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CHAPTER 1 

Britney

I’m sitting at the gynecologist, feeling more nervous than I ever did before a school exam. I’m twenty-two, yet right now I feel anything but grown-up. All I want is to crawl under a blanket and wait for this whole thing to vanish. I’ve never heard of anyone having the problem I have. Constantly soaked pussy? Day and night? Seriously?

I’m wet down there all the time, as though I’m permanently aroused, and it’s driving me insane. I’m mortified even thinking about it, let alone saying it out loud. And now I have to explain it to the doctor. Not just explain—show her. Please, just kill me now.

I heard my usual doctor is on vacation, but that fact doesn’t even register. My regular doctor or any other—it makes no difference. Ultimate humiliation is waiting for me and nothing in the world can save me. I can only hope it’ll be over quickly.

“Britney? Come through, please,” a voice calls from the exam room.

I stand, palms slick with sweat, and walk through the door. Nothing could have prepared me for the sight of her. There she is, waiting for me—Dr. Michelle.

Yes. Tina’s mom. Of all people—her?

Why, universe, why?

Dr. Michelle isn’t just a doctor. She’s my best friend’s mother. And more than that—she’s the woman I’ve been secretly crushing on. She’s a grown woman with nothing in common with me. There’s no explanation—none in the entire world—for why her mere presence turns me inside out. Ever since I first laid eyes on her.

“Britney, sweetheart, how are you?” she says in that soft, warm voice that melts icebergs.

She pulls me into a light hug like we’re old friends. Her perfume hits me—sweet, dizzying, the same one as always.

“Tina told me you two were at a party this weekend,” she laughs, gesturing toward the chair. “Sit, please.”

I perch on the edge of the seat opposite her, thighs pressed tight together.

“Yeah, Tina clearly shares every embarrassing detail,” I try to joke, but my entire focus is locked on the damp heat between my legs.

She smiles, full red lips curving. “Tina adores you. Says you’re the best friend anyone could have. Now tell me—what’s bothering you? My nurse said you’re having some… issues with your intimate area?”

I turn tomato-red. “Yeah… um…”

God, how do I even say this? What’s the clinical word for pussy?

“Relax, darling,” she soothes when she sees me faltering. “We’re both women. There’s nothing I haven’t seen before.”

“Okay,” I exhale shakily. “My… vagina… it’s always… wet. Like I’m… I don’t know… turned on,” I whisper, then blurt louder, “even though I’m not!”

“Even though you’re not,” she echoes seriously, putting on her glasses as she scans my chart.

I knew this was going to be mortifying. I should’ve stayed home and waited it out.

Dr. Michelle slips her glasses off and looks at me with gentle eyes—and something else, a tiny spark that jolts straight through me.

Gosh, why does her presence have such an effect on me? It’s wrong, it’s twisted, but I can’t escape the truth. Just look at her face! You can’t be this beautiful, you just can’t. That magnetic, feminine energy rolling off her, her hair, her voice…

I used to be obsessed with her—to the point that I started avoiding Tina’s house altogether. I hated going over because her mother always threw me completely off balance, leaving me confused and questioning everything I knew about myself. And it worked. Staying away allowed me to forget her, at least a little.

But fate clearly has different plans. Now, I have to explain to her why my panties are soaked twenty-four seven.

“Don’t worry, Britney, everything will be fine,” she says, her tone perfectly professional.

It will be? I don’t think so.

“This happens quite often in young women your age,” she continues. “Hormones, maybe school stress. We’ll do a quick exam to rule out anything more serious. Please undress from the waist down and hop up on the table. I’ll be very gentle.”

Gentle? I don’t want gentle. I want fast and clinical—and from a safe distance!

“Undress,” I mutter, repeating the simple instruction as if I might otherwise forget it.

I stand on trembling legs and strip behind the curtain. When I slide my panties off, my heart hammers. To make everything even more humiliating—yep, they’re drenched, far worse than when I left home.

I lie back on the exam table, feet in the stirrups, and the cool air brushes my exposed heat as if it’s trying to tell me something.

“Alright, sweetheart, let’s see what’s got this little flower so… enthusiastic today. Deep breath for me.”

Little flower? Enthusiastic? Please stop!

Dr. Michelle pulls on gloves and steps between my legs. She plants her fingers on my thighs to relax me, but I twitch like crazy.

“Shhh,” she soothes, as if she’s calming a wounded animal, her voice sending electricity through my every cell. “I know how vulnerable this feels. Don’t worry, I’ll be quick.”

I close my eyes, gripping the edge of the table until my knuckles go white.

Her gloved hands feel warm as she gently presses on my inner thighs. “Tell me if anything hurts or feels uncomfortable.”

Uncomfortable? That ship sailed long ago!

My legs are spread wide. I can smell my own pussy, the scent rising to my nose, and I know there’s no escape. Today is officially the pinnacle of weird. I’m splayed open in front of this femme fatale, my pussy helplessly exposed to her gaze.

“It’s fine,” I lie, praying I’m at least half-decent down there as she lies her beautiful eyes on me.

“Yes,” Dr. Michelle says as she leans in, her face so close suddenly. “Deep breath. I’ll start with the external exam. You okay?”

“Gosh,” I whisper as her fingers slide against my labia, her clinical touch all-consuming.

Okay, fine, I’ll admit it—the scene echoes some of my late-night fantasies. Tina’s mom standing before me as I writhe in pleasure; I’ve pictured that more than once. And the way she soothes me like I’m something precious to her, for some reason rubs me in all the right ways. But there’s no room for that now. The situation is too absurdly awkward to enjoy.

If I could relax, her closeness would be electrifying. This goddess of a woman has already made me come countless times—she’ll just never know about it.

But in reality… Dr. Michelle is an adult. She’d never look twice at an insignificant girl like me. Plus she’s my doctor. This is all just a routine exam. An awkward, ridiculous, routine exam.

She looks at me with a caring gaze, as if she can sense the inner tornado I’m fighting.

“When did this start? Weeks ago? Days?”

“About a month. I thought it would go away, so I waited.” My breath hitches as her fingers touch my labia, making way to explore the relentless source of my wetness.

“It’s quite swollen,” she says, pressing into my flesh. “Does this feel okay?”

Feel okay? Please stop torturing me!

“Not painful,” I manage, my voice thin.

Her touch is so gentle, yet almost exploratory—at least in my mind. She slides over my skin like she wants to, not has to, and it feels more than okay. But yeah, I’m just imagining it all.

“Hm. You really are quite wet,” she says, removing her hands and gliding on her stool toward her desk.

“Could be heightened sensitivity. Possibly a hormonal imbalance. But everything looks so perfectly healthy, it’s almost surprising…” she says, sliding back toward me, now with her glasses on.

Her fragrant scent envelops me, and I hate how weak it makes me feel.

“Let me check internally now.”

Internally? Fuck. This nightmare isn’t ending anytime soon.

She warms the speculum in her hand.

“It’s okay,” she reassures, but it’s her smile doing the magic, not her words.

