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College Girls

At the age of twenty-six, I’m laid off and end up unemployed and broke.

Luckily for me, Valentina, the woman of the house, can get me a job.

Her best friend Tatiana, the gorgeous president of USC, needs a handsome man to teach marketing courses to her students.

Suddenly, I’m back at university, the youngest professor on campus, and the only one the girls actually want. Surrounded by beautiful students desperate for good grades, I’ve become the center of their attention.

But no one tests me more than beautiful Zara, who’s wild, flirtatious, and willing to bribe me in ways no professor should ever allow.

And if I can’t resist her, how will I survive the rest of the campus filled with girls just as eager to drag me into their wild adventures?


Chapter 1

Islowly opened my eyes to the familiar sight of my bedroom. I hadn’t been here in years, and I never thought I’d end up back in this place after moving out right after graduation. I had landed a flashy job at an ad agency, the kind with good pay and a promising future. I’d risen through promotions, convinced I was on my way up. But then everything slowed down. Clients dried up, my workload got thinner, layoffs were right around the corner, and before I knew it, I was unemployed and I’d burned through my savings. When the last dollar was gone, Valentina, my stepmom, became the final option.

It was humiliating, but I didn’t have another choice. Upon arrival, Valentina had hugged me, kissed my cheek, and told me I could stay as long as I wanted, that there was nothing to be ashamed of. But of course, I was ashamed. I was twenty-six, the oldest sibling, and instead of setting an example, I was back under mommy’s roof. My little step sister, Zara, was nineteen and still living here while studying.

I grew up in an unusual household. My birth mother had passed away when I was little, and my father, who remarried Valentina, died when I was six. After that, Valentina was the one who raised me. We were so close that I usually called her Mom, and I thought of Zara, her daughter, as my little sister. I swung my feet off the side of the bed, put on some clothes, and headed downstairs.

Standing in the kitchen and humming a melody, Valentina was already dressed for work. She wore sheer black stockings that hugged her long legs, a silky blouse tucked into a fitted skirt, and her hair pulled back into a ponytail. She had that sharp, put-together look she always carried when she was seeing clients, but there was also something undeniably sensual about her. Her curves filled out her clothes in a way that turned heads, and at forty-six, she still had the kind of beauty that was hard to ignore. She was also well-endowed, always wearing bras that gave her breasts a lift, which was enough to create a cleavage that turned heads. Tall, elegant, and confident, she looked like a woman who had her life together.

She turned when she saw me, smiling widely. There was no disappointment, no judgment, just motherly warmth.

“Sleep well?” she asked, setting a plate on the table. She’d made pancakes with maple syrup and cream, my favorite breakfast.

She wore subtle makeup. She’d painted her lips in a bold red color and also powdered her cheeks with a slight rosy blush. It wasn’t much, just the icing on the cake. Her floral perfume was also incredibly pleasant, just enough to make you dream of summer and beautiful women in skimpy clothes.

“Deep enough,” I said, sliding into a chair and digging in. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome.” She leaned down to kiss my cheek and kneaded my shoulders lightly with her fingers. “Why the long face? I’m happy to have you here.”

“I didn’t think I’d ever come back,” I admitted, chewing the sweet, fluffy pancakes.

“And? You’re only twenty-six, Nathan. It’s nothing to be embarrassed about.”

“I guess I just had higher standards for myself.”

Valentina sat across from me, resting her chin on her folded arms with that knowing smile she had. “You do, and that’s a good thing.” Her eyes caught the light, almost sparkling with some secret she wasn’t ready to share. She had always been a little mysterious. Maybe it came from being a therapist, always holding on to things she couldn’t tell anyone. But beneath the professionalism, there was a sensuality she carried without even trying. It was something I had always noticed but never dared to admit, afraid it would take my fantasies to places they shouldn’t go.

“But I let you and myself down,” I told her.

She reached over to pat my hand. “You haven’t let me down at all,” she said caringly. “Life is full of ups and downs … It’s a part of our journey.”

I nodded, wondering where she’d gotten her optimism from. It was an incredibly attractive trait. “I guess you’re right.”

“And downs are only temporary,” she said. “I have a surprise for you.”

I sighed, half-laughing. “I could use one. I feel like a failure right now.” I shoved a forkful of pancake into my mouth. “The only things making me happy are you and these pancakes.”

She chuckled, obviously flattered by my words. “You remember Tatiana, right?”

“Yeah, your best friend,” I said. The thought of Tatiana made me pause. She was gorgeous, a natural auburn-haired woman with a body formed into the perfect hourglass. She was the president at USC, my sister’s university.

Valentina chuckled. “Yes, that’s right. She’s president at USC.”

I frowned, unsure where this was going. “What has my little sister been up to?”

She almost spat out the juice, chuckling. “This is about you, not Zara.”

“Okay… go on.”

“I talked to Tatiana, and she can offer you a teaching position.”

I stopped chewing. That was not what I expected. “Teaching?”

Valentina’s smile widened. “Yes.”

“A job?”

“Yes, sweetie. A job.”

That sank in, warming me more than the pancakes. But doubts hit me almost immediately. “But I’ve never taught anything. What am I supposed to teach?”

“Marketing and advertising. That’s your field. That’s what you know best.”

I mulled it over. She wasn’t wrong. I had the experience, but teaching? That was another world entirely. After I lost my job, I often thought about college and high school, wondering how those days had flown by so quickly. Back then, life was simple: chasing girls, parties, and having fun. There was nothing to worry about, just tight skirts, wild nights, and freedom. God, I’d do anything to go back.

“I told you you’d like it,” Valentina teased with a little laugh.

I scratched the back of my neck. “I don’t know. But I’ve never taught before.”

“And? There’s a first time for everything,” she said. “I wasn’t always a therapist, you know. I was a personal trainer before I wrecked my ankle. That’s when I switched careers.”

“I know,” I said, nodding slowly.

“So what do you think? Do you want to go back to college … this time as a professor?”

I hesitated but finally shrugged. “I don’t have a lot of choices. The job market is brutal, and I can’t let your friend down either.”

Valentina beamed. “You won’t. And she mentioned something about how nice it is to have a good-looking professor around.”

“Professor,” I muttered, laughing under my breath. The word felt strange in my mouth. Then something hit me, and my smile dropped. “Wait. Zara goes there … And she’s studying marketing too.”

The thought hadn’t even crossed my mind until now. My nineteen-year-old sister, Zara, with her skimpy outfits and flirty attitude, always pushed the limits, as if she wanted people to look at her. That was going to be trouble.

“Surprise her,” Valentina said with a knowing smile. “I’m sure she’ll appreciate it.”

Then we heard her door swing open from upstairs. My sister went down the stairs shortly after. Zara came into the kitchen wearing ripped denim shorts so short that the white pockets hung below the frayed edges. Her flat stomach was completely exposed below a tight crop top that clung to her chest. It was obvious she wasn’t wearing a bra, her nipples pushed against the thin fabric as she moved. The clothes were just the icing on the cake. Zara wasn’t an innocent girl anymore. Her beachy, wavy blonde hair framed an oval face that looked flawless, her skin glowing with the kind of youth and fertility that turned heads without her even trying. She wasn’t as tall as Valentina or me, but she wasn’t short either, standing at that sweet spot where her subtle hourglass figure drew the eye and seemed made for a bikini. Time had flown faster than I realized. It felt like only yesterday she still had that wide-eyed, innocent look, and now she had become a full-on bombshell.

I swallowed hard as the heatwave struck me hard.

“Zara,” Valentina said, giving her a half-playful and half-serious look. “Can’t you dress properly when Nathan is home?”

Zara shrugged, grabbing an apple from the fruit bowl. “What? I went shopping yesterday and wanted to try out my new stuff.” She bit into the apple, juice glistening on her rosy lips as it trickled down her cleavage. Her breasts looked like perfect teardrops, not full and bouncy like our mother’s, but not mosquito bites either. They were somewhere there in-between. She aimed her blue, greyish eyes at me, a smile curving on her lips. “Morning, bro … How’s it like being back here?”

“Not bad,” I said curtly, trying hard not to let my eyes stray any lower.

Valentina sighed, glancing at her watch. “I need to get to the office. Try to behave while I’m gone.” She kissed my cheek and gave Zara a pointed look. “We’ll talk about appropriate attire later.”

“Sure, Mom,” Zara said with an eye roll.

“Bye, kids.” Valentina headed for the door, heels clicking against the floor.

The moment the door closed, Zara dropped into the chair across from me, crossing her legs. I tried not to stare at how the movement made her shorts ride up even higher.

My sister had bloomed into something dangerously hot. The realization annoyed me, but I couldn’t deny it. Her blonde waves cascaded over her shoulders, framing a face that had shed its childish roundness for sharp, feminine angles. When did this happen? I was still in disbelief.

“So,” I said, brushing my lips. “Are you and Mom on good terms these days?”

Zara snorted. “Hardly. We fight constantly. Last week, she lost it because I came home at three in the morning. The week before that, she freaked about my grades.” She gestured at her outfit. “And obviously she hates how I dress.”

“To be fair, what you’re wearing is a bit … provocative.”

“Whatever.” She leaned forward, her crop top gaping slightly, giving me a peek of her cleavage. I wasn’t sure whether it was intentional or not. “Hey, bro,” Zara said with that grin she always had when she wanted something. “Think you could lend me, like, fifty bucks? There’s this skirt I need for Monday.”

“Absolutely not. Especially not if you’re just going to blow it on clothes like… that.” I gestured at the scrap of fabric she called a top.

“What’s wrong with this? Don’t tell me you don’t like it.” She tilted her head, studying my expression. “Guys stare, Nathan. They always do.”

I rolled my eyes. “If it isn’t obvious to you, then there’s no point in explaining it to you,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady.

“Fine, whatever, I can just ask a friend, but I’ll let you know a secret,” she said, lowering her voice. “On Monday, we have a new professor. I need to look good for him.”

Something cold settled in my stomach. I clearly knew who that new professor was. “Why?”

Zara’s smile faded. “Because I’m failing his class before it even starts. My grades last semester were shit, and if I don’t pull something off, I’m screwed.” She leaned against the table, so I could see more of her cleavage and upper parts of her breasts, even the pink areolas and the peak of her nipples. “So I figure I’ll have to bribe him the only way I know how. Spread my legs and hope he’s the type who can be convinced.”

The words hit me like a punch to the gut as I realized what she was suggesting. “Have you… have you done this before?”

“No,” she said, shrugging like we were discussing the weather. “But I have to give it a shot, otherwise I won’t pass the class. Mom will kill me if I flunk out.” She straightened up, leaning back in her chair. “I’m going over to Lexi and Raven’s tonight. You know, the titty twins? They’re pros at this stuff. Figure we can practice some seduction techniques, make it a sleepover.”

I stared at her as it slowly dawned on me. Monday, the new professor, and the job Valentina had just offered me. The pieces clicked together with sickening clarity.

“Nathan? You look weird. You okay?”

I nodded slowly, but inside, panic was spreading through my chest like wildfire. On Monday, I’d be walking into that classroom, and she would be sitting there in one of her barely-there outfits, planning to seduce me without knowing who I was. The thought of those calculating blue eyes looking up at me, of her crossing her legs and leaning forward the way she just had, made blood flow south.

“Yeah,” I said. “I’m fine.”

But I wasn’t fine. I was in deep, deep trouble.

“Alright,” she said, rising to her feet and licking the apple juice from her fingers. “I’ll bounce, and by the way, it’s nice having you here again.”

Her last words made me smile, but deep inside, I had conflicted feelings of being here again.


Chapter 2

Iwoke up earlier than I needed to, even though I barely slept the night before. The thought of standing in front of a classroom and pretending to know what I was doing kept looping in my head. But it wasn’t only that part that made me nervous and uncertain, I’d be teaching Zara, and her confession earlier didn’t make it any easier. She wasn’t at home now, still crashing at the “titty twins’” place or Lexi and Raven. I knew who they were, and I wondered why they’d gotten the nickname titty twins all of a sudden. I knew I’d soon find out, since they went to the same university as well.

I headed to the bathroom, showered, shaved and found some appropriate clothes. By the time I walked downstairs, Valentina was already at the kitchen table which was set with breakfast. She looked like she was ready for a magazine cover, while I still felt half-dead.

“Morning,” she said, her eyes flicking up and down as if she were inspecting me. “You ironed that shirt, right?”

I glanced down. “Sort of.”

Giving me a sideways smile, she stood and crossed the room in her usual therapist outfit, stockings, blouse and a skirt. Without asking, she tugged at my collar and smoothed the wrinkles around my shoulders, her perfume settling around me like a soft cloud of comfort. Her breasts also made contact with my chest, and when I looked down, I could see the outer, creamy parts of them. There was a warmth that radiated from her boobs that pooled in my groin. I tried to suppress by looking away, but I was too aware of them. “You’re going to be fine. Stop acting like a condemned man. It’s just a classroom, not a firing squad.”

“Feels about the same,” I said.

“You have the brains, the looks, and the charm. They’ll love you, especially the girls.”

“The girls … Excluding Zara?”

“No, she loves you too,” Valentina reminded me.

I nodded.

“Come on, let’s eat something before you go,” she said. “Your nerves will settle once you get started.”

We ate together, discussing various topics. I asked about her job, and she smiled, saying it was excellent. Again, her answers were brief and mysterious, but I had other worries for now.

“Will you give me a ride?” I asked as she quickly took the dishes.

“Of course. You think I’d let you show up on the bus?” She grabbed her keys and tilted her head toward the door. “Come on. Let’s go make you a professor.”

“Someone’s excited,” I said playfully.

“Of course, I am … I can’t wait to hear Zara’s reaction.”

“A reaction I’m dreading,” I said.

“Why?” she asked.

“Uhm … Never mind. I’m just overthinking it.”

“I think you are,” she said.

We hopped into the car. The morning traffic was slow, the sun just starting to burn through the haze over Los Angeles. Valentina drove with one hand on the wheel, calm as ever. “Her grades haven’t been the best lately,” Valentina said with hints of worry. “I was also thinking if she isn’t listening to me, maybe she’ll listen to you.”

“What makes you think that?”

“You’re good-looking, handsome and a bit younger,” Valentina said. “The past years haven’t been how they used to be.”

“I’ve noticed she’s changed.”

Valentina chuckled. “Don’t get me wrong. I want her to have fun and live her life, but there are certain lines that shouldn’t be crossed.”

I nodded. “I agree.”

“But I have been nineteen too, so I know what’s going through her head,” she said sympathetically.

I knew there was something Valentina didn’t know.

Valentina glanced at me at a red light, patting my thigh. “You’re going to wrinkle the collar if you keep pulling at it,” she said.

“It’s choking me.”

Biting her lower lip, she reached over and unbuttoned the top button. “Better?”

“Yeah. Thanks.”

For a moment, neither of us spoke. I stared out the window at the lines of cars, the billboards, the massive sprawl of campus as we approached. My stomach tightened the closer we got. I hadn’t been here in years, but I felt a slight excitement of being back here.

“You know,” Valentina said gently, “Tatiana didn’t just hand you this job as a favor. She believes in you. And so do I.”

“Will I meet her?”

“Of course, you’ll meet her this morning before class. Don’t look so pale, she doesn’t bite.” She gave me a sly smile. “Unless you misbehave.”

“Certainly not like Zara.”

We both laughed, making the mood a bit less tense.

We pulled into the faculty parking lot, and I swear my pulse doubled. Valentina killed the engine, turned in her seat, and studied me.

“You’re still overthinking,” she said softly. Then she leaned forward and pressed a kiss against my cheek, letting it linger a bit longer than usual, steadying my nerves. “You’ll be alright.”

“Where’s her office anyway?”

“I’ll show you,” she said.

I nodded and stepped out into the morning air and felt nostalgic straight away. Students carried backpacks, talked into phones and laughed with friends. There were so many pretty girls around here, taking my breath away. They were at the peak of their beauty, some dressing modestly and some dressing skimpily.

“See something or someone you like?” Valentina teased me.

“It doesn’t feel so bad to be back here again.”

“Told you you’d be alright.”

She guided me inside. The administrative building smelled like printer toner and floor polish. We rode the elevator up, and she straightened my collar again in the mirrored doors.

“You’re fussing,” I said.

“I’m investing,” she said. “Different thing.”

The receptionist lit up when she saw my mother. “Ms. Hale! Tatiana is ready for you.”

That was informal. We were shown into a corner office with big windows and neat stacks of folders. Tatiana Bennett, the president, stood as we entered. Tall, auburn-haired, she wore a tight blouse that meant business, though it did a fine job of keeping her assets under wraps. I hadn’t seen her in a couple of years. She would eat dinner with us now and then. I wasn’t sure if that was still a thing, judging by Zara’s character. But even when I was in college, I had constant fantasies about Tatiana, Valentina’s best friend and one of the sexiest middle-aged women I knew of. After a closer look, I realized they were dressed almost alike, and I couldn’t decide which chest strained harder against her blouse. Tatiana had gone a little heavier on the makeup than Valentina, her full, plump lips painted the color of red wine, her lashes long and dark, making it impossible not to stare at her face. She had that sharp, attractive jawline paired with sun-kissed skin that was undeniably sexy. She smiled first at her friend, then at me.

“Valentina,” she said, hugging her so their tits were mashed. My jaw slightly dropped as it looked like a tit would pop out any second. They held the hug quite intimately, which made me wonder if they had any secrets of their own. “And the prodigal son. Nathan, look at you. It’s so nice to see you again, all grown, healthy and strong.”

“He’s quite handsome, isn’t he?” Valentina said proudly while raking her fingers through my hair.

“He is,” Tatiana said, her eyes sweeping over me like a cougar.

“President Bennett,” I said, shaking her hand.

“Please, just Tatiana,” she said with a deep smile. “I’m still your mom’s friend.” She gestured to the chairs. “Sit. I’ve got fifteen minutes before my eight a.m. crisis, so let’s make you official.”

Valentina sat beside me like a proud agent who’d landed a deal. Tatiana slid a slim folder across the desk.

“Offer letter, course assignment, keys, ID pick-up form,” she said. “You’ll sign the letter today, and HR will handle the rest. You’re teaching Principles of Advertising, section B, Monday and Wednesday at nine, Friday at ten. Forty students. Mostly freshmen who think campaigns are memes and vibes.” She gave me a dry smile. “Your job is convincing them it’s also a strategy.”

I tried to look like a person who could do that. “I can handle that.”

“I know you can,” Tatiana said. “We don’t bring people in to sink them. Your mother talks about you like you invented persuasion.”

I glanced at Valentina. She looked pleased with herself. I cleared my throat. “I appreciate the chance.”

“Good.” Tatiana leaned back. “You’re young. That’s an asset. You’ll connect with them. It’s also a risk. Students will test boundaries. Some will mistake friendliness for flirting. Don’t give them anything to work with.”

“Understood.”

“Be clear on grading. Post rubrics. Don’t take meetings in your bedroom or a coffee shop at night. Keep office hours in your office with the door cracked.” She ticked them off like a list she had said a hundred times. “If a student asks for special consideration, put it in an email. Paper trails save careers.”

Valentina shot me a look that said listen. I nodded.

Tatiana steepled her fingers. “One more thing. You’re a mandated reporter. If you hear about harassment, assault, threats, anything, you route it to Title IX or me. Don’t play hero alone.”

“Got it.”

Her gaze softened. “I’ve known you since you were young, Nathan, braces, funny haircuts and outfits.” She shook her head, amused. “You’ve grown into your face. The students are going to notice. Don’t let it become the story.” She ended with a wink.

I felt heat climb my neck. Zara’s words of seduction echoed in my head. “I’m here to teach.”

“Good answer.” She slid me a campus map with a star on one building. “Your classroom. Tech is simple: projector, HDMI, clicker in the drawer. IT will hate you if you wait until five minutes before class to discover your slides don’t load. Test them now.”

Valentina almost raised her hand. “May I brag?”

Tatiana laughed. “You always do.”

“He built a social campaign at his old agency that doubled conversions in a month,” my mother said. “He won’t tell you, but the client tried to poach him.”

Tatiana looked impressed in a way that made me want to hide under the desk. “That’ll play well in the room. Bring examples. Case studies with numbers. Students love receipts.”

“I will,” I said.

Tatiana’s phone buzzed. She glanced at it, then back at me. “Two more things, then I throw you to the wolves.”

I sat up.

“First,” she said, “use the syllabus template. Don’t reinvent the wheel. Second… if you ever feel out of your depth, grading dispute, student drama, whatever, email me or the department chair, early, small fires are easy to put out. Infernos make the news.”

“I’ll reach out,” I said, trying my hardest to remember everything without disappointing either of them.

“Good.” She stood, and we stood with her. “You’ll do fine.”

Valentina rose and hugged her again. “I owe you.”

“You owe me lunch,” Tatiana said, then eyed me. “You owe me a class that doesn’t end up on TikTok for the wrong reasons.”

I chuckled. “I’ll try to be boring.”

“Please don’t,” she said flirtatiously. “Just be a grown-up.”

We shook hands again. As we stepped into the hall, Tatiana added, “Welcome aboard, Mr. Hale. Go fire up the projector and breathe.”

Back in the corridor, Valentina looked prouder than ever. “She likes you,” my mother said.

“She likes you, too,” I said.

“That too.” Valentina stopped near the elevator and straightened my collar one last time. “You’ve got this.”

“You’re not coming to the classroom to hover?”

“Tempting,” she said, smiling. “But no. Zara will be embarrassed, and I’m going to let you be magnificent on your own.”

The elevator opened. She leaned in, kissed my cheek again. “See you at dinner … Then you and Zara will let me know how it went.”

“I will.”

She rode down. I stood for a second, feeling the quiet settle, then headed toward the building Tatiana had starred on the map.

The classroom was unlocked, and I headed inside. The nostalgia hit me hard from when I’d been a student. I felt a shiver run down my spine as I looked around. Rows of fixed chairs, a lectern, and a whiteboard. I set my bag down, found the clicker, connected my laptop, and pushed my slides up on the screen. Title page: Principles of Advertising. My name under it looked fake, like I’d typed it as a joke.

I walked to the back row and looked at the room from a student seat. It felt different from there, less like a stage and more like a trap. I sat for a minute, breathing, going over my opener in my head, hook, agenda, expectations, and an easy warm-up question. I had to introduce myself well. I really didn’t want to disappoint my mother.

Time passed quickly and suddenly, the students were already waiting for me outside. Within ten minutes, they began drifting in one by one. First, a pair of guys in hoodies who clocked me and went, “Yo, is that the TA or the new professor?” Then two girls who peeked at my slides, whispering and giggling. A group of three slid into the middle row and opened laptops like shields.

I stood at the front and tried to look like I belonged here. So far, all good. I hadn’t broken yet, and I did better than I imagined.

More young adults, backpacks thumping down, and a smell of coffee, gum, and dryer sheets. My watch ticked three minutes to nine. And then Zara walked in. She was mid-laugh with another girl, head tilted, long hair over one shoulder. She wore a mini skirt and a crop top, not as skimpy as I thought it would be. Her eyes slid to the front, landed on me, and the laugh died in her throat. Her mouth fell open. The shock on her face punched straight through my chest.

She didn’t move for a beat. The girl with her followed her stare and then looked between us, confused. Zara recovered fast, too fast, closing her mouth and smoothing her hair like nothing had happened. But when she took a seat in the second row, directly in my line of sight, the corner of her mouth curled.

I felt my tongue stick to the roof of my mouth. I reached for the clicker like it was a lifeline and woke the screen, forcing my voice to work.

“Good morning,” I said. “Welcome to Principles of Advertising. I’m Nathan Hale. Your new professor.”

Zara rested her chin on her hand and looked up at me like she’d ordered the universe and it had arrived on time. My throat tightened, and I made myself keep going, but I couldn’t stop wondering what she was hiding behind that pretty face of hers, what went through her mind and why she looked so victorious.

Suddenly, the classroom door swung open just as I opened my mouth to continue. Two girls stumbled in, and I immediately understood why Lexi and Raven had earned their infamous nickname—the titty twins. The twins I remembered as awkward teenagers had transformed into something that made every head in the room turn. Their bodies curved in identical, sensual ways, straining against matching crop tops that had a virile man hard within seconds. The fabric stretched tight across their breasts, emphasizing assets that definitely hadn’t existed when they were sixteen. I had never seen such well-endowed nineteen-year-olds in my life. Their boobs were the size of Ariel Winter’s before she unfortunately decided to reduce them. And their tops didn’t help make them look less appealing, squeezing the cleavage as tightly as possible so coins would bounce right off them. They were average height but wore makeup that screamed future sex workers: smoky eyes thick with liner, lashes exaggerated, and lipstick so glossy it begged for attention. Their foundation was flawless, sculpting their cheekbones sharp, while a dusting of shimmer caught the light each time they turned their heads.

While I was checking them out, they spotted me at the front of the room and their faces lit up with matching grins.

“Oh my God, sorry we’re late … Professor,” Lexi said, her voice dripping with false innocence as she gave me a little wave.

“Traffic was just terrible,” Raven added, tilting her head in a way that made her blonde hair cascade over her shoulder.

I cleared my throat, trying to ignore the way several male students had stopped pretending to check their phones. “Just take a seat, please.”

They sauntered down the aisle, hips swaying perfectly, and slid into seats in the third row. As they settled in, I caught fragments of their whispered conversation.

“Holy shit, look how hot he got,” one of them breathed.

“I know, right? Those shoulders…”

“Think he remembers us?”

Heat crawled up my neck as I realized they remembered me. I clicked to the next slide and tried to find my voice again, struggling not to pitch a tent in the middle of class.

The rest of the class passed a bit smoother. Every time I looked up from my notes, Zara was watching me with that unreadable expression, chin propped on her hand like she was studying a particularly interesting specimen. The titty twins took turns asking questions that had nothing to do with advertising and everything to do with making me look at them. Lexi stretched in her chair during my explanation of consumer psychology, arching her back in a way that made her top ride up. Raven dropped her pen twice, bending over to retrieve it with her boobs facing my direction. And while she was bent at the waist, her boobs swayed like bells, ready to fall off her bra any second.

“So, Professor Hale,” Zara said during a discussion about target demographics, “what age group do you think responds best to … personal appeals?”

The way she said “personal” made me arch an eyebrow. “That depends on the product and the messaging strategy,” I said.

“Mmm.” She nodded like I’d said something profound, but her eyes held that same dangerous glint.

When I assigned them to break into groups for a quick exercise, the chaos only got worse. The twins immediately gravitated toward a cluster of obviously smitten freshman boys, but they kept glancing back at me, not interested in the young studs at all. Zara joined a group near the window, but positioned herself so she remained in my peripheral vision no matter where I walked.

“Professor?” A brunette in the front row raised her hand. “Can you help us with this part?”

I moved to assist, grateful for a normal question, but as I leaned over to look at her worksheet, I caught Zara watching the interaction with narrowed eyes.

I forced myself to focus on the student’s question, explaining the concept of emotional triggers in advertising while acutely aware of Zara’s stare burning into my back. When I straightened up, I caught her looking away quickly, pretending to be engaged in her group’s discussion.

The class finally ended after what felt like hours. Students began packing up their laptops and notebooks, the sounds of zippers and shuffling feet filling the room, making me reminisce about the days I was a broke student. I busied myself disconnecting my laptop from the projector.

“See you Wednesday, Professor Hale,” Lexi called out as she and Raven made their way toward the door, still moving in that synchronized way that drew every male gaze in the room. They turned at the threshold in unison and flirtatiously waved at me and pouted their lips.

“Looking forward to it,” Raven added, her crop top riding up as she lifted her arm.

I barely managed a professional nod and watched them leave with a cluster of other students. The room gradually emptied, conversations fading into the hallway. A few students approached my desk with typical first-day questions about the syllabus and office hours, but they were all girls, and the glint in their eyes told me they were interested in more than theory. They wanted practice as well. I answered them as best I could while keeping one eye on Zara, who remained seated, slowly gathering her things like she had all the time in the world.

The last of the other students filtered out, leaving just my sister and me in the suddenly quiet classroom. Zara stood up, slinging her bag over her shoulder and walked toward my desk. She stopped just close enough that I could smell her floral perfume that reminded me of summer afternoons when we were kids. It was similar to Valentina’s perfume but a bit sweeter.

She didn’t say a word. She just gave me a grin and then casually walked out. I didn’t trust that grin at all. Once she closed the door, I sighed a breath of relief. It hadn’t been as bad as I thought it would be. I could definitely continue on, making my mother proud and also her beautiful friend and now my boss, Tatiana.


Chapter 3

Ipulled into the driveway and sat behind the wheel for a moment, listening to the tick of the engine and letting the air conditioning run to cool me down. Home used to be a comfort. Now it was a pause between failures for a layover at Valentina’s place while I scraped together a new identity as an adjunct at the university.

But the feeling of being a failure faded a little. My new job was definitely an upgrade from the unemployment line, and it wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be. My libido was rising again, especially being in the center of attention of all the pretty college students, and even if I tried to ignore it, they’d definitely tried to flirt with me. My only worry was Zara and that cunning grin of hers. I wasn’t sure what she wanted, even though she’d spelled it out for me a couple of days ago. So I figure I’ll have to bribe him the only way I know how. Spread my legs and hope he’s the type who can be convinced.

Well … before she knew it would be me.

I jumped out of the car and headed inside. Valentina was in the kitchen after a hard day at work. She was already at the stove, one hand stirring a pot, the other scrolling through her phone. I hovered at the threshold, dropping my messenger bag by the table.

“So,” she said, slipping the phone into her pocket and smiling up to me, “Professor Hale, how was day one?” She used the new title like she was still test-driving it.

“I didn’t get fired,” I said. “That’s a plus.”

She chuckled. “That bad?”

I shrugged, and something in my shoulders must have given me away because she softened immediately. “No, it was … it was kind of good.” I fished for the right word. “Weird, but good. Students actually listened.”

Valentina left the stove and crossed the tile, wrapping me in a quick but fierce hug. I didn’t expect it, but I melted as I felt her soft, warm breasts against my chest. When I felt some of her most intimate parts pressed against me, I missed being back here with her. I wasn’t sure if it was intentional or not from her end, but it worked and it made me want to stay here a lot longer. “I’m so proud of you,” she said, squeezing around my midsection, which made my crotch push against hers. “I always knew you’d land on your feet.”

“Thank you,” I said, breathing in her feminine, sweet scent. “And thank you so much for talking Tatiana into this.”

She broke the hug to give me a funny look. “Talking her into it? You got it all mixed up.”

“Tell me how it went then.”

She turned to the cutting board, dicing red peppers. “She brought it up when I mentioned your unemployment … She told me she’d love to have a young, handsome man at her university.” She grinned, a similar grin to my sister’s.

“So I got the job because I’m young and handsome and not because of my merits?”

“Both,” Valentina said. “They’re both important, but when there’s a woman who’s hiring, young and handsome will carry you a step further than the rest.”

I nodded. “I see … I have a lot to learn.”

“You see Zara yet?” she asked, not looking up from her vegetables.

“After class?”

“Yeah,” she said.

“Nope.”

“And what was her reaction when she saw you?” she said, her lips breaking out into a grin. Now she put the fork aside and turned to me, looking forward to what I was about to tell her. “Was she okay?”

“She looked like she’d seen a ghost at first,” I said. “Or maybe just me in a shirt with buttons. Her jaw dropped and then she became surprisingly quiet. I would’ve never imagined her to be unruly based upon that impression, but she was the last to leave class and she gave me a smile at the end without saying a word.”

“Kinda what I expected. But give her a chance,” Valentina said, voice lowering. “Even if her grades have been tanking, I’ll never give up on her.” She shot me a meaningful look, the therapist in her never entirely out of frame. “And neither should you.”

I nodded. “I won’t … I just hope she finds it funny, eventually.”

“Of course she will,” Valentina said, swiping the last bits of onion into the bubbling sauce. “She’ll be home any minute. We’ll wait to eat until she’s here. She’s at the beach and will be here any minute.”

I took a seat at the kitchen island, picking at the edge of a placemat, letting my mind drift to the morning. If you’d asked me at eighteen, I’d have sworn I’d never be the guy teaching at a university. Yet there I was, and the only part that felt real was the surprise when Zara’s face appeared in the second row, her beachy-blonde hair cascading down her shoulders and her blue-gray eyes narrowed in disbelief.

The door opened and Zara swept in, wrapped in a hoodie that hung past her knees. Her hair was still damp from the beach, and little crescents of sand stuck to her calves. She dumped her backpack on the floor and grinned at Valentina, then caught sight of me and stopped short.

“You didn’t think to warn me that my big brother was teaching at my university?” she said with a questionable smile.

Valentina flicked a look at me and shrugged, going for plausible deniability. “I thought it would be a fun surprise.”

Zara rolled her eyes and opened the fridge. “You know how many people asked if I knew ‘the hot new lecturer’ before I’d even sat down?” She yanked a can of Sprite, cracked it, and slugged half before glancing at me. “Thanks for the heads up, Nathan.”

I felt my ears heat. “It was a last-minute thing. Mom only told me about this when I moved back here.”

She sat on the barstool next to me, propping her chin on her hand. “Well, you made an impression. Every girl in class was texting about you by the end of first period.”

“That’s not true,” I said, trying to play it cool.

Zara looked at me with laser focus. “Please. Compared to the rest of the faculty, you’re like—” She fished for the right word, settling on, “a fantasy substitute teacher from a porn parody.”

Valentina’s knife clattered against the cutting board. “Zara, we’re about to eat.”

She grinned at me, conspiratorial. “Sorry. I know I’m not supposed to say that at the table.” She sipped her soda, eyes glittering.

Valentina plated the roasted vegetables, then set out a bowl of salad. “Zara, why don’t you help set the table?”

Zara slid off the stool and started pulling plates from the cabinet. “So, are you going to fail me if I sleep through your class, or do siblings get a free pass?” she asked, setting the table.

“I’ll give you your grades, but no special treatment,” I said.

“Why not? Afraid of showing favoritism?” She wiggled her eyebrows at me and set the plates down, then leaned in close enough for me to smell the vanilla body spray and the briny scent of the sea.

Valentina bristled. “He’s right. He can lose his job. Just study and don’t slack off, Zara.”

Zara crossed her eyes in mock exasperation. “I’m kidding. Jeez.”

We sat down, the three of us at the round kitchen table like nothing had changed. Zara speared a roasted carrot and smacked her lips as she ate it. I also couldn’t help but smack my lips. I loved Valentina’s food more than anything.

“So, how was the rest of your day?” Valentina asked, deliberately avoiding my gaze.

Zara pounced on the question. “Well, after the Big Reveal, I had econ. My professor speaks like she’s on Ambien, but her TA is super cute.” She stabbed her fork toward me. “Not as cute as you, apparently.”

I held up my hands. “Can we please not make this a thing?”

Zara smirked. “Too late. Group chat’s already renamed ‘Professor DILF Support Group.’”

Valentina’s glass stopped halfway to her lips. “Zara.”

She chuckled. “It’s a compliment. Relax.” She turned to me. “Better get ready for some college pussy.”

“Zara, for heaven’s sake,” Valentina said, voice firm. “We’re having a family dinner. Not appropriate.”

Zara grinned and lifted a shoulder. “Just stating facts.”

I sipped my water, trying to suppress the blush creeping up on my cheeks. It wasn’t just her body that’d bloomed and changed, but so had her words. She was a young woman now, and not my innocent little sister. “We are not talking about this.”

“Oh, relax,” she said. “It is a compliment.”

Valentina gave her a look that used to reduce me to silence when I was fifteen. “Enough.”

Zara’s eyes dropped to her plate like a kid caught leaning back on a chair. Then, without looking up, she said, casual as anything, “So. If you’re such a good brother, maybe you’ll give me some good grades.”

Valentina went still. Then she set her napkin down with care and turned to her daughter.

“Zara,” she said in a tone that made the air get tighter. “That is not funny.”

Zara rolled her eyes. “I am joking.”

“You could jeopardize his career,” Valentina said. “Do you understand me? The job market is brutal right now. One rumor can wreck a life.”

Zara leaned back, folding her arms. “He’s my brother. Why can’t he do me a little favor? No one has to know.”

“Because that is not how life works,” Valentina said. The softness was gone. She looked like the woman who could cut through any client’s self-deception in under an hour. “Be a good girl. Study. Stop thinking you can rely on cheap tricks.”

“Cheap tricks?”

“Do not play dumb,” Valentina said. “You are smart enough to pass your classes. You just do not like the parts that are not fun.”

Zara pushed her chair back two inches and then pulled it forward again, like she did not trust herself to stand. “I said I was joking. You’re acting like I took out a billboard.”

“You do not joke about things like that,” Valentina said. “Not here or anywhere else. I am worried about you. You need to start taking responsibility for the things you say and do. Words matter.”

My sister’s eyes cut to me like she wanted backup. My heart thudded at the base of my throat. I was the last person who should speak. I held her gaze for a beat and then looked at my plate.

“Okay,” Zara said, voice lighter in a way that meant it was not. “Message received.”

Valentina exhaled and reached for her glass of water. No one moved for a moment. The tick of the stove sounded loud. I wiped my mouth and tried to think of something to say that would not pour gasoline on the table.

“Food is great,” I said. It was the dumbest thing I could have said, but it broke the silence by an inch.

Valentina’s mouth softened. “Thank you.” She looked at her daughter again, gentler. “I am not trying to scold you for sport.”

Zara stared at the table. “I said okay.”

We ate the rest of the meal in a careful way, like each of us was stepping over a spill. Zara kept her eyes on her plate. Valentina kept her tone warm and neutral. I kept my answers short and bland. It was a relief when the plates were empty.

Zara stood first and gathered dishes. “I’ll wash,” she said without looking at either of us.

“I can do it,” I said.

She shook her head and took the plates to the sink. The faucet ran loudly. She scrubbed like she could erase the last five minutes with soap.

Valentina touched my wrist under the table and left her hand there for a second. It was the kind of quiet reassurance that made me want to be better than I was. She stood and started wrapping leftovers. We moved around each other without bumping like we had done this a hundred times.

Zara finished and dried her hands hard on a towel, then tossed it on the counter. “I’m going to shower,” she said to the room. “I still have sand everywhere.”

“Thank you for doing the dishes,” Valentina said, the tension gone.

Zara nodded once and left the kitchen. Water started to run a minute later upstairs.

Valentina leaned back against the counter and pressed her fingertips to her temples. “She is young,” she said quietly. “She does not realize the damage her words could cause. But you need to be careful.”

“I know,” I said. My voice sounded rough to me. “I will be.”

She looked at me for a long second. Something like worry moved behind her eyes. Then she straightened, rinsed her glass, and set it in the rack. “I have notes to finish before bed. You should rest. First week is always a sprint.”

I nodded. “Thanks for dinner.”

She smiled in that small way that was only for me. “You’re welcome, sweetie.”

I took my bag and went to my room. I shut the door and leaned against it until my shoulders dropped.

I sat on the edge of the bed, and the phrase she had breathed into my ear slid through me again, hot and shameless. Better get ready for some college pussy.

I dug my fingers into my hair and exhaled. The words had been a joke, or not a joke. She loved living on the line.

My phone buzzed again. I looked. Group email from the department about syllabus templates. A reminder from the LMS about uploading office hours. A message from an unknown number that just said, hey prof, what time are your office hours again? There was a heart emoji. I closed the screen and put the phone face down. My sister was right. I was popular.

The water shut off in the next room, and after my sister left the bathroom, she knocked on my door. The knob turned an inch and stopped.

“Yeah?” I said.

Zara cracked the door and peeked in. Her hair was damp and darker near the ends. She wore a big T-shirt that slid off one shoulder and small shorts that barely counted, no bra, her nipples poking against her clothing. She stepped inside and closed the door behind her.

“I’m not staying,” she said. “I just wanted to say I’m not mad.”

