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Chapter 1

“Need a refill?” the bartender asked, nodding at the empty glass in front of me.

“I better hold off. I’m meeting a friend.”

His raised eyebrow and dubious frown made it clear that he didn’t think my friend was coming.

And yes, she was twenty-five minutes late.

But I knew Emma. She’d been my best friend for ten years. Sure, she’d cancelled on me more in the last six months than any other time in our friendship, but that was because she’d had a baby less than a year ago. She deserved some slack; she was adjusting to a whole new way of life. And yes, I was a little frustrated, because I missed her. But I’d be a jerk if I begrudged her priorities changing.

Twenty minutes, two more loaded looks from the bartender, and half another glass of sangria later, she finally walked through the brewery’s door, flipping her cascade of brown hair over one shoulder as she searched the room for me. She was a vision in purple, the color bringing out the blush in her cheeks and the warm undertones of her skin. She was always bronzed, but she must’ve been spending more time outside, because as I waved excitedly at her, I noticed a sun-tinged glow to her.

And thank God I had that to focus on, because otherwise, my eyes would have dropped to the deep v of her dress, which showed off a side effect of her recent pregnancy.

Do not think about your best friend’s assets. I wish I could say that was the first time I’d scolded myself for it, but it was more like the fortieth. And that was before I’d discovered a Reddit forum full of people with my particular proclivity.

Emma and I had always had a purely platonic relationship, but I’d harbored a lust for her—certain parts of her, especially—since we met our freshman year at college. She was my roommate, and despite being one of the messiest people I know, somehow, we hit it off. Shared clothes, secrets, notes from the chemistry class she aced and I barely passed.

There were so many times lying in bed late at night, four feet separating our twin beds, when I imagined how she might react if I told her what I really thought about her. What I wanted to do with her, to her.

But I never had the courage. I didn’t want to ruin our friendship, not when it was the best one I’d ever had. Emma got me through college, a turbulent time when I was still figuring out my sexuality and what the heck I wanted to do with my life. I couldn’t risk making things complicated between us. After she married her husband, I’d assumed my feelings would fade.

Then she got pregnant.

It had done amazing things to her body, amplifying curves I’d already struggled to ignore, ones now hinted at by the deep v of her dress.

I’d seen them countless times over the years, in dressing rooms as we shopped, in bedrooms and closets as we got ready for parties. They had played a starring role in most of my bedroom fantasies, but after Emma got pregnant, my fascination went from obsession to fetish. Nursing bras and oversized tops couldn’t hide her new voluptuousness, and the fit and flair dress she was wearing tonight showing them off to full advantage.

I tried to swallow down a wave of intense desire now as I stood up and held out my arms to her for an embrace. But, like she was trying to torture me, rather than walking into the hug, Emma wrapped my head in a crushing clutch that plastered my cheeks to her chest. I was caught in a half-crouch, my nose pressed into her cleavage, its pillowy flesh creating a warm, citrus-scented cocoon I’d have happily stayed in all night. If she’d let me. But she wouldn’t, so when she released me, I covered my groan of frustration with a cough.

“I’ve missed you so much! It’s been forever! I can’t wait to catch up, but let me go to the bar first. You have no idea how much I need a drink right now,” she said, words coming out hurried as she leaned down and pressed a chaste kiss to my cheek. She was vibrating with energy in a way I hadn’t seen since before she had Owen. And she was glowing, too, all traces of sleep deprivation gone.

The sensation of her lips touching my face was enough to send heat cascading from my neck down to the exposed skin of my upper thighs, making me glad I’d chosen thick briefs instead of a flimsy, lacy pair of panties to wear under my shorts. The latter would have been soaked through by now.

“Ginger ale?” I was already back up and halfway to the bar, needing space, fresh air, and a chance to run through my reverse-spank bank, a collection of images and gross anecdotes from Buzzfeed’s health section that I turned to when the horny bud beneath my shorts chose an inopportune moment to firm up and make her needs known.

