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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 they want each other. It’s a short story with taboo experience lgbt elements.
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SYNOPSIS
“What do you want me to do?” Sarah asked softly. “I want you to do whatever you want,” I said, and my breath grew faint with anticipation...
I thought I was all alone that afternoon, up in the old tree-house -- big mistake. Before I knew it, I was caught bare-handed and blushing by Sarah, the new girl in town.
She was instantly tough and taunting, and unlike anything a well-to-do, closeted femme like me could begin to understand. Yet, I felt a connection to her that left me weak and curious for whatever she was hiding behind those hazel eyes.
Soon enough, I would realize that new girl in town, who seemed to be my opposite in every way, could prove to be the best thing that ever happened to me…
Please note that first time FF short story is over 7500 words.
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THE NEW GIRL
            She was the “bad girl” type. I know that sounds terribly cliché, but there is simply no other way to put it. Sarah was a rocker, sporting curly, unkempt bronze-colored hair; it dangled unruly over her bare shoulders, which must’ve been naked all summer, because each of them were tanned by sun and defenseless in her baggy, sleeveless shirts. Her eyes - oh my god - her eyes were as copper as pennies and tantalizing as pure gold. Why the girl with the sun and moon tattoo on her left hip and the Ginsberg poetry anthology clutched between her thighs (which were often covered in plaid-green thrift-store capris) decided that I was the one she wanted to spend her summer with, let alone any of her time with, will always confuse me. Sarah was rebellious and carefree. And despite carrying a fuck your rules attitude to the patriarchal culture in our small town, she somehow possessed all the poise of Grace Kelly while she did it – at least in my eyes.
            I guess that’s irony, because I was the girl destined to assume the Grace Kelly mold; well-to-do and presentable, so long as I kept my lips closed and my eyes down. The last thing I would have imagined myself doing was spending any of my attention on a girl like Sarah. After all, before I met Sarah, I was a nineteen year-old college freshman with the grace of hostess, the blonde locks of a country music singer, and the style sensibility of Jackie O.’ Ok, well, maybe I didn’t pull any of this off as well as I would have hoped, but these were the traits my parents insisted I attain to.
            But I was never good at the part. I was an insecure, closeted girl with affections for the very things I knew to be taboo and unclean. And try as my parents did, they soon found out I was not going to fold easily to the pressures of expectation, especially in the realms of love.
            I suppose I always knew I was attracted to women, at least as early as I can remember. Of course, who can clarify the urges and the attraction at first? For all I knew, it was more of an admiration borne out of respect for the female figures in my life. It wasn’t until I turned eighteen and graduated high school, and found one of my brother’s nude magazines, that I was able to fully admit my interests, and my true attraction for the new girl in town, Sarah.
            I felt like such a pervert – a creep, even - when I stowed away in the abandoned tree house down the road, built into an ancient pecan tree. There, I climbed up the shoddy wooden two-by-fours, praying the nails wouldn’t loosen half-way up my ascent, and all with the magazine somehow tucked beneath my white Sunday dress and in-between my thighs. I couldn’t tell you how I did it, but I was determined to be unseen. And when I made it to the top, rewarded with the privacy of the small, wooden hut that overlooked the wheat fields – golden in the dusk – I sighed with relief.
            Of course, fear still tinged my nerves when I produced the dog-eared magazine and spread it across the floor of the hut. Light shone through the cracks in the floor, illuminating me from below. I took a deep breath, bit my lip, and, driven by an adrenaline that left me wetter than usual, I opened the nude magazine. My heart sped like a racing hammer, as I turned the pages, past the advertisements, and to the first page featuring a naked woman. Her short, black, pixie-cut hair and pale skin sent a wave of lust across my warm body. I couldn’t touch myself at first. I was all too mesmerized by the, albeit embellished, perfection of her body, from her silky feet, to her lithe thighs and the small tuft of dark hair hiding her mound. The perfectly succinct split in her vulva, just beneath the hair, left me weak. I licked my lips. I wanted to taste her, and I wanted her to taste me. There was something about her image – likely the fantastical imagery surrounding her, of some abandoned auto-body garage in ambient lighting – that conveyed to me a life free of repression and expectation. How could such a beautiful girl be so naked in such a seemingly public place?
            I turned the page, to find another image of the same woman, this time on her belly, pretending to be on the rollers that mechanics use to scoot beneath the body of a car, whatever they’re called. Her smile intoxicated me; the slightest hint of pride and dark eyes that I swore saw right into my soul. I wanted everything to do with the girl, somehow. And then I laughed, realizing I had proven the same sort of sexual pig that my frat-house brother had become, and so many other guys like him. I laughed at how uncharacteristic it would have seemed, had anybody I knew, caught me in that moment.
