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      The sun was beginning to dip, brushing the horizon with strokes of orange and pink, when Sarah decided we'd been lazing around long enough. "C'mon, Erica," she said, tossing me a look that was part challenge, part plea. "Let's not waste our first day here just sunbathing."

      I stretched out on my towel, sand clinging to my legs, and squinted up at her silhouette framed against the bright sky. "You know me," I said, a slow smile spreading across my face. "I'm more of a watch-the-waves kind of girl."

      Jess, always ready for action, sprang to her feet next to Sarah. "How about volleyball?" she suggested. "There's a net set up down the beach."

      Sarah's eyes lit up. "Yes! That sounds perfect. Erica?"

      I sighed dramatically but couldn't suppress the grin tugging at the corners of my mouth. They knew I'd cave; I always did.

      "Fine," I conceded, pushing myself off the towel. The warm sand shifted under my feet as we made our way to the net.

      That's when I saw her.

      She was on the opposing team—a vision of grace in motion as she leapt into the air to spike the ball. Her dark hair was pulled back into a ponytail that swished from side to side with each movement. Her skin glistened with sweat in the golden light of dusk, and her focus on the game was absolute.

      I realized I hadn't heard a word Jess had said until she snapped her fingers in front of my face. "Earth to Erica! You're zoning out on me."

      "Oh, sorry," I murmured, tearing my gaze away from the volleyball court.

      But it kept drifting back.

      Sarah bumped me with her shoulder playfully. "Checking out the competition?" she teased, oblivious to where my attention truly lay.

      "Yeah," I managed to reply with what I hoped was nonchalance. "Just sizing them up."

      The game started and suddenly, it was as if nothing else existed but volleyball and her—a rhythm of serves and volleys building an invisible bridge between us every time our eyes met across the net.

      Whenever she scored, there was an effortless smile that danced on her lips, and something inside me fluttered in response—a feeling I couldn't quite name but it felt dangerously close to attraction.

      A wild serve from Jess sent me chasing after the ball right toward her turf. As I reached for it by her feet, our hands brushed lightly—accidentally—and I felt a current pass between us.

      "Sorry about that," I stammered, surprised by how close we were now that I could see flecks of green in her brown eyes.

      "No worries," she replied, standing back as I retrieved the ball. Her voice held a warmth that lingered in my ears longer than it should have.

      I jogged back to our side of the net amidst calls from Sarah and Jess beckoning me back into formation.

      "So? What are you thinking?" Jess elbowed me as we prepared for another round.

      "About what?" My mind was still spinning with questions about this girl whose name I didn't even know.

      Jess gave me a knowing look but simply smirked and turned her attention back to the game.

      As the match wore on, my focus kept slipping. I'd miss a block or spike the ball too hard, earning a mix of laughter and mock frustration from my friends. They chalked it up to me being rusty, but every cell in my body knew the truth—I was bewitched by a stranger who played with an intensity that matched the crashing of the waves.

      After what seemed like an eternity, the game ended with her team as victors. She jogged over, a genuine smile lighting up her face as she extended her hand. "Good game," she said, and I felt the warmth of her palm against mine once again.

      "Great game," I corrected, my voice steadier than I felt inside. "You guys were amazing."

      She chuckled. "Thanks! We play here most evenings. You should join us more often."

      The idea sent a thrill through me, but it was accompanied by a wave of uncertainty. "I'll think about it," I replied, my heart racing at the possibility of seeing her again.

      As we walked back to our towels with the sky now set ablaze with sunset hues, Sarah nudged me gently. "You seemed pretty into that game," she observed with a grin. "Especially when you were chasing that ball into enemy territory."

      I could feel my cheeks heat up at her comment, even under the fading light of day. "It was just... you know, competitive spirit," I said quickly.

      Sarah laughed and wrapped an arm around my shoulders as we reached our spot on the beach. "Whatever you say, Eri."

      We settled down for a few quiet minutes to watch the sun sink below the horizon. The afterglow painted everything in soft shades of purple and blue, and for a moment, all was still except for the rhythmic lapping of waves at our feet.

