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      “Damn it,” Lisa muttered under her breath as she peered out the window of the bridal suite. “Your rival is here.”

      I turned away from my camera, which had been focused on capturing the perfect shot of my client, the beautiful bride. I followed Lisa's gaze and saw her staring at the entrance to the venue.

      My stomach dropped as I recognized who she was talking about - Christine from Willow Tree Photography. She was my biggest competitor in the wedding photography industry, and I was sick of constantly losing potential clients to her.

      It didn't help that she had a reputation for being not only a skilled photographer but also incredibly charismatic and charming. People were drawn to her, and I couldn't blame them. She was confident and knowledgeable, with an impressive portfolio and a team of assistants at her disposal.

      Meanwhile, I was just a graduate student with one part-time assistant - Lisa. But she was damn good at everything, from editing photos to managing my social media presence. I knew deep down that my lack of confidence and self-promotion skills were holding me back in this competitive industry.

      As we watched Christine and her entourage walk past us towards their own shoot, I felt a twinge of envy and insecurity creep up within me. My client must have noticed too because she looked between me and Christine with uncertainty in her eyes.

      But I pushed those feelings aside and forced a smile as I continued to direct my bride for the best shots. After all, it was her special day, and I refused to let my personal struggles affect her experience.

      However, throughout the rest of the shoot, I couldn't help but notice Christine and her team working their magic on another part of the venue. Despite knowing that her photos may not be as technically sound as mine, there was no denying that she had a certain charisma and charm that drew people in.

      And to top it off, she was undeniably stunning. Her hair was perfectly styled in a messy bun, the kind you would see in high fashion magazines. Her posture was impeccable, and her skin seemed to glow under the warm sunlight.

      I couldn't help but feel a pang of jealousy. Maybe people hired her not just for her photography skills, but also because she was easy on the eyes. In fact, if given the chance, I would hire her just to be around her.

      But I quickly pushed those thoughts away and focused on my job. Weddings weren't necessarily my passion - I was more interested in fine art photography - but it paid the bills. And even though I didn't have the same level of enthusiasm and passion as Christine, I still enjoyed capturing moments of love and happiness for my clients.

      As the day came to an end and Lisa and I returned to our office to transfer all the photos onto our computers, I finally felt some relief knowing that we were done with the wedding and wouldn't have to see Christine again.

      But as we sorted through the photos and discussed which ones to edit, Lisa noticed something over my shoulder as she sipped on her coffee.

      "Are you stalking her Facebook?" she asked with a smirk.

      I choked on my water, trying to act nonchalant. "No...just...browsing."

      We both knew it was a lie. Something about seeing Christine again had sparked my curiosity, and I found myself scrolling through her social media profiles late into the night.

      But deep down, it wasn't just curiosity that drove me to look at Christine's work. It was admiration mixed with envy and perhaps a hint of attraction. She seemed to have everything - talent, success, beauty - while I struggled to make ends meet with my fine art projects.

      As much as I hated to admit it, Christine may just be everything I wanted to be in this industry. And for now, I could only dream of being on her level.

      Lisa couldn't contain her laughter, doubling over and clutching her stomach. "You know that's only going to make you more miserable," she managed to gasp out between fits of giggles. "You also know that you are a way better photographer than her, so you have nothing to worry about."

      I sighed and slumped into the chair across from Lisa. She glanced up from her book and pointed to the spot next to her. I sat and looked at her, my dear friend Lisa. We had been through so much together, starting our own photography business from scratch. But now, as we struggled to make ends meet in a competitive industry, I couldn't help but feel envious of Christine's success.

      "I know, I know," I grumbled. "I'm just barely making ends meet in this business as it is. I'm lucky I can afford you." It was true; Lisa deserved much more for all the hard work she put into our company.

      "Ha! You know you don't pay me enough," she joked, taking a swig from her water bottle. "I do this gig out of love."

      "Oh fine," I admitted defeat. "I was stalking her again, okay? Did she have to be a complete knockout on top of being successful?" I suddenly realized I had been staring at photos of Christine for a solid five minutes straight.

      "You got the hots for her or something?" Lisa teased, wiggling her eyebrows suggestively.

      "No way," I denied vehemently, though it was a slightly better lie than my usual response of "who?". My eyes trailed one last time over the curves of Christine's body before turning off the computer monitor. "Now let's unload these SD cards and get back to work."

