
        
            
                
            
        

    
Lesbianism, Fingering, Adult language which may be inappropriate for some readers!


Copyright © 2025 by Lucy Yates

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law. For permission requests, contact [etsystoryteller@gmail.com].

The story, all names, characters, and incidents portrayed in this production are fictitious. No identification with actual persons (living or deceased), places, buildings, and products is intended or should be inferred.

Book Cover by thenewagewriter


Chapter One

The clock on my laptop screen glared back at me: 8:00 PM. Six hours until our gender studies project was due, and Ina and I had nothing but a blank document and a pile of crumpled notes from weeks ago. My heart raced with that familiar dread, the kind that twisted in my gut like a bad hangover. 

We were supposed to analyze modern queer dynamics, but laziness had won every round. Ina slouched beside me on the worn dorm couch, her petite frame curled up with her knees tucked under, that shy smile playing on her lips even now. Her soft brown hair fell over her shoulder, brushing against my arm as she leaned closer to peer at the screen. 

The room felt stuffy, the air thick with the scent of our half-eaten takeout and the faint vanilla from her lotion. I could feel the heat radiating from her body, making the stress feel a little less suffocating. 

"Charlotte, we're screwed," Ina murmured, her voice soft but laced with that coy edge I loved. She bit her lip, her dark eyes flicking to mine before darting away. I shifted, my curvy hips pressing against her thigh, and I didn't pull back. Instead, I let my hand rest on her knee, squeezing lightly. 

"Yeah, but we're clever screwed. Let's just Google something quick. Theory we can bullshit, and for the presentation... we improvise." 

I typed frantically into the search bar: 'easy gender studies topics queer theory.' Pages loaded with academic jargon that made my eyes glaze over. Ina scooted closer, her breath warm on my neck as she read over my shoulder. Her fingers grazed my arm, sending a spark up my spine. 

We scrolled past essays on intersectionality and historical overviews until one headline jumped out: 'The Physiology and Cultural Perception of Female Ejaculation in Lesbian Dynamics.' My pulse quickened, not just from the deadline panic. Squirting. It was raw, intimate, something we could pull from 'research' without much effort. 

The article outlined the science—G-spot stimulation, the build-up of fluid, the release—and tied it to empowerment in queer relationships. Perfect. Quick to read, even quicker to... demonstrate. 

Ina's eyes widened as she scanned the page with me. 

"This? Really?" she asked, her tone a mix of surprise and intrigue. A flush crept up her neck, turning her soft skin pink. I turned to her, our faces inches apart, and caught the way her gaze lingered on my lips. 

"Why not? The theory's right here. We summarize it, add some flirty analysis on intimacy. And for the lecture part..." I trailed off, my voice dropping low. My bright eyes locked onto hers, bold and unapologetic. 

She didn't look away this time; instead, her shy smile deepened into something playful, seductive. 

The tension hummed between us like electricity, cutting through the looming deadline. I felt it in the way her thigh pressed firmer against mine, in the subtle shift of her body toward me. We kept reading, but my focus splintered. 

The article described techniques—fingertips circling the clit, then pressing inside, building pressure until the body let go in a gush of pleasure. Ina let out a soft laugh, nervous but excited. 

"Imagine if we... practiced that. For authenticity." Her words hung there, flirty and loaded. I reached out, my fingers brushing hers on the trackpad, lingering. Her skin was warm, smooth, and I traced a slow circle on the back of her hand, mirroring the motions from the screen. 

"Authenticity, huh?" I teased, leaning in until our breaths mingled. My heart pounded, the stress of the clock ticking—5 hours and 45 minutes left—mixing with a deeper ache low in my belly. 

Ina turned her hand over, interlacing our fingers, her touch tentative at first, then firmer. She was curious, I could see it in the way her eyes darkened, her petite chest rising faster. 

"You're bold, Charlotte. But... yeah. What if?" Her free hand rested on my thigh now, squeezing the soft flesh there, inching higher. I imagined it—her fingers exploring me, pressing just right, my body arching as I came undone, squirting against her palm. 

The thought made my pussy throb, wetness gathering between my legs. 

