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Chapter One

Mia had just turned eighteen two weeks ago, and the milestone still felt like a secret she carried under her skin. Freshman year at Eldridge University was a whirlwind of late-night study sessions, cafeteria pizza, and the dizzying freedom of no one telling her when to go to bed. She was five-foot-four of soft angles and startled-deer energy: auburn hair that fell in a straight, glossy sheet to the middle of her back, wide green eyes that made people want to protect her, and a mouth that looked permanently on the verge of saying something she hadn’t quite worked up the courage for.

This morning the late-October air smelled like wet leaves. Mia stood in front of the narrow mirror glued to the back of her dorm door, tugging at the hem of a thin white crop tee that kept riding up and exposing a strip of pale stomach. Over it she pulled a faded denim jacket that she borrowed from a friend back home and never returned, and paired the whole thing with high-waisted black leggings that clung to every curve she still wasn’t used to owning. The girl in the reflection looked… grown. Hot. Almost dangerously so.

She was only here because her mother had booked the appointment back in August, before move-in day, in that breezy maternal tone that left zero room for negotiation. “You’re on your own now, hon. Time for a doctor who isn’t your pediatrician. You might get a boyfriend. You need a full and thorough check up now that you’re an adult.” For some reason, Mia’s stomach flipped at the thought.

She wasn’t sick. She felt great, actually—just restless and sometimes with an anxious energy. But the idea of stripping down in a cold room while some stranger poked and prodded made her cheeks burn in advance. She’d only ever had one boyfriend in high school, a clumsy six weeks of awkward kissing and fumbling over clothes that never actually came off. No way was she going to let some random in a lab coat feel her boobs.

Mia twisted her hair into a messy knot on top of her head, letting a few golden strands escape around her face. Lip gloss—clear, just enough to make her mouth look wet. A spritz of vanilla body spray at her wrists and throat. Armor, of a sort.

Her phone buzzed.

Mom: Text me when you’re done, okay? Love you. Be good.

Be good? Mia rolled her eyes so hard it hurt, shoved the phone into her pocket, and headed out.

The campus health center sat on the far edge of the quad, a sleek glass-and-brick building that looked more like a boutique hotel than a place where people got checked for STI’s. Inside, the waiting room smelled faintly of eucalyptus and lemon cleaner. Indie coffeehouse music played low. The receptionist handed her a clipboard with a smile that said she’d seen a thousand nervous freshmen before lunch.

Mia filled out the forms in loopy, careful handwriting, cheeks flaming at every question about cycles and partners (zero) and last menstrual period (she had to open her period-tracker app to be sure). When she handed the clipboard back, the receptionist’s eyes flicked up and softened.

“Dr. Vaughn…she will be with you in just a few minutes, Mia. Exam Room 3. You can head on back.”

Mia’s pulse skittered. After this, she wasn’t going to go back for a year.

She slipped into the hallway, sneakers silent on the polished floor, and pushed open the door marked 3.

The room was warmer than she expected. Soft lighting, pale-blue walls, a padded table covered in fresh white paper. A single framed print of ocean waves. And there, leaning against the counter, reviewing a chart on a tablet with one elegant finger, stood Dr. Evelyn Vaughn.

Tall—maybe five-ten in the low heels she wore—with a sleek auburn chignon that revealed the long, graceful line of her neck. Porcelain skin, faint laugh lines at the corners of eyes the color of smoky quartz. A white coat hung open over a silk blouse the shade of midnight, sleeves rolled once to reveal delicate wrists and the glint of a thin gold watch. Tailored black trousers hugged narrow hips. Everything about her screamed composure, control, and something else Mia couldn’t name yet but felt low in her belly like warm honey.

Dr. Vaughn glanced up. Her gaze locked on Mia’s and held—assessing, unhurried, a little amused.

“You must be Miss Harper.” Her voice was low, smooth, the kind of voice that could read the phone book and still make you wet. “Come on in. Close the door behind you.”

Mia obeyed before her brain fully caught up. The click of the latch sounded enormous in the quiet room. She had expected some middle-aged balding guy, not this… beautiful woman.

Dr. Vaughn closed the chart and met Mias gaze directly, a small, professional smile curving lips that looked unfairly soft. “I’m Dr. Vaughn. I’ll be taking care of you today.”

Mia managed a nod. “Okay.”

Dr. Vaughn washed her hands at the sink, the motion slow and graceful, then rolled the stool closer and sat, eyes flicking over the tablet again before settling back on Mia with quiet intensity.

“First time here?” she asked, not unkindly.

Mia swallowed. “Yeah. My mom made the appointment.”

A soft huff of laughter. “Moms do that.” Dr. Vaughn’s gaze was steady, reassuring, but something in it made the air feel thicker. “We’ll take it slow. You’re in control here, okay? You can stop me at any time.”

Mia nodded again, not trusting her voice.

“So, how have you been feeling?” The doctor asked.

“Good.” Mia replied.

“Any pains, or headaches, anything irregular you are wondering about?”

“No.”

Dr. Vaughn stood, the white coat shifting over slim hips as she moved to the counter. “Alright. Let’s start with the easy part—first I’ll ask you some routine questions about your history. Then, we will take your blood pressure, I will check your lymph nodes and abdomen, and then I can give you a quick breast examination and see then we will see what else you may need. Sound good?”

Mia’s throat felt suddenly dry. “Yeah… sounds good,” she whispered, the words barely making it past her lips. Breast examination? She would tell Dr. Vaughn that she could check them herself, once the time came.

Dr. Vaughn’s smile was small, reassuring, nothing like the clinical briskness Mia had braced herself for. She rolled the stool a fraction closer, close enough that Mia caught the faint trace of her perfume. The doctor rested the tablet on her lap and tapped once, pulling up the intake form Mia had just filled out.

“Alright, Mia. Let’s start with the basics so I have a clear picture.” Her voice stayed low, almost intimate in the quiet room. “The form says you’ve never been sexually active. Is that still correct?”

