
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


First Taste of Her

By Jennie Snooks
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Chapter 1: Leaving the Fold
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I stood on the front porch of our white two-story house, the warm Kansas wind pressing my thin cotton sundress against my body. The fabric clung to the curve of my breasts and the dip of my waist as I watched the sunrise turn the endless wheat fields into liquid gold. At eighteen, this was the only world I’d ever known — but my body had been whispering secrets to me for years.

My name is Abigail Miller. Preacher’s daughter. Good girl. Virgin. At least... that’s what everyone believed.

“Abigail Grace,” Mom called. “Breakfast, then prayer.”

Inside, the kitchen smelled of bacon and fresh biscuits. Dad sat at the head of the table, Bible open, his voice deep and commanding as he prayed over the meal.

“Lord, protect our daughter from the sins of the flesh. Keep her pure. Guard her against unnatural desires...”

His words should have filled me with shame. Instead, they sent a secret thrill between my legs. Because the truth was, I had been having unnatural desires. Late at night, under my quilt, I’d touched myself thinking about soft lips and smooth thighs instead of the boys I was supposed to want. I’d imagined Sarah Jenkins from youth group — her full breasts straining against her blouse, the way her hips swayed when she walked. I’d come hard to those thoughts, biting my pillow so no one would hear.

After breakfast, we loaded the van. I could feel my pulse between my thighs the entire three-hour drive. Every bump in the road made my clit rub against my panties. By the time we reached the University of Kansas campus, my pussy was slick and aching with a confusing mix of fear and forbidden excitement.

The dorm was chaos. Beautiful girls everywhere — laughing, hugging, some wearing tiny shorts that showed the smooth curves of their asses. When my roommate Lena opened the door, my breath caught.

She was stunning. Jet-black hair with purple streaks, full lips, and a tight tank top that made it impossible not to notice her perky breasts and hard nipples pressing against the fabric. When she pulled me into a hug, her body felt warm and soft against mine. I felt my nipples tighten instantly.

“Hi, Abby,” she said, smiling. “God, you’re even prettier in person.”

My parents noticed the small rainbow flag sticker on Lena’s laptop almost immediately. Dad’s jaw tightened visibly, the muscles in his neck flexing with barely contained disapproval. I could practically hear the sermon forming in his head.

While he placed his heavy hand on my shoulder and began praying loudly over the dorm room, his voice booming with righteous authority, my mind was somewhere far more sinful.

“Lord, we ask that You shield our daughter Abigail from the homosexual agenda... from the perverse lusts and immoral temptations that run rampant in places like this. Keep her pure, keep her away from those who would lead her into unnatural acts of the flesh...”

His words should have filled me with shame. Instead, they sent a fresh rush of heat between my thighs.

As Dad prayed with his eyes closed, I couldn’t stop myself from stealing hungry glances at Lena. She was leaning against her desk, arms crossed under her full breasts, pushing them up invitingly. Her tiny denim shorts had ridden up high on her smooth, toned thighs, the frayed edges barely covering the soft curve where her ass met her legs. Her skin looked so warm and touchable. I imagined running my hands up those thighs, spreading them apart, burying my face between them.

My pussy clenched hard at the thought. I could feel myself getting wetter, my clit throbbing against the damp fabric of my panties. My nipples had stiffened into tight peaks, clearly visible through my thin sundress. Every time Lena shifted her weight, those long, beautiful legs moved, and I had to bite the inside of my lip to keep from moaning.

Even as my father begged God to protect me from sin, I was imagining what Lena’s tongue would feel like sliding between my folds, what her fingers would do inside me, how her soft moans would sound if I sucked on her nipples.

The contrast made my arousal burn even hotter — guilt and desire twisting together into something deliciously filthy.

When my family finally left, I stood in the parking lot waving until their van disappeared. The moment they were gone, something inside me broke open.

Lena appeared beside me and handed me an iced coffee. “You okay, baby?”

The word baby in her mouth made my pussy throb.

That night, I lay in my narrow dorm bed wearing nothing but a thin white tank top and a pair of pale pink panties. The material was so delicate it felt like a whisper against my overheated skin. The distant thump of bass from a party somewhere in the building drifted through the window, mixing with occasional laughter and shouts — sounds of freedom I had never been allowed to experience.

My body was on fire.

Every inch of me burned with a restless, aching need I could no longer ignore. My nipples were stiff and sensitive, pressing hard against the thin fabric of my tank top, begging to be touched. Between my thighs, my pussy throbbed with a deep, insistent pulse that made me squirm against the sheets.

