their possible future. She still needed more answers though, “You said that you wouldn’t take a client that wouldn’t end up happy. What happens to the others?”

“They usually pay with the price of their soul. It is not pretty, and the ones that pay such a high price are usually those that are never satisfied with anything. The more you take from my kind, the trade-offs you make in life, we take back in death.”

The sinking feeling in her stomach begged for the answer to another question, “Would you tell me if I was crossing those lines?”

“You won’t. I’m sure you know what fate is, the idea of destiny. It’s not a concept. It’s a reality. Just as you experience gravity and the passage of time as facts, so is your lifetime. It has already been set in stone. But don’t think too hard about that. You still have free will, you still can change things up. You have agency in your life, but the outcomes are already known.”

Brooke ducked her head. This was a lot of information to take in. No matter how interesting the concepts were, and how many questions she could ask, Brooke didn’t think she would be satisfied with the answers. Brooke looked at Max and asked quietly, “So do I have a choice in if I continue with this deal or not?”

“You absolutely do. I don’t mean to sound too blunt here, but it has to be said. Passing up on this offer would mean that you would never receive another. Have you ever noticed that things always seem to work out when you need them to?”

“Yeah, I’ve been lucky a time or two.”

“Luck doesn’t exist.”

Brooke couldn’t help but equate Max to a guardian angel. While she said she was a creation of lust or something along those lines, Brooke didn’t see that aspect of Max. She was sweet, even if that was her ‘directive’. Even though Max was some form of supernatural force, Brooke still found her appealing.

Brooke sighed and let out a chuckle, “I’m not going to feel bad about you paying for my phone then.”

“Don’t! I didn’t mean to break the phone. I had to hit you, I knew that, but the outcome was only that you would need patched up. See what I mean? You still have agency, we can’t predict everything, only the important details. Those that would alter the course of our own work. Remember, I told you I wouldn’t take a case that wouldn’t end happily. I didn’t say it would always be happy, did I?” Max asked.

“You didn’t. But would you tell me if things were going to go through a rough patch? And is this still like dating?” Brooke asked.

“I couldn’t tell you when they would happen. And yes. I would prefer to not act as Google for your questions, and I would like to just be perceived as mostly normal. I understand you can’t forget what you know, but I think you could understand my desire to be like one of your kind.”

“I really don’t understand that, but I’d be fine with listening to you talk about it. But, if things are supposed to be normal, I think I have a favor to return,” Brooke said with a devious grin.

Max spread her legs and waved a hand at her length, “I won’t stop you. But I will explain this quickly.”

Brooke slunk onto the floor and moved between Max’s legs. Her lips fell around Max’s crown and sucked softly. The taste of salty precum met her tongue and Brooke was hooked. As she bobbed along the first few inches of Max’s cock, she heard Max start talking.

“My life when I am required to look for another client isn’t on this plane of existence. So while I know what your culture wants, enjoys, and how to engage with them, it is from a textbook sense. Engaging in the practice is always refreshing. Also, please don’t forget that I have a pussy as well. Fingers feel nice,” Max hinted to Brooke in a not-so-subtle way.

Brooke slid a hand along Max’s groin until she found the slick entrance of Max’s pussy. The divide wasn’t as long as a normal woman’s split, but Brooke could still feel a clit and a vagina. Only using one finger at the moment, Brooke pushed it into Max and used her thumb to grind against Max’s clit while working faster on the cock in her mouth.

Brooke’s tongue danced along the throbbing cock. Her wet, warm mouth continued to bob along that veined length until she heard Max’s moans pick up. Max’s hips gyrated against Brooke’s hand and mouth. Soft cries escaped Max as Brooke let the tip of her tongue dance against the slit of Max’s crown.

“Brooke, I’m going to… Oh, fuck!” Max cried out.

The taste of sweet, delicious seed filled Brooke’s mouth, an amount that no human could create. The sticky juices that sprayed onto Brooke’s hand had an intoxicating scent that Brooke was desperate to taste. If Max’s cum tasted like this, the normally delicious juices had to taste even better.

Once Max finished her climax, Brooke pulled her mouth away and greedily swallowed the cum. Brooke raised her soaked hand to her lips and her tongue cleaned her hand in a hurry. The taste was similar to peaches, but Brooke couldn’t get enough.

Max called out, “You’re going to have to wait. Please wait. If you keep going you’re not going to stop until I make you. Our orgasms are meant to enhance arousal. It is a reward to those partners that are willing to satisfy our needs before their own.”

Brooke looked at Max with lust in her eyes, “I want more though. I want so much more.”