Mia’s cheeks went scarlet. She nodded first, then remembered she was supposed to use words. “Yes. I mean… yeah. Never.”

“That includes oral sex. Have you ever…?”

“No…’ Mia squeaked.

Dr. Vaughn didn’t write anything yet; she just held Mia’s gaze, steady and patient. “That’s perfectly fine. Lots of women your age are in the same place. Have you ever been intimate with anyone at all? Kissing, touching, anything you’d like me to know about?”

Mia’s fingers twisted in the hem of her crop tee. Was that relevant? “Just… just a boyfriend senior year. We kissed. That’s pretty much it.” She laughed nervously, the sound too high. “He was… not very good at it.”

A tiny curve at the corner of Dr. Vaughn’s mouth, almost a smile. “Noted.” She did type something, fingers quick and elegant on the screen. “Any pain or irregularities with your periods? Heavy bleeding, bad cramps?”

“No more than usual, I guess. Cramps sometimes, but ibuprofen works.”

“Good. Are you noticing any new sensitivity in your breasts? Tenderness, lumps, anything like that?”

Mia shook her head, then realized what came next and felt her stomach drop in a slow, liquid roll.

Dr. Vaughn set the tablet aside and stood, the white coat swaying open just enough to reveal the way the silk blouse clung softly to her torso. “Okay. I’m going to check your blood pressure first, then we’ll do a quick lymph-node and abdominal check. After that, the breast exam. You can keep your bra on for the first parts if that makes you more comfortable.”

Mia exhaled shakily. “Okay.”

Dr. Vaughn moved behind her, the cuff sliding cool and smooth around Mia’s upper arm. The doctor’s fingers brushed the inside of her elbow, and Mia’s pulse jumped so hard she was sure the machine registered it.

“One-ten over seventy,” Dr. Vaughn murmured, voice close to Mia’s ear. “Perfect. Heart rate is a little fast, but that’s normal when you’re nervous.”

She stepped back around, gloved hands now, and pressed gentle fingertips beneath Mia’s jaw, along her neck, under her arms. Every touch was clinical, yet Mia felt it everywhere else - warmth spreading low in her belly, a sudden, mortifying slickness between her thighs.

“Turn around for me?” Dr. Vaughn asked softly.

Mia pivoted on the table. The doctor’s palms slid under the back of her crop tee and denim jacket, checking along her spine, then moved to the front, pressing lightly just beneath her ribs. Mia’s breath stuttered when those hands settled over her stomach, firm but careful.

“Breathe in for me, sweetheart.”

The endearment slipped out so naturally Mia almost didn’t catch it. She inhaled, and Dr. Vaughn’s thumbs swept once, slow, across the soft skin just above the waistband of her leggings.

“Everything seems healthy,” the doctor said, voice a touch lower than before. She didn’t step away yet. “Now for the breast exam, which is very important. You can lie back if that’s easier, or stay sitting. Whatever you prefer. I’ll need you to lift your top and bra, or we can work around them if you’re shy.”

Mia’s heart was a frantic bird against her ribs. She swallowed once, twice. “I… I can lift them,” she heard herself say, the words trembling.

Dr. Vaughn’s eyes darkened just a shade. Was it approval, maybe something else? “Whenever you’re ready.”

Mia reached for the hem of her crop tee with shaking fingers, pulling it and the denim jacket up to just beneath her collarbone. Cool air kissed her stomach, then higher as she tugged the soft cups of her bra up and over, exposing small, flushed breasts to the warm room. Her nipples tightened instantly, embarrassingly obvious, and she could tell her own cheeks were flushed.

Her breasts. Her bare breasts were out and exposed to this random woman. For some reason, the thought sent a jolt straight between Mia’s thighs. What is wrong with me? It’s a normal check-up.

Dr. Vaughn’s gaze flicked down, professional but unhurried, then back to Mia’s face. “Doing great,” she said quietly. “Just relax for me.”

Warm, gloved hands settled gently beneath Mia’s left breast first, lifting slightly, fingers moving in slow, practiced circles outward from the center. Mia bit the inside of her cheek to keep from gasping at how sensitive she suddenly was, with every light press sent sparks skittering straight between her legs.

“You’re very responsive,” Dr. Vaughn observed, almost conversationally, thumb brushing just beneath Mia’s nipple on the upward sweep. “That’s normal. Healthy.”

Mia’s exhale came out shaky, half a whimper.

The doctor switched to the right breast, repeating the same deliberate pattern. This time her thumb grazed the very tip of Mia’s nipple as if testing. Mia’s hips gave a tiny, involuntary jerk.

Dr. Vaughn’s eyes lifted, locking with Mia’s. “Still okay? Want me to continue?”

Mia could only nod, lips parted, cheeks burning.

A pause. Then, softly, “You’re doing beautifully, Mia. Just a little longer. I don’t want to miss anything.”

Mia’s skin felt too tight, like every nerve had migrated to the surface and was waiting for the next touch.

Dr. Vaughn’s hands were warm even through the thin latex, and when her fingers cupped beneath Mia’s left breast again, lifting gently, Mia had to bite down hard on her lower lip to trap the tiny sound that wanted to escape. God, she’s gorgeous, Mia thought, dizzy with it. The sleek auburn hair, the calm, expensive scent, the way those smoky eyes flicked up every few seconds to check Mia’s face, like she actually cared what Mia was feeling. It wasn’t fair. Doctors weren’t supposed to look like they’d walked off a runway.

“Deep breath in for me again,” Dr. Vaughn murmured.

Mia obeyed, and the motion lifted her breast more fully into the doctor’s palm. A slow, deliberate circle with the pads of two fingers, starting at the outer edge and spiraling inward. Mia felt her nipple stiffen further, aching, and heat rushed between her legs so fast she had to squeeze her thighs together under the blanket. She prayed the paper beneath her wasn’t already damp.

