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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 suitcase lay open and empty on my bed, reminding me of the responsibilities I was putting off.  Visiting family was never my favorite thing, especially since I hardly had any money, but my Mom’s birthday was coming up and I’d dodged every other holiday get together for the past year.  I knew I couldn’t skip out on this one.

      

                  My parents had, thankfully, been pretty accepting when I came out as a lesbian.  It was the rest of my extended family that I felt the need to hide it from.  Coming from a small town in Oklahoma meant most of my family was from that town and they congregated for every minor celebration.  Not that I blamed them, my mom had some of the best cooking around.

      

                  I stared at the floral silk lining where my folded clothes should lay and sighed as I peeled myself off the bed to get to work.  I heard a tap tap near my open door and saw Mia, my roommate standing there.

      

                  “You haven’t got much done, have you?” she teased.

      

                  “I’m not looking forward to the drive between here and Oklahoma.”

      

                  “No kidding,” she said followed by a pffft.

      

                  “I don’t even have a hotel booked yet for tomorrow night.  I’m thinking about stopping somewhere in New Mexico.  To be honest, I don’t really have the money for a decent place.”

      

                  “Where at?  I have an old sorority sister in Albuquerque you could stay with.  Her name is Abby. She’s also a lesbian, funny enough, so you guys have something in common.”

      

                  “I don’t know,” I said, looking away shyly.  I was quite the introvert.  Staying with a total stranger for the night didn’t seem all that appealing.

      

                  “Let me call her up.  She owes me a favor anyway,” said Mia.

      

                  “I could use the money I’d save,” I admitted.  Before I had finished, Mia already had her phone in hand dialing Abby’s number.

      

                  “Abby! Hey! What’s up?”  Mia disappeared into the other room and took a moment to catch up.  I exhaled and made my way to the closet to start the dreaded chore of packing.

      

                  After a few minutes Mia came bouncing back in to tell me the good news.  “She said she’s free and that you’re welcome to stay with her tomorrow night!”

      

                  “Cool, thanks,” I said.  I was still nervous about staying with a total stranger but I trusted Mia enough.  “Finished packing, finally.”

      

                  “Wanna grab a beer or something to celebrate?  I can tell you more about Abby, too.”

      

                  “I guess I can afford one now,” I joked.

      

                  “Don’t worry, I was going to buy anyway.”

      

                  I zipped up my luggage and set it by the entrance to my room before grabbing my wallet to join Mia.
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                  The next morning was brutal.  Despite Mia elaborating the night before on her friend Abby, I was a nervous wreck.  Abby was a real girly-girl, bouncy hair and all.  I always tried to be a little girly but failed miserably.  My hair was mousy brown and I felt like there was never a shade of lipstick that didn’t look gaudy on my face.

      

                  Oh well, I sighed, pulling the covers off and shivering at the cool air that touched my legs.  I made my way to the bathroom and started the shower.  In the few moments while I waited for the water to warm, I looked at my body in the mirror.  I was normally pretty happy with how I looked, but the thought of meeting someone new always brought out my insecurities.

      

                  My face looks so damn tired, I thought.  I told myself the shower would probably freshen me up, but I knew the full day of driving would probably bring the fatigue back to my face.

      

                  About an hour and a cup of coffee later, I was ready to head out.  “See you in about a week, Mia!” I shouted.

      

                  “Be safe!” she yelled back from the other side of her door.  I looked around our apartment one more time before slipping out and pulling the front door shut behind me.

      

                  “Shit,” I said to myself.  The sun was blindingly bright and the air was too hot for comfort.  My car was bound to be even hotter.  “This is gonna blow.”  I threw my suitcase into the trunk and rolled my windows down to let some of the hot air out, but I was already sweating.

      

                  I looked at my reflection in the rear view and tried adjusting my hair one more time to no avail.  It fell loosely over my eyes no matter what I did.  Not even the sweat from my scalp could mat it down.  I reluctantly pulled my car out of its parking spot and prepared for my long drive to Albuquerque.

      

                  ---

      

                   The evening spilled across the horizon pushing sunlight further and further behind me.  I was beginning to feel too tired to care who I stayed with anymore.  I was just so grateful to be almost done for the day.

