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        This sexy FF first time lesbian romance short story features coming of age, new adult and contemporary romance themes.  This story features two women who very quickly discover that lust is fueling their relationship.  It’s a short story with taboo lesbian experience elements and elements of lgbt bisexual and taboo sex.
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                  My lips rested on hers gently, and I could feel us both trembling at what we were about to do.  I had never been with a woman before and Lexi was the perfect girl for my first time.

      

                  “Claire! Let’s move it!” shouted Lexi, waking me from my daydream.   I ran to the human pyramid my squad was building and helped to spot Lexi who was always at the top.  Looking up, I could see it all: the creamy skin on her inner thighs, her “bloomers,” or cheerleading panties, and the hint of her perfect ass peeking from underneath her skirt.  We all had pretty tight asses due to cheerleading but she had the best shape I’d ever seen.

      

                  “All right! Let’s go!” she shouted before tossing her legs above her waist and falling our arms.

      

                  At the end of practice, we grabbed out towels and wiped our faces which were drenched with sweat.  We all headed into the locker room and changed.  There were shower stalls, but we hardly ever used them since most of us went straight home after.  But today, Lexi came around the corner wrapped in just a towel, on her way to one of the stalls.

      

                  I had to pick my jaw up from the floor.  Her cleavage was spilling over the top of her towel and my mind raced to imagine what else was underneath.  She saw me staring, but thankfully misjudged my intentions.

      

                  “I have a hot date,” she admitted, staring back at me.  “I don’t have time to go home and shower first.”  I nodded, trying not to give myself away and she moved into the nearest stall.  I heard the water running and slipped back into my usual daydreaming state.

      

                  I came up behind Lexi and kissed her neck, the water pouring over us.  She parted her lips and moaned.  I moved my hands around her waist, traveling ever so slowly up to her breasts.  I cupped them in my palms and Lexi threw her head back.  She whispered, “Claire, I’m yours tonight.”

      

                  “Claire!” shouted Brittany, another member of our squad.  “Are you coming?”  I nodded, grabbed my things and left Lexi alone in the locker room.  We all decided to grab a bite from In-N-Out before going back home to tackle schoolwork.

      

                  The rest of the evening proved to be a challenge.  I couldn’t stop thinking about Lexi’s hot date.  She was the most popular girl at our school so I wasn’t surprised, but it still made me uneasy.

      

                  I’d had feelings for Lexi for about a year, ever since joining the squad.  I loved the way she took control, and I admired her creativity.  Not to mention, she was drop dead gorgeous, but my admiration for her was stronger than my lust for her sexy figure.  I never planned to act on these feelings.  I just dealt with them when they came.  Lexi was my harmless little fantasy.  And I never in a million years expected Lexi to have the same feelings toward me.

      

                  I completed what I could of my schoolwork before giving up for the evening.  I bookmarked my textbook with my notes and turned out my light.

      

                  The next day at school I saw Lexi on a bench outside of my English building.  Excited, I called to her and waved, but she didn’t look up.  I was confused, since she wasn’t reading.  She just looked down into her lap, exhaling deeply.

      

                  As I got closer, I heard the sobs.  Lexi was crying.  I’d never seen Lexi cry about anything.  She was always so strong, always in control.  I didn’t know what to do, but I took my chances and walked up to her.

      

                  “Hey Lexi, is everything ok?”  She wiped her tears and then looked up at me.

      

                  “Oh hey, Claire.  Just another date gone wrong.”  I sat beside her and put my arm around her.  I asked her what happened but she hesitated.  Eventually she opened up to me.

      

                  “He was mad that I wouldn’t put out,” she admitted.  I gave her a hug and she started sobbing again.  “They always want me to put out.  That’s all guys want from me.”

      

                  Before I could respond, the smell of her lilac shampoo filled my nose, and I felt myself getting lost in her aroma.

      

                  “Guys suck, Lexi,” I said, finally.  “You’re a cheerleader which makes it worse.”