We abandoned the laptop for a moment, our bodies drawing closer on the couch. Ina's shy facade cracked as she whispered, "Show me how you'd touch me first." Her voice was breathy, inviting. I slid my hand up her arm, cupping her face, thumb brushing her lower lip. She parted them slightly, her tongue darting out to taste my skin. 

The room's stress faded into the background, replaced by this flirty heat. My other hand trailed down her side, feeling the curve of her hip, pulling her onto my lap. She straddled me easily, her weight light but grounding, her soft skin brushing my curves. 

Our lips hovered, not quite kissing yet, building that tension. 

I rocked my hips up subtly, feeling the heat of her core through our thin leggings. 

"Like this? Slow, teasing, until you're soaking." My words were direct, laced with the laziness that had gotten us here but now fueled this desire. Ina moaned softly, her hands sliding under my shirt, fingers grazing my breasts. Her touch was sensual, exploring the weight of them, thumbs circling my hardening nipples. 

The deadline dread twisted into urgency, making every brush of skin electric. I slipped a hand between us, cupping her through her clothes, feeling the dampness already seeping through. She gasped, grinding down, our breaths syncing in ragged bursts. 

"We have time," she murmured against my ear, her coy nature giving way to need. But the clock blinked on, a reminder that this exploration was just beginning, our bodies poised on the edge of more. 


Chapter Two

Ina's words hung in the air, a soft challenge wrapped in desire, as her body settled more firmly on my lap. The clock's relentless tick faded to a distant hum, drowned out by the pounding of my heart and the warmth of her against me. 

I reached out, letting my fingers trail lightly over Ina's wrist where it rested on my shoulder, tracing the delicate veins beneath her soft skin. The touch was feather-light, but it sent a shiver through her, her pulse quickening under my fingertips. 

Heat bloomed between us, intensifying like a spark catching dry tinder, her shy smile faltering into a parted-lip gasp. 

I pulled her hand to my lips, pressing a kiss to her knuckles, tasting the faint salt of her skin. 'We do,' I whispered back, my voice husky with the mix of deadline panic and this building ache. 

Our eyes locked, hers dark and curious, mine bold and hungry. She shifted, her thighs squeezing my hips, and I felt the damp press of her pussy through the thin fabric of her leggings against my own growing wetness. The laziness that had stalled our project now fueled this lazy indulgence, turning stress into something electric, intimate. 

Leaning closer, our foreheads nearly touching, I guided her hand back to my chest, letting her feel the rapid beat there. 

'Tell me what you read,' I murmured, my breath mingling with hers in the scant space between our lips. The article's words echoed in my mind—the slow build, the pressure on that inner spot until release came in waves. Ina swallowed, her coy nature peeking through as she whispered, 'It's about... finding the rhythm. Fingers curling inside, pressing up, while the thumb works the clit. Building until you can't hold it, and then...' 

Her voice trailed off, breathy and tentative, but her eyes sparkled with that playful edge. I nodded, my free hand sliding up her back, fingers splaying over the curve of her spine. 

'Like this?' I asked, my words a soft command, as I rocked my hips up again, grinding our cores together. The friction sent a jolt through me, my pussy clenching with need, and she moaned, the sound low and needy, our breaths syncing in hot bursts. 

Tension coiled tighter, palpable in the air, thick as the vanilla scent clinging to her skin. We weren't rushing—not yet—but every whisper, every brush, pulled us deeper. Slowly, our hands began to explore, deliberate and teasing. 

I slipped my fingers under the hem of her shirt, pushing it up to reveal the smooth plane of her stomach, tracing the dip of her navel with my nail. Her skin was warm, yielding, and she arched into my touch, her petite frame trembling slightly. 

'Your turn,' I encouraged, voice laced with affection and that flirty boldness she always drew out of me. Ina hesitated for a beat, her shy smile returning, then her hands ventured lower, tugging at the waistband of my leggings. 

She pushed them down just enough to expose the tops of my thighs, her fingers dancing over the soft, curvy flesh there, inching toward the heat between my legs. 

I mirrored her, my hand dipping beneath her leggings, cupping the firm curve of her ass before sliding forward. Her skin was silky, and I felt the first hint of moisture as my fingers grazed the edge of her panties. 