But Emma called out, “No, get me a sangria!”

I whipped around, earning a glare from the woman passing by me with a tray of martinis in tall, easily breakable glasses. “Sangria? Like, without the wine and brandy? Just fruit juice?” Emma breastfed Owen, so I was used to her abstaining from alcohol.

“With the booze, Ali. We’re celebrating tonight,” she said, holding up her credit card as she sauntered toward me. “Owen is weaned, so my tits are finally my own again!”


Chapter 2

This particular bar catered to an eclectic clientele of hipsters, young professionals, academics and the odd hippie. You could bet that most of the people who walked through its doors on any given night were card-carrying Democrats or Green party members. But while they might have been open-minded when it came to gender and climate conservation, they were clearly of the mindset that breasts—or talk of them—did not belong at a Thursday happy hour. At least half the bar turned to stare at Emma with open-mouthed awe and, in many cases, horror.

This was classic Emma, though. She was an over-sharer; once, in line for the bathroom at a club while we were in grad school, she and the stranger in front of her had spent ten minutes debating the best brands of water-based lube. There were three people in line in front of us, and at least four behind, all bearing witness to Emma’s anecdote about the time she accidentally used silicone lube with a gold-plated butt plug the guy she was dating at the time gave her.

She had no filter.

“Em, while I am ecstatic about the freedom of your chest from the pain of breastfeeding and delighted to know Owen can now drink cow’s milk, you need to keep your voice down!” I whispered.

Truthfully, I didn’t care if the entire street heard our conversation; my concern was that the more she mentioned breasts, the longer they stayed on my mind. And I couldn’t function with the thought of her tip-tilted mounds with blush-pink nipples surrounded by generous rose-colored areolas, or with the fantasies I’d had of sipping from them.

I also really didn’t want to ruin our first night out together in a year with lustful daydreams that turned me mute. She deserved to have my full attention on her words, not her body. And she’d notice if I wasn’t listening; she knew all my tells.

Emma rolled her eyes and gave me another affectionate kiss on the cheek as she rested her forearms on the bar and waited for the bartender to take her order. Her dress dipped even lower; I thought of the reverse spank-bank, remembering a story about someone finding a fly in their crabcake, but it didn’t work. How could it, when she put her head on my shoulder and sighed, releasing another wave of her intoxicating perfume?

Once we’d secured two glasses of sangria, we walked back to the table. Emma had thrown her jacket onto the bench catty-corner from mine, but now she slid in next to me, her bare thigh brushing the hem of my shorts. I wondered what she was wearing underneath her dress, if she still favored thongs, or if pregnancy had forced her to make more sensible underwear choices. It wouldn’t matter; she could be wearing the world’s biggest, baggiest pair of granny panties, and I’d still want to taste her through the gusset as she stroked her nipples, squeezing them until milk bubbled at their peaks.

“So what’s new? Got any hot dates on the horizon?” She waggled her eyebrows suggestively and murmured hubba hubba in a corny voice that made me nearly spit a piece of alcohol-soaked apple onto my coaster.

“None to speak of,” I said hoarsely. I’d broken up with my girlfriend of six months a few months before, when she decided to take a job in Paris. We parted amicably, and I’d tried dating since, but all I’d had were lackluster interactions that left me wondering if I was doing something wrong, if in those six months some memo had gone out to the lesbian community that I’d been left out of.

“Come on, you have to give me something. Tell me what it’s like being hot and single.”

Emma often told me how gorgeous she thought I was, but it never failed to send a whoop of thrill through my stomach. And tonight, she hadn’t just said it like a throwaway comment. She was inspecting me like she would a slide under a microscope, but her gaze was anything but scientific; there was intent behind it, though what that intent was, I couldn’t tell. Maybe she’d noticed my new piercing, the little hoop I’d added to the line of studs along my cartilage?

