
        
            
                
            
        

    


      
        JULIA YOUNG

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Copyright

      

      
        Mailing List

      

      
        Dedication

      

      
        Breathless

      

      
        Want More Lesbian Stories?

      

      
        Want to know about new releases?

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Copyright

          

        

      

    

    
      Copyright 2025 Julia Young. All rights reserved.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      
        
        This is a work of fiction / art. All characters, places and names are the product of the author’s imagination. Nothing in the text references any real people, places or entities; similarities are purely coincidental. All characters depicted in this story are non-related consenting adults.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Mailing List

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        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!

      

      

      
        
         

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Dedication

          

        

      

    

    
      Dedicated to all my loyal and amazing readers who allow me to pursue my passion of writing romance stories about love and exploration.

      

      Thank you for your unconditional support and for giving me the opportunity to do write I love.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Breathless

          

        

      

    

    
      It was just supposed to be a normal Tuesday night class. Teach some sleepy students, lock up the yoga studio, go home, microwave some sad leftovers, and maybe cry a little into my dog-eared romance novel. That was the plan.

      But then Lana stayed behind.

      Lana. Owner of the studio. Queen of "you’re doing amazing, sweetie" pep talks. Gorgeous, confident, built like a dream and moved like every step she took was choreographed by the gods.

      I didn’t have a crush on her. I didn’t. I was just—okay, maybe I liked looking at her. Maybe I’d thought about her when my vibrator was low on battery and my brain needed a quick fantasy. Big deal. I was straight. Mostly. Probably. Definitely.

      "You’re not leaving yet?" I asked, trying to sound casual as I wiped down the mats.

      She grinned, all lazy and languid, like a cat stretching in the sun. "Nah. Felt like getting a few stretches in. You don’t mind, do you?"

      "No," I squeaked, because apparently I had regressed into a goddamn Disney mouse.

      She chuckled lowly and rolled onto her back, lifting her arms above her head. Her tank top rode up, flashing a sliver of toned stomach, and I felt my soul leave my body.

      "Come stretch with me," she said.

      I should’ve said no. I should’ve made an excuse. But my feet were already moving, traitorous bastards that they were.

      I dropped onto the mat beside her, cross-legged, trying very, very hard not to look. At anything. Especially not at the way her sports bra clung to her or how her leggings outlined—

      Nope. Not thinking about it.

      "You’re tense," Lana said, eyeing me like she was about to diagnose me with something fatal. "Lay down."

      I blinked. "What?"

      "Lay. Down."

      "Okay," I mumbled, heart doing a drum solo in my chest. I stretched out on the mat, staring at the ceiling like it held the answers to my rapidly escalating sexuality crisis.

      And then Lana was hovering over me.

      "Mind if I adjust you?" she asked, voice teasing.

      I nodded. Or maybe I shook my head. I honestly wasn’t sure what I did because the next thing I knew, Lana’s hands were on my hips, tilting them slightly, smoothing over the curve of my waist, and—jesus fuck—that felt… good. Too good.

      "Breathe," she murmured, her hands warm and firm.

      I breathed. I inhaled so hard I almost choked on my own saliva. Smooth.

      Lana laughed softly, the sound making my skin break out in goosebumps. "Relax, Maya. It’s just us."

      Just us. In an empty studio. With soft music playing from the speakers and the scent of lavender still hanging in the air.

      Totally normal.

      Totally not horny.

      "You’re doing great," Lana said, her hands brushing up my ribs to my arms as she guided me into a deeper stretch. Her fingers lingered a little too long. Or maybe that was just wishful thinking.

      "Thanks," I croaked, my voice cracking like a pre-teen boy.

      She sat back on her heels, smiling down at me. "You know," she said, "you’re a really good teacher."

      I blinked. "What? No, I’m—I mean—thank you, but—"

      "But nothing," she said, tapping my nose with one perfectly manicured finger. "You just need to believe it."

      Believe it. Right. Like I could believe anything when she was touching me and smiling at me like that.

      Lana leaned back on her palms, stretching her legs out in front of her. Her shirt lifted again, exposing more golden skin, and I—like the idiot I am—couldn’t look away.

      She caught me staring. Of course she did.