“You’re very sensitive here,” Dr. Vaughn said, voice perfectly even, as if she were commenting on the weather. “That’s completely normal for someone your age, especially if you haven’t had much… play or exploration yet.”

Play. Exploration. The words landed low in Mia’s belly and stayed there, pulsing.

The doctor’s thumb swept upward, a feather-light pass just beneath the tight peak. Mia’s breath stuttered. She felt herself get wetter, an actual, mortifying rush, and shifted her hips the tiniest bit, trying to ease the throb without being obvious.

Dr. Vaughn noticed. Of course she did. Her gaze flicked down to Mia’s lap for half a second, then back up, unreadable.

“Still comfortable?” she asked softly.

“Y-yeah,” Mia managed. Her voice cracked on the second syllable.

“Good girl.”

The praise slipped out smooth as silk, and Mia’s entire body responded like she’d been stroked between her legs. She felt her cheeks flame hotter, but she couldn’t look away from those quartz-colored eyes.

Dr. Vaughn moved to the right breast, mirroring the same slow circles. This time her fingers lingered a fraction longer at the underside, pressing gently, as if checking for something only she could feel. Mia’s head fell back a little; she couldn’t help it. The room smelled faintly of latex and whatever dark, expensive perfume the doctor wore, and it was making her head swim.

“You’re doing wonderfully,” Dr. Vaughn said, quieter now. “I just need to be thorough. Some young women don’t realize how sensitive they can become when they’re… relaxed.”

Mia wasn’t relaxed. She was a live wire. Every breath felt too loud, every tiny shift of the doctor’s hands sent another pulse of slick heat to her core. She was terrified Dr. Vaughn could tell, but the thought only made her wetter.

The doctor’s thumb brushed directly over Mia’s nipple this time, once, deliberate, clinical in speed but not in pressure. Mia couldn’t swallow the soft, broken sound that escaped.

Dr. Vaughn paused, hand still cupping Mia’s breast, eyes locked on hers. “Too much?”

Mia shook her head frantically. “Sorry. No. I’m… it’s okay. I’m okay.” Please don’t stop.

A tiny, knowing tilt at the corner of the doctor’s mouth. “All right. Almost done with this part.”

She finished the exam with the same measured care, but now her touches felt different. They were slower, lingering half a second longer than strictly necessary, fingertips tracing the very edge of Mia’s areola on the final pass. When she finally lowered Mia’s bra and tee back into place, Mia almost whimpered at the loss.

Dr. Vaughn peeled off the gloves with a soft snap, dropped them in the bin, and washed her hands again. Mia watched the flex of slender forearms under rolled sleeves and felt her clit throb in time with her heartbeat.

When the doctor turned back, her expression was once again perfectly professional, but her pupils were more dilated than before.

“Everything looks and feels perfectly healthy,” she said, voice a touch huskier. “Now, do you have any questions, or is there anything else you would like for me to check out?”

Mia’s mouth opened, then closed. Her pulse was roaring in her ears, and the ache between her legs had turned into a steady, needy throb. She should say no. Say thank you and move on with her day.

Instead, a tiny, desperate sound slipped out before she could stop it.

“Uhm…”

Dr. Vaughn’s brows lifted just a fraction, polite curiosity in her eyes, but the corner of her mouth curved upwards. “Anything at all, Mia,” she repeated, softer. “This is a safe space. I’m here to help with whatever you need.”

Mia swallowed hard, her thighs pressing together under the blanket. She could feel how slick she was, how swollen, and the idea of admitting it out loud made her dizzy.

“I… um…” Her voice cracked. “I’ve been… feeling things lately. Down there.” She gestured vaguely toward her lap, cheeks on fire. “Like, more sensitive than usual? I don’t know if that’s normal.” She couldn’t fucking believe the sound of her own voice. Normally, she would have rather spent countless hours searching symptoms online than tell a real-life human right in front of her – and that’s if anything was actually wrong.

Dr. Vaughn didn’t smile, didn’t smirk; she simply nodded, the picture of professional concern. “That’s actually very common when your hormones are shifting, especially starting college, new stresses, new freedoms. There can be changes with libido and sexual health. Would you like me to take a look? Make sure everything’s healthy and functioning the way it should?”

Mia’s heart slammed against her ribs. She nodded again before her brain caught up. “Yes, please.”

“Of course.” Dr. Vaughn’s tone stayed perfectly even, soothing. “Let’s get you comfortable. Go ahead and slide your leggings and panties down to your knees, and then scoot to the edge of the table and lay back however is most comfortable.”

Mia’s hands trembled as they moved to the waistband of her high-waisted black leggings. She hooked her thumbs under both the leggings and her panties at once (simple black cotton, already clinging damply to her skin) and pushed them down in one slow, mortified slide. The fabric caught briefly on her hips before giving way, pooling at her knees. Cool air kissed the sudden bareness between her legs, making her acutely aware of how wet she was.

She scooted forward on the crinkling paper until her bottom rested right at the edge of the table, then lay back, heart hammering so hard she was sure Dr. Vaughn could see it fluttering beneath her crop tee. Her thighs stayed pressed together at first, instinct more than choice.

“Perfect…Breathe for me, Mia,” Dr. Vaughn said softly, voice velvet and calm. “In through your nose… good. Now out.”

Mia obeyed, shaky, desperate. Perfect…?

“Shh, easy,” the doctor murmured, voice low and warm. She snapped on fresh gloves and rolled the stool closer, settling between Mia’s knees. “Just relax your knees outward for me, sweetheart. That’s it...”

Mia’s head fell back against the padded table as her legs parted, slow and trembling. Dr. Vaughn’s gloved fingers settled lightly on the tops of her thighs, thumbs stroking once—soothing, clinical. Then those hands moved inward, parting her gently, spreading slick folds with careful precision.

Mia couldn’t hold back the tiny, broken whimper.