'God, you're already wet,' I breathed, emotion swelling in my chest—this trust, this shared curiosity cutting through our laziness like a lifeline. She nodded, biting her lip, and whispered, 'For you. Show me.' Our touches grew bolder, hands roaming with a mix of tenderness and urgency. 

I traced the swell of her breasts over her bra, thumb flicking the hardening nipple through the lace, while she explored the dip of my waist, then up to squeeze my full breasts, rolling a nipple between her fingers until I gasped. 

Mutual masturbation started gently, an extension of our whispers and teases. I pushed her panties aside, my fingers sliding along her slick folds, parting them to find her clit swollen and ready. She was so responsive, her hips bucking as I circled it slowly, the way the article described—light pressure building to firmer strokes. 

'Just like that,' she whimpered, her hand mirroring mine, slipping into my leggings to find my pussy equally soaked. Her fingers were tentative at first, exploring the wetness, then dipping inside me with a single digit, curling upward to press against that sensitive spot. Pleasure sparked, sharp and deep, making my walls flutter around her. 

I matched her rhythm, sliding two fingers into her tight heat, feeling her clench and release as I curled them just right. Our bodies moved in sync, hips grinding, breaths ragged. 

Wetness coated our fingers, the slick sounds mingling with our soft moans—hers high and breathy, mine deeper, urging. 

'Yes, Ina, right there,' I encouraged, my voice thick with emotion, the intimacy of this moment hitting me hard. We were lazy geniuses, turning dread into desire, our touches building that pressure, hinting at the squirting release we both craved. 

Her free hand clutched my shoulder, nails digging in as she thrust against my palm, her curiosity blooming into eager need. 

'Don't stop,' she pleaded, leaning in to nip at my earlobe, her seductive side fully unleashed. The deadline loomed—five hours left, the laptop screen a forgotten glow—but urgency rose anyway, twisting with our moans and whispered praises. 

'You're so close, I can feel it,' I told her, my thumb pressing her clit harder, fingers pumping steadily. Her body tensed, wetness flooding my hand, and I knew we were on the edge, this exploration far from over, the night stretching with promise. 


Chapter Three

Her plea sent a rush through me, that mix of control and care making my own desire spike. I didn't stop—couldn't, not with her body trembling under my touch, her pussy clenching around my fingers like it was begging for more. 

I fingered Ina harder, curling deep inside her, pressing firmly against that spongy spot the article had described. The rhythm built, my strokes faster now, thumb grinding circles over her clit to match the urgency coiling in us both. Her walls fluttered, hot and slick, pulling me in deeper with every thrust. 

Emotion swelled in my chest—this wasn't just release; it was us, lazy and brilliant, turning panic into this raw connection. 

'Come on, Ina, let it build,' I whispered, my voice rough with need, watching her face contort in pleasure, her shy smile gone, replaced by open-mouthed gasps. 

Ina moaned loudly then, the sound echoing off the dorm room walls, high and unrestrained, her petite body arching against me. She ground her hips down, fucking my hand with desperate rolls, her wetness soaking my fingers and palm, dripping onto my thigh through the thin barrier of her leggings. 

The slick heat of her was intoxicating, her arousal coating me as I pumped harder, feeling her swell around me. 

'Charlotte... oh god, it's coming,' she whimpered, her hands gripping my shoulders, nails biting into my skin. That flirty tension we'd danced around all evening shattered into pure, urgent passion, her laziness forgotten in the haze of building ecstasy. 

I leaned in, capturing her lips in a messy kiss, tasting her vanilla lip gloss mixed with the salt of our shared sweat, my free hand tangling in her brunette hair to hold her close. 

But I wanted her to feel everything, to push her over that edge before I chased my own. 

'Not yet,' I murmured against her mouth, slowing just enough to tease, drawing out the pressure until she was panting, begging with her eyes. Then, with a nod from her—dark eyes pleading—we switched. Ina slid off my lap, her movements fluid despite the tremble in her legs, and I lay back on the bed, heart pounding as she tugged my leggings down fully, exposing my curvy thighs and the glistening folds of my pussy. 

