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Roadside with the Lesbian MILF

The sight of Maria’s toned, sun-kissed legs made my mouth go dry as I bent over the hot engine, pretending to focus on the steaming radiator.

I was driving home after a grueling ten-hour shift at Hank’s Auto, my muscles aching in that deep, satisfying way that only comes from honest work. The last of the day’s sunlight slanted through my truck’s dusty windshield as I cruised down Route 16.

That’s when I spotted her—a sleek silver BMW pulled onto the shoulder, hazard lights blinking. And leaning against the driver’s door was Maria Vasquez, my longtime friend Tessa’s mother, looking both out of place and somehow perfectly at comfortable in the wilderness in her fitted navy dress and heels.

I pulled over without thinking twice, my truck’s tires crunching on gravel.

“Jane!” Maria’s face lit up with recognition as I approached, her eyes taking in my uniform. “What a surprise! I didn’t know you were a mechanic now.”

“Yeah, two years at Hank’s,” I said, suddenly conscious of the grease stains on my coveralls and the sweat dampening my tank top underneath. “Car trouble?”

“It just overheated,” she sighed, glancing nervously at the steam curling from under the hood. “I was heading home from a client meeting.”

I nodded, already popping the hood. The radiator cap was hot to the touch, and the coolant level was dangerously low. “Looks like you’ve lost some coolant. I’ve got some in my truck, old thing is always overheating. I can top it off for you.”

As I leaned in to fetch the bottle, I felt Maria step close behind me, her perfume cutting through the metallic scent of the engine. Something floral and expensive that made my head swim a little.

“I’m so lucky you found me,” she said, her voice closer than I expected. “I was about to start walking.”

“In those?” I glanced down at her heels, and my eyes caught the smooth curve of her calf.

She laughed warmly. “I would have managed.”

“I bet you would,” I murmured, returning to her car and focusing back on the engine. I unscrewed the radiator cap carefully, letting a little steam hiss out before pouring in the coolant from my bottle.

“That should help you get home,” I said, screwing the cap back on. “But we need to let the engine cool down for a bit before you start it up again. Probably about twenty minutes.”

Maria glanced down the empty highway, then back at me. “Would you… mind keeping me company until then? I’d hate to be out here alone.”

“Of course,” I said, maybe a little too quickly. “Can’t leave you stranded out here.”

We leaned against the side of her BMW, the metal still warm against my back. The silence of the countryside stretched around us, broken only by occasional birdsong and the cooling tick of her engine.

“So how’s Tessa doing?” I asked, trying to remind myself that this gorgeous woman was someone I had known since I was in school. “Haven’t heard from her in a while.”

“Oh, she’s buried in schoolwork,” Maria sighed, smoothing her dress over her thighs in a way that made my eyes follow her hands. “She loves Cornell, but I barely get a text these days. You know how it is.”

I nodded, though I didn’t really know. “Yeah, all my friends are off doing the college thing. I figured this was better for me. I love working with my hands, you know? College just… wasn’t my scene.”

“Smart girl,” Maria said, turning to face me. The movement brought her closer, her hip almost brushing mine. “College isn’t for everyone. And clearly, you’ve found something you’re good at.”

Her eyes traveled down my body, lingering on my arms, my hands. I became acutely aware of how close we were standing, how secluded this stretch of road was.

“Though I bet it gets lonely,” she continued, her voice dropping slightly. “With all your friends gone.”

“Sometimes,” I admitted, my throat suddenly dry. “But I keep busy.”

Maria’s hand reached out, brushing a smudge of grease from my forearm. Her touch left a trail of heat on my skin. “You know, I get lonely too. Big empty house, just Jeff and me rattling around in it.”

The air between us seemed to thicken. Her fingers lingered on my arm, no longer pretending to clean anything.

“Maria, I—” I started, but didn’t know how to finish.

She moved closer, her body now definitely pressing against mine. “You’ve grown up so much, Jane. I remember when you and Tessa were running around my backyard playing tag. Now look at you.”

I swallowed hard, stepping back slightly to put some space between us. This was Tessa’s mom, for god’s sake. I was just reading too much into her friendliness.

“So,” Maria said, her eyes never leaving mine, “how have you been since Becky? Tessa mentioned the breakup was pretty rough.”

I blinked in surprise. “You know about Becky?”

A smile played across Maria’s full lips. “Of course I do. Tessa tells me everything.” She tilted her head, studying me. “You didn’t think it was a secret that you’re into women, did you?”

Heat rushed to my cheeks. “I guess not. I just didn’t realize Tessa would talk about my relationships with you.”

“Honey, it’s written all over you,” Maria laughed, gesturing at my uniform. “Those coveralls, the way you handle tools, the way you’ve always carried yourself… not that I’m one to stereotype, but you’re not exactly hiding anything.”

My mouth opened, then closed. I wasn’t sure if I should be offended or flattered.

“Besides,” she continued, her voice dropping to a near whisper as she leaned closer again, “it takes one to know one.”

The implication hung in the air between us. I stared at her, uncertain I’d heard correctly.

