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      As Britney hoisted herself out of the pool, beads of water rolled over her perfectly sculpted curves. Her body was a work of art, with every inch exuding confidence and beauty. I couldn't help but stare longingly, feeling disappointed by my own figure in comparison. Working as a lifeguard alongside someone like Britney was a constant struggle to maintain self-confidence.

      But even with her breathtaking appearance, it wasn't just physical attractiveness that drew people to Britney. It was her personality - kind, outgoing, and always ready with a smile for everyone. She made it easy to forget any insecurities and just bask in her infectious positivity.

      "Hey, Amanda," she said to me as she wrung out her ponytail, "nice tan lines you got there." I smiled, blushing at her playful comment, unable to find the strength to reply. My eyes peered through my black sunglasses and traveled over her hips and down her legs. It was no wonder she was the center of attention among our coworkers and pool visitors alike.

      Just as I was about to open my mouth and finally speak, she blew her whistle and scolded a kid who ran past her too close to the edge of the pool. Distracted for a moment, she quickly regained her composure and made her way back to her post on the other side of the pool.

      I had been working at this job for some time now, but the thought of actually saving someone's life still terrified me. Britney on the other hand seemed to live for these moments - she loved to go on and on about how much of a difference we could make and how important our job was. And as much as I tried to resist it, I found myself getting caught up in her enthusiasm every time.

      Of course, most days were relatively uneventful - the kids were mostly safe with their parents nearby or with us keeping a watchful eye. At most, we just had to blow our whistles occasionally to keep them in line. Britney was great with them, always managing to charm and entertain them, while I often struggled to get them to even listen to me.

      But there was one group of boys who showed up regularly that seemed to be solely interested in Britney's attention. They would surround her chair, cracking jokes and trying to flirt with her, but she never lost focus on her duties. I couldn't hear what they were saying, but I did catch glimpses of Britney throwing her head back in laughter a few times.

      She shifted in her chair elegantly, crossing one long leg over the other as she leaned forward with her forearm resting against her thigh. Her sunglasses were pushed down slightly on her nose as she peered over them at one of the boys, raising her eyebrows playfully.

      Eventually, she turned to me and gave me a look that I knew all too well. Can you believe these guys? She mouthed to me, accompanied by an eye roll. I just shook my head disapprovingly and she flashed me a mischievous smile. These small interactions with her were the moments of my job that I loved the most.

      As the afternoon spilled towards the horizon and the sun began to set, another day at work was coming to an end without any emergencies or rescues needed. Britney and I headed to the locker room to change out of our swimsuits.

      "Will those guys ever take a hint?" She asked, fiddling with the combination lock on her locker.

      "Probably not," I chimed in, joining in on our usual banter.

      "I'm just not interested," she continued, loosening her ponytail and shaking out her hair. "They're just not my type." There was a fire in her eyes as she spoke that I wished could consume me. I couldn't help but envy her passion and energy.

      "Why aren't you interested?" I blurted out, surprised by my own forthrightness. Britney looked taken aback for a moment before composing herself.

      "I'm sorry," she replied sincerely, "I didn't mean to sound ungrateful. It's just that they're not the kind of guys I'm looking for." The room grew quiet as we both processed her words.

      As I changed into my regular clothes, I couldn't help but wonder what type of guy would catch Britney's eye. And in that moment, I realized that despite our differences, I wanted to be more like her - confident, outgoing, and unafraid to stand up for what she wanted. She was truly an inspiration in more ways than one.

      I grabbed my clothes and turned the corner to dry off and change in privacy. It wasn't until I had fully stripped down out of my wet bathing suit that I noticed the way my body looked. My small breasts seemed even smaller as they popped out from under the straps of my swimsuit. My hips were narrow and my stomach was not as toned as I would have liked it to be. As I stood there with a towel pressed against my skin, all I could see were imperfections staring back at me in the mirror.

      Feeling self-conscious and disappointed with myself, I quickly dressed and headed back to my locker. But when I got there, I saw Britney standing there naked. Her head was lowered as she dried her legs, so I figured she hadn't seen me. Her long hair flowed over her face and the ends of it danced against her skin. For a moment, I couldn't take my eyes off of her perfect, bare figure. She was beautiful.