      "Whatever you say, boss," Lisa said with a playful salute, knowing full well who really ran the show around here.
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      I woke up with a pounding headache, my mind foggy and heavy from a sleepless night. It wasn't the beer I had consumed at the bar last night that was causing this discomfort, but rather the memories of Christine, her perfect figure and enchanting presence, that kept creeping into my thoughts throughout the night. It felt like she was some kind of strange, ethereal being sent to haunt me.

      I groaned as I rested my head in my palms, trying to clear my mind. "You're just wound up," I told myself sternly. "It could've been anyone you saw flirting with you at that bar. You're stressed, haven't been laid in a while, and your mind is playing tricks on you." It was a good enough pep talk to get me out of bed and into the shower.

      As I got ready for the day, I couldn't shake off the feeling of longing and desire that seemed to consume me whenever I thought about Christine. She had captivated me with her charm and charisma from the moment we met at a photography conference last year. And now, seeing her again at the bar had reignited those feelings tenfold.

      I grabbed a cup of coffee and an aspirin before sitting down at my computer to start my workday. But when I turned on my monitor, I was caught off guard by what I saw. I had forgotten to close out of my browser the night before and there she was, Christine in all her glory, staring back at me from a photo on her website. Her colorful, creative business attire hugged her curves in all the right places, making my body ache for her touch even more.

      With serious will power and a scolding from myself ("Time to get to work, you perv"), I finally closed out of that page and focused on editing photos from three weddings ago. As much as I wanted to be productive and successful in my career as a wedding photographer, my thoughts kept drifting back to Christine and the possibility of seeing her again.

      Unfortunately, or perhaps fortunately, I didn't have any weddings booked for that day. While it was a relief to not have the added stress and pressure of capturing someone's special day, it also meant a slower day of work for me. Instead, I spent the next 8 hours editing photos and messaging my friend Lisa about different marketing strategies for our photography businesses.

      But even as I tried to focus on work and move past my infatuation with Christine, she remained a constant presence in my mind. It was going to take more than an aspirin and some self-lecturing to get over her.

      Time to get to work, you perv, I scolded myself.  I spent the next 8 hours editing and instant messaging Lisa about marketing.

      Wanna grab a drink? Lisa messaged after our long day was complete.

      Sure, where at?

      I want to try this new place.  Come over and I’ll drive us there.

      I agreed, grabbing my coat and purse. The night before had been rough and I was in dire need of something stronger to drown my sorrows.

      As we arrived at the bar, I immediately regretted not changing into something more presentable. The sight before me was beyond anything I had imagined - an upscale, classy establishment that was a far cry from my usual hangouts. Girls sauntered in with designer dresses and perfectly coiffed hair, their laughter ringing through the air. I looked down at my worn jeans and wrinkled t-shirt, feeling out of place and self-conscious. But I shrugged it off, determined to enjoy the night regardless.

      Lisa didn't exactly dress up either, opting for tight jeans and cute boots paired with a frilly top. She seemed to fall somewhere between me and the other patrons of the bar. "So this is where you've brought me?" I asked Lisa, a look of discomfort plastered on my face.

      "You look fine," she tried to reassure me, but her attempt fell flat. "Come on, let's go inside." Her eyes sparkled with excitement as she grabbed my hand and led me through the bustling crowd at the door.

      The interior of the bar was bathed in golden light, giving it a luxurious feel. The walls were adorned with shades of amber and gold, while chandeliers hung from the ceiling. As we made our way through the sea of people towards the bar, I couldn't help but notice a subtle 1920s vibe in the decor. It all added to the illusion that I was mingling with high society.

      But then I saw her.

      "Oh, you have got to be kidding me!" I exclaimed, pointing over Lisa's shoulder towards none other than Christine from Willow Tree.

      Lisa turned to look at me, concerned by my sudden outburst. My gaze remained fixed on Christine, who was wearing a skin-tight black dress that left little to the imagination. Her hair, which I had only seen tied up in a bun before, was now down and cascading around her shoulders. It was thicker and longer than I had imagined, adding to my frustration at being attracted to her.

      Before I could tear my eyes away, Christine noticed me staring and our eyes locked. It felt as though she had lassoed me with her gaze, squeezing the breath from my chest. She smiled slyly, bringing her glass to her lips for a drink.

      My cheeks flushed with embarrassment and I turned away, trying to ignore her presence. But it was difficult - every time I glanced back in her direction, she seemed to be looking at me too. I couldn't believe that I had run into her here of all places. "She has every right to be here just as much as you do," I reminded myself with an exasperated sigh.