I bit my lip and slowly slid my right hand down my body, tracing over my flat stomach until my fingers slipped beneath the waistband of my panties. The moment I reached my folds, I gasped softly. I was absolutely soaking wet. My slick arousal had already drenched the crotch of my panties, coating my fingers in hot, slippery juices as I gently parted my swollen lips.

“Oh God...” I whispered into the darkness.

I closed my eyes and let my fantasies take over.

I pictured Lena — her full, perky breasts straining against that tight tank top she’d been wearing earlier. I imagined pulling her top down, freeing those beautiful tits, and wrapping my lips around one of her hard nipples, sucking hungrily while she moaned my name. My fingers began circling my swollen clit, slow and teasing at first, spreading my wetness all over my aching pussy.

My mind wandered further — to the confident girls I’d seen walking across campus in tiny shorts and crop tops, their smooth thighs and round asses on full display. I imagined dropping to my knees in front of one of them, pushing her legs apart and burying my face between her soft thighs, licking and sucking her dripping cunt until she came all over my tongue.

But most of all, I imagined what it would feel like to have soft, feminine hands touching me instead of my own. Delicate fingers sliding inside me, curling against that perfect spot. A warm, wet tongue flicking across my clit. Full breasts pressed against mine as another girl kissed me deeply, grinding her pussy against my thigh.

My breathing grew ragged. I slid two fingers inside my tight, virgin pussy, pumping them slowly while my thumb continued rubbing tight circles over my throbbing clit. The wet sounds of my fingers fucking myself filled the quiet room. I was dripping down onto the sheets now, my hips rolling desperately as I chased the pleasure.

I thought about Lena’s long legs wrapped around my head. About how her pussy might taste. About how good it would feel to have her fingers buried deep inside me while she whispered filthy things in my ear.

The pressure built fast — hot, intense, overwhelming. My thighs began to tremble. My back arched off the bed as I fucked myself harder, faster, imagining soft feminine lips sucking on my clit.

When my orgasm hit, it crashed through me like a wave. I came hard, biting down on my arm to muffle the loud moan that tried to escape. My pussy clenched rhythmically around my fingers, fresh gushes of wetness flooding out as powerful spasms rocked my entire body. I kept rubbing my clit through it, drawing out every last pulse of pleasure until I was a trembling, breathless mess.

I lay there afterward, panting, my fingers still buried inside my soaked pussy, feeling the aftershocks ripple through me.

For the first time in my life, I wasn’t praying for God to take these desires away.

I was praying He would give me the courage to finally indulge them.
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Chapter 2: Campus Lights and Hidden Fears
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The first week of classes passed in a dizzying blur of new buildings, crowded lecture halls, and overwhelming freedom. I threw myself into my biology and English courses, trying desperately to stay focused. But no matter how hard I tried to be the good Christian girl my parents raised, my body had other plans.

Lena was everywhere.

She walked around our dorm room in tiny shorts and sports bras, her smooth, toned body on full display. Every time she bent over to pick something up, the curve of her perfect ass made my mouth water. At night, she’d change with the door half-open, giving me teasing glimpses of her full breasts and the smooth, shaved mound between her legs.

I was constantly wet.

One evening, I came back from the library to find her lounging on her bed in nothing but a thin tank top and panties, reading a textbook with her legs slightly spread. The outline of her pussy lips was clearly visible through the soft fabric. My clit throbbed so hard I had to excuse myself to the bathroom.

I couldn’t take it anymore.

The second I stepped into the shared bathroom down the hall, I locked the door behind me with shaking fingers. My heart was pounding so hard I could feel it in my throat. I yanked my modest skirt up around my waist in one frantic motion, bunching the fabric high on my hips, and shoved my hand straight into my soaked panties.

I was absolutely dripping.

My fingers slid through hot, slippery folds with almost no resistance. Thick, creamy arousal coated my fingertips instantly, dripping down onto my palm. I’d never been this wet in my entire life. My swollen clit was throbbing painfully, peeking out from its hood, begging for attention.

“Oh fuck...” I breathed, leaning back against the cold bathroom door.

I closed my eyes and let the fantasy consume me.

I pictured Lena on her bed, legs spread wide open for me. In my mind, I dropped to my knees between those long, smooth thighs and buried my face in her pussy. I imagined how she would taste — sweet, warm, and addictive. I pictured running my tongue slowly up her slit, circling her swollen clit, then sucking it between my lips while she moaned my name and grabbed my hair.