      But then reality hit me like a ton of bricks and a wave of conflicting emotions washed over me. On one hand, I yearned to look like Britney - flawless and confident in her own skin. But on the other hand, seeing her naked made me feel something else entirely. Suddenly, all I wanted to do was reach out and touch her or kiss her.

      I shook my head, trying to clear these thoughts from my mind. What was wrong with me? Why was I having these feelings? I forced myself to look away from Britney before she could notice me staring. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, trying to relax and focus on something else.

      When I opened my eyes, Britney was almost fully dressed. She flashed me a brilliant smile and for a moment, all of my confusion and conflicting emotions disappeared. "Can I be totally open with you about something?" she suddenly asked me. "I feel like I can trust you with anything."

      I was taken aback by her sudden openness, but also flattered that she trusted me enough to confide in me. I nodded and listened intently as she spoke.

      "The reason I'm not into all these guys is..." she hesitated, struggling with how to say what she wanted to say. I remained silent, waiting for her to continue. She wrung her hair out as she gathered her thoughts. Her eyes traveled down to the ground and I could see the tension in her body. Finally, she exhaled deeply and continued, "It's because I like girls."

      My heart stopped. My throat felt dry. For a moment, I couldn't find any words to say in response. This was not something I had ever expected to hear from anyone, especially not someone like Britney who seemed so confident and put together.

      Come on, Amanda, say something. But the words wouldn't come. I could tell that Britney was starting to get worried by my silence.

      "Cool," is all I managed to say before mentally smacking myself for sounding so lame. But to my relief, Britney seemed to breathe easier and then she smiled.

      "Thanks," she said, regaining her confidence once again. "I knew I could tell you anything." She smiled and slammed her locker door shut before turning back to me. "So, see you tomorrow?"

      "Yeah, of course," I added quickly as I also closed my locker door and followed her out of the building and into the parking lot. I watched as she walked gracefully to her car and opened the door slowly, then turned back to wave at me. I returned the gesture and then hopped on my bike, feeling a mix of emotions swirling inside of me.

      As I rode home, I couldn't stop thinking about what Britney had told me. It was like a weight had been lifted off of her shoulders and she trusted me enough to share this with me. I felt honored and also scared - what if someone found out? Would people think differently of her, or of me for knowing?

      But one thing was for sure - my view of Britney had completely changed in that moment. She was more than just a confident and inspiring girl. She was brave and vulnerable, and that made her even more admirable in my eyes.

      From that day on, our friendship grew stronger as we shared more secrets and confided in each other about our deepest thoughts and feelings. And no matter what anyone else may think or say, I will always be proud to call Britney not only my inspiration but also my friend.

      The ride home from work was warm and felt good against my cool skin. I rolled down the windows of my car, letting the cool breeze flow through my hair as I replayed the events of the day in my mind.

      Britney has shocked me with her revelation. My mind couldn't seem to focus on anything else, constantly running through the conversation we had and wondering why it affected me so much. So what if she likes girls? It shouldn't matter to me. But for some reason, it did. And it bothered me that I couldn't figure out why.

      As I pulled into my driveway, I sighed and turned off the engine. I sat there for a moment, trying to clear my head before going inside. But Britney's secret kept racing through my mind, taunting and teasing me with questions and conflicting emotions.

      When I finally entered my house, I found it empty. I grabbed some leftovers from the fridge and absentmindedly ate while turning on the TV for background noise. But no matter how hard I tried, I couldn't escape thoughts of Britney.

      Commercials filled with hot models only served to remind me of Britney's body - not as thin as them, but still lean and toned with the most amazing breasts. The image popped into my head, causing a familiar heat to rise between my legs. Frustrated and aroused, I turned off the TV and headed to my room.

      I locked the door behind me for safe measure, not wanting anyone to interrupt my thoughts or actions. Laying on my bed, I exhaled heavily and stared at the ceiling above. How was it possible that someone who just came out to me this afternoon could have such an effect on me?

      My thoughts became more vivid as I nervously recalled Britney's naked body from earlier today - slender, smooth, and dripping wet. A rush of arousal spread through my body, making me squirm and ache with desire. Her breasts did more than make me envious, they made me hot and salivating. I couldn't take it anymore.

      With trembling fingers, I reached down under my panties and realized that I was already soaking wet and particularly sensitive today. My mind drifted to the image of Britney's chest - her breasts hanging elegantly over her taught stomach with the most adorable perky nipples. I imagined taking one gently in my mouth, running my tongue over it and savoring the taste.

