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      As I approached the old farmhouse, my childhood home, memories flooded back to me. The red brick walls and white trimmed windows looked just as they did when I left all those years ago. But now, without my parents there, it felt emptier somehow.

      I hesitated before reaching for the doorknob, knowing that stepping inside would bring back a flood of bittersweet memories. In my heart, I had never truly returned home - the city had become my new home. But now, as I prepared to sell this place and leave it behind forever, I couldn't help but feel intimidated at the thought of owning and selling a house at such a young age.

      But what other choice did I have? Living here alone was not an option.

      Before I could turn the knob, I heard the sound of leaves crunching behind me. My heart skipped a beat - I knew who it was without even turning around. And I wasn't sure if I was ready to face her again after all these years. Just her presence alone brought back unwanted memories that I had tried so hard to forget.

      "Hey Rachel," her deep voice boomed, echoing through the quiet surroundings. "I've been wondering when you were going to come back."

      I inwardly winced at her use of my first name instead of my middle name - she was the only one who still called me that. "Sorry to hear about your parents."

      I turned to face Ms. Knox, or Taylor as she insisted on being called. She hadn't changed much since I last saw her - her salt and pepper hair was cut short and framed her strong jawline. Her eyes still twinkled with kindness and warmth, just like they always had when she used to feel more like a mother to me than my own mom.

      "Hello Ms. Knox," I said politely, unable to call her by her first name after all these years.

      "Please, call me Taylor," she insisted, her tone gentle.

      I forced a smile, trying to mask my anger at being back in this place. "Hello Taylor."

      She walked closer to me, a sad expression on her face. "Is it true that you're selling the house?"

      I nodded silently, not wanting to discuss it any further.

      "It's a shame," she said, joining me on the porch. "I was hoping to see more of you around here."

      Her gaze fixed on me in a way that felt almost intrusive - like she was trying to read my thoughts and emotions. It was unnerving and I wrapped my arms around myself for warmth.

      "Are you still living alone?" I asked, nodding towards the smaller farmhouse next door which had always been her home. She had never remarried after her husband passed away when I was a child.

      She let out a small sigh. "Yes, I am. It's going to be lonely without your parents around."

      "Yeah," I murmured, feeling guilty for not staying longer and keeping her company.

      "I understand why you have to sell the house," she said, her eyes studying me intently. "But I wish you could stay longer."

      I couldn't help but feel like there was something else she wanted to say - something she was holding back. But before I could dwell on it further, she smiled warmly at me.

      "You look good," she said with a slight pause as if there was more she wanted to add. "It's good to see you again."

      My memories of Taylor were different from this guarded woman standing in front of me now. She used to be open and honest, always offering guidance and support. But now, it seemed like she was hiding something - something important that she wanted to share with me but couldn't.

      Taylor was the one who took me on picnics by the pond, taught me how to fix a car and a tractor, and encouraged me to dream big. She had been more of a mother figure to me than my own mom ever was. And now, she seemed like a completely different person.

      But despite the unease I felt in her presence, a small part of me was curious about what she was hiding. And that curiosity won out.

      "I have to inventory the house," I said, breaking the silence. "But after that, would you like to come over for a drink? My parents left behind a fully stocked liquor cabinet."

      Taylor winced at the mere mention of my parents and their struggles with alcohol. Her eyes were filled with understanding and compassion, a reminder of why I was grateful to have her as a friend. She’d taken care of me all those years, knowing what I’d been dealing with at home.

      Then her eyes lit up with surprise and something else that I couldn't quite decipher. "I'd love to come over for a drink," she said eagerly.

      Her snug jeans accentuated her curves and the flannel shirt wrapped around her toned figure. She was undeniably beautiful, the type of woman that my past boyfriends would leave me for.

      "Great. How about seven?"

      "See you then," she said before turning to walk away.

      Watching her leave, I couldn't help but feel a sense of longing for our relationship to be less strained. She had been more than just an adult figure in my life - she was family. Yet, we had gone years without speaking, making it awkward and confusing now that we were trying to reconnect. Coming home after being away for so long - the love was still there, but it was tinged with discomfort and tension.

      Unsure of how to process my emotions, I pushed open the front door and stepped into the empty house. The memories flooded back, both good and bad. But for the first time in my life, there was no sound of drunken arguments or yelling. The silence was calming as I made my way through the farmhouse.