“I did not think you were,” I said.

She came a step closer, and her voice dropped. “I was out of line. I know how to push buttons. I like it too much.”

“I noticed.”

She smiled at that. “Mom scares me when she gets that voice.”

“Me too,” I said before I could stop myself.

She laughed, then sobered. “I’ll be good.”

“Good would be good,” I said.

She looked at me for a few seconds like she was deciding whether to say something else. Then she tipped her head, almost shy. “Also, you were really good today. In class.”

The compliment landed right in my heart. It felt surprisingly warm and good. “Thanks.”

She slipped a hand into the pocket of her shorts and rocked on her heels. “Okay. Goodnight.”

“Goodnight,” I said.

She turned and opened the door, then paused and looked back over her shoulder with a spark in her eyes that had nothing to do with apologies. “Oh. One more thing. You should get ready.”

“For what?” I asked, even though I knew.

“For some serious college pussy,” she said playfully. Her mouth curved. “Professor.”


Chapter 4

Ifell into a deep slumber, which quickly turned into an erotic dream. I saw Zara. Suddenly, we were alone in a classroom. She wore the perfect student outfit, a tight buttoned shirt, a mini skirt and stockings. She wore her hair in a blonde ponytail.

She rose to her feet, coming up to me with her hands crossed behind her back.

I tried to say something, her name, or a warning, or just a polite, “Can I help you, Zara?” But the sound never made it past my teeth. She was in front of me, all blue-gray eyes and heat, perched on the edge of my desk and swinging her legs. When she spoke, it was pure Zara, honeyed and erotic. “Professor Hale,” she said, rolling our last name in her mouth, drawing it out until it sounded like a dare.

I wanted to tell her to leave, to get back to her desk, but my hands found the desk and held on. She grinned, knowing damn well what she wanted from me.

“I was wondering,” she said, batting her eyelashes. “Is there any way I can make up for the test? I know I bombed it. You said I need to study harder, but, um, I kind of suck at that.” Her voice dropped, sweet and sly. “But I’m really, really good at sucking other things.”

She bit her lower lip, and I felt the room pitch forward. The dream was running hot now, and the part of me that was still conscious enough to know I was dreaming flailed in the undertow. I didn’t want it to stop. I wanted to see how far she’d take it.

“What kind of other things?” I asked, feeling my cock awakening to something forbidden.

Zara leaned across the desk, her buttoned shirt falling open to frame the smooth logic of her collarbones, the impossible geometry of her chest.

“You know … what girls are supposed to be good at,” she said, batting her eyelashes.

“Zara, no, it doesn’t get any more taboo than that.”

“I’ll do anything, Professor … or brother, whichever you prefer,” she said, and I felt the words hit some deep, shameful pleasure center. “Anything for a good grade.”

That was when she slid off the desk, and suddenly she was on her knees in front of me. Her hands went for my belt, and I tried to protest, tried to speak, but the script had already been written in some inaccessible place behind my eyes.

“Be a good girl and I’ll see what I can do,” I heard myself say.

Zara made a noise that should have been a giggle but was somehow filthier, and before I could even steel myself for the heat of her hands, she was peeling me open, working my pants down, freeing me with the deft, greedy grace that only existed in dreams and certain types of pornography.

My cock stood at full mast, rising like a sword and ready to thrust into her sweet pink mouth. It was dangerously hard and hot, waiting to be quenched by her mouth.

She looked up at me, eyes glinting with all the satisfaction of a satisfied girl. “You’re so easy,” she said in her teasing voice. “I barely even had to try.” Her mouth was a perfect, wet O as she slipped her lips around the tip, sucking with a slow, calculated suction that made my knees grow weak.

It was wrong, it was perverse, it was absolutely inevitable, but most importantly, it felt incredibly good, so good I couldn’t stop her even if I tried.

She bobbed her head forward, sliding my cock inch by inch into her tightening mouth. I was aware of every drop of spit, her soft, rosy tongue and her sugary inner cheeks that rubbed against my length.

Then, when she’d fully swallowed me, and her lips pressed against my pubic bone, she flicked her eyes up to mine, maintaining eye contact like a good girl. It was unbelievable how well she sucked at that age, her cheeks hollowing out while she innocently looked up to me.

Then she slowly pulled back, massaging my shaft with her wet mouth till only the tip was covered by her lips like a sweet kiss and then she gobbled up my cock again. I thrust my hips forward, seeking that sweet friction. She pulled her head back, coming off my wet cock with a smack. She spat straight at it, letting trails of saliva trail down the length. “Someone’s getting excited,” she said.

I just wanted to cradle her head and facefuck her till I came. She was such a tease. “Just keep sucking,” I told her in a husky voice that sounded more like a desperate plea.

She bobbed her head, hands bracing my thighs, then deeper, faster, her hair a golden curtain that brushed my belly with every motion. She let out slurping and sucking sounds for every bob, and she hummed as she worked, an impossible, eager little tune, and I could smell her, vanilla and bubblegum and the weird, plastic tang of lip gloss, all layered over the salt heat of sex. My hips bucked, and she giggled around me.

I wanted to push her off, to regain control of the dream, but her hands gripped me harder and pulled me in. Her eyes locked on mine, and in them I saw a dozen versions of her, each with her own sense of playful humor and appetite for adventure.

She came off my length again as I was right about to come. She resorted to teasingly running her tongue up and down my shaft. The touch was feather-light but wet and powerful as my shaft glistened with her saliva.

I couldn’t take it any longer. I told her to open, which she happily did, and I grabbed the back of her head as I thrust right into her mouth.

She let me fuck her face, and I did, helplessly, feeling every slick contraction, every obscene, glottal sound she made as I slid deeper and deeper down her throat. She didn’t gag, didn’t resist, if anything, she moaned louder, as if this was what she wanted more than good grades themselves.

“I’m almost there, sis,” I said as I started curling my toes, the orgasm slowly approaching.

My cock slipped out of her mouth and slid against her cute, smooth cheek. She didn’t leave me hanging and quickly stroked my length with one hand while licking the corner of her mouth. “Are you gonna come?” she asked, feigning innocence with such lethal accuracy that it should have won her an Oscar.

“I—I—” I tried to say yes, but she cut me off, taking me back into her mouth, deeper than before, until my vision went white at the edges and my hands found the back of her head, holding her there as I came explosively with a violence that left me shaking and gasping and empty.

She swallowed every drop, then licked me clean, grinning up at me like the world’s happiest student.

“Is this an A-plus, or do I have to come back for office hours?” she asked, her voice muffled around my slick, softening cock.

Before I could answer her, I woke up with a gasp, the sheets covered in sweat as if I’d just had sex and my cock continuously spurting out cum that pooled around the base. My heart jackhammered in my chest, and for a moment I couldn’t tell which world was real, hers or mine.

I lay there, in the dark, letting the shame wash over me in waves, each one somehow more intense than the last. I wasn’t sure why I felt ashamed … It felt so good. It was my first wet dream with Zara, and the fact that she was my student now only made it more forbidden.

I didn’t feel as disgusted. My mind replayed the scene, every word and gesture, over and over, unable to stop till I fell back asleep again.

* * *

Except for the wet dream, the weeks passed by smoothly. By the second Monday, I already had a rhythm going. It should have been simple, but nothing felt simple when half the class was staring at me like I was more than a professor. I obviously felt flattered but another part of me felt frustrated. If I took the bait and flirted with any of them, as a normal man would, I could possibly lose my job.

I’d catch it in flashes, a girl twirling her hair, biting her lip when I called on her, and lingering in the doorway with a smile that said more than the question she asked. They couldn’t stop whispering either. “The hot professor,” I’d heard one of them say as I passed by the vending machines. I walked faster, pretending I hadn’t heard them.

The worst, or maybe the hottest, were the titty twins, Lexi and Raven. They’d claimed the front row from the first day, like it was reserved seating. They also kept bugging my sister with questions about me, which my sister proudly answered.

When I leaned down to answer a question one afternoon, Lexi’s pen rolled off her desk. She bent to get it, and when she straightened, her knuckles brushed my crotch. It was just a second but enough to make me understand it was intentional on her end.

“Oh, sorry,” she said, eyes flicking up to mine. Her smile was innocent, but the way she twirled her hair around her finger wasn’t. I stepped back like I’d been burned.

They kept it light, asking softball questions, leaning forward until their low-cut tops did the rest and laughing a little too loudly. I forced myself to be professional, to keep my eyes fixed on the board.

But Zara saw everything, and to my surprise, she liked it.

She started staying after class under the pretense of “theoretical questions.” She’d lean against a desk while the twins were still hovering nearby, tossing her blonde hair like a flag. “So, Professor, what about campaigns that flop? How do you know when to pivot?” Her tone was always casual, but the look she gave me wasn’t.

Then the twins started getting so close to my face, I picked up the scent of their musky perfumes, whether it was their natural scent or a perfume they’d bought, I couldn’t tell. It was nearly impossible to look those two in the eyes when their gravity-defying boobs were nearly identical and they kept reaching and grabbing for things.

“We should all do something after class,” Raven suggested.

“You have Zara to play with,” I told her firmly.

Raven raised herself on her tiptoes and then came back on her feet. It was a slight movement, but enough to make her tits jiggle and bounce like mad. Even after she’d stood there for thirty seconds, they were still jiggling. “We thought you could join us,” she said.

“That’s inappropriate,” I reminded her.

“We knew you before you even were a teacher,” Lexi said, pushing her chest a little bit outward, which made her already deep cleavage deepen.

“No,” I told them firmly, even if my erection wanted something else. “The class’s been dismissed.”

They sighed, but Zara still grinned. She hadn’t given up yet.

* * *

By the time I got home, I was frustrated and incredibly horny. I wanted a drink and silence, but Valentina had her own routine. She’d cook, set the table and pull us all together like a family. Dinner was supposed to ground me. Instead, it put me in the crosshairs.

One night, a test was looming, Valentina dished pasta onto our plates and asked, “So, Zara, how’s the studying going?”

“Fine,” Zara said insecurely, twirling her fork.

Valentina’s eyes narrowed. “Are you sure? You’ve been at the beach a lot. And I know you’ve been out with your friends.”

Zara forced a smile. “I can multitask.”

Valentina looked like she wanted to press more, but let it slide. My stomach knotted anyway as I feared she’d try to bribe me.

* * *

The night before the test, I sat in my bedroom with a red pen, flipping through notes and half-graded assignments. I was exhausted, but I wanted my prep airtight.

A knock broke my focus.

“Yeah?” I called.

The door cracked, and Zara slid in, wearing a transparent nightgown that showed off her teardrops. I immediately looked away.

She spun once playfully, her wavy blonde hair fluttering. “Be honest. Do you think this is cute?”

“What do you want?” I asked, sharper than I meant.

She sighed, flopping onto the edge of my bed. “I forgot about the test. I’ve been busy. I didn’t study.”

“That’s your problem,” I said, turning back to my papers. “Not mine.”

“You’re so cold,” she teased. Then her tone dipped. “I’ve been a bad girl. Maybe you can … help me?”

“Zara—”

She stood, closing the space between us. Her fingers grazed my thigh. Then, boldly, her palm cupped me through my pants. My whole body stiffened.

“Zara … What the hell are you doing?”

“What’s the problem?” she said playfully.

“Stop,” I hissed, grabbing her wrist. “This isn’t—”

A knock hit the door, and it was Valentina. “Darlings, are you in there?”

Zara leaned in so close her breasts made contact with my shoulders, and I felt her lips stiffening. “Next time you won’t escape.”

She pulled away and opened the door, smiling sweetly. “We’re here, Mom, just saying goodnight.”

Valentina glanced past her, eyes flicking to me, to the obvious bulge I couldn’t hide fast enough. Suspicion flashed across her face, then she smiled politely and walked away.

Zara blew me a kiss and slipped out, leaving me even more frustrated than earlier. A part of me really wanted to fuck her, but I was just so horny that I couldn’t think straight. It had been weeks of being surrounded by young women at the peak of their beauty and to be in the center of their attention. I wasn’t sure how long I could continue on like this, but I had to do my best.

* * *

The test came fast. I stood at the front, proctoring, watching students scribble and sigh. Most finished early, handing in their papers with relieved smiles. The room thinned until only one person remained.

Zara.

She chewed her pen, frowning at the page like she’d never seen the material before. Even the titty twins had finished before her. Finally, she stood and walked to me, dropping the paper on the desk.

“How’d it go?” I asked.

She sighed, leaning close. “Didn’t understand much.”

“You should’ve studied,” I said flatly.

Her lips curved. She leaned over the desk, hair falling like a curtain. Her whisper was heat against my skin. “Still think I don’t deserve a little extra credit?”

“No.”

“Come on …”

“Zara—”

Before I could react, she slid to her knees.

“What are you—”

Her fingers found my zipper. She tugged it down, bold and unstoppable.

“Someone could walk in,” I said, even though I really wanted this. It was exactly how it played out in the wet, forbidden dream, a memory I’d never forget. To have it happen in front of me was a dream come true, even if I clearly knew about the risks we were taking. If we got caught, it wouldn’t be pretty for either of us.

Zara didn’t care. She released my erection, and she gave me a look as my length cast a thick shadow over her face. “You think I’m hot … otherwise you wouldn’t be this hard.”

“No, I don’t,” I lied through my teeth.

“Come on … You don’t have to lie to me.”

“Alright, you’re hot as fuck,” I told her truthfully. “But if we get caught—”

She didn’t care. She opened up her mouth and for the first time in our lives we crossed this line. She slid her strawberry-painted lips over my cock and glided it directly down to the back of her throat. She pushed me deep into her warm mouth, deeper than I thought possible. I felt my cock hit the back of her throat, and she didn’t even gag.

“Fuck, Zara,” I whispered, my hands gripping the edge of the desk.

She kept me there, stuffed in her mouth with her lips stretched around my girth. I felt her entire mouth contract around my shaft like a sweet, oral massage.

She pulled back slowly, sliding my length over her tongue. When she reached the tip, she looked up at me with those blue-gray eyes, and I saw pure lust, love and adventure there. She kissed the spongy crown, never breaking contact. Then she opened up wide as if she were seeing the dentist, and she dove back down, taking me even deeper this time, her throat muscles contracting around me till her lips touched my root. She gagged a little, but she kept me there like a good girl.

It was taboo as hell. My sister, my student, on her knees in my classroom. Every rational part of my brain screamed that this was wrong, that we had to stop, but my body had other ideas. I couldn’t make myself push her away. She was just too damn good at this, a skill I didn’t even know she possessed.

She pulled her head back and resorted to rapidly bobbing her head up, focusing on the tip while her saliva coated every inch of me. The wet sounds filled the empty classroom, obscene and erotic, while spit pooled on the floor below us.

“Jeez, Zara,” I said, smiling for the first time as she slowly brought me to heaven.

When she pulled off completely, a string of spit connected her lips to my cock.

“You taste so good,” she said, stroking me with her soft right hand, then leaned forward to lick me from base to tip like I was her favorite lollipop. Her tongue was soft and warm, tracing every vein and ridge. It was exactly like in the dream, and I couldn’t stop myself from thrusting forward, making my hard-on slide past her cheek.

“Someone’s getting excited,” she said with a giggle, grabbing my cock and aiming it at her mouth again.

“Where did you learn to suck like that?”

“That’s a secret,” she said mischievously.

She plunged me back into her throat, and I watched in amazement as my cock disappeared completely into her mouth. She held me there for what felt like forever before slowly pulling back, gasping slightly when she came off with saliva all over my shaft and her lips. It was such a big mess it looked like I’d blown a load already.

Then she did something that nearly made my knees buckle. She gathered more saliva in her mouth and spat directly onto my cock, watching as it dripped down my shaft. She used her hand to spread it around, making me slick and shiny in a twisting motion.

“God, you’re such a dirty girl,” I groaned.

She grinned up at me, that same smile that had been driving me crazy for weeks. “Do you want to fuck my face?” she asked, her voice sweet and innocent despite the filthy words.

I should have said no. Should have pulled away, zipped up my pants, and pretended this never happened. Instead, I found myself nodding, my hands moving to cup the back of her head.

Her hair felt like silk between my fingers as I guided her mouth back onto my cock. This time, I controlled the pace, pushing deeper with each thrust. I could see the outline of my cock bulging in her throat, and the sight was so erotic I nearly came right then.

Zara’s hands gripped my thighs as I thrust my hips right at her face, and she made these little humming sounds that vibrated through my entire length. Her eyes watered slightly, but she never pulled away, never gave any sign that she wanted me to stop.

I tightened my grip around her neck, keeping her pinned there as I slid my cock in and out of her sweet, precious mouth.

After a few minutes, she tapped my leg, and I released her head. She came off my cock with a gasp, strings of saliva connecting us.

I thought she’d complain for air, but instead, she said breathlessly, “My turn.”

I watched, mesmerized, as she placed her hands firmly behind her back. She looked up at me with a grin spread on her lips before she would plunge my cock back into her mouth.

“No hands,” she whispered, then opened her mouth and took me in again.

This time was different. Without her hands to guide or control the motion, she had to work entirely with her mouth and throat. She bobbed her head rapidly as if she could do that all day, tightening her lips around my cock. Her lipstick was already smudged around my entire erection, and the sensation of her warm, wet mouth constantly around me was incredible, more intense than anything I’d ever felt.

I gripped the edge of the desk harder as she sucked me with just her mouth. She varied her pace, sometimes slow and teasing, sometimes fast and desperate for cum. Her throat muscles contracted around me as she took me to the hilt, her nose pressed against my pelvis.

“Zara,” I groaned, feeling that familiar tightness building in my core. “I’m going to come.”

She didn’t pull away. Instead, she looked up at me and somehow managed to nod while keeping me buried in her throat. That sight, those eyes looking up at me while her mouth was full of my cock, pushed me over the edge.

My orgasm hit me hard like a volcano waiting to erupt, and when I erupted, I came harder than I ever had in my life, my entire body convulsing as I fired spurt after spurt of cum down her throat. I was shaking as I tried to hold onto her head, afraid I’d collapse because of the intensity. I emptied myself thoroughly into her mouth, and for a moment I wondered if this was another dream, if I’d wake up in my bed with sticky sheets.

But I didn’t wake up. This was real.

Zara held perfectly still as I came, taking everything I gave her. When I finally finished, she slowly pulled off my softening cock, keeping her mouth closed. She looked up at me and opened her lips slightly, showing me the pool of my cum on her tongue before closing her mouth and swallowing with an exaggerated gulp.

“Good girl,” I said, still trying to catch my breath.

She grinned and reached for the tissue box on my desk, pulling out several sheets. “That was so sloppy and messy,” she said with a laugh, gently cleaning my cock with the soft tissues. “I made such a mess of you.”

I watched her tender hands, still in shock that this had actually happened. Zara had just given me the best blowjob of my life, right here in my classroom.

“This can’t happen again,” I said hoarsely.

“Sure, Professor. Whatever you say.” Rising to her feet, she kissed me quickly and filthy, then leaned back. “Think you’ll return the favor? Wonder what kind of grade I’ll get.”

“That was a top performance,” I muttered. “Your grade will be top.”

She winked. “Thanks for the A.”

“And thanks for the head.”

And then she was gone, striding out into the hallway like she hadn’t just wrecked every line I’d tried to draw.


Chapter 5

The university was a bit different at night. Most of the lights were off, the halls were quiet, and the only sound was the hum of the air vents. I sat at my desk in the faculty office with a stack of exams, red pen in hand.

Some of the tests were solid, a few even sharp. Most were average, but then I reached Zara’s.

The answers were sloppy. She had skipped whole sections, written vague half-thoughts, and confused basic terms we had gone over again and again. It was the kind of paper that deserved a D at best. She wasn’t dumb. She just didn’t take it seriously.

My chest tightened. I should have failed her. She had not earned anything close to a passing grade. But my cock was still smudged with her lipstick from the classroom, and I could still feel the desperate pull of her mouth when she was on her knees. My body wanted more of that forbidden honey, no matter what my head told me.

I tapped the pen against the paper, staring at the blank spaces she had left. The professional part of me screamed that I was crossing a line, but several lines had already been crossed.

I wrote an A at the top.

When I finished the stack, it was almost ten. My eyes ached, but I could not stop thinking about her. It was unbelievable what she’d done. She’d sucked me off so passionately. I wasn’t sure where we’d go from here on, but we had to talk about it somehow. It had all happened so quickly. She’d just dropped to her knees and taken me into her delicious mouth. I sighed in relief when I fantasized about her lips wrapped around my erection, praying she’d do so again.

* * *

The next day in class, I handed the exams back. Zara took hers with a grin, flipping straight to the grade. She slid the paper into her folder without even pretending to look at the mistakes.

When the last students filed out, she lingered by her desk. Her eyes stayed locked on me. She walked up slowly, leaned in close, and rose onto her tiptoes. Her lips pressed to mine, warm and soft, and then her rosy tongue slid into my mouth, twirling with mine. The kiss was bold, wet, and tasted like victory.

“Thank you, Professor,” she whispered against my lips. “I hope we can have more fun soon.”

I swallowed, still dazed. “I hope so, too.”

She smiled, grabbed her purse, and walked out like nothing had happened.

I sat back against the desk, my pulse racing. I was supposed to talk to her. Hopefully, she won’t silence me with a kiss once I’m home again.

* * *

I got home while Valentina was making dinner for us. She stood at the stove in a blouse and slacks, hair loose. She looked over when I came in and smiled like the whole room brightened.

“Hi, sweetie,” she said. “How was your day?”

“Busy,” I said, dropping my bag by the chair. “Good busy. I think I am starting to find a groove.”

She set a spoon down and faced me. “Tatiana stopped by my office,” she said. “She praised your class again. She said you are organized, clear, and the students are engaged. You’re one of the most popular professors.”

I felt pride before the guilt touched it. “That is good to hear.”

Valentina crossed to me and pulled me into a hug. It was firm and warm. “I am proud of you,” she said into my shoulder. “I knew you could do this.”

“Thank you,” I said. I meant it. I also felt the lie of the A I had written on Zara’s test burning in my pocket and slightly on my cock too.

Valentina went back to the stove. “I hope Zara has been studying,” she added. “She needs some good news, too.”

I pulled plates from the cabinet. “We will find out soon.”

We set the table together, and the door opened a minute later and Zara came in with a loose sweater over a tank and shorts, hair loose, cheeks pink from the evening air. She’d probably been at the beach again with her friends. She tossed her purse on the bench and waved a paper in the air.

“Guess who got an A,” she told her mother.

Valentina’s face lit up. “You did not.”

Zara crossed the kitchen and held the exam out. The big letter at the top was impossible to miss. Valentina clasped her hands, then pulled Zara into a hug and kissed her cheek.

“I am so proud of you, darling,” she said, sighing in relief. “This is wonderful.”

“Thanks,” Zara said, grinning. Her eyes slid over Valentina’s shoulder to me. The grin shifted to a smaller, private smile. I looked down at the serving bowl and picked up the salad tongs.

“What finally made you study?” Valentina asked, the smile glued onto her face.

“Oh, I didn’t want to disappoint my brother … A sister has to take her tests seriously.”

“That’s a good girl,” Valentina said, giving her a second hug. “I’m glad you’re thinking of your future.”

I swallowed hard.

We sat. Valentina could not stop smiling at both of us. She asked about class sizes and office hours and what I had planned for next week. She told Zara she wanted to see this momentum continue, that it felt good to watch us both thrive. Zara agreed at all the right moments. She was sweet, even helpful, asking if she could bring anything for the table and jumping up to refill water.

When Valentina turned to the sink, Zara caught my eye above her glass and tapped the top of the exam with one fingernail. It was a light clink no one else would notice. Her mouth quirked. I kept my face steady and took another bite.

After we finished, Zara insisted on clearing. Valentina let her, pleased, and told her again how proud she was. She told me again that Tatiana’s praise meant a lot.

I rinsed my plate and set it in the rack. Valentina touched my arm. “Really,” she said. “You are doing well.”

“Thank you,” I said again. I wished it were as clean as she believed.

Zara dried her hands on a towel and flashed the A one more time like it was a medal. Then she slipped down the hall to her room, humming.

Valentina checked her phone. “I have an early morning,” she said. “Try not to stay up too late working.” She kissed my cheek and headed to her room.

“Sure thing, goodnight, Mom.”

* * *

I tried to read, but the words would not stick. I closed the book and stared at the wall. My thoughts kept sliding to the blowjob, then to the kiss after class, and then to the A on the paper. I had to talk to Zara about this.

I heard how she opened her bedroom door and padded toward mine. She knocked twice, and then the door edged open and Zara slipped in, barefoot, wearing a skimpy nightgown that left her legs bare and most of her back uncovered. It was transparent as usual, making me see her, beautiful teardrops with pink nipples and areolas. Her blonde, wavy hair was a bit messy, but it just made her look a lot cuter, and while I was at it, I checked out her body, seeing her subtle hourglass form she’d inherited from our mother and her pink lips that had sucked me hard a couple of days ago. She shut the door with a quiet click and came to sit on the corner of my bed like she belonged there.

“Hi,” she said in a lowered voice.

“Hi,” I said. “Everything okay?”

She smiled. “Everything is great.”

“I was about to come to your room.”

“Why?”

“Is Mom asleep?”

She nodded quickly.

“We should probably talk about what happened.”

“What … Wasn’t I good enough?” she asked, slightly offended.

“No, it felt amazing, but it was way too casual … I mean, what we did was taboo.”

“So?” she said, giving me a funny look. “I don’t care, I like you, that’s all.”

I didn’t understand how she could be so open about it. “Well, I’m also your professor.”

“And … ?” she said teasingly. “They do that all the time in porn.”

“Porn is porn. That university is not porn for heaven’s sake.”

She rolled her eyes. “We made Mom happy. What’s the big deal?”

“She was,” I said, reminiscing over her smile.

Zara leaned back on her hands and stretched her toes. The nightgown rode up another inch on her thighs, which caught my eye. The thighs looked so smooth and youthful and I wondered what her pink fruit looked like. She watched my eyes find that and she looked pleased, then her tone shifted to playful.

“You know what we should do,” she said. “We should sneak onto the rooftop at the university.”

I blinked as she punctured my erotic dream bubble. “What?”

“I have always wanted to go up there,” she said. “The view is good. It is quiet. It feels like you are on top of everything.” She tilted her head. “Come on. We are young. We should do something a little reckless while we still can.”

I sat back in my chair and studied her face. “That sounds like a bad idea.”

“It sounds like fun,” she said. She nudged my knee with her foot. “Do you have the keys to the building?”

I hesitated. “Yes.”

Her smile widened. “Then it is not a bad idea. It is an easy idea.”

“That is not how that works.”

She scooted closer on the bed, close enough for her knee to bump my thigh. “Do not tell me the hot professor is scared.”

“I am careful,” I said.

“You weren’t careful when I was on my knees for you.”

I rolled my eyes.

“Careful is fine,” she said. “Careful gets you into the building and up the stairs.” She lowered her voice. “Careful also means we stay out of sight. We go late. We keep our eyes open. Nothing crazy.”

I exhaled and rubbed my jaw. It was tempting, reliving some of those adventurous college days. And I had missed spending time with my sister while I was working at the ad agency. “When did you want to do this?”

“Tomorrow night,” she said without missing a beat. “Mom told me that she’ll spend the night with Tatiana. That means we have time.”

I searched her expression for any hint of doubt. There was none. Only excitement and a glint of challenge.

She leaned in a little more. “Lexi and Raven want to come too. The titty twins. They texted me earlier … We could have some fun together.”

Heat moved low in my stomach. I tried to look away and failed. “The twins are sick,” I said, remembering how they’d called themselves sick recently.

“They feel better,” she said, then laughed when I raised a brow. “Okay, maybe they do not. If they cannot make it, we will still go. We can invite them another time.”

Silence settled for a moment. She put her hand on my knee and squeezed dangerously near my bulge.

“Say yes,” she said. “Check the doors and the cameras and whatever you need to check. Make it safe. Then take us up there.”

I let the images play in my head. The empty halls at night. The click of the stairwell door. The rush of cool air at the top. The two of us alone above the city lights. It should have scared me more than it did. Instead, I felt nostalgic and had an opportunity to relive a past that flew by too quickly.

“I will look at the logistics,” I said finally. “Timing and access. We go late.”

Her smile bloomed. She slid off the bed and came to stand between my knees. She put her hands on my shoulders and looked down at me like I was the only person in the world.

“Knew you would say yes,” she said. She kissed my cheek, light and warm. “Text me when you are ready.”

She turned for the door, then glanced back with a grin that made my pulse jump. “Wear something warm. It gets windy up there.”

She slipped out. The room felt bigger and emptier without her in it. I stared at the door for a few seconds, then pulled my phone from my pocket. I opened the campus map, scrolled through access notes for the building, and tried to think like a person who did not want to get caught.

I told myself I was only checking. I told myself tomorrow was not a promise. I knew I was lying.


Chapter 6

It was currently evening, and Valentina was out for the night, just like she said she would be. She had texted a photo of a restaurant table with a candle, a glass of wine, and a caption that said, Do not wait up. She also told me that Tatiana said hi. That line made me smile.

Last night, Zara had talked to me about going up to the rooftop. I was in, but I was still a bit nervous. I guessed this was a part of reliving some of my adventurous days.

Zara knocked on my door with two quick taps. She did not wait for an answer before she poked her head in.

“You checked the logistics, right?” she said.

I closed my laptop. “I did. Stairwell cameras on the first two landings. None on the third. The top door has a card sensor. No camera. Swiping logs, but no one looks unless something goes wrong.”

“So nothing will go wrong,” she said. She leaned on the doorframe and smiled. “And you have the keys.”

“I do,” I said. “There are still risks, though.”

“There are always risks,” she said. “We will be smart. Quick in, quick out. It will be worth it.”

I watched her for a second, trying to decide if this was a terrible idea I was going to say yes to anyway. She had on a cropped sweatshirt, soft shorts, sneakers and no makeup. She looked the cutest that way and most adventurous.

“Raven and Lexi?” I asked.

“They’re still sick,” she said, making a sad face.

“Fine,” I said. “We go late. We stay out of sight. If anything feels off, we leave.”

“Deal,” she said. “Give me five minutes.”

She came back with two pillows shoved into a tote and a couple of canned drinks rattling at the bottom. I grabbed my keys, a hoodie and headed outside to the car.

There wasn’t much traffic, that made me a bit calmer. Zara sat sideways with her knees up, holding the tote in her lap. She watched the dark edges of campus come into view like she was already on the roof in her head.

“This is going to be good,” she said. “I’ve always wanted to climb up there.”

“We will see,” I said, but I also felt the thrill of adventure.

I parked in an overflow spot by the service dock where no students would bother to cut through at this hour. “Let’s go.”

The building doors clicked quietly behind us. We kept our hoods up as we took the stairs, heads down near the cameras. The metal door at the top had a little red light. I touched my card to the reader. The light turned green, and the latch released.

The roof air hit cool and clean. The city spread in a low glow. We were early enough to catch the last edge of the day. The sky along the horizon hung on to a thin band of orange that faded into blue.

Zara walked out a few steps and turned in a slow circle. “Okay,” she said. “This is perfect.”

“We sit back from the edge,” I said. “If anyone looks up, which they will not, I do not want to be a silhouette.”

She gave me a mock salute and followed me to the shadow of a big rectangular unit that would block the wind. We dropped the pillows and sat with our backs against the warm metal. She handed me a canned drink. She took one for herself and popped the tab with her thumb.

“To being a little reckless,” she said.

“To not getting caught,” I said.

We drank. The sky let go of the last orange and turned a deeper blue. The first stars showed up one by one. She stretched her legs out and crossed them at the ankles. I pulled my hoodie tighter. The chill felt good after the stale hallway air.

“What did you want to be when you were a kid?” she said.

“Taller,” I said.

She laughed. “You got that one … But why did you end up at an ad agency?”

“I thought I wanted to make ads that made people feel things,” I said. “The kind that stick in your head. Then I learned how much grind is behind the magic.”

“You still like it,” she said.

“I like the part where ideas work,” I said. “The parts around it can be noise.”

She nodded. “I like it when things work, too. TikTok, Instagram, shorts. The fun part is when the clip lands and people share it. I hate the theory stuff. I know I should not say that to you.”

“I am not a theory purist,” I said. “Skills matter. You can learn principles by doing. If you already have the eye and the timing, that is valuable.”

She perked up. “You think so.”

“I do. Show me something you made.”

She opened her phone and pulled up an account. She had clips of product hauls and quick edits from the beach and a goofy skit about roommates that looked like it took a while to plan, even if it pretended not to. The comments and views were not small. She was bringing in lots of views.

“You did all this,” I said.

“Yeah,” she said, suddenly shy in a way I had not seen. “I like it. I lose hours editing. I forget to eat sometimes. Then I remember I have a midterm and I hate life.”

“Then you are not bored,” I said. “You are focused on a different thing.”

She looked at me like she was trying to decide if that let her off the hook. “So you do not think I am a mess.”

“I think you are good at some things that school does not always value. I also think you have to pass school anyway.”

She made a face. “I knew there was a catch.”

“It helps that you’re pretty too,” I told her.

“What do you mean by that?”

“Pretty girls always bring in views.”

“So do handsome men … which is why you did so well at the agency and why Tatiana wanted you as a professor.”

“I still got the skills though.”

“And so do I,” she said, blowing me a raspberry.

“Touché.”

“How’s Mom been treating you lately?”

“More than well.”

“She is secretive sometimes, right?”

“Yes. She has compartments.”

“What is she hiding?” Zara said. She was half joking and half fishing.

“I could guess,” I said. “But it would be guesses.”

“She knows how to get what she wants,” Zara said. “In a good way, I mean. She makes you feel like doing the right thing is your idea. But she rarely talks about her job and stuff.”

“I don’t think therapists are allowed to talk about their clients, though.”

“So you’re saying she isn’t as naughty as us sneaking up here?”

I patted her thigh. “That’s exactly what I’m saying.”

We watched a plane blink toward the airport. She put her phone away and rested her head on the metal behind her for a minute.

“It feels better with you living with us,” she said quietly. “I feel safer with a guy in the house. I know Mom is strong. She can take care of herself. But still … I’ve missed you, Nathan, a lot.”

Her words warmed my heart, and I looked at her. “I am glad it makes you feel that way.”

She leaned toward me, her head resting on my shoulder. “I wish I spent more time with you … We only saw each other during holidays.”

“Hey, we got all the time in the world.”

“We do, but that’s why I want to make the most out of it … like now.”

“So you prefer us alone like this?” I asked her. “I thought you wanted Raven and Lexi to come too.”

“I like both,” she admitted. “This is more intimate, but more girls equals more fun.”

“I like your way of thinking.”

“After me, who’s the prettiest girl in class?”

“It’s a tie between Raven and Lexi.”

“They badly want you too,” Zara said with a giggle. “They’re crazy about you.”

“I think you’re exaggerating.”

She pulled out her phone and opened her messages. “Look at this.”

I glanced at the screen and saw a thread with Raven and Lexi. The messages made me burst out laughing.

“Oh my god,” I said, reading over her shoulder. “They really asked you about my dick size?”

Zara was giggling now, too. “And they want shirtless photos. Look at Lexi’s message.”

I read it and shook my head, still chuckling. “They’re not subtle, are they?”

“Not even a little bit,” she said, wiping tears from her eyes.

“So did you show them anything?” I asked.

“No way,” she said quickly. “I had to ask you first. But honestly…” She looked at me with that mischievous expression I was getting used to. “I was thinking it might be better to just let them see the real deal instead of some photos.”

“The real deal?”

“You know what I mean.” She nudged my shoulder. “They’re dying to know what you look like under those button-downs.”

I felt my face get warm. “You want me to strip for your friends?”

“Not strip,” she said, laughing. “Just maybe lose the shirt sometime when they’re around. Make it seem natural.”

“Natural.”

“Like you’re working out or something. Or it’s hot. I don’t know, you’re the creative one.”

I looked away for a moment. I thought back to the bj in the classroom. “We should talk about what happened,” I said. “In the classroom.”

“What’s there to talk about? You enjoyed it,” she said. It was not a question.

“I did,” I said. “It was the most tense moment of my life. I thought we were going to be caught every second.”

She smiled to herself. “I executed the job properly then.”

I laughed in spite of everything. “You did … But here you sit and talk about sharing me with your friends … yet you sucked me quite intimately.”

“Sharing is caring,” she said with a laugh. “There’s nothing wrong with it, and I’ll always love you.”

“I love you too, Zara, always have and always will.”

She reached for my hand and interlocked her fingers with mine. “I think you are handsome,” she said. “And I am open to something more than a fast thing in a classroom.”

The words unhooked something in my chest. I held her gaze. “What do you mean by more?”

“I mean I want you,” she said. “I want to be intimate with you … make love to you. I want more than a quickie.”

I could not deny any of that. “I want you too.”

She leaned against me and traced her fingers over my forearm. A slow line from wrist to elbow and back again. The chill on my skin had nothing to do with the wind now.

“You cannot tell me you do not want this,” she whispered. “Nobody is watching. It’s just us here.”

She lifted her mouth to mine, and I eyed her pink lips adorned with that strawberry gloss she loved so much. I leaned forward, feeling the heat in my chest rise and then I cupped her neck, pressing my lips to hers. It wasn’t a sibling peck at all, but a deep, intimate kiss from two lovers. I ran my tongue against the seam of her lips, enjoying the smoothness of her youth and the sweet taste of them. It just drew me closer, my tongue sliding into her mouth and finding hers. We made out, tongues swirling together while I slowly guided her closer to my lap. The heat made its way down to my groin, and slowly but surely, I hardened.

I barely remembered how it happened, only that one minute I was pulling her into my lap, and the next, Zara was straddling me, her thighs locked around my waist. Her lips found mine over and over, each time. She tasted like candy, and I wanted her in a way that made all my moral objections flicker and burn out.

We kissed until my lungs ached. I moved my hands from her hips, up beneath the oversized sweatshirt, and she arched into the touch. Her stomach was warm, her skin smooth like velvet. She tugged her own hoodie up, let it flop behind her head like a flag of surrender. I saw her chest rise and fall, a thin white bralette barely covering her boobs.

She kept grinding against me, every movement calculated to break my control. Her hands were in my hair, then tracing my jaw, then sliding under my shirt. I flinched when her fingers brushed my abs, half ticklish, half scared at how easily she could unravel me.

She paused, eyes locked on mine. “Are you okay?” she asked, the first hint of hesitation all night.

I nodded. “Go on.”

Zara smiled, then pulled her top off entirely, tossing it onto the gravel. Her bra came off in one easy motion, and suddenly she was bare-chested in my lap.

Her breasts were perfect, shaped like soft teardrops, narrow at the top, full and heavy at the bottom, the pale pink nipples hardening. A natural line of cleavage deepened between them, really sexy, and just below, her waist tapered into gentle muscle before flaring into hips that begged to be held. I couldn’t tear my eyes away.

She saw me staring, and for a second she blushed, but then she leaned forward, pressed her chest to my face. I cupped her boobs, giving them a couple of squeezes, making her gasp and shiver. I kissed her right tit and then the left, licking from the bottom to the top, and she giggled, then moaned, a sound so honest it broke something in me.

She leaned back, tugged at the drawstring of her leggings, and wiggled out of them. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath. Her pussy was shaved smooth, and I found myself staring at the most intimate part of her, and I couldn’t look away. Her labia were delicate and soft, a pale pink that darkened to rose at the edges. The outer lips were slightly parted, revealing the tender flesh within that glistened with her arousal. Everything about her looked so young and perfect, like she had just stepped out of some forbidden fantasy.

The scent of her hit me then, warm and musky and completely intoxicating. It was clean and natural, with that hint of sweetness that made my mouth water. I had never experienced anything quite like it, the way her body called to mine on such a primal level.

My dick was so hard it hurt.