      My hand slipped inside my panties, teasing myself as I thought of Britney's firm hand on my breast. The heat between my legs intensified as I indulged in these forbidden thoughts. It felt wrong, but at the same time, it felt so right.

      I hesitated for a moment, feeling guilty for what I was doing. I shouldn't be touching myself while thinking about my new coworker like this. But deep down, I knew no one had to know. Especially not Britney.

      I circled my clit faster, dipping my finger back inside my slick folds before returning to tease my sensitive nub again. With my other hand, I tugged on my own nipples, imagining that it was Britney doing the tugging. The metallic taste of pleasure filled my mouth as I wondered what she tasted like.

      In my fantasy, Britney's tongue plunged into my mouth, circling mine just like I was circling my clit. My hips rocked against the mattress as I squirmed and moaned uncontrollably.

      My pussy ached and throbbed, begging for release. And finally, with one last dip of my fingers and a flick of my clit, I found it. A powerful orgasm ripped through me, causing me to cry out and fall back against the bed in a daze.

      I still felt guilty for what I had just done, but my body was too overwhelmed with pleasure to fully process it. I couldn't deny the fact that I had just come while thinking about my new friend and coworker, Britney. What did this mean? And why couldn't I stop thinking about her?

      Exhausted and emotionally drained, I drifted off into a deep sleep, hoping that maybe in my dreams, I could find some answers to the questions plaguing my mind.
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      The next afternoon at the pool was painfully awkward for me. Every move I made seemed to be calculated, as if Britney could see right through me and my dirty thoughts from last night. I crossed and uncrossed my legs, trying to find a position that wouldn't give away my inner turmoil.

      "Snap out of it," I mentally scolded myself, but it was no use. I couldn't shake off the image of Britney lying in bed with me, her soft skin pressed against mine. The memory only intensified my attraction towards her, and she was just sitting across the pool, unaware of the effect she had on me.

      Suddenly, Britney's voice snapped me out of my reverie. "Hey, Amanda!" she shouted from across the crowded pool, waving her hand in my direction. Her gorgeous smile flashed at me, causing a flutter in my stomach. I weakly lifted my arm in response and gave her a short wave back.

      But before I could bask in the warmth of her greeting, her fan club reappeared. A couple of boys swam up to her side, clearly trying to impress her with their antics. My heart sank as I watched them flirt and joke around with Britney, knowing that they were just using her for their own amusement.

      "Hello hot stuff!" one of them shouted while the other snickered. Anger stirred within me at their disrespectful behavior towards Britney. Ignoring the uneasy feeling in my stomach, I stood up from my chair and marched determinedly around the pool towards them.

      As I approached them, no one seemed to notice me amongst the throngs of kids splashing and playing. But I didn't care; all I could focus on was getting these boys to leave Britney alone. She deserved better than this.

      "Hey!" I suddenly shouted out, causing all the guys to turn around with bewildered expressions. "You need to leave her alone." I surprised even myself with my outburst. This wasn't like me; I was usually the quiet, unassuming lifeguard who tried to avoid confrontation at all costs.

      But something inside me had snapped. These guys couldn't treat Britney like a toy, and I was going to put a stop to it.

      "Oh yeah?" the ring leader sneered, his friends snickering beside him. "And who's gonna make us?"

      Without hesitation, I threw my arms out towards him and gave him a hard shove, sending him flying into the pool. The sound of the water splashing on all of us echoed through the pool area as I watched in satisfaction as he sank into the water.

      After a few seconds, he resurfaced, his friends laughing at him and pointing. "She got you!" they taunted, slapping their thighs in amusement.

      Fury bubbled within me as the ring leader climbed his way out of the pool, glaring at me. "You know I could get you fired for that," he threatened, jabbing a finger towards my chest.

      In that moment, the reality of what had just happened hit me like a ton of bricks. What was I doing here? Pushing teenagers that I was supposed to be looking after? Shame washed over me as I mumbled an apology and slowly walked away from them.

      "That's right! Get outta here!" the boy shouted after me, but I didn't need to be told twice.

