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      It was my first summer at cheer camp, a chance to sharpen my skills after wrapping up my freshman year at the university. As I stepped into the cabin, I let out a quiet sigh of relief—it was empty. For now, at least, I had the space to settle in, take a breath, and adjust in blissful silence. I barely had time to unzip my suitcase before the door creaked open, and in she walked. Farrow. Her name sounded like it belonged to someone who’d already lived a hundred lives, not some college freshman like me. She breezed in like she owned the place, her duffel bag slung carelessly over one shoulder. Her smirk was the kind that made you feel like you were already ten steps behind.

      “Guess we’re stuck together,” she said, her voice laced with amusement. She tossed her bag onto the top bunk without missing a beat, as if she’d done it a thousand times before. Maybe she had.

      I stared at her for a moment too long, taking in the logo on her t-shirt—a championship-winning squad from out of state. Of course. Just my luck to be paired with someone who probably ate, slept, and breathed cheerleading while I was still figuring out how to nail a full-up without wobbling. But then she caught me looking, and her smirk softened into something almost teasing.

      “Lily, right?” she asked, leaning against the bunk bed frame like she was posing for a photoshoot.

      “Yeah,” I said, fumbling with the zipper on my suitcase. “And you’re… Farrow?”

      “That’s me,” she said. She had this energy about her—like she knew exactly who she was and didn’t care if anyone else figured it out or not. It was equal parts intimidating and magnetic.

      We fell into an easy rhythm as we unpacked, trading small talk like it was second nature.

      “So, where are you from?” I asked, folding my sweatshirt and tucking it into the drawer beneath my bunk.

      “California,” she said, pulling out a stack of neatly folded tank tops. “You?”

      “Ohio,” I replied, feeling suddenly very Midwestern.

      She laughed—a light, musical sound that made my stomach do a weird little flip. “Ohio? That’s… different.”

      “Different good or different bad?” I asked, raising an eyebrow.

      “Just different,” she said with a shrug, but there was a glint in her eye that suggested she didn’t mind it at all.

      We talked about everything and nothing—our favorite stunts, the worst part of conditioning, and who on our teams always seemed to mess up the count during routines.

      At one point, she reached for the wood on the top bunk at the same time I did, and our hands brushed. It was quick—barely even worth mentioning—but I felt it everywhere. She didn’t pull away immediately, and for a split second, our eyes locked. Her smirk softened into something almost shy before she broke the moment with a laugh.

      I quickly pulled my hand back and busied myself with rearranging the socks in my drawer, hoping she wouldn’t notice the flush creeping up my neck.

      The first few days of camp were a whirlwind of drills, conditioning, and team challenges. Farrow was as good as her shirt had suggested—maybe even better. She moved with a confidence that made it impossible to look away, her stunts sharp and precise. And she knew it, too. Every time she nailed a skill, she’d glance over at me with that smirk of hers, like she was daring me to keep up.

      I wasn’t about to back down.

      During one of the team challenges—a relay race combining tumbling passes and stunts—our groups ended up neck and neck. Farrow was ahead of me in the line, and as she sprinted toward the mat for her tumbling pass, I could feel the energy radiating off her. She launched into a flawless roundoff back handspring layout, sticking the landing with ease. When she turned to hand off the baton to her teammate, she caught my eye and winked.

      That wink lit something competitive in me. When it was my turn, I pushed harder than I ever had before—my roundoff back handspring full twist was clean, and I stuck it solidly. As I passed the baton, I couldn’t help but glance back at her. She was watching me, arms crossed over her chest, that smirk tugging at the corner of her lips again.

      "Not bad, Ohio," she called out as I jogged back to the end of the line.

      "Thanks, California," I shot back, trying to sound casual even though my heart was still racing from more than just the routine.

      By midweek, the coaches decided to pair us up for stunt routines. "You two seem to have some chemistry," Coach Martinez said during practice, glancing between us like she was seeing something we hadn’t yet noticed ourselves. "Let’s see what you can do together."

      Chemistry? I wasn’t sure if she meant on the mat or off, but either way, my stomach flipped at the thought.