Exposed. Completely exposed. Her pussy was flushed deep pink, lips swollen and glistening with arousal that had been building since the breast exam. A thin strand of wetness stretched and broke as Dr. Vaughn opened her wider, cool air brushing her throbbing clit. She felt obscene—eighteen years old and dripping like this in front of a stranger who was supposed to be professional. No one had ever seen her like this.

“You’re quite aroused,” Dr. Vaughn said calmly, as if reading a chart. “That’s perfectly natural during an exam, especially your first one. Your body’s responding to touch, nothing to be embarrassed about. Arousal can be a sign of health.”

Mia wanted to die and float away at the same time.

Dr. Vaughn’s thumbs swept upward in a slow, deliberate V, framing Mia’s clit without quite touching it. “Everything looks beautifully healthy. Pink, swollen, very responsive.” Her voice dropped slightly, almost appreciative. “So much natural lubrication—very good sign.”

Mia’s hips gave a tiny, involuntary twitch.

“You’re doing wonderfully,” the doctor said, “Do you want me to continue? Check how you respond to more direct stimulation…?” Her voice was lower now, and Mia could see even she was flushed.

“Please…” Mia croaked.

Dr. Vaugn smiled, then finally letting the pad of one gloved thumb settle directly on Mia’s clit. She began the slowest, gentlest circles—barely pressure at first, just slick, steady friction. “At your age, your body is waking up to all kinds of new sensations. It’s perfectly healthy—natural, even—to feel this during an exam. Holding it in isn’t good for you.”

Mia let out a broken little moan as the circles grew firmer, slick sounds starting to fill the quiet room—soft, wet, unmistakable. “Oh…”

“So, when sexual tension builds and has nowhere to go,” Dr. Vaughn went on conversationally, as if she weren’t currently rubbing Mia’s clit in slow, perfect strokes, “it can leave you pent-up, frustrated, even cause headaches or mood swings. A full release—an orgasm—flushes everything out. Relaxes the pelvic floor, improves blood flow, balances hormones. It’s medicine, really.”

Her thumb kept that relentless rhythm, circling, pressing, gliding through Mia’s abundant wetness. The other hand rested possessively on Mia’s inner thigh, holding her open.

Mia’s back arched slightly off the table. She was already climbing, embarrassingly fast, and she let out another little whimper.

“That’s it,” Dr. Vaughn whispered, eyes fixed between Mia’s legs, watching every twitch. “Just let your body do what it needs to do. Sometimes, when a patient is this relaxed and receptive, it’s beneficial to check a few more things. Internal sensitivity, for example. G-spot health. Cervical health during arousal.” She met Mia’s eyes, steady but unmistakably hungry. “Only if you want a more thorough exam.”

Mia’s answer was a frantic nod, her hips already tilting upward in silent plea. “Y-yes… please…”

Dr. Vaughn’s breath hitched—just a tiny catch that Mia heard anyway. The doctor’s cheeks were definitely flushed now, a soft rose beneath her porcelain skin, and her pupils had swallowed most of the smoky quartz. She held Mia’s gaze for a long second, something electric passing between them, then murmured, “Good girl. I’ll be gentle.”

Oh, fuck…

She kept the steady circles on Mia’s clit with her thumb, never breaking rhythm, while two gloved fingers of her other hand traced downward through slick folds. They paused at Mia’s entrance, gathering wetness, spreading it upward in a slow glide that made Mia’s thighs quake.

“Relax for me,” Dr. Vaughn whispered, voice huskier than before. “Just breathe and let me in.”

The first finger slid inside with almost no resistance—Mia was so wet, so ready, that it felt like her body simply welcomed the intrusion. A soft, broken moan tore from her throat at the stretch, the fullness.

“Perfect,” Dr. Vaughn breathed, eyes dark and fixed on where her finger disappeared into Mia’s heat. She crooked it gently, exploring, pressing upward until Mia’s back bowed off the table with a sharp gasp. “There… feel that? That’s completely normal sensitivity. Very healthy.”

A second finger joined the first, slow and careful, scissoring slightly to open her further. Mia’s walls fluttered around the intrusion, clenching greedily. The wet sounds were louder now—obscene and undeniable—as Dr. Vaughn began a slow, deliberate thrust, curling both fingers on every inward stroke to rub that spot again and again while her thumb kept its merciless circles on Mia’s clit.

Mia’s hands fisted in the paper covering the table, crinkling loudly. “Oh god—Doctor—”

“Evelyn,” the doctor corrected softly, almost pleading. “Call me Evelyn when I’m inside you like this.”

“E-Evelyn—” Mia sobbed, the name tasting like sin on her tongue. Is this fucking happening?

“That’s it, sweetheart.” Evelyn’s voice was rough now, composure fraying at the edges. She leaned forward slightly, white coat falling open, silk blouse clinging to the swell of her breasts with every quickened breath. “You’re taking my fingers so beautifully. So tight and wet… I can feel you getting close already. Don’t hold it in.”

Mia was beyond close. Every thrust, every curl, every slick press of Evelyn’s thumb sent fireworks up her spine. Her legs shook, thighs straining to open wider even as her body tried to clamp down.

“I want you to cum for me,” Evelyn whispered, eyes locked between Mia’s legs, watching her own fingers disappear again and again into glistening pink. “Let it happen. Show me how good your body feels when it lets go. I need to see it, Mia. Be a good patient for me.”

The raw edge of want in Evelyn’s voice snapped the last thread of Mia’s control. Her orgasm hit hard and sudden, a sharp cry ripping from her throat as her walls spasmed around Evelyn’s fingers, a rush of wetness coating the doctor’s glove and dripping onto the paper below. Her hips bucked helplessly, riding the waves while Evelyn kept stroking her through it—gentle, relentless, drawing every last shudder out until Mia collapsed, boneless and gasping.

Evelyn didn’t pull away immediately. She eased her fingers free slowly, letting Mia feel every inch, then rested her clean hand on Mia’s trembling thigh, grounding her.

“Breathe, sweetheart,” she murmured, voice soft again but still thick with lingering desire. She peeled off the glove with deliberate care, eyes never leaving Mia’s flushed face. “You were perfect. Absolutely perfect.”

