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WHITNEY & ALICE

A FIRST-TIME LESBIAN
ROMANCE

 


 


What a pair we turned out to be.

My best friend Whitney and I. I’m Alessandra,
but everyone calls me Alice. We’re eighteen. We’ve been best
friends since the fourth grade. In college now. We just got back to
our dorm from our first frat party. And the two of us struck out
again. We plopped on the couch in the common area between our two
bedrooms. A bit tipsy. The punch was spiked. To be
expected.

We’d had such high hopes for the night. Now we
were a little depressed. And angry.

I was anyway. “I thought college would be
different.”

“Why?” Whitney asked, sounding
more depressed than angry. “Guys are jerks. High school or college.
It doesn’t matter. They’ll never be interested in girls like
us.”

She was right. I knew it, but the thought
deepened my depression, fueled my anger.

Girls like us.

Sure, Whitney’s a little heavy. Chunky. Okay,
to be honest—she’s fat. But, so what? She’s got great long black
hair. She’s got a pretty, if round, face with high chubby
cheekbones. And expressive dark eyes. She wore a tight blue shirt.
A bit too clingy because it hugged her rolls like a second skin,
even if it were low cut and showed off her cleavage. Her best
asset, in my opinion. She wore blue jeans and had on a pair of sexy
suede pumps that made her taller than her actual five foot three
inches.

But for all of that, Whitney was the sweetest,
most loving, caring person I’d ever known.

As for me, I’m not fat. I’ve also got long,
shimmering black hair. Straighter than Whitney’s, with severe bangs
over my forehead. I’ve got great lips, super red, porcelain white
skin, and eyesight so bad bats are considered eagle-eyed compared
to me. Though, my eyes are a great violet-purple color. I’m stuck
wearing unfashionable black-framed glasses that constantly slip
down the bridge of my nose. I wore a blue and black low-cut
t-shirt, clingy but not as skin-tight as Whitney’s. I’ve got a
decent body—I think—but like Whitney, I’ve never had a boyfriend,
gotten laid, or even ever reached second base with a
guy.

I’ve been told I’m awkward, too shy, and a
little weird.

Whitney swung her heavy legs over my lap and
sighed. “You okay, Alice?”

“Yeah. It’s just... If we can’t
get guys interested in us here, what then? I mean, this was
supposed to be our fresh start. Away from all the jerks we knew in
high school. I couldn’t even get that ugly ginger guy with acne and
the stupid laugh to kiss me.”

“Maybe we don’t need guys,”
Whitney suggested. “I mean, we’re smart. Way smarter than any of
those assholes.” Her words hung in the air. “We don’t need some guy
to complete us. Some asshole, we have to be sensitive around. Make
us watch football when we want to watch reality shows. To seek
permission to hang out with each other instead of them.”

“Being with no one is better than
being with a jerk?” That I could get behind. Why settle for
mediocracy? For being with assholes? “They’d just hold us back.
Hamper us. For what?”

“Right,” Whitney said. “We’ve got
each other. A lifelong friendship. We do what we want when we want.
Who needs some guy complicating that shit. For what?”

“Sex,” I said.

That brought Whitney down. Suddenly looking
sad. We were virgins. And we didn’t want to be anymore. We wanted
guys so we could get laid. At least to see if it was worth all the
hoopla. That was why we were so ready to settle… for
anything.

“I’m sorry.” I wrapped my arms
around her and hugged her big body tight. My face buried in her
hair, which smelled of apricot shampoo. I squeezed her warm, fleshy
body. The tangy scent of her perspiration tingled my
nose.

As I pulled back, something happened that had
never happened before.

Whitney twisted and gave me a hard kiss. Her
tongue pushed passed my lips. Pushed into my mouth. Whitney let out
a little moan.

I pulled back, blinked. “What... What was
that?”

“I… I’m sorry. I... “Whitney
stammered. “I just wanted... “Her cheeks flushed. Her round face
got beet red with embarrassment. “I figured if not guys. Why
not…”

My glasses were set cockeyed on my nose. I
straightened them and stared at her. “Us?” I pointed at her and
then at me and then her again. “Us, us?”

I shook my head. Shocked. “I didn’t know you
were into girls.”

She shrugged. “I don’t know if I
am.”

Whitney looked down and then away.
Embarrassed. Ashamed.

I tilted her face up, making her look at me.
“It’s okay,” I said quickly. “I don’t know… If...
either.”

Visibly relieved, Whitney said, “I never
really thought about it much. I don’t, like, get turned on by
girls—often. Sometimes, but I don’t get all that turned on by guys,
either. I just… hugging like that. I couldn’t help myself. It
was...”

“Impulsive?”

“Yes. I’m sorry.”

“Stop apologizing.” I clasped her
fleshy hands in mine. “I... I liked it.”

“You did?”

I furrowed my brow under my thick, weird
bangs. “I think so. No one’s ever kissed me like that before. I
don’t have anything to compare it to, but it felt…
Nice.”

“Really?” Whitney looked at me
with a strange, intense expression. “You don’t think I’m gross or
anything?”

“Of course not, Whitney. God, why
would you say that?”

“Cause I’m fat and...”

“Stop it,” I said.