      That's when Jess piped up again from where she reclined on her towel next to us. "So are you going to talk to her?" she asked casually, though her eyes were keen.

      "To who?" I feigned ignorance, tracing patterns in the sand with my finger.

      "The volleyball goddess you couldn't take your eyes off," she said bluntly.

      My heart skipped a beat as I realized just how transparent I'd been. But there was something comforting in Jess's tone—no judgment, just curiosity and maybe a hint of support.

      "I don't even know if she's into girls," I muttered under my breath.

      Jess's smile turned into a smirk as she propped herself up on one elbow. "And that stops you since when? You've never been afraid to put yourself out there before."

      "Yeah," Sarah chimed in, rolling over to look at me. "Just go for it! What do you have to lose?"

      Before I could protest further, Jess was already on her feet with hands planted firmly on her hips in determination. "Tomorrow evening we are all playing volleyball again," she declared triumphantly, "and Erica is going to get that girl's name at least."

      As they both beamed down at me expectantly, something shifted inside—a resolve forming amidst the tangled web of confusion and intrigue surrounding this woman whose gravity had pulled me in without warning.

      "Okay." The word was out before I fully grasped the implications of what I was agreeing to. But the decision felt right, like a piece of a puzzle clicking into place.

      I spent the rest of the evening in a daze, half-listening to Sarah and Jess as they recounted our earlier match and pondered strategies for tomorrow's encounter. My thoughts, however, kept straying to her—her easy laugh, the way she moved on the sand, her competitive spirit that matched my own.

      That night at home, I found little solace in sleep. Shadows danced across my ceiling as I replayed our brief interactions over and over in my mind, searching for any sign that she might be interested in me as more than just another player on the beach.

      The next day, I arrived at the beach earlier than necessary, taking a moment to breathe in the salty air and steady my nerves. The sun was high still, casting a warm glow over everything. As I stretched out on my towel waiting for Sarah and Jess, I saw her arrive with her teammates. My stomach did a somersault but I willed myself to stay calm.

      She caught sight of me and waved casually, catching me off guard. "Hey! You made it!" she called out with that same infectious smile.

      "Yeah," I replied, trying to sound nonchalant as I walked over. "Wouldn't miss it."

      Her laughter rippled through the air as we exchanged some small talk about our days. Somewhere in those few minutes of conversation, my anxiety began to loosen its grip.

      Jess and Sarah showed up just as we were deciding on teams. This time was different; there was no invisible line dividing us. We mixed up the teams and just like that, she was my teammate—laughing at my jokes and giving high fives whenever we scored.

      The game itself became a blur—spikes turned into rallies and dives turned into saves. All that mattered was every shared glance and word between us amidst the volleys.

      As daylight began to fade into twilight, we called an end to the match and gathered our things together. This time it was easier—I turned to her while we were packing up.

      "So… do you have plans after this?" The words felt heavy yet hopeful leaving my lips.

      She looked surprised for a moment but then smiled warmly. "Nothing set in stone."

      "Want to grab something to eat? There's this great taco place nearby." My heart hammered inside my chest from sheer daring.

      "Sounds perfect," she said without hesitation.

      We ended up walking side by side along the beach towards the taco place I knew too well; our sandals sinking slightly with every step in the cool evening sand. There were no nets or lines between us now—just two people moving rhythmically together toward something new—an unspoken possibility hanging between us like stars waiting for nightfall to reveal their brilliance.

      And somewhere between bites of fish tacos and sips of ice-cold soda under string lights outside a beachside shack, we introduced ourselves again—this time not as competitors, but as potential. The scent of the ocean mingled with the tang of lime and cilantro, creating a backdrop that felt almost too cinematic, too perfect to be real.

      "Ginny," she said, reaching for a napkin as her fingers brushed mine. "But I guess you already knew that."

      "Erica," I replied, the corners of my mouth lifting into a smile that I couldn't suppress.

      Our conversation flowed naturally, covering everything from favorite bands to the best techniques for serving—a mix of light-hearted banter and moments of genuine connection. Her eyes sparkled whenever she spoke about her passion for the beach, her dedication to her job, and her love for volleyball.