Mia’s chest rose and fell in shallow pants, tears of overwhelmed pleasure pricking at the corners of her eyes. She felt wrecked, worshipped, and utterly safe all at once.

Eventually Dr. Vaughn straightened slowly, smoothing her blouse with trembling fingers, tucking escaped hair behind her ear. The professional mask slid back into place, but her eyes were soft, almost shy.

“You’re… extraordinary,” she said quietly, easing her fingers free with gentle care. She helped Mia sit up, steadying her when her legs wobbled. “Perfectly healthy. I made sure to be very, very thorough.”

Mia laughed, a small, dazed sound, and let the doctor clean her up with warm wipes and soft touches that felt heavenly.

When Dr. Vaughn finally helped her off the table and into her leggings, she pressed a discreet note into Mia’s hand—plain white, only a private cell number written on the back in elegant ink.

“For follow-up questions,” she murmured, lips brushing Mia’s ear. “Anytime.”

Mia tucked the card into her pocket like it was made of gold, cheeks burning, thighs still trembling.

She somehow managed to walk out of Exam Room 3 on steady legs, but the second the door closed behind her she had to lean against the hallway wall, heart racing, a ridiculous smile spreading across her face.

Holy shit. That just happened. She was finger fucked on the exam table by her hot doctor during a check up, and came harder than she ever thought possible.

And she was already fucking addicted.


Chapter Two

Mia’s phone buzzed against her thigh for the hundredth time that week, and every notification still sent a jolt straight between her legs.

Evelyn: Doors unlocked. “Come straight up. I’ve been wet all morning thinking of your pretty pussy.”

Mia stared at the screen in the back of the car, cheeks burning, thighs pressing together under her coat. The driver had no idea she was en route to get thoroughly fucked by the doctor who’d made her cum for the first time in an exam room.

It had started when she texted the number Dr. Vaughn gave her: Hey, It’s Mia. Just wanted you to have my number, too. Thanks again for being so thorough.”

Then: “Hello Mia, this is Evelyn. I’m so glad you texted me! How are you feeling after your appointment?”

Mia had nearly dropped her phone. She’d saved the contact as “Evelyn” with trembling fingers and replied:

Mia: “Still kind of floaty. In the best way.”

Within minutes Evelyn replied.

Evelyn: Good girl. I haven’t stopped thinking about how beautifully you came for me.

And that was it. The floodgates opened.

Late-night messages turned into full-on sexting. Evelyn describing in filthy, clinical detail exactly how she wanted to taste Mia again. Mia sending shy, then increasingly bold photos - first just her new lace panties pulled aside, then fingers buried deep while she moaned Evelyn’s name into her pillow. Every night Mia touched herself to the memory of gloved fingers and that low, commanding voice telling her to let go.

Now it was Saturday evening, campus quiet for the holiday weekend, and Mia was minutes away from Evelyn’s building.

She’d spent an hour getting ready—showered, shaved smooth, lotioned everywhere. Under her simple black coat and jeans she wore the sluttiest set she owned: a sheer red balconette bra that barely contained her breasts, matching crotchless panties that left her completely open and accessible, garter belt holding up thigh-high stockings. No pretense tonight. She was dressed to be devoured.

The car pulled up to a sleek high-rise downtown. Mia’s legs were jelly as she stepped out into the crisp air, coat pulled tight around her. She used the code Evelyn gave her, and the door unlocked and opened.

The elevator ride felt endless. When the doors slid open directly into the apartment, warm low lighting and a comforting crushed-berry-and-cedar scent wrapped around her like arms.

Evelyn was waiting.

She wore a silk robe of deep burgundy, belted loosely enough that Mia could see the swell of her breasts and the shadow between her thighs. Hair down in auburn waves, barefoot, wine glass in hand. Her eyes were already dark with want.

“Coat,” Evelyn said, voice low and rough.

Mia let it fall.

Evelyn’s gaze dragged slowly over her—jeans low on her hips, cropped sweater riding up to show a strip of skin, but she knew what was underneath. The doctor’s lips parted on a soft exhale.

“Fuck, Mia,” she whispered. “Come here.”

Mia crossed the room in three steps and crashed into her. Their mouths met hard—no gentle first kiss, just hunger. Evelyn tasted like red wine and need, tongue sliding against Mia’s as hands gripped hips, pulling her flush.

“You’ve been driving me insane all week,” Evelyn growled against her lips, walking her backward toward the hallway. “Those pictures—your pretty pussy spread open for me, dripping on your fingers while you beg for my mouth.”

Mia whimpered, clutching at Evelyn’s shoulders. “I can’t stop thinking about you. About what you did to me in that exam room. I touch myself every night and it’s not enough.”

They stumbled into the bedroom—city lights glittering through floor-to-ceiling windows, bed big and unmade. Evelyn pushed Mia gently against the edge of the mattress and stepped back, eyes blazing.

“Strip for me,” she ordered softly. “I want to see what my girl wore for me tonight.”

Mia’s hands shook with anticipation as she peeled off her sweater, then shimmied out of her jeans. The red lingerie came into view piece by piece—bra pushing her breasts up like an offering, garters framing the obscene openness of the crotchless panties where she was already glistening.

Evelyn made a low, animal sound. “Jesus Christ. You’re trying to kill me.”

She closed the distance again, hands sliding up Mia’s sides, thumbs brushing the undersides of her breasts through sheer lace. Then Evelyn’s hands tightened on Mia’s waist, fingers digging in just enough to leave faint marks on soft skin. Her eyes were dark, almost feral, as they raked over the red lace clinging to every curve.

“On the bed,” she said, voice low and rough, nothing like the calm doctor from the exam room. “Lie back for me, legs open. I need to see that naughty little pussy you’ve been teasing me with all week.”