            But to me, this was more natural than anything I had ever pretended to be. There, with the cool, early-evening breeze pushing through the ends of my hair, I eyed the woman’s perfect breasts. I compared my own, smaller sized chest, to her full chest and her perfectly shaped nipples and small areolas. I know it sounds silly, but I imagined us having breakfast somewhere, after we had explored each other the evening before, and laughing about how I expressed any insecurity at all in my body, compared to hers. I wanted validation or assurance. But I wanted it from a woman, and especially one like her.
            I licked my lips and tasted the salt at the corner of my mouth. Everything became as vivid as the orange sky hanging over me, and the long, deep shadows that filled the tree house.
            I closed my eyes and fantasized about her and me, letting my arm brush past my breasts. The nipples grew erect and I gave an inaudible sigh as I slid my lithe fingers beneath my white, rustling dress. I felt so dirty, as I pulled my legs up to my chest and touched my clit, just beneath my crème satin panties. I pursed my lips, furrowed my brow and clenched my teeth as I let the sensation of warmth – of fire – spread across my skin and invite me into a hazy, mindless bliss. I became physical as I impatiently snuck my middle finger just inside of the panties and felt the warm, damp skin of my lips, moving beneath my fingertips as I rubbed and slid my fingers into the moist folds that were tucked beneath them. “Oh, oh my…” I breathed, letting the air catch in my throat as my breasts pushed out with each breath and I grew more and more determined to chase down the ever-elusive climax that has so often taunted me.
            I closed in, ready to capture it and corner it, until it gave me the explosion I became desperate for. I could taste the chemistry of my breath changing as I grew closer and my hips shook and my legs became unruly.
            I became so damn close to release, and with the entire world around me, with only a mere half-inch of wooden board to separate us. I felt so dirty, so naughty, and so rebellious. I wanted everything the sensation promised and everything after that.
            “Oh…” I moaned once again, this time ever louder. I grew careless and let my head fall back against the wall of the tree-house, only to throw it forward as I concentrated hard on the path to orgasm.
            And suddenly, reality came crashing down from the roof. A creak in the boards above the ceiling left my heart stopped in its tracks. I whipped my head up, yanked my hand from my swollen, pink lips, and out from under my dress. My cheeks flushed as red and hot as my outer lips must’ve been. I didn’t want to look to find out whether it had been a squirrel, or – unthinkable – another person.
            I finally looked up, to see the silhouette of somebody lying atop the roof of the house, delineated in cracks of light between the boards.
            “Who’s there? What’s wrong with you, peeping on me?” I cried indignantly.
            “I wasn’t watching you, if it makes you feel any better,” a smooth voice called back from above. The voice was low, but not as low as I had been expecting. Instead, it was raspy and sweet; clearly more feminine than I had expected. I waited to find a neighborhood boy, who had been playing voyeur after undoubtedly striking gold at what he’d seen from the roof of the tree house that early evening. Instead, a girl pulled open a small square door in the ceiling, and started down a ladder, which I hadn’t once noticed during my time up there.
            She was indiscernible at first and all shadows. It wasn’t until she dropped from the final few steps and onto the floor of the tree house, that I saw her in all her beauty – jeans, superhero t-shirt and all. I turned away, still flush with rosy humility. I couldn’t quite face her, as striking as she seemed. I turned up to see her, finding only the small crystal that had been pierced in the side of her nose, along with her shadowy eyes and pink, wide smile. The dimples at either end of her grin, betrayed her otherwise edgy appearance. Her brown hair danced in the breeze, reckless and uncaring as her expression and her posture.
            “Honestly, I didn’t see anything,” she assured me, with a sort of snorting laugh.
            “Oh, so you were looking?” I charged, with shame heavy in my throat, but my nose tilted into the air. The girl laughed and shook her head, as she grabbed her hair and pulled it back into a tie, meticulously bringing it into a pony-tail. She seemed unfazed by me or the idea that I might’ve been doing something just below her a moment before.
            “I was already up here, watching the sky. You can’t blame me for seeing anything when you snuck up here after me,” she said.
            “Oh?” I called back in frustration, as I brushed my bangs to the side and crossed my arms.
            She was right, of course. And because of this, I sought to do damage control, rather than try and fool her any longer. “Um, I wasn’t doing anything, though. I was just…”
            “Looking at a nudie mag?” She said, pointing to the page I had settled on, as it danced in the breeze and threatened to turn.
            “That was already here when I came up,” I said, with a small told-you-so grin. My quick wit and thinking had always gotten me out of corners before, but the girl seemed to know everything about me; I felt foolish, humiliated and ashamed. I wanted to curl up into a ball and somehow at the same time, run through the wheat field and never come back. Her eyes held perfectly on my own, as if looking straight into my thoughts and my intentions, which only made me feel more naked than anything I had been doing before. I wanted to shout at her to stop, to leave me alone. But then, I didn’t want her to do that, either.