Max smiled and shook her head, “Tomorrow morning. You need time to process this. Unless you’ve been with an incarnation of lust before, you might want to give thought to what this might mean. As well, I would like to rest so I can hopefully distance myself from my current mindset. I feel like I am spouting too much information. I would much rather get back to dreaming about my skateboard and wondering what place I can find a nice meal next.”

Brooke pouted but nodded, “Can I sleep in your bed then?”

“I never made yours.”

“Wait what?”

“I told you. The important details don’t change. You were always destined to sleep with me.”

Brooke smiled and got to her feet, “Are you sure you want me to sleep in your bed? I am still horny. So very horny.”

“It will pass, if I were to have sex with you tonight, you would get pregnant. I would rather you have some time to think about your future before that happens.”

Brooke shook her head, “If you only take clients that will end happily, I want to do this tonight. I’ll put my faith in you delivering upon your promise.”

Max’s smirk told Brooke more than it should have, “Oh you bitch, you already knew, didn’t you?”

Max shrugged, “If you want to do this, we should go to the bedroom. Or I could take you here, that is your decision.”

Brooke let Max lead her to the bedroom. Max pushed her gently onto the bed and asked quietly, “Are you comfortable with me taking you from behind? It’s a favorite position of mine.”

There was no hesitation from Brooke. She rolled onto her back and lifted her hips for Max, “From any position, I’m not picky.”

“You might want to take your panties off,” Max said and laughed.

Embarrassed that she managed to forget her shirt and panties in the midst of her mind-consuming desire, Brooke took her remaining clothes off.

Max climbed onto the bed behind Brooke and pressed her thick head against Brooke’s soaked folds, “Are you sure about this?”

“Max, I’m going to scream if you don’t hurry up,” Brooke groaned.

No further encouragement was needed. Max’s cock delved into Brooke’s channel and for the first time in what felt like forever, Brooke felt the warmth of hips pressing against her own. She wanted this to continue for a lifetime, but as soon as Max started shifting her hips, Brooke knew she wouldn’t be able to endure more than a few minutes of this.

The juices that Brooke consumed before were enhancing the pleasure she felt. Each stroke of Max’s cock brought Brooke closer to an orgasm. With the penetrations barely started, Brooke already felt her second orgasm of the night building.

Each time Max slid into her, she felt the veins of the woman’s cock rubbing against her sensitive labia. If that wasn’t enough to drive her insane, Max’s hand moved to rub her sensitive bead as she was fucked.

Brooke let out a long, whining moan as she reached her second orgasm of the night. If sex could feel this amazing, Brooke wanted it daily. More than that, if Max could provide the life she hinted at, Brooke didn’t think she could ever want for something again.

The thick cock continued to push into her and Max’s pace grew faster. Brooke had to push Max’s hand away from her clit to prevent herself from orgasming a third time too soon.

Max called out to her, “I’m not going to last long. Please let me help you cum!”

Brooke grasped the bedsheets firmly and tensed up as Max’s hand returned to her clit. The quick rocking motions coupled with Max’s hectic pounding into her led to Brooke’s third orgasm flowing through her. As her body tightened and convulsed during her blissful peak, Brooke felt Max’s hips slam into her a final time.

Another excessive amount of cum was released, this time into Brooke’s fertile depths. Max’s hands moved to gently massage Brooke’s back as she whispered, “This is only the beginning, Brooke. I can’t wait to see our lives unfold.”

Brooke collapsed onto the bed. Max’s cock slid from her body as she fell and Brooke felt hollow. Some of Max’s orgasm leaked out of Brooke’s pussy and Brooke panted as she rolled onto her back.

“You fuck like a god.”

“And I love like an angel.”

“I think I love you, Max.”

“You will in time, or at least, I know you will accept my proposal.”

“We’re getting married?” Brooke gasped.

“I love you too, Brooke,” Max giggled.
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Thank you for reading. I hope you enjoyed this and I want to let you all know I appreciate each and every reader. Any support shown to me by you lets me know that what I do is wanted and worth the time. For anyone that makes it this far, I can hope that you want to see more of my work. I write in various niches, but if you enjoyed ‘Brooke’s Supernatural Futa’, I think you might enjoy ‘Amber’s Futa Mistress’, ‘House of Syn’, ‘Hailey’s Billionaire Futa Professor’, and ‘Zoe and Her Depraved Boyfriend’. You can find those and many others by following the first link below.

Alice Layne's Erotica

Alice Layne's Patreon

https://discord.gg/zktzAx6 This is the link to my Discord. I encourage you to join, it is completely free and gives you a way to communicate with me. I allow users on my discord to read a short story once a month completely for free. I would love to see you there! Building a community would be a dream for me, more so when I could make your fantasies come to life by writing stories based on reader requests. I hope to see you there.
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