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Lesbian Sex With A Seductive Stranger


I can’t believe I’m in a goddamn suburban bar on a Friday night. Like I used to do 15 years ago. Back then I got carded every single time, but tonight the bouncer just stood aside and waved me in. I’m really not sure how I feel about that.
Of course, 15 years ago I might have been officially an adult, but I was too young to drink legally. Thank fuck for fake IDs.
I glance around myself and realize how poorly I fit into this scene. It’s not that Friday nights in the bar have changed that much. But I sure have. It’s a sea of people who are just that much younger than me.
Okay, maybe more like a small lake. A pond. A pond of people who I’m sure I have nothing in common with.
I sip on my margarita and wonder how it’s come to this. Going out on my own and hoping to get hit on is such a lame idea. Such a teenage idea.
But that only means I’m even lamer because I somehow let my bestie talk me into doing it.
It hasn’t escaped my notice that she never turned up, either. Looks like I have a new person to put at the top of my shit-list.
Well, near the top. My ex-husband is always going to be number 1—with a bullet. Not literally, I guess.
Get back on the horse, Dolores said, like it’s no big deal. Hell, I thought I’d retired my saddle when I married Richard 10 years ago.
But things change. Wives have opinions, husbands get promotions, and apparently secretaries do anal now. So, here I am. Divorced at 34 and pretending I fit in at a fucking suburban bar with all the single people. The other single people, I should say.
I turn around and lean against the countertop, trying not to fiddle with my ring finger. It’s still a weird feeling that it’s bare. It really does feel naked.
As fucking stupid as I know it is, I actually have the ring with me. I’m trying to convince myself it’s just a good luck charm, when really I know the truth. I’m struggling to let go of a dozen years with that man.
I spent so much time shaping myself around his career, his needs, his whims. I can’t remember what shape I used to be.
So I stand there, taking quick sip after quick sip of my cocktail and waiting for a sign that it’s time to give up on this charade.
Some young chick comes in from the side and takes the seat next to me, jostling my arm and spilling the drink down my front.
"Oh, shit," she says. "I'm such a klutz.”
She grabs a napkin and pats at me. Side to side and down to my belly.
"It's fine, really.”
If anything, that spilled drink feels like a sign from the dating gods that tonight is just not my night. And that's cool, I guess. I’ve been sorely out of place since before I arrived anyway.
I head for the exit, and push through into the crisp night air. When the doors close behind me, the world seems silent for a moment without that blaring music.
The doors open again, and someone thuds into my back.
"Oh, fuck. Sorry again.”
Of course it's her. Tonight, I'm a klutz magnet. I turn to face her, and I'm struck by just how young she is. Her wild mane of red hair frames a face so tender and creamy white that she's almost a vampire. Especially with that blood red shade of lip gloss.
"Really," I say. “I’m fine.”
"You don't sound fine. You sound pissed." Her lips move like dancers, and they glisten in the street lights.
"I just..." I hesitate, mainly because I fear that I'll just spill it all. That I'm freshly divorced. That I had to be forced out of my apartment in the vain hope I’d at least have a good time. And maybe even get lucky.
In my head, it sounds almost normal. But if I let it out of my mouth, I'm scared it'll only make me sound pathetic.
Mainly because my husband’s already moved on with Betty Buttfucker, and I'm standing outside a nightclub with a clumsy stranger.
A clumsy stranger with the cutest freckles on her nose. They're so pale I didn't notice them before. It's only as my eyes have adjusted to the low light that I see them now.
“You just what?” she says, sweeping her hair back over her shoulders and putting it into a ponytail.
“Huh?”
“You said you weren’t pissed, you just…and then you stopped.”
What I can't stop myself doing is gazing down at her chest. At the lovely swelling of her pert breasts, and the unmistakable buttons of her nipples, standing proud through the thin fabric of her top.
God, she could be me, 15 years ago. Back when I had the skin of an angel and a rack that sat up and begged.
"Um...forget it," I mumble.
She shrugs, and it causes her to stumble. I reach out and grasp her arm, to stop her falling.
"Whoops. Thanks." She reaches into her clutch and pulls out a set of keys. "Well, this place is a bust.”
"You're not going to drive, are you?”
"I'm totally fine. Done it plenty of times.”
"Are you even old enough to drive?" I don’t dare ask the questions that follow on from that one. Like whether she’s old enough to be in a club like the one we just walked out of. Or drinking alcohol.
"Of course I am. I'm nine–uh, I'm 22." She shoves her slender fingers into her clutch again. "Got an ID and all…"
“Seriously. I'm not a cop. I, um…” Am I really just worried about her? Or is there something else going on?
She pulls out a driving license and shows me. I glance at it, and it looks as fake as hell. It’s about as good as the one I used when I was this girl’s age. But then again, so what? It's nothing to me.
Still, I can't just let her drive if she's drunk. "Look...uh," I say, squinting to read the name on the license. “Jolene. I’m leaving anyway. I was about to call a cab, but I can drive you where you're going, then catch a ride from there.”