            “I don’t remember seeing it when I came up; otherwise I probably would have looked at it, too,” she laughed, and knelt down to grab the magazine by its corner, looking at the dog-ear and then at the girl. “She’s really pretty; you have good taste.”
            “Excuse me? I’m not into… I know you’re not trying to say… ugh! Just leave me alone, already!” I shouted, stomping one of my feet on the floor.
            “Ok,” she returned, quiet and without any emotion. “I’m Sarah, by the way. I hang out here around sunset because it’s a good view and, well, I thought it was away from everybody,” she said with a chuckle.
             “Whatever,” I exhaled. I tried hard to hang on to my attitude. But she disarmed me – I lost myself in her eyes as they turned back over her shoulder while she headed for the ladder down the side of the tree.
            “Um,” I started, letting my hands hang at my sides. “I’m Anna,” I said, still unable to keep my eyes from wandering everywhere around the girl.
            “So, is it cool if we share this place?” She said, tilting her head and cocking her brow. “It’ll be like our own private time-share,” she added with a passive laugh as she fingered the silver necklace hanging tight around her throat.
             “I mean, I don’t come up here, ever,” I said. “I’ll go and you can stay here and watch the sky or whatever,” I said.
            “You’re not much of a star-gazer, huh?” She asked.
            “What?”
            “Well, it’s gonna’ get dark soon, and that’s when the real show starts,” she explained, looking out the opening on the side of the hut that faced the open field.
            “I mean – I don’t know,” I said, teasing my hair and turning down to my white flats.
            “I wasn’t doing anything, by the way,” I added, desperately. “I mean, just so the record is straight,” I said.
            “Well, at least something in here is straight,” she said with a laugh.
            “Excuse me?” I said, my lips hanging open with shock.
            Sarah rolled her eyes and cocked her head with an expression which screamed, ‘you might be fooling everybody else, but you’re not fooling me, girl.’ And as far as I knew, I had fooled everybody, myself included. At the very least, I was in a deep denial. As long as I’d never tasted another girl’s body, I didn’t have to carry that label, after all – that burden of knowing for certain that I craved fruit, but only peaches, and not bananas, to put it in a totally corny way.
            “I don’t know who you think you are, but…” I started, before Sarah interrupted with the same indifference. “I’m a ‘rug-muncher’… a ‘butch’… go on; you can say it. I’ve heard all of it, anyway,” she said, with the slightest hint of indignation.
             “I wasn’t going to say any of that,” I argued.
            “Well, you just sort of had this air like; you thought rubbing your pussy to girls in magazines was super beneath you or whatever,” Sarah clarified. The additional comments didn’t make my cheeks any paler than everything she’d said leading up to this. If anything, the mere utterance of such a dirty, untactful word as ‘pussy,’ remained in my mind, fraught with demi-monde implications. Not even the girls at camp during high-school summers, had dared used such a crude word. Sarah let it hang on her lips like the juice that came from biting into a lush fruit. Her raspy voice, devoid of any timbre, made it all the more electric.
            I tangled my fingers together, uncertain of what to do or say. “So, you’re, like, a… a lesbian, then?” I finally stuttered, though lowered my voice, as if we were two girls during a sleepover in my parents’ house, trying not to wake them.
             Sarah shrugged and said, “I guess so. I was with a girl back in the city, before I came out here before to stay with my uncle, just until college starts back up next month,” she explained. “Anyway, I really liked it, and I think penises are just, well, weird, anyway, but seriously, not my thing,” she said with a laugh.
            “So you experimented? I’ve heard of girls doing that; it doesn’t mean you’re gay,” I said.
            “Well, for starters, there’s no need to save me – I don’t care that I am definitely into pussy,” she continued. “And secondly, no you didn’t,” she added.
            “No I didn’t what?” I asked, perplexed.
            “You’ve never experimented with a girl, and you don’t know any girls that have. You’re making up the last part. I should know pretty well, girls don’t just, like, experiment with each other,” she said with a satisfied chuckle. “Mm, if they did, though…” she said, smiling and shaking her head, as if she’d become lost in a pleasant memory.
            “Whatever,” I dismissed. “You don’t know me,” I said. And just like that, the girl who’d caught me touching myself to the image of another woman in a nude magazine - and subsequently had me defending my straightness - was now getting me to argue that I had experimented with other girls before.
            I was her puppet and she played me on a string with ease. And each moment, she gave a half-smile, showing just a hint of front teeth, in-between two juicy lips and two naturally contoured cheekbones. She held an expression that left me unsure of whether she would take me out of belligerence, or out of attraction; the indecision over which, left me in a lustful suspense, until I was left hoping she would tackle me.
            “Anyway, you’re older?” I asked.
            “Do you want to?” She asked, ignoring my question.