      We started with basic stunts—Farrow as the base and me as the flyer. Her hands were steady as she gripped my ankles, lifting me effortlessly into the air. It felt different—better—than any other time I’d been in a stunt. We just… clicked. My balance felt natural in her hands, like we’d been doing this for years instead of minutes.

      "You’re lighter than you look," Farrow said after we nailed a cradle dismount on our first try.

      "Is that supposed to be a compliment?" I asked, laughing as I dusted off my hands.

      "Take it how you want," she replied with a shrug, but there was a playful glint in her eye that made me think it was definitely a compliment.

      As we moved on to more advanced stunts—two-legged extensions and full-downs—the intensity between us only grew. Every touch, every lift, every glance felt charged with something I couldn’t quite name. By the end of practice, my muscles were sore, but my mind was buzzing. I couldn’t stop replaying the way her hands felt on my waist, the way her voice sounded low and teasing in my ear.

      That night, after everyone had settled into their cabins, I grabbed my shower caddy and headed to the communal bathrooms. The camp was quiet except for the distant hum of crickets and the occasional burst of laughter from a cabin down the hill. The bathroom was empty when I walked in, steam still lingering from earlier showers. I set my things down on the bench and stripped off my sweaty practice clothes, wrapping a towel around myself before heading to the showers.

      I pushed open the door to one of the stalls, not bothering to look first. The sound of running water should have been my first clue, but my mind was still too caught up in the day’s events to notice.

      And then I froze.

      Farrow stood under the spray of water, her head tilted back as she rinsed shampoo from her dark hair. Water cascaded down her shoulders, over the curve of her back, and along the lines of her toned arms. Her body was lean but strong—every muscle defined, every movement fluid. My breath caught as my eyes traveled lower, taking in the dip of her waist, the curve of her hips, the way her skin glistened under the fluorescent lights.

      For a moment, I couldn’t move. Couldn’t think. All I could do was stare.

      And then she turned around.

      Her eyes met mine immediately, widening slightly in surprise before that familiar smirk crept back onto her face. She didn’t cover herself—didn’t even flinch. Instead, she just stood there, letting me look as if she knew exactly what she was doing to me.

      "Lost?" she asked, her voice low and dripping with amusement.

      I stammered something incoherent—a jumble of words that didn’t make sense even to me—before shaking my head and backing out of the stall. The door slammed shut behind me as I pressed my back against it, my heart pounding so loudly I was sure she could hear it even over the sound of the running water.

      "Sorry!" I called out finally when I found my voice again. "I didn’t—I wasn’t—"

      Her laughter cut me off—deep and warm and utterly infuriating. "Relax, Ohio," she said through it. "It’s just a body."

      Just a body? That wasn’t just a body; that was her body. And now it was all I could think about.

      I grabbed my caddy and retreated to another stall as quickly as possible turning on the water full blast to drown out any other thoughts—or sounds—that might come from Farrow’s direction again.

      Back in our shared cabin, the air felt thick with unspoken words. Farrow was sprawled on her bunk, scrolling through her phone like nothing had happened, while I sat cross-legged on my bed, pretending to read a book I couldn’t focus on. The silence stretched between us, heavy and charged, until Farrow finally broke it.

      “So,” she said, tossing her phone onto the mattress and leaning over the top bunk until she could see me. “You survived today. Pretty impressive for a freshman.”

      I glanced up from my book—or rather, from the page I’d been staring at for the last ten minutes without actually reading—and tried to sound casual. “Barely. I thought I was going to faceplant during that last stunt.”

      She laughed, low and easy. “You didn’t though. You trusted me.”

      “Yeah,” I said quietly, tracing the edge of the book with my finger. “I did.”

      Farrow tilted her head slightly as if studying me. “Trust’s a big deal in cheerleading,” she said eventually. “It’s not just about strength or skill—it’s about knowing your partner’s got your back no matter what. I’ve never trusted anyone as much as you, and I’ve only known you a few days.”

      Her admission caught me off guard. Farrow always seemed so confident, so untouchable. Hearing her voice that vulnerability made something soften inside me.

      “Never?” I asked.

      She shook her head slowly and looked away for the first time since we’d started talking. “Not really,” she said. “Most of my stunt partners good, but they have their flaws.” She paused then added almost under her breath: "You, though? You seem perfect. I think we do have good chemistry."