      

                  “To be honest, I don’t even really like-” she started but then stopped herself suddenly.  My heart jumped.  What didn’t she like?  Boys?  My mind raced with hopeful possibilities.  Even if she did like boys, she could also like girls, I thought, desperate for a chance with her.

      

                  But Lexi never finished her sentence.  She moved on to how her grades were slipping and how she needed to pull them up if she was going to stay on the squad.

      

                  “You can’t leave the squad, you’re the head cheerleader!” I shouted as I threw my arms out in disbelief.

      

                  “They will kick me off if I don’t perform better academically.  It doesn’t matter to the school if I’m the head.  I may lose my scholarship, too.”  I could see the tired hopelessness in her eyes.  Then I thought of my grades which weren’t amazing, but I maintained a B average.

      

                  “What if you and I study together?  We take a lot of the same subjects, just different professors.  I’m sure I could help you out with the subjects you’re struggling with.”  Lexi looked off into the distance, thinking about my offer.

      

                  “I guess that’d be okay.  Thanks, Claire,” and she wrapped her arms around me, giving me one more chance to smell her lilac hair.

      

                  We made plans to meet that evening and parted ways.  I couldn’t stop smiling through the rest of my classes.  I was going to hang out with the most popular cheerleader and mend her broken heart.  Even if I never got a single kiss from her, I was happy enough for the opportunity to support her.

      

                  After my last class I rushed back to my dorm to touch up my appearance.  I didn’t want it to be too noticeable, so I threw on some leggings and a t-shirt, but I picked the cutest t-shirt I had.  I applied a hint of liner to my eyes and a touch of gloss and waited for Lexi to stop by.

      

                  Knock. Knock.  I couldn’t contain my excitement.  I leapt from my bed and rushed to the door and swung it open.  There was Lexi, also in leggings, and also with a touch of gloss.  I tried not to read too much into it.

      

                  “Hi,” she said, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear.  “I sure hope this helps.”

      

                  I showed her in and we both sat on my bed, cross legged and facing each other.  I waited for her to take out her books, but she didn’t move.  I watched her fidget with her hands, and looking down at her lap.

      

                  “Is everything ok?” I asked.

      

                  “I just can’t get over this boy problem I have,” she confessed.  “Is there something wrong with me?”  I assured her that she was fine and reminded her that the guys she dated were expecting too much.  Then she told me a secret.

      

                  “I’ve…never…had sex.”  My eyes must’ve widened because I saw her blushing.  How could sexy Lexi never had sex?  She oozed of sexuality and men obviously didn’t think she was a virgin.  I assured her that there was nothing wrong with that and she continued.

      

                  “I just…have no interest.  I don’t even really like being kissed.”  I was curious but didn’t pry further.  She had lifted her head at this point and her eyes burned into me, as if she was trying to understand me better.

      

                  “Maybe you just haven’t kissed the right person yet,” I suggested, feeling my body tingle with anticipation.

      

                  It felt like hours passed while we stared in silence.  She looks like she wants to kiss me, I thought.  But I convinced myself I was wrong.  This was the head cheerleader.  Even if she did like girls, she had no reason to like me.  I was nothing special, after all.

      

                  Then she leaned forward, and her eyes closed.  This was it, I told myself.  This is my chance.  I leaned forward also and our lips touched.  Her bottom lip was slightly bigger than her upper one, and our mouths fit like long lost puzzle pieces, but it didn’t stop there.

      

                  Soon I felt her lips part, and her tongue slide slowly into my mouth.  Once my tongue met hers, chills ran under my skin.

      

                  As quickly as she’d moved in, she pulled away, flustered.

      

                  “I’m-I’m sorry.  I don’t know what’s wrong with me.  I have to go.”  Lexi grabbed her bag and jumped off the bed.

      

                  “Lexi, don’t-“ but before I could finish she was out the door.

      

                  My body was still reeling from our kiss.  There was lilac and soft skin.  Her saliva was sweet and clean.  I fell back on my bed and tried to keep my head from spinning.

      

                  I was too worked up.  My senses were on fire and I couldn’t stop thinking about Lexi.  I wanted her badly, and now it was apparent she wanted me.