            “Do I want to what?” I asked, with my attitude returning. The breeze grew cooler, and I crossed my arms for warmth, feeling my chest heave with frustration and a puzzling anxiety over the new girl in town.
            “Do you want to experiment with another girl?” She asked, suddenly appearing almost predatory. “Um,” I started, immediately setting off into a lie as I exhaled with frustration. “I never said I wanted to experiment with another girl or anything.”
            Sarah only returned with a simple, “Hm.”
            “What is that supposed to mean?” I huffed.
            “Nothing,” Sarah said, shifting her eyes and smirking in the corner of her mouth. She was endlessly getting my skin, and the more she did, the more I wanted to be under hers.
            “Look, I don’t know who you think you are or whatever,” I continued, “But, I’m not usually one to put up with this kind of… whatever this is… this… this attitude you have.” I felt ridiculous saying it, but justified all the same. Who was she, after all, the peep on me, and then toss around such blunt gestures and prods into my personal life?
            Sarah seemed immediately taken aback, and literally stepped back, as if I had finally offended her for a change.
            “Ugh, I’m sorry,” I said, shaking my head. “I’m just… I don’t know. I didn’t mean that, exactly,” I continued.
            “Yeah you did, and it’s understandable,” she explained, brushing her lithe fingers easily. “You’re frustrated because, well, you’re the perfect girl, right? And I just caught you acting, well, not so perfect,” she added, with another little laugh – even covering her lips, as if to feign a sense of humility about the whole thing.
            The girl was dead-on. I would find out fast enough that Sarah was the type of girl who seemed to know somebody the moment she laid her cool, hazel eyes upon them.
            “Anyway, it’s getting dark. I don’t mind if you finish rubbing your clit and all, but I’ve got some stars to watch, if that’s fine by you,” Sarah said, with an indifference that ensured I was the only one blushing at the mention of ‘clits’ and ‘rubbing.’
            “Ugh!” I grunted. “You think you’re such a wise ass know-it-all,” I continued, but Sarah only headed for the small ladder to the roof of the tree house.
            “I’m twenty, by the way,” Sarah said. “Since you asked, I mean.”
            She said nothing else – instead, leaving me all alone, as I watched her cute butt ascend the ladder and disappear through the small, square opening above me. I looked around – wooden boards, old and darkened by shadows, surrounded me, along with the nearly icy-cool breeze. I suddenly felt more alone than ever before. And the thought of touching myself – even trying to be discrete about it – all while I now knew Sarah would be right above me, did cross my dirty not-so-innocent-after-all mind. Instead, though, I felt a sharp pang of solitude when I suddenly realized I did not want to be alone.
            “Hey, wait,” I said, heading for the ladder. I sinking feeling in my stomach dropped like a hammer on molten-hot metal, twisting my gut as I suddenly felt the height beneath my feet. The tree-house had been tolerable, but climbing to the roof, threatened vertigo.
            I stuck my head out of the opening, and in all my triumph, inhaled the cool, summer-evening perfume, as it danced around my reddened nose. I laughed and shook my head. “Ok, I think I understand it, now,” I said, smiling foolishly and climbing up atop the roof. “Yeah, this is nice,” I laughed again.
            “You seem like you really need this,” Sarah said with a modest chuckle. I looked down and studied a charm bracelet around her pale, freckled wrist. “What is that? A dog?”
            “I had a beagle back home,” Sarah said, as she turned her head toward me – though her eyes wandered across the field behind us. “Her name was Rachel,” she added. “I loved the shit out of her,” she said, with another little laugh, albeit one of sadness.
            “’Had… loved’?” I asked, emphasizing on her use of past-tense.
            “Yeah. I had to get out of my parents’ house. I’m here in town with my aunt and uncle until the college starts back up and I’m getting some financial aid and loans to start school and maybe never talk to my parents again,” Sarah said.
            “Are they jerks to you or something?” I asked.
             Sarah looked as though she was about to start explaining, but she stopped herself. She shook her head and laughed – again, with a sense of hopelessness. I couldn’t believe that I had found a stranger in my small town, where everybody knew one another. And yet, I felt that in the thirty minutes I’d known her, I had connected to Sarah more than anybody in my entire life. I watched her hair, still tied up behind her. I watched her smooth, porcelain cheeks, and her beautiful, soft arms. There was an aura of toughness surrounding her. But there was a soft, ‘scaredy-cat’ closer to her center; that much I could gather.
            “You know; you think I’m some prissy, perfect, queen-of-the-fall-festival girl, but if I could ditch this town and go live with some distant relatives, too, I would do it,” I said, opening up more than I perhaps wanted to.
            “Nah,” Sarah shook her head. “You don’t want to live like this. You want to spill your guts to your parents, only to have them tell you to get out of their house and never come back? The people who raised you?” She said.
            “Anyway,” Sarah added, signaling her dissatisfaction with the topic of conversation.