      "It must feel nice living on the beach year round," I ventured, watching her expression closely.

      She sighed, a contented smile playing on her lips. "It is, but it's a lot of hard work too. I work in one of the gift shops on the piers." Her hands were animated now, painting pictures in the air as she described her day-to-day life—a balance between dreamy beachscapes and the grind of retail.

      I nodded along, feeling that familiar ache of longing that comes with knowing my time in this little paradise was temporary. "Only here visiting," I admitted with a tinge of regret in my voice.

      The air warmed as Ginny leaned closer, her interest apparent. "Well then, we'll have to make sure you enjoy every moment while you're here." The boldness in her voice was matched only by the tenderness in her gaze.

      As we finished our meal, neither of us made a move to leave. Instead, Ginny suggested something that had my heart skipping beats. "There's this spot I know—secluded. It's away from the tourists and noise. Would you like to see it?"

      "Yes," I breathed out almost too quickly, excitement coursing through me at the thought of being alone with her in a place she cherished.

      We paid for our meal and walked along narrow paths lined with sea oats and dunes until we reached the promised haven. Away from prying eyes and illuminated only by moonlight reflecting off the gentle waves, we found ourselves enveloped in tranquility. Ginny sat down first, patting the sand beside her invitingly.

      I joined her, our shoulders brushing lightly. The sound of the ocean filled any silence between us as we sat there watching the tide roll in. Here, in Ginny's favorite secluded spot on the beach, our flirting took on a new depth—both aware that this night could be the beginning or end of something significant.

      "I'm really glad you agreed to come," she murmured softly after some time had passed.

      "Me too," I whispered back before turning to face her fully—the glow from the night sky casting gentle shadows across her features.

      In that moment, it was as though all else faded away—the volleyball games, my vacation's impending end—and there was just me and Ginny and infinite possibilities stretching out before us like the ocean itself.

      So there we sat, shoulders touching and hearts tentatively reaching out to each other. The rhythmic sound of the waves seemed to synchronize with our breathing, creating a serene harmony that wrapped around us like a warm embrace. We talked about everything and nothing at all, each word a delicate step on a path that was both new and exciting.

      Ginny suddenly stood, her silhouette against the moonlit sky commanding my full attention. She reached out a hand to me, her smile shy but inviting. "Want to get your feet wet?" she asked, her voice laced with a playful challenge.

      I took her hand, the contact sending a jolt of electricity through me, and followed her to where the water kissed the shore. The ocean was cool and gentle as it lapped at our ankles, drawing us deeper into its embrace with every passing moment. Our laughter mingled with the sounds of the night as we splashed around in childlike abandon.

      Eventually, we ventured back to our sandy spot and settled down once more, this time closer than before. Ginny wrapped her arms around her knees, turning her gaze toward the horizon where the first hint of dawn was beginning to paint the sky with pastel hues. I followed suit, not wanting to miss a moment of this ephemeral beauty.

      "You know," Ginny began quietly, "there's something magical about watching a new day begin." Her voice held a note of reverence for the celestial performance unfolding before us.

      I nodded in agreement, feeling an overwhelming sense of contentment that I hadn't known in too long. "Do you do this often?" I asked curiously.

      She chuckled lightly. "Whenever life gets too noisy or I just need to find some peace. This place is my sanctuary."

      Her words resonated with me more than she could have known. In that fleeting stretch of time before the sun fully rose, it felt like I had inadvertently stumbled upon a sanctuary of my own—not just in this hidden spot on the beach but in Ginny's presence.

      The sky brightened rapidly now, transitioning from soft pinks to vibrant oranges, casting an ethereal glow over everything it touched—including Ginny's face as she turned to look at me again. Her eyes held such depth in the new light; it was like looking into a sea where countless treasures lay hidden just beneath the surface.

      “So,” Ginny said, “Do you have a boyfriend back home?”

      Her question hung in the air, and I felt my pulse quicken with a mix of nerves and anticipation. It was the opening I had been hoping for, the moment of truth that could shift everything between us. Holding her gaze, I shook my head slowly. "No. Actually, I like girls," I confessed, the words rolling off my tongue with a mixture of relief and vulnerability.