      "See something you like?" she asked, head tilted, voice low and playful.

      My face went nuclear. "N-no! I mean, yes—I mean—you look—I mean, you’re—"

      She laughed and leaned forward, her face inches from mine. I could see every fleck of gold in her brown eyes, every freckle dusting her cheeks.

      "Relax, Maya," she whispered. "I don’t bite."

      Unless you want me to, her eyes seemed to say.

      I swallowed hard, heart pounding so loudly I was surprised the mirrors on the walls didn’t shatter.

      "Okay," I whispered back, not trusting my voice to do anything else.

      There was a beat of silence. Then another. The air between us grew thick, heavy, almost tangible. I felt it settle on my skin, seep into my lungs.

      And then Lana’s hand was on my cheek, tilting my face up toward hers.

      I didn't move. I couldn't.

      Her thumb brushed over my lower lip, slow and deliberate.

      "You’re beautiful," she said, so soft I barely heard it.

      I forgot how to breathe. Forgot how to think.

      And when she leaned in, I didn't pull away.

      When her lips brushed mine—feather-light, testing—I let out a tiny, involuntary whimper.

      That was all it took.

      Lana deepened the kiss, her mouth claiming mine with a hunger I hadn't known she possessed. Her hands slid into my hair, pulling me closer, and I melted into her, heart hammering against my ribs.

      I kissed her back, tentative at first, then with growing desperation. Her lips were soft and insistent, her body warm and solid against mine. I clung to her, fingers digging into her back, needing her closer, needing more.

      When we finally pulled apart, both of us breathless and flushed, Lana rested her forehead against mine.

      "Still think you’re straight?" she teased, voice husky.

      I laughed—a breathless, shaky sound—and buried my face in her neck.

      "I don't know what the fuck I am anymore," I mumbled.

      She laughed too, wrapping her arms around me, and for the first time in what felt like forever, I didn’t feel so alone.

      We sat there for a second, tangled up in each other, the air thick with tension that could have been cut with a butter knife. I could feel her breathing against my skin, slow and steady, like she was giving me time to get my shit together.

      Which was laughable because my shit was scattered in about fifteen thousand pieces across the studio floor.

      "You okay?" Lana asked, voice soft.

      "Yeah," I said. "I just—I’ve never—you know."

      "Kissed a girl before?"

      I nodded. My face was so hot it was a miracle my eyebrows didn’t catch fire.

      "Well," she said, pulling back just enough to smirk at me, "you’re a natural."

      I wanted to die. Right there. Just curl up like a roly-poly bug and disappear into the floor.

      Instead, I muttered, "Thanks," like a total dweeb.

      She giggled—actually giggled—and it was so cute that my heart did a full somersault in my chest.

      "Come on," she said, standing and offering me her hand. "Let’s cool down."

      I took her hand because apparently I was incapable of saying no to her. Her fingers laced through mine and I almost blacked out from how intimate it felt.

      We padded barefoot to the back of the studio, where the private practice room was—a cozy little space with dimmer lights, thick mats, and about a million throw pillows.

      "Lay down," Lana said.

      Again with the laying down.

      I obeyed, sinking into the mat like it was quicksand. Lana grabbed a pillow and placed it under my head before stretching out beside me.

      We stared at the ceiling for a moment, breathing in unison.

      "So," Lana said eventually, her voice casual. "Tell me something you’ve always wanted to try."

      "Like… in yoga?"

      She laughed. "In life."

      Oh.

      "I don’t know," I said. "I’m… pretty boring."

      "Bullshit," she said, nudging my shoulder with hers. "Come on. Dream with me a little."

      I swallowed. The truth sat heavy on my tongue.

      "I’ve always wanted to feel... confident," I blurted. "Like you."

      The silence stretched for a beat. Then Lana turned on her side to face me.

      "You think I’m confident?"

      "Uh, yeah," I said, incredulous. "You’re like, the definition of confident."

      She smiled, but it was sad around the edges. "It’s an act," she said. "Most days, anyway."

      I blinked. "Really?"

      "Really," she said. "But you? You’re real. And that’s a hell of a lot sexier than any fake confidence."

      My brain short-circuited at the word "sexy."