She reached for my waistband and tugged my pants down, freeing me completely. My cock sprang up, hard and aching. She wrapped her fingers around it, stroking slowly, and I groaned. “Gosh, you’re hard,” she said with a giggle.

“I blame you for that one.”

“Do you want to taste me?” she whispered, her voice breathy and raw.

“Yes … your pussy looks so pretty,” I said without hesitation.

She smiled and moved up my body until she was positioned over my face. I could see everything. She was completely bare, smooth as silk, and I could smell her arousal mixing with that strawberry scent that always followed her around.

She lowered herself slowly until her cheeks mashed against my face. Then I reached her flower with my tongue. The first lick made my head spin. She was sweet and salty and completely addictive. I licked her carefully at first, exploring, learning what made her gasp and what made her moan.

At the same time, she leaned forward and slipped my cock into her mouth. We fell together like perfectly fitting puzzle pieces, the perfect sixty-nine. Her mouth was warm and wet, and she slid me as deeply as during the first bj. I had to focus to keep pleasuring her while she sucked me hard, slobbering over my shaft as I felt her saliva pool at my base.

I spread her cheeks with my hands, opening her up so I could reach her better. She tasted like sour-sweet candy, and the sucking sounds she was making drove me wild. My tongue found her clit and she bucked against my face, moaning around my cock.

The combination of sensations was too much. I was getting painfully hard, harder than I had ever been. I needed more.

I lifted her off me and flipped her over onto her back. She looked up at me with those blue-gray eyes, pupils dilated with lust. I grabbed the pillows and shoved them behind her head. “You comfy?”

She nodded, biting her lower lip.

My cock was slick with her saliva as I positioned myself at her entrance. The forbidden thrill of what we were about to do hit me like lightning. We were on a rooftop, completely exposed, and I was about to fuck Zara raw. Nothing could stop me now.

“Push it in,” she whispered, her voice hornier than ever. “I’m so horny I can’t stand it.”

I pressed forward slowly, seeing the spongy crown sliding past her lips, slightly parting them. Then I continued to thrust forward, feeling her honeyed walls so snug and tight around my length. She was so wet, so ready, and I slid into her easily like a wet bar of soap. Suddenly, I’d bottomed out with her pussy lips against my pelvis, and my cock throbbing and twitching in her depths. I looked into her eyes and how she squeezed her boobs together. Her mouth parted in a silent O, and then I slowly pulled out till only the crown remained, only to thrust forward again.

“Oh, Zara, this is amazing,” I said.

“I know,” she said, drawing in a deep breath, bracing herself for another deep thrust. “I love when you push it all the way … stretching every inch of my kitty.”

“I’ll give it to you then,” I said.

Every nerve ending was on fire as I watched her face contort with pleasure beneath me.

“Faster,” she begged, her nails digging into my shoulders. “And a bit harder … I want to hear our flesh smack.”

I thrust into her hard, exaggerating the ‘clap’ sound. “How’s that?”

“Hmm, perfect,” she said with a giggle.

I gave her many more smacks, pulling my erection out and plunging it back into her honey pot. Once it slipped out and ran against her mound, she quickly grabbed it and pushed it back inside her.

“Try to avoid the whoopsies,” she said playfully.

“I’ll try,” I said, pushing my cock back inside her pussy.

I could feel sweat beading on my forehead despite the chill.

“God, you feel like a dream,” I whispered, leaning down to kiss her neck, latching my mouth onto her and sucking her skin.

She arched her back, pressing her chest against mine. “I’ve wanted this for so long,” she confessed between gasps. “Ever since you moved back home.”

I trailed kisses along her cheeks, not stopping fucking her. Then I met her lips and held the kiss while my hips did all the work, sliding in and out of her, the heat continuously building into a forbidden climax.

We broke the kiss, and I felt her pussy getting snugger and snugger. “You’re strangling my cock.”

“I’m loving your cock,” she said with a giggle before she moaned. “Oh gosh, I’m climaxing.”

She arched her back as I drove into her harder, and she started moaning louder and louder.

After a couple of more deep thrusts, her eyes rolled back as the waves hit her. I could feel her pulsing around me, pulling me deeper. Her eyes swam with love and pleasure, and she sighed in relief despite me savagely fucking her throughout her orgasm.

I kept moving through her climax, watching her face flush pink in the dim light. Her hands gripped my forearms so tight I knew there would be marks tomorrow.

“Are you coming?” she whispered.

“Almost there,” I said, leaning forward to press my lips against hers. The tingling sensation at the tip grew stronger and stronger, and then I broke the kiss, looking her in the eyes as I thrust into her a final time. I came hard, being aware of the first spurts of cum, which were followed by a tsunami. I couldn’t see anything since every inch of my shaft was stuffed inside her snug walls, but I could feel it, my hot cum pulsing out from the tip in warm waves. And once my cream filled her interior, she smiled as if it were a second orgasm, throwing her head back in relief while I rode the waves of my climax.

“Jeez, that’s a lot,” she said with a giggle.

I didn’t say a word, lingering inside her till there was nothing left for her kitty. I pulled back, seeing her pink hole gape open with her honey and my cum. I lay down next to her, and we clung to each other for a long time, bodies sticky, hearts racing. The city hummed below us, indifferent to our love making.

“That was the best sex ever,” she said, finally breaking the silence.

“I agree,” I said, glancing down at her pussy leaking cum. “I hope you’re on the pill.”

“What?” she said. “I think you’ll be a great father.”

My mouth fell open, and I arched an eyebrow.

She burst out laughing. “I’m joking!”

I rolled my eyes and lay down next to her. “You almost gave me a heart attack.”

“You should’ve seen your face,” she said.

She was still laughing when I pulled her close again. “You’re terrible,” I said, but I was smiling too.

“I’m your terrible girl,” she said, pressing her face into my chest. “And I just had the most amazing sex.”

I ran my fingers through her hair, still damp with sweat and sex. “We should probably get dressed,” I said after a while. “Security might do rounds.”

“Five more minutes,” she mumbled against my skin. “I want to remember this exactly as it is.”

I checked my phone. We had been up here for over an hour. “Okay, five minutes. Then we clean up and go home.”

She nodded and settled deeper against me. The city lights sparkled below us like scattered diamonds. A helicopter passed in the distance, its red beacon blinking steadily. Everything felt surreal, like we were floating above the world instead of just lying on a rooftop.

“Nathan?” she said quietly.

“Yeah?”

“This doesn’t change things between us, right? I mean, it changes things, but it doesn’t make them weird?”

I thought about that. “I don’t know,” I said honestly. “I’ve never done anything like this before … sex in public let alone with you.”

“Me neither,” she said. “But it feels good. Does it feel good to you?

“It does … and adventurous.”

She tipped her head back and looked up. “Told you being young is about taking chances,” she said.

“I believe you,” I said.

We stayed like that until it was time to leave. She sat up and pulled her sweatshirt straight. I zipped my hoodie and checked my pockets for the keys even though I knew they were there.

“Thank you,” she said.

“For what?” I said.

“For being a good, loving brother,” she said. “I don’t take that for granted … I have friends with terrible family members.”

“Well, then I owe you a thank you as well,” I said, exchanging smiles.

We packed the pillows back into the tote and crossed the roof to the door. I tapped my card and we slipped into the stairwell.

Outside, the service lot was empty. A campus security SUV rolled by far down the lane and kept going. We walked to the car without speaking and got in.

On the drive home, she rested her head back against the seat and closed her eyes, a small smile still on her mouth. I kept my eyes on the road and tried to put my thoughts in some kind of order, but in the end, I gave up. Life felt good. I wasn’t unemployed any longer, and I just had the best sex of my life.

Once we got home, we decided to wait for our mother before going to bed, but she called and told us she’d come a bit later. So we kissed each other goodnight and embraced. She held onto me dearly, and I held onto her back. “Sweet dreams,” she said.

“You too,” I said, letting go of her as we both went to our bedrooms.


Chapter 7

Iwoke to the buzz of my phone. The screen glowed in the half-light of the bedroom, one new message sitting there with Tatiana Bennett’s name on it. I rubbed my eyes and unlocked my phone. It took some time for my eyes to adjust, but then they did, and I read the message.

Please, once you’re at the university, come to my office today.

My stomach dropped. My first thought was the rooftop last night. Had someone seen us? A guard? A camera angle I missed? I became paranoid, and every worst possible scenario flashes in my head.

I sat up, scrolling through the message again, hoping I had misread. It was short, very short. It left room for anything, and anything usually meant the worst.

I sighed. I thought I’d wake up in bliss and comfort. I’d known about the risk, but Zara was just too tempting, like a forbidden fruit I couldn’t ignore.

I texted Zara. Are you awake?

Her reply came almost at once. Just woke up. Valentina’s showering. Perfect time for a quickie if you want one. ;) <3

I clenched the phone. Something else. Serious. Come here.

The floor creaked in the hall, then my door opened. Zara stepped in wearing a thin nightgown, hair messy from sleep, eyes curious. She leaned against the doorframe, one leg bent, like she had walked in on purpose just to test my nerves. I could see the dried cum on the insides of her thighs, reminding me of our forbidden moment.

“What’s up?” she asked with a yawn.

I showed her the message.

She read it, then shrugged. “Maybe someone saw us. Maybe not. Guess you’ll find out.”

“That’s not funny,” I said.

Her smile tilted. “I’m not trying to be funny. You’re wound up. She could want anything. Maybe she just wants to check in.”

“Or maybe—”

“Or maybe nothing,” Zara cut in. But her eyes flickered, the tease slipping for just a second. She didn’t know either. “Or maybe she wants to flirt with you … like the rest of the girls.

I rolled my eyes.

The sound of the shower shutting off carried down the hall. Zara pushed off the doorframe and padded closer. She kissed the side of my neck quickly, then whispered, “Relax. You’ll handle it.”

“Maybe you’re right … It could be anything, but it’s so informal and short.”

“She’s known you for a long time, of course, it’s informal.”

I mulled it over. “The sex was great though.”

She giggled. “It was. I want more.”

“So do I,” I said. “Go get dressed, I’ll give you a ride after breakfast.”

She kissed her hand and blew it at me. I put on my clothes and headed downstairs.

Valentina stood in her work clothes, recently showered and blow-dried her hair. She wore it in a ponytail, and she smiled when she saw us. “Did you two have fun last night?”

“Yes,” Zara answered before I could. “Nathan was an extra good brother to me.”

Valentina’s smile grew. “That’s wonderful.” She turned to me. “You were dead asleep when I came back.”

Zara and I exchanged smiles.

Valentina then turned to me. “Tatiana wants to see you today. She mentioned it last night. You got her message?”

“I did,” I said.

“Good,” Valentina said. She kissed my cheek. “And everything alright as a professor?”

“I hope so,” I said.

“Tatiana will let you know once you see her,” Valentina said curtly.

Her words didn’t steady my nerves exactly.

“I won’t have time to prepare breakfast. I have an early client,” she said.

Zara pouted. “Hey, we thought we’d hear about your last night too with Nathan’s boss.”

Valentina smiled. “For dinner,” she said with a wink. “Have fun, you two.”

Zara and I made scrambled eggs and toast before hopping into the car.

Traffic into campus crawled, which gave my nerves time to rehearse every worst-case scenario. I dropped Zara off first, and she gave me a peck on the cheek, a sibling one, not that deep tongue kiss from last night.

“I can’t wait to see you in class … professor.”

I smiled. “Be a good girl.”

“Always for you,” she said. She hopped out of the car, and I watched her disappear through the glass doors, then parked and sat in the quiet car long enough to hear my heartbeat in my ears. I wiped my palms on my pants and headed toward Tatiana’s office.

I took the elevator up, which felt longer than it should have. I greeted the receptionist and then knocked on Tatiana’s door. “Come in!” she called for me.

I opened, and Tatiana was at her desk, glasses low on her nose, a yellow stack of folders fanned out like cards. Her suit was navy, her blouse cream, and her hair pulled back so nothing hid her eyes. She looked sharp and a little rushed, as if she had been moving since dawn and would not slow down until night.

She stood when she saw me and the stress on her face softened. “Nathan. Come in.”

“Morning,” I said. My voice sounded decent. My hands did not feel decent, but she didn’t look mad at all, which made me question what she wanted from me.

She came around the desk and attacked me in a sudden hug. It surprised me enough that for a second, I forgot to be nervous. It was warm and quick, the kind of hug you give someone you are proud of. And on top of that, she sensually mashed her breasts against my chest. I stiffened, and so did something beneath my pants. I couldn’t put my finger on it, but it felt deliberate, as if she wanted me to have access to her assets despite her blouse hiding them well.

When she stepped back, her hands stayed on my arms for a beat.

“Sit,” she said. “I promise this is a good meeting.”

I sat opposite while she took her chair again and closed the folder on top of the pile.

“First,” she said, “student feedback. I have been reading end-of-week notes and the informal pulse checks the department sends. Your name comes up a lot. Clear, practical and engaging. You are making the material feel alive. That is not easy in a required class.”

The knot in my chest loosened a notch. “I appreciate that.”

“You have a knack for setting expectations without sounding rigid,” she said. “I like that. Students do too.”

“Thank you.”

“And most importantly, they like you, especially the girls.”

I nodded. “I’ve noticed.”

Grinning, she slid a single-page letter across the desk. “Second, we’ll give you a raise. It is not a fortune, but it is recognition. Keep trending the way you are and you might make more than your mom proud.”

I stared at the letter … A raise? Relief washed through me in a wave that made me feel a little lightheaded.

“You did not have to do this,” I said.

“I did,” she said. “Because you earned it. Not because of your mother. I love Valentina. You know that. But this is about your work.”

“I will work harder,” I said, which sounded like a promise I could keep.

She smiled. “Do not work yourself into the ground. Keep doing what you are doing. Bring in your agency stories. Students live for concrete examples. And keep your boundaries, which you have done so far. You are young. They will test you.”

“I know,” I said.

Her gaze sharpened a little. “If any student becomes a distraction, flag it early. If you are worried about conflicts around grading, we can move names between sections. I would rather do that than untangle a mess later.”

“I understand,” I said. My heart thumped once, hard.

“Good,” she said.

Her pen tapped once on her legal pad, then she looked up, business mostly done.

“Anything you need from me?” she asked.

I shook my head. “This helps. The feedback, and the raise. It means a lot.”

She placed her hand on her chest. “Any time.”

She stood and I followed. She hugged me again, softer this time, as if the good news needed a second underline. It lingered a second longer than the first, enough for me to feel the warmth of her and then the awkwardness of noticing it. I stepped back and tried to put my face back in neutral.

Her eyes held mine. “Keep it up, Nathan.”

“I will,” I said.

As I reached the door, she added, “You are good at this. Let yourself be good at it.”

I carried the letter into the hall and exhaled until the breath shook. It was a gold star. For five whole steps, I let myself feel only relief. Then my mind did what it does and began thinking about the next class and the next line to hold.

* * *

The morning ran on rails. I set up slides, tested the clicker, and greeted the room. The front row filled early. Raven and Lexi were back, and they took their seats. They asked two easy questions that let them hold my attention longer than they needed. A handful of other girls lingered on the edge of the conversation with smiles that felt playful. I kept my eyes on the material and the clock.

Zara sat farther back than usual, half turned in her chair, legs out, a lazy satisfaction in her posture that read even from the lectern. It made me flush to notice it. I looked away and asked a question about brand voice and platform fit. A guy in the third row gave a decent answer, and I built on it. The room leaned in. For five minutes, it felt like a real class with real momentum. I rode that feeling as long as I could.

I ended five minutes early and told them to email two campaign examples that made them stop scrolling, with one sentence on why. Laptops closed, backpacks zipped and the room emptied.

Zara lingered, spinning a pen between her fingers. When the last student slipped out, she came down the steps and leaned a hip against the desk.

“So,” she said. “What did your boss say?”

“Gave me a gold star,” I said. “Tatiana wanted to praise the class. Small raise. I think I can breathe for a day.”

“Tell me how it went down.”

I gave her a recap, from the hug, to the talk and to her praise.

Zara’s grin was immediate and unfiltered. “I told you.”

“You did,” I said, letting myself smile back.

“She is also into you,” Zara said, crossing her arms under her chest and giving her boobs a lift.

I blinked. “You think so.”

“I am a girl,” she said. “I know the look and the talk. She likes what she sees. She probably likes that you are good at your job, too. But she also likes the rest.”

I shook my head, not ready to entertain that thread. “It was a professional meeting. Period.”

“Sure,” she said, unconvinced and amused. “Professional. And she hugged you because she was being very professional.”

“It was a congratulatory hug,” I said. Saying it out loud made the memory of it feel warmer than I meant it to be. I moved papers on the desk that did not need to be moved.

Zara laughed. “You are cute when you try to lie to yourself.”

“I am trying to keep the world simple enough to handle.”

“That is not how the world works,” she said. “It is messy and it is fun and sometimes it gives you a raise.”

I gave her a look. “Are you satisfied from last night or do I need to warn security about the roof again?”

She leaned in, eyes bright. “I am satisfied. For now.” She lowered her voice. “But I keep thinking about it and I get the same feeling I had up there. Like it is still under my skin.”

“It is under mine too,” I said before I could talk myself out of it.

“Okay, Professor, I am leaving before I say something loud enough to get you fired. Text me later.”

She blew me a tiny kiss from her fingertips, turned, and climbed the steps. At the door, she glanced back and rolled her eyes at herself as if to say she knew she was a tease and did not plan to change.

I sat on the edge of the desk for a minute after the room was empty. The hum of the projector fan wound down. My inbox chimed on my laptop with two student questions and one meeting request from the chair’s assistant for tomorrow morning. I accepted the time slot and felt another sliver of relief settle.

* * *

I finished my afternoon classes and headed home, glad to be done for the day. The house was quiet when I pulled into the driveway. Valentina’s car wasn’t there yet, which gave me a chance to calm down before dinner. I dropped my bag by the door and loosened my tie, ready to change into something more comfortable.

“Nathan?” Zara’s voice called from upstairs. “Can you come up here? I need help studying.”

I sighed, my shoulders still tense from a long day of teaching. “Can I at least take off my work clothes first?”

“No,” she called back firmly. “I really need your help now. Before Mom gets home.”

Something in her tone made me arch an eyebrow. She sounded hot and bothered. I climbed the stairs, my curiosity growing with each step. When I reached Zara’s doorway, I froze.

She sat cross-legged on her bed in what could only be described as a fantasy schoolgirl outfit from a porn set: black stockings that hugged her thighs, a tiny plaid skirt that barely covered anything, and a white button-up shirt tied at her midriff. Her hair fell in loose waves around her shoulders, and she twirled a strand around her finger while looking up at me.

“I need some serious study help, Professor,” she said with a grin that told me exactly what kind of studying she had in mind.

My cock immediately responded, hardening against my slacks as I closed the door behind me. “I’m always happy to help a dedicated student,” I said, returning her smile.

Zara stood up and walked toward me with exaggerated innocence. “I’ve been wondering about certain positions,” she said, running her fingers along my chest. “Which ones are better than others? Which position lets you go the deepest?”

I swallowed hard, my cock threatening to break past the zipper. “That’s quite advanced material. Perhaps we should warm up your professor first.”

“I think that’s a good idea,” she said in her husky tone.

Without hesitation, she dropped to her knees and unzipped my pants, freeing my already hard cock that bobbed up and down. She seized it before it would strike her face, and she opened wide and slid it into her mouth, closing her lips around the girth. Her mouth was warm and wet as she sucked me in. She made these small, rapid bobbing motions while looking me in the eyes. She focused on the sensitive tip. I groaned, threading my fingers through her hair as her cheeks hollowed out. I hardened to steel in her mouth, and she noticed as she smiled while her lips stretched around my girth.

“That’s a good student,” I told her.

Slowly, she pulled her head back, and once she came off, it was thoroughly soaked, spit clinging from the tip to her lips. “So, can you teach me?” she asked with an innocent smile.

“Of course,” I said, cupping her cheek. “Turn around,” I instructed. “On all fours.”

She complied eagerly, crawling onto the bed and positioning herself with her ass in the air. I watched as she slowly removed her panties, leaving the skirt flipped up over her lower back. The sight of her exposed and waiting made my cock twitch, desperate to enter her pink hole.

I ran my hand along her slit, feeling how wet she already was. Her honey coated my fingers as I teased her entrance. “You’re so ready for this lesson,” I murmured, grabbing my cock and rubbing it along her wetness.

“I am … I take my studies seriously.”

“For maximum depth,” I explained, positioning myself behind her, “doggy style is typically best.”

She looked over her shoulder with a challenging smirk. “I don’t need theory, professor. I need practice.”

I didn’t need any more invitations. I aimed my cock right at her center, the crown making contact with her slick lips, and I thrust forward, burying myself inside her to the hilt. Her tight, youthful pussy hugged every inch of my shaft as I bottomed out inside her, lingering there and enjoying her sweet walls.

“God, you’re tight,” I groaned, gripping her hips firmly as I felt the entrance of her pussy clenching a little.

She moaned loudly, pushing back against me. “Is this what you wanted, Professor? To fuck your naughty student?”

The words made me even hornier, my cock throbbing inside her. “Yes,” I said, pulling back until just the tip remained inside before slamming forward again. “I’ve been thinking about this all day.”

“Me too,” she gasped as I began a steady rhythm of fucking. “I couldn’t focus in class… all I could think about was your cock stretching me like this.”

The scent of her arousal filled the room, sweet and musky, mixed with the faint strawberry scent that she always wore. It was intoxicating, primal, and it made my head swim with lust. I looked down at where our bodies joined, watching my shaft disappear into her pink folds over and over.

I cupped her ass, stroking her gleaming cheeks. Her ass was perfect, firm and round, with just the right amount of jiggle each time I thrust forward. I couldn’t resist giving it a light smack, which made her yelp in surprise and pleasure.

“You like that?” I asked, my voice rough with desire.

“Yes, Professor,” she moaned, arching her back even more. “I’ll do anything for an A.”

I leaned forward, my chest against her back, and whispered in her ear. “Then take every inch like a good girl.”

I increased my pace, driving into her with abandon. The wet sounds of our flesh smacking filled the room, along with our heavy breathing and occasional moans. The sensation was overwhelming: her walls gripping me like she was trying to pull me deeper, where I couldn’t escape.

“You’re such a good student,” I told her, my fingers digging into the soft flesh of her hips. “Taking my cock so well.”

“Only yours,” she gasped, her voice breaking as I hit a particularly sensitive spot inside her vagina. “No one else’s.”

Those possessive words pushed me closer to the edge. I felt the familiar tightening in my balls, the pressure building at the base of my spine as I kept sliding in and out of her for the second time in my life.

“I’m going to come,” I warned her, my thrusts becoming harder as the sounds of our flesh smacking rose. “You’re going to get proof that you’ve been a good student.”

“I’d love some of that confirmation,” she begged, looking over her shoulder with lust-filled eyes. “The bigger the A, the better.”

That was all it took. With a final, deep thrust, I exploded inside her, wave after wave of pleasure crashing through me as I emptied myself completely. It felt endless as I was perfectly aware of every spurt of cum firing from the tip. My body jerked, and my knees were about to grow weak. “Oh, Zara,” I whispered, making sure she heard how much I loved her.

When it finally subsided, the sound of tires on the driveway cut through my pleasure-filled haze. My eyes widened. “Fuck,” I said. “Mom’s home.”

I pulled out quickly, watching as Zara’s pussy clenched at the sudden emptiness. My cum leaked from her, and I felt a primal satisfaction at the sight even as panic set in.

“Get dressed,” I said urgently, already tucking myself away and zipping up. “Hurry!”

Zara was quick, pulling on her panties and letting my cum soak through them, and straightening her outfit. She ran her fingers through her hair as we heard the front door open.

“Nathan? Zara?” Valentina’s voice called from downstairs.

“Coming!” I shouted back, giving Zara one last look before heading down.

Valentina stood in the entryway, looking pleased with herself. She gave me a proud smile as I approached. “Well? What did you think of the raise? Tatiana called me right after your meeting.”

I sighed with relief, grateful for the easy conversation starter. “I’m really grateful. It means a lot that she values my work.”

Valentina beamed at me, then tilted her head with a curious expression. “Why are you so sweaty and flushed? You look like you’ve been exercising.”

I cleared my throat, aware of how disheveled I must appear. “I was helping Zara study upstairs. Teaching can be … energetic work.”

Zara appeared on the stairs then, looking surprisingly composed except for the flush on her chest. “He’s been so helpful,” she added innocently. “Teaching me new positions in marketing.”

Valentina’s face lit up. “I’m glad you’re taking your studies seriously, Zara. It’s wonderful to see you two supporting each other.” She headed toward the kitchen, already removing ingredients from the refrigerator. “I’ll start dinner. You two can set the table in fifteen minutes.”

As soon as Valentina’s back was turned, Zara caught my eye and bit her lip to suppress a smile. I shook my head slightly, both warning her and acknowledging the risk of getting caught.

“Relax,” she mouthed.

“You need a shower,” I mouthed to her back.

“So do you.”

Dinner was going to be interesting tonight.


Chapter 8

The next morning, I wrapped up my lecture on brand positioning, feeling pleased with how engaged the class had been. As students packed up their notebooks and laptops, I noticed Raven and Lexi lingering behind. They’d been attentive today, asking thoughtful questions about consumer psychology that showed they’d actually done the reading.

“Great class, Professor Hale,” Lexi said, approaching my desk with Raven right beside her. They moved in that synchronized way that always made me wonder if they practiced it or if it was an inherent trait of the beautiful twins.

“Thanks,” I said, gathering my papers. “You two had good insights today.”

Raven leaned forward slightly, her low-cut top revealing the curve of her big breasts that bulged outward. “We were hoping you might have some time this afternoon. We’re struggling with the concept project.”

“What part specifically?” I asked, trying to keep my eyes on her face.

Lexi stepped closer. “It’s about using the female form in advertising. We understand the theory, but…” She glanced at her sister, who nodded encouragingly. “We’re not sure how to execute it without being cliché.”

“Or tacky,” Raven added. “We want our campaign to be sexy but sophisticated.”

I nodded professionally. “That’s always the balance.”

“We were thinking,” Lexi continued, “maybe you could tutor us personally? Give us some one-on-one feedback?” The way she emphasized “one-on-one” left little doubt about her intentions.

Raven’s fingers brushed against my arm. “We really need good grades in this class, Professor. And we want to show you what we’ve got… what we can do.”

“I, uh, appreciate your dedication to the assignment.”

“So you’ll help us?” Lexi asked, her eyes wide and hopeful.

I cleared my throat. “I should be available during office hours next—”

“We were thinking somewhere more comfortable,” Raven interrupted. “Where we can really explore the concepts without interruption.”

I smiled politely. “I’ll have to think about the best approach for that.”

They exchanged a glance that communicated volumes. “Zara mentioned she might join us,” Lexi said casually. “For perspective.”

My heart skipped. Before I could respond, the classroom door closed with a soft click. I looked up to see Zara standing there, her back against the door, a knowing smile playing on her lips.

“Talking about me?” she asked, sauntering toward us.

Lexi nodded. “We were just inviting Professor Hale to a private tutorial session.”

“Is that right?” Zara’s eyes met mine, that familiar mischievous spark dancing in them. She moved closer. “You should definitely come. These two have some really interesting concepts they want to show you.”

“I’m not sure that’s appropriate,” I said, though my resolve was already weakening.

Zara leaned in, close enough that I could smell her strawberry perfume. “Since when do you care about appropriate?” she whispered. “Besides, it’s educational. Consider this: a foursome is ideal for advertising. Multiple perspectives, different body types, diverse appeal.” Her fingers trailed lightly across my hand. “We could have so much fun exploring the concepts together.”

My mind flooded with images, the four of us tangled together, skin against skin, hands exploring curves and valleys, and finally I’d see the twins’ legendary breasts fully bare and nude. I shifted uncomfortably, grateful for the desk hiding my growing bulge.

“I don’t know,” I said, but not firmly enough.

“Come on,” Zara said. “It’ll be at their place. Total privacy.” She leaned closer, her lips nearly touching my ear. “I’ve seen what they can do together. You wouldn’t want to miss it.”

I swallowed hard. “Alright,” I finally said.

Zara’s smile was triumphant. “Perfect. We’ll go to the twins’ place. Mom’s coming home early today anyway.”

“Sure,” I agreed, wondering what the hell I was getting myself into.

As they gathered their things, Lexi turned back and blew me a kiss. It wasn’t just playful, it was a promise, and I felt it like a physical impact right in my chest.

After they left, I sat at my desk, trying to collect myself. My hands shook slightly as I organized my notes and wiped down the whiteboard. I was crossing a line, several lines, and I knew it, but I couldn’t bring myself to care. Not when I imagined what awaited me at the twins’ bedroom.

I was just packing up my bag when my phone rang. Tatiana’s name flashed on the screen. I hesitated before answering.

“Nathan?” Her voice sounded more intimate than her usual professional tone.

“Hi, Tatiana. What can I do for you?”

“I was wondering if you might stop by my office for a bit.” There was a playful tone to her words that I’d never heard before. “Just for a quick chat.”

I checked my watch. “Sure, I can swing by. Everything okay?”

“Everything’s fine,” she assured me. “Just something I’d like to discuss in person.”

I hung up, curiosity mixing with impatience. I was eager to join Zara and the twins, my mind already racing with possibilities of what they might have planned. Whatever Tatiana wanted would have to be quick.

When I arrived at her office, the reception area was empty. The assistant’s computer was already shut down, her desk neat and cleared for the day. I knocked lightly on Tatiana’s door.

“Come in,” she called.

I pushed the door open and stopped short. Tatiana sat behind her desk, but not in her usual rigid posture. She was leaning back slightly, her auburn hair loose around her shoulders instead of in its typical ponytails. The top button of her blouse was undone, revealing a glimpse of cleavage I’d never been privileged to see before.

“Nathan,” she smiled, gesturing to the chair across from her. “Thanks for coming.”

“No problem,” I said, taking a seat. The office felt unusually warm, or maybe it was just me.

“How are you?” she asked, her eyes holding mine a beat longer than necessary.

“Fine,” I said, tugging at my collar. “Though it seems a bit steamy here.”

Her smile widened slightly. “Does it? I hadn’t noticed.” She leaned forward, giving me an even better view of what her normally buttoned-up blouse was hiding. “I wanted to ask you a favor, actually.”

“What kind of favor?” I asked, trying to keep my eyes on her face.

Tatiana stood and walked around to perch on the edge of her desk, closer to me now. Her skirt rode up slightly, revealing more of her toned legs than I’d ever seen.

Her sensual expression faded to a more serious one. “Professor Daniels, who supervises Mandatory Study Hall tonight, called in sick at the last minute. I’m in a bind.”

“Mandatory Study Hall?” I said, not immediately following.

“It’s an evening session for students on academic probation or who’ve missed too many assignments,” she explained quickly. “We need someone responsible to oversee it, and since you’re already on campus…” She let the implication hang in the air.

My thoughts immediately went to Zara and the twins waiting at their apartment. The foursome, or threesome, depending on how wild they were, I’d been anticipating all afternoon, seemed to be slipping away. “I’m not sure if I—”

“It’s just an hour,” Tatiana said, leaning closer. “You’d just need to make sure they stay on task, and help if they have questions.”

I hesitated, and she must have sensed my reluctance.

“These sessions are really important,” she continued, her tone more insistent now. “They keep students eligible for their classes. If no one covers tonight, these students lose credit they desperately need. Some of them are barely hanging on academically as it is.”

My gut sank. The responsible part of me knew I should help, but another part, the part that had been imagining Zara, Raven, and Lexi naked and waiting, was screaming in protest.

I was about to say no when Tatiana added, “I wouldn’t ask if I didn’t trust you. Please, just this once.”

Her hand found mine, and she squeezed it gently. I noticed she’d applied fresh lipstick, a deeper shade that made her lips look fuller. Her hair was down in a way I’d rarely seen at work, and the extra undone button on her blouse wasn’t accidental. She was trying to seduce me through hypersexual means.

“You know,” she said, her voice taking on a seductive quality I’d never heard from her before, “you’re really quite handsome when you’re being thoughtful.”

I swallowed hard as she moved even closer.

“I care about you. Not just as a colleague.” Her fingers traced a line from my hand up my arm. “It’s such a turn-on to see how my students are getting better grades since you started. You have a way with them.” Her eyes met mine, intense and searching. “I’m confident you could talk some sense into these students tonight. You did that with Zara, didn’t you? Since she got an A?”

I nodded, not trusting myself to speak. “Yes,” I finally said.

Tatiana’s smile widened as she leaned closer, her face now inches from mine. I could feel her breath on my cheek. She was clearly trying to seduce me, and despite my plans with Zara and the twins, I felt myself responding.

“I’m waiting for an answer,” she whispered, her lips nearly brushing my ear.

I felt torn between satisfying Tatiana, this powerful woman who controlled my career and was suddenly showing interest in me, and having some fun with my sister and the twins. The professional part of me knew I should take the study hall. The other part wanted to run straight to the twins’ bedroom.

“Sure,” I finally said, my voice a bit hoarse. “I’ll go there. I’ll cover the study hall.”

The relief on her face was immediate and genuine. “Thank you, Nathan. From the bottom of my heart.”

Before I could respond, she pulled me into a hug. It wasn’t a quick, professional embrace. She held onto me dearly, pressing her body against mine in a way that left little doubt about her intentions. The hug lasted much longer than usual, and as she pulled away, she did something she’d never done before. She kissed my cheek, her lips soft and warm against my skin. Pulling back, she left a damp patch of her skin behind.

I left her office in a daze, my cheek still tingling where her lips had touched. In the hallway, I pulled out my phone and typed a message to Zara. Change of plans. Tatiana needs me to cover something. Can’t make it later.

Her reply came almost instantly. What? Seriously? followed immediately by You’re ditching me and the titty twins for homework duty?

I sighed and explained the situation, that I had to supervise Mandatory Study Hall and couldn’t get out of it.

After a moment, another message appeared. Fine. No biggie. We’ll find time another day or later this evening if you’re not too tired. Duty calls, I get it.

I was surprised by her understanding. Maybe she was growing up after all. Have fun in the meantime, I texted back. Say hi to the titty twins for me.

Oh, I will, she responded with a winking emoji and a heart that made me both jealous and aroused.

I shook my head, torn between frustration and curiosity about what kind of night Zara would have without me. The thought of the three of them together without me was both maddening and exciting.

As I walked across campus toward the designated classroom, I couldn’t help but fantasize about what I was missing. I imagined the positions we might have tried, the thrill of having three young, beautiful women focused entirely on me. The thoughts weren’t helping my current state. I was still aroused from the fantasies, and now Tatiana’s unexpected flirtation had only made things worse.

I reached the classroom and unlocked the door, trying to push the erotic images from my mind. The room was quiet, fluorescent-lit, with rows of desks arranged in neat lines. I expected to see at least a handful of struggling students, but instead, only one person sat in the middle of the room: a girl with her phone in hand, looking bored and resentful.

Until she looked up and saw me.

Her face transformed immediately, a wide smile replacing her scowl. I recognized her. It was Jolie, Zara’s best friend.

“Professor Hale?” she said, sitting up straighter. “You’re covering Study Hall tonight?”

I nodded, setting my bag on the teacher’s desk. “Looks like it. Professor Daniels is sick.”

“Lucky me,” she said with a grin that reminded me too much of Zara’s mischievous smile. “I thought I was going to die of boredom.”

“Where is everyone else?” I asked, looking around the empty classroom.

Jolie shrugged, twirling a strand of hair around her finger. “No idea. Maybe they’re running late? Or maybe they all got suddenly better at turning in assignments.” She laughed. “Though that seems unlikely.”

I checked my watch. “Well, let’s give them a few more minutes.”

I busied myself setting up at the desk, trying not to notice how Jolie kept watching me. Zara had many attractive friends, and Jolie was a solid eleven on a ten scale like the rest of them. She was slim and tall, with the oval-shaped face of an upcoming model. Her light blonde straight hair ran down her shoulders, framing high cheekbones and full lips that seemed permanently curved in a knowing smile. Her eyes were an icy blue that somehow managed to look both innocent and sexy at the same time. She had the kind of beauty that photographers chase, angular in all the right places, with a jawline that could cut glass. I didn’t quite trust her smile, though. There was something performative about it, like she was constantly aware of being watched.

“It doesn’t seem like anyone else is coming,” I said, glancing at the door.

She shrugged. “I think it’s better that way.”

I could only wonder why, especially as she giggled.

“Why are you giggling?” I asked.

“I didn’t expect you, duh,” she said, twirling a strand of blonde hair around her finger. “I’ve never been a fan of the chubby gray guy.” Jolie smiled wider, revealing perfect white teeth.

“Do you need help with anything?” I asked, trying to maintain a professional tone despite the uncomfortable intimacy of being alone with her.

She just shrugged and tilted her head. “I think I do.” There was a pause as she studied me. “You’re Zara’s older brother, right?”

I nodded, surprised by the sudden shift in conversation. “Yes, I am.”

“Everyone is talking about you,” she said, leaning forward slightly in her chair. “Or every girl, to be more precise.”

I rolled my eyes, feeling suddenly defensive. “What does that have to do with studying?”

“Probably not much,” she admitted with another calculated smile. “But a conversation doesn’t hurt. We have one whole hour to kill, after all.”

I sighed, realizing I wouldn’t be able to maintain strict professionalism for the entire session with just one student. “Fine. What do you want to talk about?”

“What did you do before this?” she asked. “Do you have a girlfriend? Everyone’s wondering.”

I found myself answering her questions despite my better judgment. I told her about my marketing background, my single status, keeping things vague but truthful.

“So what made you come here and work as a professor?” she pressed, seeming genuinely interested now. “It’s quite a change.”

I hesitated, then decided a simplified version wouldn’t hurt. “I lost my job at the ad agency that went bankrupt. Teaching seemed like a good opportunity. Anything’s better than being unemployed.”

“I see,” she said, smiling.

“So what made you choose this course and major in marketing?” I asked, curious about her academic interests.

Jolie gave me a sly smile, her icy blue eyes lighting up with mischief. “If I’m being honest, I was hoping to see some hot gym guys wanting to advertise their content.” She let out a dramatic sigh. “But so far I’ve been pretty disappointed.” Her eyes locked with mine. “Until I saw you, of course.”

I couldn’t help but chuckle at her bluntness. She was definitely cut from the same cloth as Zara. “Well, I’m flattered, but I doubt I fit the ‘gym guy’ stereotype you were looking for.”

“Trust me, you’re better,” she said, leaning forward. “But studying is still boring as hell, even with eye candy teaching.”

“What would you rather be doing?” I asked, leaning against the desk. “Hanging out at the beach with Zara?”

“Of course,” she said, her face lighting up. “Zara’s got such an adventurous mind. She always comes up with something fun for us to do.”

I nodded, thinking of the rooftop adventure and everything that followed. “Yeah, I know that from my own experiences. She’s always been like that, even when she was a kid.”

“She talks about you all the time,” Jolie said.

“I’m flattered,” I said, which I was. “Any stories of you and her you’d care to share?” I asked, genuinely curious about what they got up to together.

Jolie’s eyes sparkled with excitement. “Well, there was this one time last summer. We were at this private beach, and Zara dared me to skinny dip. I wasn’t going to, but then she just stripped down first and ran into the water.” She laughed. “So I followed her.”

“You’re not telling me the full story,” I said, since it was quite tame for Zara’s standards.

She stifled a giggle. “Give me a sec.” Jolie tucked her hair behind her ear, her eyes lit with the kind of mischief that told me Zara had dragged her further than she’d first admitted.