      The sun peeked through the dirty windows, casting a hazy glow throughout the rooms. Living on a large property like this meant not having blinds or curtains - a luxury my parents couldn't afford or didn't see as necessary.

      But another memory came crashing down on me, one that had nothing to do with my parents. One that involved Taylor.

      It was the last night I spent in this house before moving to the city. As I walked by Taylor's bedroom window, I saw her light on. She had a friend over, but she was looking at me through the window.

      I remembered feeling uncomfortable and quickly walking away. But now, as I thought back to that moment, another realization hit me like a storm - Taylor had always been single. Was it possible that she was a lesbian?

      A shiver ran down my spine as I thought about the implications of this revelation. If Taylor was gay, did that mean she was attracted to me? The woman I had grown up with, who had taken me under her wing all those years ago?

      And here I was, about to have a drink with her alone.

      My heart fluttered nervously, unsure of what to make of these thoughts and feelings. Maybe it was just a normal response to the deep level of affection and trust I had for her. After all, I wasn't a lesbian - I loved men and had never even considered the possibility of being attracted to women.

      But the thought of Taylor being interested in me was both terrifying and exciting. And yet, I couldn't cancel our plans now - not when I wasn't even sure if she was actually gay or not. It would be unfair and disrespectful to assume things about her without knowing for sure.

      As these thoughts swirled around in my head, I couldn't help but wonder how she saw me now. Had she noticed how much I had changed and grown since moving to the city? Would she still see me as that scared little girl she used to protect, or would she see me as the woman I had become?

      The way she looked at me earlier felt different than before - there was a hunger in her gaze that both thrilled and terrified me. But despite everything, I couldn't shake off the fear and unease of being alone with her.

      The anticipation of Taylor's arrival weighed heavily on my mind as I tried to push away my fears and continue working on the house. Seven o’clock would arrive soon, and then we’d have a drink. Maybe some dinner. And that would be it. I’d say goodbye and go back to the city while working with a realtor to sell this house.

      But the thought of never seeing Taylor again made my stomach twist into knots.
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      At exactly seven o'clock, there was a sharp knock on my door. I found myself wishing I had chosen better clothes for the occasion, but then I scolded myself. This wasn't a date, and I wasn't a lesbian. So why did I want Taylor to like me?

      As I approached the door, it dawned on me that this could be what she had been hiding from me all these years. She had never come out to me, and maybe that's why she seemed so guarded earlier that afternoon.

      I took a deep breath before pulling open the door to find Taylor standing on my porch with a bottle of wine in hand. “I know you probably have plenty to choose from, but I’ve been saving this for a special occasion.”

      I took the bottle from her hand and couldn't help but smirk at her possible attempt at romance. "What's so special about it?"

      She stepped inside and removed her leather jacket, revealing a black t-shirt that hugged her toned figure. She truly was a beautiful woman. If she ever left this small town, she'd have no shortage of admirers or potential partners - male or female.

      Her hazel eyes locked onto mine as she cleared her throat. “I may never get to see you again.”

      My heart fluttered at her words. Why was it fluttering? I awkwardly shrugged my shoulders and lied to her face. “Don’t be ridiculous. We'll see each other again, I just don't know when."

      She smiled at me with the same warmth and familiarity I had known for years. Her smile was comforting, it felt like home in a way my real home never did. Maybe I wasn't a lesbian, but I couldn't deny that I loved Taylor. She made me feel like I was worth something.

      "I hope so," she said, her eyes sparkling once again.

      I turned to head towards the kitchen, and I could swear I felt her gaze on my figure. My stomach tightened at the thought of being desired by her, even if it was only a possibility.

      Regardless of my sexual orientation, there was something thrilling about knowing Taylor found me attractive. And part of me wanted to find out if I had interpreted her actions correctly.

      As I poured us each a glass of wine, I handed one to Taylor and leaned back against the counter. “So, why did you never get married?”

      Her eyes widened and a light blush spread across her cheeks. It was then that I noticed how smooth her complexion was. Despite her rough hands from working outside, her face was nearly flawless except for a few laugh lines.

      "I just never found the right person. Always the single one," she chuckled, but I could tell she wasn't telling the whole truth. But did I really want to call her out on it?

      "I always thought...well, never mind." The words slipped out before I could fully process them.