            “Sorry,” I said softly, barely audible above the breeze.
            “Don’t be,” Sarah said, looking up toward the purple sky, strewn with a million stars.
            “Look over there,” I said, pointing out a constellation. Sarah squinted and shrugged. “I don’t see it.”
            “It’s the little dipper,” I said. “Look closely where the handle is, right there.”
            Sarah laughed. “It’s not ‘right there,’ it’s like a jillion miles away probably.”
            “Come here, then,” I said. Sarah scooted closer to my, and I took her hand, pointing her finger right along her periphery and lining it up in a way I thought she might better see what I saw. Her skin made me melt inside – it was as soft as silk – the appearance of it gave me no false impressions – it was as wonderful as I’d secretly imagined.
            “Ok, so, right around…” I started. I lost myself, though. I inhaled her scent, just behind her right ear. I dabbed the inside of my cheek with my tongue, and couldn’t help but smile. She turned, with her cheek merely inches from my lips.
             “It’s nice,” she whispered, turning her eyes slowly toward me.
            “Do you see it?” I asked.
            “I see something else that’s nice, actually,” she said. She lost her eyes in mine, and I beamed mine right back towards her. I bit my lip and scrunched my brow. I’d never really kissed a girl, and certainly didn’t know if I could bring myself to do it. But the moment fled all rational or reservation.
            Sarah’s lips pressed against mine – warm, smooth and the most delicious thing I have ever tasted on my tongue. Her sweet, almost cinnamon-vanilla breath brushed against my tongue. I felt my chest flutter and my skin warm, until the cool breeze couldn’t contain my heat. My panties were damp with adrenaline and lust, matching my heart, as it sped like a wild horse, untamed and forever free. I didn’t quite know whether I wanted it, but when Sarah’s lips touched mine, I knew more certainly than anything in my entire life.
            But, the mind has a way of running things.
            “Um… wow,” Sarah said as we broke apart. Her smile was wide and vulnerable. Mine, suddenly dominant and assured. The cocky girl had been outdone, and made into the damsel in distress, all while the queen-of-the-harvest-festival assumed control. If she was surprised, it would have made two of us.
            “Yeah… wow,” I said, dizzy and drunk with urge. But I furrowed my brow and turned away slightly. “Um, I’d better go.”
            “Are you sure?” Sarah asked – her eyes wild with concern. “We don’t have to…”
            “No, it’s not that. It’s just… well, I’m not… I’m sorry. It was nice meeting you, but I think you’ve gotten the wrong impression of me.”
            “Are you sure you don’t just have the wrong impression of yourself?” Sarah asked. “Your eyes said more a moment ago, than anything your lips could try and tell me right now,” she added, with a quiet smile.
            I started to speak, but instead I blushed, and turned for the ladder. “Sorry. I’ll… maybe I’ll see you around or something – I don’t know.”
            And that was the last I saw of the girl, who forever would claim my first true kiss. Well, that was the last that I thought I would ever see of her. And despite a deep longing and lust to see Sarah again, I also found myself relieved that I hadn’t seen her around town after that. I didn’t know anything else about her, and yet I knew everything about her – I day dreamt about her enough to know everything.
            A week later, I found myself running for that same tree-house. It was a Saturday night around ten, when I found my hands clawing at the old wooden boards nailed to the side of the tree, hoisting myself up to the small house. I had no intentions of finding Sarah there, though I certainly wanted to see her again. More than anything, I wanted to taste her, and I wanted to hear her sweet, raspy voice, console me with her own quiet sadness. I knew she would understand me that night, if only she were there.
            I climbed up and I saw nothing but night-sky out of the opening in the side of the house. The moon was full and giant, hanging over the field, which swayed like dancers, choreographed by the wind. I sat against the wall of the house and brought my knees to my face, trying not to cry as I brushed down my blue summer dress – the one I had nearly lost only moments before, at the grimy, rough and hairy hands of a horny football player from the college team.
            I didn’t bother to look above me for Sarah. For whatever reason, it hadn’t crossed my mind that she could have been on the roof of the tree-house, and I not seen her. It wasn’t until I heard a familiar creaking of the board above me, that my heart skipped a beat, full of anticipation, and fear that it wasn’t Sarah moving above me.
            “Who’s there?” I heard her ask in her raspy voice. I smiled.
            “Guess,” I only said, letting Sarah figure it out from as few syllables as possible. I considered if a dumb little litmus-test to see if she was at all eager to see me after I’d jilted her the week before.
            “Anna?” She asked.
            “What do you think?” I said, taunting her.
            I suddenly saw Sarah’s olive-green capris, stopping short of her smooth, toned calves, as they stepped one beneath the other and she made her way down to greet me. “I don’t know,” she said, answering me as she descended. “I’m new here. For all I know, there’s more than one girl who likes to kiss and run away.”