      Before I could self-combust, Lana leaned over and kissed me again. Slower this time. Deeper.

      I whimpered into her mouth, my hands finding her hips, her waist, the small of her back. She shifted, straddling me, and I gasped at the feeling of her body against mine.

      "Is this okay?" she whispered.

      "Yes," I said, way too fast.

      She smiled against my mouth and kissed me harder.

      I didn't know what the hell I was doing. I didn't care. With Lana straddling me, rational thought physically impossible.

      She was so close, her body warm and heavy on top of mine, the weight of her thighs pressing against my hips in ways that made my brain shut down entirely. Every inch of her skin seemed to hum with heat, and I wanted — god, I wanted — to touch her everywhere.

      "You sure you're okay?" Lana murmured against my mouth, her fingers tracing lazy circles on my stomach, just under the hem of my tank top.

      "I'm good," I croaked, because apparently I had forgotten how to use real words.

      Her grin was slow and dangerous, and before I could even blink, she was inching my shirt up, her fingertips brushing my ribs. I sucked in a sharp breath, frozen in place, but I didn't stop her. I didn't even think about stopping her.

      "Tell me if you want me to stop," she said, her voice somehow both gentle and wicked.

      "Don't stop," I whispered.

      And just like that, my tank top was gone, tossed somewhere behind her. I was left in my sports bra, my skin flushed and my heart pounding out a frantic rhythm.

      "God, you're gorgeous," Lana said, and the way she looked at me made me feel… powerful. Like maybe I wasn't the awkward little mess I always thought I was.

      She ran her hands over my sides, my stomach, tracing my shape like she was memorizing it. Every touch left sparks in its wake.

      Then — because apparently I had completely lost my mind — I reached up and tugged her shirt over her head.

      Holy shit.

      Her skin was smooth and golden, her black sports bra hugging her curves in ways that made my mouth dry. I couldn't stop staring.

      "Your turn," she said, and before I could second-guess myself, I reached behind and unhooked my bra, tossing it aside with trembling fingers.

      Lana's gaze darkened. "Fuck, Maya," she breathed, and then she was kissing me again, harder this time, her hands framing my face as she pressed me into the mat.

      I kissed her back just as desperately, my hands roaming over her bare back, feeling the muscles flex and shift under my touch.

      Somewhere in the back of my mind, a tiny voice whispered that I had no idea what I was doing. But Lana didn't seem to mind. She moved against me slowly, grinding her hips just enough to make me gasp into her mouth.

      "You feel amazing," she whispered, kissing a trail down my neck, my collarbone, my chest.

      I whimpered, arching into her touch, feeling like my body wasn't even mine anymore. It was hers. All hers.

      She kissed lower, nipping at the curve of my breast, and I tangled my fingers in her hair, needing something — anything — to hold onto.

      "You can tell me to stop," she said again, her voice a ragged whisper.

      "Don't you dare," I gasped, and Lana laughed, a low, throaty sound that vibrated against my skin.

      And then her mouth closed around my nipple, and I nearly levitated off the mat.

      "Fuck," I gasped, clutching her tighter as she sucked, licked, teased with maddening slowness.

      My whole body was on fire, my core throbbing with a need that felt primal, desperate.

      "Lana," I whimpered, not even sure what I was begging for.

      She lifted her head, her lips shiny and her eyes blazing. "Tell me what you want, beautiful."

      I could barely breathe, let alone form words. But somehow, I managed.

      "Touch me," I whispered. "Please."

      Her smile turned feral.

      "Anything for you," she said, and her hand slid down my body, slipping under the waistband of my leggings.

      When her fingers brushed against my wetness, we both gasped.

      "God, you're so wet for me," Lana murmured, and then she was stroking me, slow and sure, her touch confident and knowing.

      I cried out, my hips bucking helplessly against her hand, chasing every little spark she lit inside me.

      She kissed me again, swallowing my moans as her fingers circled my clit, teasing me until I was a trembling, desperate mess.

      "Let go for me," she whispered against my lips. "I want to feel you come."

      And when she slid two fingers inside me, curling them just right, I shattered.