“It’s a delicate area of our bodies,” she adds, positioning the device against my wet folds. “But that’s exactly what makes us women so remarkable.”

She slides it in slowly, so gently I almost can’t feel it, but I tense anyway.

“Relax, sweetheart. Have you had penetrative sex? That can sometimes influence things.”

“No… Not lately.” I blush harder—if that’s even possible.

Tina’s mom just inserted a tool inside me and asked about my sex life. New personal record for mortification achieved.

“Good. Everything looks perfect,” she smiles. “Very well-lubricated, yes, but completely normal. Now let’s check your breasts. Sit up for me and take off your top.”

“My breasts?”

“Yes, love. It’s all connected. Breasts are your center of femininity. Are you okay with that? Do you want to continue, or… do we continue next time?”

I peel off my shirt, sitting topless now, nipples pebbled from the cool air. Or maybe from her.

“It’s okay, let’s get this over with,” I say, trying to sound like an uninterested person. But on the inside, I’m dying to have her focus on my breasts.

She steps closer and her gaze drops to my chest. “Beautifully developed, Britney. Arms up, please.”

Fuck! Of course. I haven’t shaved my armpits in two weeks. I told myself I couldn’t care less what anyone thought, but now, with her looking—I care desperately. Something in me wants to be flawless for her. Perfect, just like she is.

“Lovely,” she murmurs appreciatively. Her hands glide over my rib cage, circle my breasts, and cup them gently. “Any lumps? Tenderness?”

“No… no,” I breathe, her touch feeling like pure electricity.

The heat of her body nearing scrambles my brain. I can feel my face flush as I watch her so close, and yes, I’ll admit it. She’s the one. I want her. There is no other person in the entire world. She’s too old, and it makes no fucking sense, but I can’t resist. She’s my kryptonite.

“Good. Lie back again, little one. I need to re-check down there.”

My whole body shakes as she calls me little one. In my head, this is becoming less and less a medical exam. And now she’s going back down there? I don’t care anymore. Why even fight it? I’m going to let myself be aroused by this, whether it’s right or wrong.

“You’re trembling,” she smiles. “Is it okay if I go on? Or would you prefer next time?”

“Go on. Please,” I reply, wondering if my voice sounds as desperate as my thoughts.

I look down and spot a tattoo on the inside of her wrist—a tiny crescent moon with small script. It’s just one more sexy thing about her. I know there’s a wild side to her. This composed, professional woman must have secrets, and I’m dying to know them.

Her touch returns—this time landing on the tip of my mound, her fingers pressing lightly around the hood, dangerously close to my clit.

“What kind of music do you like?” she asks out of nowhere, the question completely resetting me.

“Um… huh,” I smile, and for a second I almost forget her hands are on me. “Slow, soft… music.”

“Slow and soft,” she repeats with a smile, her fingers pressing a little firmer. “Does this make you feel anything? Is it sensitive? Or nothing?”

“Maybe,” I whisper, barely audible.

How do I confess anything more than that? Her pressure makes my pussy sing, and I’m getting hornier by the second. I was obsessed with her even without her fingers so close to my clit, but now, it’s more beautiful than the sweetest dream. How on earth do I tell her that?

Her eyes lock on mine and something happens. I don’t know what, but there’s something in her gaze—deep, telling. Suddenly she looks away as if she needs to collect herself, but her hands stay on me.

“That’s all perfectly normal,” she says softly, but her voice sounds different now. “Human bodies are interesting, right?”

Her fingers glide lower, surfing through my slickness, checking my intimate lips. It’s all professional, nothing remotely sexual—but something in me craves for it to be.


CHAPTER 2

Dr. Michelle

Look at her, completely exposed on the exam table—vulnerable and waiting. Her private musk is already heavy in the air, thick enough to taste. And the sheer volume of her lubrication... it’s staggering.

The mucosal surfaces are remarkably engorged and glistening. The sheer volume of lubrication is unprecedented. Why is that making my imagination wander?

I’ve been professional all my life, not a single slip, not even a dirty thought. So many beautiful patients have crossed my path, and they meant nothing.

But with Britney, my clinical distance is challenged. She makes me want to strip away the doctor talk and just call it what it is. I don’t see a vulva—I see a pussy!

But why? Is it the way she looks at me? Having her trembling before me like that, helpless, yet teasing me with her eyes—something is telling me, she’s doing it all on purpose. Like she’s here to seduce me?

Oh, come on, Michelle. I’m clearly overreacting.

I won’t do anything inappropriate. I can stay professional, keep myself together. But I have to admit—this young woman puts me to the test.

And that scent… The second she pulled that shirt off, I noticed it. Strangely sweet.

“Keep your arms up, sweetheart,” I murmur, my voice dropping lower than it has any right to. “I need to check your lymph nodes.”

My fingers return to her breasts. She twitches instantly. So responsive. So exquisitely sensitive. Could this be the root of all that wetness? Is she the overly sensitive type?

Her breasts are heavy, firm, skin like warm silk. I clench my teeth, reminding myself it’s just a human body. One of many I’ve examined.

I feel her breathing quicken beneath my palms.

“Have you noticed anything unusual about your nipples lately?” I ask, my thumbs hovering so close, yet I don’t touch them.

“Lately… they’re like this, yes, harder than usual,” she whispers, eyes squeezed shut in embarrassment. I can’t tell for sure, but she looks like she’s hiding something.

My gaze drops between her parted thighs—her pussy still held open by the speculum, her youthful arousal seeping out, glistening along the edges. I ease the speculum out and blot her gently with a soft gauze, slow strokes.

I step to the cabinet and pretend to search for something. What I’m actually doing is giving myself time to think. Something’s wrong here. Her condition is nothing like I’ve ever seen. And her whole vibe… It’s all so sexual, it’s throwing me off like nothing ever has.

I steal another look at her—this shy girl I’ve known only as Tina’s classmate, with blonde hair and that bashful smile. Cute? Absolutely. Devastatingly cute. But now she’s suddenly a woman. A stunning one. And she’s here to seduce me? There’s just no other explanation. Or am I losing my mind?

“How long have we known each other?” I ask, trying to thin the thick air between us.

“Four years, Dr. Michelle.”

“You used to come over all the time. Lately, you haven’t been by at all.”

A sharp silence falls. She doesn’t answer. I’m certain she’s keeping a secret; I just can’t tell what it is. My mind spins like a fortune wheel—and as it slows, the pointer settles on the most obvious realization. She has been avoiding me.

My God, my intuition is raging right now. I’ve always had a feeling that her awkwardness had something to do with me. Always! The way she said hi, the way she said thank you… It all felt like it meant something.

So that’s why she’s so awkward today?

I step closer and peel off my gloves. My bare hands return to her breasts—warm, bare skin against bare skin.

“Your nipples are… I don’t know, your breasts just look unusually—full. Are they always like that?”

“Well… No. Actually. Just… now.”

“They have a distinctly sweet scent. Is that the soap?”

“I don’t… think so, Doctor.”