      

                  I followed Mia’s instructions to Abby’s house and sent Abby a text that I was almost there.  Her response was as bubbly as Mia had described her.

      

                  Great! :) Can’t wait!

      

                  I finally pulled into an apartment complex that looked as if it could cost 2-3 times that of my own.  However, being from California I wagered that we probably paid close to the same in rent.  I rolled my eyes at the thought and began unpacking my car.

      

                  “Yoo-hoo!” I heard a sweet, almost bird-like voice from behind me.  I glanced up to a perfectly curvy, blonde woman waving from her third story balcony.  “Olivia, right?”

      

                  “Uhh-yeah…” I stammered.  She was gorgeous from head to toe, a detail Mia had conveniently left out.  Her hair fell in perfect blonde waves around her shoulders and her body looked like it belonged in a magazine.  I honestly didn’t think bodies could look that perfect outside of one.  Her long, toned legs stretched out from a pair of khaki shorts.  Her black tank top hugged her perfect breasts tightly.  If it weren’t for the way the waistband of her shorts dug into her stomach I would’ve sworn she was some sort of machine rather than a human.

      

                  I nervously tucked my hair behind my ear, knowing it was probably a tangled mess by now, and headed up the stairs leading to Abby’s apartment.

      

                  When I reached her floor, her door was already open and her arms stretched out toward me.  No handshake, no waving.  Instead, she wrapped her arms around me in a warm embrace, the scent of lilac shampoo swirling around me.  Uncertain and a little confused, my own arms lay limp at my sides.  I wasn’t expecting such a friendly embrace so soon between strangers.

      

                  She finally pulled back and I saw her eyes darting back and forth, trying to read my expression.  “Well, come in, come in!” She bounced her way back into the apartment, her golden locks following after.

      

                  I followed her in to a very stylish apartment.  The furniture was modern but Abby had decorated with pops of color here and there, like little bubbles of happiness.  I couldn’t help but smile at the positivity Abby seemed to harbor.  I couldn’t even be envious about it because it was just so infectious.

      

                  “Want anything to drink?” she asked as I set my small overnight bag on her kitchen counter.  “I have coffee, tea, and a few beers.”

      

                  “I probably should skip the beers for now,” I admitted, remembering how awful I had felt after last night.  “I could take a cup of coffee though.”

      

                  I told her how I liked it and she got right to work.  Abby also made a cup for herself but I wasn’t sure she really needed it.

      

                  “I love your energy,” I said.

      

                  She looked at me, confused but flattered.  “Oh, haha.  Thanks!  I’m just a happy person, I guess.”

      

                  I never thought I was terribly unhappy but Abby was definitely showing me what I was missing out on.  I felt like an utterly depressed lunatic next to her.  I brushed it off and took the cup of coffee she handed me.

      

                  I let the warm liquid caress my lips and my senses heightened almost instantly.  I felt my fingers tingle and the serotonin boost my thoughts into the warm and fuzzies.

      

                  Abby and I settled on her sofa which was much fluffier than it looked.  She brought her knees up to her chest, very childlike, and sipped from her coffee.

      

                  “Is that a unicorn mug?” I asked, noticing the purple horn jutting from the cup’s side and a rainbow handle.

      

                  “Mmhmm,” she nodded excitedly.  “I just couldn’t resist when I saw it!  I have a habit of just going after what my heart desires.”

      

                  I enjoyed the way she put that and nodded silently.  My eyes drifted over her long, milky calves and down to her bare feet.  I noticed she had a French pedicure on her wiggling toes.

      

                  “I’m not sure you really need any coffee,” I teased, still astounded by her pool of energy.

      

                  “Oh I know!” she exclaimed.  “But I just can’t help it sometimes.”  She set her mug on the coffee table for a moment.  “So tell me a little about yourself.”

      

                  “Oh, there’s not much to know,” I said truthfully.  “I’m a photographer that doesn’t get as many gigs as she wants, ha!”  I had to laugh at myself because I knew the truth was that I didn’t go after as many gigs as I could have.

      

                  “A photographer?  That’s exciting!  I’ve done some modeling before but nothing professionally.”