My fingers moved faster. I rubbed my throbbing clit in tight, desperate circles, the wet, filthy sounds of my arousal echoing softly in the small bathroom. Two fingers of my other hand pushed inside my tight virgin pussy, pumping in and out in rhythm with my fantasies. I was so slick that my juices were running down my inner thighs.

I imagined Lena grinding against my face, her hips bucking as she used my mouth. Her full tits bouncing while she rode my tongue. Her soft, feminine moans turning into desperate cries as she got closer and closer to cumming all over my eager tongue.

My legs started shaking. The pressure built rapidly, coiling tighter and tighter in my core.

It only took about two minutes.

My orgasm slammed into me like a freight train. I bit down hard on my lower lip to keep from crying out, my eyes squeezing shut as intense waves of pleasure ripped through my body. My pussy clenched violently around my fingers, pulsing and spasming again and again. A hot gush of cum flooded out, soaking my hand and dripping onto the bathroom floor in messy little splatters.

I kept rubbing my clit through the orgasm, drawing it out as long as possible, my hips jerking uncontrollably. Soft, broken whimpers escaped my throat despite my best efforts to stay quiet. The pleasure was so sharp it almost hurt — deep, throbbing, and completely addictive.

When it finally began to fade, I slumped against the door, panting hard, my fingers still buried deep inside my twitching pussy. My legs felt weak. My panties were completely ruined.

I slowly pulled my hand out and stared at my glistening fingers, shiny with my own cum. A filthy thrill ran through me as I brought them to my lips and tasted myself for the first time.

Guilt tried to creep in... but the aching need between my legs was already starting to build again.

This was becoming a problem.

I tried to pray it away. I called my mother and listened to her talk about church gossip, feeling crushing guilt. But the second I hung up, my mind went right back to filthy thoughts about women — their soft bodies, their sweet scents, their eager tongues.

Then Friday night came.

Lena was getting ready for a party, standing in front of the mirror in a tight black dress that hugged every curve. The hem barely covered the bottom of her ass. She caught me staring.

“You should come with me, Abby,” she said, smiling playfully. “It’s a back-to-school thing at one of the off-campus houses. Nothing crazy. Just music, drinks, and fun.”

“I don’t know...” I hesitated, twisting my hands in my lap. “I’m not really the party type.”

Lena walked over and sat on the edge of my bed, close enough that I could smell her vanilla body lotion. Her dress rode up her thighs, and I had to force my eyes up to her face.

“Come on, baby,” she said softly, tucking a strand of hair behind my ear. Her touch sent electricity straight to my core. “You’re in college now. Time to live a little. I’ll stay right by your side the whole night. Promise.”

The way she called me baby again made my nipples harden instantly. I could feel fresh wetness soaking into my panties.

“Okay,” I whispered. “Just for a little while.”

Lena’s face lit up. “That’s my girl. Now let’s get you dressed.”

She helped me pick out an outfit — a soft, fitted sundress that showed more cleavage than I’d ever worn in public. When I looked in the mirror, I barely recognized myself. My breasts looked full and perky, my waist cinched, and my ass rounded out nicely in the dress. Lena stood behind me, her hands lightly resting on my hips.

“Fuck, Abby... you look hot,” she murmured, her breath warm against my neck.

I shivered. For a second, I thought she might kiss me. Part of me desperately wanted her to.

Instead, she gave my ass a playful little squeeze and laughed. “Let’s go before I change my mind and keep you here all night.”

The walk to the party was torture. Every step made my thighs rub together, stimulating my already sensitive clit. By the time we arrived at the crowded house, my pussy was throbbing with need.

The music was loud, the lights dim and colorful. Bodies pressed together on the makeshift dance floor. Lena handed me a cup of sweet, fruity punch that I sipped nervously.

I tried to stay close to her, but people kept pulling her away to say hello. Left alone, I wandered toward the back porch for fresh air.

That’s when I saw her.

Jordan.

She was leaning against the railing with a red cup in her hand — short dark hair, sharp jawline, and a confident smirk that made my knees weak. She wore a cropped leather jacket over a tight tank top that showed the swell of her breasts and toned stomach. Her jeans hugged her hips and ass perfectly.

Our eyes met across the porch. She smiled slowly, like she already knew something about me I hadn’t admitted yet.

And just like that, the ache between my legs intensified into something deeper. Hungrier.

I was in trouble.
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Chapter 3: The Party and the Spark
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The house was packed and pulsing with heat. Music thumped through the walls, bass vibrating deep in my chest. Everywhere I looked there were bodies — sweaty, dancing, grinding. The air smelled like beer, perfume, and pure youthful lust.