“Then what is it, Britney?”

Her cheeks are flushing, her mouth agape, but no words come out. Yes, she’s definitely hiding something, and it’s not just the wetness. Must be something else.

Bzzzzz.

The intercom buzzes.

“Dr. Michelle? Emergency in room nine!”

I pull back fast, feeling like I’ve been caught stealing something. My god, look at those hard nipples, they just became so stiff and protruding. What is going on with Britney?

I grab a sterile gauze from the drawer and press it between Britney’s thighs.

“Hold this here, darling. Let it absorb through the day. Don’t worry—we’ll sort everything out, but you must come back tomorrow, okay?”

She’s breathing hard, eyes wide, cheeks flaming. Her expression doesn’t make any sense—or maybe I just don't want to admit it to myself. Britney is desperate for more of my attention; there is no other way.

“Tomorrow,” I say quickly, voice rough, as my mind becomes a mess of thoughts. “Come back. We need to… talk. Reassess. The whole situation. Monitor it properly. You understand?”

Jeez, I can barely form sentences. I haven’t done anything wrong, but I feel like the buzz was God’s intervention. As I stand up, I can feel my panties have gotten damp. I can feel a big smile stretching across my face. Something in me tingles with aliveness and I haven’t felt like this in years. Yes, years!

I look at her one last time—she tries to get up from the table, legs still parted, dreamy and wrecked, awkwardly holding the gauze against that dripping pussy. Dear Lord!

I shut the door behind me, denying myself one last look at her.

“Make another appointment… for tomorrow,” I say to the nurse, trying to seem confident as I leave the office.

Britney! What are you doing to me?


CHAPTER 3

 Britney

I can barely get my clothes on straight. My body is in a fight-or-flight mode. The world is white like I’m getting blind, barely able to see any shapes. Where’s even the door?

She left me here, alone in this sterile office. I could feel a thousand different feelings, but there’s just one that comes through—the electrifying closeness of her skin. She was so close, right there on my breasts, on my pussy. I thought she was going to kiss me. What the hell is wrong with me? Why would I think that? This constant arousal is frying my brain.

I straighten my clothes and slowly open the door. I try to flee the office, avoiding the nurse’s eyes completely.

“Tomorrow at 2pm, miss Britney,” she says, her voice startling me.

She hands me a piece of paper and I smile into the floor, hoping that my feet will make it out of this building.

I am literally floating. My body acts like it was numb, yet every cell wants to burst with some kind of aliveness, that I’ve never felt before.

Dr. Michelle! What are you doing to me?


CHAPTER 4

Britney

When I step into the room, I hope Tina won’t be there. In vain. When I open the door, she’s lying on the bed, her eyes burning as they lock onto mine.

“How was it?” she asks, as if she’s been dying to hear my awkward news.

Oh, Tina. My perfect friend. Loyal, smart, beautiful. She has only one flaw—she’s far too curious!

“Terrible, Tina, fucking terrible! Thanks for asking.”

“Why? Couldn't they help you? Did you tell them about the pills?”

“Tina, my regular doctor didn't examine me. Okay?”

Tina makes a puzzled face and starts crawling off the bed. “What do you mean? You weren't examined at all?”

“Tina, leave me alone. I have a lot to process.”

How can I even tell her? I don’t even dare admit to myself what an incredibly awkward experience I just had. And now Tina is interrogating me—the very last person on earth I can admit my crush on her mother to.

“Well?” she says with those big brown eyes of hers, an untamable spring of energy hiding behind them. Tina is the kind of person who never gets tired, who always accepts every challenge life throws at her and conquers them all.

“Nothing,” I say reluctantly, but a smile is already forcing its way onto my lips. It’s hard to stay grumpy around her. There’s too much positive energy in her, and it’s contagious.

“They examined you, banned the pills, and gave you the right medicine, right? Please, Brit, tell me that’s true.”

“Yeah… something like that,” I say disinterestedly.

How could I tell her the truth? That her mother spread my thighs and slid a speculum into me. That she made me even wetter than I get at home. I know, I know—it was just a medical exam. But I feel like it meant so much more. Like I was making love. And not just with any woman—but with my ultimate fantasy!

I’ll tell her. I’ll tell Tina how it was, just not yet. I just need to calm down and figure out why I have a guilty conscience. Nothing wrong actually happened, right? I went for a gynecological exam and that’s all.

“But what did the doctor say?” Tina just won't let it go.

“That I can keep taking the pills.”

“What?”

“Yeah, she told me the right way. How to use them so there are no side effects. The problems will stop on their own.”

I said this so firmly that I almost believe it myself. Tina is stunned; her mouth hangs open.

“I’ll be damned,” she says cautiously, looking at me with a hint of disbelief. “But is that really what you want? Don't you think it’s too risky?”

“Yes, I really want this. You don’t even know how much, Tina. This is my fantasy. And I’m going to try to live it out, at least for a little while.”

Tina looks at me as if searching for the right words but failing to find them. We know each other so well that she knows she can’t talk me out of it.

Tensed up, she raises her hands to her head. Her shirt is so loose that as her arms lift, the oversized armholes fall open, revealing the soft curve of her breasts from the side. Tina is very relaxed around me; we’ve known each other for four years, but we’ve been inseparable since the moment we first met. Right here, in this room, where we were randomly assigned as roommates.

Tina is beautiful in an interesting way, and boys act very stupidly around her. I’ve never been able to figure out if it’s because of her energy or her big tits. I’d kill for a pair like hers.

Tina reaches out and pulls me into a hug. I can feel her athletic, toned muscles through her slightly softer curves.

“I’ll keep an eye on you,” she says. “If things get weird, I’ll pull you out with my own two hands. Do you understand me? I’ll find the doctor who gave you the wrong advice and settle the score with her!”

Her tone is playful, but I know she means it. Only one thing puzzles me—she gave in too fast. I expected fierce resistance, or at least a half-hearted attempt to convince me to quit the pills. None of that.

“It’ll be hard to settle the score with her,” I laugh.

“Don’t worry, look at these muscles,” she says loudly. Her hair tickles my mouth as she squeezes me tight to show off her strength.

My lungs compress, the air leaves me, and I can barely breathe. “Okay, enough!”

Tina lets me go and strokes my face. “It would be a shame to ruin you, Britty. Such a beautiful girl. If I were into girls, I’d fuck you right now.”

I laugh out loud, and she roars right in my face: “Roarr!”

Her white teeth flash before me before she turns and crawls back onto the bed. Her jokes always put me in a good mood. Ever since I told her I was into girls, she’s been cheering for me to find someone. And she often says she’s only missing a tiny bit of “different orientation” to be the one to introduce me to the world of female love.

I just laugh at that, because Tina is as straight as straight can be. But I appreciate her relaxed attitude, and it makes our friendship even more priceless.

And that is exactly what makes it impossible for me to keep a secret from her.

“Tina…”

Dammit. I can’t just keep my mouth shut, can I?

“Yeah?”