            “I’m sorry,” I said. I could feel my every frustration, my every deprivation and my every unbearable hope, come rushing up my throat, getting stuck there as I found myself wanting to beg Sarah for her forgiveness.
            “I was…” I started, before Sarah cut me off, finally revealing her gorgeous, soft face to me again. Even in the shadows, her smooth complexion beamed, and her scent travelled across the small space – vivid as it mixed with the midnight evening air.
            “In denial?” She interrupted.
            “So you hate me now?” I asked.
            Sarah only laughed and shook her head. “I’m glad you came back,” she said. “I thought you’d skipped town or something,” she added with a laugh.
            “Not without you,” I said, with my lip quivering in angst. “Now that I found you again, what do you say?”
            She seemed taken aback and scrunched her brow with confusion. “What’s wrong?” She asked. “You look like you’ve been crying.”
            “What’s it to you?” I asked, in one of many stupid remarks that slipped out of my angry, impulsive slips, as pursed as they were.
            “Did you tell your parents or something?” She pressed.
            “No, but I should have, even if it means they might kick me out of their house. Anyway; so what? It’s not important…” I said, turning my eyes back toward the moon. I stepped around Sarah, without looking at her – which was almost impossible to the point of physically painful – and I climbed up the small ladder toward the roof. There, I smiled and laughed with abandon, just as I’d done the first time. Sarah followed me up and settled near me, but not too close – clearly cautious after the last time we came near one another.
            I caught her eyes in my periphery, sparkling in the moonlight, like ornaments of my attraction. I hardly knew her. Yet, I felt more comfortable near her, than anywhere else. The entire experience of being in Sarah’s presence seemed almost hypnotic. I lost myself in a taciturn daze, where we connected to something much deeper than one another’s words or mannerisms. All I know is that there had been no faking it with her. With Sarah, from the very moment I met her, everything that came out of me had been authentic -- perhaps to a flaw.
            We sat quietly for a moment, before Sarah pointed toward a silver, purplish cloud that was hanging low and nearing the moon. “Looks like a dinosaur, kind of, huh?” She said, with a laugh.
            Without thinking, I rested my cheek on her shoulder. And before I knew it, the tough and cocky new girl in town, had her arm sneaking up around the back of my body, until I felt her fingers coming around my own shoulder.
            “Are you okay?” She asked.
            “I just… my parents made me go out with this guy. He’s a real dick. He just… he tried to push things farther than… it’s whatever,” I said, dismissing the entire conversation. “It doesn’t matter, now. This is all that matters,” I said, with a modest grin, as I tilted my vision toward Sarah, as her cinder-colored locks danced just around my face, as if protecting me from the world around us. What a comforting stranger – a warm, familiar stranger; I didn’t understand it at all.
            Sarah squeezed my shoulder and shook her head. “What a piece of shit,” she said. “I never had to get hooked up with guys or anything, but I’ve had a few try some stuff on me – back when I thought I was actually supposed to put up with that crap.”
            I laughed at this – with satisfaction. I wanted to hold on to Sarah’s pride for dear life, as if to somehow drain a single drop of it for myself. She had been fierce enough to scare me from our initial meeting, but now soft enough to draw me in, listlessly.
            “You caught me last week,” I said, rolling my eyes – though Sarah couldn’t have seen that.
            “What?” She asked, as her lips parted into a smile.
            “I was touching myself to the magazine,” I said, with my heart fluttering, because I knew exactly what I had been going in mentioning this. I wanted the new girl right there, beneath the moonlight. I wanted her body – every inch of it – and more importantly, I wanted her comfort, draped around me – wild and endless, like the very night sky.
            “It doesn’t matter,” she dismissed, as if attempting to console me on the matter.
            “Yeah, it does,” I said, pulling my head from her shoulder. “It matters because, that’s what I’m into, I guess. I hate guys, but I like girls,” I confessed. For the first time, the words spilled from my lips, with little interference or denial. I wanted to simulate the same confidence Sarah seemed at home with.
            “It’s nice to know that,” Sarah said, with another widening of her smile. “I mean – I knew it already – but now that I know, I know how happy you’re going to make some girl,” she said, teasing her bangs and brushing them from her face.
            “Some girl?” I asked, taunting her. “I already had one in mind,” I said, quickly pecking Sarah on her cheek. She gave a small laugh, and I helplessly smiled along with her.
            “So, you want to kiss and run, and then come back for more, eh?” Sarah said, turning and quickly pushing me down, as she climbed atop me. I felt the world become pure and vibrant, the very moment her hips straddled over my lap, and my blue summer dress bunched beneath the warmth of her thighs. My chest heaved as I tried to calm my racing heart and my jumpy nerves. Could I actually go through with the very thing I’d craved for so long?