Mia’s breath caught, but she obeyed instantly, scrambling onto the mattress and settling against the pillows. She let her knees fall apart slowly, the crotchless panties framing her completely—slick, swollen lips already parted and shining with how desperately turned on she was.

Evelyn groaned, a raw, hungry sound that made Mia’s clit throb. She shrugged off the silk robe in one fluid motion, letting it drop to the floor. Naked now, skin flushed, nipples tight, the neat trim of auburn curls between her thighs glistening with her own arousal.

“Fuck, look at you,” Evelyn rasped, crawling onto the bed like a predator. She settled between Mia’s spread thighs, hands sliding up stocking-clad legs to grip behind her knees and push them wider. “Soaked already. These panties are beautiful, baby. You walked in here dripping for me, didn’t you?”

Mia whimpered, nodding frantically. “Yes…”

“Good girl.” Evelyn’s praise was filthy, reverent. She leaned down, nose brushing the inside of Mia’s thigh, inhaling deeply. “God, you smell incredible. Sweet and needy. I’ve been starving for this cunt since the second you walked out of my office.”

She dragged her tongue up one side of Mia’s folds in a long, slow lick, gathering wetness, savoring it. Mia’s hips bucked, a broken moan spilling out.

“Oh, fuck…”

“That’s it,” Evelyn murmured against her, lips shiny. “Moan for me. Let me hear how bad you want my mouth.”

Another lick—this one flat and broad over Mia’s clit, making her cry out sharply.

“I’ve fucked myself every night thinking about this,” Evelyn confessed, voice muffled as she buried her face deeper. “Fingers in my pussy, imagining it was your tight little hole clenching around me while I licked you clean. But nothing compares to the real thing.”

She sucked Mia’s clit gently between her lips, flicking the tip of her tongue over it in quick, ruthless strokes. Two fingers slid inside Mia without warning—bare this time, skin on skin, curling hard against that spot that made Mia see stars.

“Fuck—Evelyn—”

“Say it again,” Evelyn growled, pumping her fingers faster, wet sounds filling the room. “Say my name while I tongue-fuck this perfect pussy. Tell me who you belong to tonight.”

“Evelyn…You,” Mia sobbed, hands fisting in Evelyn’s hair. “All yours—please don’t stop—”

Evelyn moaned against her, the vibration sending sparks up Mia’s spine. She ate her like she was starving—messy, desperate, tongue thrusting deep before lapping back up to circle her clit, fingers relentless.

“You taste even better than I imagined,” she panted between licks. “So fucking sweet when you’re this worked up. Gonna make you come all over my mouth, baby.”

Mia was already climbing, thighs shaking around Evelyn’s head, the dirty words and perfect mouth pushing her higher than she thought possible.

“Please—Evelyn—I’m cumming—”

“Cum,” Evelyn commanded, sucking hard on her clit while her fingers slammed deep. “Cum for me right now. Show me how good I make my girl feel.”

Mia shattered with a scream, back arching off the bed as she flooded Evelyn’s mouth, hips grinding shamelessly against her face. Evelyn didn’t let up—kept licking and stroking through every pulse until Mia was trembling, oversensitive and gasping.

Only then did she pull back, lips swollen and glistening, eyes wild.

“Beautiful,” she whispered, crawling up Mia’s body to kiss her deep and filthy, letting Mia taste herself.

Evelyn collapsed beside her, chest heaving, face still shiny with Mia’s release. She pulled Mia into her arms without hesitation, tucking the younger woman’s head against her shoulder, one hand stroking lazily through sweat-damp auburn hair that had fallen across Mia’s back.

“Shh, breathe, baby,” Evelyn murmured, voice soft again but still rough around the edges. She pressed slow, reverent kisses to Mia’s temple, her cheek, the corner of her mouth. “You were so fucking perfect. So delicious… I could taste you for days and never get enough.”

Mia melted into her, legs tangled in stockings and garters, heart still racing. Evelyn’s fingers traced idle patterns over the lace of her bra, then down the curve of her waist, like she was memorizing every inch.

“My sweet girl,” Evelyn whispered, nuzzling into Mia’s neck. “Cumming so hard for me…you have no idea how beautiful you are when you fall apart.”

Mia made a small, contented sound, burrowing closer. The praise soaked into her like warm honey, making her feel cherished and filthy all at once.

They stayed like that for a long minute—just breathing together, skin cooling, city lights flickering across the ceiling. Evelyn’s hand eventually settled possessively on Mia’s ass, squeezing gently.

But Mia wasn’t quite ready to drift. The taste of herself on Evelyn’s lips had sparked something new—curiosity, hunger, a sudden aching need to give back.

She lifted her head, cheeks flushed, and met Evelyn’s eyes. “I… I want to taste you,” she said, voice small but steady. “I’ve never… but I want to make you feel good too.”

Evelyn’s breath caught, pupils flaring wide again. A slow, wicked smile spread across her face.

“Yeah?” she rasped. “You want to get your pretty mouth on my pussy, baby? First time licking a woman?”

Mia nodded, biting her lip. “Please.”

Evelyn didn’t make her wait. She rolled onto her back, spreading her legs wide in invitation, knees bent. The neat auburn curls were dark with arousal, lips swollen and glistening, clit already peeking out, begging.

“Fuck yes, baby. Come here,” Evelyn said, voice low and commanding. “Get between my thighs and taste how wet you make me.”

Mia scrambled up, heart pounding, settling on her stomach between Evelyn’s legs. Up close it was overwhelming—warm, musky, intoxicating. She hesitated for only a second before leaning in, pressing a tentative open-mouthed kiss to the inside of one thigh, then the other.

Evelyn’s hand slid into Mia’s hair, not pushing, just guiding. “Start slow, sweetheart. Lick me like you’d want to be licked.”

Mia took a shaky breath and dragged her tongue up the center in one long, experimental stripe. The taste exploded across her tongue—salty-sweet, richer than she’d imagined, pure Evelyn. She moaned softly at the first contact, surprised by how much she already loved it.