      That surprised me too because Farrow didn’t seem like someone who would benefit from someone like me.

      Silence settled again as neither one of us knew quite what else should be said next. Finally after what felt like forever, she spoke again:

      "What about you?" Her eyes flicked back toward mine expectantly.

      "Me?"

      "Yeah," she replied simply before elaborating: "How did you get into cheerleading?"

      The question caught me off-guard because no one ever really asked me that before.

      "I don't know..." My voice trailed off uncertainly as memories began bubbling up unbidden: late nights spent practicing routines alone after everyone else had gone home; early mornings waking up sore but determined not be left behind; endless hours spent perfecting moves until everything clicked into place perfectly every single time without fail...

      But also other things too—like how sometimes when things got really bad back home. cheerleading became my escape... My safe haven where nothing else mattered.

      I hesitated, unsure how much to share. “It just... felt right, I guess. When I’m cheering, everything else kind of fades away. It’s like I’m in control, even when I’m flying through the air trusting someone else to catch me.”

      Farrow nodded slowly, her gaze steady on me. “Yeah. I get that. It’s like the world narrows down to just you and your partner—and nothing else matters.” Her voice softened as she added, “You’re a natural at it, you know. Most freshmen are stiff or scared, but you just... go for it.”

      I felt my cheeks heat at the compliment. “Thanks. Coming from you, that means a lot.”

      She grinned, one corner of her mouth quirking up in that way that made my stomach flip. “Don’t let it go to your head, freshman.”

      We both laughed, and for a moment, the tension between us eased. But as the laughter faded, it crept back in—thick and undeniable. Farrow shifted on her bunk, her legs dangling over the edge as she leaned closer to me.

      “You know,” she said slowly, her voice dropping slightly, “I wasn’t kidding about trusting you. It’s rare for me to feel that way about someone so quickly.”

      I swallowed hard, my heart pounding in my chest. “Same,” I admitted quietly. “I don’t usually trust people easily either.”

      Her eyes held mine for a long moment before she finally looked away and stretched out on her bunk again. “We should probably get some sleep,” she said casually, though there was an edge to her tone that made me wonder if she was feeling the same restless energy I was.

      “Yeah,” I agreed, setting my book aside and clicking off the lamp beside my bed. The room plunged into darkness, save for the faint glow of moonlight filtering through the window.

      I lay back on my pillow, staring up at the shadowy outline of the bunk above me. My mind kept drifting back to earlier—to Farrow in the shower, water sliding over her skin as she laughed at something I’d said; how her muscles flexed as she moved; how her eyes had lingered on me in a way that made my breath catch.

      The memory sent a shiver through me, and I turned onto my side, trying to push it away. But it was no use. The image of Farrow was burned into my mind now—vivid and impossible to ignore.

      My hand drifted under the sheets almost of its own accord, sliding beneath the waistband of my panties. My pulse quickened as my fingers brushed against myself—softly at first—but then with more purpose as the thought of Farrow filled my head.

      In my mind’s eye I could see her standing there again—tall and confident with water trickling down her neck. Her hands gripping mine firmly during practice earlier today. The way she looked at me sometimes like maybe we were more than just partners.

      As I teased my pussy with slow, deliberate strokes, I bit my lip to stifle any sound that might escape. My other hand crept up to my chest, fingers grazing over my hardened nipples through the thin fabric of my tank top. The sensation sent a jolt of electricity straight to my core, and I arched my back slightly, pressing into my own touch.

      I imagined Farrow’s hands on me instead of mine—her calloused palms rough against my skin, her strong fingers tracing patterns over my body. What would she do if she knew how much I wanted her? Would she touch me like this? Would her lips follow the path of her hands?

      My breath hitched as I circled my clit faster, the pressure building with every thought of her. I could almost feel her weight pressing me into the bed, her hips grinding against mine as she kissed me deeply. The fantasy was so vivid, so real, that I had to bury my face in the pillow to muffle the soft moan that escaped.

      I didn’t care that we were just feet apart in this tiny room. I couldn’t stop myself now. My fingers moved with a rhythm that matched the pounding of my heart, each stroke bringing me closer to the edge. My thighs trembled as I imagined Farrow whispering my name in that low, husky voice of hers—telling me how good I felt, how much she wanted me.