      For the rest of my shift, I slouched in my chair, trying my best to remain inconspicuous. My mind was filled with self-loathing thoughts as I scolded myself for losing control and behaving in such an unpredictable manner. Staring blankly into the ripples in the pool, I couldn't help but wonder what had come over me and if Britney had noticed my outburst. Guilt gnawed at me, knowing that I had let her down and compromised my job as a lifeguard.

      As everyone left for the day, I made my way to the locker rooms with Britney. My heart was heavy with disappointment after the incident a the pool. I couldn't believe I had lost control like that and lashed out at a swimmer. But Britney was there, offering words of comfort and support that I didn't even know I needed.

      We sat down on the benches in the empty locker room, both lost in our thoughts. And then suddenly, she spoke up.

      "Hey, Amanda?" she started, looking directly at me. "Thanks for sticking up for me."

      I was taken aback by her words. I simply nodded in response, unable to find any words.

      "If anyone asks," she continued. "I'll lie about you pushing that kid. I'd hate for you to lose your job."

      A wave of gratitude washed over me as I realized how much she cared about my well-being. "Thank you," I smiled, feeling a newfound admiration for this fierce young woman.

      But then things took an unexpected turn when she leaned in and kissed me. My heart skipped a beat as our lips touched and I felt a rush of heat spread throughout my body.

      Britney pulled away quickly, unsure if she had crossed a line. But before she could apologize or retreat back into her reserved shell, I leaned in and kissed her again. This time, with more urgency and passion.

      Her intense fire ignited something deep within me and all thoughts of right and wrong faded away as we explored each other's mouths with a reckless abandon.

      My hands roamed through her hair while hers traced my spine, sending shivers down my back. Every touch from her was electrifying and I couldn't get enough.

      As we sat there on the bench, caught up in our own private world, I realized that this was the first time I had truly felt at home with someone. Britney's touch, her kiss, her body heat crashing into mine...it all felt so right.

      But as much as I wanted to lose myself in her completely, a small voice of reason nagged at me. This was uncharted territory for both of us and we didn't know where it would lead.

      Britney must have sensed my hesitation because she pulled away from the kiss and started kissing my neck instead. Each gentle nibble sent waves of pleasure through me and I couldn't resist leaning into her even more.

      Her touch was like a drug and I was addicted. I craved more of her, wanted to explore every inch of her body and learn how to please her in ways she had never experienced before.

      Without thinking, I interlocked my fingers with hers and she brought our joined hands up to her mouth. Her soft lips kissed each of my knuckles, sending a rush of warmth through me.

      I could feel my senses heightening in the dimly lit locker room as we sat there, palms touching, breathing heavily. And then she patted the bench next to her, silently inviting me to sit closer.

      I eagerly moved next to her and she leaned into me once again, starting to kiss my neck but this time starting from my shoulder. Her kisses were slow and deliberate, igniting sparks wherever they touched.

      As she continued her sensual assault on my neck, I couldn't help but wonder how far this would go. How far did I want it to go? But in that moment, all doubts faded away as our bodies pressed against each other in perfect harmony.

      I couldn't help but feel a newfound sense of freedom and discovery. And as we walked out into the night, hand in hand, I knew that this was just the beginning of something special between me and Britney. We were lost in our own little bubble, unaware of anything else outside those four walls.

      Her lips were soft and supple as they trailed down my neck, leaving a trail of hot kisses that made my skin tingle with desire. I couldn't believe what was happening, but at the same time, I couldn't deny how much I wanted it. Britney's touch was electric, sending sparks through every nerve in my body.

      She continued kissing and nibbling at my skin until a moan escaped from me. Oh my god, I thought, I can't believe I'm going through with this. I barely know her. But as Britney's hand moved under the strap of my swimsuit, all rational thoughts flew out the window. My skin tingled and my pussy grew wetter as she expertly removed the top of my bathing suit.

      I gasped as she exposed my breasts to her hungry gaze. For a moment, she simply stared before leaning in again, this time biting and sucking on the sensitive flesh. I moaned and arched my back into her touch, unable to resist the pleasure coursing through my body.

      But then she stopped suddenly, teasing me with her fingers and lips as she reached behind me to unclasp my bathing suit bottoms. In one swift motion, she had stripped me completely naked before resuming her passionate assault on my body.

      Britney's hands cupped my breasts and I couldn't help but let out another moan as she kneaded them gently. Our tongues tangled in a heated embrace as we kissed passionately, lost in our own little world despite the fact that anyone could walk in at any moment.