      The corners of Ginny's lips curled into a knowing smile as she nodded softly, her eyes never leaving mine. "So, do you have a girlfriend?" she ventured further, her voice a tantalizing whisper carried away by the sea breeze.

      Again, my head moved in negation. Before the silence could stretch on awkwardly, Ginny leaned in closer, closing the gap between us. Her lips met mine in a kiss that was soft and slow, intentional in its tenderness. It was the kind of kiss that spoke volumes without saying anything at all—a silent confirmation that this was right.

      As we parted slightly, I opened my eyes to find her studying me with an intensity that made my heart flutter. The sun continued to rise behind her, creating a halo around her already striking figure. The new day's light seemed to be celebrating this moment just for us.

      "We should probably get going," Ginny said eventually, though it was clear by the way she lingered close that she wasn't in any rush.

      "Yeah," I agreed half-heartedly, not wanting to leave the sanctity of this place or the closeness we had found within it. “But I don’t want to.”

      Ginny smiled. “Good. Neither do I.” With that, she cupped my face and kissed me harder. Her lips parted and her tongue darted in to find mine. I met her with equal fervor, my fingers running through her soft hair.

      Then, my hands lowered, slowly at first. I ran my knuckles down her chest, smiling when her breath hitched as I grazed her nipple.

      I could feel her heart pounding through her chest as my fingertips danced across her skin, as if it were keeping time with mine.

      Ginny moaned and arched her back, her body begging for more. I obliged, slipping the straps of her bikini top off her shoulders, revealing her firm, tan breasts. I took one aching nipple into my mouth, tracing it with my tongue before sucking gently. Ginny arched her back even more as a moan escaped her lips. Encouraged, I moved my mouth to her other breast, giving it the same attention.

      I could feel Ginny's heart racing through her chest, her skin flushed with desire. I wanted to taste every inch of her, to memorize each curve, each freckle, each goosebump. She tasted salty sweet, like the ocean and desire. I trailed kisses down her stomach, my tongue dipping into her navel, making her squirm beneath me.

      In response, Ginny reached for the drawstring of my shorts, tugging them off my hips. Her fingers danced up my thighs, teasing me as she went higher and higher. I'm pretty sure I whimpered as she found the wet heat between my legs.

      "God, Erica," Ginny moaned, her voice raw with need. "I've wanted to do this since I first saw you on the beach."

      Hearing her say my name like that sent a shiver down my spine. I looked into her eyes, and I saw the same hunger mirrored there that I was feeling. I removed Ginny’s bikini bottoms and she removed mine until we were completely naked on the beach.

      “How secluded is this place?” I thought to ask as I climbed over Ginny and slid my leg between hers.

      She tucked a strand of hair behind my ear and leaned up to kiss me. “Secluded enough.”

      I kissed her again, hard then soft. I trailed kisses down her jaw, her collarbone and then her nipples, taking in one then the other until she writhed beneath me. "Please," she moaned, her hips pressing up against me.

      I didn't need any more coaxing. I parted her folds with my tongue, revealing her swollen clit. I circled it once, twice, before giving it a light flick with my tongue. Ginny gasped, her fingers tangling in my hair as I continued my ministrations. Her hips bucked against my face, urging me on.

      "You taste so good," I breathed, inhaling her intoxicating scent.

      "Erica," she moaned, her voice filled with need.

      I didn't stop, my tongue dipping inside her, then out again, teasing her and heightening her pleasure. Her moans grew louder, her body trembling beneath me. I could feel her getting closer and closer to the edge, and I didn't let up, determined to bring her to the peak of ecstasy.

      “Oh, God, Erica,” she moaned, her hands grasping at the sand.

      I brought my fingers into the mix, slipping them inside her while my tongue continued to dance around her clit. Ginny's moans grew louder, her hips bucking in time with my movements. The air was thick with the smell of sweat and sex, the only sounds in the air were our heavy breathing and the wet sounds of our bodies colliding.