Lena had disappeared twenty minutes ago, pulled onto the dance floor by a group of friends. I stood on the back porch with my second cup of sweet punch, trying to calm the constant ache between my legs.

That’s when she stepped outside.

Jordan.

She moved with quiet confidence, short dark hair tousled like she’d just run her fingers through it. A fitted black tank top clung to her full breasts and showed off toned arms. Her jeans hugged her hips and ass perfectly. When her eyes met mine, a slow, knowing smile curved her lips.

“Hey,” she said, leaning on the railing beside me. Her voice was low and smooth. “You look a little lost.”

“I’m new,” I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper. “Freshman.”

“Figured. You’ve got that wide-eyed, ‘I just escaped a small town’ look.” She chuckled softly. “I’m Jordan. Junior. Art major.”

“Abigail. Everyone calls me Abby.”

We started talking. At first it was normal — classes, dorm life, how overwhelming college felt. But the longer we spoke, the more the air between us thickened. Her eyes kept dropping to my cleavage, then back to my face. I couldn’t stop staring at her mouth.

After almost an hour, most people had drifted back inside. Jordan tilted her head toward the house.

“It’s getting loud. Want to find somewhere quieter to talk?”

My heart hammered. I knew what this was. I knew where it might lead. And every inch of my body was screaming yes.

I nodded.

She took my hand — her fingers warm and confident — and led me upstairs. We slipped into a dimly lit bedroom at the end of the hall and closed the door. The music became a distant throb. Just us.

Jordan turned to face me. The tension was electric.

“I’ve wanted to kiss you since I saw you on the porch,” she murmured.

Before I could overthink it, she stepped forward, cupped my face gently, and kissed me.

The moment our lips met, something deep inside me ignited — a wildfire of long-suppressed desire finally breaking free. Jordan’s mouth was incredibly soft and warm, yet hungry, claiming mine with a passion that made my knees weak. I moaned quietly into the kiss as her tongue slipped past my lips, teasing and exploring, tasting me with slow, seductive strokes. The wet heat of her tongue sliding against mine sent sparks shooting straight down to my core.

My hands moved instinctively to her waist, gripping her tightly and pulling her body flush against mine. The feeling of her full, soft breasts pressing firmly into my own was electric. My nipples — already stiff and aching — hardened even more, becoming painfully sensitive as they rubbed against hers through our clothes. A fresh rush of wetness flooded my panties, my pussy clenching with desperate need.

I kissed her back harder, growing bolder, sucking gently on her tongue as our mouths moved together in a deep, messy, intoxicating rhythm. My breathing grew ragged. Every brush of her lips and stroke of her tongue made my clit throb harder, my inner thighs slick with arousal. In that single kiss, years of shame, prayer, and denial melted away, replaced by pure, overwhelming lust.

I never wanted it to end.

We kissed deeper, growing more desperate. Jordan’s hands roamed down my sides, gripping my ass through my dress and pulling me against her thigh. I gasped as I felt the pressure right against my aching pussy.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” she whispered against my mouth. “Tell me if you want to stop.”

“I don’t want to stop,” I breathed.

She walked me backward until my legs hit the bed. We tumbled onto it together, kissing frantically. Jordan’s hand slid up my thigh, pushing my dress higher until her fingers brushed over my soaked panties.

“God, you’re drenched,” she groaned, rubbing me through the fabric.

I whimpered, hips bucking against her hand.

She peeled my dress off slowly, then my bra. My full breasts spilled free, nipples tight and begging. Jordan leaned down and took one into her mouth, sucking hard while her tongue flicked over the sensitive peak. I cried out, arching my back. She moved to the other nipple, sucking and biting gently while her hand pushed my panties aside.

Two fingers slid easily through my slick folds and pushed inside me.

“Fuck, Abby... your pussy is so tight and wet,” she moaned, curling her fingers against my g-spot.

I was completely lost — drowning in a sea of overwhelming pleasure I had never known existed.

My mind had gone blank, every thought of guilt, sin, or shame burned away by the intense heat building inside me. I spread my legs wider, shamelessly opening myself to her, my knees falling apart as I offered my dripping pussy completely. Jordan responded instantly, thrusting her fingers deeper and faster into my tight, virgin cunt. She curled them perfectly, stroking that sensitive spot inside me with every thrust, making my toes curl and my back arch off the bed.

The wet, obscene sounds of her fingers fucking my soaking pussy filled the room — loud, filthy squelching noises that would have mortified me just days ago. Now they only turned me on more. Thick, creamy arousal coated her fingers and dripped down my ass onto the sheets with every thrust. My juices were flowing freely, making her hand glisten as she pumped in and out of me.