      

                  “I’m not surprised that you’ve modeled.  You’re gorgeous,” I said before thinking.  Abby blushed a little and her energy calmed.  I noticed for the first time that her eyes were a beautiful shade of hazel and big enough for a person to dive into.

      

                  “Thanks,” she said.

      

                  “Anyway,” I started, desperate to change the subject.  “I’m on my way to visit family.  It’s my mom’s birthday soon.”

      

                  “Oh how sweet!” she exclaimed.  “And they know you’re a…” her voice trailed off as she realized she hadn’t actually confirmed if I was gay or not.

      

                  “My mom does,” I chimed into to save her.  “The rest of my family is pretty conservative about that sort of thing so I haven’t really told any of them.  I’m not sure that I ever will, to be honest.”

      

                  “That’s understandable,” said Abby.  “At least you have your mom, though!  That’s nice.”

      

                  “Mmhmm,” I nodded.  “So what about you?  Does your family know?”

      

                  “My parents know, yes, but my mom still thinks it’s a phase.  I guess because I’m pretty girly she thinks I can’t be gay.”

      

                  “That’s the worst,” I said, trying to comfort her.

      

                  “I’m used to it now.  It bugged me a lot when I was younger though.”

      

                  “You are pretty girly, though,” I teased.

      

                  “Shut up!” she said playfully, nudging me with her adorable feet.  “You’re not so masculine yourself.”

      

                  “That’s true,” I agreed.  “I guess I’m sort of neither.  I just like to be comfortable.”  I chuckled and Abby smiled in a way that almost seemed flirty.

      

                  That can’t be right, I thought.  I ignored it and tried to find a new topic of conversation but failed miserably.

      

                  “So how do you like living in Albuquerque?”

      

                  Abby picked up her mug again.  “Oh, it’s ok.  There’s a lot this town has to offer but it’s not without its problems.”

      

                  “That’s everywhere, I think.”

      

                  “Yeah, that’s true.”

      

                  Silence hung between us as we pondered where to go next.  I wanted desperately to know if she had been flirting with me, and I tried to think of ways I could flirt back but I had always been pretty bad at that sort of thing.  So I just came right out and asked the question.

      

                  “So are you seeing anyone?”  I wanted to face palm myself after hearing the words come out of my mouth.  I looked sheepishly up at Abby who had a big, mischievous grin spread wide across her face.  My heart fluttered waiting for her response and knowing I had made it official that I was attracted to her.

      

                  She shook her head slowly, teasingly, and her eyes pierced through me as if they were a fisherman’s hook and I was the prey.  I swallowed hard and with difficulty as the palpitations started.  Abby slowly slid her legs off the sofa, never taking her eyes off me.

      

                  “Are you?” she replied seductively, letting one of her hands rest gently on mine.  Both our hands were stacked above my left thigh.  My body became a furnace and I worried she could smell the nervousness on me.

      

                  “N-no,” I managed to mutter.

      

                  “Any particular reasons?” she asked, to which I just shook my head.

      

                  She scooted herself closer to me on the couch, and my nerves were sending an earthquake through my body.  She reached for my mug, clasped it in her hands and set it on the coffee table.  Then she resumed staring at me with her hunter’s eyes.

      

                  She was absolutely gorgeous, but I couldn’t shake the curiosity of why she was interested in me.  Does she do this with all of her house guests? I wondered.  Abby’s eyes swept across my face and soon she brought a hand to my cheek, brushing away some loose strands of my hair.

      

                  Her lips relaxed into a soft pout, and her chest heaved slowly up and down as her face neared mine.  Her eyes still lingered but her gaze had moved to my mouth which was now slightly parted.  Her breath slid delicately across my skin and tickled it slightly.  I wanted to plunge myself against her but I also couldn’t stop second guessing the whole experience.

      

                  Then she kissed me.  Her lids lowered softly and I followed suit.  Her warm, velvety lips pushed against mine and white hot electricity burned through me.  She pulled away as slowly as she’d entered and looked at me as if asking for approval.  Is this okay? she spoke with her eyes to me.

