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Mel

I'm a psychiatrist-therapist.

I help people heal their wounds, mend their relationships

And help them have peace of mind.

But I could ruin the hearts of two young men

And continue their unhealthy rivalry over trivial things.

I have to do something.

––––––––
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How do you quiet the tension between two competing jocks?

Dr. Mel wanted Simon Patterson to stop bullying her son. She ended up having a one-night stand with him. She asked Vincent Riley to deliver the packages to her. Mel had him deliver more for the night.

But what should have been a one-night stands turns into something that can ignite a long unhealthy competition between Simon and Vincent. Will Dr. Mel become trapped between their rivalries? Or will she end up enjoying mending the friendship of the two?

Dr. Mel Fritz is a MELF (a mother everyone loves to F,) and she’s about to prove it in this sixth book of the Healing Sins Series, the new steamy, hot, and sizzling series from Catherine Tramell, author of The Game of Doms Series. 

The Healing Sins Series is a collection of medical romance-erotica that will make you believe in happiness, overcome the pain, and hold on to your hopes while enjoying sexually explicit expressions of romance.

Meet another hot and sexy lady doctor of Osler and be ready for the heat she’ll bring.

Disclaimer: This story has less romance but more sensuality. It contains explicit sexual depictions that are hot as hell. This book is recommended for mature audiences only. All characters involved in sexual scenes are also above 18 years of age. 
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Chapter One
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Mel
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While in college, I learned not to mess with one of the hottest jocks. He can make your teen life a living hell. He can spin you around after sweeping you off your feet and play with you in the palm of his hands. The next thing you know, he's all around you – physically. And you'll end up pregnant.

That was about eighteen years ago. I’m more mature now. I can handle boys – even when they are one of the hottest jocks.

Or so I thought!

Simon Patterson is something I cannot handle. Sure. This uncontrollable urge comes from getting sexual satisfaction only from a dildo for the last five years. But this boy feeds such desire with tons of heat.

My muscles shiver from the hotness of his long and huge cock. What do they feed boys nowadays? I can barely hold it with one hand. The warmth of his breath against my face ignites my craving even more.

I’m supposed to school Simon about bullying my son, but a few minutes into meeting him, and I’m already rubbing my palms on his cock. No introductions. Just pure heat and madness. 

"Haven’t had it for a long time, huh?" Simon looks at the tag on my white coat and says, "Melanie." 

“It’s Dr. Mel to you,” I correct him while stroking his shaft.

The young man chuckles and takes my hand off his cock. I gasp when he pins my back on the cold lockers. But the edges of my lips can't stop twisting into a smile when he flashes a boyish smile. It's like college all over again – only I'm thirty-six, and he's what? Twenty-three?

"Stop," I try to push him, but.... damn this chest. Sturdy, hot, and chiseled.

I raise my eyes to look at this young man's sexy face. He flashes a charming smile and tickles the lustful demon inside me. I slide my palm from his chest to his shoulders. Using them as a stepping stone, I push myself higher and catch his mouth. Simon opens his mouth and allows me to lead the torrid kiss. 

But I've been out of the kissing game for a while; my kisses must have bored Simon. He holds my head and takes the lead from me. I almost can't breathe when he catches and sucks my tongue. A growl escapes my throat when he releases it and lets his tongue explore the rest of my mouth. Simon kisses like he's about to devour the whole of me. His mouth becomes sizzling hot and melts any hesitation attempting to grow inside me.

I’m going for the home run with this college baseball star!

"Slutty Mommy," I hate his boyish smile, but he's frickin’ gorgeous with it.

I tilt my head and offer my neck to him when he moves his head in that direction. "Shit," I mutter when his free hand slides between my spread legs. He brushes the backs of his fingers against my slit; my wetness moistens the thin crotch of my lace bikini.

“Like it?” Simon whispers while scratching my clit with the knuckle of his middle finger.

“Put it in,” I shamelessly order before cornering his mouth with a kiss.

This kid must have had dozens of college girls! He knows what to do to excite a woman. He pushes the cover of my slit and slides his fingers between my wet folds. I pull away from his mouth to moan as he explores my pussy. I sound a hiss when his finger traces my vagina. "Put it in," I urge before kissing him.

My hands squeeze his shoulders when I feel his fingers fill my hole. I throw my head back and moan when he scratches the soft and sensitive walls. I rotate my hips, encouraging him to go deeper. He softly laughs into my ears and thrusts his fingers deeper inside me.