“Today, in the office. I was examined by…”

Tina looks up from the bed as if she knows something incredible is coming.

“Spit it out already,” she says, her smile growing by the second.

“Your mother examined me, okay? God!”

I slump into my chair and cover my face with my palms.

“Mom? Well… that’s… Great!”

“Yeah, not just great, but naturally fantastic, Tina!”

“Ha ha. Seriously, Brit. At least she was probably more honest with you. If she didn't stop your pills, then everything is okay.”

My stomach burns, but I can't admit I lied about the pills.

“Yeah…” I say, confused.

Now that I see Tina hasn't reacted badly at all, I’m actually a bit relieved. Apparently, it really wasn't anything weird. Just a normal gynecological exam. What else? It was just a meeting between a professional doctor and a confused young woman stupid enough to fantasize about her.

But if it’s all just a fantasy... then fuck it. I won't even go to another exam tomorrow. I already know I need to avoid Michelle, since everything turns into chaos the moment she appears in my life. I’ll just wait it out; my pussy will stabilize eventually, and it will all be just fine. Yeah, that sounds right. Let's just forget it all and move on from this mess.


CHAPTER 5

Dr. Michelle

I stare at the glass of wine that’s been sitting in front of me for half an hour, untouched. It’s been a long time since I’ve had an evening this empty.

She didn’t come. Britney missed her appointment today.

I stand up from the table and wander into the living room. My body feels heavy as I sink into the couch.

Damn it, Michelle. This is pathetic. A patient misses an exam and I’m this crushed over it? What does this even mean? Am I losing my mind?

I went too far, I know it. I scared her. She came to me in the most awkward, vulnerable position, and I let my thoughts slip. Perhaps she sensed it intuitively. We women have that power.

But you saw her eyes! She looked at me like I was a goddess who had just stepped onto the Earth for the first time.

I tilt the glass. A long sip.

If she truly craved my closeness, why didn’t she show up today?

She’s a smart girl. It’s only right that she avoids me. My sexual passion had been dormant for years, but Britney woke it up. And she felt it. She got scared. Beneath my surface, the lava is pooling, and I’m going to have a hard time holding it back.

The memory of how her pussy glistened in the office has been haunting me all day. I can’t resist it. Butterflies are raging in my stomach, feelings I haven’t had in years.

But what can I do? Britney is my daughter’s friend. And on top of everything, she’s afraid of me. Twenty years younger… How could anything romantic ever come of this? Nothing will happen, stop imagining things.

Fine, I accept my fate. I’m getting older, and for a moment, I desired a young girl who reminded me of my youth. I accept this slip-up. Even if the desire for closeness burns more painfully inside me by the minute, I’ll restrain myself. Maybe Britney really is the sweetest thing I’ve seen in a long time, but I’ll leave her alone. It’s best for everyone.

I lean back and close my eyes. My life was great until she stepped into my office and spread her legs. God, how wet she was. And how she looked at me! As if she wanted me to taste her wetness, not blot it away with the gauze.

No, Michelle, enough. Stop thinking about it.

I take another long sip, then stand up and head toward the shower. The hot water will bring me back to my senses. I need to return to the life I had before. I’ll forget Britney, and everything will be okay.

Buzz-buzz!

The phone startles me. I have to force myself to see who’s even calling.

Tina?

“Hey sweetheart, what’s up?”

“Hey Mom. We need to talk, do you have time?”

“Is something wrong?”

“It’s about Britney. I’m worried.”

Britney. Just hearing the name makes my chest go wild.

“What is it?”

“She told me she was at your office.”

“Yes, she was, how is she? Is she okay?”

“Yes, she’s fine, I guess. There’s just… I need to check with you. You said the pills are safe?”

“Pills? What pills, Tina?”

“I knew it! She didn’t tell you about them. I knew something was off. Damn it, it’s all my fault, Mom.”

“Tina? Just slow down, relax, and tell me everything.”

“The pills… Oh, it’s so stupid. We found them on the internet. Well… I found them.”

“What kind of pills?”

“Pills for… breast enhancement.”

“Oh, For God’s sake.” I need to sit down.

“Mom, I know. I only tried one. I won’t do it again.”

“What about Britney?”

“She’s still taking them. And they have a ton of side effects. She’s wet all the time. And sometimes something even leaks from her breasts… something like milk?”

My heart is pounding fiercely. That explains the moisture and the sweet scent of her nipples.

“What on earth were you thinking, Tina? Please don’t do such stupid things anymore. You really can’t trust pills from the internet.”

“I know. But Britney—she won’t stop. She’s taking double the recommended dose. She keeps talking about these fantasies she’ll finally be able to live out now. You have to talk to her, you have to stop her.”

“Don’t worry, Tina, everything will be fine. I’ll come to your dorm tomorrow, okay?”

“You’ll come here?”

“Yes. Tomorrow afternoon. Make sure Britney and I can be alone so we can talk, okay?”

“Okay. Thanks, Mom. You’re the best.”

I hang up, and my ears are ringing with excitement. Britney, you naughty girl! She didn’t tell me her beautiful, juicy breasts were leaking. She didn’t tell me she had fantasies. I wonder what kind? The kind I can help fulfill?

I burst into a loud laugh that betrays my exhilaration. I’m electrified by the wicked thoughts racing through me. Her young body, naked before me, seems like an attainable dream again.

I’m too nervous to think straight, pacing back and forth in the living room. I can’t believe what I just found out. I promised myself I’d forget her, but now that promise has evaporated in an instant. I can’t leave her alone now. Quite the opposite—I have to help her.


CHAPTER 6

Dr. Michelle

I park outside the building, my fists clenched with nerves as I walk through the park. The dorm’s hallway smells faintly of coffee and stale cigarettes. Then I see her, Tina, in leggings and a sports top, jogging toward the exit.

“Hey, Mom,” she calls, smiling.

“Hey, sweetheart. Where are you off to?” I smile and pull her into a hug.

“I’m off to Pilates. Good to see you here! You should definitely visit more often. Britney’s in her room, so get up there before you miss her. I didn’t tell her you were coming.”

“Okay. What’s the room number? It slipped my mind.”

“312. Second floor,” she shouts as she jogs off, blowing me a kiss. “Love you, see you later. And good luck!”

Tina disappears, and I hurry up the stairs. I take a deep breath before knocking on door 312. My heart betrays me, racing like I’m eighteen again. I wouldn’t even admit it to myself, but the pounding in my chest tells me exactly how thrilled I am to see Britney.

The door opens—and there she is. Britney. In sweats, hair loose, eyes wide with shock.

“Dr. Michelle?” she whispers, as though she’s seeing a ghost.

“Sorry for interrupting like this, Britney. But I was worried. You didn’t come yesterday,” I say gently, careful not to frighten her.

“I’m… I’m sorry—” she starts, guilt flashing across her face.

“It’s okay,” I cut in. “Actually, this is better. We need to talk in private. I’m not your doctor right now. I’m just… your friend’s mom, okay?”