      "Let's move to a different table," I suggested to Lisa, standing up from my seat. We made our way to a table in the back corner of the bar, where I hoped my view of Christine would be obscured. But once again, I was wrong.

      "I think she's coming over here," Lisa pointed out as we settled into our new spots. And sure enough, through the sea of tight dresses and button-up shirts, Christine made her way towards us with effortless grace.

      "Figures," I muttered under my breath, resting my chin on my hand. But then something unexpected happened.

      "Hey," said Christine, sounding a bit nervous. "You own Cherished Moments, right?"

      I hesitated for a moment, unsure if she was addressing me. "Uh, yeah," I finally replied.

      Christine quickly extended her hand across the table and flashed a smile.  “My name is Christine from Willow Tree.  I’ve seen your website and I absolutely love your work.”

      I was taken aback.  Christine was a big shot photographer in the Los Angeles area.  I couldn’t believe she’d ever even heard of me or my business.

      “My name’s Serena,” I replied, shaking her hand.  Her skin was soft as silk and a strand of hair fell delicately over her eyes.  Her smile glistened and her eyes were wild.  I realized that in all the chaos I hadn’t returned a smile so I tried to force one on.

      “Sorry if this is weird,” Christine said, finally releasing my hand, “but can I buy you a drink?”

      “Uh sure,” I said, still confused about Christine’s intentions.  “Good luck though, the bar is packed.”

      “Oh it’s cool, I know one of the bartenders.  All I have to do is text him and he makes my drink ASAP.”

      “Is he your boyfriend or something?” I said this partly to find out her sexuality, even though there was no chance in hell someone like Christine would be attracted to someone dressed in their weekend clothes.

      Christine laughed in reply.  “No, no, I don’t uh…swing that way.”  My heart started racing at the thought of Christine being a lesbian, but she looked slightly embarrassed about it.

      “Yeah, same here,” I said, trying to comfort her.

      “No kidding?”  I shook my head in reply.  “Mind if I sit here?” Christine asked, pointing to the seat that Lisa had been sitting in just a few moments ago.  I had been so transfixed by Christine that I hadn’t even noticed that Lisa left.  I scanned the bar and caught her in the distance talking to some muscled guy in a pink v-neck.

      I gave a nonchalant shrug, trying to play off the disappointment I felt when my friend left me alone with my rival. "I guess my friend found something else to do," I said casually.

      Christine followed my gaze and noticed Lisa with her new eye candy. "Oh, I thought she was your date or something," she commented, a hint of curiosity in her voice.

      I couldn't help but let out a laugh that was probably louder than necessary. "No, no. She's just my assistant," I clarified.

      A bright smile lit up Christine's face as she pulled out the chair beside me and took a seat. "So, how did you get started in photography?" she asked, leaning her elbows on the table and giving me her full attention.

      I couldn't help but wonder if she was flirting with me. Her smile seemed a bit too eager and her eyes were softening as they gazed at me. But it could also just be my imagination playing tricks on me.

      Trying to push away any thoughts of potential flirting, I shifted nervously in my seat as I remembered the unfashionable outfit I had thrown on before coming to this event. Thankfully, Christine didn't seem to notice or care about my appearance. In fact, the way she was looking at me made me feel like the sexiest person in the room.

      As I told her about the first time I picked up a camera and how it felt like destiny, Christine listened intently and asked more questions. When she pressed on about my college years, I shared with her the long history of my studies and experiences in photography.

      "Wow, so you legit studied it?" she marveled, clearly impressed by my dedication.

      I nodded in response. "Yeah, I wanted to make sure I had a solid foundation in it."

      "That's so cool," she exclaimed. "I actually just picked up a camera one day and decided to start a business."

      My initial reaction was envy, but I quickly bit my tongue to keep from saying anything. Instead, I tried to play it cool and complimented her success. "You've managed to be pretty successful despite that," I said with a nonchalant shrug.

      A hint of surprise crossed Christine's features, as if she had never really thought about her accomplishments before. "Yeah, I guess so," she mused, her eyes darting to the side.

      But then her gaze returned to me, full of admiration and wonder. "Anyway," she said, brushing a loose strand of hair out of her face, "I really love your work." Her cheeks flushed slightly and I couldn't deny the fact that she was indeed flirting with me.

