
Sweetest Taste

––––––––

Roni Silva

Copyright 

––––––––

This e-book is licensed for your personal enjoyment and is intended for adults only. It may not be re-sold, shared, copied or given away. Please note this book is a work of fiction. The characters, incidents, names, and places are of the writer's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to persons, living or dead, actual events, locales or organisations is coincidental.

Copyright © 2025 Roni Silva

All rights reserved

Written in British English.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

About Sweetest Taste

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Sign up for Roni Silva's Mailing List

Also By Roni Silva

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

About Sweetest Taste


[image: ]


Layla’s a new mum who just needs some relief. A night out was supposed to make her feel normal again. Instead, it shows her just how kinky she can be!

When Alyssa—her best friend since forever—is curious when she’s pumping, she doesn’t see the harm in letting her have a taste.

But that innocent taste turns to so much more. A touch. A need. A throbbing desire that crosses a forbidden line...

Now Alyssa can’t stop. And Layla doesn’t want her to.

What do you do when your best friend gets addicted to your body,
and you’re just as desperate to give in?
You let her drink her fill, of course.

Sweetest Taste is a wildly inappropriate friend’s to lovers short story about messy boundaries, a sapphic mini romance featuring first-time lesbian desire and awakenings, breast/nipple play, lactation kink, and a nurturing dominance that allows a soft power exchange.
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Chapter One
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The walk back from the club is brutal.

Not because of the heels or the cold or the fact I haven't danced in over a year—but because my breasts feel like they’re about to explode. Heavy, tender, overfull. My nipples throb with every step. Every sway.

It’s an ache I usually like. But tonight, unable to give myself any relief and pump right now, they hurt.

Alyssa’s laughing beside me, full of vodka and coke, and gorgeous in the streetlights and rain-slick pavements. She’s zipping up her cute coat, dancing to music only she can still hear, and wobbling on high heels.

She doesn’t notice I’m biting my lip to keep from moaning. I’m about twenty seconds away from ripping open my dress and plunging my tits straight into the cold puddles we’re walking through.

Not a good look.

“God, I feel like an old maid,” I mutter, hands resting gently over my boobs, doing my best to not let the material chafe across my puckered nipples.

Alyssa glances over. “What’s wrong, babe?”

“My tits are killing me,” I hiss. “Maybe it’s wishful thinking I could make it a whole night out without strapping myself to my pumps,” I grumble. The pads I’d shoved in my bra earlier, before leaving the dance venue, are soaked through already. “When they’re like this, they feel like bowling balls.”

She whistles low. “Ah, shit. I’m sorry I kept you out so long.”

“Not your fault. Apparently, my body didn’t get the memo that I left the baby with my mum for one night and she doesn’t need feeding every hour.”

I instantly feel bad. I love feeding my baby. She’s the best thing that’s happened to me. And especially since Davey left. Run, more like it, when he found out I was pregnant. She’s been my sole focus. Which is doubling why I feel bad for pissing and moaning about my milk-laden breasts. I love that my mum took her tonight so I can go and have some fun for the first time in ages, but seriously, I can’t wait for my milk-supply to even out a little.

“I’m sorry you’re feeling shitty,” Alyssa slips her arm through my one and rests her head on my shoulder. “Those volleyballs you have down there are well and truly ready to blow aren’t they?” We both giggle as I shimmy, giving those balls a gentle shake, ignoring the heavy ache. She joins in and we walk down the road, laughing and jiggling our tatas.

“Oh wait. Didn’t you leave your spare pump at mine last week?”

I stop for a moment, thinking. Yes, she’s absolutely right.

“Fuck, yes. I love your drunk arse, Lys,” I lean into her, hold her cheeks in my hands and plant a kiss on her mouth 

“You taste like orange juice,” she giggles again.

I can get a little relief with that pump without having to squeeze them by hand, which is slow going when they’re overfilled like they are right now.

“Come on, it’s freezing out here and we’re almost there.” We up the pace and I’m pretty sure I’m leaking through my dress now as I feel a chill hitting my chest.

Fuck, fuck, fuck.
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Chapter Two
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Her flat is warm and I immediately kick off my shoes at the front door and shrug out of my coat.

I look down and, much like I suspected, my black dress has 2 large wet patches.
“Fuck,” I mumble as I begin to unbutton the front buttons.
“Your pump’s here,” she hands me the small plastic lifesaver and walks off. “I’m making you some tea and getting myself some more wine.” She giggles as she walks off again.

God, I love that woman. And I’ve missed seeing her change into Miss Giggle when she drinks.

“Okay, love. Thanks. I’m going to use your bathroom.”

“You can pump out here.” She stops at the kitchen door, swaying very slightly. I’m glad she’s kicked off her heels. I don’t fancy picking her up off the floor. “The radiator isn’t working in there and it’s bloody freezing. You’ll catch your death.” 

I hesitate, usually preferring complete privacy. But I have to admit, the warmth in here is lovely and my back is killing me, too.

“I guess I’ll just do it on the sofa then, if that’s okay?”

“You know you don’t have to ask. And it’s not like I haven’t seen your boobs before.”

“Not quite the same, Lys. I was seventeen and probably half the size I am now,” I say sitting down at the same time I open up my damp dress and slip it down to my waist. There isn’t a lot I can do about it for now. “Oh, can you get me a jug or something I can pour this into? I can’t save it.” Maybe. It’s not as if I have a shortage. If anything, my milk stash is out of control.

The relief I feel as I peel my bra off my boobs is immense. They drop down, heavy and the pleasure is obvious. Plus it’s better than being trussed up in that bloody death machine of a bra. The cups have been straining all night, and my shoulders hurt where the straps dug in. I get rid of the wet pads, too.

My fingers brush over my overstimulated dark nipples and it’s bliss.

“Fuck,” I whisper.

Milk beads instantly at both nipples, glistening, and I rub it into my nipples as I look around for the blanket Alyssa usually keeps on the sofa. I absently lift my wet finger to my mouth and suck the milk off. It tastes good. Always does.
The only thing I see is a cardigan of hers. I’m sure she won’t mind me borrowing it. 
I slip it on, covering one boob completely and enjoying the gentle rub of the thicker fabric over my sensitive nipple.
Then I attach the pump and sigh as I squeeze the trigger thing and the suction starts. The relief is instant. Pain blurs into pulsing release, milk rhythmically pulled from my body into the little bottle. The sound as the liquid hits the plastic is soothing. I watch it squirt into the container for a moment before my best friend’s return pulls my attention.

I lift my gaze to her. She has a glass in one hand, a large jug tucked under her arm, and my tea mug in the other. Immediately, her eyes drop. And stay there.

“Jesus,” she murmurs. “That’s a lot of milk coming out there. Is that normal?”

“Yeah. I mean, I guess so? It’s normal for me. And I haven’t pumped for...” I look at the ornate clock on the wall. “Maybe five hours?”

She’s still standing there staring at the pump and I move to take my tea from her and then the jug.

“Does it hurt?” She sounds almost breathless. It’s not as if it’s the first time she’s seen me do this, but maybe it’s different when I’m half undressed and there’s not a baby attached? Who knows.

I shrug, “Hurts like hell when I don’t. It feels nice when it’s coming out. Pleasurable, even.” I laugh gently.

She sits beside me on the two seater sofa and takes a long gulp of her wine. Her gaze alternately flicks up to mine and down to the pump. It’s nearly full so I take it off my breast which almost feels back to normal size now, and reach to pour
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