“So we’re in the water, splashing around, just the four of us. And then these two women show up out of nowhere. Total strangers, they’d been further down the beach, and I guess they saw us having fun. They were older, maybe mid-twenties, but gorgeous. One had short dark hair, the other was tall and blonde. They kicked off their sandals, looked at each other, and then just … stripped too, like it was the most natural thing in the world.” She laughed. “I was frozen, but Zara started cheering, calling them over like we’d known them forever. And they came. Suddenly, we weren’t four girls anymore, we were six, and it turned into this wild, stupid night swim. I swear, Zara has this way of pulling people into her adventure until you don’t even realize what you’ve agreed to.” She leaned closer, lowering her voice. “So yeah, skinny dipping with strangers on a private beach. That was the real story.”

I laughed, picturing it perfectly. “That’s Zara for you. Always pushing boundaries.”

“Always,” Jolie agreed with a knowing look.

I glanced at my watch, suddenly remembering why we were here. “We should probably start studying and make the best out of the time while I’m here. You’re in this room for a reason, right?”

She sighed dramatically. “I guess. Though it would feel better if you sat next to me instead of all the way over there. Hard to see what you’re pointing at from this distance.”

I hesitated for a moment, then grabbed a chair and moved it beside her desk. There was no rule against sitting next to students, and with just the two of us in the room, it did make more practical sense.

“So what specifically are you struggling with?” I asked as I settled in next to her.

Jolie opened her notebook and started asking questions about target demographics and marketing psychology. Her vanilla perfume was strong but pulled me toward her. It was distracting, especially sitting this close to her.

I couldn’t help but notice her legs as she crossed and uncrossed them. She was wearing tiny ripped denim shorts that showed off her tanned, sun-kissed thighs. Each time she shifted in her seat, I caught glimpses of smooth skin through the strategic tears in the fabric and even hints of her pink panties.

“So if I wanted to target middle-aged women,” she was saying, leaning closer to me, “would I focus more on aspiration or nostalgia?”

“It depends on the product,” I explained, trying to keep my eyes on her notebook. “For beauty products, aspiration tends to work better. For comfort items or food, nostalgia has more impact.”

As she reached across to point at something in her textbook, her hand accidentally brushed against my thigh before coming to rest on my lap. I froze, my body instantly responding to her touch.

“Sorry,” she said with an innocent giggle, though she didn’t move her hand immediately. “It’s getting really hot in here, isn’t it?”

The classroom was actually quite cool from the air conditioning, but I was definitely feeling warm under the collar.

“Maybe you should unbutton your shirt a bit,” she suggested innocently. “No one else is coming, and it’s just us.”

Against my better judgment, I loosened another button on my shirt, revealing more of my chest. Jolie’s eyes lingered there, and she smiled appreciatively.

“That’s better,” she said quietly. “Now, where were we?”

I continued explaining marketing concepts, but she seemed less interested in the actual content than in finding excuses to lean closer or touch my arm. Her questions became simpler, almost deliberately so, and her frustration seemed to grow with each explanation.

“I just don’t get it,” she sighed, running a hand through her blonde hair. “Maybe I’m just not cut out for marketing.”

“You’re smart, Jolie,” I assured her. “You just need to focus.”

But focusing was becoming increasingly difficult for me, too. Every time she shifted in her seat, every time she leaned forward, my mind wandered to places it shouldn’t. The sexual frustration was building to an almost unbearable level, especially after my missed opportunity with Zara and the twins earlier.

Then suddenly, I felt her hand on my lap again, but this time, it wasn’t an accident. Her fingers deliberately brushed over the bulge in my pants, and her eyes widened slightly.

“Oh,” she said, not removing her hand. “I see someone’s enjoying our study session after all.”

Our eyes locked, and in that moment, I saw the same hungry look I’d seen in Zara’s eyes on the rooftop. Time seemed to stand still as we stared at each other.

“Jolie,” I began, my voice hoarse. “We shouldn’t—”

“Shouldn’t what?” she whispered, her hand still resting lightly on my erection. “Study together? I think we’re doing just fine.”

I pulled back, taking a deep breath to steady myself. “Jolie, I see what you’re trying to do.”

She sighed, looking disappointed but not surprised. Her hand remained on my lap, fingers tracing light patterns over my obvious erection. “Is it working?” she asked with a smile that was pure temptation.

“We shouldn’t be doing this,” I said, but my body betrayed my words.

Jolie bit her lower lip, then leaned closer. “I’m clearly a bad student, Professor Hale. Maybe what I need is some … discipline to help me study better.”

The way she said “discipline” sent a jolt straight through me. I closed my eyes for a moment, fighting an internal battle I was rapidly losing. When I opened them again, I couldn’t help grinning as she continued to stroke my bulge with more confidence.

“What do you say?” she whispered, her blue eyes locked on mine. “I promise I can be a good student if you show me how.”

My resistance crumbled completely. “Unbuckle my pants,” I told her, my voice low and rough.

She giggled, her eyes lighting up as she eagerly reached for my belt. “Yes, Professor.”

I stood up from the chair, watching as Jolie slid to her knees in front of me. She was quick and excited, unbuckling my belt and unzipping my pants as if she desperately wanted my meat in her mouth. She pulled them down along with my boxers, and my cock sprang free, fully hard and throbbing. Once it settled, the tip pointed straight at her mouth.

“Oh my,” she said, wrapping her delicate fingers around my shaft. “It’s really hard and thick.”

She stroked me a couple of times, her smile just widening, and then she licked her plump lips and opened wide. She leaned forward and slid me into her mouth, right over the tongue and past her lips. Once half of my joystick was stuffed in her mouth, she closed her lips and sucked hard. The suction made my knees grow weak, and I thrust a little forward at the sensation. She pulled her head back and grinned, coming off my wet cock. “You liked that, didn’t you?”

“Oh, yeah,” I said with a nod.

She aimed my erection back to her lips and sucked me in once more. She bobbed her head forward till she gagged and then pulled back only to swallow my shaft again. She always gagged once the tip came too close to her throat. It only made it hotter, especially as she coughed her spit all over my shaft and base.

She pulled back slightly, my cock still between her lips. “Am I doing this right?” she asked, her words muffled by my girth.

“Don’t talk with your mouth full,” I said, threading my fingers through her silky blonde hair. “Slide it over your tongue and keep your teeth away.”

She nodded eagerly and followed my directions, creating a perfect suction as she moved her head back and forth, my length gliding perfectly over her rosy tongue. Then I cupped her neck, helping her bobbing motion. “Don’t forget the eye contact.”

She flitted her icy blue eyes up to me while her lips stretched like rubber bands, gagging and slobbering.

“That’s it,” I praised her. “See? You can be a good student when you want to be.”

I saw her smile around my shaft, her lips stretched wide. Her eyes never left mine as she sucked and bobbed, clearly enjoying the power she held over me in this moment.

After a few minutes, she pulled back, a string of saliva connecting her lips to my cock. “Can I take my top off?” she asked breathlessly.

“Yes,” I said.

While my cock stood as rigid as a spear, she pulled her tight top over her head and tossed it aside, and just as quickly, she unhooked her bra, freeing her beautiful boobs. Her breasts were around the same size as Zara’s, but sat a bit higher. Her pink nipples were thick like a pinky finger and her areolas covered a fifth of her tits. They looked gorgeous and smooth and warm.

“Do you want a titty job?” she asked with that same innocent-but-not expression that was driving me wild.

“I would love one,” I said. “A good student knows how to take the initiative.”

Jolie smiled wickedly, then gathered saliva in her mouth and spit between her breasts. She smeared it all over her chest as if it were soap, making her skin glisten. Then she pressed her breasts together, creating a tight channel for my cock.

I stepped closer as she positioned me between her tits, squeezing them around my erection so not an inch was left uncovered. She began to slide me through the valley of her breasts. The friction was incredible, the soft flesh warm against my sensitive skin.

“Am I doing alright?” she asked, looking up at me with those big blue eyes.

“Squeeze your boobs a bit harder,” I said, placing my hands over hers to show her the right pressure. “Perfect.”

I thrust between her breasts, watching my cock disappear and reappear between them. The sight was hypnotic. I kept bonking against her chin, which made her giggle. Sometimes she paused to spit right onto the tip of the cock, only to slide it back down.

“It’s better if you lie down on the desk,” I said, which she happily followed. She lay down, and I walked up to her innocent face and slid my cock right through her cleavage. I kept fucking her tits, groaning at the sweet pleasure. My cock didn’t bonk her chin any longer, but instead, it kept pointing at her slit, desperate to enter her. And as she squeezed her boobs harder, I was about to come on top of it.

“Slow down,” I said. “I want to save my cum for your pussy.”

Her eyes widened with excitement. She released her breasts and hopped down from the desk, pressing her body against mine. Her lips touched mine in a sudden, lustful kiss, tongues tangling as we stumbled backward toward the teacher’s desk.

I lifted her easily. She was surprisingly light, and I set her on top of the desk. She spread her legs wide, pulling down her tiny shorts. Underneath, she wore pink panties that matched her lip gloss. She hooked a finger under the fabric and pulled it aside, revealing her perfectly shaved pussy, already perfectly moist.

“For you,” she whispered. “I’ve been waiting for this since I saw you the first time.”

I positioned myself at her entrance and rubbed the knob against her soaked lips till enough honey had covered my shaft. Then I pushed the crown against her lips, finding her hole and sliding into her tight, youthful slit. We both gasped in unison as I filled her pussy, stretching her the same ways I’d stretched her throat and lips.

“Oh my god,” she moaned, wrapping her legs around my waist. “You’re so thick.”

Grabbing her long legs, I began to thrust in and out, slowly at first before going a bit faster so the desk creaked beneath us. Papers scattered to the floor, but I couldn’t have cared less at that moment. My eyes were aimed either at her pussy or her beautiful, flushed face.

“You like that?” I said, gripping her hips hard as our flesh smacked. “Is this what you wanted when you came to the study hall?”

“Hmm, yeah,” she said, her head thrown back in pleasure. “Fuck me harder, Professor. Show me how a real man fucks. Give me some discipline so I can get good grades.”

Her dirty talk made my cock twitch, and I pounded into her. The room filled with the sounds of our flesh slapping together and her increasingly loud moans.

“Gosh, you’re loud,” I said.

“I don’t care,” she said, but she bit her lip to quiet herself. “I’m close. Please don’t stop.”

I could feel her pussy tightening around me like a hug of love, her inner walls pulsing as she approached her climax. She kept arching her back, higher and higher, meeting my thrusts perfectly. Her cheeks pinkened to the same color as her beautiful pussy that I kept having my way with. She tensed and gripped the desk as she released a moan of climax. She squirmed and withered before coming down from her high, throwing her head back, before glancing down at me still pounding her. After her orgasm, her pussy was extra tight, extra slick, giving me that extra squeeze that made my balls tighten. The pressure was quickly becoming unbearable.

After ten more thrusts, I lost it, and with a final smack, I buried myself till there wasn’t an inch left and came hard, blasting out my cum inside her pussy. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed through me as I filled her with my creamy white seed. My knees grew incredibly weak as I rode through the orgasm, the tip becoming sensitive that I was aware of every inch of her pussy as I slowly slid out from her slick hole. It gaped for a second, showing off a mixture of pearly white and slick pink before closing.

When it was finally over, I sighed deeply, the frustration and tension of the day finally released. I leaned forward, resting my forehead against hers as we both caught our breath.

“That was amazing,” she whispered, planting a soft kiss on my lips.

“It was,” I agreed. I watched as my cum leaked from her, dripping onto the desk. “We should clean up.”

We helped each other straighten our clothes, using tissues from her bag to wipe away the evidence of our taboo fucking. She giggled as she dabbed at the wet spot on her panties.

“I’ll be feeling you inside me all night,” she said with a satisfied smile.

Once we were somewhat presentable again, I checked my watch. We still had thirty minutes of the mandatory study session left.

“So,” I said, trying to sound professional despite what had just happened. “Should we actually study now?”

Jolie laughed and hopped back into her seat, crossing her legs as if nothing had occurred. “If you insist, Professor. Though I think I’ve already learned the most important lesson of the day.”

I shook my head, unable to suppress a smile. “And what’s that?”

“That sometimes,” she said with a wink, “being a bad student gets you the best education.”

I had to admit, watching Jolie actually focus on her studies after our intense sex was oddly satisfying. For the remaining thirty minutes, we went through her marketing assignments, and I was surprised by how attentive she suddenly became. Her questions were sharper, more thoughtful, and she took detailed notes as I explained the concepts she’d been struggling with.

“The target demographic analysis makes so much more sense now,” she said, highlighting a section in her textbook. “I think I was overthinking it before.”

I nodded, keeping a professional distance now despite what we’d just done on the desk. “Sometimes you need to simplify your approach. Marketing isn’t always about complexity. It’s about clarity.”

She smiled, a genuine expression rather than the seductive one she’d worn earlier. “I actually understand brand positioning now. Like, really understand it.”

By the time our hour was up, she had completed two assignments and outlined her approach for an upcoming project. The transformation was remarkable, from distracted and uninterested to focused and engaged. I knew Tatiana would be proud of me.

“Time’s up,” I said, checking my watch. “You did well today.”

Jolie closed her notebook with a satisfied sigh. “I did, didn’t I? Who knew all I needed was some proper motivation.” She winked at me.

“You’re smart, Jolie. You just needed to focus.”

“The discipline definitely helped, though,” she said, her voice dropping to that sultry tone again as she packed her things into her purse. She pulled out a small perfume bottle and spritzed it across her neck and wrists, then added an extra spray between her legs. “Just in case,” she said with a mischievous smile.

“You’re proactive, which is also a sign of intelligence.”

“You know how to make a girl feel good.”

She stood up and walked around the desk to where I was gathering my papers. Before I could react, she leaned in and pressed her lips against mine in a lingering kiss. She had the aftertaste of sex on them, and the scent stirred something inside me.

She came off with a light smack. “I think I might need help getting disciplined again sometime,” she whispered against my mouth. “I have so many more concepts I need to … grasp.”

Despite my better judgment, I found myself nodding. “I’d be happy to help. Anytime.”

“I was hoping you’d say that.” She kissed me once more, then pulled away. “Bye, Professor Hale. Thanks for the lesson.”

I watched as she sauntered out of the classroom, her hips swaying slightly more than necessary. When the door closed behind her, I collapsed into my chair, letting out an exhale.

I walked to the window and looked out at the darkening campus, sighing with relief that we hadn’t been caught. The sex had been incredible, raw, passionate, and completely inappropriate. Yet I couldn’t bring myself to regret it.

These young women were becoming an addiction. First Zara, then our rooftop adventure, the missed opportunity with the twins, and now Jolie. My sister’s words echoed in my head, her prediction that I should prepare myself for “college pussy” was proving disturbingly accurate.

I was falling down a risky rabbit hole, or several pink ones, and I knew it. Yet as I packed my stuff and drove home through the streets, my mind kept replaying the afternoon with Jolie, the heat of her skin, and the way she’d squirmed and tensed with pleasure beneath me. I was playing with fire on multiple fronts: my sister, her friends, and in the classroom on top of it. Suddenly, I thought of Tatiana, my boss. I thought of the way she’d seduced me. She hadn’t spoken to me in that way before. My imagination went astray. I wondered if she was also sexually deprived or frustrated with her work. Being the university president was no joke. I couldn’t talk to my mother about this, so I had to ask Zara who could possibly advise me on what happened.

I pulled into the driveway. Valentina’s car was there, and I knew by the scent that she was cooking steaks.

I walked through the front door and found Valentina in the kitchen, an apron tied around her waist as she tended to sizzling rib eyes in a cast-iron skillet. The rich smell of butter and herbs filled the air.

“There you are,” she said, looking up with a curious expression. “I was beginning to wonder if you’d decided to move into your office.”

“Sorry I’m late,” I said, setting my bag down on the counter. “Tatiana needed me to cover Mandatory Study Hall for a sick professor. Last-minute thing.”

Valentina’s face softened immediately. “You covered for Tatiana? That was thoughtful of you.”

“It wasn’t a big deal,” I said, washing my hands at the sink, hoping the water would wash away any lingering scent of Jolie’s perfume or the scent of her blooming pussy. “Just an hour with a student who needed help.”

“Still,” Valentina said, flipping a thick steak, “it shows character. Taking on responsibilities that aren’t yours.” She gave me a proud smile. “It means a lot to me that you’re helping my friend.”

I relaxed slightly, relieved that someone hadn’t somehow sensed what had happened in that classroom. “Like I said, it was nothing.”

“It wasn’t nothing to her,” Valentina insisted. “Or to me.” She touched my arm lightly. “I’m proud of you, Nathan.”

The genuine warmth in her voice made me feel quite good about myself.

“Need help with anything?” I asked, changing the subject.

“Zara’s got it covered,” she replied, nodding toward the dining room.

I glanced over to see Zara setting the table, arranging silverware. She looked up and caught my eye, a knowing smile playing at her lips.

“Hey, Professor,” she said teasingly. “How was your emergency study session?”

“It went alright,” I said, trying to sound casual. “Just one student who needed some marketing help.”

“Who was it?” Zara asked, arranging the napkins.

“Jolie,” I answered, grabbing a water glass from the cabinet.

Zara’s eyes lit up. “Jolie? My best friend Jolie?” Her lips curled into that familiar mischievous grin I was getting to know too well. “Did she happen to share any stories about me?”

“Just something about skinny dipping with strangers at a private beach,” I said, keeping my voice low enough that Valentina couldn’t hear from the kitchen. “Sounded like quite the adventure.”

Zara’s mouth opened in surprise, then closed just as quickly as she decided on a different approach. “That sounds very informal for a mandatory study session, Professor.”

I moved closer to her, pretending to grab a fork she’d forgotten. “We’ll talk about it later,” I whispered, my lips nearly brushing her ear.

She shivered slightly, then nodded, her eyes promising a thousand questions once we were alone.

Dinner passed quickly. Valentina was in an exceptionally good mood, clearly pleased about Zara’s A and my continued employment. She’d even bought premium ice cream for dessert, which we all enjoyed while she told stories about her day at the office, carefully edited for client confidentiality.

After we finished cleaning up, Valentina told us she was going to take a long bath and then head to bed early. “I need a break and a goodnight’s sleep,” she told us, kissing us both on the cheek before heading upstairs.

I retreated to my room and collapsed onto the bed. The day had been long and hard, from Tatiana’s seductive behavior to my unexpected session with Jolie. My body was pleasantly exhausted, but my mind wouldn’t stop replaying the explicit sex scenes.

I wasn’t surprised when, fifteen minutes later, my little sister knocked on the door, and Zara slipped in wearing pajama shorts and a tank top.

“So,” she said, closing the door softly behind her. “What did you want to talk about?”

I patted the spot next to me on the bed. She bounced over and sat down, crossing her legs and facing me.

“Something weird happened with Tatiana today,” I began, keeping my voice low. “Before the study hall thing.”

“Weird how?” Zara asked, leaning forward.

I explained Tatiana’s behavior, the loose hair, the unbuttoned blouse, the lingering touches, and the kiss on my cheek. “It felt like… I don’t know, like she was trying to seduce me or something. But that can’t be right, can it? She’s Mom’s friend. My boss.”

Zara giggled, covering her mouth with her hand. “Oh my god, she totally wants to get boned by you.”

“What?” I said, even if it didn’t sound so far-fetched to me.

Zara giggled some more, throwing herself back on my bed and kicking her feet up. “Nathan, you idiot. Of course, she wants you! Why else would she unbutton her blouse and kiss your cheek? I can’t believe you didn’t see it.”

“But … She’s the president of the university for heaven’s sake!”

“And?” Zara sat up, crossing her legs on my bed. “She’s also a woman with needs. Trust me, she wants you, and now I understand why you canceled your fun evening with me and the twins.” She wiggled her eyebrows suggestively. “You want to make her office a bit filthier.”

“Shut up.”

“You know I’m speaking the truth.”

I thought back to Tatiana’s office, the way she’d touched my arm, the lingering hug.

“You should go back to her office tomorrow and ask if she needs a lick or two to wind down,” Zara suggested.

“Christ, Zara, I’m not doing that.”

“Okay, you don’t have to be that explicit, but you know what I mean.”

“And say what exactly? ‘Hey Tatiana, did you want to make love to me yesterday?’”

“Well, I prefer the licking version,” Zara said with a shrug. “But yeah, basically. Trust me, I’m ninety-nine percent sure I’m right about this.”

She leaned forward, her eyes suddenly gleaming with curiosity. “So what happened in the classroom? With Jolie?” She gave me a knowing look that made my stomach drop. “You were alone with her for a whole hour, after all.”

I hesitated, but the way Zara was looking at me made it clear she already suspected something. “How did you know something happened?”

“Please,” she scoffed. “I know my best friend. And I know you now. So spill it … so I can have something to masturbate to later tonight.”

I sighed and told her everything, how Jolie had been the only student there, how she’d flirted relentlessly, and how we’d ended up having sex on the teacher’s desk. I didn’t leave anything out. I spelled it all out from the blow job, to the titty fucking and to the sex on the desk. Zara’s grin just turned wider, and the scent of musk between her legs became stronger. If only Valentina weren’t home, we could actually have sex again.

Just as I finished, Zara’s phone lit up with a notification. She glanced down at it, and her mouth fell open before spreading back into her wide grin. She turned the screen toward me.

A message from Jolie read. I had sex with your brother. followed by a heart-eyed and a blushing giggling emoji.

“Well,” Zara said, turning back to me with an amused expression. “I guess that confirms it.” She put her phone down and leaned closer. “So, big brother, how’s the college pussy so far?”

I couldn’t help but laugh at her bluntness. “Great,” I admitted. “Really great.”

“Nice,” she said, standing on her feet and heading for the door. But then she turned to me before stepping outside, her eyes twinkling with mischief. “Because there’s a lot more waiting for you.”


College Girls 2

I’ve barely survived my first weeks as a young college professor, but Zara isn’t finished with me yet.

Thanks to Zara, I find myself in a “study session” with her best friends, the well-endowed twins, and it isn’t long before the books are tossed aside.

But when a wild adventure with Zara and the twins leaves me in debt, I turn to Tatiana, the gorgeous university president, who offers me extra work tutoring her daughter, Isabella, the cheerleader who makes it clear she wants more than lessons.

And while I try to juggle Zara and her friends, Valentina, the woman of the house, starts getting suspicious of Zara’s sudden perfect grades … suspicion that could expose everything.


Chapter 1

Iarrived home, dropping my bag by the door with a sigh of relief. The day had been long: three back-to-back classes followed by a faculty meeting where I’d struggled to keep my mind from wandering to Jolie, Zara, and the twins. The mental gymnastics required to maintain a professional demeanor while teaching students I’d been intimate with were exhausting.

Yesterday I’d fucked Jolie in the classroom, and the memory still clung to me. Coming back made me nervous, half-expecting someone to have noticed something, but so far there’d been no word from Tatiana. Jolie had tried to find me again, but I brushed her off, claiming I was busy.

That didn’t stop Zara from turning up the heat. She’d openly flirted with me in class, strolling in wearing a blouse with the top buttons undone just enough to tease. She knew exactly what she was doing.

And then came the Titty Twins: Raven and Lexi. It was a hot day, and they showed up dressed for it. Their tiny denim shorts hugged their asses like a second skin, frayed at the edges so you caught glimpses of tanned thighs with every step. Their tank tops were cropped short, low enough that their cleavage bounced with the slightest movement, thin straps sliding down their shoulders as if gravity wanted a peek too. Every guy’s eyes followed them, and I wasn’t immune.

By then, I was sweating, and not just from the heat. The thought of cooling off felt like a blessing.

As I loosened my tie, I noticed Valentina’s car in the driveway. She was home early from her therapy office, which was unusual. I found her in the kitchen, already preparing dinner.

“Hey,” I said, grabbing a bottle of water from the fridge. “You’re home early.”

Valentina looked up from chopping vegetables, her therapist’s smile in place. Her fitted jeans hugged every curve, highlighting her sweet hips and long legs. The soft blue top she wore clung to her impressive breasts, the neckline dipping just low enough to reveal the upper parts of her creamy breasts.

Her makeup was subtle but perfect, a touch of mascara to highlight her eyes, a hint of blush on her cheeks, and glossy pink lips that looked incredibly soft and sweet to kiss. Her chestnut hair fell in loose waves around her shoulders, framing her face beautifully. As she turned to reach for something on a high shelf, I couldn’t help but admire the arch of her back and the swell of her ass in those tight jeans.

I felt a flash of guilt as I realized I was checking her out. But she was objectively gorgeous, the kind of mature beauty that turned heads wherever she went. I forced my eyes away, trying to banish the inappropriate thoughts that had popped up more lately after I’d crossed the line with Zara.

“I had a cancellation, so I thought I’d make us a proper dinner.” She studied me for a moment, a subtle grin sliding up her lips. “How was your day, Professor?”

“Fine,” I said. “Just the usual.”

She nodded. “I’ve been waiting to ask you something now that Zara isn’t home yet.”

Something in her tone made me pause mid-sip. “What’s up?”

“Zara’s grades,” she said, setting down her knife and turning to me. “They’ve improved dramatically since you started teaching.”

“That’s good, right?”

“Of course it’s good,” she said. “But it’s also surprising.” She looked at me with a knowing smile. “She went from barely passing to straight A’s practically overnight.”

“She’s smart,” I said and started feeling a bit nervous under her gaze. “She just needed the right motivation.”

Valentina’s eyebrow arched slightly. “Is she studying more? Because I rarely see her with a book open. In fact, she seems to be at the beach with her friends more than ever.”

I cleared my throat. “She’s talented in ways that traditional academics don’t always capture. You should see her TikTok analytics. She knows social media better than I do.”

“That has nothing to do with coursework,” Valentina said, her voice taking on that careful, measured tone she used with difficult clients. “Using shortcuts or unconventional methods isn’t wise. It doesn’t prepare her for real challenges.”

I swallowed hard, wondering exactly what she was implying. Did she suspect something? Had she heard us during the nights? Seen something in our interactions?

“I’m not sure what you’re suggesting,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady.

Valentina’s eyes held mine for a long moment. “I’m suggesting that young women sometimes need real discipline, not enabling.” She turned back to her vegetables. “Even the brightest ones can develop bad habits when they’re allowed to get away with too much.”

I felt a cold sweat break out across my back. “I should change before dinner,” I said, trying to escape the tension. “Be right back.”

Valentina just nodded, returning to her cooking. As I climbed the stairs, my heart beat like a drum. Did she know about Zara and me? About Jolie? Or was she just concerned about Zara’s sudden academic success despite her laidback lifestyle? All those questions made my head spin, and this was the exact opposite of cooling down.

In my room, I changed into a t-shirt and jeans, my hands slightly shaking. Valentina had always been perceptive. It was what made her such a good therapist. I tried to calm myself, remembering that if she really knew anything concrete, she would have confronted me directly. This was just suspicion, concern and normal parental worry. Or that’s what I told myself.

I heard the front door open and close as I was pulling on my shirt. Zara was home. I took a deep breath and headed back downstairs.

When I entered the kitchen, Zara stood there, fresh from a day with her friends, looking breathtaking as usual. Her skin glowed with a perfect tan, her blonde hair cascading in loose waves down her back, still damp at the ends from what I assumed was a day at the beach. She wore a tiny white crop top that clung to her curves and revealed her flat, tanned midriff, paired with a skirt that swished around her thighs.

“Hey, you’re home early,” Zara said to Valentina, dropping her beach bag by the counter. She flashed me a quick, knowing, horny smile before turning her attention back to our mother.

“Had a cancellation,” Valentina replied, and then arched an eyebrow as she took in Zara’s appearance. “Another day at the beach? I thought you had study group today.”

Zara shrugged. “We finished early. The weather was too perfect to waste.”

“Funny how your grades improved so dramatically right when your brother started teaching.”

I froze, but Zara didn’t miss a beat. “Maybe I just needed the right teacher,” she said, her voice light and innocent. “Nathan explains things in a way that actually makes sense.”

“Is that right?” Valentina looked between us, her expression unreadable.

“Totally,” Zara said. “He’s, like, the marketing whisperer or something.”

I forced a laugh. “I wouldn’t go that far.”

Valentina resumed chopping. “Well, I’m glad someone finally got through to you. I just hope you’re actually learning the material, not just finding shortcuts.”

Zara brushed it off with a casual wave of her hand. “God, Mom, you’re being dramatic. I’m doing better because I’m actually interested in the material for once. It’s not that deep.”

Valentina’s expression softened slightly as she stirred the sauce. The tension in her shoulders seemed to ease a bit. I felt myself relax too, grateful for Zara’s ability to defuse situations.

“Alright, enough about school,” Valentina said after a moment, her tone deliberately lighter. “I’ve been thinking we should do something fun together. It’s been ages since we’ve had family time that wasn’t just dinner at this table.”

Zara smiled. “Like what?”

“I don’t know,” Valentina said, turning off the burner. “Maybe we could drive up the coast this weekend? Get a nice hotel room, eat at that seafood place you both love?”

“The one with the killer calamari?” I asked, surprised by the suggestion.

Valentina nodded, a genuine smile spreading across her face. “Exactly. Or we could do something closer to home if you prefer.”

“That sounds nice,” I said, meaning it. The idea of doing something normal, something that didn’t involve secret trysts or classroom encounters, was appealing in a way I hadn’t expected.

“I’d be down,” Zara agreed, hopping onto a barstool. “As long as you’re paying.” She winked at our mom.

Valentina chuckled, the sound warm and familiar. “Of course I’m paying. What kind of mother would I be if I invited you out and made you cover the check?”

Valentina finished dinner and then we ate. Dinner was surprisingly pleasant after that. Valentina told us about a client who’d made a breakthrough, and Zara shared stories about the beach volleyball tournament she’d watched. I found myself genuinely enjoying the meal, almost forgetting the undercurrent of suspicion from earlier.

As we finished dessert, a homemade apple pie that Valentina had somehow found time to prepare, she looked between us with a kind of love I hadn’t seen in a while.

“I’m proud of both of you,” she said. “Nathan, you’ve become such a good teacher in such a short time, and Zara, despite my nagging, you are finding your way. I just want you both to be happy.”

“We are, Mom,” Zara said, and for once, there was no teasing in her voice.

I nodded in agreement. Whatever Valentina suspected or didn’t suspect, at that moment, we were just a family enjoying dinner together.

* * *

Later that night, after helping clean up, Valentina said that she was going to take a long shower and then head to bed. “I have an early client tomorrow,” she said, kissing us both on the cheek before heading upstairs.

I retreated to my room, collapsing onto my bed with a sigh. Finally, I could cool down a little. I stared at the ceiling and replayed Valentina’s suspicious questions in my mind when my door creaked open. Zara slipped inside, closing it behind her. She wore those tiny sleep shorts and a tank top that barely contained her teardrops that I’d love to squeeze again.

“Hey, Professor,” she whispered with a playful smile, bouncing onto my bed as I sat up. “You look stressed.”

Before I could answer, she threw her arms around my neck in a tight hug, pressing her warm body against mine. The familiar strawberry scent of her hair filled my senses as she nuzzled against me.

“Zara,” I murmured, feeling my body respond despite my worries. “We need to be careful.”

She pulled back just enough to look at me, her blue-gray eyes sparkling with mischief. “Why? Mom’s in the shower. We have at least twenty minutes.” She guided my hands to her breasts, arching her back slightly. “Touch me. I’ve been thinking about you all day.”

I couldn’t resist. My hands cupped her soft, perfect breasts through the thin fabric of her tank top, feeling her nipples harden under my touch. She let out a small, satisfied sigh and leaned forward to plant soft kisses along my neck, her lips warm and teasing against my skin.

“Do you think Mom suspects anything?” I asked, my voice tight as her mouth worked its way up to my ear.

Zara giggled against my skin. “No way. She’s clueless.”

“She was asking about your grades,” I insisted, even as my fingers continued kneading her breasts. “About how they improved right when I started teaching.”

“So what?” Zara pulled back, rolling her eyes. “She’s just surprised I’m not failing anymore. Trust me, she doesn’t suspect a thing.”

“You can’t just spend all your time at the beach or shopping,” I said, trying to be responsible despite the growing hardness in my pants. “It looks suspicious when your grades are so good but you’re never studying.”

Zara’s eyes narrowed playfully. She shifted her weight, deliberately pressing against my erection. “And you can’t spend all your time staring at my tits and ass,” she countered. “You’re not exactly subtle, brother. You get hard every time I walk into a room.”

“That’s not fair,” I protested. “You’re the one walking around in these tiny outfits, bending over in front of me, giving me those looks … And you do it even during class!”

“Because you love it,” she interrupted, grinding against my hardness. “Don’t you?”

I swallowed hard, unable to deny it. “Yes,” I admitted. “I do love it.”

Her smile was triumphant. She leaned in for a quick kiss, then suddenly sat up straight, her expression brightening. “Oh! I almost forgot why I came in here. Raven and Lexi were asking about you today. They were wondering if you could give them some extra tutoring tomorrow after class. At their dorm room.”

My heart skipped a beat. “In their room?”

Zara nodded, her eyes gleaming. “They said they really need help with the upcoming project. They wanted to join us on the rooftop, but they missed out on that part, so they’d like to try again.”

I hesitated, torn between desire and caution. “I don’t know, Zara. That seems risky. Will you be there too?”

She smirked and shook her head. “Nah, I thought it’d be more fun to let you have some alone time with them first. Get to know them better, you know?”

As she spoke, her hands wandered over my chest and down to my abs, her touch light and teasing. I felt my resolve weakening with each caress. “Do they actually care about tutoring or is there something else they’re after?”

“Come on, you’re smart enough to figure that out by yourself,” she said with a giggle.

“So I assume they want better grades, too.”

“Yep … come on, big brother,” she said. “Don’t you want to see what they have to offer? I promise it’ll be worth your while … And I promise you’ll give them an A as well.”

Her sensual speech sparked my fantasy of Raven and Lexi, their matching curves, tits, giggles and mischievous smiles. The thought of being alone with them in their dorm room was intoxicating.

“Alright,” I finally said. “I’ll do it.”

Zara’s face lit up. She leaned in and kissed me deeply, her tongue teasing mine before she pulled away.

“You won’t regret it,” she whispered. “They can’t wait to show you everything they’ve learned … and I also would like to join afterward.”

“Have you told them what we’ve been up to?”

“Of course. Don’t worry, they’re my friends. They’ve also delved into sibling love.”

My cock hardened to steel. “Do you think we got time?” I said as I badly wanted to fuck her. She was just about to pull the top over her head, but then we heard Valentina step out of the bathroom.

Both of us sighed. “I should’ve gotten here earlier,” Zara said, stroking my bulge. “Sorry about your boner … save it for the Titty Twins.”

With a final wink, she slipped off the bed and out of my room, leaving me aroused and restless. As I lay there in the dark, my mind swirled with conflicting thoughts: Valentina’s suspicions, Zara’s casual disregard for caution, and now the looming threesome with the twins.

There were so many forbidden fruits at once, and so many crossed lines. But so far, everything had gone well, and I hoped it would continue to do so.


Chapter 2

Iwoke up to the alarm, and I quickly rose to my feet, not wanting to be late for work. I shuffled to the bathroom, splashing cold water on my face to clear the fog of sleep.

I could already smell Valentina cooking pancakes downstairs. She was up too, which wasn’t surprising. She always kept early hours for her morning therapy clients.

After a quick shower and shave, I dressed in a navy button-down and khakis, trying to look professional for my early class. When I made my way to the kitchen, I found Valentina at the stove, flipping pancakes.

“Morning,” she said, glancing over her shoulder with a warm, motherly smile. “You hungry?”

“Of course.” I paused in the doorway, my eyes taking in the sight of her. She wore a silky summer dress that clung to her curves, the hem stopping mid-thigh to reveal her toned legs. The neckline dipped lower than usual, showing the soft swell of her cleavage. She wore her hair loose, but it was styled in waves.

I sat down, but my eyes didn’t leave her. She hummed as she cooked, her hips swaying slightly to some internal rhythm. I couldn’t help but watch her, feeling a flutter of inappropriate attraction.

“Here you go,” she said, sliding a plate of pancakes in front of me. She leaned close, her perfume enveloping me in a cloud of vanilla and jasmine.

“These look amazing,” I said, trying to focus on the food and not the way her robe gaped slightly as she bent forward.

Valentina took the seat beside me, crossing her legs. Her hand came to rest on my thigh, giving it a gentle squeeze. “You’re doing a fantastic job at USC, you know. I’ve heard wonderful things.”

I swallowed a bite of pancake. It was as sweet as her, and it warmed my heart. “From who?”

“Tatiana, of course.” Her smile turned mysterious. “We talk quite often.”

“Of course you do,” I said, which shouldn’t have surprised me.

Valentina’s cheeks pinked slightly. “Every day, actually. We’ve become even closer since you started there.”

“And how close were you from the start?” I asked, arching an eyebrow.

“Pretty close,” she said with a chuckle. She took a sip of her tea, her eyes twinkling over the rim. “She seems more curious about you than usual lately.”

“What do you mean by that?” I asked, suddenly nervous. Had Tatiana noticed something off about my teaching? About my relationships with the students? Or had Jolie ratted me out?

Valentina giggled and shook her head. “Nothing, nothing. I’ve said too much already.” She stood up, tossing a lock of her hair over her shoulder. “I should get ready for work.”

I watched her finish the last pancake and slide it onto a plate for Zara. She leaned down and pressed a kiss to my forehead, her hand briefly stroking my hair.

“Would you mind if you give Zara a ride today? That way she won’t be late.”

“Sure, no problem,” I said, still wondering what she’d meant about Tatiana.

Valentina smiled. “Thanks, sweetie. You’re the best.” With that, she glided out of the kitchen and left for work, leaving me with my half-eaten breakfast and confusion.

Zara came down the stairs, freshly showered and dressed in a pair of tiny jean shorts and a crop top that barely covered her boobs, like usual.

“Sleep well?”

“Perfect,” she said with a grin. She snagged a pancake from the plate Valentina had left for her, taking a bite. “Has Mom left already?”

“Yep, the coast is clear. We can talk about whatever you want to talk about.”

She chuckled and shrugged. “I wish we could’ve fucked yesterday.”

“We’ll find time,” I said as I shared her wish as well. “By the way, Mom said something weird at breakfast. It’s about Tatiana … Tatiana’s been asking about me.”

Zara’s face lit up with a knowing grin. “Duh. For the second time, she’s totally into you.”

“What? Tatiana? No way.”

“Yes way,” Zara said with an eye roll. “She wanted a favor from you, and the way she tried to seduce you is all the proof you need.”

“She didn’t try to seduce me.”

“Oh, really?” She planted a hand on her hip, leaning in. “When she asked you to help Jolie, what did she do with her blouse? What kind of makeup was she wearing? Don’t forget, I remember every word you told me. She totally wants to get fucked by you.”

I shook my head, not quite believing it. “She’s the university president. And she’s way out of my league.”

“Whatever you say, brother,” Zara said with a smirk. “Now, can we go? I don’t want to be late after all … Mom’s already suspicious to begin with.”

* * *

The drive to campus went by quickly, Zara chattering about her weekend plans the whole way. When I pulled into the faculty parking lot, she leaned over and brushed a quick kiss against my lips. I caught her by the neck and held her there. She giggled softly before pressing in harder, her lips warm and sweet, tasting of strawberry gloss and forbidden temptation. My tongue slipped past hers, and the heat between us flared, spreading through me in a rush.

When we finally pulled apart, she bit her bottom lip, eyes gleaming like she knew exactly what she was doing to me. “The twins will stay after class today for final confirmation,” she whispered. “Don’t disappoint them.”

“I’ll tutor them,” I said, already feeling a stirring in my pants at the thought.

Zara winked and hopped out of the car, her ass swaying as she walked away.

* * *

I had two classes before Zara’s marketing course, and I taught them on autopilot, my mind preoccupied with thoughts of what might happen later with the twins. When I finally walked into my third class of the day, and I saw the Titty Twins, my heart nearly stopped.