Her gorgeous little pixie face lights up. "Really? You'd do that for me?”
I hold out my hand. "It's no problem.”
Jolene hands over the keys and leads me around the corner. "Car's up in this alley.”
I pause before following her. It's dark in there and I'm not sure it's safe. Still, if this tiny thing feels okay about it, how dangerous could it be?
We walk up a little way, until I realize there are no cars at all, and the alley's a dead end.
"Jolene? What's happening?”
"Oh...that's right. I don't have a car." She turns back toward me, and steps right up close. Before I can work out what's happening, she has her hands up in my hair, and her mouth on mine.
She's so fucking soft, her touch both warm and gentle. I've never been kissed so tenderly, and if only she wasn't a woman I'd be totally into it.
Except…
Except my pussy's tingling and coming alive. And my breath is racing. And I'm opening up to let her flick her tongue against mine. And…turns out I am into it.
She glides her pretty mouth off mine and steps up on tippy toes so she can murmur straight into my ear. "I've been wanting to do that since I first saw you, babe.”
That's when it finally hits me. None of this has been accidental. That spilled drink. That light collision outside the club. She's probably not even drunk.
I've been picked up, after all.
"Hey, um..." I lick my lips, and the sweet taste of her strawberry lip gloss is still rich on them. "Jolene, I should tell you, I’m, uh…”
I’m trying to tell her I’m straight. The only problem is, I’m suddenly not sure I really am. All because of that one lingering, beautiful kiss a moment ago. A kiss I can’t imagine I’ll ever forget.
I clear my throat and try again.
“I’m kinda straight. And I’ve just come out of a painful divorce.”
“I don’t need to know anything more about you, babe. I just want to fuck you.”
“Y–you do?”
She nods. “I fucking love older women, anyway. But when they’re super-nice like you, and offer to drive the little drunk girl home? That just makes my day.”
“You’re not even drunk, though. Are you?”
Jolene winks at me. “Pretty good act, right?”
She takes the car keys back from me and drops them in her bag. “You don’t even have to tell me your name, babe. Not even when you’re screaming mine.”
Jolene kisses me again, harder this time, and I stumble back until I hit the wall of the alley. She moans as she plunders my mouth, and through the mist of confusion running through my mind, I find myself kissing her back.
She slides her hands up the outsides of my thighs, drawing my already-short skirt higher and baring my panties.
Jolene kisses between my breasts and glides down to her knees.
"Wait," I mumble. "What are you...uh..."
"Do I need to draw you a picture, babe?”
I gaze down into the emerald green of her eyes, and watch the sweet pink of her tongue as she licks her lips. And I shake my head.
“No to drawing a picture? Or no to me eating your pussy?”
“Th–the first one.”
"Good," she whispers, as she glides her soft fingers into the side of my panties and pulls them aside. "Oh...spectacular.”
I slap my hands back against the wall, as a tremble runs right through my body. I've never been with another woman in any way before. Not even back in college, when I was Jolene’s age.
She comes forward and places a tender kiss right on the small triangle of hair I've left on my mound. When she lets out a little moan, it buzzes through me and tickles my clit, and I gasp in reaction.
"You like?" she says, barely loud enough for me to hear.
"I like.”
Jolene turns her head and kisses the inside of my thigh, then lifts that leg off the ground. She rests it over her shoulder and nips at my silky skin, drawing closer and closer to home.
"So," she says, with a cheeky lilt in her voice. "This ex-husband of yours…"
“Mm?"
“Did he go down on you?”
“Uh-huh."
She strokes the tip of her tongue through my cropped bush and then kisses my other hip. “Was he good at it? Did you like when he did it?”
“Um...yeah..."
Jolene smiles and it brightens her whole face. "Awesome," she says, then gently nips my skin. "I love a challenge.”
She suddenly dives forward and drives her sweet tongue through the tingling wet lips of my pussy. When she pushes her mouth against me and moans, I lose hold of the wall for a moment. My ass slips lower and the bricks scratch my bare shoulder blades. And I don't care at all because Jolene has my clit in her mouth already, and she's sucking it like there's no tomorrow.
"Oh, fuck," I whisper, my voice as harsh and dry as my pussy is soft and wet.
"Fuck is right. You taste so fucking good." Even when she speaks, her mouth is so close that I feel her words more than I hear them. Little flicks of her tongue, deep sucks with her whole mouth, long kisses right in the gaping heart of my slit. There's nothing I can think of to compare to how perfectly this woman's eating my fucking pussy.
I bring my hands away from the wall and take hold of her beautiful head, threading my fingers through the rich red waves of her mane.
"Mm," she hums into me, nodding as if to beg me to get rougher. I make fists and she sighs, and I know I guessed right. As she thrusts two fingers up inside me, I drag on her hair and pull her mouth deeper into my tender cunt. She whimpers with delight and makes the most delicious, dirty sucking sounds as she devours my lips.