      

                  What should I do?  I couldn’t find an answer, not with the adrenaline still rushing through me.  The room was spinning, my heart was skipping beats, and the only thing I could think to do was release this tension.

      

                  I reached my hand down between my legs and gently touched my skin through my leggings.  I could feel my moist cunt sliding along the fabric of my panties.  The sensation was burning hot and tingled at the same time.  I brought my other hand to my mouth and bit my fingertips.

      

                  

      

                  I could still smell lilac and guilt suddenly started to creep in.  I shouldn’t be thinking of Lexi like this, I thought.  At the very least, I shouldn’t be touching myself to her.  But the pleasure was so intense I couldn’t stop.

      

                  I felt conflicted as I slid my hand under the waistband of my panties, and let my fingers travel to my forbidden place.  Juices leaked everywhere.  It felt like dipping them into a pool of water, and my clit was burning to be touched.

      

                  I tried to force the guilt out of my mind long enough to cum, but it kept showing up and putting my orgasm on hold.  It almost felt like I was edging as I battled my conscience for one of the most intense orgasms I would ever have.

      

                  Despite the difficulty in cumming, I was only getting more turned on.  Knowing Lexi was head cheerleader, and knowing I shouldn’t be doing this, only made me hotter.  My thighs ached and quivered as I circled my clit and bit my lip.

      

                  I arched my back and rocked my hips, burning with a fever for Lexi.  Then I imagined her in a towel like I had seen the day before.  Her cleavage spilled over the top, and then she undid the fold and let the towel drop to the floor.  I wasn’t sure exactly how she looked naked, but my imagination painted a sexy picture.

      

                  I took one of her breasts in my hand and lowered my mouth to her nipple.  As I flicked it with my tongue, I mimicked the motion on my clit.  I flicked and circled and the metal taste started to pour in.  My legs tensed and my body froze while my fingers circled faster and so did my imagination.

      

                  Suddenly, like a light to an explosive, the flame started slow between my legs and travelled up my stomach into my chest.  Then there was a burst of pleasure rippling through my body and I couldn’t keep myself from moaning.

      

                  I shook and moaned on my bed, grateful my roommate hadn’t walked in on me.  The intensity was long-lasting, but eventually I came down and collapsed.  I removed my fingers from my cunt and licked them clean.  Then I wondered what Lexi’s tasted like.

      

                  I didn’t see Lexi again until practice the next afternoon.  I expected things to be awkward but she was pretty good at acting like nothing happened.  She yelled at me just as much to snap me out of daydreaming, and she treated me just like it was any other day.  I was finally feeling relieved until the end of practice.

      

                  “Claire, can I speak with you alone?” she asked, as everyone else headed to the locker room.

      

                  “Sure, what’s up?” I asked, figuring it had to do with my splits or my jumps.

      

                  “I want to apologize for yesterday,” she started, slowly losing her confidence.  “Would you still be interested in tutoring me later?”  I was taken aback.  I had given up on ever seeing Lexi alone again.

      

                  “Of course,” I said.  “No problem.”  Lexi smiled and we agreed to meet at 7.

      

                  Knock. Knock.  Less enthused, I pushed myself from my bed and walked to the door.  This time, though, Lexi had dressed up.

      

                  “You like nice,” I said, looking her up and down.  Then I noticed something missing.  Her books and her bag.

      

                  “Thanks,” she said, and stepped toward me.  I could hear my heart pounding in my ears.  Her nose was inches from my face and the look in her eyes was more confident than the last time.

      

                  “Like I said,” she continued, “I’m really sorry about yesterday.”  Then she grabbed my hands in hers and leaned in to kiss my cheek.

      

                  Still in shock, I just shook my head and told her it was ok.  Then I surrendered to my feelings and pressed my lips into hers, hard.  Before I knew it she had me backed against a wall, and we were making out, running our hands all over each other’s body.  My mind didn’t have time to process how turned on I was, but I could feel the heat rising.

      

                  She slid a leg between my legs and moved her mouth to my neck.  I started grinding on her thigh and I moaned as she bit my skin.  My breasts were pressed against hers and the scent of lilac consumed me.