      Taylor's intense gaze held mine, as if she desperately wanted me to finish my thought - as if she was begging for me to ask about her sexuality so that she could confirm it. But then what? Would she make a move on me?

      Don't be close-minded, I scolded myself.

      Just as I opened my mouth to ask about her sexuality, Taylor spoke up first. "Actually, I'm a lesbian." Her voice trembled slightly with nerves as she uttered the words. It was clear that she was anxious about my reaction.

      I brought my glass to my lips, but paused before taking a sip. "Oh. That's great." Great? Was that the appropriate response to someone coming out to you? "I mean, I kind of had a feeling."

      Taylor blinked a few times and the glimmer in her eyes seemed to fade. She looked disappointed, and I couldn't help but wonder if it was because she thought I knew all along but never acted on it with her. But surely she knew that I was straight.

      Her voice was barely a whisper, but it sent shivers down my spine. I could feel her words, like tendrils of electricity, caressing my skin. "You did?" she asked, her voice trembling with anticipation.

      I hesitated for a moment before answering. Pretending that I knew all along was only a half-lie; I had technically figured it out on my own. "Yeah," I replied, trying to keep my voice steady. "Well, I saw that girl in your bedroom the last night I was here. I just assumed."

      A small smile tugged at the corners of her lips as she remembered that night. But there was something else behind her eyes - something intense and almost desperate. It was like she was silently begging me to understand.

      Taylor always made me uneasy in the best way possible. Our relationship had always been easy and comfortable, but now there was a new tension that seemed to work its way through every muscle in my body. A tension that made my heart race and my head light. Could I want her the way she wanted me?

      But could it really be considered wrong? Maybe it wasn't about labels or categories. Maybe it was just love, pure and simple. Maybe I wanted to give Taylor what she wanted because she had already given me so much.

      My thoughts were interrupted by Taylor's next words, spoken with a slight tremble in her voice. "It should feel wrong," she said, taking a sip of wine before setting the glass down on the coffee table with a shaky hand. "But it doesn't."

      Something was plaguing her - something deep and raw that she couldn't quite bring herself to say aloud. Perhaps she wanted me, but also felt guilty for wanting it. Maybe we were both dancing around the issue, unwilling to face our true desires head on.

      Without even realizing it, I found myself stepping closer to Taylor, drawn to the heat and electricity that radiated off of her. She swallowed, her eyes never leaving mine. "Does it...bother you that I'm a lesbian?" she asked tentatively.

      I shook my head without hesitation. "No, why would it?"

      A small smile tugged at her lips as she took another step towards me. "It bothers some people," she replied softly.

      But I wasn't one of those people. I was glad that she had told me, grateful for her trust and honesty. And before I even realized what I was doing, I had wrapped my arms around her in a tight hug. I wasn't sure if I was trying to comfort her or get closer to her, but either way, it felt right.

      As our bodies pressed against each other, I couldn't help but feel a surge of desire course through me. Taylor's breasts pressed against mine and I could feel my nipples hardening in response. But this feeling wasn't foreign to Taylor; she was accustomed to being turned on by women. For me, it was new and exciting.

      But as we pulled back from the hug, a look of shock played on both of our faces. We were inches apart now, and both of us were visibly aroused. But while this may have been a typical occurrence for Taylor, it was something completely unexpected for me.

      "Are you...?" Taylor started to ask before trailing off with uncertainty.

      I swallowed nervously, my mouth suddenly dry. "No," I finally managed to say.

      Taylor's gaze lingered on my lips for a moment longer before meeting my eyes once again. "Oh," she said softly, as if considering a thought that had never crossed her mind before. "I always thought...maybe."

      Her words hung in the air between us as we stood there, staring into each other's eyes with an almost tangible tension. And then, without thinking, I found myself leaning in and pressing my lips against hers.

      It was a mixture of curiosity and desire that fueled me - the forbidden thrill of experiencing this older woman sexually. But as our kisses deepened and our tongues danced together, I couldn't deny the intense connection between us. It felt wrong and twisted and dirty in all the best ways, igniting a fire within me that I couldn't control.