With my arm draped across her large lap, I
leaned in and, scared to death, kissed her mouth. It was soft and
tender at first but grew more intense. She stuck her tongue out and
closed her eyes. With my lips clasped around her mouth, I felt her
tongue push into my mouth. Wet and soft, spongy, our tongues
wrestled inside my mouth. Just from that, I could feel a
stirring.

My breath quickened. I felt flush and hot. My
heart pounded wildly as we made out. Until I pulled
away.

Whitney opened her eyes. She was already
breathing hard. Her full body expanded and contracted with each
breath she took.

I pushed my glasses up my nose.

“You okay?” she asked, a tremble
in her voice.

“I think we should get
undressed.”

Her fingers traced the hem of my shirt. Tugged
at it. She slowly pulled it up my torso. Then hiked it up my
upstretched arms and over my head. Wearing a bra, I still felt
vulnerable, exposed. I brushed my tangled hair from my face.
Fishing a loose strain from the corner of my mouth.

“I like your bra.”

A simple black lace thing. I did like the way
the black contrasted with my porcelain white skin. Makes me look
sexy, I thought. Having had no practical experience with such
things, but there you go.

“Can I touch you?” Whitney asked,
her voice dripping with desire. The tip of her tongue wet her lips
in anticipation.

“Yes. Please.” I felt a stirring
in my nether region. A thrill and a warmth like the first time I
played with myself, watching a porno. I leaned back, sinking into
the cushy couch’s back cushions.

The tip of her warm, stubby fingers slid along
the cups of my bra. Her fingernails were painted blood red. I
closed my eyes.

“You’re so beautiful,
Alice.”

She kissed the flesh above my bra before
peeling the cup away from my right tit. My nipple was rock hard. It
jutted out. Big on a wide areola of pink, begging for her
attention. She leaned over and took my breast into her hot mouth.
Softly, softly, she sucked my nipple. Her tongue flicked and
caressed the sensitive flesh. She tickled the underside curve of my
breasts with her fingertips.

I flinched at the first contact. Lolled my
head across the back cushions. Enjoying how good it felt to have
someone—anyone—do that to me. To want to do that to me. I sighed
deeply.

Whitney reached behind me and, with ease,
unhooked my bra, stripped it away. I struggled not to giggle. I was
so giddy, so happy, I couldn’t contain it. My friend leaned back
and pulled her top off. She wore a pretty purple bra which she
removed and discarded quickly. For such a large girl, her breasts
were fleshy and surprisingly small, set above two widening rolls to
her hips. Her cheeks were bright red.

“I wish I was as beautiful as you
are, Alice.”

“Oh, come on. You’re perfect just
as you are.” I ran my fingers over her creamy tits, tracing circles
and spirals around her areolas. Her nipples were bigger than mine,
about half again as big. Brownish and thick.

“That’s what I love about you. You
lie so convincingly.” She cupped my breasts and pressed them
together. As we kissed, our hands explored each other’s bodies. I
pulled her closer to me. She pressed her face into my chest. I was
hungry for her body. I think. The new, overwhelming feelings I had;
I couldn’t categorize them all.

She latched onto my right nipple with her
mouth and pinched my left with her thumb and forefinger. I closed
my eyes and leaned back, moaning. Then she switched
tits.

Panting, I said, “My turn.”

Whitney twisted around on the couch, and I
leaned over her. Her full, soft body gleamed with a pleasant sheen
of perspiration. My hands slipped over her tits. They were smooth
and soft. Larger than mine, felt nice in my hands. Warm and pliant
under my palms. I stroked her nipples. I licked and kissed them,
too.

She lulled her head and closed her eyes.
“Oh.”

Her religious medal, a disc on a silver chain
around her neck, stuck to her clammy skin between her breasts as I
moved from her left tit to her right one. I licked and teased her
nipples. I bit the nub of one with my teeth. Pulled it. Rubbed it
between my fingers.

She moaned. “That’s... That’s incredible.
You’re so good at that.”

It was all stuff I’d seen in pornos. That she
liked it made me feel good.

I’d had no idea what sex would feel like. The
touching, caressing, and squirming, the flare of heat between my
legs. I was getting wet. So ready for this, wanting to do and to
have done to me. And so much more. I couldn’t believe this was
happening.

I pulled back and ran my hands over her stiff
nipples. Her chest heaved under my pawing hands. Her flesh. So warm
and soft, supple.

I leaned down again.

“Alice, um, um...”

I sucked her nipple into my mouth. Soft and
firm, a bit salty from her sweat. The sensation sent a ripple
through my entire body. I flicked my tongue around her
nipple.

Whitney leaned back, her chest rising and
falling. She unsnapped the button of her jeans. Drew her zipper
down.

Growing bold, I ran my hand over her soft,
round belly and plunged my hand under her jeans, my fingers under
her panties. I pushed my fingers farther down. My fingertips found
her pussy lips swollen and wet. My heart thundered. Was I really
doing this? Touching my best friend’s pussy? Licking her nipples? I
pushed my index finger into her vagina. I wiggled it, sliding it in
and out.

Whitney slinked almost off the couch, moaning,
“Mmm.”

She pushed her jeans off her big, round ass
and down her thick thighs, tangling them
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