“Before I met Tessa’s father,” Maria explained, running a hand through her auburn hair, “I was quite… experienced with women.” Her eyes took on a faraway look. “God, I miss it sometimes. The softness, the understanding. Men just don’t…” she trailed off, then sighed. “I sometimes wish I hadn’t settled down so young. There was so much more to explore.”

The radiator ticked as it cooled, the only sound besides my suddenly thundering heartbeat.

“I shouldn’t be telling you this,” she said, but her body language suggested otherwise as she moved closer again. “But something about you, Jane…”

“I don’t—” I started to protest, but the words died on my lips as her fingers traced the zipper of my coveralls.

“You’re all grown up now,” she whispered. “and we’re alone on this empty road…”

Her fingers found the zipper pull at my throat and tugged it down, just an inch. The sound was deafening in the quiet.

“Tell me to stop,” she murmured, her breath warm against my neck.

I should have. Everything about this screamed bad idea. But as her lips brushed against my collarbone, all I could think about was how long I’d secretly fantasized about this moment.

“I shouldn’t,” I stammered.

Maria smiled against my skin, pulling the zipper down further, exposing my tank top.

“Why not?” Maria whispered, her fingers toying with my zipper.

I swallowed hard, trying to think of all the reasons this was wrong. “You’re Tessa’s mom,” I managed weakly. “She’s my friend.”

“Tessa’s three thousand miles away,” Maria countered, her lips brushing against my ear. “And I’m right here, wanting you.”

Her hand slid inside my partially unzipped coveralls, fingertips tracing the outline of my sports bra through my tank top. My breath stopped as she found my nipple, already hard and straining against the fabric.

“Tell me you haven’t thought about being with a mature woman like me,” she murmured.

The truth was, I had—more times than I could count. Late nights alone in my bed, imagining those full lips on mine, those hands exploring my body. I’d always dismissed it as a forbidden fantasy, nothing more.

But now…

Before I could answer, she reached for my zipper and pulled it down to my waist in one fluid motion. The coveralls slipped down my shoulders, bunching at my hips as I freed my arms from the sleeves. The cooling evening air kissed my exposed skin, raising goosebumps.

Maria’s eyes darkened as she took in the sight of my tank top clinging to my sweaty torso. “God, look at you,” she breathed.

Her hands found my waist, fingers splaying across my ribs before sliding upward. I gasped when she finally cupped my breasts, squeezing them through the thin cotton.

I couldn’t speak, couldn’t think. All I could do was feel as she pressed me against her car, one thigh slipping between mine. Through the thin material of her dress, I could feel the heat of her skin.

“We shouldn’t be doing this here,” I managed to say, even as my hips rocked involuntarily against her leg.

“No one drives this road,” Maria said, her mouth hovering inches from mine. “Plus, we’ve got time to kill.”

To emphasize her point, she slid one hand down my stomach, fingers dipping just beneath the waist of my coveralls. I moaned, my head falling back as she kissed my exposed throat.

“Tell me what you want, Jane,” she demanded softly. “I need to hear you say it.”

“I want you,” I admitted, finally surrendering to the desire I’d been fighting.

That was all the permission she needed. Maria claimed my mouth in a hungry kiss, her tongue sliding against mine. She tasted like lipstick and expensive coffee.

The kiss deepened as the golden sunset painted the empty highway in amber light. Maria’s tongue explored my mouth, confident and commanding, while her hands roamed freely across my body. My hesitation evaporated like the steam from the engine, replaced by a hunger I couldn’t contain.

Without thinking, I spun us around, pressing Maria against her BMW. She gasped in surprise against my lips, her eyes widening before darkening with desire. The power shift sent a thrill through me.

“Someone’s feeling bold,” she breathed as I broke the kiss.

“You have no idea,” I murmured, trailing my lips down her neck.

My fingers found the buttons of her navy dress, fumbling slightly with the first one before gaining confidence. One by one, I undid them, revealing more of her tanned skin with each movement. The dress parted to reveal a black lace bra that barely contained her heavy breasts.

“Jesus,” I whispered, taking in the sight of her.

Maria watched me with hooded eyes, her chest rising and falling rapidly. “Touch me, Jane.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. My hands, calloused from years of mechanical work, cupped her breasts through the delicate lace. My rough hands on her soft chest made her moan.

Growing bolder, I hooked my fingers under the lace cups and tugged downward. Her breasts spilled free, full and magnificent, with dark nipples already hard and waiting. They were nothing like the small, perky breasts of women my age; Maria’s had a weight and presence that made my mouth water.

“Beautiful,” I breathed, bending to take one nipple between my lips.

Maria’s head fell back as I sucked gently, her hands threading through my hair to hold me against her. “God, yes,” she sighed. “Just like that.”

I swirled my tongue around her nipple before moving to the other breast, giving it the same attention. Her skin tasted faintly of perfume and salt. As I worked, my hands continued their exploration, sliding down her sides to her hips, then back up to cup her breasts.

“You’re so good at this,” Maria gasped as I grazed her nipple with my teeth and squeezed with my hand.

I released her breast with a soft pop. “I’m good with my hands,” I said with a smirk, squeezing her flesh for emphasis. “Comes with the job.”

Maria laughed, the sound turning into a moan as I slid one hand beneath her dress, tracing the inside of her thigh. The skin there was impossibly soft, and I could feel the heat radiating from her as my fingers moved higher.