      Taylor's smile was like coming home, her lips my refuge from the chaos of the outside world. As she cupped my breasts through my shirt, I gasped in pleasure. She touched me with a tenderness and passion that set my soul ablaze. It shouldn't have felt so good, but it did. And as we explored each other's bodies with a hunger that grew more insatiable with each passing moment, I knew that I would do anything to repay her for all of the years she had given me.

      Despite the societal norms and expectations placed upon us - the fact that she was so much older and had taken me under her wing countless times before - none of it mattered in this moment as we gave ourselves over to pure desire and pleasure.  I couldn't help but think that maybe I wasn't simply straight or lesbian - maybe love and attraction were just fluid concepts that didn't fit into neat little boxes. All I knew for sure was that being with Taylor felt like coming home, and I never wanted to leave.

      I couldn't resist the pull of her touch, the forbidden temptation that beckoned me closer. A shiver of excitement ran down my spine as I dropped to my knees before her, my heart racing with anticipation and desire. She stroked my hair gently, a soft gasp escaping my lips as her fingers tangled in my locks.

      We were in the kitchen of my childhood home, a place I never thought I would return to. But here we were, about to embark on a journey that was both exhilarating and dangerous. The thrill of the taboo coursed through me, adding an extra layer of intensity to our already charged atmosphere.

      Puffy from our kisses, I couldn't help but think about how long I had waited for this moment with Taylor, even if I’d never wanted to admit it. And now, here we were, on the brink of fulfilling a fantasy that had burned in our minds for so long.

      With eager hands, I tugged down her zipper using only my teeth, relishing in each gasp and shudder that escaped her lips. As she shed her jeans and black lace panties, revealing her stunning body that was equal parts tough and delicate, I marveled at how beautiful she looked.

      She quickly discarded her top and bra, revealing every inch of her desire-driven body. In that moment, all worries and doubts melted away as we gave into the intense chemistry between us.

      But just as things were heating up, she suddenly hesitated. "Wait," she said breathlessly, pulling back from me slightly. My heart clenched with uncertainty - did she want me to stop? "We shouldn't do this. It's wrong."

      I knew deep down that it was wrong, but the feeling of her touch and the taste of her lips made it impossible for me to agree with her. I didn't want to stop. Not now. Not ever.

      Desperate to know how this would feel - to have Taylor dominate me with her tongue, to have her take control and claim my "lesbian virginity" - I begged her with my eyes. "Tell me you don't want this," I pleaded, teasing her with just the tip of my tongue against her clit. And then she moaned, her eyes closing in surrender.

      "I can't," she finally breathed out, giving into the desire that consumed us both. "Because I do want this."

      Her grip on my hair loosened and I knew she had surrendered to me completely. With a sense of empowerment that was equal parts thrilling and overwhelming, I took her into my mouth eagerly.

      At first, her movements were slow and gentle, savoring every touch of my tongue against her most sensitive parts. But as the intensity grew between us, so did our movements. She began to lose herself in the moment, rocking her hips more quickly and holding onto me tightly so that I couldn't escape.

      Not that I wanted to.

      As she rode my tongue with abandon, I couldn't help but feel like I was learning a whole new lesson. It wasn't just the taboo of it all, though that certainly added an extra layer of excitement. But it was also the deep love and admiration I had for Taylor - the woman who had always been there for me, teaching me important life lessons and guiding me through difficult times.

      And now here she was, fucking my mouth in this very kitchen.

      But it wasn't just about fulfilling a taboo fantasy. It was about giving her pleasure, showing her how much I loved and desired her. My sole purpose in that moment was to make her happy and give her everything she ever desired.

      "God," she groaned, half laughing and half moaning as she could feel herself getting closer to climax. "I'm going to come."

      With renewed determination, I sucked harder on her clit and slid two fingers inside of her. "Come for me," I whispered against her skin, letting the vibrations of my voice add to her pleasure.

      And then it happened. Her head fell back followed by her eyes, and I could see the tension in her abs as she reached climax. It was one of the most beautiful things I had ever witnessed.

      Finally, she pulled back from me and lifted me up by my shoulders. Pushing me against the counter, she quickly undid my pants, eager to feel my body against hers.

      In a frenzy, we both discarded my clothes with reckless abandon. My body was exposed within seconds and Taylor looked at me hesitantly. "Tell me if you want me to stop," she said, her eyes searching mine as she nervously licked her lips. "I don't want you to feel pressured."