      I could feel her getting closer, her walls clenching around my fingers. Her moans turned into desperate pleas, begging me for release. I didn't stop, my tongue flicking her clit faster, my fingers working her insides.

      “I'm going to come,” she panted, her body tensing.

      I could feel it building inside her, the tension coiling tighter and tighter until finally, she couldn't hold it any longer. Ginny cried out, her whole body shuddering as she came, her juices coating my hand and my chin. I lapped up every drop, savoring her taste, her essence.

      Breathless, Ginny collapsed onto the sand, her chest heaving. I crawled up and kissed her, the taste of her still on both our lips. The salty ocean air mingled with the scent of her sweat, and I couldn't help but think that this was the closest to heaven I would ever get.

      "That was," she began, then trailed off, words failing her. "Amazing," she finally finished, her voice husky and breathless. I couldn't agree more.

      "But now it's time for me to return the favor," she said, a mischievous glint in her eye.

      My cheeks flushed with embarrassment. "Ginny," I protested, but she silenced me with a kiss.

      "Shh," she said, her fingers already roaming my body, sending shivers up and down my spine. "I want to taste you, to make you feel the way you just made me feel."

      And with that, she began her exploration, her lips and tongue leaving a trail of fire on my skin. I could feel my control slipping away as she brought me to the edge, then pulled me back, teasing and torturing me in the most delicious way.

      Her lips found my nipple, her tongue soft and wet against my sensitive skin. I arched my back, gripping the towel beneath me. She kissed her way down my stomach, teasing me with feather-light kisses, driving me insane with need.

      "Ginny, please," I begged, my hips bucking in anticipation.

      She looked up at me with those sparkling blue eyes, a mischievous glint in them. But she didn't relent, instead, her lips met my center, and I cried out. Her tongue expertly teased my clit, circling, flicking, licking. I grabbed handfuls of sand as she continued, sending me higher and higher.

      "Ginny," I moaned, my back arching off the sand. "Oh, God, I'm going to..."

      But she didn't stop, her tongue relentless in its pursuit of my pleasure. I couldn't take it anymore, explosions of pleasure erupting through me as I climaxed, my entire body shaking with the intensity of it.

      As my orgasm subsided, Ginny crawled up and kissed me, our tongues entwined, our bodies a tangled mess of limbs and love. The sun dipped lower in the sky, casting a warm glow over us, but I felt like I was on fire, alive with desire and want and love for this woman I'd just met.

      Ginny's hands roamed over my body, tracing every curve and hollow, and I couldn't help but let out a contented sigh. She planted kisses along my jawline, down my neck, and I moaned, completely lost in the sensation.

      "That," I breathed, once I found my voice again, "was unbelievable."

      Ginny's eyes danced with satisfaction, and she pressed her forehead against mine, whispering, "You're so beautiful when you come undone like that."

      I couldn't help but smile, feeling completely seen and understood by this woman who was still a stranger to me, yet somehow felt like the missing piece to my puzzle.

      She leaned down to kiss me again, and I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her closer. We lay intertwined, bodies still pulsing with the aftershocks of pleasure, and I knew that this was just the beginning of something beautiful.

      I chuckled weakly, still trying to catch my breath. The world was a dizzy swirl of colors and sensations, anchored only by the touch of Ginny's skin on mine. The warmth of her body was a stark contrast to the cool morning breeze that was starting to pick up, signaling the end of our intimate moment. I felt vulnerable yet invigorated, laid bare both physically and emotionally in a way that was exhilarating.

      Her tousled hair was like a halo around her head, her skin flushed with the afterglow of our passion. I couldn't help but stare at her, committing every detail to memory, knowing that this moment was fleeting and would soon become a distant memory.

      "We should probably get dressed," she suggested with a reluctant smirk, glancing at the rising sun and then back into my eyes. "Or we might give the morning joggers quite the scandal."

      The thought of parting from her embrace caused an irrational pang of loss in my chest. "Can we stay a little longer?" I asked, not ready to break the spell that had enveloped us.