My fingers moved beneath Maria’s dress until they brushed against the edge of her lace panties and when my fingertips grazed the fabric between her legs, I gasped at how damp it was.

“Fuck,” I muttered, pressing my palm against her. “You’re so wet.”

Maria’s eyes locked with mine, a wicked smile playing on her lips. “What did you expect? I’ve been watching you work on my car with those strong hands.”

I slid my fingers beneath the lace, feeling the slick heat of her for the first time. My breath stopped in my throat as I explored her pussy, discovering just how aroused she was. Maria’s hips rocked against my hand, urging me on.

“These are in the way,” I said, hooking my fingers into the waistband of her panties and slowly dragging them down her thighs.

As the lace slid past her knees and pooled around her ankles, Maria stepped out of them with one foot, then kicked them away with a flick of her ankle. They landed somewhere in the roadside brush.

“Won’t be needing those again,” she said with a throaty laugh.

I stared at her, stunned by her boldness and the sight of her standing there, dress unbuttoned, panties gone, on the side of an empty highway. A laugh bubbled up from my chest, and soon we were both giggling like conspirators.

“God, you’re incredible,” I said, shaking my head.

In a surge of desire, I grabbed her waist and lifted her up. Maria let out a surprised yelp that quickly turned into another laugh as I set her down on the hood of the BMW. The metal was still warm from the engine, and she hissed slightly at the contact against her bare skin.

“Jane!” she gasped, spreading her thighs to make room for me between them.

I stepped between her legs, running my hands up her thighs and pushing her dress up around her waist. The late afternoon sun bathed her exposed skin in golden light, highlighting the curve of her hip, the soft swell of her stomach, and the neatly trimmed patch of dark hair between her legs.

“You’re so sexy,” I breathed, leaning down to kiss her.

Maria wrapped her legs around my waist, pulling me closer as her hands found my face. “Touch me,” she commanded against my lips. “I need your hands on me.”

I slid my hand between us, finding her pussy again. She was even wetter now, practically dripping onto the hood of her expensive car. I circled her clit with my thumb while my fingers teased her entrance.

“More,” she demanded, biting her lower lip.

I slid two fingers inside her, groaning at how tight and hot she felt. Maria threw her head back, exposing the column of her throat.

My fingers slid deeper into Maria’s wet pussy, my knuckles pressing against her as I curled them upward. Her mouth fell open in a silent gasp before she leaned back onto her elbows, her eyes never leaving mine as I began to pump my fingers inside her.

“That’s it,” she purred, her hips rising to meet each thrust. “Fuck me with those mechanic hands.”

I increased my pace, watching her breasts bounce with each movement. The hood of the BMW creaked slightly beneath her weight.

“God, you feel good,” I said, twisting my wrist to hit a spot that made her gasp.

“Harder,” Maria commanded. “Show me what those strong arms can do.”

I obeyed, driving my fingers deeper, faster, watching her face contort with pleasure. Her thighs trembled on either side of me.

“What if some farmer drives by?” I asked with a breathless laugh, glancing at the empty highway stretching in both directions. “We’re not exactly being discreet here.”

Maria’s laugh was wicked as she arched her back, pressing herself harder against my palm. “Let him see. No one would believe him anyway.” She bit her lower lip. “Who would believe sweet Maria Vasquez was getting fucked on the hood of her car by her daughter’s friend?”

Something about her words sent a surge of heat through me. I grabbed one of her thighs and pushed it wider, opening her up completely to me as I thrust harder, adding a third finger that made her cry out.

“Fuck, Jane!” she gasped, her inner walls clenching around my fingers. “Right there, don’t stop!”

I leaned down to take one of her nipples in my mouth, sucking hard as my fingers maintained their relentless rhythm. The combination made her writhe beneath me, her heels digging into the small of my back.

Maria’s body suddenly tensed beneath me, her back arching dramatically off the hood as she bucked wildly against my hand. “Oh fuck, oh GOD! Don’t you dare fucking stop!” she screamed, her voice echoing across the empty highway.

I drove my fingers deeper, harder, mesmerized by how completely uninhibited she was. This wasn’t the same unassuming PTA mom I’d known for years, she was a woman consumed by raw pleasure, shameless in her need.

“That’s it,” I urged “Take it all.”

Her mature breasts bounced with each thrust, nipples dark and hard against her olive skin. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from them, from the way they moved, so different from the younger women I’d been with. There was something intoxicating about her confidence, about how freely she gave herself over to pleasure.

“Fucking hell, your fingers feel so good!” Maria cried out, her hands gripping the edge of the hood for leverage. “Deeper, baby, fuck me deeper!”

I obliged, driving into her with renewed vigor, the wet sounds of her pussy nearly drowning out her cries. My wrist ached, but I wouldn’t have stopped for anything, not with Maria writhing beneath me, cursing and begging.

“Such a filthy mouth,” I teased, curling my fingers to hit that spot that made her whole body jolt. “What would your country club friends think?”

“They can all—oh fuck—go to hell,” she gasped, her inner walls squeezing around my fingers. “None of them know how to—Jesus Christ—fuck like this.”