      Her words were sweet and gentle, but I knew exactly why she was worried. Our age difference and our complicated history made her just as uncomfortable as it did me. But it was that discomfort that aroused me even more - because it meant that what we were about to do was truly forbidden.

      With a fierce determination, I begged her with my eyes once again. And when she finally gave in, tentatively placing her thumb on my clit for the first time, I thought I might explode with excitement.

      "I want you to eat me out," I told her breathlessly, unable to resist the magic she held over me.

      Without hesitation, Taylor descended upon me with an intensity that took my breath away. Her tongue expertly swirled and flicked in all the right places, igniting a fire within me that I never knew existed. As she pleasured me, I ran my fingers through her soft hair and reveled in the fact that we were really doing this.

      Her deep brown eyes gazed up at me with love and adoration, the same eyes that had seen me at my most vulnerable moments and still accepted me without judgment. In that moment, as she looked at me with such tenderness while tasting my pleasure, I knew that no other woman could ever look at me the way Taylor did.

      Her mouth was on me, and all thoughts became lost in the wave of pleasure that washed over me. This wasn't just about fulfilling a taboo fantasy - this was about giving ourselves completely to each other. In that moment, nothing else mattered except for the intense love and passion between us.

      As our bodies moved together in perfect harmony, I knew that this would be a memory that would stay etched in my mind forever. The forbidden ecstasy of being with the older woman next door - the one who had always been there for me and taught me so much about life - consumed us both as we surrendered ourselves to each other completely.

      And in that moment, I knew that this was just the beginning of our journey together. 

      I couldn't help but feel the intensity of the moment. My mind was racing with thoughts of guilt and uncertainty, but my body was overcome with desire and longing for Taylor. She had a way of making me forget everything else in the world, of bringing out a side of me that no one else could.

      I knew I shouldn't be here. I knew this was wrong. But when Taylor's lips met mine and her hands started exploring every inch of my skin, all rational thoughts disappeared. All that mattered was her and me, in this heated moment of passion.

      But as I felt myself getting lost in her touch and her kisses, a small voice in the back of my mind whispered doubtfully. I should've stopped. I should've left. But I couldn't say no to Taylor. Not to her siren call, not to her seduction that always seemed to draw me in like a moth to flame.

      And as she brought me to the brink of ecstasy and I released onto her eager tongue, I couldn't help but feel grateful for her and everything she had shown me about myself. Even if I turned out to be a lesbian or bisexual, I was certain that no one could compare to Taylor's love and acceptance.

      As we shared an intimate kiss, the taste of myself on her lips making it all the more taboo and exciting, Taylor pulled away and whispered in my ear. "I want to use a strap-on on you," she breathed heavily.

      My heart raced at the thought of experiencing something new with Taylor, of giving her even more control over my pleasure. "I want that too," I managed to choke out amidst my desire.

      Her deep brown eyes darkened with a hint of dominance as she reached for her bag and pulled out the strap-on. It was then that I realized just how hopeful she had been for this moment, for me to give myself fully to her.

      "How rough can I be?" she asked, a wicked grin spreading across her face.

      "Rough," I panted, my body already quivering with anticipation.

      She instructed me to turn around and pressed me against the pantry door with my backside facing her. My cheek rested against the cool wood and a mischievous grin spread across my face.

      With rough fingers, she spread my cheeks apart and exposed me to her gaze. A twinge of embarrassment tickled my chest, making my heart race with excitement. I had never done this before, never explored this side of myself with anyone else. But with Taylor, it felt right. It felt like the most natural thing in the world.

      As she rubbed spit onto my wetness, teasing me with every touch, I couldn't help but feel a surge of arousal and submission. And when she gave me a sharp slap on the ass, making my body jolt forward against the door, it was hard not to feel like a young girl again, exploring new and exhilarating sensations.

      "You've been a bad, dirty girl," Taylor whispered in my ear, sending a chill down my spine. Her voice held a hint of darkness and with it, my lust grew even stronger. "And now it's time for me to teach you a lesson."

      The role play felt so wrong but at the same time, it felt so right. I begged her to teach me, to show me what she wanted from me. And as she took me roughly from behind, leaving marks on my skin that would serve as reminders of our passionate encounter, I abandoned all inhibitions and let myself be completely consumed by Taylor's dominance.