“I haven’t had a date in a while. It’s slim pickings on the apps. I’ve taken a break and am focusing on myself,” I said, adding, “and yes, I know exactly how cliché that sounds,” when I heard her snort under her breath.

“I’m jealous. Tonight is the first night I’ve had all to myself in . . . God, like a year!”

I watched her pick up the glass of sangria and bring it to her lips, observed the muscles of her neck when they contracted as she swallowed. Wondered what she would do if I leaned in and kissed a trail from her neck to her collarbone, then slid my tongue along the swell of her breast. Would her skin taste salty from sweat, the residual effect of the heat wave we were having?

I took a sip of my own drink to distract myself, but that mission failed when Emma absentmindedly brought a hand to her nipple, rubbing circles over it and frowning. Christ, was she trying to kill me?

“You okay?” I asked, my voice coming out strained.

“Yeah, my tits are just so sore,” she said, curling her fingers around her breast and openly fondling it. I looked over my shoulder, wondering if anyone else had noticed, but the rest of the bar’s patrons were too busy with their own conversations. It was just me in this personal heaven/hell. “Owen weaned three weeks ago, but they haven’t gotten used to it yet. They feel full and heavy all the time now, and so leaky. I tried to get Mike to suck them for me, but he said he didn’t want to taste my milk. Said it’d be ‘so gross.’”

I’d always suspected that Emma’s husband Mike was an idiot—he worked in finance, which was his first strike, and he’d refused to let Emma propose, claiming it was “weird,” which was his second—but this confirmed it. What dunce passed up a chance to worship at the altar of a perfect pair of tits like Emma’s? To taste some of the sweet nectar flowing from them?

“It’s not gross. It’s natural. And I’m sure plenty of people suck their partner’s tits after they’ve given birth.”

I worried I sounded too excited, enough that she could tell I was imagining sliding her dress down and popping out one nipple to slip between my lips. Sweat ran in rivulets down the backs of my legs, and I wondered if I could surreptitiously fish an ice cube from my drink and shove it into my pants. Anything to cool me down, halt my body’s raging inferno.

“That’s exactly what I told him, but he wouldn’t budge. He can be such a square sometimes. I’ll happily suck his cock when he comes home from basketball practice and I don’t complain about the sweat or stank, which if you ask me is way grosser than breast milk.”

“Totally. Breast milk is having a moment. People are selling it online for thousands of dollars,” I said, only belatedly realizing how this sounded. I’d meant it to sound carefree, supportive. But Emma tilted her head and assessed me for a moment, like I was an equation to solve.

“How do you know that?”

Oops.

In my rush to make a dig at Mike, I’d revealed information I shouldn’t. Information I couldn’t know, unless I frequented the parts of the internet I did. The NSFW Reddit forum where I’d spent an absurd amount of time in the last six months.

I hadn’t even realized I had the fetish until I saw Emma breastfeed for the first time, and had a clit so hard it took two sessions with three different vibrators when I got home to quiet my hunger. Since then, I’d done deep dives into the adult nursing community, rued the lack of good lesbian milking porn, and read so many adult nursing stories that Amazon now exclusively recommended erotica as “books you may like.”

“I read about it in . . .” I scrambled for the name of a newspaper or journal. “The New England Journal of Medicine.” It was only after I said it that I remembered I was talking to a pharmaceutical biologist who definitely read that journal way more often than I did (which was never). She’d once told me it was her preferred form of reading material when she was breastfeeding, and if that wasn’t a sign that Emma was a goddamn unicorn, I didn’t know what was.

“Which issue?” Emma’s lips were pursed and her eyes were narrowed; it was her “challenge” face, one I recognized from countless competitive Scrabble games over the years.

“The June one? Issue 21, volume 4?”

“Wow, you went for the issue and volume number. Really committing to this lie,” she said, leaning against the bench and crossing her arms over her chest. The motion pushed her tits into each other, creating an indecent cleavage line I wanted to sculpt from clay and use as an idol to worship.