Suddenly Maria pushed at my chest, breaking our connection. I staggered back a step, confused and breathing heavily as she slid off the hood of the car.

“Not enough,” she panted, her eyes wild with desire. “I need more.”

Before I could ask what she meant, Maria turned around and bent over the hood, planting her palms flat against the warm metal. With one hand, she hiked her dress up higher around her waist, fully exposing her ass to me and the empty highway behind us.

“Fuck me from behind,” she demanded, spreading her legs wider and arching her back to thrust her ass up. “Hard and deep, like only another woman knows how.”

I stood frozen for a moment, mesmerized by the sight of her bent over her car, legs spread, glistening wet, completely shameless. Her auburn hair spilled across the silver hood as she looked back at me over her shoulder.

“Please, Jane,” she begged.

My mouth went dry as I moved behind her, running my hands over the smooth curves of her ass. “I’ve got so many damn tools in my truck,” I said with a groan of frustration, “but not the kind I wish I had right now to really fuck you properly.”

Maria wiggled her hips impatiently. “Your fingers are all I need. Just make me cum.”

I slid two fingers back inside her from this new angle, making her gasp and push back against my hand. She was impossibly wet now, my fingers sliding in easily despite how tight she was.

“Oh fuck, yes!” she cried out as I began thrusting, harder than before.

The ache in my shoulders and arms from a full day of mechanical work burned as I pumped into her, but I pushed through it, determined to give her what she needed. The sight of my work-roughened fingers disappearing into Maria perfect body was worth every bit of pain.

“More,” she demanded, reaching back to grab my wrist and push my fingers deeper. “Another one.”

I added a third finger, stretching her further, feeling her body clench around me. She dropped her forehead to the hood, her moans echoing across the empty landscape.

“Harder,” she commanded, her voice muffled against the metal. “Make me feel it tomorrow.”

Something wild and primal surged through me. I grabbed a fistful of Maria’s auburn hair, twisting it around my hand and yanking her head back before pushing her face down against the hood. The metal was still warm beneath her cheek as I held her there, bent over her own luxury car.

“Look at you,” I growled, my voice hardly recognizable to my own ears. “Mrs. Vasquez, spreading her legs on the side of the highway. Nobody would believe what a secret little lesbian freak you really are.”

Maria moaned, her breath fogging the polished hood beneath her lips. “Yes, Jane, yes,” she gasped, her ass pushing back against my hand. “Talk to me like that.”

I tightened my grip on her hair, keeping her cheek pressed firmly against the metal as I drove my fingers deeper. “All those PTA meetings, all those dinner parties… did they have any idea what you really wanted? That underneath those fancy dresses, you’re just desperate to be fucked by a younger woman?”

“God, no,” Maria cried out, her voice breaking. “None of them knew. None of them could—oh fuck!—could possibly understand.”

I slammed my fingers into her with bruising force, adding a fourth that made her scream. “What would they think if they saw you now? Bent over like a slut, taking my fingers?”

“I don’t care,” she sobbed, her words dissolving into incoherent moans as I fucked her harder. “I’ve waited so fucking long for this. Years of pretending, decades of being the perfect wife, the perfect mother…”

Her confession sent heat surging through my body. I leaned close to her ear, never slowing the punishing rhythm of my hand. “And all along, this is what you needed? To be held down and fucked by some dyke like me?”

“Yes!” Maria wailed, her body trembling beneath mine. “I needed someone who wouldn’t treat me like I’m fragile, someone who could just fuck me properly.”

I pressed my body against her back, my clothed breasts crushed against her shoulder blades as I maintained my grip on her hair.

“You’re going to cum for me,” I commanded, no longer caring if anyone drove by. “Right here on this fucking highway, with your dress hiked up and your ass in the air.”

Maria’s inner walls clenched around my fingers as her whole body began to shake. “Jane, please, I can’t—I’m going to—”

“Do it,” I demanded, fucking her harder than I’d ever fucked anyone before. “Cum all over my fingers, show me what you’ve been hiding all these years.”

“I’m—oh fuck—cumming!” Maria screamed, her entire body convulsing violently against the hood. Then something warm and wet gushed around my fingers, soaking my hand and splashing onto the gravel beneath us. Maria’s legs buckled as she squirted, her body shuddering uncontrollably.

I grabbed her hip with my free hand, supporting her weight as she threatened to collapse. My fingers never stopped their relentless rhythm inside her.

“That’s it,” I growled, amazed at the wetness flooding my hand. “Don’t stop now. I know you’ve got more for me.”

“I can’t—” Maria sobbed, her voice hoarse from screaming. “Too much—”

“You can,” I insisted, curling my fingers to hit that spot deep inside her that had made her gush the first time. “I’m not done with you yet.”

Her inner walls clamped down on my fingers, trying to push me out, but I pressed deeper, working her through the aftershocks. My wrist ached and my arm burned, but the power I felt in that moment was intoxicating.

“Jane, please,” she whimpered, her body still trembling. “I’ve never—not like this—”

“Never squirted before?” I asked, slowing my pace just enough to let her catch her breath before hammering into her again. “Guess those country club husbands don’t know what they’re doing.”