      I came with a soft, broken cry, clinging to her as the pleasure crashed over me, wave after wave, leaving me dizzy and breathless.

      Lana held me through it, kissing my forehead, stroking my hair, whispering sweet nonsense against my skin.

      When I finally stopped shaking, she pulled back just enough to look at me, her eyes soft and full of something I couldn't name.

      "You okay?" she asked.

      I nodded, too overwhelmed to speak.

      She smiled and tucked a strand of hair behind my ear.

      "Good," she said. "Because I'm not done with you yet."

      Lana didn’t waste any time. The second she saw me start to catch my breath, she slid her hand down my stomach again, sending a fresh bolt of anticipation through me.

      "I want you," she whispered, her voice rough and dark. "I want all of you."

      I didn’t even think. I nodded, grabbing her hips and pulling her closer until she was straddling me again, skin to skin, nothing between us but a thin layer of sweat and want.

      She ground against me, slow at first, just enough to make me whimper into her mouth. Her hands slid up my arms, pinning my wrists gently above my head.

      "Keep them there," she whispered against my lips. "Let me take care of you."

      I nodded again, helpless under her touch, my hands trembling slightly from how badly I wanted to touch her back, to pull her into me. But I obeyed. God help me, I obeyed.

      She kissed down my neck, biting softly at the tender spot where it met my shoulder. I gasped, writhing under her, desperate for more, desperate for anything.

      Her hand slid down, teasing over my breast, circling my nipple before pinching lightly. I cried out, my body arching into her.

      "So sensitive," she murmured, sounding absolutely delighted.

      She trailed kisses down my chest, my stomach, her hair tickling my skin as she moved lower, lower, until she was settled between my thighs.

      She hooked her fingers into my leggings and panties, tugging them down and off in one smooth motion. I was completely exposed to her now, bare and vulnerable and aching.

      Lana sat back on her heels for a moment, just looking at me.

      "Fuck, Maya," she said, her voice thick with need. "You're so beautiful like this."

      I flushed all over, squirming a little under her gaze.

      "Don't hide from me," she said gently. "I want to see you. All of you."

      I forced myself to relax, breathing deeply as she leaned down and pressed a kiss to my inner thigh, then another, and another, trailing a burning path closer and closer to where I needed her most.

      When her mouth finally found me, I nearly sobbed with relief.

      She licked a slow, teasing stripe up my folds, then circled my clit with the tip of her tongue, light and maddening.

      I moaned, loud and desperate, my hips jerking upward. Lana just chuckled against me, gripping my thighs to hold me still.

      "Patience, baby," she murmured. "I'm going to make you feel so good."

      She dipped her tongue inside me, slow and deliberate, tasting me like she had all the time in the world. Then she pulled back and focused on my clit again, flicking and sucking with a skill that made me see stars.

      I was a mess, gasping and whimpering, my hands clenching into fists against the mat because she had told me not to move them. Every muscle in my body was taut, straining toward the release she was expertly coaxing out of me.

      "Please," I begged, my voice wrecked. "Lana, please—"

      "Almost there," she said, her voice thick with desire.

      She slid two fingers inside me again, finding that perfect spot immediately, while her mouth worked my clit with relentless precision.

      I broke apart.

      The orgasm ripped through me like a tidal wave, overwhelming and all-consuming. I cried out her name, my body shaking uncontrollably as she held me through it, never letting up, driving me higher and higher until I thought I might actually pass out from the pleasure.

      When I finally collapsed back onto the mat, boneless and gasping, Lana kissed her way back up my body, slow and tender.

      She hovered over me, her eyes dark and soft at the same time.

      "You’re incredible," she whispered, brushing a strand of hair off my sweaty forehead.

      "You're evil," I managed to croak, making her laugh.

      "Only a little," she said, grinning.

      I tugged her down into a kiss, tasting myself on her lips and not even caring how filthy that made me feel. I wanted her. All of her. I wanted everything she was willing to give me.

      We stayed like that for a while, tangled up in each other, kissing lazily, touching and teasing, until the outside world faded away completely.

      Somewhere in the back of my mind, I knew things were going to get complicated.

      But right then, wrapped in Lana's arms, I didn't care.

      I just wanted more.