In less than a minute, she's already got me steaming just below release. I roll my hips forward and back, grinding against her, coating her perfect face with my juices. Jolene simply opens wider, and mashes the broad face of her tongue against my clit.
Seeing the ecstasy written on her beautiful young face takes me all the way to the edge and beyond. A climax bursts inside me and pulses through every limb, every nerve, every follicle of hair on my body. 
I turn my face to the night sky and howl as pleasure rolls and punches at me, and I squeeze Jolene's hair so tight it must be agony for the poor girl.
But as she stands, her face is a picture of pleasure, not pain. And she has no hesitation to come all the way back in and kiss me.
I've never tasted pussy before, not even my own. Yet I don't hesitate, either. I simply open up and drink myself from this sexy young woman's mouth. She pumps her tongue in and out, like she's fucking me all over again, and I'm simply blown away by the beautiful assault on my senses.
Before I think any more about it, I slide my hands down her back and grab her tight little ass. Jolene gasps and moans, and I yank her short skirt up, only to realize she's commando beneath it.
"Oh, fuck...you're even naughtier than I thought," I mutter, as I nip her ear lobe.
"I am. I'm a naughty, bad girl.”
I practically lift her off her feet and swing around, slamming her back against the wall as I kiss her neck and drift lower. I drag her perky tits out of her top and latch on to one, suckling her pink, cheeky nipple with far more greed than I used to suck Richard’s cock.
Jolene cries out and grips my head, holding me tight against her. I switch to the other side and she curls her legs around my waist, using the rough brick wall to hold herself up.
I can't wait any longer, and I drop to my knees. Jolene puts one foot down to support her weight, but swings her other leg up to rest it on my shoulder.
As I lift her skirt, I see with pleasure she's completely bare down there. No panties, of course, but no hair either. And the rich, feminine musk of her arousal hits me like a dive into a cool swimming hole.
Even though I'm so new to this, I have no hesitation. I open wide and clamp over her pretty young cunt, drinking in the salty tang of her juices as I stroke my tongue against her. She makes little yelping sounds and pumps her hips, and I grip the tight cheeks of her ass.
"Oh, fuck...that's awesome..." Her voice goes raspy and dry as I caress her clit with my mouth. 
"Taste so fucking good, Jolene. Perfect.”
"Mm. Fuck me with your fingers.”
“Ohhh..."
I stop devouring her just long enough to jam two fingers into my mouth and slick them up. I press the tips of them to her heated hole, but she slaps her hand down and stops me.
"Wait...you don’t happen to have your wedding ring?”
I blush for a moment, and then nod. “Even my engagement ring.”
"Please...put them on?"
"Really?"
She closes her eyes and nods, as a winsome smile curls her lips up. "Hottest fucking thing ever to get finger-blasted by a married woman.”
“I’m not—”
“We can pretend, though. Right?”
I reach into my bra and pull out the rings, my fingers trembling so much with desire and anticipation that I almost drop them. When I finally have them back on, I turn my attention back to her sweet little cunt.
I curl my ring finger and pinkie back so I can punch the other two up inside her. One quick thrust has the heat of her delightful pussy biting into my skin, and with just a twist of my hand, the diamond on my engagement ring is pressing into her clit. Somehow, that's suddenly the fucking hottest thing I've ever seen, let alone done.
Jolene bounces herself up and down on my fingers as I thrust them in and out. The filthy, sticky sucking sounds just make me hungrier and hornier than ever.
When I can resist no longer, I dive forward again and lap at her clit, flicking the tip of my tongue over my own fingers as they glide out. As tasty as she was before, it's even stronger and more delicious now.
"So close...fuck..." She's whimpering now, more than talking, and it's a whole new level of naughty.
I can't help but slide my free hand down into my own panties. The instant I touch my clit, my whole body crackles with potential. I ease my mouth off her and press my thumb to her clit, as I curl my fingers.
When I touch that magic spot inside her, it's like she ports to some other dimension. She grips my head and makes tight fists, scratching my scalp with her manicured nails. She shakes her head and bites her lip, her whole body pulsating as the climax works its way through her.
And finally, she turns her face to the stars and howls out her release, gushing her juices down my hand.
We stay there, locked together like that, for a minute or so. Trying to get our breath back. Searching for something—anything—to say.
Slowly, I stand, keeping my body as close to hers as possible. Once I'm back on my feet, I lean in and kiss Jolene's gorgeous little mouth, and we drink deeply from each other. And from ourselves.
Then she kisses my cheek, glides her boobs back into her top, and smooths down her skirt. "Thanks for that, babe.”
And just like that, she's gone. Maybe back to the club to pick up someone else.
When I finally manage to walk again, nothing seems as it was. All my inhibitions, my self-imposed limitations…I left them back there.
I slip the rings off my finger, glance at them one more time, and then drop them in the dumpster on my way out of the alley.
THE END
Check out the next book in the series! Heck, why not check out the whole series!?
I have even more F/F erotica on my Steph Brothers pen name. Sign up for my newsletter and keep your finger on my…pulse!
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