      When I finally came, it was with a silent cry into the pillow, my body shaking as waves of pleasure washed over me. I stayed like that for a moment, breathing heavily and trying to calm my racing heart before slowly pulling my hand away.

      As I lay there in the aftermath, a mix of guilt and exhilaration washed over me. I glanced up at Farrow’s bunk, half-expecting her to be awake and watching me with those piercing eyes of hers. But she was still—her breathing slow and even.

      The next day, I woke up to the sound of the camp alarm blaring through the cabin. My heart was still racing from the night before, and I couldn’t help but glance over at Farrow as she stretched and climbed down from her bunk. Her hair was tousled, and she rubbed her eyes with the back of her hand, looking effortlessly beautiful in the morning light. She caught my gaze and smirked, sending a jolt of heat straight through me.

      “Morning, Lily,” she said, her voice still rough with sleep.

      “Morning,” I managed to squeak out, quickly averting my eyes and busying myself with folding my blanket. My cheeks burned as I remembered how I’d thought about her last night, how I’d touched myself imagining her hands on me.

      The day passed in a blur of drills and routines. I tried to focus on practice, but every time Farrow was near, my body seemed to hum with awareness. During one particularly grueling stunt, she spotted me as I balanced precariously on top of the pyramid. Her hands were steady on my waist, and when I nailed the landing, she pulled me into a tight hug. The contact was electric, and we lingered for a moment longer than necessary before pulling away. Our eyes met, and for a second, it felt like the world had stopped spinning.

      But then someone called out for us to reset, and the moment was gone.

      That night, as I lay in bed trying to fall asleep, I heard Farrow shift above me. My heart raced as she climbed down from her bunk and stood next to my bed. She looked down at me with those piercing eyes, and without a word, she reached out and took my hand.

      “Come with me,” she whispered.

      I didn’t hesitate. I followed her out of the cabin and into the cool night air. We walked in silence until we reached a secluded spot by the lake. The moonlight reflected off the water, casting an ethereal glow over everything.

      Farrow turned to face me, her expression serious yet tender. “Lily,” she began, her voice soft but firm. “I can’t stop thinking about you—us.”

      My breath caught in my throat as I nodded slowly. “Me neither.”

      She stepped closer until there were only inches between us. Her eyes searched mine for something—permission? Confirmation? Whatever it was, she found it because she leaned in slowly until our lips met in a kiss that sent sparks flying through me.

      It started off gentle but quickly deepened as we both gave into our desires for one another.

      Her hands slid up my sides, fingers trembling slightly as they brushed against the fabric of my tank top. I reached for her too, my palms pressing against her back, pulling her closer. The night air was cool, but her body was warm against mine, and I couldn’t get enough of it.

      “Lily,” she murmured against my lips, her voice low and rough. “I’ve wanted this since the first day we met.”

      “Me too,” I whispered back, my heart pounding so hard I was sure she could feel it. Her hands moved to the hem of my tank top, and she hesitated, her eyes locking onto mine. I nodded, breathing out a quiet “yes” that seemed to shatter whatever last bit of restraint she had left.

      She pulled the tank top over my head in one smooth motion, the cool night air kissing my skin. I shivered, but not from the cold. Her gaze dropped to my chest, her lips parting slightly as she took me in. Her hands were gentle as they traced the curve of my shoulders, down to the straps of my bra.

      “You’re beautiful,” she said softly, her voice full of awe.

      I felt a flush rise to my cheeks, but before I could respond, she leaned in and pressed her lips to the hollow of my throat. A soft gasp escaped me as her mouth moved lower, leaving a trail of warm kisses down my collarbone. Her hands found the clasp of my bra, and she undid it.

      The bra slipped away, and suddenly I was bare before her under the moonlight. Her breath hitched as she looked at me, her eyes dark with desire. “God, Lily,” she whispered before leaning in and capturing one of my nipples with her mouth.

      I arched into her, a moan slipping past my lips as her tongue swirled around me. Her hands roamed over my back, pulling me closer until there was no space between us. I tangled my fingers in her hair, holding her to me as waves of pleasure coursed through me.