Maria’s laugh turned into another desperate moan as I picked up the pace, fucking her with renewed determination. “Oh god, you’re going to make me—”

“That’s right,” I said, my voice raspy. “Give me another one. I know you can.”

“Fuck, fuck, FUCK!” Maria screamed, her nails scraping against the BMW’s hood as her second orgasm hit her even harder than the first. Her entire body went rigid, then shook violently as another rush of wetness flooded around my fingers and down her thighs.

This time I had to wrap my arm around her waist to keep her from collapsing completely, her legs giving out as she convulsed against me. I held her tight, my fingers still buried inside her as she rode out the waves.

“Jesus Christ,” she panted when she could finally speak, her forehead pressed against the hood. “I’ve never… in my life…”

I slowly withdrew my fingers, causing her to shudder one last time. My hand was soaked, glistening in the fading sunlight. Without thinking, I brought my fingers to my mouth and tasted her.

Maria turned her head to watch me, her eyes wide and dark. “You are something else, Jane,” she whispered.

Maria pushed herself up from the hood, her legs still trembling as she turned to face me. Her dress hung open, revealing her flushed chest rising and falling with each breath. She looked utterly debauched—hair mussed, makeup smeared, lips swollen from our kisses.

“My turn,” she purred, stepping toward me on unsteady legs. “I want to taste you, Jane.”

A sudden wave of shyness washed over me. It was one thing to take control, to make her cum like she so desperately needed. But the thought of being exposed, of being vulnerable in front of this woman I’d known for years as my best friend’s mother made my heart race for a different reason.

“That’s really not necessary,” I said, taking a small step back. I ran a hand through my hair, feeling oddly self-conscious despite everything we’d just done. “I’m good, really.”

Maria’s eyes narrowed playfully as she buttoned just enough of her dress to keep it from falling open completely. “Not necessary?” She moved closer, backing me against my truck. “Honey, I’ve been dying to taste a woman again. It’s been so long.”

Her fingers traced the waistband of my coveralls, which still hung around my hips. The hunger in her eyes was palpable.

“I…” I glanced nervously down the empty highway. The sun was sinking lower, painting the sky in deep oranges and purples. We hadn’t seen another car since I’d stopped to help her, but still.

“God, I’m so fucking wet,” I admitted, my resolve crumbling as Maria’s hand dipped just below my waistband. “But not out here in the open.”

Maria’s eyes lit up. She fumbled in her purse for her keys, then pressed the unlock button. The BMW’s lights flashed as the locks clicked open.

“Backseat?” she suggested, already tugging me toward her car.

“Backseat,” I agreed.

Maria opened the rear door of her BMW, the leather seats gleaming in the dying light. I hesitated for just a second before climbing in, the luxury car feeling foreign compared to my work truck.

“Here,” I said, positioning myself on the edge of the seat with my feet still on the gravel outside. I shimmied my coveralls down my legs, my heart racing as I exposed more of myself to the open air. The fabric pooled around my ankles, and I kicked it aside.

Taking one more glance down the empty highway, I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my boxer briefs. Maria watched hungrily, her eyes never leaving my hands as I slid them down my thighs. The evening air felt cool against my pussy as I tossed the underwear onto the growing pile of discarded clothing.

I leaned back against the leather, feeling it stick slightly to my sweat-dampened skin. My tank top was still on, riding up to expose my stomach, but I felt more naked than I ever had before.

Maria dropped to her knees on the gravel outside the car, positioning herself between my legs. She placed her hands on my inner thighs, gently pushing them apart.

“Oh my,” she breathed, her eyes darkening as she took in the sight of me. “You’re absolutely gorgeous, Jane.”

I felt my face flush with embarrassment. No one had ever looked at me with such raw hunger before.

“So wet already,” Maria murmured, running her fingers lightly through my lips. “Is this all for me?”

I nodded, unable to form words as her fingertips brushed against my clit.

“I’ve been dreaming of getting to do this,” Maria continued, her voice low. “Such a pretty pussy. So young and perfect.”

Her words sent shivers through me. I’d never been one for dirty talk, but hearing those filthy words in Maria’s refined voice was doing things to me I couldn’t explain.

“I bet you taste divine,” she whispered, leaning closer. “Sweet and fresh.”

Her breath was warm against my pussy, making me squirm with anticipation. I gripped the leather seats, bracing myself for her touch.

When her tongue finally made contact, I had to bite my lip to keep from crying out. She started with gentle, teasing licks, exploring me with the delicate precision of someone savoring a delicacy.

“Fuck,” I gasped, my hips lifting involuntarily toward her mouth.

Maria hummed against me, the vibration sending sparks of pleasure up my spine. “Such a responsive girl,” she murmured before diving back in, her tongue more insistent now.

She gripped my thighs tighter, holding me open as she worked, her manicured nails digging into my skin.

Maria’s mouth descended on me with reverent intensity, her tongue exploring every part of me. Unlike the frantic way I’d fucked her against the hood, she took her time, savoring me like I was some exquisite dessert she’d been denied for years.

“Oh god,” I gasped as her tongue flattened against my clit before sliding down to circle my entrance. My hands gripped the leather seats harder, knuckles turning white.