“O… kay?” she says, and she smiles for the first time—that trademark smile of hers. She nudges the door open, gesturing for me to come in.

I walk inside and let her close the door. I glance around, pleasantly surprised by how nice the room looks.

“Tina told me to come,” I smile, scanning the small room for a place to sit. “You girls keep this place neat and tidy, that’s great to see.”

“Yeah,” she smiles, looking like she doesn’t quite know what to do with her hands. “We’re a good team.”

“You eat healthy too,” I say casually, leaning my backside against the desk. A basket full of various fruits sits on the surface.

Britney nods. “That’s my doing. Tina would never buy fruit. The word vitamins isn’t even in her vocabulary.”

Her tone is still a bit guarded. She knows perfectly well I’m not here to talk about fruit.

“You’re good girls, and that makes me very happy. But I’m sure you get up to some crazy things sometimes,” I say easily, crossing my arms as I lock eyes with her.

She gives a nervous laugh, and I can practically see hundreds of memories flashing behind her eyes. She’s likely thinking of student parties. Boys. Wild nights that are better left as secrets.

“Crazy, stupid… maybe even dangerous things,” I continue, making sure she finally gets the point.

Britney goes pale. My words hit the mark. She knows exactly what I’m talking about.

Look at those big eyes. Her pupils are like a solar eclipse. And her breasts are practically straining against her sweater. Strike me dead if they aren’t larger than last time. I scan her with my gaze, unable to hide my wonder. Her hair is freshly washed, falling in waves that are likely this beautiful by nature. She usually wears it in a ponytail, but down like this, she’s even lovelier. And then there are her lips. My God, those lips alone are enough to start melting my resolve.

“It’s okay, Britney,” I say, seeing she can’t manage a single sentence. “Like I said, I’m not here as a doctor. I’m not going to moralize about how wrong it is to take pills you find on the internet.”

“Oh, I knew it! Tina told you everything!”

“Calm down, sweetheart. Good friends do exactly that when they’re worried. They tell someone who can help.”

“Help? I don’t need help, Mrs. Michelle,” she says, almost convincingly, but her body language betrays her.

“I agree,” I say shortly, measuring her reaction.

Britney looks at me with distrust, her chest finally expanding as she takes a breath. “You agree?”

“Yes. Like I said, Britney. You aren’t talking to a doctor. You’re talking to a friend. A mother who knows how hard it is to go through your youth when everything revolves around…”

Sex. I would have said sex. But I don’t dare. I don’t want to seem too interested.

“…around love. You want to speed up your breast growth. You want to please boys, and that’s completely understandable.”

She gives a cute smile and looks at the floor. My God, no matter how she stands, her curves send jolts of electricity to my heart. I feel as if a switch has been flipped inside me, and now I see all her erotic charge.

Her ankles are crossed, and she’s massaging her earlobe with her fingers to stave off the stress. In that movement, I see she’s still hiding something from me. Is she still just as wet between her thighs as last time?

“Come closer, sweetheart. I understand you. A young girl like you needs to experiment. That’s the only way to find out what your heart truly desires. Isn’t it?”

She forces a long exhale from those beautiful lips. She looks at me as if I’ve read her most secret thoughts.

“Lactation is an exciting thing. Very feminine. Every real woman desires it—it’s in our genes. Come here,” I say with a smile, reaching out my hand.

“Lactation…” she whispers, her voice trailing off. “Tina told you about that, too, huh?”

“Britney, your breasts smelled like milk last time. You can’t escape the truth. But you must know—I don’t judge you for it at all. Quite the opposite—I’m curious. I’d just like to see the progress. Will you let me?”

Britney tucks her hair behind her ear—and yes, she begins to take steps toward me. I feel the adrenaline shoot through my veins. Her body, young and firm, is coming to me.

“Come, let me see how your body is responding to the treatment.”

As she nears, I catch the scent of fabric softener. I grab the bottom hem of her sweater and look her in the eyes. Her gaze lifts from the floor for a moment, her eyes shining toward me. That’s all the permission I need.

I lift the sweater along with her shirt, and her skin appears before me instantly, no bra in sight.

“My God,” I whisper as I see her breasts. Not because of the size, but because I’m seeing her bare. “They’re noticeably larger than last time.”

“Yes…” she whispers, a hint of pride in her trembling voice. “Finally.”

“You’re a good girl. I like that you want to achieve as much as possible. That’s very much to my taste.”

I don’t know if what I just said even makes sense. But it triggers a soft laugh from her, and that’s all that matters.

“Are they sensitive?”

“Yes, more than usual. But in a pleasant way.”

“Is that so,” I say with interest. “Allow me.”

I pull the sweater over her head, then the shirt. She’s so beautiful as she raises her arms, her breasts standing so perfectly. Immediately, I catch that sweet scent again, stronger this time.

“Does the milk flow on its own? Or do you have to do something for it?” I ask in a professional tone as I gently cup her breasts with my palms. I feel their weight.

“On its own, whenever I’m…” she says, then pauses as if remembering she’s about to reveal too much.

“Yes?”

We lock eyes, and I already know what she wants to say. But I’ll wait for her to say it herself. I want to see her vulnerable. I want her to tell me when those delicious breasts of hers start to leak.

“Whenever you’re what, Britney?”

“Whenever I’m… aroused.”

“Lovely,” I say in a warm tone, gently stroking her breasts, almost massaging them.

My palms are fully against her skin, circling, feeling her nipples harden against the friction.

Her breath catches for a moment, and her body flinches. In my palms, I feel a dampness—freshly released from her breasts.

“Is it too much?” I ask softly, continuing the circles to make her nipples as large and hard as possible.

She only gives a silent shake of her head. Her eyes are fixed on me, her fresh, young breath brushing my face. My palms sense more and more moisture. The harder and more prominent her nipples become, the wetter they get. I graze them with my fingers, and Britney lets out an even louder exhale.

“They’re hard, Britney,” I say clearly, because I want her to hear me talk about her like this. I have so much more to tell her.

“Ohh,” she says, as if she can’t hold back any longer.

We both know her breasts are leaking. That they are betraying her. Betraying that she’s needy, horny. I bet her panties are soaked, too.

I circle her nipple with my index finger; it’s now completely hard and erect. Small droplets of clear fluid glisten at the tip.

“Look at this, they’re leaking more and more. But you didn’t come to my office because of this. You were wet somewhere else entirely. What’s the situation down there?”

Britney doesn’t dare answer, she’s too lost in the vortex we’re creating together. I can tell by her trembling lips just how much she loves the feel of my touch on her hard nipples. It’s stealing her breath. And her mind.

“Will you show me?”

Without a word, she drops her hands to the waistband of her track pants and slowly begins to lower them, inch by inch. I can’t remain indifferent. This girl is undressing before me again, and something in me is as thrilled as if it were the very first time.

“The panties, too,” I say, my voice wavering.

My fingers are still resting on her lush breasts as she hooks her thumbs under the lace cotton and slowly slides her panties down as well. Her stomach is taut, pulsing in time with her heart.