      

                  I could feel my panties sliding again against my cunt as I rubbed it on Lexi’s leg.  It wasn’t long before she moved a hand to replace her thigh.  It was all happening so fast I couldn’t stop it even if I wanted to.  I didn’t want to anyway.

      

                  She massaged my pussy through my pants and kissed along my neck.  Right when I thought I might cum she stepped back, leaving me a disheveled mess against the wall.  I looked at her through blurred eyes and half-open lids and she looked more confident than ever.

      

                  She wore a mini skirt and a crop top, her abs showcased perfectly.  Then I noticed something different.  I could see her erect nipples through the thin fabric and realized she wasn’t wearing a bra.  I moved toward her and she backed into the bed, falling on it.

      

                  Right where I want you, I thought.

      

                  I grabbed the ends of her top and ripped it over her head.  I had been right.  Her full breasts hung before me, and they were more perfect than I could ever have imagined.  I straddled her lap and looked into her eyes.  Then she lifted my shirt above my head.

      

                  There we were, me in my bra sitting on Lexi’s lap and her breasts hanging in the cool air.  I grabbed one in my hand and lifted it to my mouth.  I gave her nipple the same treatment I imagined giving yesterday, and she released the sexiest little moan.

      

                  She moved her hands back and leaned on them for support, pushing her tits up closer to my face.  I grabbed both of them in my hands and sucked on her nipples, switching back and forth between them.

      

                  I was so horny I didn’t realize I started grinding on her lip while I did this.  She moved a hand to my hip and gave it a squeeze.  I wasn’t too sure of what was happening but I enjoyed every second of it.

      

                  She pushed me off and I almost fell backward.  I caught myself and flashed her a look of confusion.

      

                  “Strip for me,” she demanded with a cold look in eye.  The harsh tone in her voice made me shiver, but I did what I was told.

      

                  I reached behind my back for my bra clasp and let it click open.  Lexi changed positions on the bed so her back was against the wall.  She bent and lifted her legs, spreading them open and I could see she wasn’t wearing any panties.  Her miniskirt rode up her hips revealing her gorgeously plump cunt.  She started touching herself while I stripped.

      

                  I let my bra slide down my arms and to the floor.  Lexi took one look at my breasts and started circling her clit fast.  I decided to take notes on the rhythm she preferred, in case my tongue had its chance with her pussy.  She demanded I keep stripping through her moans.

      

                  I reached for the waistband of my sweatpants and slid it over my butt and down to my ankles.  I stepped out of it awkwardly but Lexi was still entertained.  I was down to just my silk panties, now.

      

                  “Stop.” She said, and I did.  “Come over here.  I want to remove those.”

      

                  I walked toward her, nervously awaiting her hands.  She scooted to the edge of the bed and dropped her legs to the floor.  Then she reached for my waist, slid her fingers under the fabric, and slowly pulled the down just far enough to get a glimpse of my cunt.

      

                  Then, with my panties still around my thighs, Lexi leaned her face forward, and stuck out her tongue.  In no time she found my clit, and teased me in this position.  I had to brace myself by putting my hands on her head so I didn’t fall over.  Then she gave it a kiss, and moved my panties to the floor.

      

                  Once I was naked, Lexi stood up.  “Lay down,” she told me.

      

                  I climbed into bed and lay on my back with my head resting against the pillows.  Lexi climbed between my legs and spread them wide, revealing my wet cunt.

      

                  “Wow, you’re as wet as me!” she said, excited.  I chuckled, slightly embarrassed.

      

                  I looked down my torso and couldn’t believe my eyes.  There was a gorgeous, highly desired, head cheerleader in my bed and between my legs.  Then I watched as she lowered her mouth to my cunt.

      

                  Her breath was hot and teasing.  Her tongue laid flat against my pussy, rubbing up and down.  I rocked my hips against her to guide her into my favorite rhythm.  She learned quickly.