“Fine! I didn’t read it in a journal,” I confessed, because this was too much. Her dress, this line of conversation, the unhealthy increase in my body temperature. Sensation overload; there was no energy left for lying.

She raised her eyebrows, a silent “duh.” “Then where did you read it?” She took a long pull from her straw, waiting patiently as I formulated an answer.

I could’ve made up another lie, but what was the point? More sweat, and she’d see right through it. She knew me too well. So instead, I took a deep, steadying breath and told the truth, because what the hell. We were friends. Best friends. She knew about the time I drunkenly peed in our friend Mark’s Ficus when the line for the bathroom at his birthday party was out the door. This couldn’t be that much worse, right? My best friend would never kink shame me, and just because I brought up my milking fetish didn’t mean I wanted to try it out on her.

I didn’t have to reveal that particular secret.

“I read it in a Reddit forum for people with breast milking fetishes.”

Emma’s smile dropped; her mouth fell open and she leaned away from me like I was covered in unsightly goo.

Fuck. Why had I said that?


Chapter 3

A tense, awkward silence settled between us. The pressure to say something, to distract from the situation, built until I was about to burst. When Emma finally shut her mouth and licked her lips, I was certain she was going to open them and tell me off. Call me gross.

We’d never talked about fetishes. We’d talked about plenty of other things to do with sex, but kinks? Never touched them. This was a no-person’s land, and clearly, it was a danger zone.

But then she said, “You have a breast milking fetish? What kind?”

My mind went as blank as the iPhone death screen, and it took a few seconds to come back online. “W-What do you mean, what kind?”

“What kind of breasts do you like?”

This was so far removed from the response I expected that I didn’t have time to filter my answer. What came out was, “Yours.”

Smooth, Ali. Smooth.

“Mine?” she repeated, looking down, like she couldn’t believe someone had noticed them.

I nodded mutely, avoiding her gaze. She didn’t sound disgusted, but maybe she was just stunned. Any second she’d storm out of the bar and leave me and our nearly decade-long friendship behind, accuse me of crossing a line.

She shocked me again when she asked, “What do you like about them?”

Mouth opening and closing like a guppy, I grasped to form a half-logical sentence, but I couldn’t formulate one. What was there not to like? I’d probably spent a cumulative month over the years fantasizing about their shape—round but bottom-heavy—their color—areolas the color of the sangria I sipped from now surrounding puckered dips of wine-dark flesh. And thoughts of feeding from them, of letting her sweet milk spill down my throat, had to have taken up at least a week’s worth of hours by now.

“More like what don’t I like,” I said, rolling my eyes as I added, “You have to know they’re perfect.”

Her cheeks flushed at the compliment. “Not anymore. They used to be so perky, remember?”

Yes, I remembered. Vividly. When we got dressed to go out, Emma would walk around whichever respective apartment we were getting ready in with her tits out, just a thong on as she vetoed one outfit after another. I’d gotten intimately acquainted with the ceiling tiles in both our studios.

“But now they’re shaped funny and my nipples are so big and—”

“Stop,” I pleaded, my hands gripping my wine glass so tightly I worried it might break. I set it down on the table in front of me, where it seeped water onto a coaster.

“Why?”

“Because they’re gorgeous. Even better than before you had Owen, and I thought they were fucking perfect then. The prototypical tit. And then you had to go and fill them with milk.”

She snorted, then pointed out, “You haven’t seen them since I first started breastfeeding. Back then, they looked fine, but now they’re—”

“Trust me,” I cut in. “I’ve looked at them enough to know that whatever is hiding behind the cups of that terribly ineffective bra you’re wearing is fucking gorgeous, and the liquid leaking out of it probably tastes better than champagne.”

Emma tipped the last of her sangria into her mouth. When she lowered the glass, her lips were wet and stained purple from the wine. “Yeah? Want to taste?”