            “I’m not running, now, am I?” I said, looking up toward Sarah’s eyes, before she lowered down and I felt her full chest pressing against my own. The exciting – albeit muted – sensation of her breasts rubbing against my nipples, just behind my loose satin bra, left me fluttering, as Sarah’s lips pressed against mine, and I tasted her flavor once more, upon my tongue. I swayed it until we nearly tangled them, all as her soft, lithe fingers studied my sides and wandered around and around my dress.
            “I want you,” I confessed, in a baited whisper, only barely audible above the evening breeze.
            “I want you, too,” Sarah confirmed. “But what do you want to do about it?”
            I only bat my eyes and smiled, before bringing my palm down, over Sarah’s breasts, as I felt my skin over her shirt. At once I felt the lack of bra, and Sarah sighed with delight as my skin brushed against her nipple. It hardened beneath my palm in a matter of seconds. Sarah laughed and shook her head, before biting her lip and looking into my eyes. She lowered her mouth upon my lips once more, and I tasted her scent, before tilting my head to the side and letting the tough girl plant kisses along the curve of my neck, like teasing pecks of sheer bliss. I felt the sting of ecstasy and desire with every twist and turn in her path, as she reached down at my collar bone – pulling my dress strap down to my bicep, and back up to my ear, where she swayed her tongue just at the lobe. I nearly cried out in torture as the pleasure left my entire body swirling with warm lust and wet anticipation. I felt consumed by her – protected by her – and liberated by her, all the same. I wanted everything the new girl had, and she had plenty to gift me.
            “Will you show me what I’ve been missing?” I asked, in another whisper. I spoke up toward the sky, as Sarah’s mouth continued around my ear. “What you’ve been missing?” She whispered back, and her warm breath clouded my ear. I inhaled her scent, dancing atop my nose, and I smiled.
            “Yes,” I said, still grinning uncontrollably. “You saw what I was doing last week. Why don’t you finish what I started?” I said, nearly biting my tongue in reprimand. Had I actually asked this of her? I couldn’t believe myself. Sarah only continued to kiss along my neck, but immediately, I felt her hands running over my bra, igniting every fire deep within me, and stirring the embers that had long since been suppressed.
            “What do you want me to do?” She asked, with a curious, spunky grin.
            “I don’t know,” I replied quickly, with my breath becoming short from the adrenaline. “Whatever you want?” I said, shrugging. “I’ve never done any of this before, obviously.” If it hadn’t been around midnight beneath the moon’s pallor, she would’ve seen the hot blush across my face.
             “So, you’re giving me free reign?” She said, with a mischievous sparkle in her hazel eyes.
            I only nodded, and watched with anticipation as the girl slid off my lap and brought her body back. She positioned herself in-between my thighs, and smiled wide, before sliding her fingers down beneath the hem of my dress. I nearly shivered with nervousness and anxiety, as Sarah’s warm fingertip traversed the inside of my smooth, skinny thighs. I adjusted my butt over the smooth, weather-primed wood of the tree-house roof. The material was cold against my skin, but I was too hot to care. I looked down and almost giggled wildly, as Sarah brought her hands right to the rough cotton hem of my mauve panties.
            “Mm,” I moaned, pursing my lips with focus. I turned up toward the stars and felt the girl’s warm breath dancing against the cotton covering my clit. I felt damp enough, but Sarah’s sweet breath only made me feel more desperate for fresh air. I furrowed my brow and gasped as I suddenly felt the girl’s middle finger-tip slide ever-so gently across my mound and soon enough, my clit. The small nub stiffened and I thrust my hips into the air, as if I’d tried to scream but no sound, not even breath, came from my throat.
            Sarah only laughed, as if I was a fly in her web. I knew I was in trouble. The new girl had been experienced, and she was bringing me by my hand, into a new world. I watched the stars and the purple-dark sky above me. I watched the moon, but I could barely concentrate, instead turning my face from side to side as Sarah’s warm fingers slid over my panties and made me moan. She travelled down and I felt her over my lips and my folds, before she finally pulled my panties to the side and I felt the cold night air on the moist sap of my vulva. She touched me and I gasped again, threatening to scream with sudden, uncontrollable bliss. And when she pulled back, I wanted to grab her hair and force her down between my thighs. I didn’t, of course. Rather, I dreamed every second she stopped, for her touch to return, as if she provided the most potent drug I could’ve imagined.
            “Please,” I begged in struggled, cracking-sweet tones. She licked her lips. “Anything?” She asked, as if still in disbelief of my permission.
            “Please,” I only repeated.
            She pulled my panties farther to the side and bit her lip, as she saw my red, swollen lips, ripe for the taking. She slid her fingers down in-between my slick folds and I called out for more, at the very same time I protested that I might not be able to handle any more, before I burst beneath her delicate, experienced touch.