      When she finally pulled back, both of us were breathing hard. She stepped back just enough to kneel in front of me, her hands sliding down to the waistband of my shorts. She looked up at me through her lashes, waiting for permission.

      I nodded again, beyond words now. She tugged my shorts down slowly, letting them fall to the ground around my ankles. Then came my panties—her fingers hooked into them and slid them down with deliberate slowness that had me trembling.

      And then I was standing there completely exposed under the moonlight while Farrow looked up at me like I was the most beautiful thing she’d ever seen.

      She leaned forward and pressed a kiss just above where I wanted her most—a teasing promise that made me whimper softly before grasping onto a tree trunk for support.

      Then without warning or hesitation—she licked me, slow and deliberate, her tongue dragging through me in a way that made my knees buckle. I gasped, my fingers tightening against the rough bark of the tree as she worked me with a confidence that left me breathless.

      “Farrow,” I whispered, my voice shaky, but she didn’t stop. Her hands gripped my hips, holding me steady as her mouth moved against me, her tongue flicking and swirling in ways that sent sparks racing up my spine.

      I’d never felt anything like this before—never let anyone get this close, this intimate. But with Farrow, it felt natural, like this was where we were always meant to be. Her name fell from my lips again and again as she devoured me, her movements growing firmer, more insistent.

      My body tensed, pleasure building like a wave about to crash. “I’m close,” I managed to choke out, my voice barely audible over the sound of my own ragged breathing.

      She hummed against me, the vibration sending me over the edge. My legs shook as I came apart under her touch, a cry escaping me as everything inside me shattered and then slowly came back together.

      When she finally pulled away, I slumped against the tree, my chest heaving. She stood up slowly, her lips glistening in the moonlight as she looked at me with a softness that made my heart ache.

      I pressed my lips to her, tasting myself on them. I began to undress Farrow until she was as naked as I was. Then I spun her around until she was resting back against the same tree I’d been up against.

      I kissed my way to her breasts and took one into my mouth, my tongue circling her nipple as she gasped and arched into me. Her hands tangled in my hair, holding me close as I lavished attention on her. I could feel her heart racing beneath my lips, her breath coming in short, shallow bursts.

      When I moved to the other breast, her moan was almost a sob. “Lily,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need. I smiled against her skin, loving the way she said my name, the way it sounded like a prayer on her lips.

      My hands trailed down her sides, feeling the curve of her waist, the dip of her hips. I knelt before her again, looking up at her as my fingers traced the inside of her thighs. Her legs parted for me, and I could see how much she wanted this—how much she wanted me.

      I leaned in and kissed the soft skin of her inner thigh, feeling her shiver beneath my touch. Her fingers tightened in my hair as I moved closer, my breath warm against her most intimate place.

      “Please,” she begged, her voice barely a whisper.

      I didn’t make her wait any longer. My tongue found her, slow and deliberate at first, savoring the taste of her. Her hips bucked against me, but I held her steady with my hands on her thighs. As I explored every inch of her, she moaned and writhed under my touch.

      “Oh God,” she gasped, her head falling back against the tree. “Lily... don’t stop.”

      I had no intention of stopping. My movements became more urgent, more focused. I could feel her body tensing, could hear the way her breathing hitched with each stroke of my tongue. She was close—so close.

      “Farrow,” I murmured against her skin before taking one last deep lick that sent her over the edge.

      Her cry echoed through the night as she came undone in my arms. Her body shook with the force of it, and I held onto her tightly until the waves subsided and she slumped back against the tree.

      When she finally opened her eyes again they were filled with such tenderness that it took all mine own self control not to start crying right then and there myself . Instead, I stood up slowly and kissed her, the taste of us mixing together.

      Later that night, we lay in the narrow camp bed, her body pressed against mine, our legs tangled together. The room was quiet except for the sound of our breathing and the occasional rustle of sheets as one of us shifted. Her head rested on my chest, her fingers idly tracing circles on my skin.

      “I don’t want this to end,” Farrow whispered, her voice breaking the silence.

      I swallowed hard, my throat tight with emotion. “Me neither.”

      She lifted her head to look at me, her eyes searching mine in the dim light filtering through the blinds. “What if we lose touch?”