Chapter 4

I’d imagined this scenario—or at least, ones like it—so many times. At first, it was just the thought of slipping Emma’s tank top down, the one she always slept in during college, and laving my tongue around her nipple until she was so wet I could feel it through her underwear. Later, it was pushing her against the front door of her studio and sucking them through the thin cotton fabric of her sundress.

And since I’d found the milking fetish forum, it’d been lying on her lap, palming one tit and squirting cream into my mouth from the other.

But now I didn’t know what to say. The reality of any variation of those fantasies coming true was too much for my brain to handle.

“Brain fart?” Emma guessed. I nodded mutely, dazed.

“I want this, Ali. I want to show you my tits. I want to watch you take them in, and then I want you to suckle them. Do you want that?” she asked.

“God, yes,” I said, the words exhaled out on a deep breath.

“Then let’s go to the bathroom.”

A bar bathroom might not sound like the ideal place for a woman-loving-woman liaison, but this bar’s bathrooms were nice. Individual stalls with solid locks, gender-neutral, with walls papered in vintage magazine ads, and enough room to comfortably fit two people.

Or at least, they had been comfortable all the other times Emma and I had slipped into one together. Now it felt like there wasn’t enough room to breathe; her body was everywhere, impossible to ignore, and mine was struggling to catch up.

Electricity surged through me when Emma slid the lock into place. I let my eyes drop to her chest.

“Are you ready?” she whispered, stalking toward me, suddenly so close her lips caressed the shell of my ear. She slid her hands onto my shoulders and pushed me gently onto the floor, then lowered onto the closed toilet seat, the skirt of her dress riding up her legs to reveal taught, light brown thigh.

She didn’t wait for me to answer; her fingers curled around her neckline and drew it wide, until the fabric stretched around the cups of her pink lace bralette. I could see her nipples through the sheer fabric, and she was right—they were bigger. My mouth watered at the sight, and I had to bite back the urge to lean in and suck one like hard candy.

“God, they feel so heavy right now,” she said, cupping her tits tight enough that her knuckles turned white.

“Can I . . .” I reached out a hand, resting it on her left breast. It was warm and soft and so fucking gorgeous, and I wanted to taste it so badly my mouth watered.

Emma curled her fingers into the top of her bra cups and pulled them down, revealing a swathe of skin topped with areolas so big I wasn’t sure they would fit in my mouth.

But there was only one way to find out.

I leaned in, covering one puckered nipple with tongue and tracing it in circles that left me dizzy. “God, Ali, that feels so good,” Emma rasped, arching her back and pressing more of her skin into me.

She tasted like sweet milk, and her skin was soft as butter beneath my fingers. I cupped her breasts in both hands, kneading the one I wasn’t drinking from. At first, I assumed the taste was just the residue of milk on her nipples from when she must have leaked earlier, but gradually, as I continued to suck, darting my tongue around and around in circles that had me dizzy, I realized there was fresh milk trickling out and into my mouth, an ambrosial flavor that was addictive the second it hit my tongue.

Though she tried to keep them quiet, Emma’s moans grew louder the longer I sucked, but I didn’t care. Let people in the hall know what we’re doing. Let them see us slink out of here in thirty minutes or, dear God, please, an hour, with satisfied smiles on our faces and breast milk stains on my face. I’d wear them with pride.

Indecent suckling noises slipped from my mouth as I drank the last of Emma’s flow, her arms cradling my head against her chest like I was something fragile and precious. But when I popped one tit out of my mouth, she grew aggressive, forcefully dragging my mouth to the other and demanding that I suck.

I loved seeing her like this, so desperate she was dominant, and I obeyed, but I left a hand on her drained breast, my thumb taking over titillation of the sensitive, wet bud I’d just left. Emma whimpered at the touch, widening her knees to draw me closer, until her naked arousal brushed against my t-shirt, soaking through the thin cotton. She was wet from clit to slit, and I knew if I leaned back, I’d see her glistening in the low light. As it was, she slipped one hand down her soft belly and rubbed herself, her knuckles knocking into me as she strained for release.