“Fuck, yes,” Evelyn groaned, hips lifting slightly. “Just like that. Again.”

Mia did it again, bolder this time, flattening her tongue and licking broad and slow from entrance to clit. Evelyn’s thighs tensed around her ears.

“Good girl… oh, you’re a natural,” Evelyn panted. “Circle my clit now—soft at first.”

Mia obeyed, swirling her tongue gently around the hard little nub, feeling it twitch under her touch. Evelyn’s breathing turned ragged, fingers tightening in Mia’s hair.

“Inside me,” Evelyn ordered, voice breaking. “Tongue-fuck me, baby. Taste how much I need you.”

Mia slid lower, pushing her tongue inside as deep as she could, thrusting awkwardly at first but finding a rhythm. Evelyn’s walls fluttered around her, hot and slick, and the sounds she made—low, desperate—went straight to Mia’s clit.

“God, yes—deeper—fuck, your mouth feels so good—”

Emboldened, Mia brought a hand up, sliding two fingers inside alongside her tongue, curling them the way Evelyn had done to her. She sucked Evelyn’s clit into her mouth at the same time, flicking quickly.

Evelyn’s back arched clear off the bed. “Right there—don’t stop—fuck, Mia, you’re gonna make me—”

Mia didn’t stop. She licked and sucked and finger-fucked with everything she had, messy and eager, drunk on the taste and the way Evelyn was falling apart above her.

Evelyn came with a sharp, guttural cry, thighs clamping around Mia’s head, hips grinding hard against her mouth. A rush of wetness coated Mia’s tongue and chin as Evelyn pulsed around her fingers, body shaking through wave after wave.

Mia kept going gently until Evelyn tugged weakly at her hair, pulling her up.

“Come here,” Evelyn gasped, hauling Mia into a fierce, sloppy kiss, tasting herself without shame. “So good, baby. You’re a natural. Amazing.”

Mia smiled against her lips, flushed and proud and still hungry.

Evelyn’s fingers lingered on Mia’s cheek, thumb brushing over swollen lips still tingling from their kiss. They were tangled in the sheets, bodies slick and warm, hearts slowing in sync. Evelyn’s auburn hair spilled across the pillow like fire, and her eyes—soft now, but still smoldering—held Mia’s with a tenderness that made her chest ache.

“You’re incredible,” Evelyn whispered again, pressing a gentle kiss to Mia’s forehead. “My perfect, perfect girl.”

Mia smiled shyly, burrowing into the crook of Evelyn’s neck, breathing in the scent of sex and expensive perfume. She felt boneless, worshipped, and for the first time in her life, completely unafraid of how much she wanted this—how much she wanted her.

They lay like that for a long while, legs entwined, Evelyn’s hand stroking slow circles over Mia’s back, tracing the straps of the red lace bra that had somehow survived the chaos. Every so often Evelyn would murmur praise against her skin: “So responsive… tasted like heaven… made me come so hard I saw stars…”

Eventually, Evelyn shifted, rolling Mia gently onto her back and straddling her hips. The movement made the garters tug deliciously against Mia’s thighs, and she gasped softly as Evelyn’s weight settled over her—naked, flushed, nipples hard again already.

“Baby,” Evelyn said, voice low and velvet, brushing a strand of hair from Mia’s face. “You’ve been so good for me tonight. So fucking good. But I’m nowhere near done with you.”

Mia’s breath hitched, heat already pooling low in her belly again. “I don’t want you to be.”

“Do you want to make me happy?” Evelyn purred.

“Yess…”

Evelyn’s smile was slow, predatory, full of dark promise. She leaned down, lips brushing Mia’s ear. “Good. Because I want to take this further. I want to play with you properly. Toys. Restraints. Make you beg and squirt all over my sheets again.” She nipped Mia’s earlobe, making her whimper. “Safe word is ‘red’—say it once and everything stops, no questions. Everything else… you’re mine to use tonight. Say yes.”

Mia’s entire body lit up like a live wire. The word slipped out breathless and immediate. “Yes. Please.”

Evelyn kissed her hard—possessive, claiming—tongue sliding deep before pulling back with a satisfied growl. “That’s my girl.”

She reached for the nightstand drawer, pulling it open with deliberate slowness. Mia watched, heart pounding, as Evelyn laid out toys like offerings on the duvet:

There were soft black leather cuffs with velcro closures and quick-release tabs. A sleek, powerful wand vibrator with multiple settings. Then, a thick, curved glass dildo—clear, ridged, heavy in Evelyn’s hand. The black leather harness and a thick, veiny silicone cock.

Evelyn picked up the oil first, pouring a generous amount into her palms and rubbing them together. “Hands above your head, sweetheart.”

Mia obeyed instantly, stretching her arms up toward the headboard. Evelyn straddled her again, leaning forward to drizzle warm oil over Mia’s chest, watching it pool between her breasts before spreading it with slow, worshipful hands. She massaged it into the lace of the bra, thumbs circling Mia’s nipples until they ached against the sheer fabric. Then lower—over her ribs, her stomach, hips rocking gently as she worked the oil into every inch of exposed skin.

Mia was already moaning softly, back arching into the touch.

“Sensitive little thing,” Evelyn murmured, voice thick with lust. She pinched a nipple through the lace, rolling it firmly. “Look at you—so fucking needy. You love being touched like this, don’t you?”

“Yes—Evelyn—”

Evelyn reached for the cuffs, wrapping the soft leather around Mia’s wrists with careful precision. “Loose enough you can slip out if you need to,” she said, eyes locked on Mia’s as she secured them to the headboard. “But you won’t want to, will you, baby?”

Mia tested the give—just enough restraint to feel deliciously helpless. She shook her head, biting her lip.

“Good girl.”

Evelyn moved down the bed, settling between Mia’s thighs again. She picked up the wand first, clicking it onto the lowest setting, a deep, steady rumble. Mia’s breath stuttered as the vibrating head pressed gently against her inner thigh, teasing closer, closer, until it finally settled over her clit through the open crotch of her panties.