Raven and Lexi were already seated in the front row, and they’d outdone themselves today. They wore matching white tank tops so thin I could see the outline of their bras underneath. They also wore skirts so short they might as well have been belts. Their long legs were crossed identically, and they both gave me identical seductive smiles as I entered.

I felt myself getting hard immediately and had to position myself behind the podium to hide my growing erection.

“Good afternoon, everyone,” I said, amidst the heatwave. “Today we’re continuing our discussion on market segmentation strategies.”

I tried to focus on my lecture, but the twins made it nearly impossible. About fifteen minutes in, Raven leaned over to whisper something to Lexi, loud enough for me to hear.

“I wonder if Professor Hale would give us some private tutoring. I need help with my… oral presentation.”

Lexi giggled, twirling her hair around her finger. “I bet he’d be a hands-on instructor.”

I stumbled over my words, losing my place in my notes. When I looked up again, Lexi was dropping her pen on the floor. She made a show of bending over to retrieve it, her skirt riding up to reveal a glimpse of her underwear.

The twins exchanged knowing looks as she straightened, both of them giggling at my flustered reaction. I cleared my throat and tried to regain my composure, but my focus was shot.

From the back row, I could see Zara watching the whole scene with a self-satisfied smirk. She knew exactly what was happening and was enjoying every moment of my torment. A couple of other girls also asked me if I was alright, and another named Sofia offered to get me a cold drink, which I happily accepted. Once she sat back down, she earned a frown from the other girls as if jealous she’d done a deed for me. The guys seemed oblivious to what was going on, but they tried to get the twins’ attention, but without success. Their honey would be mine today.

I somehow managed to get through the rest of the lecture without giving away the hard-on straining in my pants. At one point, I had to step in when two girls started bickering over who had raised their hand first. I couldn’t believe they were actually competing for my attention. I did my best to de-escalate it, splitting my focus evenly between them. But then Raven “accidentally” dropped a pen straight into her cleavage.

It didn’t even fall an inch. The valley between her breasts was so tight it just stayed wedged there, trapped in a line of soft, overflowing flesh. Looking at it, all I could think about was how easy it would be to get lost between her tits and never find my way out.

When the bell finally rang, I felt both relief and anticipation.

“Raven, Lexi, could you stay behind for a moment?” I called out as students began packing up.

The twins exchanged delighted glances, nodding eagerly.

“Of course, Professor,” they said in unison.

“What about me?” a girl named Sofie said. The one who’d brought me the water.

“Not for today,” I told her politely. “I just need to talk to the twins about the last test.”

Sofie pouted and reluctantly left.

I waited until the last student was out. Zara gave me a wink as she passed. When the door closed, leaving me alone with the twins, I took a deep breath.

“Zara told me you two might need some extra help with the upcoming project,” I said, trying to maintain a professional tone even though I knew what they both wanted.

Raven stepped closer, her floral perfume filling my senses. “We definitely do. We’re struggling with certain concepts.”

“Sweet of your little sister to remind you,” Lexi said with a wink.

“She’s a sweetheart,” I said. “So, you want some help at your dorm, correct?”

They both nodded eagerly. “We prefer privacy,” they said in unison. And then Lexi added, “We’ll do anything to get an A in your class.”

I knew I should say no. I knew this was crossing every professional boundary imaginable. But after Zara and Jolie, those boundaries already seemed like distant memories.

I studied them, really taking the twins in. They’d gone all out today, knowing they’d be alone with me after class. Raven’s honey-blonde hair was styled in loose beach waves, framing her heart-shaped face perfectly. Her makeup was subtle but sexy, just enough mascara to make her hazel eyes pop, a hint of blush across her cheekbones, and glossy pink lips that looked incredibly kissable and sweet.

Lexi’s caramel-blonde hair was straightened today, falling like silk past her shoulders, with face-framing layers that highlighted her jawline. Her makeup was slightly bolder than her sister’s, with winged eyeliner that gave her a cat-like appearance, and a nude lipstick that made her lips look full and pouty.

By studying them, I fantasized about them nude, how they would look unveiled. The voice that screamed a bad idea in the back of my head quickly went up in smoke, replaced by sexual fantasies.

“So,” I said, clearing my throat. “What time works for you both today?”

“We’re free after four,” Raven replied with a successful smile, twirling a strand of hair around her finger.

“Our dorm is in Thompson Hall, room 369,” Lexi added.

I nodded, trying to maintain some semblance of professionalism. “Sure, I can stop by after my office hours end. For tutoring.”

The twins giggled in unison. “For tutoring,” they said, their tone making it clear they had other activities in mind.

After they left, I collapsed into my chair, wondering what I was getting myself into. Between Zara, Jolie, and now potentially the twins, I was walking a dangerous line. But the temptation was too strong to resist, and yet again, I stopped thinking about the dangerous line. After all the lecturing and teaching, I wanted some fun too.

* * *

The rest of the day passed quickly. I held my office hours, met with a couple of students with legitimate questions about the coursework, and tried to focus on grading papers. My mind kept wandering to what awaited me in room 369.

At precisely 4 PM, I gathered my things and headed across campus to Thompson Hall. The dorms were bustling with activity as students returned from classes. I tried to look like I belonged there, like visiting a dorm as a professor was completely normal. Since I was still young, I didn’t stick out that much, but I did notice the sideways glances the girls threw at me.

As I rounded the corner toward the elevator, I halted. There, in the main hallway, was Tatiana, engaged in conversation with another woman. They both turned at the sound of my footsteps.

“Nathan!” Tatiana’s face lit up with a warm smile. Her burgundy suit jacket nipped in at the waist before flaring over her hips, the matching pencil skirt stopping just above her knees, her auburn hair falling in loose waves around her shoulders. “What perfect timing. I’d like you to meet Dr. Catherine Morgan, president of Pacific Coast University.”

I stepped forward, extending my hand. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Dr. Morgan.”

“This is Nathan Hale, one of our new professors,” Tatiana continued to brag about me, placing her hand on my arm. Her touch lingered as she added with a playful smile, “Honestly, probably the hottest one on campus.”

Dr. Morgan chuckled, her eyes sweeping over me with newfound interest. “I can see that. USC certainly knows how to recruit talent.” She shook my hand, holding it a moment longer than necessary, her hand soft and pleasant. She was no older than forty with chestnut hair. She had a pretty oval-shaped face with a bold, red lipstick. I found her attractive, not as sexy as Tatiana, but surprisingly hot nevertheless.

I felt heat rising to my face, unsure how to respond to such a blatant comment from my boss. Before I could come up with a reply, Tatiana tilted her head curiously.

“So, what brings you to the dorms?” she asked, her eyes sharp with interest.

“Private tutoring,” I said, trying not to become nervous. “Some students needed help with a project they’re working on.”

Tatiana’s lips curved into a knowing smirk. “How dedicated you are to making house calls.” She winked at me before turning back to Dr. Morgan. “Shall we continue our tour? I want to show you our new student wellness center.”

As they walked away, I caught Tatiana glancing back at me over her shoulder, her expression unreadable.

I took the elevator to the third floor, finding room 369 at the end of the hallway. I knocked, glancing over my shoulder. I didn’t trust college girls. They gossiped too much, and I hoped no one besides the twins would recognize me.

The door swung open almost immediately as if they’d been waiting for me. Raven stood there in the same outfit from class, her smile widening at the sight of me.

“Professor! You made it.” She grabbed my hand, pulling me inside before anyone could see.

Lexi lounged on one of the beds, legs crossed, looking up from her phone with a matching smile. “We were starting to think you might back out.”

I stepped into their room, surprised by how neat and organized it was. Unlike the typical dorm chaos I remembered from my own college days, their space was stylish and well-appointed. The beds were made with matching comforters, fairy lights strung around the perimeter of the ceiling, and a small sitting area had been arranged with bean bags and floor pillows.

But what caught my eye was the partially open drawer of a dresser, where I could see colorful objects peeking out. On the shelves above their desks, various boxes with distinctive branding were displayed, alongside what appeared to be sex toys arranged like trophies.

“What’s all this?” I asked, gesturing toward the display.

The twins exchanged amused glances. “Our affiliate marketing project,” Lexi explained, standing up to join her sister. “We’re working with several companies to promote their products.”

“Sex toys sell better than textbooks,” Raven added with a casual shrug. “The commission is way better, too.”

I blinked, taken aback by their honesty. “And the university is okay with you running this kind of business from your dorm room?”

The twins laughed in unison. “What they don’t know won’t hurt them,” Lexi said, leading me to their study area. “Besides, we’re applying everything we’ve learned in your class. Market research, targeted advertising and social media campaigns…”

“I’m proud of you,” I said, and I meant it.

They invited me to sit at the edge of the bed. Raven twirled a strand of hair around her finger, giving me a curious look. “Zara told me what you’ve been up to,” she said.

I felt heat rise in my cheeks. “She told me. It’s no surprise, she can’t keep her mouth shut.”

“It’s nothing bad about sibling love,” Lexi chimed in. “Raven and I have tried it too.”

My eyes flicked between them, and they both giggled. “How far did you go?” I asked.

“As far as you can go with two girls,” Raven said with a teasing wink. “But we prefer a man … and an actual cock, not rubber ones.”

“I’m sure you do,” I said with a crooked smile. “So, what else did Zara tell you?”

“That you gave her good grades,” Lexi said.

“She really can’t keep her mouth shut,” I muttered, rolling my eyes.

“It stays between us girls,” Raven said smoothly. “Don’t worry. She also told us she has strong feelings for you.”

Those words hit me deeper than I expected, warming my chest. “That’s good to hear. Zara is special to me.”

Lexi and Raven exchanged knowing glances. “We can tell,” Lexi said with a smile. “You know, we remember you from before you moved away.”

“No other guy caught your attention more?” I asked, surprised.

Raven shook her head enthusiastically. “Nope! You were Zara’s hot older brother who was going to conquer the advertising world. We were like, fourteen when you left.”

“We had the biggest crushes on you,” Lexi admitted with a giggle. “Remember when we used to come over for those pool parties your mom would throw?”

Memories flooded back, summers by the pool, awkward teenage girls trying to get my attention while I was home from college.

Lexi nodded. “We were devastated when you moved out from home.”

“And then shocked when you walked into class that first day,” Raven continued. “I nearly fell out of my seat.”

“Well, if it’s any consolation, I was pretty shocked too. Last time I saw you both, you were gangly teenagers. And now…” I gestured vaguely at their bodies, feeling my face grow warm.

“Now we’ve bloomed,” Lexi finished for me, a mischievous smile playing on her lips. She cupped her breasts through her tank top, lifting them slightly. “These certainly helped with that.”

Not to be outdone, Raven did the same, pushing her chest forward proudly. “We like our tits,” she said matter-of-factly. “They’ve been good to us.”

“But we’re not just tits,” Lexi added quickly. “We’ve got personalities too.”

“And brains,” Raven chimed in. “Despite what people think when they call us the Titty Twins.”

“Does that bother you? The nickname, I mean.”

They exchanged glances again before Lexi answered. “Not really. It’s actually kind of fun.”

“As long as people use it with Raven and Lexi,” her sister added. “Not instead of our names.”

I nodded, understanding. “So what got you both interested in marketing anyway?”

The twins laughed together. “When these started growing,” Raven said, gesturing to her chest, “we noticed the attention we got.”

“It was thrilling,” Lexi said. “Suddenly we had power we didn’t have before.”

“And we wanted to understand it,” Raven picked up. “Why certain things attract attention.”

“Well, that’s what I’m here for,” I said and patted their backs. “So for now, what do you need help with?”

“We thought you might be able to help us figure out the best way to market satisfaction,” Raven said, inching her hips closer.

I was suddenly aware of how close they were sitting next to me. They each opened their laptops, bringing up websites with various products displayed.

“So, what do you think?” Lexi asked, turning her screen toward me. “Do you think this one’s too bold for an ad?” The page showed a curved vibrator in neon pink.

“It’s certainly attention-grabbing,” I said.

“Or would you click on this if you saw it in your feed?” Raven asked, showing me a more subtle but equally suggestive advertisement featuring a sleek black toy.

I tried to think hard about this. It was a bit difficult to answer since I wasn’t their target audience for sex toys. “I think the key is to balance being eye-catching without crossing into territory that might get flagged by ad algorithms. Unless you advertise them on adult platforms.”

They nodded seriously, as if taking mental notes. For the next twenty minutes, I found myself giving marketing advice on sex toys, trying desperately to keep my responses professional while the twins kept inching closer. Their questions became increasingly suggestive, less about marketing and more about personal preferences.

“Which features would you find most appealing?” Raven asked, her breath warm against my ear.

“I think that depends on the target demographic,” I said.

“What if the target demographic is professors?” Lexi suggested with a giggle.

Before I could respond, Raven slid onto my lap, claiming she needed me to “show her exactly where to click” on her laptop. Her weight settled against my growing hardness, and she wiggled slightly, pretending to adjust her position.

“Is this better?” she asked innocently, though her movements were anything but innocent.

Lexi wasn’t to be outdone. She draped herself against my side, one hand tracing patterns on my arm while she whispered in my other ear, “We’ve been hoping for some hands-on instruction.”

I felt my control slipping, my body responding to their touch despite my brain’s warnings. They were students, my students, but they were also beautiful, willing adults who knew exactly what they wanted.

“You’re looking a little flustered, Professor,” Raven commented, grinding subtly against my lap.

“We tend to have that effect on men,” Lexi added, her fingers now playing with her hair.

I swallowed hard, my hands hovering uncertainly before coming to rest on Raven’s waist. “This is extremely inappropriate.”

“That’s what makes it fun,” they said in perfect unison, then burst into giggles.

“You deserve some fun in life too,” Lexi said. “You can’t just stand behind that boring desk all day long.”

“You didn’t do that with your sister,” Raven reminded me, and then she leaned in, her lips a breath away from mine. Lexi’s hand slid down my chest, inching toward my belt.

I didn’t listen to the voice telling me this was inappropriate. I was getting so painfully hard that I wanted to see them both on their knees for me.

“May we?” Lexi said, also reaching to my belt. “If we make you more relaxed, we think you’ll be able to explain marketing a bit better.”

“Go ahead,” I said. They were about to unbuckle the belt when a shrill sound pierced the air. The fire alarm blasted through the room, accompanied by flashing lights in the hallway. The sudden noise made us all jump.

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” Lexi groaned, pulling back slightly.

Raven remained, her fingers now working at my belt buckle. “Probably just someone burning popcorn again. We can ignore it.”

“It’s getting really hot in here anyway,” Lexi added with a smirk, helping her sister with my zipper.

I grabbed their hands, stopping them. “We can’t ignore a fire alarm. This is serious. We need to evacuate.”

“Why?” Raven asked innocently. “We were just getting to the practical portion of the lesson.”

I gently moved Raven off my lap and stood up, straightening my clothes. “Safety first. We need to go.”

The twins exchanged frustrated looks before reluctantly gathering their phones.

“Guess it really was getting hot in here,” Lexi said as we headed for the door.

We joined the stream of annoyed students heading down the stairwell and out into the courtyard. Outside, the twins stayed close to me, one on each arm, as resident advisors took count of everyone from their floors.

“Will you come back afterward?” Raven asked, pressing against my side. “We weren’t finished with our tutoring session.”

“Yeah, we have so much more to learn,” Lexi added, her hand slipping into my back pocket.

I shook my head, extracting myself from their grip. “I can’t later. I need to prepare for the conference trip.”

Their disappointment was evident, but they didn’t push it.

“Next time,” Raven whispered, her lips brushing my ear.

“No interruptions,” Lexi promised, giving my arm a squeeze.

As I made my excuses and walked away, I could feel their eyes on me. Part of me regretted leaving, but I had to take my job seriously as well.

As I headed back to my office, I couldn’t help but wonder what would have happened if that fire alarm hadn’t gone off. And despite my better judgment, I knew I’d find out eventually.


Chapter 3

Idrove Zara to the conference, the highway stretching ahead of us. She was dressed in a skirt and a top, her blonde hair loose. She was excited, more so than she’d ever been.

“I was checking the RSVP list for the conference,” she said, scrolling through her phone. “Almost everyone from our class is going.”

“I noticed that,” I replied, genuinely surprised by the turnout. “I didn’t expect so many students to give up a Saturday for an optional marketing conference.”

Zara chuckled and looked at me as if I were dumb. “Come on, you can’t be that naive. They’re not there for the conference. They’re there for you.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, if it had been some boring old professor leading the trip, hardly anyone would have shown up. But you? Hot young professor who actually makes marketing interesting?” She rolled her eyes. “Of course, every girl signed up.”

“There were plenty of guys who signed up too,” I pointed out.

“Like who?” Zara said, crossing her legs and turning toward me.

I thought for a moment. “Well, there’s Alex, Brandon, Chris, Devin, and… Elliott,” I said, naming the male students I’d noticed on the attendance sheet.

Zara burst out laughing. “Are you serious? Alex with the anime backpack? Brandon, who raises his hand for everything? Chris, who can’t make eye contact with girls? Devin with the Star Wars ringtone? And Elliott, who brings his own sanitizer to class?”

I frowned, feeling defensive of my male students. “At least, they’re interested in the subject.”

“They’re dorks,” Zara said bluntly. “And trust me, if the girls weren’t going, they wouldn’t be either. They’re hoping some of your magic will rub off on them, or that they’ll catch a girl’s attention by looking studious.”

I couldn’t entirely disagree with her thinking, though I wanted to. “That’s a bit harsh, don’t you think?”

She shrugged. “Just telling it like it is. Oh, by the way, the twins told me what happened at their dorm yesterday.”

“You girls can never keep your mouths shut,” I said and rolled my eyes.

“Mmhmm.” She grinned. “Sounds like things were just getting interesting when the fire alarm went off. Bad timing … Too much heat, I suppose.”

“Bad luck,” I said, trying to sound firm despite the memories that flooded back, making my body respond.

“Don’t worry, you’ll get another chance today. They’re planning something.”

“What are they planning?” I asked.

Zara just smiled mysteriously. “You’ll see. Just know that hotel rooms offer much more privacy than dorm rooms.”

The rest of the drive passed with Zara alternating between innocent conversations about the conference agenda and not-so-innocent comments designed to keep me on edge. By the time we pulled into the conference center parking lot, she’d made me quite aroused.

It didn’t get any easier once I met the rest of the class. The girls, as usual, kept trying to pull my attention, waving and tossing me questions. Then came Raven and Lexi, both winking at me in unison. They had dressed almost like my sister, only bolder, in mini skirts that barely hid their thighs and blouses. Their hair spilled loose around their shoulders, and their lips were painted a glossy strawberry pink.

They looked so sweet and kissable that my cock stirred instantly, a sharp reminder of just how badly they were teasing me. Every move they made felt deliberate, like a promise waiting to be cashed in, and I had to fight to keep my composure in front of the class.

I led my marketing class into the bustling expo center, trying to focus on the educational aspects of the day ahead. The conference was being held in a massive convention center, with various booths set up by marketing firms and companies looking to recruit fresh talent. It was quite hectic, and hot as well. Almost immediately, several of my female students swarmed around me, their enthusiasm overwhelming.

“Professor Hale, your suit looks amazing today,” Sophie said.

“Would you personally grade my notes later?” Melissa asked, holding out her notebook with a hopeful smile. “I want to make sure I’m capturing the right information.”

“Can you explain which booths we should visit first?” another student asked, stepping closer than necessary.

I tried to address each question professionally while maintaining appropriate distance, but they kept closing in, their perfumes mingling in the air around me like ripe fruits during the peak of summer. From the corner of my eye, I noticed the male students hanging back, watching the scene with thinly veiled resentment. Alex adjusted his anime-themed backpack with a sigh, while Brandon whispered something to Chris that made them both frown in my direction.

Zara stood off to the side, watching with that same smug smile she’d worn in the car. The twins were nearby, their heads together as they whispered and giggled, occasionally glancing my way with mischievous eyes. Whatever they were planning, I could tell it would happen soon.

“Alright, everyone,” I said, raising my voice to address the whole group. “Let’s split up and explore the expo. Remember to collect business cards and take notes on innovative marketing strategies you observe. We’ll meet back here at noon for lunch.”

The male students dispersed, though most of the girls lingered, asking additional questions that could have easily waited. I answered them patiently, aware of the twins watching. I couldn’t stop thinking of them. If only that fire alarm hadn’t gone off.

The morning passed quickly as I navigated from booth to booth, genuinely interested in the displays and presentations despite the distractions. Around eleven, during a short break, I found myself near a refreshment table, having a cool drink.

As I took my first sip, I heard twin gasps of surprise followed by theatrical “Oh no!”s that drew everyone’s attention. I turned to see Raven and Lexi standing a few feet away, bright orange juice spreading across the front of their crisp white blouses.

“How clumsy of us,” Raven said, looking down at the spreading stain.

“These blouses are ruined,” Lexi said with an eyeroll.

I stepped forward automatically. “Are you okay? Do you need some napkins?”

“It’s no big deal,” Raven said, already reaching for the buttons of her blouse. “Good thing we came prepared.”

Before I could stop them, the twins began peeling off their sticky clothing right there in the corner of the hall. They did it casually, as if changing in public was the most natural thing in the world. Underneath, they wore matching camisoles that left little to the imagination. The thin fabric clung to their bodies, but it was the way it molded to their tits that drew my eyes, the outlines of their nipples pressing clearly against the material.

“What?” Lexi asked innocently, noticing my stunned expression. “It’s just a little juice.”

“We always bring backup outfits,” Raven said, pulling a small tote bag from under the table. “We’ll just slip these on.”

They proceeded to put on nearly identical blouses, though these were slightly more sheer than their previous ones. The entire incident had drawn a small crowd, with other students and even some conference attendees stopping to watch. The male students looked particularly affected, their eyes wide and jaws slack.

“Professor, could you hold this for a second?” Lexi asked, handing me her sticky blouse while she adjusted her new one. The damp fabric was warm in my hands, and I quickly passed it back once she was done.

“You both need to be more careful,” I said, knowing full well the spill had been deliberate.

“We will,” they said, not looking the least bit remorseful.

The rest of the morning continued with similar incidents: the twins finding excuses to touch me, Zara making suggestive comments just out of others’ earshot, and the female students competing for my attention while the males grew increasingly frustrated.

After lunch, I gathered everyone together again for an announcement.

“I need three volunteers to stay behind after the expo ends at five,” I explained. “You’ll help me collect data for a report I’m preparing on marketing trends observed today. This will involve conducting surveys, taking observation notes, and possibly interviewing some of the vendors.”

I had barely finished speaking when hands shot up all around me: nearly every female student was volunteering.

The male students exchanged glances, rolling their eyes and muttering under their breath.

I realized I’d created a sticky situation for myself. The girls were now actively bickering over who I should choose, and the tension in the group was rising rapidly.

“I should be your first choice,” Zara said. “I’m your top student, and I know exactly what you’re looking for in this report.”

The twins joined her. “We should be chosen as well,” Raven said. “Our affiliate marketing projects tie directly into what’s being showcased at this conference.”

“Plus, there’s two of us, so you get double the help,” Lexi added with a wink.

Other girls joined the debate, and the argument escalated, voices growing louder as they talked over each other. I could feel the male students’ glares burning into me, their resentment clear as day. This was getting out of hand, and I needed to pull things back under control before it turned into a full-on catfight.

I raised my hands for silence, trying to project authority despite my discomfort. “Enough! This isn’t a competition. I’ll make my decision based on who I think will be most helpful for this particular assignment.”

The girls fell quiet, though the tension remained. I knew whatever choice I made would cause problems, but I had to make one nonetheless.

“Zara, since you’re already familiar with my research methods, you’ll be the first volunteer,” I said, forcing my voice to stay impartial despite the fact that she was my little sister. “And…” I hesitated, my eyes drifting before I could stop them. They landed on the twins. I had unfinished business with them, and the way they looked back at me told me they knew it too.

The twins leaned forward eagerly, while some of the girls looked on the verge of tears. The male students continued to watch with undisguised contempt.

“Lexi and Raven, your experience with affiliate marketing will be valuable for this particular report,” I finally decided, ignoring the collective groans from the other girls.

The other girls exchanged glances, their arguments dying on their lips. My reasoning was sound enough that they couldn’t dispute it without seeming petty.

“I suppose that’s fair,” Sophie said, though her eyes glistened with disappointment.

Melissa nodded in agreement, even if she sighed. “Yeah, whatever. Good luck with the report.”

I breathed an internal sigh of relief as the tension in the group dissipated. “The rest of you are free to enjoy the remainder of the conference. Remember to collect materials from the booths that interest you most.”

As the group dispersed, I caught Zara exchanging triumphant looks with the twins. They had gotten exactly what they wanted, and I’d played right into their hands.

* * *

The afternoon passed quickly as the rest of the students explored the conference. I made a point of checking in with everyone, especially the disappointed female students, to ensure they didn’t feel completely overlooked. By 4:30, most were gathering their things, preparing to leave on the arranged bus transport back to campus.

“Bus leaves in fifteen minutes!” I called out, watching as students hurried to collect final brochures and business cards.

While the others prepared to depart, Zara and the twins stayed close to me, already beginning the tasks I’d assigned. They conducted brief interviews with vendors, took notes on various displays, and collected contact information, all legitimate work that could actually contribute to a valuable report. It felt refreshing to see them take this seriously. It wasn’t all fun and games with those three.

We waved as the bus pulled away, and suddenly the four of us were alone among the thinning crowd of conference attendees. The expo would be closing soon, but we still had several booths to visit.

“Let’s split up to cover more ground,” I said. “We’ll meet at the entrance in thirty minutes.”

The twins nodded eagerly and headed off in one direction while Zara and I took another. As soon as we were relatively alone, Zara slipped her arm through mine.

“Clever how you managed that,” she said with a smirk. “Now you’ve got the three of us all to yourself.”

“I chose you three because you were genuinely the best options,” I said, though we both knew that wasn’t the entire truth.

She laughed. “Keep telling yourself that. The twins are excited for tonight.”

I swallowed hard. “What, do you plan on staying here?”

“Yeah … why not stay at a hotel instead of going back home?”

I blinked, and it dawned on me what she was talking about.

By the time we finished our tasks, the conference hall was nearly empty. Staff were already beginning to break down some of the displays, and the overhead announcement system informed us that the expo was officially closed.

We gathered our materials and headed toward the exit, where the twins were waiting for us, looking suspiciously pleased with themselves.

“All done,” Raven said, holding up a folder full of notes.

“We got some great insights,” Lexi added.

I checked my watch and frowned. “It’s later than I thought.”

“Oh no,” Zara said with exaggerated concern. “How will we get back home?”

The twins knew what she was talking about, and they just laughed.

The twins exchanged glances before Raven said, “We could always stay the night. There’s that hotel connected to the conference center.”

“Great idea,” Lexi agreed enthusiastically. “It’s practical, and we’d be well-rested for tomorrow.”

“So you’ve already looked that up,” I said with a smirk.

They both nodded. “We like to come prepared,” Lexi said.

“And we also like to finish what we started,” Raven said with a wink.

Zara stepped closer, her voice dropping to a whisper only I could hear. “Come on, you don’t really want to go back, do you? Not when you could spend the night with us instead.” Her hand brushed against mine, her touch sending electricity through my body. “Think about it: no interruptions, no fire alarms … just the three of us, naked in a hotel room.”

My resolve was already weakening. After a day of their teasing and flirtation, I was in a constant state of arousal, and the thought of spending the night with them was almost too tempting to resist.

“I’d have to call our mother,” I said, already knowing I was going to give in. “Let her know we won’t be home tonight.”

Zara’s smile widened. “So that’s a yes?”

I nodded, pulling out my phone again. “I’ll make the call.”

I stepped away from the girls, dialing Valentina’s number.

“Nathan, how’s it going?” she asked, happy to hear the sound of my voice.

“Everything’s fine,” I assured her. “The conference ran late. I’m still with Zara and a couple of students.”

“Oh?” Her voice became a bit suspicious. “And what’s the plan?”

“We’re thinking of staying overnight at the hotel here,” I explained, trying to sound like it was no big deal. “It’s connected to the conference center, and there are more sessions tomorrow morning.”

There was a long pause on the other end. “Which students are with you?”

I swallowed hard. “Lexi and Raven Thompson. They’re helping with a marketing report.”

“The twins,” she said flatly. “I see.”

“It’s completely professional,” I said, aware of how unconvincing I sounded.

“I’m sure it is,” Valentina replied, her tone making it clear she didn’t believe me. “Well, you’re both adults, so just be careful.”

“We will,” I promised, relieved she wasn’t objecting more strongly.

“Tell Zara to call me in the morning,” she said before hanging up.

“Sure thing.”

“Love you.”

“Love you too.”

I rejoined the girls, who were watching me.

“She sounded suspicious,” I told Zara after pocketing my phone.

She rolled her eyes. “Who cares? Let’s go have some fun.”

We made our way to the hotel lobby, the twins chattering eagerly while Zara kept giving me knowing looks. At the reception desk, a tired-looking clerk greeted us.

“We need rooms for the night,” I said. “Preferably connecting ones.”

The clerk typed something into his computer. “We’re pretty booked because of the conference, but I can offer you two rooms with queen beds.”

“How much would that be?” I asked, mentally calculating how much I could afford to spend.

He quoted a price that made me wince. Hotel rooms in this part of the city weren’t cheap, especially on such short notice.

“What about a single room?” Zara asked. “With a king-sized bed?”

The clerk named a price that was significantly lower. I hesitated, aware of how inappropriate it would be to share a room with three female students, but also conscious of what sharing a bed with those three would mean.

“We’ll take the king,” I said.

The clerk raised an eyebrow but processed the reservation without comment. As he handed over the key cards, I caught Zara giving me a triumphant smirk. The twins giggled behind their hands, exchanging glances that told me they’d been expecting this outcome all along.

“Fourth floor, room 412,” the clerk said. “Enjoy your stay.”

We took the elevator up, and then the elevator doors opened, and we made our way down the plush carpeted hallway to room 412. My heart was pounding as I slid the keycard into the slot, the little light turning green. I pushed the door open and stepped aside to let the girls enter first.

“Wow,” Lexi gasped as she walked in.

The room was spacious and elegant, with a massive king-sized bed dominating the center. Wide windows offered a stunning view of the city lights beginning to twinkle in the early evening. A large flat-screen TV hung on one wall, and a mini-bar sat in the corner. The bathroom door was open, revealing gleaming marble and what looked like a spacious shower.

“This is way nicer than I expected,” I admitted, setting down my bag.

Raven flopped onto the bed, bouncing slightly so her breasts jiggled under her blouse. “The sheets feel amazing,” she said, running her hand over the crisp white linens. “So soft.”

Lexi joined her sister, sprawling out with a contented sigh. “Perfect for some adult activities.”

Zara walked over to the windows, gazing out at the view. “Worth every penny,” she said with a smile, glancing back at me.

I stood awkwardly by the door, suddenly very aware that I was alone in a luxury hotel room with three gorgeous young women: one my sister, the other two my students.

Raven sat up. “Professor, Nathan, we were wondering if maybe we could finish what we started back at our dorm? Before the fire alarm interrupted us?”

Lexi nodded eagerly. “No interruptions this time.”

I felt my cock stirring, and I looked between the twins and Zara. My sister gave me an encouraging nod. She crossed the room to me, her hips swaying deliberately, making me wonder how she learned to be so sexy at such a young age. She moved behind me and placed her hands on my shoulders, beginning a gentle massage.

“You’re so tense,” she said with a giggle, her fingers working skillfully at the knots in my muscles. “You deserve to relax after all your hard work today.”

I felt myself melting under her touch, my resistance weakening with each press of her fingers. “That feels amazing,” I sighed, letting my head fall forward slightly.

“Let go,” Zara whispered in my ear. “You’ve earned this … A night with all three of us.”

The twins watched us from the bed, their eyes filled with lust. Raven bit her lower lip before asking, “Would it help if we showed you what we can do? Maybe get you in the mood?”

“What did you have in mind?” I asked.

Lexi smiled at her sister. “Can we show him how we kiss? It always gets men in the mood.”

I nodded, unable to form words as Raven moved closer to her twin. Their eyes locked as they leaned toward each other, their lips meeting in a deep, passionate kiss. I watched, mesmerized, as their tongues darted between parted lips, their hands tangling in each other’s blonde hair.

Zara’s hands kept working my shoulders, but I could feel her breath quickening against my neck. “Hot, isn’t it?” she whispered.

“I’ve never seen anything so hot in my life.”

“It turns me on too,” she murmured, her hand sliding down to my pants to stroke the bulge straining against them.

The twins’ kiss was messy and wet, their exaggerated slobbering sounds filling the room. Their hands roamed shamelessly, groping each other’s breasts and squeezing handfuls of ass. The heat radiating from them pulled me in, and I found myself drifting toward them like a bee drawn to honey, desperate to taste more.

Zara gave me a mischievous smile. “I think I’ll take a shower while you get to know the twins better,” she said. “Don’t worry about me. I want you to enjoy yourself.”

“You’re such a sweet little sister,” I said.

She hugged me tightly, whispering in my ear, “They’ve been fantasizing about this forever. Make it good for them.”

With that, she sauntered toward the bathroom, throwing one last smoldering look over her shoulder before closing the door behind her.

I turned back to the twins, who had stopped kissing and were now watching me with identical expressions of desire. They slid off the bed perfectly, approaching me like two lionesses stalking their prey.

“Our turn,” Raven said, reaching up to loosen my tie.

Lexi’s hands found my belt, her fingers working the buckle as if she’d done this before. “We’ve been waiting for this since you were at our dorm,” she murmured.

“Hopefully nothing will interrupt us now,” I said, seeking their lips, and Raven was up first, perched on her tiptoes just so she could kiss me. Raven claimed my mouth first, her kiss soft and passionate. Her rosy tongue slid against mine as her hands pushed my jacket off my shoulders. When she pulled back, Lexi immediately took her place, wanting to taste me as well, her kiss slightly softer but no less passionate. My tongue twirled with hers, and I sucked on her strawberry-flavored lips that made me want to kiss her deeper.

While I kept alternating from Raven to Lexi, they undressed me piece by piece: my tie, my shirt, my belt, my pants, until I was standing in just my tented boxers. The twins exchanged a glance before both dropped to their knees before me.

Lexi hooked her fingers into the waistband of my boxers and pulled them down, releasing my fully erect cock that bobbed up and down. Both girls let out appreciative sighs.

“Just as Zara described,” Raven said, wrapping her hand around my shaft.

They took turns, Raven going first, taking me into her warm, wet mouth. She bobbed her head in the perfect pace, taking me deeper and deeper till she gagged. When she pulled back, Lexi, starving for some cock, immediately replaced her. She swirled the tongue around the head before opening wide, sliding me over her tongue and back out again, closing her lips tightly around my shaft. I was already groaning in pleasure.

I watched in awe as they alternated, sometimes taking me deep enough that I felt the back of their throats, other times focusing on just the tip with their tongues. They worked perfectly in sync. While Raven sucked the tip, Lexi ran her tongue around the shaft. Not an inch of my erection was left in the cold. All I felt was warm lips, rosy tongues and wet mouths. I leaned back, and it already felt as if I were ascending to heaven.

After several minutes of that heavenly, twin blowjob, Raven sat back on her heels and tugged her blouse over her head. “It’s getting really hot.”

Lexi followed, and in seconds, both of them had stripped down to their bras. Without hesitation, they reached behind their backs, unclipped the straps, and let the lace fall away.

That was when I finally saw why they were called the Titty Twins. Their double-D breasts spilled free, heavy and flawless, with creamy skin that seemed to glow in the light. Perfectly round and full, their tits jiggled with the slightest movement, creating a deep, natural cleavage that looked downright sinful. Their nipples were hard and swollen, a darker pink against all that pale softness, begging to be touched and sucked. Around them, their quarter-sized areolas were smooth and perfectly shaped, neither too large nor too small, just enough to frame each stiff peak in a way that made their breasts look even more enticing, as though they’d been sculpted to drive a man wild.

My cock throbbed painfully, aimed right at their boobs. All I could think about was grabbing those perfect mounds, burying my face between them, and losing myself in the soft weight of their tits until I couldn’t breathe.

“Like what you see?” Lexi asked, cupping her breasts and lifting them slightly.

“They’re incredible,” I admitted in awe.

Raven stood, taking my hand. “Let’s move to the bed,” she suggested. “More comfortable there.”

I followed them to the king-sized bed, where they quickly shed the rest of their clothing. They lay side by side, their naked bodies a mirror image of perfection.

Both of their pussies looked the same: plump, pink lips parting around a neat slit, glistening and dripping like they were begging to be licked. I joined them, my hands and mouth eager to explore. I started with Raven, kissing my way down her neck to her breasts. I took one nipple into my mouth, sucking gently while my hand caressed the other. Then I licked the areolas, tasting just as sweet as her nipple. She arched into my touch, moaning.

I moved to Lexi next, giving her the same attention. Her skin tasted just as sweet. I alternated between them, licking and sucking their nipples, my hands exploring every inch of their soft skin.

Eventually, I moved lower, starting with Raven. She spread her legs wide, showing me her pink pussy. I pulled her lips apart, pressed my tongue flat against her slit, and dragged it all the way up to her clit. I kissed it, then licked back down, savoring her taste. She was sweet like forbidden fruit, and the way she squirmed under my mouth only made me hungrier. I sucked and nibbled at her lips, swallowing every drop of her juice.

Then I turned to her twin. I laid my tongue flat against her pussy and gave her a long, slow lick. She squirmed just like her sister, giggling between little moans as I teased her slit. They were both already wet, their bodies ready and willing.

“We’re waiting for your cock,” Raven whispered, spreading her legs wider.

I positioned myself between her thighs, guiding my cock to her well-licked entrance. With one smooth thrust, I entered her, feeling her tight pussy channel envelop me. She wrapped her legs around my waist, pulling me deeper as I sank into her depths till I bottomed out.

Lexi watched us, her hand between her own legs, fingering herself as she waited for her turn. I wasn’t slow. I immediately started thrusting my hips so our flesh smacked.

Raven enjoyed this immensely, biting her lip and giggling as she kept getting fucked by her professor. After a few minutes, I pulled out of Raven and moved to Lexi, sliding into her with the same smooth motion. She was just as tight, just as wet, but somehow different, a unique experience despite their identical appearance.

I thrust into Lexi, enjoying her pussy as much as her sister’s. “Which one’s better?” Raven asked.

“I love you both,” I said after bottoming out with a loud groan.

“I have an idea,” Raven said, licking the juice from her fingers. “What if I sixty-nine with Raven while you fuck us both?”

The suggestion made my cock throb eagerly, making precum leak from the tip. “Damn, you’ve done that before?”

“Sixty-nine times,” Raven joked with a giggle. “But not fucked at the same time.”

“Show me what you mean,” I said, pulling out of Lexi.

Lexi positioned herself on her back, and Raven crawled on top of her, facing the opposite direction. Their mouths found each other’s centers, and they began licking each other.

I watched for a moment, mesmerized by the sight, before moving behind Raven. I entered her from behind, causing her to moan against her sister’s pussy. After several deep thrusts, I pulled out and repositioned to enter Lexi, whose moans were similarly muffled.

I alternated between them, switching every few thrusts, watching as they pleasured each other with tongues and fingers. The room filled with the sounds of our collective pleasure, wet sounds, moans, and heavy breathing.

As I felt my climax building, I focused on Lexi, my thrusts becoming harder. “I’m going to come,” I said, gripping her hips tightly.

“Do it raw,” she gasped, lifting her head briefly from between Raven’s thighs. “I love fresh, hot cum.”

I buried myself deep inside her as my orgasm hit me hard. I groaned, my hips jerking as I emptied myself into her welcoming pussy, filling her as I kept pumping out my seed into her.