I’d heard her touch herself in the middle of the night a few times, when I woke up to sighs and low, muffled keens. I’d even gotten myself off to it, turning onto my side and mastering the art of the stealth finger fuck, keeping my body still enough that if she looked over, all she’d see was stillness and the soft rise and fall of my back.

But watching her do it openly was so much better, and it got me even hotter.

My own cunt was soaking through my denim shorts, and I started to rub my thighs together, needing the friction of skin and fabric to give me some relief. I was already so close just from touching her; if she came, there was no doubt I would, too.

“Touch yourself,” Emma whispered suddenly, frantically. I obeyed, plunging my finger inside my shorts, thrusting erratically in and out and gobsmacked at how wet I was.

Withholding masturbation from our last text to when I saw her had been pure torture, four days of constant wetness and hungry need coloring everything from breakfast to work meetings to evening jogs along the waterfront. I’d planned an epic masturbation session later, but I doubted I’d need it, now.

Now I wanted to watch Emma come, to map the flush colonizing her skin as she went over the edge, and then fall with her. I was positive I’d feel sated, fully, for the first time in my life.

Her breathing had grown already shaky, her chest rising and falling against my face, her arm practically vibrating next to my cheek she was fucking herself so fast. I felt the second she started to falter, pleasure making it impossible to maintain her movements. More milk swirled into my mouth as she bit back a screech, top teeth biting her lip hard enough to draw blood.

She came, and the feel of her nipple hardening in my mouth, the sight of her melting in front of me, was enough to send me over the edge, too. My finger still inside me, spasms tore through my sensitive cunt, spreading the sensation from pelvis to thigh to ass. Warm liquid seeped out, coating my hand.

Squirting usually took me at least an hour of concerted effort, of visualization and the carefully calibrated buzzing of multiple vibrators and, often, an anal plug.

With Emma, it only took ten minutes.

It took us nearly as long to recover, collapsed against each other, me still on my knees, droplets of cum dotting my thankfully dark shorts. Emma’s breasts had stopped leaking, but she hissed when I detached. “They’re so sore,” she said, curling her palms around my face and bringing me in for a surprisingly tender kiss. She tasted like wine and sugar. “Can you cup them? With pressure?”

I held them reverently, like the fucking prizes they were, and Emma relaxed, laughing softly into my ear.

“You know,” she said, nibbling on my earlobe, “I feel so much better. Would you . . . want to make this a regular thing?”

Confused, I arched back to look at her. “Really?” There was no world where I got this lucky. None.

“Just one friend helping the other out. No strings.”

My brain was screaming yes, yes, in six different languages and Pig Latin, but there was a husband-sized elephant in the room. “What about Mike?”

“He doesn’t have to know.”

Instead of answering, I shifted my head to capture Emma’s lips in mine. “Yes,” I whispered against them. “God, yes.”
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Tempting the Nanny

https://www.amzn.com/gp/product/B0CVS6MYB4

Mia Chesterson loves her nannying job. Her boss, the sultry florist Mrs. Michaelson, known for her excellent taste in flowers and women, is a breeze to work with.

And their relationship has always been nothing but professional.

Until one hot summer night, when a wet t-shirt changes everything.

Drawn into a new world of sensations with the older, more experienced Mrs. Michaelson as her guide, Mia discovers a fire within her that only a woman can tame.
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Teaching the Nanny

https://www.amzn.com/gp/product/B0CYYLKJW9?

After that torrid afternoon in her boss’s bedroom, Mia Chesterson’s relationship with Mrs. Michaelson is anything but professional.

She’s a fly caught in the older woman’s web, desperate for devouring.

But when she shows up for a repeat, the curvy florist doesn’t just treat the nanny to the same old tricks.

She offers her even more possibilities for pleasure and praise, so long as Mia is a good girl. And with those juicy rewards, Mia can’t help but submit.
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Taking the Nanny

https://www.amzn.com/gp/product/B0D1F2TCQH?