“Oh—fuck—”

“Language,” Evelyn teased, but her own voice was rough. She circled the wand slowly, watching Mia’s hips twitch. “You’re going to cum for me again and again tonight. I want you shaking.”

She reached for the glass dildo next, coating it generously with lube. The cool weight pressed at Mia’s entrance, sliding in slow and steady until Mia was full—stretched, impaled, the ridges dragging perfectly against sensitive walls.

“Ahhh…” Mia squealed.

Evelyn began a slow rhythm—deep thrusts of the glass toy while the wand buzzed relentlessly against her clit. Mia’s moans turned to desperate cries, wrists tugging at the cuffs.

“Look at how greedy your pussy is,” Evelyn growled, eyes fixed between Mia’s legs. “Sucking this toy in like it’s starving. You’re dripping down my hand, baby—soaked and perfect.”

She increased the wand’s speed, and Mia’s back bowed off the bed.

“Evelyn—please—I’m—”

“Not yet.” Evelyn pulled the wand away at the last second, leaving Mia gasping on the edge. She did it again—twice more—bringing her right to the brink and stopping, until Mia was sobbing with need.

“Please—please let me come—I’ll be so good—”

“Beg me properly,” Evelyn commanded, voice dark. “Tell me who this pussy belongs to.”

“You,” Mia cried, tears of frustration and pleasure pricking her eyes. “It’s yours—please, Evelyn, it’s yours—”

Evelyn’s smile was feral. “That’s right.”

She strapped on the thick silicone cock next, buckling the harness tight so the base pressed firmly against her own clit. The sight was unreal; a goddess with a shiny, swaying cock all for her. Lube dripped down the shaft as she positioned herself between Mia’s spread thighs, rubbing the head through slick folds.

“I’m going to fuck you now,” she rasped. “Going to fill you up and make you take every inch.”

She pushed in slow—one long, relentless glide until she was buried to the hilt. Mia’s cry was sharp and broken, walls clenching hard around the invasion.

“Fuck—yes—” Evelyn groaned, hips rolling deep. She set a slow, grinding rhythm, wand back on low against Mia’s clit. Their eyes locked—intense, intimate—as Evelyn fucked her with deliberate strokes.

“You take me so perfectly,” Evelyn praised, voice shaking with her own building pleasure. “Look at you—tied up, stuffed full, cumming on my cock. My beautiful girl.”

She sped up gradually, thrusts harder, deeper, the slap of skin echoing in the room. Mia’s wrists strained against the cuffs, body arching to meet every stroke.

Evelyn uncuffed her suddenly, flipping her onto her stomach and pulling her hips up. “Ass in the air, baby.”

Mia obeyed, face pressed to the pillow, back arched obscenely. Evelyn re-cuffed her wrists in front of her, then brought a hand down in a firm spank against one lace-framed cheek.

Mia yelped, then moaned.

“Color?” Evelyn checked immediately, voice steady.

“Green,” Mia gasped. “More—”

Evelyn spanked her again—three sharp, controlled swats that bloomed heat across her skin—then slammed back inside in one thrust. She gripped Mia’s hips, fucking her hard from behind, hair wrapped around one fist to arch her back further.

“Such a pretty ass turning pink for me,” Evelyn growled. “You love being fucked like this, don’t you? Love being my good little slut.”

“Yes—yes—Doctor—”

The wand found its way back between Mia’s legs from the front, buzzing high now. Evelyn’s thrusts grew erratic, the harness grinding perfectly against her own clit with every snap of her hips.

“Cum with me,” she commanded, voice breaking. “Squirt all over my cock while I cum inside this harness—now, baby, now—”

Mia shattered first—a scream muffled into the pillow as her body convulsed, a hot rush of release soaking Evelyn’s thighs and the sheets beneath them. The clench dragged Evelyn over the edge—she buried herself deep with a guttural moan, grinding hard as she came, squirting against the base of the toy, body shaking violently.

They collapsed together, Evelyn pulling out gently and uncuffing Mia immediately. She gathered her close, wiping her down with warm cloths from the bathroom, feeding her sips of water, pressing kisses to every mark the cuffs and spanks had left.

“You took everything so beautifully,” Evelyn whispered over and over, voice thick with emotion. “I’m so proud of you. So fucking proud. You’re incredible.”

Mia curled into her, exhausted and blissed-out, the red lingerie finally slipping off as Evelyn peeled it away. They fell asleep tangled together, the city lights painting soft patterns across their skin, hearts beating in perfect sync.

Mia had never felt more wanted. More satisfied and spent and claimed. More hers. She had to pinch herself to make sure she wasn’t dreaming; almost stunned that she was able to feel that much mind-bending pleasure.

∞∞∞

Morning light filtered through the windows, painting soft gold across tangled sheets and bare skin. Mia stirred first, blinking against the brightness, every muscle deliciously sore in ways that made her smile before she even opened her eyes. Faint pink marks circled her wrists; her ass still carried the warm memory of Evelyn’s palm. She felt utterly, perfectly used—and better than she’d ever been.

Evelyn was already awake, propped on one elbow, watching her with that quiet intensity that had undone Mia from the very first appointment. She brushed a gentle thumb over Mia’s lower lip, voice husky from sleep and everything they’d done the night before.

“You’re staying for breakfast,” Evelyn said—not a question. Her fingers trailed down Mia’s throat, possessive and tender. “And this pussy is mine now, sweetheart. I take very good care of what belongs to me.”

Mia’s heart flipped, a ridiculous, giddy warmth spreading through her chest. She leaned up to kiss Evelyn slow and deep, tasting last night’s pleasure still lingering between them.

“Yes, Doctor,” she whispered against soft lips, grinning. “Whatever you want.”

And as the city woke up far below, Mia knew—without a single doubt—that this forbidden, filthy, beautiful thing between them was only just beginning.

Mia and Evelyn lived Happily Ever After…

The End!
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