It felt like it lasted an eternity, and throughout the time, I was so aware of how her pussy hugged my erection. I gave her a couple of more micro-fucks till I knew I was dry.

When I finally pulled out, her pussy gaped open, and some of my cum dripped onto Lexi’s face. Without missing a beat, Lexi leaned forward and licked it off her sister’s slit, then Raven turned around, and kissed her sister deeply, sharing the buttermilk between them in a sloppy cum kiss. The strings stretched from lip to lip as the leftovers spilled over their sweat-covered tits. The sight nearly made me hard again despite having just climaxed. They didn’t stop there, but instead of reaching for a towel, they licked up every drop from their boobs till they were sparkling clean. Then we collapsed onto the bed together. Raven and Lexi cuddled up to me, one on each side, their heads resting on my chest.

“That was even better than we fantasized,” Raven murmured, draping her arm over my chest.

“Definitely worth the wait,” Lexi agreed, placing a kiss on my shoulder.

“Yeah … that was amazing,” I said, marveling over the action. “Have you always been so open with each other? I knew you were flirtatious and horny, but I didn’t expect that.”

“You got to take care of the youth while it lasts,” Raven said, holding me tighter.

“I’m grateful I’m getting a second chance,” I said with a sigh of relief.

“You totally deserve it,” Lexi said, kissing me again. “What was your favorite part?”

“So we know what to do the next time,” Raven added.

“The cum kiss was magical along with the sixty-nine sex,” I said.

We lay there in comfortable silence for a few minutes, catching our breath and basking in the afterglow. The sound of the shower was still running in the bathroom.

“I wonder if Zara’s waiting for us,” I said, glancing toward the bathroom door.

The twins exchanged a look. “Let’s go find out,” Lexi suggested with a smile.

We climbed off the bed and made our way to the bathroom. I pushed the door open to find Zara still in the shower, steam filling the spacious marble bathroom. She turned when she heard us, her wet hair slicked back from her face, water cascading down her naked body and tits.

“Took you long enough,” she said with a grin. “How was it?”

“Amazing,” I admitted. “Room for three more?”

“Of course,” she said with a grin.

We stepped into the shower with her. The twins followed, crowding the space in the most delightful way.

“He’s really good,” Raven said, reaching for the shampoo.

“Lasted quite long too,” Lexi said.

“I know,” Zara replied with a wink, running her soapy hands over my chest. “My brother knows how to fuck.”

We took turns washing each other, hands gliding over slippery skin, occasional kisses being exchanged. It was intimate and playful, the hot water washing away any remaining tension.

Eventually, we turned off the water and stepped out, grabbing the towels to dry off.

“So what’s the plan now?” Lexi asked. She tried to wrap the towel over her body, but since her breasts were so big, she gave up and kept the towel wrapped under her boobs instead.

“A late dinner?” Raven suggested, who gave up with the towel as well.

“Dinner sounds perfect,” I said, the thought of food reminding me how hungry I was after our activities. “Let’s get dressed and find somewhere nice in the hotel.”

We all got dressed, the twins borrowing some of Zara’s makeup. I put my suit back on, though I left the tie off. Within twenty minutes, we were heading down to the hotel restaurant, a dimly lit space with modern furniture and ambient music playing in the background.

The hostess raised an eyebrow at our group: one man with three young, beautiful women, but she seated us at a corner booth without comment. I took a seat first, expecting the twins to sit across from me and Zara beside me, but instead, they all squeezed in around me. Zara on my right, Raven on my left, and Lexi next to her sister.

“This is cozy,” I said as Raven’s thigh pressed against mine, still warm from sex.

“Just how we like it,” Lexi said with a wink.

The waiter arrived to take our drink orders, his eyes lingering a bit too long on the girls. I ordered a bottle of wine for the table.

“Are you sure that’s appropriate, Professor?” Zara teased me when the waiter left. “Buying alcohol for your students?”

“We’re all adults here,” I replied, trying to sound casual despite the hand that had found its way to my thigh under the table. I glanced down to see it was Raven’s, and she just grinned, a grin that promised me more fun later.

Dinner became a competition for my attention. When I was talking to Zara about her marketing ideas, Lexi would lean forward, intentionally giving me a view down her blouse. When I turned to answer Raven’s question about a conference speaker, Zara would brush her fingers against my arm. Throughout the meal, there was a constant barrage of touches, horny glances, and double entendres and sexual innuendos.

“You should try this,” Raven said at one point, lifting a forkful of her seafood pasta to my lips. “It’s delicious.”

Not to be left alone, Lexi offered me a bite of her steak. “This is even better,” she said, her eyes locked with mine as I accepted it.

Zara rolled her eyes at their antics but then proceeded to feed me a piece of her roasted chicken, her fingers lingering on my lips longer than necessary.

The waiter, clearly confused by the dynamics at our table, kept shooting me envious glances whenever he came to refill our wine. I couldn’t blame him. I was still trying to process my good fortune myself.

By the time dessert arrived, a chocolate cake we decided to share, I was horny by their attention. We were all slightly tipsy from the wine, laughing more freely and sitting even closer together. I started to fear they’d do something lewd right at the spot.

“We should do something after this,” Lexi said, licking chocolate from her spoon in a deliberately provocative way.

“The night is still young,” Raven said, her hand now resting high on my thigh, dangerously close to my growing erection.

“Haven’t you girls had enough fun for one day?” I said, though my body was already responding to their proximity, and I knew damn well that I wanted more.

“Nope,” Zara said, and her two friends shook their heads as well.

“All girls wanna do is have fun,” I added with a grin.

Zara gave me a look that was both amused and challenging. “As if you don’t want to have more fun too,” she said. “Besides, I have a plan.”

The twins immediately looked at her, their identical faces lighting with curiosity.

“What plan?” Raven asked.

“Tell us!” Lexi said, leaning across the table, so her boobs almost knocked down her wine glass.

Zara’s smile turned mysterious. “Not here. I’ll tell you in the elevator.”

I paid the bill, leaving a generous tip for our bewildered waiter, and we made our way to the elevators. Once inside and alone, all three girls turned to Zara, and I was also curious about her plan.

“So, remember how we snuck onto the university rooftop last month?” Zara said, turning to me, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “I was thinking we could do something similar here. The hotel probably has a rooftop pool or lounge area. It might be closed now, but that just makes it more exciting.”

My responsible side immediately kicked in. “That’s pretty risky,” I said. “What if we get caught? I could lose my job if anyone from the conference sees us trespassing.”

“That’s exactly why it’s fun,” Lexi said with a laugh.

“I agree. I’m so down for this,” Raven added, squeezing my arm.

I looked between their eager faces, already knowing I was going to give in. “Fine,” I said. “But we need to wait until midnight, when there’s less chance of running into anyone. Hotel staff will be minimal by then.”

The girls exchanged victorious glances as the elevator arrived at our floor. We returned to our room, still excited for our midnight adventure.

“What should we do until then?” Lexi asked, flopping onto the bed.

“We could watch a movie,” Zara suggested, grabbing the remote.

We settled on the bed together, finding an action film on the hotel’s movie service. I sat propped against the headboard with Zara curled against my right side and the twins on my left, all of us occasionally checking the time as the minutes ticked by.

When midnight finally arrived, we turned off the movie and prepared for our escapade. The girls freshened up their makeup while I peeked out into the hallway to make sure it was clear.

“Coast is clear,” I whispered. “Let’s go.”

We slipped out of our room and made our way to the emergency stairwell at the end of the hall, avoiding the elevators where we might encounter other guests or staff. The stairs were dimly lit and echoed with our footsteps as we climbed past our floor.

“How do we know there’s even roof access?” I whispered as we continued upward.

“There has to be,” Zara said confidently. “All these fancy hotels have rooftop areas for their high-paying guests.”

After climbing several more flights, we reached a door marked “Roof Access - Authorized Personnel Only.” I hesitated, but Raven boldly pushed it open, revealing another short flight of stairs.

At the top was another door, this one unlocked but heavy. I pushed it open and we stepped out into the warm night air. What we found exceeded all expectations.

Before us lay a luxurious rooftop lounge area with cosy seating, potted palms, and a stunning infinity pool that seemed to merge with the city lights beyond. The entire space was dimly lit by blue lighting embedded in the floor, creating an otherworldly atmosphere.

“Wow,” Zara said, taking in the view. “This is amazing.”

“It must be for VIP guests only,” I said, noting the quality of the furniture and the bar setup in one corner.

“Well, we’re VIPs tonight,” Lexi said, already kicking off her shoes.

We moved further into the space, checking for any sign of security cameras or staff. The area appeared to be completely deserted, the pool still and inviting under the starlight.

“I think we’re alone,” Raven whispered, her voice echoing slightly in the open space.

The twins exchanged mischievous glances before Lexi suddenly pulled her dress over her head, revealing a pink bra and matching panties.

“Last one in is a boring professor!” she called out, running toward the pool.

Raven quickly followed suit, stripping down to her underwear and racing after her sister. They hit the water together with twin splashes, their giggles echoing across the rooftop.

Zara looked at me with a challenging smile. “Well? Are you going to be the boring professor?”

I hesitated only briefly before pulling off my shirt and pants. “Not a chance.”

We joined the twins in the pool, hopping in at the same time while holding hands, the warm water enveloping us as we swam to the edge overlooking the city. The view was breathtaking: lights stretching as far as the eye could see.

I tried to drink in the beauty in front of me. But the twins had other ideas. They swam up on either side of me, their wet bodies pressing against mine as they pointed out landmarks in the distance.

“Look at that building with the green lights,” Raven said, her arm draped over my shoulder.

“And there’s the convention center,” Lexi added, her hand resting on my chest underwater.

Zara watched with amusement as the twins vied for my attention. “They’re always like this,” she told me. “Competing for the spotlight.”

“Says the girl who always has to be the center of attention,” Raven retorted playfully.

“It’s true,” Lexi agreed. “You should hear how much she talks about you, Nathan. It’s always ‘my brother this’ and ‘my brother that.’”

I raised an eyebrow at Zara, who actually looked embarrassed for once. “Really? You talk about me that much?”

She splashed water at the twins. “Shut up! I do not.”

“You totally do,” Raven insisted. “Even before you were sleeping together. She was always bragging about her brilliant big brother with his fancy job.”

I felt a warmth in my chest that had nothing to do with the pool temperature. “I had no idea I was such a topic of conversation.”

“We’ve always been curious about you,” Lexi admitted. “Zara made you sound so interesting.”

“Well, I hope I’ve lived up to the hype,” I said with a smile. I left some room for my sister, embracing her warmly while the blush still stuck to her cheeks. I made sure she knew I loved her too, and I knew she noticed.

As we floated in the warm water, our conversation drifted to their aspirations beyond college. I was surprised to discover there was much more to the twins than their flirtatious personas suggested.

“I want to start my own brand,” Raven said, her expression turning serious. “Something in the wellness space that combines my marketing knowledge with actual benefits for people.”

“That sounds impressive,” I said. “Have you started developing any products?”

She nodded enthusiastically. “I’ve been working with a friend in the chemistry department on some natural skincare formulations. The affiliate marketing we’re doing now is partly to build connections and understand the industry better.”

Lexi shared her own ambitions. “I’m more interested in the digital nomad lifestyle. I want to travel and build a personal brand around fashion and travel, using affiliate partnerships to fund it.”

“She’s already got quite a following on Instagram,” Raven added proudly.

I found myself seeing the twins in a new light. “I can’t imagine you two separated.”

“Neither can we,” Lexi said as her nipples kept playing peek-a-boo with the water. “We might end up doing something together though.”

“What about the sex toys at your dorm?”

“Yeah, what about them?” Raven said. “We needed to warm you up for sex, so we thought a used dildo would do the job.”

They chuckled.

“But we also market sex toys on our blog,” Lexi said.

“Oh, I see,” I said. Their sex toy marketing project, which I’d initially dismissed as just a provocative stunt, suddenly made more sense as part of a larger strategy.

“So your current affiliate works with the sex toys…” I began.

“Is a legitimate marketing practice,” Lexi finished for me. “We’re learning about product placement, demographic targeting, conversion rates, all the stuff you teach in class.”

“But with better profit margins than most products,” Raven added with a wink.

“And it’s fun,” they said in unison before dissolving into giggles.

As the night wore on, they teased each other mercilessly, each trying to one-up the other to win my approval and attention.

“Remember when you tried to do that backflip off the diving board at my sweet sixteen?” Zara asked, splashing water at Lexi. My sister was still blushing from the comments earlier.

Lexi groaned and covered her face. “God, don’t remind me. I swear half the school was there watching me belly-flop.”

Raven snorted. “And then she cried in the bathroom for an hour. I had to bribe her out with funnel cake.”

As the twins laughed and recounted the embarrassing story, I noticed Zara’s gaze shifting to me. Looking horny, she swam closer, her wet skin brushing against mine.

“I’m getting cold,” she whispered, though the pool was perfectly warm. Her hand slid beneath the water, fingers trailing along my thigh. “Maybe we should find a way to warm up.”

The suggestion in her voice was unmistakable. My body responded immediately, blood rushing south as her fingers inched higher.

“I know exactly how to warm you up,” I murmured. With my hands on both her ass cheeks, I pulled her closer, my erection getting squeezed between her waist and mine.

The twins watched with interest as Zara pressed herself against me, her lips finding mine in a kiss. I could feel her hardened nipples through the thin fabric of her bra, her body arching into mine.

“I want you to touch me,” she said against my lips, guiding my hand between her legs.

I slipped my fingers beneath her underwear, finding her already slick with arousal despite the water surrounding us. She moaned as I stroked her, her head falling back in pleasure.

“God, that feels good,” she said, loud enough for the twins to hear.

They swam closer, also wanting to join in on the fun. Without a word, we moved toward the shallow end where steps led out of the pool. We climbed out, water cascading off our bodies as we made our way to a cluster of loungers.

Zara pulled me down onto one of them, her hands working at my boxers. “I want your hard cock again,” she said, voice thick with want.

The twins knelt beside us, helping to strip away the last of our clothing until we were all gloriously naked under the starlight. “I want your pussy too, sis,” I told her.

Zara lay back on the lounger, spreading her legs in invitation. I lowered myself between them, my tongue finding her center, tasting her sweetness as she writhed beneath me. “Oh, Nathan … It will be better if I sit on your face.”

I lay down, and Zara eagerly mounted me. I stared up, seeing her pink fruit glistening. She slowly lowered herself down till my mouth made contact with her pussy. Then I grabbed her ass and started licking her while my cock pointed straight to the sky.

I felt movement in front of me, then the warm, wet sensation of two mouths on my cock. The twins had positioned themselves on either side, taking turns sucking me while I pleasured Zara. I sighed in relief. There were so many sensations at once: Zara’s taste on my tongue while the twins took turns sucking me.

After several minutes, Zara came off my face, her cheeks flushed with arousal. “I want to suck you now,” she said, her eyes gleaming.

We rearranged ourselves, with me lying back on the lounger as Zara took me in her mouth. The twins positioned themselves on either side of my face, and I alternated between them, licking and sucking until they were both trembling with pleasure.

The night air filled with our combined moans and gasps. The forbidden nature of what we were doing, outdoors on a hotel rooftop, only heightened the excitement.

Zara came off with a pop, stroking me while looking me in the eyes. “Sex?” she said.

“Go for it,” I said.

She swung her leg over me and aimed my erection at her slit. She rubbed it back and forth, so I could see her honey trail down the sides. Then after finding her hole, she sank down slowly, taking me inch by inch until I was fully buried inside her with her lips pressed against my groin. “Oh God, yes,” she groaned, beginning to ride me.

The twins knelt beside us, and I pulled them closer, kissing first one then the other as Zara rode me.

Zara’s pace quickened until our flesh smacked together in sharp, wet slaps. She braced her hands on my chest, her cleavage deepening with every thrust. Her tits weren’t as big as the Titty Twins’, but they were still perfect, bouncing beautifully with each movement as she moaned, lips parted and teeth sinking into her lower lip.

“Your cock is stretching me so good,” Zara moaned, her voice breaking as she rode me faster. “I can feel you hitting so deep.”

“Yeah, take it all,” I said, gripping her hips. “Bounce on it like you fucking mean it.”

Her tits slapped against her chest with every thrust, nipples brushing my skin as her walls tightened around me.

“Fuck, I’m so close,” she said, grinding down harder. “I can’t hold it.”

I thrust up to meet her. “Soak me, Zara. Let me feel every drop.”

Her pussy clenched like a fist of lotion, squeezing me in pulses as her orgasm ripped through her. She moaned out, nails digging into my chest, her whole body shaking while her wet pussy milked my cock, hot and desperate.

“Fuck, you’re squeezing the life out of me,” I said. “Your pussy’s so tight when you cum—I can feel it grabbing every inch.”

She collapsed forward, panting against my neck, her pussy still fluttering around me, dripping down my shaft as she trembled in the aftershocks. “Oh, I love that … And you’re still hard.”

“I got some more fucking to do,” I said. I gently lifted her off me, seeing my cock covered with my sister’s nectar, and guided the twins onto their hands and knees side by side. Taking position behind Lexi first, I thrust into her, earning a deep moan of pleasure. After several strokes, I withdrew and entered Raven, who pushed back against me eagerly.

I alternated between them, the visual of their identical bodies from behind driving me wild. Zara knelt in front of them, kissing them deeply one at a time while they waited for their turn to feel me inside them.

“Zara,” I said after thrusting into Raven’s smooth bottom. “I want to finish inside you.”

She happily went on her hands and knees, and I pulled out from Raven’s pussy, my cock gleaming with all of their juices. Positioning myself behind my little sister, I entered her with a single thrust, setting a relentless pace that had her moaning out in pleasure. I felt my climax building fast, every wet slap making me fuck her harder. My little sister arched her back, face buried in the pillow and ass high in the air, opening her tight little channel for me. I gripped her cheeks and pounded in, my cock vanishing and reappearing in her soaked pussy with every thrust. The heat and tightness wrapped around me, squeezing me closer to the edge. I couldn’t hold back much longer.

With a final thrust, I buried myself deep inside her, my release pulsing into her as waves of pleasure crashed over me. I collapsed against her back, breathing heavily as the aftershocks rippled through my body.

I sighed in relief, still buried inside her. Slowly, I pulled out, her hole gaping before closing. The twins exchanged glances before looking at Zara. “Want some cleaning service?” Raven asked playfully.

“Of course, I do,” Zara said, shaking her ass at them.

They gently rolled Zara onto her back, spreading her legs. I watched in amazement as they took turns licking my seed from her, their tongues delving inside to gather every drop from the sweet creampie. Then, Raven gathered my cum in her mouth and passed it to Lexi in a deep kiss. Lexi then leaned over Zara, letting the mixture drip into my sister’s mouth.

Zara swallowed with a satisfied smile, pulling Lexi down for a lingering kiss. They continued till there wasn’t a drop of cum left.

We lay there together catching our breath, our bodies cooling in the night air. Eventually, we gathered our scattered underwear, but rather than getting fully dressed, we wrapped ourselves in the large pool towels stacked nearby.

The four of us settled onto one of the wider loungers, our limbs intertwined as we gazed up at the stars. The twins snuggled against me, one on each side, while Zara rested her head on my chest.

“That was the definition of fun,” Raven murmured, tracing patterns on my arm.

“You’re nothing like the other professors,” Lexi added with a contented sigh. “They’re all so boring and predictable.”

“Our former professor would probably have a heart attack if he even thought about doing something like this,” Raven giggled.

I laughed despite myself, though a wave of guilt washed over me. Yet as I felt their warm bodies pressed against mine, their soft breath on my skin, I couldn’t bring myself to regret it. There was something intoxicating about them, something that pulled me in despite knowing better.

“You’re thinking too much,” Zara whispered, pressing a kiss to my chest. “I can hear the gears turning in your head.”

“Just enjoying the moment,” I said, forcing myself to relax.

The twins were already drifting off, their breathing becoming deeper and more rhythmic. Once they were asleep, I turned to Zara, whose eyes were still open.

“Were they just teasing you earlier about talking about me so much, or is it true?” I asked.

She buried her face against my chest, her cheeks heating. “It’s true… I do talk about you a lot. Not on purpose, it just kind of slips out.”

“That doesn’t really make sense,” I teased her.

She lifted her head slowly, smiling widely. “I can’t help it. I just love you, and I’m proud of you. All the girls in class talk about you, and they practically fought each other for the chance to come with us.”

“I love you, Zara. It’s great to be back with you and Mom.”

“I feel the same,” she whispered. “You’re… you’re not embarrassed that I talk about you so much?”

“Of course not,” I said, smiling at the vulnerable side she rarely showed me. “If anything, it makes me proud.”

Her shoulders relaxed, and a shy giggle slipped out. “Then I’m glad… because I’ll probably keep doing it.”

“That’s fine with me,” I murmured.

Our eyes lingered on each other, drifting to our lips. The pull between us grew until neither of us resisted. We leaned in, kissing softly at first, then holding it longer and enjoying the closeness.

We broke the kiss and drew in a deep breath. Zara fell asleep shortly after, her body growing heavy against mine. I stared up at the stars, listening to the distant sounds of the city below us, feeling at peace.

Eventually, my eyes grew heavy too, and I surrendered to sleep, the warmth of the three women wrapped around me lulling me into darkness.

* * *

As the sun rose, I jolted awake to the sound of a keycard being inserted into a door. Disoriented, I blinked in the gray light of early dawn, momentarily confused about where I was.

The mechanical click of a lock releasing snapped me fully awake. My heart began pounding as I realized we were still on the hotel rooftop, naked under our towels, and someone was about to discover us.


Chapter 4

Footsteps echoed across the deck, hotel staff arriving to prepare the area for the day. I glanced at my watch: 8:00 AM.

“Wake up,” I said, shaking Zara and the twins. “Someone’s coming!”

The girls stirred groggily, their eyes fluttering open with confusion. Zara was the first to become fully alert, quickly clutching her towel tighter around her body. The twins took longer to register the danger, still half-asleep on the lounger as the rooftop door creaked open.

I motioned for them to get up, but it was too late. An elegant woman in her forties stepped out onto the deck, dressed in a charcoal suit. Her dark hair was pulled back in a ponytail, and her arms crossed as she surveyed the scene: three young women with me in the middle, all of us wrapped in hotel towels with our clothes scattered around the pool.

Her expression hardened, lips thinning to a tight line as she took in the situation. “What exactly do you think you’re doing?” she demanded, her voice cold and clipped.

I stood up quickly, adjusting my towel to ensure I was covered. “We were just—”

“Trespassing in a private area after hours,” she finished for me, her gaze sweeping over the pool and our discarded underwear still drying on a nearby chair. “I’m the hotel manager, and this rooftop is reserved exclusively for our executive suite guests.”

The twins were now fully awake, huddling together with wide, fearful eyes. Lexi whispered something to Raven that made both their faces drain of color.

“We’re very sorry,” I said, trying to sound respectful and regretful while my mind raced for a solution. “We didn’t realize this area was restricted.”

The manager’s eyebrow arched skeptically. “The sign on the door reading ‘Authorized Personnel Only’ wasn’t a clue? Or perhaps the keycard access point that you somehow bypassed?”

After rubbing her eyes, Zara stepped in. “It was unlocked when we came up. We thought—”

“Save it,” the manager cut her off with a raised hand. “This area is private. You’re trespassing. Normally, this means I call the police.”

My stomach dropped at the mention of the police. Images flashed through my mind: newspaper headlines about a professor caught with students, my career in ruins, Valentina’s disappointment, and criminal charges on top of it.

The twins exchanged panicked glances. “Please don’t,” Raven whispered. “We can’t get in trouble with the school.”

“We’re marketing students,” Lexi added desperately. “If this gets back to the university—”

“You should have considered the consequences before breaking in,” the manager replied, unmoved. She pulled out her phone. “I’ll need all of your names for the report.”

“Wait,” I said. “Can I speak with you privately for a moment?”

She looked skeptical but nodded curtly. “Get dressed,” she told the girls. “Don’t even think about trying to leave.”

After getting dressed, I followed her a few yards away, my mind calculating furiously. I had to fix this, for all our sakes.

“Look,” I began in a low voice, “I understand we broke the rules, and there should be consequences. But involving the police seems excessive for what amounts to a stupid prank.”

Her expression remained impassive. “Rules exist for a reason, sir. What if one of you had fallen into the pool while intoxicated? The liability alone—”

“What if I compensated the hotel?” I interrupted, desperate now. “For the inconvenience and potential liability issues.”

Her eyebrow raised slightly. “Compensated how?”

I took a deep breath. “Five thousand dollars. Cash. Today. And we check out immediately, no fuss.”

She studied me for a long moment, her eyes calculating. Then, surprisingly, the corner of her mouth twitched upward. “And the security footage?”

My blood ran cold. I hadn’t even considered cameras. “Deleted,” I added firmly. “All of it. Like we were never here.”

She tapped her finger against her crossed arms, considering. “Five thousand is a significant amount for a night’s trespassing.”

“It’s worth it to avoid unnecessary complications,” I replied, holding her gaze steadily despite my pounding heart.

After what felt like an eternity, she smirked. “Fine. I’ll make this disappear. Meet me in my office in thirty minutes with the cash. Room 112, management suite.”

Relief flooded through me. “Thank you.”

She turned to leave, then paused. “And sir? Don’t ever try something like this in my hotel again.”

I nodded, watching as she disappeared back through the door. Only when it closed behind her did I allow my shoulders to slump.

The girls had dressed quickly, gathering around me with worried expressions.

“What happened?” Zara asked, clutching my arm. “What did she say?”

I ran a hand through my hair, the weight of what I’d just promised settling over me. “She’s letting us go. No police and no report to the university.”

“Really?” Lexi’s face lit up with hope. “Just like that?”

“Not exactly,” I admitted, my stomach clenching. “I have to pay her five thousand dollars to delete the security footage and forget this happened.”

Their eyes widened in unison.

“Five thousand dollars?” Raven repeated incredulously. “That’s extortion!”

“That’s the deal,” I said grimly. “Let’s get back to the room. I need to hit an ATM.”

Once we were dressed and back in our hotel room, reality hit me. Five thousand dollars. I didn’t have that kind of money just sitting around. I’d have to empty my savings account, max out my credit card with cash advances, and it would still leave me financially crippled.

I sat heavily on the bed, head in my hands, calculating how I would manage this. My finances were already stretched thin.

Zara sat beside me, placing a hand on my back. “You look like you’re about to be sick.”

“I don’t exactly have five grand to spare,” I admitted, not looking up.

“How bad is it?” she asked, her voice serious.

I sighed, finally meeting her eyes. “Bad. This is going to wipe me out completely. I’ll be in debt for months.”

The twins exchanged guilty looks. “We’re so sorry,” Raven said, her earlier playfulness completely gone. “This is our fault too. We pushed for coming up here.”

“We could help,” Lexi said. “We have some money saved from our affiliate marketing—”

I shook my head firmly. “No. I got us into this mess, I’ll get us out.” I stood up, grabbing my wallet. “I need to find some ATMs.”

* * *

Thirty minutes later, I returned to the room with an envelope full of cash. My savings account was empty, my credit cards maxed out with cash advances that would accrue interest immediately. I felt physically ill looking at the stack of bills that represented months of financial struggle ahead.

“I’ll meet you all in the lobby after I take care of this,” I told them, heading for the door. “Pack everything up. We’re leaving as soon as I’m done.”

The manager was waiting in her office, perfectly composed behind her desk. I handed over the envelope without a word. She counted it, her red-painted nails flicking through the bills.

“All seems to be in order,” she said, tucking the envelope into her desk drawer. “I’ve already deleted today’s rooftop footage. This incident never happened.”

I nodded stiffly. “Thank you.”

Her eyes softened. “Word of advice? Be more careful about where you have your orgies. Next time, the price might be higher than money.”

I left without responding, the weight of her words following me down the hallway. In the lobby, the girls were waiting with our bags, subdued and anxious. We checked out quickly and loaded everything into my car. The drive back to campus was quiet, all of us lost in our own thoughts.

After about twenty minutes, Zara broke the silence, looking at me with concern. “You didn’t have that money to spare, did you?”

I kept my eyes on the road. “No.”

She studied my profile. “How bad is it really?”

I sighed. “I’m completely tapped out. Savings gone, and credit cards maxed. I’ll be paying this off for months.”

Zara mulled it over, trying to come up with something. “Why don’t you just go to Tatiana? She’d give you extra work in a heartbeat.”

I frowned. “I can’t just ask her for favors.”

“Why not?” Zara persisted. “She already gives you special treatment.”

The twins’ eyes lit up. “Wait, Tatiana? The president?” Raven asked, leaning forward. “Why would she help you?”

Zara grinned slyly, turning to face them. “Because she loves him. She’s been flirting with him since day one.”

The twins gasped and started giggling. “No way!” Lexi exclaimed. “The university president has a thing for you?”

“Tell us everything,” Raven demanded, her earlier guilt momentarily forgotten in the excitement of fresh gossip.

“She doesn’t love me,” I muttered, rolling my eyes. “You’re imagining things.”

“Am I?” Zara said playfully. “She unbuttoned the top button of her blouse in front of you. She calls Mom way more often since you started teaching. And don’t forget how she always finds an excuse to talk to you.”

The twins were eating this up, their eyes wide with delight.

“Does she wear special outfits when she knows she’ll see you?” Lexi asked eagerly.

“Has she invited you to her office after hours?” Raven added.

“No and no,” I said firmly, though Zara’s words had planted a seed in my mind. Had Tatiana been giving me special attention? There was that moment in the dorm hallway when she’d called me the “hottest professor on campus” right in front of Dr. Morgan.

“Seriously, though,” Zara said, her tone more gentle now. “She could help. Extra projects, research assistance, something. You need the money, and she’d be thrilled to have an excuse to spend time with you.”

I didn’t respond, but I couldn’t deny she had a point. The financial hole I’d just dug myself into was deep, and I needed a way out that wouldn’t involve months of ramen noodles and declined credit cards.

As we neared campus, where the twins were staying, I made a mental note to check Tatiana’s office hours on Monday. Maybe Zara was right. Maybe Tatiana could offer some legitimate work that would help ease my financial burden. And if she did have some kind of interest in me beyond the professional… Well, that was something to consider another day.

For now, I just needed to focus on getting through the weekend and figuring out how to manage my new financial reality. The irony wasn’t lost on me. I’d started teaching to establish stability, to be the responsible adult. Yet here I was, broke and contemplating asking my boss for financial help because I’d been caught naked on a hotel rooftop with my sister and two students.

The twins kissed both of my cheeks. “We’re sorry again,” Raven said, her playful tone gone.

I grabbed both their hands. “It’s okay,” I reassured them. “I’ll sort it out.”

“Okay, let us know how it went … with Tatiana,” Lexi said with a wink.

“My sister will keep you updated,” I said, earning me a playful shoulder punch from her.

* * *

We made it home just before lunchtime. Valentina’s car was in the driveway, and I felt a fresh wave of anxiety. I wasn’t ready to face her questions or scrutiny, not with the morning’s financial disaster still weighing on me.

“Home sweet home,” I said, trying to sound normal as I pulled into the driveway behind Valentina’s car.

Zara gave me a reassuring squeeze on the arm. “Relax. She won’t suspect anything.”

“Your face gives everything away,” I muttered, parking the car.

“Then let me do the talking,” she replied with a wink.

We grabbed our bags and headed inside. The smell of Valentina’s burgers greeted us as we walked through the door.

“Welcome,” she said.

I dropped my bag by the stairs and took a deep breath, preparing myself to act normal. Zara nudged me toward the kitchen, her smile far too innocent to be trusted. Valentina looked up as we entered, her therapist’s eyes instantly scanning our faces.

“Well, you two look refreshed,” she said, setting the buns on the table. “How was the conference?”

“Enlightening,” I said, moving to help set the table. “Some good speakers.”

Valentina handed me a stack of plates. “And how was the hotel? Nice place?”

“Very nice,” I said, arranging the silverware.

“It had a really soft bed and a big shower,” Zara said with a giggle that made me roll my eyes.

“And there’s not a hole in your wallet?” Valentina asked, her gaze sweeping over me. “That’s an expensive place, after all.”

“Well,” I said, scratching the back of my neck. “I’ll sort it out.”

“You could’ve just come back here, you know,” Valentina said, filling our glasses with water before sitting down.

“We decided to have some fun instead,” Zara chimed in, making me narrow my eyes at her.

“In a hotel?” Valentina asked, surprised.

Zara nodded. “We watched a movie, played some games, and swam in the pool.”

“I really hope you girls didn’t pressure him into paying for something extravagant,” Valentina said.

“They didn’t,” I cut in, taking a seat. “Everything went fine.”

After that, we turned the conversation to Valentina. She told us about her work and everything else she’d been busy with.

Then Valentina asked the question I’d been dreading, “Did you two sleep in the same room?”

Zara didn’t hesitate. “Yes,” she said with a smile that was far too innocent.

I felt heat rush to my face, my cheeks burning as I stared down at my plate.

“We did it to save money,” Zara added quickly, giving me a small kick under the table. “Hotel rooms are so expensive in that area.”

Valentina’s eyes narrowed slightly as she looked between us. I could practically see the wheels turning in her head, her therapist’s training picking up on every micro-expression and nervous gesture. For a moment, I was certain she knew everything: about Zara, about the twins, about the rooftop and the five thousand dollars.

Then, to my surprise, she smiled. “That makes sense. I’m glad you two are being practical.”

“The burger is amazing, Mom,” I said, desperate to change the subject.

“I’m glad,” she said with a smile. “You deserve it for all the hard work.”

“I sure do.”


Chapter 5

When Monday finally came, it was time to get back to work, still feeling the financial weight of the weekend’s disaster. The knowledge that my bank account was empty and my credit cards maxed out hung over me like a dark cloud. Throughout my classes, I struggled to focus on teaching, my mind constantly returning to the mountain of debt I now faced.

As my final class ended and students filed out, I sat at my desk, staring blankly at my lesson plans. The time had come to swallow my pride. I needed money, and according to Zara, Tatiana was my best option.

I packed up my materials and headed across campus to the administration building.

Tatiana’s office was on the top floor, with a reception area guarded by her assistant.

“I’d like to see President Bennett, please,” I said, trying to sound confident. “Is she available?”

The assistant glanced at her computer screen. “Do you have an appointment, Professor Hale?”

“No, but it’s important. Tell her it’s Nathan.”

She raised an eyebrow but picked up her phone. After a brief exchange, she looked up at me with surprise. “President Bennett says you can go right in.”

I thanked her and approached the door to Tatiana’s office, taking a deep breath before knocking.

“Come in, Nathan,” called Tatiana’s voice from inside, informal like usual.

I pushed open the door and stepped into her spacious office. Tatiana was seated behind her large desk, but she rose when she saw me. My breath caught slightly as I took her in. She wore a deep burgundy dress that looked quite informal for a university president, the neckline dipping just low enough to be professional yet still revealing the upper parts of her beige breasts. Her auburn hair was styled in loose waves around her shoulders, and her makeup was flawless, highlighting her high cheekbones and full lips.

“Nathan,” she said warmly, coming around the desk. “What a pleasant surprise.”

As she moved closer, I caught her scent and expensive vanilla and amber perfume. It suited her perfectly, making her even more attractive.

“I hope I’m not interrupting anything important,” I said, suddenly feeling underdressed in my standard button-down and slacks.

“Nothing that can’t wait.” She smiled, gesturing toward a seating area by the window. “Please, sit. Would you like some coffee? Water?”

“Water would be great, thank you.”

She pressed a button on her desk phone and requested water from her assistant before joining me on the plush sofa. She sat closer than strictly necessary, her knee almost touching mine.

“So,” she said, studying me with those intelligent eyes. “To what do I owe this unexpected visit? I don’t often get professors dropping by unannounced … Especially not good-looking ones.”

There I heard it again. The flirtatious tone. Maybe my little sister had been right all along. I cleared my throat, searching for the right words. “I was wondering if there might be any opportunities for additional work. Extra classes, research projects, anything that might be available.”

Tatiana tilted her head, a curious smile playing on her lips. Her fingers brushed a strand of hair behind her ear, drawing my attention to the gold earrings that caught the light. Gosh, she was so elegant and sexy. A bit like my mother, but not as secretive.

“Extra work? Like when you stepped in last week with … what was her name, Jolie?”

“Yes, that’s correct.”

“Why the sudden interest?” She leaned forward slightly. “Did something happen?”

I hesitated, not wanting to reveal the humiliating truth about the hotel rooftop incident. “I got myself into a bit of a sticky financial situation recently. Nothing serious,” I said, “but some extra income would help tremendously right now.”

Tatiana studied me, her eyes searching mine as if trying to read the full story. To my relief, she didn’t press for details. “I see … I’m more than happy to help you. I’ve been in sticky situations too when I was your age.”

“It can happen to anyone.”

“You’re right,” she said, her expression softening into a smile. “I might have something perfect for you.”

The assistant arrived with our water, interrupting briefly before leaving us alone again. Tatiana sipped her drink, watching me over the rim of her cup.

“My daughter,” she began, setting down her cup. “Isabella. She’s been struggling academically this semester. Her grades have been slipping, and I’m concerned.”

I nodded, waiting for her to continue.

“She’s a cheerleader, very popular and very social. All of which is wonderful, but it seems to be taking priority over her studies.” Tatiana sighed, looking genuinely worried. “She needs private tutoring from someone who can actually get through to her. Someone she’ll listen to.”

“And you think that could be me?” I asked, surprised by the suggestion.

“I do.” Tatiana’s eyes held mine. “She’s smart. Very smart. But she’s distracted. Maybe you can help her focus.”

The opportunity seemed almost too perfect. Private tutoring would pay well, and it was legitimate work that wouldn’t raise any eyebrows.

“I’d be happy to help,” I said without hesitation.

“I can even pay you directly after the first day, if it’s urgent with your finances.”

“That would be amazing,” I said, feeling relieved she was willing to go to such an extent to help me. “When would you like me to start?”

Tatiana’s face lit up with a smile. “Are you free now? She should be at cheerleading practice, and I could introduce you.”

“Now works for me,” I said, feeling a wave of relief at how quickly things were falling into place.

We finished our water, and Tatiana led me across campus, chatting easily about her daughter as we walked. According to Tatiana, Isabella was struggling with several subjects, particularly marketing and economics. She had the potential for excellence but lacked the motivation to apply herself.

“She’s always been more interested in the social aspects of school,” Tatiana explained as we approached the athletics complex. “Which is fine, to an extent. But I worry about her future if she doesn’t start taking her studies seriously.”

The practice gym was warm and echoed with pop music and the sound of sneakers squeaking against the polished floor. A group of cheerleaders was in the middle of a routine, their movements athletic with a hint of sensuality.

“That’s my darling, Isabella,” Tatiana said proudly, pointing to a girl in the center of the formation.

I followed her gaze and saw a stunning young woman with long auburn hair pulled into a high ponytail. She moved with youth and confidence, her toned, slim body perfectly suited to the acrobatics of cheerleading. Even from a distance, I could see she had inherited her mother’s features, though with a younger quality. It wasn’t just the hair, but an oval-shaped face and plump lips.

We waited for a break in the practice before approaching. When the music stopped, Tatiana waved to catch her daughter’s attention. Isabella spotted us and jogged over, the ponytail wagging side to side, slightly breathless from the routine.

Up close, she was even more beautiful than I’d first thought. Her skin glowed with youth and vitality, and her bright blue eyes were so deep and beautiful that I almost drowned in them. The cheerleading uniform showed off her toned legs and slim waist, and a light sheen of sweat made her skin look dewy and fresh. Her breasts were perky, not as big as her mother’s, but they certainly sat higher on her chest.

“Valentina? What are you doing here?” she asked, grabbing a towel to wipe her face.

