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Molly felt a shiver race down her back as she entered the bar, immediately aware of the eyes that moved to her figure. She was hot; she had dressed to kill, and she knew she would have the attention of many of those inside, but she didn’t care about most of them.

She had a date, after all.

A quick glance allowed her to meet the eyes of the woman she came there to meet, and she let a small smile appear on her lips. She liked what she saw. A face with sharp angles, a pointy chin, and red lips. Green eyes that met her blue ones and made her shiver. The woman was slim, and Molly couldn’t see many curves on her body, but then her clothes got in the way. Not that she minded terribly. The brunette was attractive enough, and she liked variety in her lovers.

She just needed to see if the futa was someone she truly wanted to bed, but then, the wetness between her legs more than showed what her body wanted. Only if her date proved to be an enormous bitch would Molly back down now, and even then, she might just let the futa fuck her this one time.

Molly was a lawyer, a very good one if she dared say it. She spent years studying to be one of the best; she worked ten hours a day, six days a week, and sometimes more when it became necessary. She won far more cases than she lost, and she was getting a bit of a reputation.

Focused on her work, she didn’t have time for romance or love or anything like it. She was twenty-nine though, and she had needs, and she loved sex. The solution became kind of obvious. In this day and age, it wasn’t hard to find people that wanted the same thing she did: sex without strings attached. Someone to spend a night or a few hours with and leave without having to worry about meeting them again.

Some might think it lonely, and Molly could admit it was at times, but she loved her work, loved the rush winning gave her. And she certainly loved to celebrate those wins by seeking some partner online and rocking their world. Which was what she was doing now.

Allowing her smile to widen just slightly, she strutted towards the table where her date waited for her. The futa’s green eyes feasted on her figure, and Molly’s smile became a smirk. She knew how hot she looked, that her skirt was just a little too short and her top a little too tight, knew that her curves were on display. She looked like someone that liked to have a good time, and couldn’t deny it was true. From the way her future bedwarmer looked at her, the woman liked it.

The brunette dressed far more conservatively, with a pair of tight jeans and a blouse, but they looked good enough on her. Not too sexy, but they certainly didn’t make the woman seem ugly. Quite the opposite.

Molly had to admit that what first drew her to the brunette’s profile was her admission of being a futa. She had never been with one before, and she wondered how it would be. That the woman outright said sex was all she wanted only made Molly certain she was picking the right person to have a night of fun with. Maybe the conversation that would follow would spoil that, but she was feeling confident.

“Hi! Alia, correct?” She asked the brunette when she reached the table, and the futa nodded.

“And, uh, you’re Molly?” The other woman had to clear her throat to get her words out, and Molly smiled a little at it. The other’s nerves were obvious, and that strangely enough made her get calmer. Most of those that showed themselves very confident in these encounters ended up being some of the worst lovers she had. Oh, not that they were exactly bad at sex, but that they could be quite painful to deal with sometimes. There were always some that tried to treat the women they met as sluts. Oh, it could be fun if there was teasing involved, especially in a roleplay mood, but others seemed intent on having these encounters only to demean those they met.

“I am.” Most used faked names for these encounters, but Molly got a thrill of using her real one. She couldn’t explain it, really.

With a swish motion, she seated herself beside the other woman, liking the way Alia’s green eyes moved to the flesh of her upper legs when she did it. It was obvious the brunette felt some attraction for her, and it pleased Molly very much.

For a moment, there was silence between them. Molly was kind of used to that, it was always a little strange to start a conversation with someone you barely knew, especially when the two involved knew the only reason they were there was sex. Some people might have preferred to go directly to the pleasurable parts, and Molly could admit she was usually one of them, but Alia wanted to meet, wanted to talk first.

“You’re beautiful.” Alia blurted out after a few moments, and Molly laughed almost without thinking about it. That certainly wasn’t a bad way to start their date.

Oh, Molly knew how attractive she was, but hearing someone else say it certainly didn’t hurt. There was also the fact she was pretty sure Alia didn’t mean to say it, not like that at least, which only made the situation even more flattering in a way. She smiled at the brunette. “And you have lovely eyes.” She reached forward, pressed one hand against Alia’s cheek, making her inhale deeply. Those cheeks reddened, and Molly felt her smile widening just a bit.

She wasn’t lying. She loved Alia’s eyes, wondered what it would be like to have them look into her own as the two of them came in orgasm. The thought almost made her shudder, and she was certain Alia could see a glimpse of lust in her orbs.

It was enough to make the brunette hitch a breath.

Alia bit her lower lip, making Molly glance at that mouth for a moment. “You read my profile, right? I don’t want there to be any mistakes.” The brunette eventually said, making Molly tilt her head.

“Did someone come to you before without doing that?” She couldn’t figure why someone would, but some people were just idiots. In her line of work she saw it more often than not. Alia nodded. “Don’t worry, I’ve read it.” She leaned in, used the chance to tease the other woman a little more. “I know you’re a futa. Can’t say I have any experience with one like you, but I figure I’ll manage.”

Futas were pretty rare, after all. Something like about two for every ten thousand women, which made Molly doubt she had ever met a futa before.

Alia licked her lips. “Did you only come to me because I’m a futa?”

The way the other woman asked that question made Molly tilt her head. “Has that happened before? No, don’t answer. I can imagine it did.” She paused for a moment, considered it. “I can admit that it was part of it. I got curious when I saw that on your profile. It wasn’t the only thing that drew me in, though.” She shrugged. “It’s not the first or even second time I’m having encounters like these. I don’t have time for more. My life is simply too busy at the moment. That you were a futa was just a perk in a profile that caught my eyes, and though I like to experiment, I didn’t pick you only because you were a futa. It was what drew me at first, I’ll admit, but I liked the rest of what I saw.”

Her words didn’t seem to reassure Alia completely, but something on the other’s frame relaxed. Molly smiled at the other woman, and something inside of her eased when the brunette smiled back.

The waitress came to their table then; they chose something to drink, and waited for a bit for their drinks to come, remaining in silence. It was somewhat comfortable, still a little awkward, but not as much as it could be.

Alia licked her lips after taking the first sip of her beverage, and Molly couldn’t help but glance at that mouth, wanting to close the distance and kiss it.

“I...” Alia started, stopped, then shook her head and continued. “I don’t deal well with people. Not romantically, I mean. I can be a great friend, I can talk to people normally most of the time, but when I’m interested in someone, I become a stuttering mess.” She looked at Molly then, seemed to straighten just slightly. “I’m great in bed.” There was no arrogance that Molly could detect in the other’s words. Alia truly believed what she was saying, and it made the blonde just a little more excited about being with the futa. “There hasn’t been a woman I haven’t satisfied yet, but most of my experience with sex comes from encounters like the one between us. I just can’t find anything else outside of this.”

A certain sadness seemed to cling to those words, and Molly didn’t know how to react at first. She could understand what Alia was saying. Oh, she didn’t have problems interacting with other people, but she had her own reasons for seeking sex like this. Everyone did.

Conversation was getting a little too deep for what should be a fun outing, and Molly tilted her head, changed that. She leaned in closer to the other woman, smiled just a little when Alia froze, surprised at her sudden proximity.

“Why don’t we finish our drinks and you show me just how good you are in bed?” Molly asked in a teasing whisper, leaning in even closer and speaking right against Alia’s ear. “Do you want me to show you how wet I am?”

Alia froze, and eventually regained control of herself
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