             My entire body writhed, and deep inside, I felt the unlocking of every guilty, shamed reservation. As if she had a skeleton-key to the depths of my psyche, the girl with the tough attitude and the beautiful eyes, made me feel whole for the first time in my life. There atop the tree-house roof, with the entire neighborhood so near my awakening, yet so far away, in their own miserable chains of obedience, I came alive.
            “Yes,” I begged in baited breath. “I want you to taste me,” I added, struggling to keep composed. “Show me what I’ve missed…”
            Sarah slid her fingers up toward my clit, and I jerked my hips, swaying them as her touch sent a fire up and down my core. She started down and slid a finger just inside my opening, and I felt my delicate canal broken open around her touch, right as she snuck her mouth down to hover above the small, trimmed bush of blonde hair at my mound. I watched the moon, indulging in the finger massaging my walls and my ridges. Without any warning, I felt Sarah’s sweet lips around my clit.
            “Oh… oh my… oh!” I cried, tightening my eyes shut as I balled my fists. “Yes,” I begged. I could not help myself then, I ran my fingers down through her rich, thick strands of cinder, and guided her as I thrust my hips up until my clit was pressed against her mouth firmly. “Yes,” I begged over and over.
            Sarah’s expert mouth waded up and down, rhythmically encircling my desires until I could no longer escape. I bit my lip and looked down at the cute girl who was now officially eating me, licking me up on her sweet breath and swallowing my private, long-denied flesh. I tossed my head back and thrust my hips again, swaying over and over. It must’ve been minutes, but it felt like hours, lost in her grip, as her fingers massaged my walls, and her other hand explored my navel. I cried out softly.
            “I’m going to… I don’t know, but if feels like I’m going to…” I sighed, moaning and tightening like a rubber-band, bound to break and release. The more she teased my little, vulnerable clit, the more I felt the tightness, the slow wave spilling across me and threatening to break the levy clear open. My body felt weak and restless – strong and controlled, all at once. I felt the chemical rush dancing circles in my brain. How on Earth had I gone this far? How was there a gorgeous young woman between my legs, with my summer dress pulled back over my stomach, while she feasted on my wet, pulsing sex?
            “That’s it,” I heard her whisper as she pulled back slightly. She licked her lips – a vision which only tugged me closer to the edge. “Yes!” I cried out into the night, suddenly left with no reservations as to who might hear us. I almost wanted the entire world to hear me. I wanted the asshole who thought he could force his way into my dress, to know that I was, only hours later, opening my legs, and my pink lips, for another girl – one who would change my life forever. My face grew tighter and, as I were riding an untamed horse and holding on for dear life, I gripped my fists hard and felt the threat of climax turn into an undisputed truth – an undeniable reality. I was going to orgasm with another woman’s lips sealed around my clit – with another woman’s fingers deep into my warm, moist opening and massaging my walls until I broke apart.
            “Fuck!” I cried out, letting my rarely-used profanity match the naughtiness and forbidden indulgence of letting myself orgasm on Sarah’s tongue. My entire body writhed and shook, and I gripped Sarah’s hair, holding her mouth, as I grinded my vulva against her mouth and struggled to keep my eyes from tightening so hard they might somehow break! The waves taunted me – endless and threatening an eternity of bliss so potent, I could barely handle it; it threatened to split me right open. How could it not?
            In the cold, dark breeze of the midnight sky, I came. And when I nearly launched into a second orgasm, the feeling subsided, and I was released from the grip – from the puppet string. Sarah pulled back, and with a coy but assertive grin, she wiped her mouth with her hand, and licked her lips. I only threw my head back as my legs grew limp and relaxed with little concern for their posture. Sarah pulled my dress back down over my panties and as my chest still heaved, I only smiled. Sarah came up near me, and lay down beside me.
            “You’re too easy,” she said, with a small, taunting chuckle.
            “Oh? Is that so?” I said, joining in on the laughter. I shook my head. “Well, you haven’t had the chance to eat those words, have you?” I said, hinting that perhaps I might return the favor. “All I need is your permission,” I added.
            “I think you know my answer,” Sarah said, shifting her eyes with slight embarrassment. I bit my lip and turned my eyes down toward her capris, wondering just what kind of cute bush and mound was hiding beneath them. I smiled and Sarah held her arm around me. “But first, let’s enjoy this,” she said, turning toward the moonlight.
            I felt her hand come atop mine and we sat there, watching the stars. We both smiled and we felt boundless for the first time, and all because we’d given ourselves to a near-stranger, who seemed so familiar.
            “Look,” Sarah said. “It’s the little dipper.” She pointed, and I turned, somewhat confused.
            “I thought you didn’t know where the little dipper was?” I asked.
            Sarah only shrugged and answered, “Whoops…”
            “Oh, you’re going to get it for sure,” I said, grinning and bringing my hands down to tickle the tough girl, hoping to give her even an ounce of the same freedom that she had forever given me.
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