“Wow,” escapes my lips when I see the amount of fluid stretching from her pussy to the fabric. “So wet…”

“It’s no different than last time,” she almost whispers.

“I know, sweetheart,” I say in a soothing voice. “We haven’t done anything yet to settle the situation.”

“Will you help me?”

Her voice is a mere breath. She could barely get the words out. This girl is begging me for help, but she doesn’t dare speak any louder than that.

“I will, sweetie. Your leaking flower doesn’t need to be stopped. It needs someone who knows exactly what to do with all that moisture. Do you agree?”

Britney nods silently, nervously biting her pinky finger with her beautiful white teeth. I let go of her hot breasts and push her track pants and panties down from her knees to her ankles. Britney steps out of the clothes, and suddenly, she is standing completely naked before me.

As I look up, my gaze snags on her pussy. It’s wet and tacky even before I spread her open. Her clitoris is straining to peek out, drenched beneath the surface of her own juices. And she’s freshly groomed today—even better than last time. As if she prepared for another encounter.

I drag a finger across her pussy without asking. Britney stops breathing, and that tells me she’s mine. There isn’t the slightest desire in her to stop. She wants me to explore her.

“I was afraid to come yesterday,” she mutters. “I just kept getting wetter…”

“It’s alright, Britney. You’re a good girl.”

My finger glistens with her essence as I bring it to my nose and inhale deeply. Her musk is pure fantasy—sharp, fresh, and naughty.

“We’re not treating anything anymore. We’re just letting it out. Right? Will you be a good girl and let me help you with that?”

Britney nods and takes a sharp breath, as if remembering she won’t survive without air.

I move my hands back to her breasts, wiping my soiled finger against her nipple, and already the first stream of fluid is trickling down the entire length of her breast.

That creamy trace of white makes me smile. “Well, now... this is clearly the result of those pills,” I chuckle softly. “Isn’t it? Or are your breasts just betraying how needy you are?”

Britney looks at me, her face flushed and pale all at once. Her eyes scream how frayed her nerves are. All of this is likely turning her on just as much as it is me.

“Britney? Are you going to say anything at all?”

My voice is soft, trying to calm her just a little. I look into her eyes and her lips try to form a smile—but her facial muscles won’t allow it.

I squeeze her hot, full tits and lean my head toward her chest. I circle her nipples with my lips, slowly tightening the ring of my mouth until I finally latch on.

Britney moans loudly as I pull, sucking out the first gush. My tongue gets wet with a viscous fluid that almost stings a little.

“Mmm, so yielding. It just flowed out on its own,” I tell her, my tongue lingering on her skin as if I can’t bear to pull away.

I squeeze the nipple with my lips again and suck, harder this time. I’m surprised by a thin, delicate stream that shoots into my mouth, this time carrying a hint of a sweet taste.

“Oh, Britney, this is so erotic. Your gorgeous breasts are leaking into my mouth. Are you going to tell me why you're doing this to me?”

“More…”

“More?”

“More, please.”

Her voice is weak and devoted, as if a dream is coming true for her.

“Did you fantasize about this? Being able to quench someone’s thirst?”

“That’s exactly what I fantasized about,” she says, the first full sentence out of her mouth in a long time. “About your lips. Right where they are now.”

“About mine?”

“Yours, Mrs. Michelle.”

I’d tell her to drop the ‘Mrs.’, but the submissiveness suits her far too well. Let her know she’s being licked by an experienced woman. Someone who appreciates her youth. Her perfect, inexperienced body.

With a smile, I latch onto her nipple again, sipping and sucking from her without restraint. I tease the other nipple with my fingers, drawing pleasure from those heavy breasts. I can feel how wet her other breast is in my hand, so I lean over to catch that white stream before it can run down her body toward her navel.

“Mmm, you’re delicious, Britney. Everything about you is so damn edible.”

I lick the white fluid from her skin, her hard nipple pricking my tongue. Britney breathes deeply, whimpering and nearly squealing with pleasure.

My hand wanders down into her smooth-wet crotch, but I stop. I want her to show me what’s hidden there herself.

“Lie down on the bed, little one. Which bunk is yours? The bottom or the top?”

“The bottom,” she says with a slight smile.

“Good,” I smile back. “We don’t have to climb.”

We both laugh, and it’s likely the first relaxed moment of this visit. But to be honest, I prefer the tension. Something in me immensely enjoys seeing this beautiful girl shaking under my gaze.

“You’re so beautiful,” I murmur, stroking her with my words as she settles back shyly. “Will you spread your legs for me? Show me where you’re wettest?”

Her legs fall open without hesitation. Her freshly shaved pussy parts, glistening juicily before my greedy eyes.

“Here,” she says, biting her finger again. There’s a hint of playfulness in her gaze now, alongside the fear.

“Look at how needy you are, Britney. Do you even take care of yourself? A girl like you deserves constant release. Do you ever actually let go of all this tension?”

“Yes… too often.”

“Too often?”

“I’m obsessed. Addicted… to touching myself. I climax five, maybe seven times a day.”

“Britney!”

“I can’t help it, Mrs. Michelle. It’s always tingling. It's like it's teasing me, calling to me...”

Damn. Now that she’s emboldened, I like her even more. Apparently, fate has brought me a genuine little nymphomaniac.

“Is it because of the pills? Show me. I want to see exactly how a good girl strokes herself when she’s this wet.”

Britney shyly brings her hand to her naughty, soaked center and drags a finger near her clitoris. Her juice clings to her fingers, stretching from her skin to her hand.

I hear my own breath hitch. I can’t stay indifferent watching this hellishly hot scene. Britney’s fingers slide lower, dipping into her own fluids, and her eyes close involuntarily for a moment.

“Yes, Britney, show me what you do when you’re alone.”

“Ohh…” she exhales as she strokes the entire length of her labia again, her legs spread so wide it’s an invitation to climb right between them.

“Do you always start so gently? What about later? Do you ever fill this pretty pussy with those little fingers of yours?”

Britney giggles breathlessly, as if my comment broke her rhythm.

But I’m not stopping: “I can smell your arousal from here.”

I’m almost startled by the raw lust in my own voice. I don’t want to scare this timid girl away with too much enthusiasm, but I’m having a hard time restraining myself. How could I stay indifferent watching this beautiful girl soak her fingers in her juices? Meanwhile, the whole room is beginning to smell of her naked, aroused body. It’s beyond intoxicating.

I move closer. “I need to see this from up close.”

Look at me—I’ve knelt beside her bed. That’s the power she has over me. And now I’m watching from inches away, her glistening fingers disappearing into her swollen, drenched folds.

“You still owe me something from last time,” I say slowly, as her fingers devotedly circle her young pussy, up to the clitoris, then lower again, around the entrance.

Her fingers make wet, squelching sounds, and Britney smiles because she knows what I’m thinking. I absolutely have to taste her.

She extends her fingers, and sticky ribbons of her nectar stretch from her pussy to her hand as she offers them to me. I lean forward and wrap my lips around her fingers.