      I could hear voices outside the locker room door, but for once, their presence didn't bother me. All that mattered was Britney's lips on mine and her hands exploring every inch of my naked body.

      Her fingers trailed down my waist and over my hips, slipping under the remaining fabric of my bathing suit bottom. With one smooth movement, she had removed it completely, leaving me completely exposed to her lustful gaze.

      But I couldn't find it in myself to be self-conscious. Not with Britney's lips on mine and her hands roaming over my body, igniting every nerve ending with their touch.

      She laid me down on the bench and climbed on top of me, straddling my hips as she hungrily kissed me. Our fingers intertwined above my head as she claimed my mouth once again, leaving me breathless from the intensity of her desire.

      But then she moved lower, kissing and nipping at my neck before moving to my breasts. She took one nipple into her mouth, swirling her tongue around it before teasing the other with her hand. I moaned and gripped onto her, my own desire growing by the second.

      Her teeth grazed against my nipples and I couldn't help but cry out in pleasure. My pussy was throbbing with need and I could feel the wetness pooling between my thighs.

      Britney lifted herself up slightly and brought her chest to hover over my face. Without hesitation, I eagerly took one of her nipples into my mouth, flicking it with my tongue as I heard her moan for the first time.

      Oh, how I wanted to give her pleasure too. As I continued to suck and tease her nipple, my hand found its way between her legs. And when I felt that she was also completely bare down there, my arousal only grew stronger.

      I could feel some of Britney's wetness on her inner thigh and my mouth watered at the thought of tasting her. Unable to resist any longer, I slipped a finger into her tight cunt while still sucking on her breast and hearing her moans grow louder.

      Her pussy was warm and slick against my finger as I explored every inch of her quivering walls. I wanted nothing more than to taste her sweet nectar and make her scream with pleasure.

      With one last flick of her nipple, I pulled my mouth away and looked into her eyes as I brought my finger to my mouth, sucking on it the same way she had just suckled on me.

      The scent of her arousal drove me wild and I couldn't wait any longer. I needed to taste her. With a wicked grin, I leaned down and kissed Britney hard, my hand moving back between her legs to dip into her wetness once again.

      As our tongues tangled in a desperate dance, I could feel her hips grinding against my hand and I knew she was close. Without breaking our kiss, I brought my fingers to my own lips and sucked them clean, tasting her for the first time.

      It was like an explosion of flavors on my tongue - sweet and tangy and everything in between. And as she moaned into my mouth, I couldn't help but want more.

      I moved lower, trailing kisses down her neck and over her chest until I reached her breasts. My tongue circled around one nipple before taking it into my mouth, sucking gently as my fingers explored the slick folds of her pussy.

      I eagerly grabbed her hips, pulling her closer to me as our lips met in a passionate kiss. Our bodies were pressed together, every inch of skin tingling with anticipation. I couldn't get enough of her, the taste of her lips and the feel of her body against mine driving me wild with desire.

      As we continued to kiss, my hands roamed over her body, exploring every curve and dip. Her moans only fueled my hunger for her, making me want her even more.

      I couldn't resist any longer and I pulled Britney onto my lap, letting her straddle my face. The scent of her arousal filled my senses as I wrapped my arms around her legs, pulling her closer to me. My mouth watered at the thought of tasting her sweet nectar.

      Without hesitation, I dove in between her legs and found Britney's clit. I kissed it gently, eliciting a soft moan from her lips. Her hips began to rock back and forth, grinding against my tongue as I continued to tease her with gentle kisses.

      But soon, gentle was not enough for either of us. We lost control in the heat of the moment, our bodies moving in perfect sync as Britney dominated my mouth with every thrust of her hips. Her juices coated my face as she rode out the waves of pleasure crashing over her.

      Feeling completely consumed by Britney's pleasure, I reached up with both hands and found her nipples. I tugged and rolled them between my fingers, causing Britney to moan even louder.

      When she couldn't take it anymore, Britney screamed out in pure ecstasy as she came in my mouth. I drank in every drop eagerly, savoring the taste of her release.

      Breathless and trembling from the intensity of our encounter, Britney collapsed onto me for a brief moment before sitting up again to give me a deep kiss. "That was the best I've ever had," she said with a smile, and I couldn't help but feel proud of myself.