She pulled back just enough to look up at me, her lips glistening. “You taste even better than I imagined, sweetheart,” she murmured. “So young and sweet.”

Her words sent a jolt of electricity through me. There was something about the maternal tone in her voice that made this feel so wrong but also so right.

“Such a good girl,” Maria purred before diving back in, her tongue now making long, deliberate strokes from my entrance to my clit. “Letting me taste this beautiful young pussy.”

My thighs began to tremble as she settled into a gentle, teasing rhythm, never quite giving enough pressure where I needed it most, keeping me teetering on the edge.

“Please,” I whimpered, my hips rising to meet her mouth. “More.”

Maria chuckled against me, the vibration sending sparks up my spine. “So impatient,” she admonished playfully. “Young women are always in such a rush. Let me show you how experience beats enthusiasm every time.”

She slipped one finger inside me while her tongue continued its maddening dance around my clit. The dual sensation made me moan, my head falling back against the seat.

“That’s it,” she encouraged, her voice warm and nurturing even as she added a second finger. “Open up for me, darling. Let go.”

My legs shook uncontrollably now, muscles tightening as she curled her fingers inside me. Her gentle tone and the increasingly insistent movements of her tongue was driving me wild.

“You’re trembling,” she observed, her fingers slowing their pace inside me. “Don’t fight it, baby. Let me take care of you.”

My breathing became ragged as Maria’s tongue focused on my clit, circling it with precise, gentle pressure while her fingers moved deeper inside me. The tension building in my core was almost unbearable.

I couldn’t help myself. My hips began to rock slowly against Maria’s mouth, seeking more pressure, more friction. I was usually the one in control during sex, the one setting the pace, the one making my partners beg. But Maria had completely flipped the script.

“That’s it,” she murmured against my flesh, her breath warm and tickling. “Work those pretty hips for me, baby. Show me how much you want it.”

I whimpered, embarrassed by how easily she’d reduced me to this needy, trembling mess. My fingers tangled in her auburn hair, not to guide her but simply to have something to hold onto as pleasure coursed through me.

“God, Maria,” I gasped as her tongue made another deliberate pass over my clit. “I don’t usually… I’m not normally…”

“Shh,” she soothed, pulling back just enough to look up at me with those knowing eyes. “Let someone take care of you for once. You don’t have to be so strong all the time.”

Her fingers curled inside me again, finding the perfect spot. I bit my lip to keep from crying out.

“I can’t…” I started, my voice breaking as her tongue returned to my clit, circling it with excruciating gentleness.

“Yes, you can,” she encouraged, her fingers moving in perfect rhythm with her tongue. “Give it to me, Jane. Let go for me.”

A sob escaped my throat as I surrendered to her pace, my hips moving in a slow, desperate dance against her mouth. My thighs trembled on either side of her head.

“That’s my good girl,” Maria praised between licks.

Something about her words pushed me closer to the edge. I was no longer fighting for control; I was giving it freely to this woman who seemed to know what my body needed better than I did.

“Please,” I begged, not even sure what I was asking for. “Maria, please…”

“I’ve got you,” she promised, her fingers pressing deeper, her tongue moving with more purpose now. “Just feel it, baby. Just feel what I’m giving you.”

Maria’s touch suddenly changed, her gentle exploration becoming more purposeful, more commanding. Her tongue pressed firmer against my clit while her fingers curled inside me with intent. I gasped, my back arching off the leather seat.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned as she established a steady rhythm, her fingers pumping in and out while her tongue circled my clit with increasing pressure.

My thighs began to quiver uncontrollably as she worked me harder. Her free hand gripped my hip, holding me in place as I writhed beneath her expert attention. The wet sounds of her mouth tasting me filled the car, mixing with my increasingly desperate whimpers.

“Maria… I’m getting close,” I warned, my voice breaking as pleasure built within me.

Just as the tension in me threatened to snap, Maria pulled away completely. The sudden absence of her mouth made me cry out in frustration, my hips bucking up seeking contact that wasn’t there.

“Not yet,” she whispered, her breath hot against my throbbing clit. “I want to savor this moment.”

The warm air from her mouth teased my sensitive flesh, so close yet not touching. I could feel her watching me, enjoying the way my body clenched desperately around nothing.

“Please,” I begged, abandoning all pride. “Don’t stop now.”

Maria chuckled, the sound rich with satisfaction. “Look at you,” she murmured, blowing another stream of warm air directly onto my clit. “So desperate. So needy.”

My body jerked at the sensation, so close to what I needed but not enough. “Maria, please… I need you to finish me.”

“Mmm, but I’m enjoying this view too much,” she teased, her fingers still inside me but motionless now. “The strong, confident lesbian, reduced to begging.”

I groaned in frustration, my hands fisting in her hair. “I’ll do anything, just please don’t leave me like this.”

“Anything?” Maria asked, her voice taking on a dangerous edge. “What a tempting offer.”

Before I could respond, she lowered her mouth again, this time sucking my clit between her lips with firm pressure that made me scream. Her fingers resumed their movement inside me, faster now.

The pleasure was immediate and overwhelming, building rapidly after being denied. I couldn’t control the sounds escaping my throat—desperate, animal noises that echoed in the confines of the luxury car.