      The world eventually slowed down. My heartbeat, my breathing, even the frantic buzzing under my skin—it all started to settle into something warmer, heavier. Like being wrapped up in a blanket fresh from the dryer.

      Lana stayed curled around me, her body draped over mine like she had no intention of moving ever again. And honestly? I wasn't about to complain.

      I ran my fingers through her hair, slow and gentle, savoring the way she sighed contentedly against my chest.

      "You okay?" she mumbled, her breath warm against my skin.

      I smiled. "I'm… more than okay."

      She shifted to prop her chin on my sternum, looking up at me with those ridiculous golden eyes. "Good. Because I was thinking we weren't quite done yet."

      I laughed—soft, breathy, a little incredulous. "You're insatiable."

      "Guilty," she said, grinning.

      Before I could tease her further, she slid up my body and kissed me again, slow and deep. I tasted myself on her mouth, and instead of feeling weird about it, it just made me want her more.

      She moved against me, her thigh sliding between mine, pressing just right. I gasped into her mouth, my fingers digging into her back.

      Lana kissed down my throat, nipping and licking at my sensitive skin, making me writhe beneath her.

      "I want to watch you fall apart again," she whispered. "But this time… I want you on top."

      I blinked, my brain slow to catch up.

      "Me?"

      She laughed, low and wicked. "Yeah, you. Come here."

      She rolled onto her back, tugging me with her until I was straddling her hips. I could feel how wet I still was, could see the hunger in her eyes as she stared up at me.

      "God, you're gorgeous," she said, her hands sliding up my thighs, over my hips, to my waist.

      I bit my lip, feeling awkward and turned on all at once.

      "Just follow your instincts," she said, her voice low and coaxing. "Trust yourself."

      So I did.

      I leaned down and kissed her, pouring everything I was feeling into it—the nerves, the want, the sheer disbelief that this was happening.

      Lana moaned into my mouth, her fingers gripping my hips, guiding me to move against her.

      I rocked my hips slowly, feeling the slick slide of her skin against mine, the delicious friction.

      It was messy and imperfect and a little clumsy, but it was real. It was us.

      Lana broke the kiss to gasp, her head tipping back, exposing the long line of her throat. I kissed my way down it, tasting the salt of her skin, savoring every little sound she made.

      I kissed lower, over her collarbones, down to her breasts. I took one nipple into my mouth, sucking gently, flicking my tongue over it.

      "Fuck, Maya," she gasped, her back arching.

      Her hands roamed my body, caressing, squeezing, encouraging me. I moved down her stomach, kissing and licking a path to where she was soaked and throbbing for me.

      I hesitated, nerves flaring up again.

      Lana lifted her head, her eyes dark and blown wide with need.

      "You don't have to," she said, voice rough. "Only if you want to."

      I wanted to.

      God, I wanted to.

      I settled between her thighs, inhaling the heady scent of her arousal. I kissed the inside of one thigh, then the other, savoring how she trembled beneath me.

      Then I finally, finally licked a slow stripe over her folds, tasting her properly for the first time.

      She cried out, her hips bucking.

      "Fuck, yes," she gasped. "Just like that."

      I licked her again, more confidently this time, flicking my tongue over her clit, then swirling around it.

      Lana moaned, one hand flying to my hair, tangling in the strands but not forcing me—just holding on, grounding herself.

      I kept going, learning what made her gasp, what made her curse, what made her tremble. It was intoxicating, knowing I could do this to her, that I could make her fall apart with just my mouth.

      When I slid two fingers inside her, curling them gently, she nearly sobbed with pleasure.

      "Maya," she gasped, her voice wrecked. "I'm… I'm so close."

      I sucked her clit into my mouth, swirling my tongue around it as I fucked her with my fingers, and that was all it took.

      She came hard, her whole body tensing and shaking, her cries echoing off the studio walls.

      I didn't stop until she was pulling at my hair, too sensitive, gasping for breath.

      I kissed my way back up her body, tasting her release on my lips, feeling drunk on it.

      Lana pulled me into a sloppy, desperate kiss, holding me tight against her.

      "Jesus," she whispered when we finally broke apart. "Where the hell have you been hiding?"