“Mmmm…”

God, this girl is going to be the death of me. Her salty perfection sends a shiver through my entire body. How can she be this tasty? First the milk, now her pussy juice—so raw, so needy. Innocently young, yet so filthy at the same time.

“Fuck, Britney, your pussy… why is it so delicious? Have you ever tasted yourself?”

Britney laughs. “I have… once.”

“My God, as if years of repressed need are gathered in there. We have to take care of this immediately.”

I hold two fingers in front of her hot entrance, my fingertips dampening with her juice.

“Lower yourself onto me. Right now,” I command, all caution gone.

Britney looks down over her mound and understands the instruction instantly. She thrusts her hips forward, a bit higher, so she can properly impale herself on my waiting fingers.

I hold my hand perfectly still, forcing her to do all the work—finding the fingers, lifting her hips, and positioning herself at the right angle for penetration.

When her opening catches my fingers, her body slowly begins to descend. She lowers her hips, and my fingers sink into her heat.

“That’s it, show me how good it feels,” I encourage her as her body trembles, swallowing my fingers inch by inch.

A muffled squeal of pleasure escapes her lips as her pussy gulps my fingers down to the base. Her interior is hot, burning hot. And wet. Drenched.

“Ahhh—”

“Fuck, Britney,” slips from my mouth as her movements quickly become impatient.

Her body swallows my hand once more, this time with more determination. My fingertips feel her ridged interior, and I know exactly when she rubs her G-spot against me.

“Yes, you’re a good girl. Show your friend’s mom how you feed your kitty. Rub yourself exactly the way you like it best.”

“Ohh,” she moans as her movements become even more frantic.

I keep my hand steady, firm, so this young girl can get a good fuck out of it. Her juices are growing thicker, flowing from her in even greater quantities as she rides my hand faster and faster.

I intentionally keep my fingers upright so she has to arch her back to take them in. I can see she’s loving it. The way she impales herself tells me how much she craves the friction.

Her nectar thickens on my fingers with every new thrust. She’s relaxed now, lustfully mounting my hand as if this is something we’ve done a thousand times before.

“Yes, Britney, you’re such a good girl. Show me how much you need this. I want to know all your dirtiest secrets.”

“Oh, Mrs. Michelle!”

Suddenly, a thick stream of white fluid erupts from her breasts, trickling down her tits and painting her young skin.

“Look at you, so worked up. Your body is going to dehydrate just because you’re so horny.”

“Ohhh!”

Now she’s fucking me wildly, her hips jumping frantically, slamming into my hand, which I still hold steady and upright just for her maximum pleasure.

“I’m… I’m coming!”

Her cry is like a battle shout. Her eyes squeeze shut, tight, as she struggles to keep control of her body so she can keep riding my fingers.

“That’s it, don’t stop,” I urge her.

I won’t adjust the angle, and I won’t thrust into her. I won’t do her that favor—let her fuck herself on my hand.

She rides me with shorter movements now, her textured walls rubbing against my fingers at one specific, calculated spot. My fingers are hard as stone, and Britney is leaning into them, rubbing her G-spot against me as if she wants to erase it with the friction.

“Oh, ohhh, ohhhhh!”

A hot wave of wet lust floods my hand as this young body squirts across the sheets and my arm, as if the floodgates of a great river have just opened.

“Yes, Britney, spend that juice, pour it all over me,” I encourage her, my eyes glazed, a burning sensation thrumming in my own aching pussy.


CHAPTER 7

Britney

I’m shaking like a leaf as my body continues to experience post-orgasmic jolts. What’s going on? Am I dreaming, or is this all real?

I look down, and Tina’s mom is still there before me, her gaze fixed directly on my eyes, her hand held firm, fingers buried deep inside me.

Only now do I realize it—the whole thing was one long, orgasmic experience I can’t even describe. The whole room smells like sex, mixed with Michelle’s perfume, making it all feel even more like a fairytale.

Is this really happening?

Michelle’s fingers remain steady inside me as I gently rock my hips, coaxing the last shades of pleasure from my needy pussy. I hear my own heavy breathing as I finally dismount her hand and my body collapses before her. I curl into a fetal position, caught in a warm vortex of love, while at the same time feeling embarrassed for having climaxed so uncontrollably in front of this mature woman.

“I’m sorry,” I say, hating how quiet my voice has become again.

Michelle laughs as she looks at her soiled suit, which probably cost a fortune. Her sleeve is soaked, her hand even more so.

“Don’t apologize, little one,” she says with a smile. The ruined suit isn’t even on her radar.

She brings her soaked hand to her nose and inhales the scent of my juice, which I carelessly and uncontrollably sprayed all over her.

“This was a real gift for me,” she says, smelling her drenched, sticky fingers.

“I didn’t mean to, I didn’t even know I could do that,” I say, mortified that she has so much of my wet intimacy on her.

But Michelle doesn’t care about any of that. She stands up, and with her clean hand, she lifts her skirt, gathering the fabric at her hip so her lace panties are visible.

“Watch.”

She pulls the panties aside and wipes her wet hand across her own pussy.

My body is still in shock, and I barely register the fact that her naked cunt is right in front of me. The pussy of Tina’s mom, the one I’ve fantasized about so much—it’s right there, live, in front of my face. She pulls her panties aside like it’s nothing and wipes her fingers into her own flesh.

“Now you’re a part of me,” she says lustfully, her smile full of a meaning I can’t quite decode. “You’ve marked me. Your pussy is on mine. There’s no erasing that now.”

My body flinches. Her words are like a knife driving into my heart, one that can never be pulled out.

“I’m a professional. I’ve seen thousands of vaginas. A pussy to me is as everyday as a cup of coffee is to you. But you, Britney…”

Her voice wavers as she says my name.

Her fingers slowly circle her own pussy as she smears my juices over every surface she can reach.

Something in me yearns to stay like this forever. My slickness on her. Inside her. I want to belong to this woman. To her, who has finally, today, taken me as her own. After all these years of secret adoration, what I’ve dreamed of in private has finally come true.

“You, Britney… you’ve awakened me from a very long sleep.”

She slides her fingers inside and moans loudly with pleasure, turning her head toward the ceiling and closing her eyes. Then she withdraws them and adjusts her panties with her other hand. Her pussy is hidden again, but she brings her hand to me and wipes her damp fingers across my lips. A long stroke across my face, as if she wants to mark me as thoroughly as possible.

I immediately open my mouth, sticking out my tongue because I want to lick her, but she pulls her fingers away instantly.

“That’s all you get,” she laughs, straightening her expensive skirt.

My head spins from her scent. It’s completely different from mine—much more potent, experienced, filthy.

“Fuck,” I gasp as my body shudders involuntarily. A hot wave cuts through my pussy, and a slight vibration deep inside makes my clit swell even further.

“You’re not going to come again, are you?” she asks with a knowing look.

I close my eyes.

Just a slight touch and it starts happening again. Michelle’s scent is still on my face—her adult saltiness, her stinging venom that I’ve craved for so long.