      She smiled, understanding my reluctance. Ginny's touch was like velvet, soft and warm against my cheek. Her eyes met mine and I saw nothing but love and devotion reflected back at me. In that moment, lying on the beach with her, I felt complete.

      "We can stay here forever," she whispered, her smile a tender caress.

      I knew it wasn't possible, but in that moment, I wanted it to be true. As the waves gently lapped at the shore and the seagulls cried out above us, I felt a sense of calm and contentment wash over me.

      "I could stay here forever," I replied, my fingers lazily intertwined with hers.

      We lay in silence for a while longer, watching the sky transform into a canvas of oranges and purples. The colors seemed to blend together, creating a magical aura that enveloped us both. It was a moment I wished would never end. But I knew our time on the beach was coming to an end.

      With the warmth of the sun on our skin, the sounds of the ocean filling our ears, and the salty scent of the sea in the air, we sat on the shore in a comfortable, contented silence. It was as if time had stopped for us, allowing us to simply exist in this idyllic moment.

      "There's something magical about this place," I finally said, breaking the peaceful stillness.

      "It's not just the place," Ginny replied softly, her eyes glistening with emotion. "It's who you're with."

      My heart swelled at her words. This moment felt like the beginning of something incredible—a story just starting to unfold. We remained like that as long as we could, neither willing to end the chapter we had started together on that sun-kissed shore.

      I knew then that this moment, this memory, would stay with me forever. And I couldn't wait to see where our story would take us next.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Want more lesbian first time stories?

      Roommate

      Just Friends

      Waves of Heat

      Can You Feel It?

      Picked Up

      New Sorority

      Taught a Lesson

      Spring Trip

      Crave Her

      Soaked

      Showing Off

      Boat Trip

      Bookworm

      Dive In

      Rivals

      Too Close

      Opening Up

      Stranded

      She’s the Boss

      Noisy Neighbor

      Summer Job

      Breakup

      Roll the Dice

      Caught

      Bully

      Rebound

      So Close

      Older Woman

      Juicy

      Hot Flames

      Dirty Photo

      The Cabin

      Boss’s Orders

      Muse

      Just One Night

      Hot Summer

      College Party

      The Bet

      Model

      Country Girl

      Music Festival

      Gentle Touch

      Best Friends

      Coming Home

      Coming Together

      With My Boss

      Date Night

      New Neighbor

      Beach House

      Cabin Fever

      The Doctor’s Intern

      The New Girl

      The Fitting Room

      Switching Teams

      Sleepover

      Cheer Captain

      Teammates

      Next Door Neighbor

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Want to know about new releases?

          

        

      

    

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

      

        

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

      

        

      
        Click here to join my newsletter!

      

        

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

      

        

      
        No spam, just romance goodies!

      

      

      
        
         

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Want More Lesbian Stories?

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Want more lesbian first time stories?

      Roommate

      Just Friends

      Waves of Heat

      Can You Feel It?

      Picked Up

      New Sorority

      Taught a Lesson

      Spring Trip

      Crave Her

      Soaked

      Showing Off

      Boat Trip

      Bookworm

      Dive In

      Rivals

      Too Close

      Opening Up

      Stranded

      She’s the Boss

      Noisy Neighbor

      Summer Job

      Breakup

      Roll the Dice

      Caught

      Bully

      Rebound

      So Close

      Older Woman

      Juicy

      Hot Flames

      Dirty Photo

      The Cabin

      Boss’s Orders

      Muse

      Just One Night

      Hot Summer

      College Party

      The Bet

      Model

      Country Girl

      Music Festival

      Gentle Touch

      Best Friends

      Coming Home

      Coming Together

      With My Boss

      Date Night

      New Neighbor

      Beach House

      Cabin Fever

      The Doctor’s Intern

      The New Girl

      The Fitting Room

      Switching Teams

      Sleepover

      Cheer Captain

      Teammates

      Next Door Neighbor

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            About the Author

          

        

      

    

    
      Julia Young is an author of lesbian FF short stories.

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

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

      

      Books by Julia Young

    

  


images/00003.jpeg
§

lesbian short romance

Julia Young