I look into his eyes while breathing at the rhythm of his thrust. Flesh is better than a dildo – no matter how human-like the technologies made it look to be. Nothing can beat the heat of skin rubbing against the walls. Of course, a man's thick and long fingers are better than my short and thin fingers.

“Put the little boy in me,” I’m out of my head!

“Later, Mommy,” Simon tells me before swinging me around to place me on the bench in the middle of the locker room.

Shit! It is dirty. The sweat of these players when they sit here after practice. The shoes that are stamped on them when they do whatever they do. It's the last place I want to have a one-night stand! But I can't say anything after Simon stands in front of me. His beautifully sculpted torso reminds me of my weakness during my college years. I love brushing my palm on thick and hard human boards.

Simon spreads my legs to each side of the bench, making my crotch visible to him. I lick my lips while staring at his hard cock. Put it in me. Anywhere! I have been craving sex for years, but I can control my impulse. Simon breaks that control.

"Simon," I should be screaming that name for what he did to my son, but I moan it instead while he digs his hands into my chest to hold my tits. A man's hand is always warmer and turns the nipples into pebbles faster. 

Another boyish smile and arrogant snort! I’m going crazy with his juvenile reactions. 

He pulls out his hands and slides them under my skirt. I raise my legs to the ceiling as he pulls my panties off me. The cold wind brushes against my crotch and intensifies my craving for heat. My hips rise when Simon licks my right leg until he reaches my inner thigh.

“Let me see where Alex came out, Dr. Mel,” Simon laughs as he faces my pussy.

"Stop. I don't want you talking like that," I frown at Simon. "I...."

I forget what I want to add when he suddenly buries his face in my crotch. Simon sniffs my pussy and exhales a heavy hot breath against it, shaking every inch of my muscle.

Where should I hold? The bench is so narrow that I can’t grab on anything while Simon swirls his tongue around my folds. I grab his hair when his tongue traces the orifice of my vagina. How can somebody so young be so good at this? I can’t stop raising my hips and offering more of my cunt to him.

"Fuck," I mutter when he sucks my clit while fingering my hole. "Put it in," I order, but Simon doesn't listen. I swallow my pride and say, "Please."

#
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I was wrong when I said nothing good would come when a nerdy sixteen-year-old follows me to college. Something is great when that kid's mother is a hungry, voluptuous, petite doctor.

Dr. Melanie Fritz has been every boy's crush in high school since the moment her genius kid stepped into high school. Her son, Alex, skipped middle school after taking some tests proving he's better than most of us. Not only is her kid a genius, but Alex is also a talented baseball player.

If Alex didn't announce that Dr. Mel was his mother, everyone would think she was his sister in college. Dr. Mel dotes on her son so much that she's at every baseball game, even when Alex is only on the bench. But we loved having her around. She was the team's inspiration to hit home runs.

I have nothing against the kid, but he's following me around like a duckling. I befriended him in high school because he's a kid. But to follow me around in college? It's annoying! So, I bully him to keep him away. Dr. Mel is a tigress. You hurt her son, and she'll claw you out. But she has no idea who I am.

Behind Alex’s back, we call the doctor A-MELF, Alex’s mother everyone loves to fuck. Even the whole high school football team drools over the MELF. And I have her cornered, and she craves being one.

I stop eating her pussy and spread her legs. She keeps them pointing at the ceiling while I get my cock ready. Mel deeply breathes when I wipe her wet pussy with my palm. Her eyes twinkle while I lubricate my shaft with her wetness. She holds her outer thighs to keep her legs hanging as I approach closer to her.

Mel holds her breath as I roll my cock on her slit. She looks into my eyes with a tiny smile across her face. When I flash a bigger smile, her smile flourishes. The smile fades when her mouth opens as I push my cock into her hole. Her eyebrows crook as I drill my shaft into her tight pussy. Her back arches as she softly cries.

"How do you want it, Mommy?" I thrust in her slowly while holding her legs in a V-shape.

Mel doesn't answer, but she moves her hand around – trying to hang on to something while her body shakes from my thrust. I smile when she holds on to the edge of the bench over her head.

It's like I'm fucking a brown-eyed blonde Barbie. My level of excitement urges me to increase the speed and intensity of my thrust. She whimpers as I plunge my shaft deeper and cries "more" when I pull out. I move my hips harder and faster, shagging my cock deeply and quickly into her pussy. 
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