“Oh my God... Jordan...” I whimpered, my voice broken and needy.

When she slowly pulled her fingers out and moved down the bed, settling her shoulders between my trembling thighs, I nearly came just from the anticipation. Her hot breath ghosted over my swollen, dripping pussy. I could feel how exposed I was — my pink, glistening folds spread open, my clit throbbing visibly, begging for her mouth. I looked down and the sight of her beautiful face hovering just inches from my cunt made my inner walls clench hard, another bead of arousal trickling out.

She looked up at me with dark, hungry eyes and licked her lips.

“Please...” I begged, my hips lifting toward her mouth.

Jordan pulled my panties off and buried her face in my pussy.

The first long, slow lick from my entrance to my clit made me moan loudly. She licked and sucked like she was starving for me — devouring my juices, circling my swollen clit with perfect pressure, then pushing her tongue inside me. I grabbed her hair, grinding against her face desperately.

“Yes... oh God, Jordan... don’t stop...”

She sucked my clit between her lips and hummed. That was it. My orgasm exploded through me violently. I came hard on her tongue, thighs shaking, pussy gushing into her mouth as I cried out in pure ecstasy.

Before I could recover, Jordan stripped off her clothes. Her body was incredible — full breasts with dark nipples, a toned stomach, and a smooth, glistening pussy. She climbed up and straddled my face.

“My turn, baby.”

I didn’t hesitate.

Even though my heart was hammering with a mixture of pure nerves and overwhelming excitement, something primal took over. This was my first time tasting another woman, and the reality of it made my own pussy throb with fresh arousal.

I grabbed Jordan’s firm, round ass with both hands and pulled her down firmly onto my mouth. The moment her hot, dripping pussy pressed against my lips, her taste exploded across my tongue — sweet, musky, and utterly addictive. She was soaking wet, her slick juices coating my lips and chin instantly. The flavor was intoxicating, better than anything I had ever imagined in my filthiest fantasies. Slightly tangy, warm, and so feminine.

This is what I’ve been craving, I thought, my mind spinning. This is what I was made for.

I licked her eagerly, running my tongue slowly up her slit from entrance to clit, savoring every inch. I explored her soft, swollen folds with long, hungry strokes, pushing my tongue inside her tight hole to drink more of her creamy wetness. Her scent — heady and feminine — filled my nose with every breath. I felt drunk on her.

Jordan moaned loudly above me, her hips rolling as she began to ride my face. “Yes, baby... just like that,” she gasped, grinding her wet pussy against my tongue.

I grew bolder. I wrapped my lips around her swollen clit and sucked gently, just like she had done to me, flicking my tongue rapidly over the sensitive bud. Her moans grew louder, more desperate. The feeling of her using my mouth, smearing her juices all over my face, sent a powerful rush of lust through me.

God forgive me... but I love this, I thought, the brief flash of guilt only making me more turned on. I love how she tastes. I love how she’s fucking my face. I never want to stop.

I sucked harder on her clit, moaning into her pussy, the vibrations making her thighs tremble around my head. I slid my tongue back down and pushed it deep inside her, fucking her with it while my nose rubbed against her clit. Jordan’s hips moved faster, grinding messily against me as her juices ran down my chin and neck.

I was in heaven.

She reached back and slid two fingers back into my still-throbbing cunt, fucking me while I ate her. We moved together in perfect, filthy rhythm until she came hard, flooding my mouth with her juices as she cried out my name.

We collapsed beside each other, sweaty and panting. Jordan pulled me into her arms and kissed me deeply, letting me taste both of us on her tongue.

I had never felt anything like this.

This wasn’t just sex.

This was awakening.
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Chapter 4: Questions in the Quiet
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I woke up the next morning tangled in strange sheets, my body deliciously sore in places I’d never been sore before. Jordan was still asleep beside me, her naked body half-covered by the blanket, one perfect breast exposed. My eyes traced the curve of her hip and the smooth mound of her pussy, and even after everything we’d done last night, fresh heat bloomed between my legs.

What have I done?

The guilt hit me like a freight train. I slipped out of bed quietly, heart racing, and quickly dressed. Jordan stirred as I was pulling on my shoes.

“Abby?” she murmured, voice husky with sleep. “You leaving?”

“I... I have class,” I lied, barely able to look at her. “I’ll text you.”

I practically ran out of the house and back to my dorm, shame burning in my chest even as my pussy still throbbed from the memory of her tongue.
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