      I couldn’t believe what was happening.  This girl was a knockout and at the top of her game, and she was flirting with me?  I was so flustered that I had almost forgotten how to flirt back.  Without thinking, I rested my hand on hers as I reassured her she was amazing at what she did.

      Stupid! I scolded myself for being so bold.  My body was shaking with anticipation for the next moment.  I couldn’t quite figure Christine out.  My nerves got the better of me and I looked away, into the crowded bar, so I hadn’t seen Christine leaning in to kiss me.

      Suddenly, a pair of warm, soft lips landed against my cheek and flooded my veins with a warm tingle.  Now that I was completely softened, I turned my face to hers and placed my lips on hers.  What the hell are we doing? I wondered, but I couldn’t stop myself to figure it out.

      Before I knew it, our lips were parting and our tongues were touching.  Her warm breath filled my mouth and I detected a hint of the vodka she’d been drinking.  I wasn’t sure what came over me but I wanted to devour her.

      There Christine sat, in her tight black dress, her breasts nearly spilling out, and I was the one getting to make out with her.  I didn’t take a single sweet drop of saliva for granted.  She pulled away.

      “Shit, I’m sorry,” she said nervously, brushing a hand through her hair.  Her head was lowered but her eyes looked up at me for validation.  “It must be the strong drinks here.”  But I knew better.  She was acting pretty damn sober aside from the impromptu make-out session.

      “No, it’s fine,” I admitted, unsure of how to remain professional while still wanting more.  My eyes dropped down over her voluptuous figure.  Her hips curved perfecting below her waist and all I wanted was to wrap my arms around it and pull her in close to me.

      I was stupidly brave before and I knew I need to be again.  So I leaned in, placed a finger under her chin and tilted her face up to mine.  Then we kissed the same sweet kiss we just shared.  I couldn’t get enough of her taste, her smell.  I wanted it to surround me always.

      The longer we kissed the more restless we became and our hands to wander.  First, her hands lay on my thighs, giving them gentle squeezes.  Then I moved a hand to the waist I so longed to hold and rubbed my thumb gently against her stomach.  I felt her quiver and her shortened breath confirmed it.

      She pulled away from me, stood up, and grabbed my hand.  “Come on,” she said.  I didn’t ask questions, I’d go to the ends of the earth for her if that’s what she had in mind.  Fortunately for me, she led me to Lisa so I could say my goodbyes and then we left the bar in Christine’s SUV.

      The car ride was intense.  We were through talking and just wanted to explore each other’s bodies.  She held my hand, kissing it every now and then, and I filled the gaps in by gently biting her knuckles.  She let out a soft moan that sounded more like a purr and I couldn’t believe I was going home with her.  My eyes danced over her body, aching to do all the things I was imagining.

      We pulled into the driveway of a large two story house.  “Fuck,” I said.  “This is your place?”

      “Mmhmm,” she nodded and looked at me seductively, “but let’s not focus on that right now.”  She reached a hand to my face, and brushed her thumb against my cheek.  She leaned in to kiss me and I was in heaven again.  My hand trembled as I reached out to touch her, my fingers grazing the soft skin just above her breast. Goosebumps formed in its wake and I couldn't help but smile at the effect I seemed to be having on her.

      I leaned in closer, my lips hovering just inches from hers as she let out a low moan. She placed her hand on mine and gave it a gentle squeeze, signaling for me to stop. Frustrated, yet intrigued, I followed her lead as we made our way into the house.

      As we walked down the dimly lit hallway, my admiration for the size of her house quickly faded away when I realized how cold and lonely it felt. It was clear that she lived here alone - there were no signs of anyone else's presence or belongings. My heart ached for her, knowing the loneliness she must feel.

      "Do you live here alone?" I asked, unable to hide the concern in my voice.

      "Yeah," she replied with a sad smile. "I never realized how empty a house like this could feel when you're single."

      Determined to make tonight different for her, I took her hand and led her up the stairs to her bedroom, past a hissing cat who eyed me suspiciously. "Don't mind Keke," Christine said with a chuckle. "She'll love you once she gets to know you." With that, we continued up the stairs and into her room.

      Christine switched off the lights, leaving us in darkness except for a soft glow coming from outside. As she walked towards the bed, I couldn't help but admire the way her body moved in the moonlight. She turned to face me and I walked right up to her, feeling the heat emanating from her body.