Mia Chesterson has spent the last 6 days in sweaty torture, forced to watch Mrs. Michaelson preen in the heat wave yet forbidden to touch her silky curves.

When they finally meet again in the older woman’s bedroom, it takes all of Mia’s willpower not to race to the finish.

Her seductive boss rewards the nanny for her patience, and her prize is better than any oral exam Mia has ever taken.

But when Mia gets a little too excited, she sees for the first time just how stern her mistress can be. And how much she likes it.
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Treating the Nanny

https://www.amzn.com/gp/product/B0D2M3D3NT?

Mia Chesterson has been forced to spend 10 days without Mrs. Michaelson, and it’s felt like an eternity.

But when she finally sees her mistress, she discovers she has one more test to pass.

Mia isn’t sure her willpower can take it, not until she learns of the reward.

Finally getting to touch the woman she’s spent weeks dreaming about.

But will restraint win against lust, or is she in for even more exquisite torture?
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Training the Nanny

https://www.amzn.com/gp/product/B0D3R57KX2?

Mia Chesterton has won the ultimate reward: sharing a bed with her mistress.

She thinks she’s finished proving her loyalty, that she and Mrs. Michaelson are finally on equal footing.

But Mia still has much to learn about how to please a woman.

Luckily, her sultry mistress is an excellent teacher. And Mia has ample incentive to excel.

But nothing prepares her for the prize she receives at the end of the oral exam.
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Testing the Nanny

https://www.amzn.com/gp/product/B0D5F8FB69?

Mia Chesterson thought she had passed her mistress’ final tests.

Weeks of proving herself should have been enough to please Mrs. Michaelson.

But Mia has one final challenge. And it’s her most difficult one yet.

Prying eyes, clamoring crowds, and an edge to teeter on . . .

If she makes it, she can strap in for a good time.

But the sultry Mrs. Michaelson knows all the right buttons to push to drive her nanny wild and test her limits.
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Lesbian Nanny Seduction

https://www.amzn.com/dp/B0D68TN78X?

Mia Chesterson thought she was straight, until one afternoon with her boss introduces her to a whole new world of female pleasure.

One taste of her mistress, and this nanny can’t go back to her old ways. But she can’t just hop into Mrs. Michaelson’s bed, either. There’s a barrier to entry. Multiple, actually.

Every week, Mia has tests to pass and challenges to meet. With each one, she gets closer to the ultimate reward: touching her mistress and discovering what she likes, in the sanctity of Mrs. Michaelson’s bed.

Along the way, she’s lavished with as much praise as punishment, and develops a taste for both.

Lesbian Nanny Seduction is a collection of six 3,500-word short stories following a grad student’s first time with an older, very experienced lesbian who shows her what she really wants: to be a very, very good girl. And what she needs: a mistress to show her the way.

OEBPS/image_rsrcAV.jpg
An Age Gap Lesbian Erotic Short Story
CARA HUGHES






OEBPS/image_rsrcAX.jpg
CARA HUGHES






OEBPS/image_rsrcAU.jpg
TASTING
HER

a friends to lovers erotic short story

CARA HUGHTES





OEBPS/image_rsrcAY.jpg
An Age Gap Lesbian Erotic Short Story
CARA HUGHES






OEBPS/image_rsrcB0.jpg
An Age Gap Lesbian Erotic Short Story
CARA HUGHES





OEBPS/image_rsrcB1.jpg
A 6-Book Bundle of Lesbian Age Gap Erotic Short St

C ARA HUGHES






OEBPS/image_rsrcAZ.jpg
An Age Gap Lesbian Erotic Short Story
CARA HUGHES





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Chapter 1

		Chapter 2

		Chapter 3

		Chapter 4

		About the Author

		Also by Cara Hughes




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33






OEBPS/image_rsrcAW.jpg
An Age Gap Lesbian Erotic Short Story
CARA HUGHES