      

                  I narrowed my gaze from her eyes to her lips and propelled myself forward against her as if to say, Yes, yes! God yes, I’m yours!  With more than enough certainty, I reached both my hands up to her neck and gripped it, holding her to me.  Her hands found my waist and gripped just as tightly.  We were locked together and neither of us minded one bit.

      

                  My tongue was the first to dive against hers, and chills ran down my spine as I tasted her sweet saliva.  Her mouth was like a haven for my own and I never wanted to stop kissing her.

      

                  I maneuvered my legs across her lap and her hands moved down to my ass.  My rear felt so good in her grasp, like we were perfectly fitting jigsaw pieces.  My messy hair dangled over her beautiful face, and she pulled me in close to her.

      

                  Abby moved her kisses across my cheek and toward my ear.  She found the lobe and gently bit down.  A warm tingle spread between my legs as her hot breath trailed over my neck.  I giggled slightly, and I could feel her lips spread into a smile against my cheek.  I had revealed my weakness and she noticed.

      

                  She dove into my neck and flicked her tongue against the skin.  The sensation was too strong and I squirmed in her grasp.  She didn’t let up until my nipples were hardened and poking through my shirt.  She kept her lips against my neck, kissing gently as she moved a hand to my one of my breasts, her palm resting gently against my nipple.

      

                  Chills spread over my entire body and I couldn’t help but rock against her lap.  Abby really knew how to wind a girl up and her playfulness made me putty in her hands.  She played me like an instrument, her fingers plucked at my nipples and her breath blew against my skin.  To distract myself from the sensory overload, I reached for her beautiful breasts too.

      

                  I realized quickly that, like me, she was braless and only a thin layer of black cotton separate my hand from her skin.  It was tempting to dive my hands under her shirt to caress her milky skin, but I needed her to lead the way since she was still my host.

      

                  She pulled her face away from my neck and looked up at me.  “You’re so fucking hot,” she said in a seductive voice.  My heart beat faster and I could feel my cheeks flush.

      

                  Abby moved her hands to the hem of my shirt and began to lift up slowly.  The cool air of her apartment blew across my bare stomach.  She stared with wide eyes at each new inch of skin that was revealed to her.

      

                  I raised my arms above my head and waited for her to release my breasts.  Soon enough, they bounced out one by one and my shirt was thrown on the floor.  Abby stared with a hungry look in her eye at my hardened nipples and the mounds they sat on.

      

                  “Fuck,” she said with a devilish grin.  “Your breasts are perfect!”

      

                  I blushed again, looking down at the gorgeous woman I was straddling and wondering how I got lucky enough to be here.

      

                  Abby reached with both hands for one of my breasts and cupped it gently.  She moved her mouth toward it and began kissing circles around the nipple.  I let out a low moan and leaned my head back.  I reached my hands for the back of her head and slipped my fingers through her hair.  I rocked against her, my pussy begging for attention.

      

                  She placed her other hand against my other breast and teased it.  Her teeth gently bit down and her tongue flicked the surface of my nipple.  I felt a tinge of pain but a wave of pleasure and I leaned my head down to smell her hair.  Lilac and vanilla.

      

                  Abby lifted her face from my chest and brought her lips to mine again.  We pressed our mouths hard against each other’s and wiggled our bodies together.  Abby grabbed my bare waist and directed my body to the side of her, so that I was laying on my back.

      

                  She removed my leggings and my panties all in one go and the cool air mixed with my wet slit.  My breathing grew heavy.

      

                  Before I knew it, all my clothes lay on the floor and Abby had my legs spread wide, her gorgeous face coming closer to my slick mound.  She kissed the edges, teasingly, and I moved against her.

      

                  “I can’t believe we’re doing this,” I admitted.

      

                  She just replied with, “Believe it.”  Her tongue slipped between her two perfect lips and made its way for my wet slit.  Her tongue parted my swollen lips and my eyelids fell.

      

                  “Fuuuuck,” I moaned, wrapping my fingers through her hair.  Her breath was the perfect warmth against my cunt and I wasn’t sure how much longer I could keep from coming.  She moved her tongue in patterns I couldn’t make out against all the folds of my skin, sending small ripples of hot pleasure through my body.