      I reached up to brush a strand of hair from her face, my fingers lingering against her cheek. “We won’t,” I said firmly, though I wasn’t sure if I was trying to convince her or myself. “We’ll figure it out. Calls, texts, letters—whatever it takes.”

      She sighed, nestling back into me. “It’s just... it feels like we’re in this little bubble here. Like nothing else exists except us. And soon, everything’s going to go back to normal.”

      “Yeah,” I admitted softly. “But we’ll still have this. What we’ve had here. No one can take that away.”

      She was quiet for a moment, her fingers stilling on my chest. “Promise me you’ll call? Even if it’s just to say hi?”

      “Every day if you want me to,” I said without hesitation.

      A small smile tugged at her lips. “Every day might be a bit much.”

      “Fine,” I teased, bumping my shoulder against hers playfully. “Every other day.”

      She laughed softly, the sound warming something deep inside me. “Deal.”

      We fell silent again, the weight of our impending separation pressing down on us. I tightened my arm around her, pulling her closer as if I could somehow keep her with me forever just by holding on tight enough.

      “Lily?” she murmured after a while.

      “Yeah?”

      “Do you think... do you think we’ll ever see each other again? After this?”

      Her question caught me off guard, and for a moment, I didn’t know how to answer. But then I looked into her eyes—those beautiful, impossibly kind eyes—and knew what I had to say.

      “Yes,” I said firmly. “I don’t know when or how, but yes. We will.”

      She smiled then—a real smile—and it lit up her whole face in a way that made my heart ache. “Okay,” she said softly. “I believe you.”

      We stayed like that for hours, talking and laughing and stealing kisses until exhaustion finally claimed us both. As I drifted off to sleep with Farrow in my arms I knew one thing for certain: no matter where life took us next this girl would always be part of me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Want More Lesbian Stories?

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Check out my full catalog!

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Want more lesbian first time stories?

      Power Play

      Between Us

      Snowed In

      Fake Girlfriend

      Unexpected

      No One Will Know

      Professor

      Try Her Out

      The Massage

      Paint Me

      My Student

      Show Me

      Second Chances

      In the Dark

      On the Ranch

      Selling It

      Jealous

      Smooth

      Roommate

      Just Friends

      Waves of Heat

      Can You Feel It?

      Picked Up

      New Sorority

      Taught a Lesson

      Spring Trip

      Crave Her

      Soaked

      Showing Off

      Boat Trip

      Bookworm

      Dive In

      Rivals

      Too Close

      Opening Up

      Stranded

      She’s the Boss

      Noisy Neighbor

      Summer Job

      Breakup

      Roll the Dice

      Caught

      Bully

      Rebound

      So Close

      Older Woman

      Juicy

      Hot Flames

      Dirty Photo

      The Cabin

      Boss’s Orders

      Just One Night

      Hot Summer

      College Party

      The Bet

      Model

      Gentle Touch

      Best Friends

      Coming Together

      With My Boss

      New Neighbor

      Beach House

      Cabin Fever

      The Doctor’s Intern

      The New Girl

      The Fitting Room

      Switching Teams

      Sleepover

      Cheer Captain

      Teammates

      Next Door Neighbor

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Want to know about new releases?

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Thank you for picking up one of my stories! I’m likely in the process of working on a new one.  Did you know I have a catalog of dozens of stories, all available as a kindle edition?  Subscribing to my author page will let you know when each fun new story comes out.

      

        

      
        But there’s also another way to learn about new stories!  I’ve started a newsletter to let all of my amazing readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away exclusive content for free!  The sign up takes about five seconds - so fast!  I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

      

        

      
        Click here to join my newsletter!

      

        

      
        Can’t open the link?  Just copy and paste this link into your browser: https://mailchi.mp/8db97a52e910/julia-young

      

        

      
        No spam, just romance goodies!

      

      

      
        
         

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            About the Author

          

        

      

    

    
      Julia Young is an author of lesbian FF short stories.

      Through her writing, she explores ideas of growing up, sexual awakenings, and adventures with other women.

      Some events are loosely based on her personal experiences and some are pure fantasy.

      

      Books by Julia Young

    

  


cover.jpeg
lesbian short romance

Julia Young