“Isabella, I’d like you to meet Professor Hale from the Business Department,” Tatiana said. “He’s agreed to tutor you to help bring up your grades.”

Isabella turned to look at me, and I watched as her expression shifted from mild annoyance to surprised interest. A blush spread across her cheeks as she extended her hand.

“Nice to meet you, Professor,” she said, her voice softer than it had been when addressing her mother.

“Likewise,” I replied, shaking her hand professionally. “Your mother tells me you’re having some trouble with marketing concepts. It’s a challenging subject, but I’m sure we can get you back on track.”

Tatiana casually slipped an arm around her daughter’s shoulders. “Isabella’s one of our best, at least on the field. In the classroom, not so much.”

“Mom,” Isabella said, her blush deepening.

“It’s true,” Tatiana said with a shrug. “But that’s why Professor Hale is here to help.”

“I’ve found that most students struggle not because they can’t understand the material, but because they haven’t found a way to connect with it,” I said, trying to sound encouraging. “We’ll find an approach that works for you.”

Isabella tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, looking up at me through her lashes. “I hate studying,” she admitted with a chuckle. “But I’ll try harder if you’re the one teaching me.”

The comment was innocent enough, but there was something in her tone that suggested more than academic interest. I maintained my professional demeanor, ignoring the flutter of warning in my chest.

“Great. When would be a good time to start?” I asked, looking between Isabella and Tatiana.

“How about Wednesday after practice?” Isabella suggested quickly. “Around five?”

“That works for me,” I agreed.

“Perfect,” Tatiana said, clearly pleased with how well the introduction had gone. Her eyes lingered on her daughter’s face, and I noticed a hint of a sly smile forming on her lips as she observed Isabella’s reaction to me.

After setting up the details for our first session, Isabella returned to her practice, and Tatiana pulled me aside near the gym entrance.

“Thank you for doing this,” she said warmly. “I think you’ll be exactly what she needs.”

“I’m happy to help,” I replied honestly. “And grateful for the opportunity.”

Tatiana’s smile widened. “I knew you’d be good for her. She seems very motivated already.”

There was something knowing in her tone that made me wonder if she’d noticed her daughter’s attraction to me. “Well, that’s a great start … Oh, by the way, please don’t tell my mom about my financial situation.”

“I promise,” Tatiana said firmly, making me know that I could trust her.

Then Tatiana glanced around to ensure we were alone, then stepped forward and wrapped her arms around me in a hug. The unexpected physical contact caught me off guard. Her body pressed against mine, soft and warm, her perfume enveloping me, her breasts mashed against my chest and her warm breath flowing down my neck. It wasn’t a quick, friendly hug. She held on a moment longer than was strictly appropriate, her hand sliding slightly down my back before she pulled away.

“I’m looking forward to hearing about her progress,” she said, her voice slightly husky. “Keep me updated, will you?”

“Of course,” I said after she broke the hug.

I left the university, feeling relieved at the financial lifeline Tatiana had thrown me. The memory of her embrace lingered, the scent of her perfume clinging to my shirt like a souvenir.

* * *

When I arrived home, I found Zara on the couch reading a marketing textbook. She wore tiny shorts that showed off her long, tanned legs and a tank top that clung to her curves. Her blonde hair was loose as always. She looked up as I entered, a mischievous smile playing on her glossy lips.

“Well, well, look who’s hitting the books,” I said jokingly, setting down my bag. “I’m proud of you for taking your studies seriously.”

Zara blew me a raspberry and rolled her eyes. “Oh, please, like I have a choice with you breathing down my neck about grades.” But she was still smiling as she patted the couch next to her. “Come cuddle with me, I’m lonely.”

“I sure need some of that.” I happily obliged, settling in beside her and wrapping an arm around her shoulders. She snuggled against me, her warm body molding to mine. I breathed in the familiar scent of her strawberry shampoo, marveling at how perfectly she fit in my arms.

“You smell like perfume,” Zara commented, nuzzling my neck. “Which lucky girl did you fuck today?”

I chuckled. “It’s not what you think. I got a hug from Tatiana after she offered me a job.”

Zara sat up straighter, her blue eyes sparkling with interest. “Oh, that’s right. So you asked her?”

“Yup.”

“And she gave you a hug on top of it?”

“Yup, again.”

“Don’t just sit there, tell me more! And how exactly did this hug happen?”

I filled her in on the details of my meeting with Tatiana and the tutoring position with Isabella. Zara listened intently, a smirk spreading across her face.

“Oh my God, you’re totally going to bang her daughter,” she giggled, poking me in the ribs. “I can already picture it, sexy study sessions turned sweaty make-out sessions…”

“Hey now,” I said, feeling my face heat. “It’s not like that. This is strictly professional.”

Zara snorted. “Right, because Tatiana is so professional with you. Wake up, Nathan. She wants you, and I bet she’s hoping you’ll seduce her little princess too.”

I shifted uncomfortably, not wanting to acknowledge the ring of truth in Zara’s words. “You’re reading too much into it. She just gave me a friendly hug.”

“A friendly hug,” Zara repeated, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “Has she ever hugged you before?”

“Well … no.”

“Exactly.” Zara looked triumphant. “I’m telling you, she’s into you. I called this from day one.”

I sighed, not bothering to argue further. I knew Zara would believe what she wanted to believe. And honestly, a small part of me wondered if she was right. Tatiana’s behavior had seemed to cross the line from professional to personal recently.

Eager to change the subject, I brought up the twins. “Speaking of grades, how are Raven and Lexi doing in their classes? They were quite chatty today.”

Zara smirked. “They’re struggling a bit. But I’m sure their favorite professor would be happy to give them some extra credit, right? Maybe a private study session?”

I groaned, pinching the bridge of my nose. “It’s going to be suspicious if I give every girl in class straight A’s.”

“So far it’s only been me,” Zara said. “And the Titty Twins aren’t that bad. I think they got a B on the last test.”

“I’ll give them a little boost, but nothing outrageous as I do with you.”

“Outrageous,” she said and chuckled. Her hand slid up my thigh, her fingers nearing my crotch. I felt my body responding instantly to her touch, my heartbeat quickening. “I call it sibling love, and you know I love being there for you too.”

“I do,” I said, feeling the heat immediately.

“I’ll let you do anything you want to me.”

My resolve crumbled like a sandcastle under a wave. “Anything?” I asked, my voice rough with wanting her.

“Anything,” she confirmed, moving to straddle my lap. She rolled her hips against me, and I groaned at the friction. Zara grinned, victorious, and pressed her mouth against mine in a kiss. I kissed her sweet lips back, our tongues tangling, teeth nipping and lips sucking. She tasted like cherry lip gloss and forbidden fruit.

“We have to be quick,” she gasped between kisses, already fumbling with my belt. “Mom will be home soon.”

The mention of our mother sent a taboo thrill through me, heightening my arousal. The risk, the wrongness of it all, only made me want Zara more.

“Bedroom. Now.” I stood, lifting her easily. She wrapped her legs around my waist as I carried her to my room, our lips never parting.

I kicked the door shut behind us and tumbled onto the bed with Zara beneath me. Clothes were hurriedly discarded, tossed aside in our haste to feel skin on skin. And then I was inside her, thrusting deep, swallowing her moans with my kisses.

We moved together urgently, all frantic passion and breathless pleas. Zara’s nails raked down my back as she urged me harder and faster. The bed creaked loudly, but neither of us cared. All that mattered was the building pleasure, the delicious friction, the pulsing need to come raw inside her.

“Nathan!” Zara moaned out as she climaxed hard, her body clenching around me. I followed right after, burying my face against her neck to muffle my own sounds of ecstasy as I emptied myself inside her.

We lay tangled together after, sweaty and sated, trading kisses as our racing hearts gradually slowed.

Zara was mine, and I was hers. The forbidden nature of our bond only made it more powerful. And now, with Isabella and possibly Tatiana added to the mix, things were bound to get even more complicated.

But in that moment, I pushed those thoughts aside. For now, I just wanted to hold my sister close and enjoy the fleeting peace before the next temptation inevitably presented itself.


Chapter 6

It was Wednesday, and I had just finished grading the latest round of tests, feeling satisfied as I marked A’s for Lexi, Raven, and Zara. Their hard work was paying off. As I set down my red pen, my phone buzzed with a text from an unknown number. Curious, I opened the message to find it was from Isabella, Tatiana’s daughter.

She had sent a blushing emoji along with a question, When will you come over?

I felt excited to see her again. Isabella was undeniably attractive, but the situation felt precarious given that she was my boss’s daughter. Still, I found myself typing back that I would be there in half an hour.

Her next text asked if I liked cheesecake. Thinking it was a sweet gesture, I replied that I did. She seemed eager to please me and make a good impression.

I grabbed my keys and headed out. I drove through the upscale neighborhood where Tatiana and Isabella lived. I pulled into the driveway of their stunning home, which was modern and minimalistic yet undeniably luxurious with its sleek lines and manicured landscaping.

I parked in the driveway and walked up to the door. I heard footsteps scurrying inside, and the door opened before I could even knock. There stood Isabella, her auburn hair cascading down her shoulders in glossy waves, her toned body clad in form-fitting leggings and a tank top that hinted at her lifted, youthful, round breasts. She had clearly been working out since she had a light sheen of sweat on her upper boobs.

“I was just stretching and practicing some routines,” she explained, slightly out of breath. “Come on in.”

I followed her inside, taking in the open floor plan, high ceilings, and expensive furniture. Abstract art adorned the walls and a massive fireplace anchored the living room. It was an impressive space.

In the dining room, Isabella had set out tea and a homemade cheesecake on the table. I complimented her efforts and she blushed.

“It was really sweet of you to bake for me,” I told her sincerely.

“I have to admit, I’m a bit shy about all this,” Isabella confessed as we sat down. “But my mom insisted I make sure you feel welcome and comfortable here.”

“Your mother is lovely,” I said. “I’m very grateful for the tutoring work she’s given me.”

Isabella nodded, pouring the tea. “She talks about you a lot. At first I thought it was just because you’re my new tutor, but…”

I arched an eyebrow, her words catching my attention. “But what? What does she say about me exactly?”

A small, secretive smile played on Isabella’s glossy lips. “She says you’re smart and driven. That you have a bright future ahead of you. And that any girl would be lucky to have your attention.”

I felt heat rise to my face at the indirect compliment and subtle implication. “That’s very flattering. Your mother is too kind.”

“Is she wrong though?” Isabella asked, her blue eyes sparkling with mischief. “I mean, you’re young, successful, not to mention extremely attractive. Surely you have girls lining up for a chance with you.”

I laughed, both flattered and taken aback by her boldness. “I don’t know about that. But we should probably focus on your studies, don’t you think?”

“If we must,” Isabella sighed dramatically, but she was still smiling. “I have to warn you though, I’m not always the most diligent student. But I’m willing to bet I’ll learn much better with such a handsome teacher.”

There it was again, that flirtatious energy simmering just beneath the surface of our interaction. We finished the cheesecake and settled on the couch. I tried to redirect the conversation to the actual coursework, but Isabella’s attention kept drifting.

She asked me questions about my time working at the ad agency, wanting personal anecdotes and details about my experiences in the industry. I found myself opening up to her, sharing stories I hadn’t told many people. She listened intently, jotting down notes and laughing at all the right moments.

As we talked, we inched closer. I was hyperaware of her proximity, the sweet scent of her perfume, and the way she toyed with her hair as she spoke. All the clues she was interested in more than my teaching. Old fantasies resurfaced in my mind, memories of being an undergraduate myself, daydreaming about the beautiful, unattainable college girls I longed for.

“What were you like in college?” Isabella asked, as if reading my thoughts. “I bet you were the big man on campus, right?”

I chuckled. “Hardly. I was quieter back then, as I was very focused on my studies. Not exactly a party animal.”

“Did you have any crushes?” she asked, leaning forward with keen interest. “Come on, you can tell me. I won’t judge.”

I hesitated, but her open, friendly manner made me want to be honest. “There was this one girl, a cheerleader. She barely knew I existed, but I thought she was the most gorgeous thing I’d ever seen. I used to fantasize about her constantly.”

Isabella giggled, her hand coming to rest on my arm. “Well, it seems like you might be getting a second chance at that college fantasy now, doesn’t it?”

Her words, combined with her touch, made something stir inside me. I knew I should put a stop to this, maintain some professional distance. But as I looked into her eyes, all rational thought fled my mind.

Slowly, we both leaned in. Her lips met mine, soft and sweet like the cheesecake we’d shared. The kiss deepened, tongues tracing our lips till they finally met and intertwined. My hand slid into her auburn hair as I pulled her closer, our tutoring session completely forgotten.

Some distant part of my brain screamed that this was a terrible idea. That Tatiana would have my head if she found out. That I was risking everything. But the rest of me didn’t care. I was lost in Isabella’s kiss, in the heat of her body pressed against mine, in the giddy thrill of forbidden desire.

There was no going back now. I had crossed a line with my boss’s daughter. And God help me, I didn’t want to stop.

My hands found their way under her tank top, feeling the warm, soft skin beneath. Isabella moaned against my lips, encouraging me to continue. I pulled back just long enough to look into her eyes.

“I never thought this would happen during our first tutoring session,” I admitted, my voice rough with desire.

She laughed, and that sound made my heart race faster. “This isn’t even tutoring anymore. Way better, don’t you think?”

“I agree.”

Without waiting for my answer, she crossed her arms and pulled her tank top over her head. My smile widened as I took in the sight of her fresh breasts, held by a delicate pink bra that contrasted beautifully with her lightly tanned skin.

“What are you looking at?” she teased, reaching behind to unhook her bra.

When it fell away, I couldn’t help but marvel at her. The symmetry was breathtaking, each breast perfectly rounded, with rosy suckable nipples.

“Damn, you’re beautiful,” I whispered.

She took my hands and guided them to her breasts. “So, now they’re not so cold.”

I chuckled and cupped her boobs with my hands. Isabella glanced down at my lap and smiled. “I can see how much you appreciate the view,” she said, her hand brushing against the obvious bulge in my pants.

I leaned forward, taking one nipple into my mouth, swirling my tongue around the hardened bud. Isabella gasped, her fingers threading through my hair, holding me close. I sucked gently before moving to her other breast, giving it the same attention while my hands explored the curve of her waist and her back.

“Your turn,” she said, tugging at my shirt.

I quickly removed it, and she ran her hands over my chest and shoulders with obvious appreciation. Before I knew it, she was unbuckling my belt.

I lifted my hips, allowing her to pull my pants down. She slid off the couch, positioning herself between my legs, looking up at me with those innocent blue eyes that now held nothing but lust.

“I’ve always had a student professor fetish,” she admitted.

“So have I … but it’s already been satisfied,” I said before I realized that I shouldn’t.

“You’ve already hooked up with other students?” she said, watching me closely with a grin.

“Forget I said that.”

“I’m not going to tell Mom about it,” she promised me.

“Alright, I have,” I said, trying not to sound shameful. “But they’re all over me, so don’t judge me.”

“I don’t judge them,” she said with a titter. “Because I’m also all over you.” Her fingers hooked into the waistband of my boxers, and she yanked them down. As she freed my erection, a small, appreciative sound escaped her lips as it bobbed back and forth till it stood erect and aimed straight at her. She wrapped her hand around me, stroking slowly before leaning forward to swallow me whole.

The wet heat of her mouth was almost too much to bear. I groaned, my head falling back against the couch cushions as she bobbed her head up and down, sucking while moving her head. With each bob, she swallowed me deeper, her hand working in tandem with her mouth so not an inch was left uncovered.

Not wanting to be passive, I reached down to caress her thighs, my fingers finding the waistband of her leggings. I tugged them down, revealing a matching pink thong. She shifted to help me remove them completely, never breaking her rhythm.

My fingers found their way between her legs, discovering she was already soaking wet. I slid one finger inside her, then another, curling them to find that spot that made her moan around my cock. It felt so good to touch her there, the squishy, sweet flesh I so badly wanted to enter.

She kept sucking, not quick or rushed, but like she truly loved having my cock in her mouth. Even though my girth stretched her lips, there was a glint in her eyes, a smile hidden there as she looked up at me from her knees. She barely came up for air, keeping me buried inside as her lips slid up and down my shaft, her soft tongue constantly rubbing against me.

The best part was when she drove me all the way to the back of her throat, squeezing it tight around me, then pulled up until just the tip rested between her lips before sinking me back into the wet heat of her mouth. I had to push her hair behind her ears again and again, desperate to watch her work while saliva spilled down her chin and dripped to the base of my cock.

She never gagged, but the sounds of her sloppy sucking, wet slurps, and drool coating me made me shudder.

I leaned back and moaned, lightly thrusting into her mouth. She sucked like a dream, her pace relentless. My mind wandered to her in her cheerleading outfit, bouncing with the same energy, stamina, and fire she was showing me now. One of the sexiest girls on campus, on her knees, choking down my cock. It was like a dream come to life.

She sucked me deeper, her throat relaxing around my cock until I felt the squeeze of every swallow. Then she eased back, sealing her lips around the crown and dragging her tongue slowly across the slit, lapping at the precum that leaked out before sucking it down with a satisfied hum.

When she came back up, strings of spit connected her lips to my shaft. She caught them with her tongue, licking up the mess before swallowing me again.

“Geez, you’re gonna make me cum,” I groaned.

She pulled her head back with a wet smack, grinning as a string of saliva clung to her lip. “That’s the point, isn’t it?” she teased with a flirtatious giggle.

“I’d rather finish in your pussy,” I said, still catching my breath.

Her hand stroked me slowly. “So you want sex?” she asked, her tone playful.

“Do you?”

She nodded eagerly, her lips swollen from sucking and her eyes glazed with lust. Without another word, she stood, hooked her thumbs into her thong, and slid it down her thighs until she was bare before me.

I leaned forward as she stepped close, my hand reaching out to rub her pussy.

Her sex was gorgeous. The soft pink of her lips stood out against the smooth skin of her thighs, perfectly symmetrical, with just a slight puffiness that begged to be touched. Her outer lips parted neatly to reveal the glistening folds inside, a narrow slit shining with her wetness. The scent rising from her was something out of a wet dream: sweet, warm, and musky in the most arousing way. She shivered as my fingers slid along her slit, her hips tilting forward to meet my touch.

“You have a beautiful pussy,” I said.

“What makes it beautiful?” she asked curiously.

“The symmetry and the pinkness,” I said. I let go of her and leaned back. She climbed onto my lap, straddling me, her wet slit hovering just above my throbbing erection. A drop of her honey clung to her hole and then landed right on my tip.

She placed her hands on my shoulders. The crown made contact with her slit, and she swayed back and forth, so her lips rubbed against the shaft. Then we found each other, and she sank down, taking me fully inside her in one smooth motion till she was fully sheathed inside me. We both gasped at the sensation. She was incredibly tight, her inner walls gripping me like a velvet glove.

“Oh God,” she moaned, beginning to rock back and forth while I twitched inside her.

I grabbed her hips, guiding her into a rhythm that had us both panting. While she kept the rhythm going, her breasts bounced and jiggled. I held onto her hip while my other hand squeezed her boob. I glanced down and saw how her pussy kept rubbing against my base while I was deeply entrenched inside her, hyperaware of her walls hugging my erection perfectly.

She leaned forward to kiss me deeply as she rode me, her breasts bouncing with each movement, but coming to a halt as they were pressed against my chest. The sight of her lost in pleasure, her head thrown back, her body flushed with desire, was the most erotic thing I’d ever seen. She was so toned and fit. It was like having a young, sculpted model in my hands.

After a while, I needed to take control, fucking her harder and faster. I lifted her off me and laid her down on the couch. She shrieked in surprise before giggling breathlessly. “Strong hands, professor.”

“Be a good student and spread your legs,” I said, playing along.

She happily obliged, showing off her flexibility as she opened herself wide, her pussy glistening and slightly gaping from the attention I had already given her. Her breasts lifted with the motion, round and full, her nipples tight and flushed. They bounced with every shift of her body, soft yet perky, like they were begging to be squeezed.

I positioned myself and guided my cock to her slick entrance. The swollen lips parted around the crown, honey-slick and inviting, and I pressed forward until the head slipped inside her heat. Her gasp filled the air. I drove my hips forward, sinking deeper and deeper until I bottomed out, groaning at the tight velvet grip of her pussy.

“Fuck, you feel unbelievable,” I said, pausing only for a moment to enjoy the way her walls squeezed and pulsed around me, wet and warm and snug.

Her legs hooked around my waist, pulling me in. “Don’t stop,” she begged, her voice breaking.

I couldn’t delay it anyway. The need had built too high. I started thrusting hard, hips smacking against hers in loud, wet slaps. Each stroke dragged against her sensitive walls, spreading her open in ways that made her moan and writhe beneath me. Her breasts bounced wildly with the rhythm, her body moving with mine in a desperate dance of flesh.

Each thrust pushed a cry from her lips, high and needy. Her pussy clung to me, wet walls gripping every inch as if she refused to let me go.

“God, you’re so fucking tight,” I said, driving in harder, the couch creaking under us. “Your pussy’s milking my cock.”

She dug her nails into my back, her tits bouncing with every stroke. “Yes, yes, fuck me harder,” she gasped, her voice half-moan, half-beg. “Stretch me open, don’t stop.”

I slammed into her, faster, harder, the wet smacks echoing as her juices coated my shaft. Every time I bottomed out, her pussy squeezed like it was sucking me deeper.

“Harder,” she begged, and I was happy to oblige.

I increased my pace, driving into her so that the couch creaked, all thoughts of consequences forgotten in the heat of passion. I could feel my orgasm building, that familiar tightening at the base of my spine.

Her legs locked tight around my waist as I pounded into her, the wet smacks getting louder, faster and messier. She cried out, her nails raking across my back, her body tensing beneath me.

“I’m cumming,” she gasped, her voice breaking as her pussy clenched down on my cock in hard, desperate pulses. “Oh fuck.”

Her walls gripped me like a fist, spasming around me as she shook beneath me, her juices gushing down to soak my thighs and the couch. The way she squeezed was unbearable, milking my cock with every wave of her orgasm.

“Fuck,” I said, thrusting deep, unable to hold back. I buried myself to the hilt and let go.

My cock throbbed inside her, exploding with hot, thick spurts that filled her tight pussy. I groaned through clenched teeth as I pumped her full, each release spilling deeper, mixing with her wetness. Her body arched, moaning through the aftershocks as she felt me empty myself raw inside her.

“God, you’re taking all of it,” I said, grinding into her as the last streams pulsed out, my shaft still twitching inside her.

She held me there, trembling, her pussy fluttering around me as if she wanted to wring out every last drop. “So warm,” she whispered breathlessly, her eyes glazed with satisfaction. “I can feel you dripping into me.”

I was still deep inside her, both of us panting and covered in a fine sheen of sweat, when we heard the front door open.

“Isabella? Are you home, sweetie? I forgot my—”

Tatiana’s voice cut off abruptly as she appeared in the doorway, her eyes widening at the scene before her. Her daughter naked beneath me, my bare ass exposed, both of us clearly in the throes of climax.

“Mom! What are you doing here?” Isabella shrieked.

I scrambled off her, my cock slipping out and revealing a creampie unlike any other, cum dribbling down her daughter’s pussy lips. I reached for my boxers, my face burning with shame and panic. Tatiana stood frozen, her hand covering her mouth, her eyes darting between her daughter and me.

“I forgot something… my purse,” she stammered, gesturing vaguely toward the kitchen. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to…”

But she didn’t move. And as I hastily pulled on my boxers, I noticed something odd. Tatiana wasn’t leaving. Instead, her eyes were fixed on my chest, then trailing down to my stomach, lingering there before reluctantly meeting my gaze. There was shock in her expression, yes, but something else too, something that looked disturbingly like lust. She looked like her horny daughter for a second.

“Mom, just leave!” Isabella snapped, grabbing her tank top to cover herself.

Tatiana blinked, as if coming out of a trance. “Of course, yes, I’ll leave.”

Tatiana left quickly, her heels clicking down the foyer. I heard the door close, her car start, and we were alone again.

“Jesus,” I muttered, running a hand through my hair while glancing at her cum-soaked pussy. “I can’t believe that just happened.”

Isabella sat up, surprisingly calm as she fixed her disheveled hair. “Honestly, it’s not the first time she’s ‘accidentally’ walked in on me having sex. She has terrible timing… or maybe perfect timing, depending on how you look at it.”

I stared at her in disbelief as I pulled on my pants. “You’re not worried? That was your mother, my boss, who just caught us.”

“All moms are curious about their daughters’ sex lives,” Isabella said with a casual shrug. “It’s weird but true.”

I was surprised by how she took it. “I’m sorry … We should’ve been more discreet.”

She took my hand. “No, don’t say that. We were both equally horny. It’s no big deal. It’s happened before.”

“Well, it’s still a disaster,” I admitted, my panic rising as reality set in. “I might lose my job.”

Isabella giggled, the sound surprisingly light given the circumstances. “No way she’ll fire you. Trust me.”

“I was supposed to be tutoring you, not fucking you,” I gestured between us, my face hot with embarrassment. “This is completely unprofessional.”

“Nathan,” Isabella said, her voice suddenly serious as she took my hand again. “My mom has a major thing for you. She talks about you constantly. She’s not going to fire you over this.”

I paused, remembering Tatiana’s lingering gaze, the way she’d hugged me in her office. Maybe Isabella was right.

“You really think so?” I asked, feeling my anxiety ease slightly.

“I know so,” she replied confidently. “Besides, the sex was pretty amazing, wasn’t it?”

Despite everything, I couldn’t help but smile. “Yeah, it was.”

“Worth the risk,” she agreed with a wink, then reached for her textbook. “Now, should we actually try to get some studying done? I do need to pass this class.”

“Sure, but maybe you should get dressed. I left a big mess after all.”

She glanced down at her pink lips and giggled as she saw the load I’d left behind. “Give me a minute, and I’ll change.”

She hurried up to her room while I was left catching my breath. She came back wearing leggings and a tank top and a sweet perfume.

We spent the next hour actually working on marketing concepts. Isabella was smarter than she let on, quickly grasping ideas when I explained them clearly. By the time she needed to leave for cheerleading practice, we’d made genuine progress.

“I have to go,” she said, glancing at her phone. “The coach hates when we’re late.”

I gathered my materials, still feeling slightly dazed by how the afternoon had unfolded. As I stood to leave, Isabella wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me in for a sweet kiss. Her body pressed against mine, and I could still feel the warmth from our earlier fucking.

“This was lovely,” she murmured against my lips. “I definitely want to see you again… for more tutoring, of course.”

“As long as your mom is okay with it,” I replied, still concerned about Tatiana’s reaction.

Isabella grinned, pulling back to look me in the eyes. “Don’t worry about Mom. I told you, it’s all good.”

I wasn’t entirely convinced, but I nodded anyway.

As I drove home, my mind raced with conflicting emotions, guilt over crossing yet another line, excitement about Isabella, and anxiety about facing Tatiana again.


Chapter 7

When I arrived on campus the next day, my stomach was in knots. I kept replaying the scene of Tatiana walking in on me and Isabella in my head. Would she fire me on the spot? Ban me from ever seeing her daughter again? I wasn’t sure. Even if Isabella had told me it was no big deal. I was still embarrassed. “Hey, sorry for fucking your daughter.” It just sounded so wrong.

Even Zara noticed something was off during class, and stayed behind after everyone else left. “You don’t look like yourself today,” she said, watching me closely. “Did something happen yesterday?”

“Well… Tatiana walked in on me and Isabella having sex.”

Zara grinned at first, but quickly suppressed it when she saw the concern on my face. “Okay, but what’s the problem?”

“You don’t think she’ll be mad?”

“Hardly,” Zara said with a shrug. “You keep making it a bigger deal in your head than it actually is.”

“Maybe you’re right.”

“I usually am,” she said, then winked. “And I was right that you’d fuck her too. Let me know how it went when you’re home.”

“Sure.”

“Oh, and thanks for the A. Mom will be proud,” she added with a smile. “By the way, the twins want to see you again too.”

“You’re welcome. The test was better, but not quite A-level yet.”

She grinned and leaned in, giving me a quick kiss before heading out. I glanced at the clock, counting down the minutes, already bracing myself for the moment I’d be facing Tatiana.

* * *

I took a deep breath and stepped into the elevator, riding it up to the administrative building. The assistant looked up with a polite smile. “Hi, Mr. Hale.”

“Hello. Can I speak with Mrs. Bennet?”

“Of course. She’s been perfectly clear that you can just go to her office whenever you want.”

I went and knocked on Tatiana’s office door. “Come in,” she called. I entered, my heart pounding.

Tatiana looked up from her desk, smiling briefly. “Nathan. Please, have a seat.”

I sat down, my palms sweaty. “Tatiana, I am so sorry about yesterday. It was completely inappropriate and unprofessional. I understand if you need to let me go…”

To my surprise, Tatiana started chuckling before waving her hand dismissively. “It’s fine, Nathan. It didn’t happen on campus grounds, so there’s no issue from the university’s perspective.”

I blinked. “You’re … you’re not upset?”

“Why would I be?” she said wryly. “I don’t want to lock my daughter up for the rest of her life. She deserves her chance at college experimentation and all that.”

“Still, I feel terrible,” I said, relief and confusion warring within me. “It won’t happen again, I swear.”

Tatiana smiled. “Actually, I was going to offer you an even bigger bonus. Isabella told me you two studied quite well after I left. She said your tutoring is really helping her understand the material better.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Not only was I not fired, but I was being rewarded? “I… wow. Thank you. I’m glad I could help.”

“No, I should thank you,” she said. Then she leaned forward, her green eyes sparkling with something I couldn’t quite identify. “So tell me, Nathan. What do you think of my daughter? And be honest.”

My eyes widened. “She’s very bright. A quick learner. And obviously beautiful.”

“Isn’t she?” Tatiana agreed, pride evident in her voice. “Did she make that cheesecake for you? It’s her specialty.”

“She did,” I said. “It was delicious.”

“Isabella is a wonderful cook,” Tatiana said. Then her voice dropped to a more intimate tone. “I’d like you to keep tutoring her. She’s clearly responding well to your methods. I promise I’ll be more discreet next time.”

She giggled, and it didn’t sound entirely convincing. I had a sinking feeling that she knew exactly what she had interrupted and had no intention of avoiding a repeat incident. But I simply nodded.

“Before you leave… “How big is your financial hole?”

“Oh,” I said, trying not to blush at how embarrassing it felt to admit. “Around five grand.”

She nodded, opened a drawer, and pulled out a thick stack of bills. My eyes widened as she started counting them right in front of me. I wasn’t sure if she was joking until she slid them across the desk.

“Here,” she said. “No need to lose sleep over it, alright?”

I accepted the money, the weight of it heavy in my hands. It felt unreal. “Thank you,” I said, still in disbelief.

“You’re welcome,” she said softly, her smile making me like her even more.

* * *

When I got home, Zara was waiting on the couch in tiny shorts, legs curled under her. “Well? How did it go with Tatiana?” she asked eagerly.

I collapsed beside her with a sigh. “You’re not going to believe this. She’s not even mad. She actually wants me to keep tutoring Isabella.”

Zara’s eyes lit up as I recounted the whole thing, from how good the session with Isabella had been to the awkward moment when Tatiana walked in. When I got to that part, Zara burst out laughing.

“Oh my god, she totally did that on purpose!” she exclaimed. “She’s warming you up for a mother-daughter threesome, I’m telling you.”

I gave her a look. “You’ve been watching too much porn.”

She swatted my shoulder. “No, I haven’t. Unlike you, I’m not in denial.”

“I’m not in denial,” I protested, though part of me wondered if she had a point.

“Please,” Zara scoffed. “It’s so obvious. First, Tatiana gives you that job out of nowhere, then her daughter throws herself at you, and now she’s giving you money? They totally have a thing for you.”

“Maybe,” I admitted, but couldn’t help smiling. “But I’m more interested in what’s happening here, right now.”

Zara raised an eyebrow. “Oh? And what’s that?”

I leaned closer. “You, in those tiny shorts, looking so damn cute.”

She grinned. “You think I’m cute? After you just told me about fucking another girl?”

“You know I think you’re the sexiest,” I said, reaching to stroke her bare thigh.

Zara giggled and suddenly lunged at me, tackling me off the couch. We hit the floor with a thud, and I let out a surprised laugh as she pinned my shoulders down.

“You’re such a player,” she said playfully, straddling my hips.

I grabbed her wrists and flipped us over, reversing our positions. “And you’re trouble.”

She squirmed beneath me, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “You like trouble.”

We wrestled playfully on the carpet, rolling and laughing. As we tussled, I became aware of how her body moved against mine, especially when her crotch rubbed against my growing hardness. Each time she ground against me, even accidentally, a jolt of pleasure shot through me.

“Someone’s getting excited,” she teased me, deliberately pressing herself against my erection.

I growled and flipped her onto her back again. “You started it.”

Zara’s breathing quickened as she felt me harden further. “Maybe I did.”

Our playful wrestling took on a different energy. Her hands slipped under my shirt, nails lightly scratching my skin. I grabbed the hem of her top and tugged it upward. She arched her back, helping me remove it.

“Your turn,” she whispered, yanking at my shirt.

We tore at each other’s clothes, laughing between heated kisses. Soon we were both naked, our discarded clothing scattered around us on the living room floor. I paused to look at her, taking in her flushed face, perky breasts and toned figure. Her skin was youthfully smooth and her pink pussy was already soaked and eagerly waiting for my erection.

“Gosh, you’re so pretty,” I said, drinking in her beauty.

She smiled up at me, reaching to guide me closer. I was between her legs, my cock brushing against her slick lips. We kissed deeply as I pressed forward, the head of my cock nudging at her wet slit.

“Wait,” I said. I reached for a decorative pillow from the couch and gently lifted her neck, sliding it underneath. “There. Comfortable?”

She nodded, a smile blooming on her face. “Always taking care of me.”

Pushing my hips forward, I entered her slowly, enjoying her snug, wet walls. Her pussy felt different from Isabella’s, from Lexi’s, from anyone else’s. There was something taboo and forbidden about being inside my sister that made it feel so much more intense. Her walls gripped me perfectly, like we were made for each other. And indeed we were.

“Fuck,” I groaned as I bottomed out. “You feel amazing, Zara.”

She wrapped her arms around my back, pulling me deeper. “So do you. Nobody fills me up like you do.”

I started thrusting in and out, that had her gasping with each stroke. Her pussy was so wet, so hot around me, squeezing me like she never wanted to let go, making me aware of every inch of her pussy and how it perfectly stroked my erection.

“You like fucking me?” she whispered, her words sending a shiver down my spine.

“God, yes,” I admitted, picking up the pace.

She tangled her fingers in my hair, pulling my face close to hers. “What should I call you? Professor or brother?”

The question made my cock throb inside her. “Brother,” I said without hesitation. “Definitely brother.”

Her eyes lit up. “You like that? You like being my big brother while you fuck me?”

“Yes,” I groaned, driving into her harder so our flesh smacked.

“Oh god,” she moaned theatrically, throwing her head back. “Your cock feels so good inside me!”

Her voice grew louder with each thrust, her moans becoming more exaggerated like something from porn. But I didn’t care how performative it was, hearing her call me brother while I pounded into her was driving me wild.

“Yes! Fuck my pussy!” she cried out, her nails digging into my back.

I lost myself in her, in the wet heat of her sex, in the forbidden thrill of what we were doing. Her walls clenched around me as she came, her back arching off the floor. I wasn’t far behind, feeling my orgasm building quickly. I kept my hands above her shoulders as I rapidly slid in and out of her. For every slap, her breasts bounced magically, and I fucked her so hard her mouth turned into the perfect ‘O’. The pink flush rose upon her cheeks and deepened to the exact same color as her pussy. It was like a natural blush, and it looked so sexy.

I kept going till I couldn’t hold anything in, and at the final thrust, I grunted. I slammed deep inside her and exploded, pumping rope after rope of cum into her welcoming pussy. I held myself there, buried to the hilt, enjoying the pulsing aftershocks of pleasure as I thoroughly filled her.

“That’s it,” Zara whispered, her inner walls still squeezing me. “Give me all of it.”

“I am, darling,” I told her, micro-fucking her to make sure every drop fell inside her. I was still deep inside her, our bodies joined and sweaty, when I heard the front door open. My blood ran cold as I recognized our mother’s voice.

“Zara? Nathan? I’m home early!”

Still lying butt naked on the floor, we both froze. I was still inside Zara, my cum leaking from where our sexes met, when our mother appeared in the doorway. Her eyes widened in shock as she took in the scene before her.

“What are you two doing?” she gasped, her hand flying to her mouth.

I couldn’t move, couldn’t speak. My mind raced for some explanation, some excuse, but there was none. We were naked and obviously in the middle of sex.

“It was an accident,” Zara squeaked weakly.

I couldn’t help but roll my eyes. An accident? How could this possibly be an accident?

Our mother’s face was unreadable. “I heard you from the car,” she said, her voice surprisingly calm. “Get dressed and go to your rooms. You can’t lie there naked!”

I finally managed to move, pulling out of Zara. A thick stream of cum followed, dripping down her thighs and onto the carpet. Our mother watched, her expression tightening, as we scrambled for our clothes.

Humiliated and unable to look her in the eye, we gathered our things and hurried upstairs to Zara’s room. Once the door closed behind us, we both collapsed onto her bed, faces burning with embarrassment.

“Holy fuck,” I whispered. “Did that just happen?”

Zara nodded, still looking stunned. “I can’t believe it.”

“She didn’t seem that angry, though,” I pointed out, remembering our mother’s eerily calm voice.

“Yeah, but it was still so embarrassing,” Zara said, burying her face in her hands. “I don’t want to go down there and face her ever again.”

I looked down at my softening cock, still sticky with our combined fluids. Zara followed my gaze, noticing the mess between her own legs.

“We should clean up,” I suggested. “A shower might help us feel better.”

She nodded and rose to her feet, looking at me.

“Do you want to go first?” I asked, confused by her hesitation.

She shook her head. “I don’t want to go without you.”

Understanding dawned on me, and I felt a rush of tenderness. We went to her bathroom together, turning on the shower and stepping under the warm spray. I took the soap and gently washed her body, paying special attention to her thighs and between her legs, where my cum was still leaking out.

Zara looked down and giggled. “Wow, your load was huge,” she remarked, watching as more white fluid washed away down the drain.

Despite everything, I felt myself hardening again at her words and the sight of her wet, naked body. “If Mom wasn’t home…” I began.

“I know,” she agreed, pressing her body against mine. “I’d want to go again too.”

She wrapped her arms around me, holding me tight under the shower spray. I hugged her back, feeling her tremble slightly against me.

We finished washing, then dried each other off with fluffy towels. Once we were dry, Zara hugged me again, burying her face in my chest.

“I’m scared to go down there,” she admitted.

I stroked her hair gently. “It’ll be alright. She didn’t seem angry, just shocked. We’ll figure this out.”

We dressed in clean clothes and sat on Zara’s bed, still reluctant to go downstairs. I checked my phone and saw several missed texts from Tatiana, asking about additional tutoring sessions for Isabella. The irony wasn’t lost on me.

“What’s so funny?” Zara asked, noticing my expression.

“Tatiana wants me to tutor Isabella again tomorrow,” I said, showing her the texts. “I’ve gotten busted twice. First by Tatiana and now by Mom. What are the odds?”

Zara shook her head, a smile playing on her lips. “We must be cursed or something. It’s like the universe wants us to get caught.”

We both froze when we heard Valentina’s voice calling from downstairs, “Nathan? Zara? Can you come down, please?”

I exchanged a nervous glance with Zara, who looked as terrified as I felt. She nudged me with her elbow, gesturing toward the door.

“Say something,” she whispered.

I cleared my throat. “Be right there,” I called back, trying to sound casual.

“What do you want for dinner?” Valentina called.