      In that moment, as she showed me just how much pleasure could come from submitting to someone else, I knew without a doubt that Taylor was different. She was more than just my neighbor from a lifetime ago. She was my confidant, my lover, and the one person who could make me feel alive in every sense of the word. And I would do anything for her, give her anything she desired. For with her, I had found a love and passion unlike anything else in this world. 

      Every touch, every kiss, every whisper between us felt like fire. It was a secret, forbidden love that we shared, one that would have consequences if anyone found out. But it only added to the intensity of our passion.

      I loved the thrill of being with her, my older neighbor, in such a taboo way. She would call me a dirty girl as she took me, and I relished in the naughtiness of it all. It was a secret I would take to my grave, but also one that I would cherish forever.

      As she spread my legs and traced her tongue along my slick entrance, I couldn't help but quiver with desire. My nipples hardened against the pantry door and I pushed my hips back, begging for more.

      Taylor knew exactly how to drive me wild. Her tongue moved inside me with expert precision, sending waves of pleasure through my body. I moaned and grinded against her face, craving deeper contact with my older friend.

      She stood up and pressed her lips to my ear. I could feel the strap-on against my clit as she leaned against me from behind. The feeling of her breath on my skin sent shivers down my spine.

      "You're such a tease," she whispered huskily. "A naughty girl I'm going to teach a dirty lesson to."

      "I'm ready," I told her eagerly, not wanting to waste any more time.

      And then she was inside me, thrusting deeply and without warning. The strap-on vibrated against her and inside me. It was a mix of pleasure and pain, but one that I couldn't resist. She gripped my neck as my head fell back against her shoulder.

      "Do you want me to stop?" she asked softly, still thrusting inside me.

      I shook my head vehemently. "No," I grunted and hissed with each forceful thrust. The feeling of her filling me completely was too intoxicating to even think about stopping.

      I didn't know if I liked women or not, but for Taylor, I would do anything. She was my safe haven, my sanctuary from the world. And in this dilapidated farmhouse where we now made love, she was the only real home I had ever known.

      "I'm about to come," she warned me and I arched my back in response. Her hand found my swollen clit and rubbed it expertly, sending me over the edge. "Come with me," she urged, and I couldn't resist.

      As our orgasms ripped through us, it felt like we were becoming one. The pleasure was overwhelming and all-consuming, leaving us both breathless and spent.

      But even as our lust faded, the love between us only grew stronger. She withdrew from inside me and turned me around, pressing me against the door.  “Was this okay?” she asked.

      My entrance still pulsing from her touch, I gazed into her eyes with a new sense of romance. I cupped her cheek and leaned in to kiss her softly, feeling a newfound love blossoming in my heart for this woman who had always cared for me above all else.

      "It was more than okay," I told her sincerely. "It was everything."

      She smiled nervously, unsure if she could believe that after all our years together. But she didn't argue or question me. Instead, she leaned in and kissed me again, and I eagerly responded.

      Our lips moved together gently and less frantically than before. It was an affectionate and caring embrace, just like we had always been with each other. And in that moment, there was no doubt in my mind that our love was real. 

      After tonight, I knew I couldn't stay away from her for long. Not forever. Even with the soreness between my legs reminding me of how good it felt to let her take control, I would come back to visit her, to make love to her again. Even if she was the only woman I ever made love to, it didn't matter to me. I had spent too many years without her in my life, and now I knew I couldn't go any longer pretending she didn't exist. 

      She was everything good about my past, and I intended on keeping her as close as possible from now on.
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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!

      

      

      
        
         

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Want More Lesbian Stories?
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        * * *

      

      Want more lesbian first time stories?

      Juicy

      Hot Flames

      Dirty Photo

      The Cabin

      Wet on the Job

      Boss’s Orders

      Muse

      Just One Night

      Hot Summer

      First Time

      College Party

      The Bet

      Sorority Girls

      Model

      New Boss

      In the Library

      Country Girl

      Music Festival

      Gentle Touch

      Best Friends

      Coming Home

      Coming Together

      With My Boss

      Date Night

      New Neighbor

      Beach House

      Spring Break

      Cabin Fever

      The Doctor’s Intern

      The New Girl

      The Fitting Room

      Switching Teams

      Sleepover

      Skinny Dipping

      Cheer Captain

      College Roommates

      Between Friends

      Stripping the Competition

      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.
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