      I laughed, giddy and breathless. "I could ask you the same thing."

      We lay there for a while, tangled up in each other, sweaty and spent and utterly wrecked.

      I rested my head on her chest, listening to the steady beat of her heart.

      "So," Lana said after a long moment, "this wasn't a one-time thing, right?"

      I lifted my head to look at her.

      "You want it to be?" I asked, my voice small.

      She shook her head immediately, cupping my cheek in her hand. "No. God, no. I want… I want more."

      I smiled, relief and happiness crashing over me in a dizzying wave.

      "Me too," I whispered.

      She kissed me again, soft and lingering.

      "Then it's settled," she said against my lips. "You're mine now."

      The dreamlike haze was still thick around us, like the world outside the studio didn’t exist. Lana’s fingers traced idle patterns along my back as I lay sprawled across her, still basking in the afterglow of… well, everything.

      But apparently, the universe wasn’t going to let us stay wrapped up in our little bubble forever.

      A sharp knock echoed through the front door of the studio.

      We both froze.

      Another knock, louder this time.

      "Lana?" a voice called—a man's voice. "Hey, it's Kyle! You left your car lights on!"

      "Shit," Lana hissed under her breath.

      Adrenaline shot through me, chasing away the pleasant, heavy warmth in my limbs. I scrambled off her, grabbing for my clothes in a panic.

      "Who's Kyle?" I whispered, yanking my leggings up with shaking hands.

      "The building maintenance guy," Lana muttered, hopping into her sports bra and yanking her shirt over her head. "He’s harmless—but nosy as hell."

      My heart was pounding so hard I was sure Kyle could hear it from the other side of the door.

      Another knock. "You okay in there?"

      "Coming!" Lana called out, voice impressively steady.

      She shot me a look—half amused, half apologetic—as she smoothed her hair and grabbed the studio keys off the counter.

      "Hide," she mouthed dramatically.

      I ducked into the private room we’d just defiled, pulling the door almost closed behind me.

      Through the crack, I watched Lana walk barefoot to the front door, unlocking it with a casualness that made me want to throttle her.

      "Hey, Kyle," she said, her voice bright and friendly.

      "Hey," he said, frowning as he peered inside. "You okay? I thought I heard… something."

      Lana laughed, easy and breezy. "Just finishing up some stretches. Music was a little loud."

      Kyle’s eyes drifted over her—her flushed skin, her messy hair—and I saw the exact moment he got suspicious.

      "Well," he said slowly, "just wanted to let you know about the lights. Wouldn't want you to kill your battery."

      "Thanks, Kyle," Lana said sweetly, already pushing the door closed.

      "Uh-huh," he said, but he let her close it.

      The second the lock clicked back into place, Lana turned around and leaned against the door, exhaling heavily.

      I poked my head out from the private room.

      "That was close," I whispered, my face still burning with embarrassment.

      Lana grinned, pushing off the door and sauntering toward me. "Relax. Kyle’s an idiot. He probably thinks I was doing yoga in here by myself, screaming at my own downward dog."

      I snorted despite myself, the tension breaking.

      She reached for me, pulling me back into her arms.

      "Sorry about that," she murmured, pressing a kiss to my temple. "Not exactly the sexy vibe I was hoping for."

      "Honestly," I said, wrapping my arms around her waist, "it's kind of perfect."

      She pulled back just enough to look at me, her eyes searching mine.

      "Yeah?"

      "Yeah," I said. "Real life. Complications. Nosy maintenance guys. It's messy and awkward and… kind of amazing."

      Lana's smile softened, and she leaned in to kiss me again—a kiss full of quiet promise.

      "You're amazing," she said against my lips.

      I kissed her back, slow and lingering, letting myself get lost in her again.

      But in the back of my mind, a tiny seed of reality had been planted. Kyle was a reminder that the world didn’t stop just because Lana and I had found something unexpected and electric between us.

      There would be questions. Complications. Maybe even judgment.

      But for now?

      For now, I was exactly where I wanted to be—in Lana’s arms, in our little yoga studio bubble, stealing kisses and promises under the hum of the fluorescent lights.

      Real life could wait a little longer.
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        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!

      

      

      
        
         

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            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.
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