“That’s it,” Maria encouraged between strokes of her tongue. “Let me hear how much you want it.”

“Oh god, yes, don’t stop, please don’t stop,” I babbled, my head thrashing against the leather seat as Maria doubled her efforts. My hips bucked wildly against her face, all sense of rhythm lost as I chased my release. “Right there, fuck, right there!”

Maria’s fingers curled inside me while her tongue flicked mercilessly against my clit. My thighs clamped around her head, my entire body trembling as I teetered on the edge.

“I can’t—I can’t—” Words failed me completely as Maria hummed against my sensitive flesh, the vibration sending shockwaves through my core.

“Let go for me,” she commanded against my flesh, her voice vibrating through me. “Now, Jane.”

Her fingers thrust deeper, harder, her tongue pressing flat against my clit with perfect pressure. The tension that had been building snapped violently, pleasure exploding outward from my core. My back arched off the seat as I came with a scream that tore from my throat.

“FUCK! MARIA! OH GOD!” I wailed, my body convulsing as wave after wave crashed through me. My inner walls squeezing rhythmically around her fingers as she worked me through it, never letting up.

I didn’t care if anyone heard me. In that moment, the entire world had narrowed to Maria’s mouth, her fingers, and the overwhelming pleasure she was drawing from my body. My vision blurred, tears streaming down my face as the orgasm continued to roll through me with an intensity I’d never experienced before.

“That’s it, baby,” Maria murmured, gradually slowing her movements as I shuddered beneath her.

I collapsed back against the seat, gasping for air, my limbs heavy and useless. Maria gently withdrew her finger. She pressed soft kisses to my inner thighs, working her way up my body until she was hovering over me, her expression triumphant.

“Holy shit,” I managed to say once I could form words again. “That was… I’ve never…”

Maria smiled, looking immensely pleased with herself as she tucked a strand of hair behind my ear. “I told you experience beats enthusiasm,” she said with a wink.

I laughed weakly, still trying to catch my breath. “I think I just saw God.”

“You’re welcome,” she replied, pressing her lips to mine. I could taste myself on her mouth.

The reality of our situation slowly began filtering back—we were in the backseat of her car, on the side of a highway, my coveralls discarded on the gravel. Yet I couldn’t bring myself to feel embarrassed or regretful. Not when my body still hummed with satisfaction.

“Your car should be cooled down enough to drive now,” I said, glancing up toward the hood where we started.

Maria laughed softly, her fingertips tracing circles on my bare thigh. “Not so fast, Jane. I’m not the kind of woman who just fucks and runs.” Her eyes sparkled with mischief. “That would be terrible manners, don’t you think?”

I couldn’t help but smile as she gathered her discarded dress closer around her body and slid into the backseat beside me. The cramped space forced us together, her warm body pressing against mine as she settled in. The leather seat creaked beneath our combined weight.

“Besides,” she continued, her voice dropping to a whisper, “I like to savor the afterglow. Don’t you?”

She reached up to caress my cheek, her touch impossibly gentle compared to the intensity of moments before. I leaned into her hand, suddenly overwhelmed by the tenderness of the gesture.

“I guess I’m not used to… this part,” I admitted, my voice rough from screaming earlier.

Maria’s eyebrows rose slightly. “The young women you’ve been with don’t stick around after?”

I shrugged, feeling strangely vulnerable. “Not really. It’s usually more… get in, get off, get out.”

“What a shame,” Maria murmured, leaning in to press her lips softly against mine. This kiss was different. Unhurried, almost sweet. “They’re missing the best part.”

Her hand found mine, our fingers intertwining as we kissed lazily in the growing darkness of the car. The sunset had faded to dusk, casting long shadows across the empty highway. Through the windows, I could see stars beginning to appear in the sky.

“This is nice,” I whispered against her lips, surprising myself with how much I meant it.

Maria hummed in agreement, her free hand sliding beneath my tank top to trace the contours of my stomach. There was nothing sexual in her touch now, just a gentle exploration, skin against skin.

“Your body is magnificent,” she said, her fingers traveling up to trace the outline of my sports bra. “So strong. So capable.”

We settled against each other more comfortably, Maria’s head resting on my shoulder as my arm wrapped around her.

“I should probably get you home,” I said eventually, though I made no move to release her. “It’s getting late.”

Maria’s fingers traced lazy patterns on my collarbone. “Mm, not yet. Let’s stay like this a little longer.”

I didn’t argue, content to feel her warm weight against me.

We lay together in comfortable silence, watching as the last sliver of sun disappeared below the horizon.

“It’s beautiful out here,” Maria murmured, her head still resting on my shoulder. “Away from the city lights, you can actually see the stars.”

“One of the perks of living in the middle of nowhere,” I said, tracing my fingers along her bare arm.

The peaceful moment was suddenly interrupted by bright headlights sweeping across us. I jolted upright, my heart hammering as a pickup truck pulled onto the shoulder behind our cars.

“Shit,” I hissed, fumbling for my discarded clothes.

Maria quickly clutched her dress closed, her fingers working frantically at the buttons as the truck’s engine cut off. I managed to pull my tank top down just as a weathered face appeared at the window.

An older man with a gray beard and a worn baseball cap peered in, concern etched on his leathery face.