She settled between them, her breath hot against my skin, and without hesitation, Ina licked my clit, her tongue flicking with urgent passion. The first flat stroke sent sparks up my spine, her mouth warm and eager, lapping at my wetness like she'd been starving for it. 

'You taste so good,' she breathed, voice muffled against me, her coy nature giving way to confident hunger as she sucked gently, then flicked faster, mirroring the techniques we'd whispered about. 

I threaded my fingers through her hair, guiding her without force, the intimacy of her face buried between my legs hitting me deep—trust, curiosity, that lazy spark igniting into something fierce. 

Her tongue delved lower, tracing my entrance before circling back to my clit, building the pressure with precise, passionate strokes. My hips bucked up, grinding against her mouth, wetness smearing her chin as moans tore from my throat. 

'Ina, yes... just like that,' I gasped, emotion choking me, the deadline a faint shadow now, overshadowed by this shared vulnerability. 

She hummed in response, the vibration shooting pleasure straight to my core, her hands gripping my thighs to hold me steady as she licked harder, tongue pressing flat and insistent. 

The build was relentless, her mouth working me with that seductive focus she'd hidden so well, and I felt it cresting— that deep, full ache promising release. Ina sensed it too, lifting her head just enough to meet my eyes, her lips shiny with my arousal. 

'Together,' she whispered, sliding two fingers inside me to curl against my G-spot, matching the rhythm her tongue resumed. The dual sensation overwhelmed, my pussy clenching around her as waves built, hot and unstoppable. I reached down, finding her again, fingers plunging back into her soaked heat, pumping in sync with her thrusts into me. 

Our bodies trembled, breaths ragged and heavy, moans blending into a symphony of need. Then it hit—both of us climaxing together, squirting hot and forceful. Her release gushed over my hand first, warm jets soaking the sheets as she cried out, body shuddering against my thigh. 

Mine followed, pulsing around her fingers, liquid heat spilling as ecstasy ripped through me, leaving me gasping, vision blurring with the intensity. 

We collapsed, spent and tangled, her head on my chest, our bodies slick with sweat and release. The room smelled of us—musky arousal and vanilla— the air thick with satisfaction. I stroked her hair lazily, heart still racing, a soft laugh escaping as the aftershocks faded. 

'That was... incredible,' I murmured, pressing a kiss to her forehead, the emotional high lingering like a warm blanket. Ina lifted her head, her shy smile returning, eyes soft with affection. 

'Yeah. Better than any theory.' We shared lazy kisses then, slow and tender, tongues brushing without hurry, savoring the closeness. Her lips tasted of me, intimate and real, and I pulled her closer, our curves fitting perfectly, breaths syncing in the quiet. 

After a while, the clock's tick intruded again—three hours left, the laptop's glow a reminder from the desk. Reluctantly, we untangled, wiping ourselves with tissues, giggling at the mess we'd made. 

'Okay, lazy geniuses,' I said, pulling on my leggings, the flirty tension simmering low now, sated but not gone. Ina nodded, her confidence shining as she straightened her shirt, a playful glint in her eye. We settled at the desk, the article open, our notes scattered. 

'Squirting dynamics in lesbian intimacy,' I typed, glancing at her with a wink, the words flowing easier now, fueled by our 'practice.' But as her foot brushed mine under the table, deliberate and teasing, I knew the night held more distractions, the project just the start of whatever came next. 


Chapter Four

Ina's foot lingered against mine under the desk, a subtle press that sent a warm spark up my leg, reminding me of the heat we'd just shared. I shot her a sideways glance, my bright eyes meeting her dark ones, and she bit her lip with that shy smile now edged with confidence. 

The room still hummed with our earlier energy—the faint scent of our arousal clinging to the air, the rumpled bed a testament to our detour—but we pushed it aside, fingers flying over the keyboard. 'Squirting as a manifestation of female pleasure in lesbian dynamics,' I typed, the words pouring out smoother than I'd expected, our 'research' giving us an authentic edge. 

Ina leaned in, her soft shoulder brushing mine, adding details from the article we'd skimmed: physiological responses, emotional intimacy, the trust required for such vulnerability. Her voice was quiet but steady as she read aloud, 'It requires deep connection, building pressure until release.' 