      

                  Her saliva, mixed with my juices, were the perfect lubricant for my clit.  There was a mix of hot and cold as she circled her tongue in the most sensual pattern.  I reached for my breasts for an added boost, but I hardly noticed my hands compared to Lexi’s licking.

      

                  I looked down at her again and noticed she was touching herself while she ate me out.  It wasn’t long before she started moaning into my cunt, making the experience that much more real.

      

                  I matched her moaning and continued rocking my hips until it felt like water rushing into a wall.  Suddenly the wall came down and the mix of hot and cold overtook me as I came.

      

                  “Ohhh fuck!” I moaned as I quickly rubbed myself on Lexi’s tongue, trying to get the most out of my orgasm as possible.  I was amazed at how powerful it was even compared to yesterday’s.

      

                  When I climaxed, I collapsed, and Lexi lifted her head, smiling at me.  Then she wrapped her arms around my legs and slid my hips down toward the foot of the bed.

      

                  What does she have in mind for me? I wondered.  Then it all came together.  Lexi straddled my lap, then my stomach, then my chest, slowly making her way to my face.  I was nervous, but ready for anything.

      

                  The indescribably sweet smell of her cunt washed over me as she moved her hips above my head.  I wanted all of her, so I wasted no time in getting to work.

      

                  She lowered her hips and leaned her hands against the wall.  I stuck flattened my tongue like she had and rubbed against her slit.  Her pussy tasted tart and a little sweet.  I fell in love with that taste and smell.  I lapped at her cunt, circled her clit, and occasionally dipped my tongue into her hole.

      

                  She seemed to really enjoy my flat tongue, and rocked her hips against it like I had.  I occasionally kissed and sucked her clit, and sometimes flicking it.

      

                  “Faster,” she told me, and I complied.  I moved my tongue as fast as I could up and down her slit as she rocked against me.  Then I felt a hand running through my hair, gripping it in her fingers.  If I hadn’t just cum, this would’ve sent me over the edge.

      

                  I am hers, I told myself.  I kept my pace and she kept hers.  We seemed to move in unison.  Then I felt her pussy throb and not a second later Lexi started screaming, “Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!”

      

                  Her body convulsed above me, her cunt still throbbing, and her juices leaking all over my face and tongue.  I swallowed every drop that I could and kept my rhythm until she calmed.  She curled her back, leaning her head against the wall, and caught her breath.

      

                  When she composed herself again she climbed off of me and started getting dressed.

      

                  “Fuck, I’m sorry.  I don’t know why I came here,” she said as she shook her head repeatedly.  My heart broke a little.

      

                  “What are you sorry for?” I pleaded, sitting up on my bed.  I was in no rush to get dressed just yet.  I didn’t want to take my eyes off of her.

      

                  “This isn’t-“ she started, “I’m not gay.”  Suddenly I understood.  She was in denial about what she wanted.  She needed help confronting it.

      

                  “Lexi, look,” she paused and gave me her full attention.  “I’d never been with a girl either before just now.  There’s nothing wrong with what just happened.  As a matter of fact, I think it was kind of beautiful.”  I poured my heart out and she lowered her eyes.

      

                  She apologized again.  “It’s just- I’m supposed to like guys.  But I can’t.  I want nothing more than friendship from them.”

      

                  I got dressed as she explained herself, then I held her in my arms.  After a few minutes she relaxed and started crying.

      

                  “Lexi,” I said, and she lifted her head to me.  “This can be our little secret.  I know you need to figure things out.”  She smiled and laid her head on my shoulder.  I reached my hand up and stroked her hair, inhaling her lilac scent one more time.

      

                  We spent the rest of the evening as friends, getting to know each other.  But there were definitely still a few moments when I saw desire in her eyes.

      

                  Throughout the rest of the semester I saw a lot more of Lexi, and with each time she opened up more and more.  We studied between making love, and her grades picked up.  I still went to practice, and she treated me like anybody else.  But in the bedroom, Lexi was mine and I was hers.

      

                  At the end of the semester Lexi decided she was ready to be open about her sexuality.  Then she asked me to be her girlfriend.  I haven’t stopped smiling since.
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