“Evening, ladies,” he called through the glass. “Saw the cars pulled over. Y’all need some assistance?”

“No, thank you,” Maria called back, her face flushed but her voice steady. “We’re fine.”

“You sure about that? Looks like you might have some car trouble,” he pressed, though there was a hint of amusement in his voice now.

I decided to take control of the situation. Popping up from behind Maria, I flashed what I hoped was a professional smile. “I’m a mechanic, actually. Just finished fixing her radiator. We’re all good now, thanks.”

He glanced between our two vehicles, then back at us, a slow smile spreading across his weathered face. “Must’ve been quite the… repair job. Got the windows all steamed up.”

Maria let out a small, mortified noise beside me, but I held the farmer’s gaze, refusing to be embarrassed.

“Radiator issues can get pretty… hot,” I replied evenly.

The farmer burst into a hearty laugh, slapping his knee. “I bet they can, young lady. I bet they can.” He tipped his hat at us. “Well, I’ll leave you ladies to it, then. Seems like you got everything well in hand.”

He turned to go, then paused. Without looking back, he called over his shoulder, “Next time you’re doing… mechanical work… might want to find a more private spot. Johnson’s Creek is just two miles up. Nice and secluded.”

With a wave, the farmer climbed back into his truck and pulled away, gravel crunching under his tires. The moment his taillights disappeared around the bend, Maria and I burst into uncontrollable laughter.

“Oh my god,” she gasped, clutching her partially buttoned dress. “I haven’t been caught like that since high school!”

I collapsed against the leather seat, tears streaming down my face. “Did you see his face when I said ‘radiator issues can get pretty hot’?”

“You’re terrible!” Maria swatted my arm, still giggling. “That poor man probably got more than he bargained for tonight.”

“At least he gave us a recommendation for next time,” I said, then immediately felt shy about the implication.

Maria’s laughter softened as she reached for my hand. “Johnson’s Creek, huh? I’ll have to remember that.”

We sat in comfortable silence for a moment, the reality of what had happened between us settling in. The night air had grown cool, and I shivered slightly as I reached for my coveralls.

“I should probably get dressed,” I said, reluctantly pulling away from her warmth.

Maria nodded, finishing the buttons on her dress. “Me too. I have an early meeting tomorrow.”

We dressed quickly, occasionally catching each other’s eye and breaking into fresh giggles. When I was fully clothed again, I felt strangely shy, unsure of what to say or how to leave things between us.

Maria seemed to sense my uncertainty. She reached out and cupped my face in her hands, her expression tender but serious.

“This was unexpected,” she said softly. “But wonderful.”

I nodded, leaning into her touch. “Yeah. It was.”

“I don’t want things to be awkward between us,” she continued. “You’re important to me, Jane. You always have been.”

“Even before you knew what my fingers could do?” I joked, trying to lighten the moment.

Maria laughed, her eyes crinkling at the corners. “Especially now that I know what those mechanic hands are capable of.”

She leaned in and kissed me one last time, soft and sweet, without the desperate hunger of before. It felt like a goodbye, but not a sad one.

When we broke apart, she brushed her thumb across my cheek. “Thank you for stopping to help me today.”

“Anytime,” I said, meaning it more than I’d ever meant anything.
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Lesbian Awakening at the Office

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FFNFYRHC

Leslie is young, eager, and in way over her head at her first corporate job. The deadlines are brutal, the expectations impossible, and the only thing more dangerous than failing is the woman watching her every move.

Diane is older. Confident. Unshakable. She doesn’t play nice, doesn’t explain herself, and definitely doesn’t hide the way she looks at Leslie when no one else is around.

One late night, the tension finally snaps.

What follows is raw, filthy, and nothing like Leslie ever expected. It’s not romance. It’s not sweet. It’s the kind of encounter that leaves her legs shaking and her mind wrecked. The kind she’ll think about every time she sees Diane across the office pretending like nothing ever happened.
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Lesbian Awakening in Paradise

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F24W5MNW

Kelly was supposed to be on her honeymoon—but instead of saying I do, she bolted. Alone in paradise, she meets Alicia and Ronnie, a flirty, fun-loving older couple who take her under their wing. Watching them ignites something deep inside her… something she’s never let herself explore.

One wild night. No more doubts. A confession she can’t take back.

Lucky for her, Alicia and Ronnie are more than happy to help her figure out exactly what she’s been missing.

A steamy, no-strings lesbian romance about self-discovery, desire, and the pleasures of paradise.
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Claimed by my Lesbian Professor

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0G678CYD7

Alana Lopez is brilliant, quiet, and used to shrinking herself. As a research assistant to Professor Claire Sloane, a legendary human rights attorney with global influence, she is accustomed to standing just outside the spotlight.

When Claire brings Alana to an international law convention in Italy, the rules begin to blur. Between panels on policy making and private conversations about power, Claire teaches Alana how to command a room, how to take up space, and how to stop apologizing in a world built by men.

After an electric cocktail party where Alana feels more like the woman on Claire’s arm than her colleague or research assistant, the two take their relationship to a new level in their shared hotel room. It’s messy, explosive, and everything the two women had been holding back for too long.
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