      Without hesitation, we started kissing heatedly, hands roaming everywhere now. I cupped her breasts while she grabbed onto my ass, pulling me closer to her. I kissed my way down her neck, savoring the taste of her skin and the sound of her moans.

      My hands fumbled with the thin black strap that kept her breasts contained in her tight dress, desperate to release them from their confinement. When I finally succeeded, I was met with a sight that took my breath away - Christine's perfect cleavage staring back at me, inviting me to explore further.

      I ran my fingers through her hair as I tilted my head back, giving myself ample space to devour every inch of her skin. My hand found its way down to her ass, keeping her close to me as I sucked on one of her nipples, eliciting even more moans from her.

      When I looked up at her, I noticed she was biting her lip, her gorgeous hair falling back behind her shoulders. With one hand still playing with her breast, I brought my other hand up to cup her face and brought our lips together once again. As we kissed, my hand continued its journey downwards until it reached the damp fabric between my skin and hers. Slowly and teasingly, I ran my fingertips along her slit until I reached where I imagined her clit to be, massaging it gently.

      Christine groaned loudly and closed her eyes, struggling to keep them open as pleasure coursed through her body. Wanting to take things slow and make this moment last, I kept my pace gentle and steady. I trailed kisses down from her lips to her cheek, then down to her neck where I bit gently on her earlobe before making my way back up.

      By now, Christine was having trouble standing on her own and so I lifted the bottom of her dress above her hips and pushed her onto the bed. She laid all the way back, her breasts spilling slightly to the side in an irresistible display of curves. Her bare legs shifted restlessly as she begged for more attention.

      I couldn't resist the urge any longer and placed my hands at her ankles, slowly trailing them up her smooth thighs until I reached her black panties. With one quick tug, I removed them and tossed them aside, revealing her beautiful body in all its glory.

      Her legs shifted again as if beckoning me, and I couldn't deny her any longer. I trailed kisses down from her neck to her chest, stopping to suck on each nipple before continuing my descent. As I reached her stomach, my hand grazed against her inner thigh, causing Christine to let out a soft moan.

      I locked eyes with her as I slid my fingers between her legs, feeling the soft wetness that awaited me. Slowly and deliberately, I massaged her clit while dipping my head down to kiss and nibble on her inner thighs. Her breathing became more ragged with each passing moment, and I knew she was close.

      I leaned back and stared at her for a moment.  Her dress was bunched around her waist, exposing the most private skin of her body.  Before today, she was my competition. I couldn’t help but wonder what type of relationship might be in store for us after.  She was growing restless, and I always aimed to please.

      Thirsty for her touch, I brought my hands to her ankles again and ran them up to her thighs, this time spreading them with confidence. The dimly lit room only added to the anticipation and desire coursing through me as I took in every inch of her body. My eyes couldn't help but linger on the glistening wetness between her legs, beckoning me closer. Without hesitation, I brought my face right to it, taking in the intoxicating aroma of her arousal.

      With a trail of delicate kisses, I made my way up her inner thighs until my tongue finally found her opening. Her moans signaled my actions were pleasing to her, spurring me on even more. I continued to lick up and down her slit before resting on her clit, circling it with eager flicks of my tongue.

      Her hips began to move against me, urging me on as I felt the familiar ache between my own legs grow stronger by the second. Unable to resist any longer, I reached a hand up to one of her perfect breasts, reveling in its softness as I gently rolled her nipple between my fingers. She squirmed against me, working with me as we both rode the waves of pleasure together.

      "Fuck," she whispered breathlessly. "You're going to make me come." The words sent shivers down my spine and only fueled my own craving for release.

      "I want to come with you," I told her, and she responded with a soft moan that sent vibrations straight to my core. In an instant, I shed off my jeans and climbed back onto the bed, feeling the cool sheets against my heated skin.

      With a hand slipping into my own panties, I couldn't help but feel the pool of wetness already building. As Christine's moans grew louder and more urgent against my pussy, I dragged some lubricant up to my clit and circled it with increasing intensity. I moaned in unison with her, feeling the familiar building of a climax as I continued to tease and please her.

      As we both neared the brink, I picked up the pace, matching the rhythm of her body and allowing our desires to guide us. Her hips rocked against mine, and I kept my free hand on her breast, savoring every detail of her pleasure and my own.

      "F-fuck!" she cried out suddenly, her body trembling as she rode out her orgasm. In that moment, everything tasted and smelled metallic, the electric rush of our passion mingling together in perfect harmony. My own body couldn't hold back much longer, and finally, I felt the pulsing of my own climax overtaking me.