      As we continued to kiss, the desire between us only grew stronger. It was like a fire burning inside me, and I couldn't resist confessing to Britney that my pussy had ached for her all day long.

      Britney's confusion quickly turned into excitement as she realized what I meant. "All day?" she teased, making me blush. But before I could even respond, she was already moving down my body, trailing kisses from my neck to my breasts.

      Her lips lingered on each nipple, teasing and sucking until I was begging for more. When she finally made her way down to my stomach, I wiggled in anticipation, desperate for her touch.

      But instead of heading straight for my dripping core, Britney took her time kissing and caressing my waist and hips. With every passing second, my need for her tongue grew stronger.

      Finally, Britney looked up at me with amazement in her eyes. "Your pussy is soaking!" she exclaimed excitedly. I couldn't help but feel a little embarrassed as I tried to close my legs to hide the wet spot, but Britney wouldn't let me off the hook that easily.

      "Not so fast," she said with a mischievous glint in her eye as she forcefully opened my legs back up and settled herself between them. Her fingers traced the outline of my pussy, causing shivers of pleasure to run through my body.

      I couldn't take it anymore and begged her to touch me. But instead of giving in right away, Britney continued to tease me by tracing the folds of my wet pussy without actually diving in.

      "Oh god," I moaned, "please, please...I can't take it anymore." But still, Britney continued to torment me with her gentle caresses until I was practically shaking with need.

      Finally, she relented and pushed a finger into my soaking core. I moaned loudly as she slowly circled inside me, quickly building up the pressure until I thought I might explode.

      But just as I was on the brink of release, Britney suddenly pulled her fingers out and adjusted her position between my legs. I looked down at her, my body trembling with desire as she gazed back at me with an almost hungry look in her eye.

      I couldn't resist staring at her beautiful face, wanting nothing more than to feel her tongue on me. And then, without warning, that's exactly what happened.

      A warm, wet tongue pressed against my clit, causing me to cry out in pleasure. But that was only the beginning. As Britney continued to circle and suck on my sensitive bud, another finger slipped inside my wetness and began gently thrusting in and out.

      The sensation was unlike anything I had ever felt before. Every nerve in my body was on fire as Britney brought me closer and closer to the edge of ecstasy.

      Sweat glistened on our bodies as we moved in unison. Britney's skilled fingers delved deep inside me, expertly stroking my walls and rubbing against my sweet spot. I couldn't help but moan and arch my back, pushing myself closer to her touch.

      As she pleasured me, I reached down and grabbed my own breasts, teasing my nipples and heightening the pleasure coursing through my body. My eyes locked with hers, a beautiful goddess staring back at me while she devoured my wet pussy. I could feel myself getting lost in the moment, completely consumed by the sensations she was creating within me.

      I couldn't resist the urge to touch her as well, grabbing the back of her head and running my fingers through her soft golden hair. Feeling her mouth on my most intimate area was sending me over the edge, and I knew I was close to climaxing.

      With an intense wave of pleasure building inside me, I bucked my hips faster, urging Britney on. She followed suit, pumping her fingers deeper and faster while lapping at my pussy with her tongue. The combination of her movements and her warm breath on my skin was driving me wild.

      "Oh my god, Britney! Oh! I think I'm going to cum!" I screamed out her name as the orgasm hit me like a shockwave. My body trembled and convulsed as waves of pleasure coursed through every inch of me. And amidst it all, I could feel Britney smiling between my legs, knowing that she had brought this intense pleasure upon me.

      As I collapsed from the intensity of it all, Britney crawled back up to me and we embraced for a few moments. Our bodies were still buzzing from our passionate encounter, but then we heard voices outside getting louder.

      "Shit, we better get dressed," I said with a laugh, knowing that our time together was coming to an end. We quickly put on our swimsuits just in time for our boss to walk in.

      "Hey girls, what are you up to? It's time to clock out!" she said with a smile, not noticing anything out of the ordinary.

      Britney and I exchanged a glance, both of us flushed and still feeling the lingering effects of our rendezvous. We laughed and replied simultaneously, "We'll be right out." But as she looked at me with those intense eyes, I knew that this wouldn't be the last time we indulged in each other's pleasure.
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        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.
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        Can’t open the link?  Just copy and paste this link into your browser: https://mailchi.mp/8db97a52e910/julia-young
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      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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