      

                  I bit my lower lip and my pussy opened farther for her, swelling and begging for release.  It was like Abby knew exactly how to work everything down there.  I couldn’t stop thinking about how lucky I was to have a beautiful Abby work her magic on my wet pussy.

      

                  I brought a hand to my nipple and teased it while she teased me.  I felt her hands wrap around my thighs, gripping tightly.  When I peeked through the slits of my eyelids I could see her rock her hips in motion to her eating me out.  I knew she would be next, and my mouth salivated.

      

                  The next few moments nearly blacked me out, the sensation was so strong.  In one bodily earthquake I came so hard that my ears started ringing.  I looked down to a smiling Abby who still had a look of lust in her eyes.

      

                  “You’re turn,” I said, catching my breath.  Her smile widened and she stood up as she let me recover.  When my strength returned, I stood up to meet her.

      

                  I lifted her black tank above her head and the most perfect pair of breasts I’d ever seen fell out.  I reached for one without hesitation and began to kiss it.  My body felt warm and my mind felt dizzy.  I wrapped an arm around her back and pulled her close, still trying to convince myself this was really happening.

      

                  I finally found the strength to break away and I worked on removing her shorts.  They had a cute little tie belt and then the usual button and zipper.  I unzipped them slowly to see a pair of lace black panties reveal themselves.

      

                  “It’s almost like you planned for this,” I said, looking up at her with an eyebrow raised.

      

                  “I like to be prepared, just in case,” she said, running her hand through my hair.

      

                  I slid her khakis down to her ankles and she gracefully stepped out of them.  That’s when I realized her black panties were a thong.  I immediately wrapped my arms around her and grabbed her bare ass cheeks in my hands.  It felt perfectly round and squishy.  In awe, I rested my cheek against the front of her panties and I could hear her blood rushing under her skin.

      

                  That’s when I pulled her thong quickly to her ankles.  I was so quick that she let out a small, unbearably cute moan of surprise.  I pushed her gently to the sofa, her head resting against the back of it and her ass sitting just at the edge.  I spread her legs wide.

      

                  There before me, lay the most perfect pussy I’d ever seen.  Every fold and crease was mesmerizing and little drops of wetness glistened.  I inhaled deeply and began kissing the insides of her thighs.  She twitched against the sofa and her soft moans made me want her even more.

      

                  I could tell she wanted to come badly, but that she was patient.  I made my journey to her slit slow and pleasurable.  She cooed softly, as if I were dragging an ice cube or candlewax against her skin.

      

                  Finally, my lips reached her warm mound and she donned a small patch of hair just above it.  I kissed my way to her slit and let my tongue slide inside it.

      

                  “I like a little bit of penetration,” she said, so I slid my tongue in further.  She scooted her hips closer to my face and moaned.

      

                  I moved my tongue to her clit and slid a finger inside her.  Abby’s legs started to shake as I flicked my tongue against her.  I moved my finger in and out slowly, until I figured out which rhythm she liked best.

      

                  I looked at her through the top of my eyes. Her stomach sank in slightly, leading up to her perfect breasts which had fallen exquisitely to the sides.  Her neck was arched and I could see the bottom of her chin, her bottom lip hanging open.

      

                  Fuck, she’s beautiful, I thought.  I want to give her the best orgasm she’s ever had.

      

                  I watched her every movement for what she liked.  I slid my finger in and out of her slit and circled her clit with my tongue until her breathing grew heavier and her legs shook harder.

      

                  After a few moments of twitching and rocking, pumping and teasing, she let out a low moan almost like a growl and I knew we were there.  I kept up my pace and her growl turned into a high pitched squeal before settling into a few huffs of air.

      

                  A drop of sweat trickled down my forehead as she finally relaxed against me.  I crawled back on top of her and straddled her.  Her hands returned to my ass and her heavy breathing turned to laughter.  Then we kissed again and it was even sweeter than before.

      

                  “So,” Abby said, pulling away from our kiss.  “Did you need a place to stay on your way home?”

      

                  I nodded and smiled.  Abby was ecstatic and wrapped her arms around me, pulling me in close.

      

                  “Want to go again?” she asked, but I was already nodding yes.
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