“Ahhh, aaaaaahhhhh!”

My scream fills the room as I slowly press against my clit, squeezing my thighs together and feeling a new waterfall of viscous need release from me.

“Well, look at that,” Michelle says, sounding surprised. “Your pussy really is special. Just like you. So special, Britney.”

I barely register her words. I love it when she says I’m special. That my pussy is the one that stands out among all the thousands she’s seen. I want to be her special trophy.

“We’ll have to do this again. Your need is far from satisfied. Britney, can you even hear me?”

I bury my face in the pillow as the orgasm just keeps going. Damn it, my nymphomaniac pussy won’t settle down at all. How will I even survive now that Michelle is leaving me?

“I can’t stay here forever,” she says, her gaze lingering on me with difficulty.

She searches for something in her purse while I continue to press against my mound, fantasizing about this woman stripping off her suit and joining me in bed for good. She pulls a business card from her wallet and places it on my desk.

“That’s my private number. Don’t keep me waiting long.”


CHAPTER 8

Britney

Michelle walks to the door, checks herself in the mirror, and exits without looking back. Apparently, this is her way of dealing with uncontrollable need. Like a true professional, she cuts it all off with a single, cold stroke. Our connection is suddenly severed. And it’s probably the only way.

Once the door closes, I can still smell her on my lips, mixed with my own scent. My palm is hot between my thighs, my pussy inconsolable. I could come seven more times right now. But she left me here—hungry, unsatisfied.

I pull my hand away because I don’t want to masturbate anymore. My own hand on myself is as boring as a Monday chemistry lecture. Now that I’ve felt her inside me—my dream lady—only her touch can comfort me. Nothing else.

I sink into the bed, breathing through the relentless need. My fantasy was to finally get satisfied with her, but quite the opposite happened. I want her more now. I’m an even bigger mess now that I was before. A big, horny, needy mess.

Out in the hallway, I hear footsteps.

Michelle? Is she coming back?

The door opens and Tina walks in. Sweaty from her workout, without the slightest inkling of what was happening here just minutes ago. Panicked, I cover myself with the duvet, my heart pounding wildly. I’m not ready to face her. It must be written all over my face that something earth-shattering just happened.

“Hey,” she greets me, dropping her bag and making a face. “The air in here is gross. What have you been doing?”

She opens the window, and I blush even deeper. My God, only now do I realize the weight of what took place in this dorm room. The woman who satisfied me with her fingers was none other than Tina’s mother. And there’s no erasing that. Will I have to hide this from Tina now? From my best friend, whom I tell every little secret?

“You okay?” she asks perkily while organizing her gym bag. “You’re kind of quiet. And lying in bed. Did you see my mom?”

My heart goes feral. How am I supposed to pretend nothing strange happened?

“Sorry, Tina, I feel weird,” I say, not knowing exactly why I’m apologizing. “I just need to rest a bit.”

Tina looks at me. Maybe she believes me, but her gaze is suspicious. In this spring weather, I’m covered up to my neck, and it surely looks bizarre.

“Okay, I won’t bother you,” she says, turning away. “I’m going to shower, then grab a snack. I can pick something up for you from the store if you want.”

The weight of the secret is twisting my stomach, but I have no room for guilt right now; something else is bothering me. The way Tina moves around the room, how she leans over her bag… her damp, slightly sweaty body. My God, am I going to start liking Tina now, too?

My eyes go wide as my brain tries to solve this unsolvable equation. I lie in bed, hiding my face with the duvet, only my eyes peeking out. For the first time in all these years, I notice that Tina isn’t just pretty… she’s… attractive!

No! Britney, sober up. I’m still under the influence. Michelle has me obsessed, and now I’m going to see her in every woman who crosses my path.

And yes, my pussy is needy—too needy—making me stupid. And I’ll have to face that. Put some self-control forward. Michelle will know how to help me, I just need to wait a little. She’s everything I need in life. So please, just leave Tina alone.

“No answer?” Tina laughs. “I’ll bring you something. If you don’t eat it, I will.”

She goes near my bed, picks new underwear from the drawer and as she bends, my imagination rages. Her damp skin is the tastiest thing I’ve seen in my life. So taunt, so incredibly delicious looking.

She steps to the door, blinks at me, and leaves the room.

Fuck, Britney? What am I becoming? Why does Tina suddenly attract me so much? Her skin flushed from exercise, her ponytail pulled back so decisively tight. And her ass! Did you see her bend? In those light leggings, those curves peeking through, leaving very little to the imagination. Now that I know how beautiful a woman’s touch can be—am I going to think about women all the time?

It’s hot under the duvet, and now that I’m alone, I can uncover myself. My legs spread on their own, and the air, thick with the scent of sex, caresses my still-hot pussy. And now that I’ve seen Tina, it’s throbbing even harder.

Jesus, I’m going to hell for this, I know. But the craving is a fever I can’t break. I’m spiraling into this fantasy of Tina—wanting her touch, wanting to see her completely bare. There is only one taste I want on my tongue right now. I want to breathe in her most private scent. That raw, private scent, still pulsing and damp from her workout.

My hand slides between my thighs on its own. There is no force on this earth that could stop it. Oh, Tina, why did you have to come in just now?

My fingers slide over my mound, and my pussy twitches with excitement. It’s getting wet again, soaking my already sticky thighs.

“Fuck,” escapes my lips involuntarily as I realize how twisted I am. Everything that happened with Michelle was wrong. So wrong. But now that I want Tina too—it doesn’t get any wronger than this!

I circle with my fingers as Tina appears in my mind, her hot face, still fresh from the gym. Her hot lips approach mine, slowly, without touching, just an electric proximity, only a few atoms between her skin and mine.

It’s all happening so fast as I imagine her lying beside me, pressing her damp skin against mine.

I feel her hot breath as she passionately inhales my presence. My mind tries to guess what her intimate scent smells like. For a moment, I succeed, and my need just explodes. The genuine, almost familiar scent of Tina.

“Ohhh…” echoes through the room as my fingers accelerate their rhythm.

Tina. Make love to me. Lie on top of me. Your delicious muscular body, let me feel it fully, deeply. The images in my head become vivid, colorful. Inconsolably lustful. And my pussy goes absolutely nuts.

My breathing becomes loud and shallow as the climax appears on the horizon again, drawing closer, approaching uncontrollably.

“Oh, Tina!”

I imagine her lips on my pussy, exploring me with curiosity, caressing me with firm tenderness, licking me with intent…

Click!

The door opens, and my body has no time to react. Out of the corner of my eye, I catch Tina, who needs less than a heartbeat to read the situation.

For a second, she stares at me motionlessly, and I shyly squeeze my thighs together. I don’t have time to hide under the duvet again. She saw everything. And it’s over for me.

Her jaw drops.

And her mouth lets out a slow: “W-wow…”














Thank you so much for reading!







Did you enjoy the story? Please consider leaving a rating or a review. Your stars keep me going ;)

Thank you!
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