      As Christine's beautiful pussy came around my face in waves of ecstasy, I couldn't help but let out a cry of pure pleasure myself. We both collapsed onto the bed, panting heavily as we came down from our shared release.

      When my senses had calmed and I lifted my head from between her legs, I looked up at her with a contented smile. She was looking down at me with that sparkling smile that always melted my heart. With a finger, she motioned for me to lie beside her.

      I eagerly crawled over her and settled beside her bare chest, both of us still catching our breaths and basking in the afterglow of our intimate encounter. Our heads lay side by side so we could look into each other's eyes, relishing in this moment of pure bliss between two women who were deeply connected on all levels. Together, we panted slowly while our hearts beat in unison, knowing that this was just the beginning of something truly special between us.

      “I have to admit,” I started, my nerves getting the best of me. “This was pretty unexpected.”

      “Really?” Christine seemed genuinely confused, cocking her head to the side. Her luscious curls cascaded over her shoulder, framing her face like a halo. I couldn't help but get lost in her deep brown eyes. “I caught you looking at me through the window on Saturday. I figured you’d know why I had come over to you in the bar.”

      My cheeks flushed with embarrassment as I remembered that night. I had been out with some friends and had caught sight of Christine across the bar, laughing and chatting with a group of people. She had looked stunning, and I couldn't resist sneaking glances at her throughout the night.

      “What? You did?” I stammered, trying to play it cool.

      She smiled, a mischievous twinkle in her eye. “I thought it was cute.” She reached over and gently brushed a strand of hair behind my ear. “I wondered who you were and wanted to know you a little better.”

      My heart fluttered at her words and I couldn't believe my luck. Here was this gorgeous woman showing interest in me.

      “Is this how you usually get to know someone?” I joked nervously, trying to break the tension.

      She gave me a playful shove, making me giggle like a schoolgirl. “Oh shut up!” She laughed, her smile lighting up her whole face.

      I couldn't resist any longer and pulled her closer for another kiss. This time it was deeper, more passionate, as if we were both trying to convey our feelings through that simple action.

      “I’d like to taste you,” she whispered between kisses, sending shivers down my spine. How is she so damn perfect? I wondered. I didn’t know what to say to such a beautiful statement, so I just nodded, unable to form words.

      Christine crawled over me, her breasts dangling above me as she worked her hands down my body. She slid my panties to the floor and rested her head between my legs. A rush of excitement coursed through me as I looked down on a sight I thought I’d never see, and a smile spread across my face.

      She licked me and despite having just come, I felt as if I could already go again. Her touch was electric, igniting a fire within me that had been dormant for far too long.

      “Fuck, you taste blissful,” she told me, crawling back up to my face. “Next time, I want to make you come.”

      I couldn't believe how lucky I was to have found someone like Christine. She was not only drop-dead gorgeous, but she also knew exactly what she wanted and wasn't afraid to go after it. And right now, what she wanted was me.

      I grabbed her face and pulled it in for another kiss, moaning softly as our bodies pressed closer together. “Christine,” I said breathlessly as we broke apart. “Where have you been all my life?” We both laughed at the cliché and shoved each other playfully.

      “Come on,” she said with a devilish grin. “Let’s grab a cup of coffee so we can do this again.”

      We both dressed quickly, eager to continue where we left off. Christine led me downstairs to her kitchen where she expertly brewed us some coffee before leading me back up to her bedroom.

      What followed was a very long and satisfying night for both of us, filled with laughter, passion, and endless cups of coffee. As the sun began to rise outside the window, we lay tangled in each other's arms, basking in the afterglow of our intense connection.

      As I drifted off to sleep with Christine by my side, I couldn't help but wonder how I had gotten so lucky to find someone like her. But as I woke up the next morning, with her warm body pressed against mine and her soft breathing in my ear, I knew that it didn't matter. All that mattered was that she was here with me, and I never wanted this blissful feeling to end.
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      Juicy

      Hot Flames

      Dirty Photo

      The Cabin

      Boss’s Orders

      Muse

      Just One Night

      Hot Summer

      College Party

      The Bet

      Sorority Girls

      Model

      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

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Want to know about new releases?

          

        

      

    

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

      

        

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

      

        

      
        Click here to join my newsletter!

      

        

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

      

        

      
        No spam, just romance goodies!

      

      

      
        
         

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            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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