Our eyes locked again, a flirty undercurrent making my cheeks flush, but we kept going, the deadline's pressure morphing into focused urgency. 

We wiped down the desk quickly, tossing damp tissues into the trash, the simple act feeling intimate, like cleaning up after a shared secret. Ina straightened a stack of notes, her petite frame moving with a new ease, no longer the lazy hesitation from earlier. 

'This is actually coming together,' she said, her tone laced with surprise and that seductive lilt she'd discovered in herself. I nodded, pulling her chair closer so our thighs touched, the contact grounding me amid the typing frenzy. 

Emotions swirled—relief at our progress, affection for how she'd opened up, a lingering ache between my legs that made every brush of fabric against my skin a tease. Her hand grazed my arm as she pointed to the screen, fingertips warm and deliberate, fueling the quick progress. 

What had felt impossible hours ago now clicked, our connection turning dread into determination. Laughter bubbled up when we added a line about 'practical application enhancing theoretical understanding,' our inside joke making the words feel alive. 

With an hour to spare, we saved the file and leaned back, breaths syncing in the quiet dorm. 'We should rehearse,' I suggested, my voice soft, pulling her toward the bed for space. Ina stood with me, facing an imaginary audience, her confident eagerness shining as she started. 

'In lesbian intimacy, squirting represents...' She trailed off, giggling when I stepped closer, my hand trailing lightly down her back to rest on her hip. 'Like this?' I whispered, mimicking a teasing touch from our earlier exploration, my fingers pressing just enough to elicit a shiver. Her eyes sparkled, that flirty tension reigniting low in my belly. 

'Exactly,' she replied, her breath warm against my ear as she turned the tables, her palm sliding up my side, thumb brushing the curve of my breast through my shirt. We ran through the lines playfully, voices low and intertwined, pauses filled with lingering touches—her fingers tracing my collarbone, mine squeezing her waist. 

It wasn't just practice; it was us, weaving the emotional depth of our night into the presentation, the touches building a quiet anticipation that made my pulse quicken. 

'You're a natural,' I murmured during a break, pulling her into a quick hug, our bodies fitting together, hearts beating in rhythm. 

The next morning, the classroom buzzed with pre-lecture chatter, sunlight filtering through the windows onto rows of desks. Ina and I sat side by side at the front, our notes crisp, laptops ready. My curvy frame felt relaxed yet charged, the satisfaction from last night leaving me sharp-minded and bold. 

As Professor Hale called us up, I squeezed Ina's hand under the table, a secret thrill passing between us. We stood together, her petite form beside my curves, and launched in—me starting with the theory, Ina seamlessly adding the intimacy angle. Our voices blended, confident and synced, glances exchanged that spoke volumes: a wink when I mentioned 'building trust,' her foot nudging mine during the squirting explanation. 

The class leaned in, captivated not just by the topic but by our chemistry—the way we gestured in unison, the subtle lean of her shoulder against mine, the flirty spark in our eyes that made the room feel warmer. Questions came, but we handled them with ease, drawing from our raw experience without giving it away, emotions of shared vulnerability adding authenticity. 

Ina’s shy smile had evolved into something magnetic, her words flowing with seductive poise, while I led with teasing confidence, the audience hooked on our obvious bond. 

When we finished, applause rippled through, Professor Hale nodding approvingly. 

'Impressive work, ladies. The depth here is... enlightening.' Back at our seats, Ina's hand found mine under the desk, fingers interlacing with a gentle squeeze that sent warmth spreading through me. The grade came via email later that day: A+, with notes on our 'engaging delivery and innovative approach.' 

We celebrated quietly in the hallway after class, away from prying eyes, sharing secret smiles that held promises. 'We did it,' she whispered, her body brushing mine as we walked, a lingering touch on my lower back guiding me toward the exit. I turned, pulling her close for a moment, our lips almost meeting in the shadowed corner. 

'And we're just getting started,' I replied, voice husky with the desire still simmering, the project's success only heightening the pull between us. As we headed to the dorm, her arm linked with mine, I wondered what other deadlines—or excuses—we'd find to explore more, the flirty tension coiling tighter with every step. 
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