Zara and I looked at each other again, neither of us expecting such a normal question after what had just happened.

She nudged me again, harder this time.

“Whatever’s fine,” I answered, my voice slightly steadier.

“I was thinking of Caesar salad,” Valentina replied. “That’s okay with you two?”

“Yeah, that sounds good,” I called back.

“It’s nice outside. Why don’t you both come down and sit on the patio while I prepare it?”

I hesitated before answering. “Sure, we’ll be right down.”

I turned to Zara. “She’s trying to make this less awkward.”

Zara chuckled. “Good luck with that.”

We made our way downstairs, both of us moving cautiously like we were walking into a trap. To my surprise, Valentina didn’t look angry. She was in the kitchen, washing lettuce in the sink, acting as if nothing unusual had happened.

“Zara, would you like to help me with the dressing?” she asked, her tone perfectly normal.

Zara shot me a bewildered look before answering timidly, “Sure.”

While they worked together in the kitchen, I set the table outside on the patio. I arranged the placemats, silverware, and napkins, taking longer than necessary just to postpone the inevitable confrontation. Through the glass doors, I could see Valentina and Zara working side by side, their conversation seemingly normal and not so awkward.

When dinner was finally ready, we sat around the table with our salads. The tension was there despite the beautiful evening and the delicious food.

“We’ll talk about what happened after dinner,” Valentina said calmly. “There’s no need to feel embarrassed about it.”

Zara tried to hide behind her water glass, her cheeks flaming red.

“Sure,” I said, feeling my own face burn with shame.

Valentina took a bite of her salad. “So, how was your day otherwise? Did your classes go well?”

The normalcy of the question threw me off balance, but I managed to tell her about my lecture and how my students were progressing. Zara chimed in about her own classes, her voice gradually becoming more natural as the conversation continued.

“So you’re tutoring Tatiana’s daughter now,” Valentina said, turning her attention back to me. “How did that go?”

I tried my hardest not to blush, knowing what had actually happened during that “tutoring” session. “It went fine. She’s catching on quickly, and Tatiana paid me well.”

Valentina nodded approvingly. “I’m glad you’re working so hard. It’s good to see you taking initiative.”

After dinner, Valentina disappeared into the kitchen and returned with bowls of ice cream. We ate in silence for a few minutes before she finally set her spoon down and looked at us both.

“So, how long has this been going on between you two?”

Zara immediately tensed up, shifting slightly to hide behind me. Her eyes were fixed on her melting ice cream.

“It’s okay,” Valentina said gently. “I’m not angry. I just want to understand.”

“I’m sorry,” Zara mumbled, still not looking up. “This is so embarrassing.”

I took a deep breath. “It’s been happening since I came back.”

Zara nodded, then added, “I started it. I gave him a blowjob after class one day.”

I rolled my eyes, wondering why she had to say that part. We didn’t have to tell her everything we’d done exactly.

Valentina’s expression remained neutral, though I could see her fighting not to frown. “You need to be more careful about public displays. Having sex where anyone could walk in is risky.”

“I tried to remind her about how I could get fired,” I said.

“Tatiana isn’t going to fire you unless there’s a public scandal,” Valentina assured me. “She likes you too much.”

I looked at her curiously. “What exactly has she told you about me?”

Valentina chuckled. “You’re old enough to pick up on the cues, Nathan. Tatiana has made it quite clear how she feels about you.”

“Told you,” Zara said with a wide grin. I rolled my eyes again.

Valentina turned serious again. “I’m not mad at either of you, but you do need to be more discreet. No more sex in common areas of the house or public places. And I noticed you weren’t using protection. You need condoms or birth control.”

We both nodded, accepting her reasonable conditions. “Sure, Mom,” Zara said.

“We’ll take that into consideration,” I told her.

“One more thing,” she said, looking at me intently. “I saw that Zara got another A. Have you been giving Zara better grades because of this relationship?”

I hesitated. “Yes, but she’s genuinely becoming more disciplined in class. Her work is improving.”

Valentina considered this for a moment, then nodded. “That’s fine, as long as she’s actually earning it.”

As we cleared the table, Valentina stopped us before we could head back upstairs. “Come here, both of you,” she said, opening her arms. “I want a hug before you go.”

Feeling awkward but relieved, we stepped into her embrace. She hugged us both tightly, and I felt a wave of gratitude wash over me. Despite everything, she still loved us. And the hug made one hell of a difference. It was a reminder she still cared about us, and she wasn’t embarrassed or shamed.

When we finally broke apart, Valentina smiled warmly. “Just remember what I said about being discreet and using protection.”

“We will,” I promised.

“Good,” she said. “Now, I have some work to finish. You two can go do whatever you want. Just keep it behind closed doors.”

As we headed upstairs, Zara turned to me with wide eyes. “Did that really just happen? Did Mom basically give us permission to keep having sex?”

I shook my head in disbelief. “I think she did. This day has been surreal.”

Back in my room, I sat on the edge of my bed, trying to process everything. First Tatiana walked in on me with Isabella and essentially encouraged it, now my own mother catching me with Zara and giving her blessing. What was happening to my life?

I didn’t think it was bad. I’d actually enjoyed it so far. Sure, there had been ups and downs, especially getting caught, but when I thought about it, it didn’t feel right to keep secrets from our mother, not when she was so dear to us. Life felt good at that moment, and I knew Valentina wanted us to feel the same.

As I let my head slump back, a DM lit up my phone. It was from Zara, her fingers spreading her pussy lips wide. I’m still thinking of you.

So am I, I typed back.

Her reply came quickly, I’m kinda glad we got caught … Now we don’t have to hide.

You’re right, I told her. We aren’t cursed. We’re blessed.

She sent a heart emoji. By the way, the twins want some fun tomorrow.

I’ll see, I wrote. I’ve got to tutor Isabella.

We can still fuck when you’re back, right?

Sure, I answered with a smiley. Good night.

Nighty night, she replied, attaching another photo, her tits filling the screen, an image meant to make my dreams sweet.


College Girls 3

When Tatiana asks for help reviewing a new survey on how intimacy influences study motivation, I start to question her true intentions.

Turns out, I’m not the only one. Her daughter, Isabella, suspects our moms are having a secret relationship, and she knows exactly where they’ve gone.

Together with Zara, we set out to spy on them, and what we discover shocks us.

But things only get hotter from there. First, Tatiana calls me into her office for some alone time. Then Isabella invites me to a college party that quickly spirals out of control.

Fortunately, her mother shows up before things go too far and brings us to a private place … where she wants more than a word with us.


Chapter 1

It was Wednesday morning, the university was closed for midweek maintenance, and golden sunlight streamed into my bedroom. I stretched in bed, enjoying the peace. Zara had texted earlier that she was going shopping with the twins, which meant I had the place to myself. Well, almost. Valentina was home, and after the events of the past week, I was looking forward to spending some time with her. She’d just caught me and Zara having sex a couple of days ago, something I’d dreaded but that hadn’t turned out as awkwardly as I’d thought. She’d been understanding and told us it was no big deal. She was only worried that I gave Zara preferential treatment in class and better grades, which was partly true.

I put on my clothes and headed downstairs. Valentina was on the terrace, sipping on tea and looking at her phone. She was wearing a form-fitting blue dress with a modest V-neck and slits, her dark hair cascading over her shoulders. The morning light caught the subtle highlights in her hair, giving it a perfect glow.

She looked stunning as usual, and my eyes lingered a second too long on her mounds. Then they dipped lower to her hips. There was something incredibly mesmerizing about her curves, the kind that drew you in before you even noticed.

She put her phone down and smiled.

“Morning,” I said, taking a seat beside her.

She lowered her reading glasses. “Good morning, sweetheart. Did you sleep well?”

“Better than I have in weeks,” I said.

The breeze was pleasant, carrying the scent of the blooming jasmine that climbed the trellis at the edge of the terrace. “I’m glad,” she said. “Zara just left a second ago.”

“Where does she get money for shopping?” I asked.

“I gave her some, and she’s making a bit from social media marketing.”

“That’s right,” I said.

“She told me you’ve been helping her and the twins,” Valentina said proudly.

“A little,” I replied, scratching my neck. “But they put in the work when they want to. They’re not all about the beach.”

“That’s good to hear,” Valentina said, leaning back. “So, how’s the professor life treating you?” She crossed her legs. The movement drew my eyes to the smooth curve of her calf, and I quickly looked away, embarrassed by my instinctive response.

“It’s going really well,” I said. “The students are responding to my teaching style, and Tatiana seems pleased with my performance.”

Valentina nodded approvingly. “I always knew you’d be good at it. You have a natural way of explaining things that makes people want to listen.”

“Thanks,” I said, feeling a flush of pride at her compliment. “What about you? How’s work going?”

She sighed, leaning back in her chair. “Busy as always. I’ve taken on three new clients this month, all of whom have interesting cases. One woman is dealing with a husband who’s having an affair with his boss, not unlike some of the situations you’re navigating.”

I blushed. “Mom, that’s not—”

She laughed. “I’m just teasing you, Nathan. Though I must say, your life has become rather complicated lately.”

I couldn’t argue with that. Between Zara, the twins, Isabella, and now Tatiana’s apparent interest, my life had indeed taken some unexpected turns. And then it was the rest of the college students on top of it, like the icing on the cake.

“Speaking of complicated,” Valentina continued, her voice turning more serious, “how are things with Zara? How does it feel being with her in that way? I feel like we only briefly talked about it.”

I shifted in my seat, not quite prepared for such a direct question. She was right, though. We had briefly talked about it. “It’s good,” I said. “She’s happy, and it seems to have given her some stability. Her grades are improving too.”

Valentina studied me, a smile slowly widening. “Do you love her, Nathan?”

“Yeah, I do,” I admitted, surprising myself with how easily the words came.

Valentina’s smile widened even further, her eyes crinkling at the corners. “I think you two are cute together. The way you look at each other… it warms my heart.”

“Really?” I asked, genuinely surprised. “You’re not just saying that?”

She reached across the table and placed her hand over mine. “No, I’m not. If you two love each other, you should continue to be together. Just be smart about it.”

“Thanks, Mom,” I said, feeling a weight lift from my shoulders. “That means a lot.”

“I promise I won’t tell anyone,” she assured me, squeezing my hand. “This stays between us.”

I nodded gratefully, then asked the question that had been nagging at me. “Were you shocked? When you walked in on us, I mean.”

Valentina looked skyward, considering her answer. “A little,” she admitted. “Not entirely, though. I’d noticed the tension between you two for weeks. The way you’d get erect around her sometimes when you thought I wasn’t looking.” She smiled knowingly. “And Zara’s been so much flirtier with you since you came home.”

So he had spotted my erections. I felt my cheeks flush. “You noticed all that?”

“I’m a therapist. I notice everything.” She winked. “Just be careful, okay? I’m not mad about any of this, as long as it doesn’t interfere with her studies, and as long as you don’t cause a scandal.”

“Her work has improved a lot,” I said proudly. “She’s more focused now and disciplined.”

Valentina looked genuinely pleased. “That’s wonderful to hear. I think you’re the incentive.”

“How?”

“A young girl sometimes needs a man to stay disciplined,” she said with a wink. “You’ve been the missing piece of her life.”

“She doesn’t listen to you?” I asked.

“Not always,” Valentina said.

We sat in comfortable silence for a moment, the morning sun warming our skin. Then Valentina tilted her head, a curious expression crossing her face. “So… I’ve been wondering,” she began, her tone more hesitant than before. “What about the rest of your sex life? We’ve never really talked about this sort of thing, but I’m curious.”

I raised my eyebrows, surprised by her interest. She seemed almost vulnerable, like she was stepping outside her comfort zone to ask.

“What do you want to know?” I asked cautiously.

“Have you been with any of your other students?” she asked directly.

I hesitated, then decided honesty was the best policy. “A couple, yeah.”

“Anyone I know?”

I nodded slowly. “Lexi and Raven, the twins. We had a night together with Zara.”

Valentina’s eyes widened slightly. “Twins? My goodness. You’ve been busy.”

I chuckled nervously. “Yeah, it’s been… an eventful homecoming.”

“Wait … was this when you slept at the hotel?”

I nodded.

She rolled her eyes with a smile. “I should’ve figured when Zara said you slept in the same room together.”

“Yeah, she sometimes can’t keep her mouth shut.”

Chuckling, she regarded me thoughtfully. “So, how does it feel to be back in college life again? I imagine it’s quite different being on the other side of the desk.”

“I didn’t expect it to be this great,” I admitted, relaxing into the conversation. “I was pretty down after losing my job, but this has been rejuvenating. I owe a lot to Tatiana for taking a chance on me.”

Valentina’s expression brightened at the mention of Tatiana’s name. “You know, you should talk to Tatiana more often. Ask her questions, get to know her better. She’s been so considerate toward you.”

I frowned slightly, not entirely sure what she was getting at. “What do you mean?”

“Well,” Valentina said, looking back to the sky, “if she wants to talk to you, ask how she is. Perhaps ask if Isabella has a specific preference. Show interest. Middle-aged women love that. Most of the younger girls get all the attention from a man.”

I stared at her. I knew what she was getting at, but at the same time, I was confused by the suggestion. “Why would I ask about Isabella specifically?”

Valentina gave me a knowing smile. “Because I heard you’ve been intimate with her too.”

My face instantly flushed hot. “How did you—”

“Tatiana and I had lunch yesterday,” she said casually. “She mentioned walking in on you two.”

I groaned and buried my face in my hands. “God, this is embarrassing. You two truly talked about everything.”

Valentina chuckled. “Yeah, we’re women and best friends, if you haven’t noticed.”

I lifted my face again, hoping the blush would abate. “It wasn’t my idea, by the way, she was all over me.”

Valentina giggled and patted my thigh. “I think she isn’t the only one in her household who’s all over you. You weren’t accidentally caught.”

“What?”

“Some of us know when to look.”

My head snapped up. “Wait, what do you mean by that?”

She shrugged, a mischievous glint in her eye. “Let’s just say timing isn’t always accidental.”

I stared at her, trying to process what she was implying. Had Tatiana deliberately walked in on her daughter and me? And had Valentina done the same with Isabella and me?

“I should get ready for my day,” Valentina said, rising from her chair. She leaned down and kissed the top of my head. “Just think about what I said about Tatiana. She’s quite taken with you.”

“Sure,” I said.

As she walked back inside, the sway of her hips seemed almost deliberately emphasized. I remained on the terrace, the sunlight forgotten as I tried to make sense of our conversation. Why was Valentina encouraging me to get closer to Tatiana? And what did she mean about “knowing when to look”?

I needed to talk to Zara about this. She was better at reading between the lines with women than I was.


Chapter 2

The following day, I dragged myself out of bed, took a quick shower, put on some clothes and headed down to the kitchen where Valentina was already busy at the stove, flipping pancakes.

“Morning,” I said, stifling a yawn.

“Good morning, sweetie,” Valentina replied with a glance over her shoulder. She looked amazing in a knee-length burgundy dress, her hair styled in loose waves. “Want some blueberry pancakes?”

“You didn’t have to go to all this trouble,” I said, genuinely touched every time she cooked for us.

She waved me off. “It’s no trouble. I wanted to do something nice for both of you.”

I heard Zara’s footsteps on the stairs before she walked down the stairs. My eyes widened when I saw her. She was wearing a new white crop top that stopped just below her breasts, showing off her flat stomach. Her mini jeans rode low on her hips, creating the perfect frame for her toned midriff. She wore her blonde hair loose, and she smiled upon seeing me.

“Morning, family,” she said, coming over to give me a hug.

“You look nice,” I said, as I pulled her a little closer so I could feel the swell of her breasts against my chest.

Zara grinned mischievously, breaking the hug. “You think so?” She glanced over her shoulder to check if Valentina was watching, then quickly lifted her crop top, making her cleavage deepen at me before dropping the fabric back in place, so her tits bounced. “What do you think of my new clothes?” she whispered.

“They look amazing,” I murmured, feeling a flush creep up my neck. I glanced nervously at Valentina, who was humming to herself as she poured more batter onto the griddle, seemingly oblivious to what had just happened, or just pretending.

As we ate, I couldn’t help but notice how put-together Valentina looked, like she was heading to an important meeting. The neckline of her dress dipped just low enough to reveal a hint of cleavage, and the fabric clung to her curves in a way that was both elegant and subtly sexy. She was also wearing a heavenly perfume, something musky and something that made me slightly aroused. I wasn’t sure if I was imagining things, but it seemed like I felt more and more attracted to her as days passed by.

We started talking about various topics. Zara talked about her shopping trip yesterday, and Valentina talked about her work.

After breakfast, Valentina gathered her things and came over to kiss us both goodbye. She pressed her lips to Zara’s forehead first, then turned to me. As she leaned in, her musky perfume enveloped me, that made my head swim slightly.

“Have a good day, both of you,” she said, her lips brushing my cheek, leaving a damp patch of her sweet skin behind. “And remember what we talked about, Nathan.”

I will,” I promised, watching as Valentina went out of the kitchen, her heels clicking on the hardwood floor.

When she was gone, I turned to Zara. “We should get going too. Don’t want to be late.”

“Sure thing,” she said.

Twenty minutes later, we were in my car, heading toward campus. The morning traffic crawled along, giving us plenty of time to talk. I kept glancing at Zara, admiring the way the sunlight highlighted her blonde hair.

“So,” I said, drumming my fingers on the steering wheel, “I had a really interesting conversation with Mom yesterday.”

“Oh yeah?” Zara said, turning down the radio. “About what?”

“About Tatiana. Mom suggested I should talk to her more, get to know her better. She specifically said I should ask about Isabella’s interests.”

Zara grinned. “Jeez, I wonder why. You do know they talk like, twenty-four seven?”

“I do. And Mom was kind enough to mention that Tatiana told her about walking in on me while I was fucking Isabella.”

Zara giggled, covering her mouth. “Surprise, surprise. So, what about Mom’s little chat? Was she being all cryptic again?”

“Not quite. It was almost like she was encouraging me to pursue something with Tatiana.”

“That’s because she is,” Zara said matter-of-factly. “Mom’s totally playing matchmaker. She wants to be good to Tatiana and let you know that Tatiana wants to spread her legs for you.”

I nearly missed our turn, distracted by Zara’s casual assessment. “You really think that’s what’s happening?”

“Duh,” Zara rolled her eyes. “Mom’s been friends with Tatiana forever. They talk about everything. She’s definitely trying to hook you two up.”

“Why, though?”

“Mom’s a good person, and Tatiana’s her friend,” Zara said with a shrug.

I thought about this as we stopped at a red light. “Speaking of Mom’s weird conversations, she asked me about my sex life yesterday. Like, in detail.”

“She did?” Zara didn’t sound surprised.

“Yeah. Has she ever asked you about that stuff?”

Zara laughed. “All the time. She’s always nagging me about condoms. ‘Did you use protection? Are you being safe? Do you need me to buy you more condoms?’ It’s like her favorite topic.”

I shook my head in disbelief. “Seriously? She’s never talked to me about that until yesterday.”

“That’s because you’re the golden boy,” Zara teased. “She probably assumed you were being responsible. With me, she never stops checking.”

“Huh.” I pulled into the university parking lot, finding a spot near the business building. “That’s weirdly considerate of her, I guess.”

“Mom’s cool like that,” Zara said with a shrug. “She just wants us to be safe and happy. Though I have to say, I didn’t expect her to be so chill about catching us together.”

I killed the engine and turned to face her. “Me neither. But I’m glad she was. It makes things a lot easier.”

Zara unbuckled her seatbelt and leaned over to kiss me, pressing her lips closer until I could taste her strawberry gloss. I told myself to keep it quick, to break the kiss before it went too far, but every time I felt her soft, warm lips, I couldn’t make myself stop. It just felt too damn good, especially when she slipped her tongue into my mouth, teasing and twirling against mine.

Without thinking, my hand moved to her chest. I squeezed her tits, making her giggle, before her hand slid down to my jeans. She had just started to undo the button when a sudden knock on the window made us both flinch.

It was Raven and Lexi, both dressed in matching outfits like Zara. But, damn, their breasts looked incredible.

Zara sighed and rolled the window down. “Wanna join the fun?” she asked playfully.

“We’d love to,” Raven said, resting a hand on her hip, her smile leaving no doubt she meant it.

“But you’re not in the most discreet spot,” Lexi added with a smirk.

“They’re right,” I told Zara. I was disappointed, but there wasn’t much I could do about it now.

We talked with the twins for a bit, trying to keep the sexual tension under control and make it seem like Zara and I weren’t together. Still, they were clearly in the mood for more, reminiscing about our night at the hotel and when we snuck out to the VIP area and got caught the following morning.

We parted ways at the entrance, and I headed to my first lecture of the day. The classes flew by, my mind occasionally drifting to the strange conversation with Valentina about Tatiana, and also Zara’s kiss. By the time my final class ended, I was mentally exhausted but satisfied with how the day had gone.

As I was gathering my materials, my phone buzzed with a text message. It was from Tatiana.

Nathan, could you stop by my office before you leave campus? There’s something I’d like to discuss with you.

I texted back that I’d be there in fifteen minutes, then quickly packed up my things. On the way to her office, I found myself checking my reflection in the glass doors, smoothing down my hair and straightening my tie.

When I arrived at her office door, I knocked lightly.

“Come in,” Tatiana called from inside.

I pushed open the door and froze. Tatiana was standing by her bookshelf, wearing a tight pencil skirt that hugged her curves and a silky blouse with just enough buttons undone to show a jaw-dropping glimpse of cleavage. Her auburn hair fell in loose waves around her shoulders, and she’d touched up her makeup since I’d last seen her.

“Nathan,” she said, crossing the room in a few quick strides. Before I could react, she enveloped me in a tight hug, pressing her body against mine. The scent of her perfume wrapped around me, rich and sweet, the kind that lingered in my head long after she pulled away. For a moment, I thought it was the same one my mother wore, but this was different, deeper, heavier, something that made my pulse quicken. Her body pressed close, her breasts soft against my chest, and the heat of her breath traced down my neck until it felt like my whole body was leaning into her touch.

“It’s so good to see you,” she said, finally letting go and meeting my eyes. Her full lips were painted a deep red, and a soft blush colored her cheeks, highlighting the delicate shape of her face. It wasn’t too much makeup, just enough to make her look effortlessly sexy, like she always did.

“It’s nice to see you too,” I said, relieved she had let go before she noticed the hard-on pressing against my jeans.

She gently touched my arm. “My sweetheart can’t stop talking about how much you’ve helped her. She’s actually excited about studying now, which is a first.”

“That’s great to hear,” I said, feeling a flush of pride. “I’m really enjoying working with her.”

“I’m glad … but this little meeting isn’t about Isabella.” Tatiana gestured for me to sit on the small sofa against the wall rather than in the chair across from her desk. “Please, make yourself comfortable. Can I get you anything? Water? Coffee?”

“I’m fine, thanks,” I replied, settling onto the sofa. Tatiana closed the door and joined me, sitting close enough that I could feel the warmth radiating from her.

“First of all, I wanted to thank you personally for the difference you’re making with Isabella,” she said, her hand briefly touching my knee. “The extra tutoring work is really paying off.”

“I’m grateful for the opportunity,” I told her sincerely. “The extra income has been a huge help.”

Tatiana smiled, her eyes lingering on mine. “Actually, that’s part of why I wanted to talk to you today. I have another opportunity that might interest you.”

“Really?”

Nodding, she took a deep breath and leaned closer. “I’m heading up a new research initiative in the Behavioral Studies department. We’re exploring the connection between intimacy and stress in academic settings.”

“Sounds interesting,” I said, genuinely curious. “What kind of research?”

Tatiana’s eyes lit up. “We’re examining how different types of relationships, professional, personal, and everything in between, affect stress levels and academic performance. It’s quite groundbreaking, actually.”

“I’m all ears.”

She shifted on the sofa, her knee brushing against mine. “The thing is, we’ve developed a survey for students, but before we submit it to the ethics committee, I need someone the students trust to review the questions. Someone who understands their perspective but also has the professional insight to spot potential issues.”

“And you thought of me?” I asked, feeling flattered.

“You’re perfect for this,” she said. “You connect with the students in a way most faculty can’t. They open up to you. Plus, you have a unique perspective, having recently been a student yourself.”

As she explained more details about the study, I noticed the temperature in the room seemed to be rising. I loosened my tie slightly, wondering if it was the heating system or just my reaction to her proximity.

“The findings could revolutionize how we approach student-teacher dynamics,” she continued. “We might discover that some of our traditional boundaries actually hinder learning rather than protect it.”

She moved even closer, reaching for her iPad. Our shoulders touched as she swiped through screens. “Let me show you some of the questions we’ve drafted.”

The first few were innocuous enough, basic demographic information, stress assessments, study habits. Then the questions took a more personal turn.

“Have you ever been attracted to a teacher or tutor?” Tatiana read aloud, her voice dropping slightly.

I swallowed hard, trying to maintain my composure. “Yes,” I admitted.

Trying to suppress her grin, she scrolled to the next question. “Do you believe certain relationships are acceptable if both parties are consenting adults, regardless of their roles?”

My heart rate quickened. These weren’t just random survey questions. They were far too specific, too targeted.

“Some of these sound like they were written for me,” I said cautiously, meeting her gaze.

Tatiana’s expression remained perfectly neutral, impossible to read. Her eyes locked with mine, unwavering.

“Maybe you’re the perfect test subject,” she said. She swiped to the next question and read it aloud, her voice taking on a silkier tone. “Do sexual fantasies motivate you to study harder or perform better academically?”

I felt my cheeks flush hot. This was getting personal, but something about her gaze made me want to answer honestly.

“Yes,” I admitted, clearing my throat. “In the past, they have.”

Tatiana’s eyes lit up. “Really? How fascinating.” She leaned closer, the way her thigh touched me making it hard to concentrate. “Care to elaborate?”

Before I could answer, a notification flashed across her tablet screen. Conference and fun. Remember to book Airbnb in Malibu.

She quickly tapped it away, but not before I caught a glimpse of the details.

“Sorry,” she said, smoothing her skirt. “I got a conference soon. They’ve got me juggling schedules.”

“No worries,” I said.

She returned to the survey questions, discussing the methodology and ethical considerations, but I was only half-listening. While she was explaining a particular question, she switched tabs to reference something, and I noticed her browser was still open to Airbnb luxurious rentals in Malibu. The properties she’d been browsing were high-end beachfront villas in the same area mentioned in the notification. The detail lodged in my mind, but I kept my expression neutral, not mentioning it.

“So,” Tatiana said, setting the tablet down on her lap, “would you be willing to thoroughly review all these questions? I’d really value your input.” She touched my arm lightly. “And if you have any ideas for additional questions, I’d love to hear them.”

“I’d be happy to help,” I agreed.

“And before you edit it, would you mind taking it yourself? Just to see how it feels from the respondent’s side.”

“Sure,” I said. “You want honest answers?”

“Always,” she replied with a smile. “I’ll give you a bonus, don’t worry.”

“I appreciate that,” I said, remembering Valentina’s advice about showing interest. “Are you busy now?”

“Nope … what’s on your mind?” she asked, crossing her legs and showing off her thighs as the slits in the dress fell aside.

“How do you wind down after working so hard? You’re always so put together, but everyone needs to relax sometimes.”

The question seemed to catch her off guard. She blinked rapidly before smiling. “That’s… thoughtful of you to ask.”

“I’m genuinely curious,” I said, leaning slightly closer.

“Well, I enjoy a good glass of wine, sometimes a bubble bath…” She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “Nothing too exciting.”

I decided to push a little further. “Can I ask you something personal? Why is someone as good-looking as you single?”

Tatiana’s composure cracked momentarily. Her cheeks flushed, and she looked down at her hands. “That’s… well, that’s quite direct.”

“I’m sorry if it’s too personal,” I backtracked.

“No, it’s fine,” she said, looking up with newfound vulnerability in her eyes. “The truth is, men are intimidated by women in powerful positions, no matter how sexy we try to be.”

I noticed the slight emphasis on “try,” and realized with a pang that beneath her confidence, she was insecure about her appeal. Here was this beautiful, successful woman who seemed to be struggling with the very human fear of not being desired.

“I don’t find you intimidating,” I said. “I find you attractive.”

Her eyes met mine, and I saw gratitude and relief flicker in her eyes. She moved closer on the sofa, her hand landing on my thigh. She tried to make the gesture seem casual, but there was a slight awkwardness to it, like she was following a script she’d rehearsed but wasn’t quite comfortable with.

“You know,” she said, her fingers tracing small circles on my leg, “sometimes I look at Isabella and her friends, and I just… I miss that time in my life.”

Her caress was tentative and hesitant. “Being young?” I guessed.

She nodded. “The freedom they have,” she continued, her voice dropping to a whisper. “The way everything feels so intense at that age.”

I nodded, not wanting to interrupt her. Her hand moved slightly higher on my thigh, and suddenly, I felt the heat rising, pooling at my groin.

“Can I tell you something?” she asked, her cheeks flushing slightly. “That day I walked in on you and Isabella… it wasn’t an accident.”

I looked at her, seeing a slight blush. “What?”

She looked down, suddenly unable to meet my eyes. “I heard her before going inside. You were being quite loud.” The blush deepened across her cheeks. “I knew what was happening, and I … I wanted to see … how sex feels again. How it is to be desired by another man.”

“I understand,” I said. I didn’t feel awkward. It just made it feel more arousing that she admitted that, especially after Valentina had hinted at the same thing.

“Do you think that was inappropriate of me?” she asked, finally looking up. There was vulnerability in her question, a need for reassurance.

I considered my answer carefully. “Not really. Isabella didn’t seem to mind, and she’s an adult.”

Tatiana sighed, relief washing over her features. “I really miss being young like her,” she admitted. “Everything was simpler then and way more exciting.”

“I know what you mean,” I said. “Sometimes I feel like I’m already too old for my age.”

“You?” she laughed. “You’re still so young.”

“Maybe,” I said with a shrug. “But I’ve already had one career crash and burn. If it weren’t for you giving me this second chance, I don’t know where I’d be right now.”

She leaned closer. “I saw potential in you, Nathan. I still do.”

Our faces were inches apart now. I could feel her breath on my lips, see the flecks of gold in her eyes. She began to close the distance between us, her lips parting slightly.

Just as I thought she was about to kiss me, her phone rang loudly, shattering the romantic moment. She pulled back with a frustrated sigh and checked the screen.

“It’s my darling,” she said apologetically. “I wonder what she’s done now.”

“No problem,” I said, masking my disappointment. The moment had passed, leaving an awkward tension between us.

Tatiana answered the call, her seductive demeanor replaced with a loving mother. “Hi sweetie, what’s going on?” She paused, listening. “Again? I told you to stop speeding in school zones.” Another pause. “Fine, I’ll be right there.”

She hung up and gave me an apologetic smile. “I’m sorry, but I need to cut this short. Isabella got her license suspended for speeding, and now she needs a ride to cheerleading practice.”

“That’s okay,” I said, standing up. “We can continue this conversation another time.”

Tatiana rose as well, smoothing her skirt. “I’d like that,” she said. “And about what I said earlier…”

“It stays between us,” I assured her.

Tatiana nodded, her smile warm. “Thank you, Nathan. I appreciate your discretion.” She gathered her belongings. “Don’t forget to look over those survey questions. We’ll discuss your thoughts next time.”

I left her office with my mind racing, torn between professional interest in her research and a growing suspicion that there was more to this survey than academic curiosity. The hallways were mostly empty as I made my way to my car, checking my phone for any messages from Zara.

Just as I reached the parking lot, my phone buzzed with a new notification. It was from my little sister.

I opened the message and nearly dropped my phone. It was a bathroom selfie of Zara with Lexi and Raven, all three topless, their breasts on full display. Isabella was in the middle, her arm stretched out to take the picture, her other arm around Lexi’s waist. Raven was pressed against Zara’s other side, her head tilted back in laughter.

Then I read her message. I’m waiting for you at home. Let’s finish what these two interrupted earlier. <3


Chapter 3

Iturned the key in the lock and stepped into the house, my mind still swimming with thoughts of Tatiana, the survey, and that incredibly hot selfie Zara had sent. The house was quiet except for the sound of music coming from the living room. I followed it and found Zara lounging on the couch, still wearing the same crop top and low-rise jeans from this morning. She looked up from her phone and smiled.

“Hey there, handsome,” she said, sitting up. “You’re home late.”

I dropped my bag by the door and shrugged off my jacket. “Had a meeting with Tatiana.”

“So,” Zara said, patting the space beside her, “do you hate the twins for interrupting us this morning? They told me you looked pretty frustrated … They wanted to make up for it with a topless photo.”

I chuckled as I sat down next to her. “They have terrible timing, but no, I don’t hate them. Besides, we couldn’t exactly have a quickie in the car on campus. That would’ve been career suicide.”

“I guess you’re right,” she said, leaning against my shoulder. Her eyes drifted down to my lap, and she raised an eyebrow. “Someone’s a little excited. Who caused that? The photo? Or was it me?”

I followed her gaze and realized I was sporting a noticeable bulge. “Actually, it was Tatiana. You won’t believe what happened in her office.”

Zara’s eyes widened with interest. “Spill. Every. Detail.”

I told her about the survey Tatiana had shown me, describing some of the more suggestive questions and Tatiana’s erotic behavior.

“She wants me to review this survey about intimacy and stress in academic settings,” I explained, pulling out my phone to show her the PDF Tatiana had emailed me. “Look at some of these questions.”

Zara scrolled through, her eyebrows rising higher with each swipe. “‘Have you ever fantasized about a teacher while masturbating?’ Wow, subtle.”

“Right? And there’s more. ‘Would you perform better academically if physical intimacy with faculty were permitted?’ It’s wild.”

Zara handed the phone back. “Is this actually legit research, or is it just her way of flirting with you?”

“That’s the thing. It looks legitimate. There’s proper methodology, ethical considerations, all of it. But the way she was acting…” I trailed off, remembering how Tatiana had touched my thigh.

“What do you mean?” Zara said, her eyes widening.

“She sat really close to me, touched my leg, and basically admitted she deliberately walked in on me and Isabella that day.”

Zara giggled. “Oh my god, that’s hilarious! She’s totally into you.”

“You think so?”

“Nathan, she’s practically throwing herself at you,” Zara said, rolling her eyes. “It’s kind of cute that she thought of you for this ‘research’. I bet she’s just dying for you to look over her little survey,” Zara teased, a mischievous glint in her eyes. “Isn’t it funny she thought of you specifically? The hot young professor who’s already sleeping with students…”

I laughed, shifting closer to her on the couch. “Yeah, it’s almost like she knows exactly what she’s doing.”

“Of course she does,” Zara said, trailing her fingers up my arm. “Just like I know exactly what I’m doing right now.”

My cock twitched in my pants as she leaned forward, her crop top riding up to reveal more of her smooth stomach. The house was quiet, and the tension between us had been building since she kissed me in the car. I couldn’t take it anymore.

“I’ve been fantasizing about you all day,” I admitted, my voice dropping lower. “Ever since that kiss in the car.”

“Oh yeah?” Zara whispered, her lips curving into a smile. “What were you thinking about doing to me?”

I reached out and pulled her onto my lap, my hands gripping her hips. “I was thinking about fucking you right here on this couch.”

Zara ground her ass against my hardening cock. “What’s stopping you?”

That was all the invitation I needed. I pressed my lips against hers, kissing her deeply as my hands slid under her crop top. She moaned into my mouth when I cupped her breasts, feeling her nipples harden against my palms.

“You’re so fucking hot,” I said, breaking the kiss to pull her top over her head.

“And you’re so fucking hard,” she replied, grinding against me more insistently. “I can feel it through your pants.”

I flipped our positions, laying her down on the couch and hovering over her. She looked up at me with hunger in her eyes, her blonde hair spread out beneath her.

“I want to lick you,” I said, my fingers working the button of her jeans. “I’ve been thinking about how sweet your pussy is all day.”

Zara lifted her hips to help me pull down her jeans. “My kitty is all yours.”

I dragged her mini jeans down her legs, tossing them aside before returning my attention to her panties. They were already damp, and I could smell her arousal. I hooked my fingers in the waistband and slowly pulled them down, revealing her smooth, pink pussy inch by inch.

“God, you’re beautiful,” I murmured, rubbing her freshly shaved mound. She smelled like strawberries, and I parted her damp lips so I could see her pink interior a bit better. I leaned forward and pressed my tongue right against her sex. The first swipe of my tongue made her gasp. I licked from her bottom to her clit, savoring her taste as she writhed beneath me. Her hands found my hair, gripping tightly as I circled her clit with my tongue. She pulled my head closer against her.

“Fuck, Nathan,” she said with her eyes closed. “That feels so good.”

I slipped a finger inside her while continuing to kiss her clit, adding a second finger as she grew wetter. Her thighs trembled on either side of my head, and I could tell she was enjoying the oral sex. “Nathan … I want some too.”

I pulled back, my lips glistening with her juices. “Sixty-nine?”

“God, yes,” she said, her eyes swimming with lust and love.

I quickly stripped off my clothes while Zara repositioned herself on the couch. I lay on my back, and she straddled my face, her pussy hovering just above my mouth while she bent forward to take my cock in her hands.

The moment my cock penetrated her warm, wet mouth, I groaned against her pussy. She took me deep, her tongue swirling around the head as I resumed licking her slit. She was so sweet, tangy, and forbidden, and I buried my face deeper, drinking her in and licking every drop of her honey.

We found a rhythm, her bobbing up and down on my cock while I thrust my tongue inside her, then flattened it against her clit. Her moans vibrated around my shaft, making me harder than I thought possible.

“Fuck, Zara,” I said as she took me to the back of her throat, gagging and coughing spit all over my shaft. “Your mouth feels amazing.”

She pulled her head back and spat right at my cock, only to gobble up the shaft. The sensation sent shockwaves of pleasure through me. Spreading her thighs with my hands, I kept licking her till she leaked juices like a ripe fruit.

When her thighs began to shake uncontrollably, I knew she was on the edge. I curled my fingers to hit her sensitive spot, and she came with a muffled cry, her pussy clenching around my fingers as she continued to suck me.

She came off my cock with a pop, leaning her weight against me so I got a mouthful of her pussy. “Oh gosh, that orgasm felt amazing,” she said. “I need another … Nathan?”

I had to lift her ass from my face. “A bit hard to speak with your pussy against my mouth.”

She giggled and swung her leg off my face. She touched my lips. “I covered you in my honey.” She sucked on her finger. “Not bad.”

“Come on, lie down, so I can fuck you.”

She obeyed like a good girl. In one swift motion, I flipped her onto her back, settling between her thighs.

“I want to see your face when I fuck you,” I told her, guiding the head of my cock to her thoroughly-licked vagina.

“Yes,” she whispered, wrapping her legs around my waist. “I want to see yours too.”

I rubbed my cock along her walls, spreading her honey along with her saliva till the shaft was dripping wet. Then I pushed inside her and it slid in like a bar of soap, both of us groaning at the mutual pleasure. She was so wet, so tight around me, and without a condom, the feeling was incredible. Every ridge, every velvety inch of her pussy gripped me perfectly.

“Hmm, you feel so good,” I said, setting a steady pace as I pulled back only to slide back inside her. “So fucking tight and wet.”

Zara arched beneath me, her nails digging into my back. “And you’re bone-hard,” she said with a giggle. “Jeez, you’re erect.”

Chuckling at her words, I braced myself above her, watching her face contort with pleasure as I drove into her harder and more rapidly. Sweat beaded on my forehead, dripping down onto her chest where it mingled with her own perspiration. Her teardrops bounced with each thrust, glistening under a thin sheen of sweat that made them look even more enticing. The way her nipples hardened into tight, pink peaks had me mesmerized.

“Oh god, Nathan,” she moaned, her cheeks flushed a deep pink. Her eyes, half-lidded with pleasure, locked onto mine with an intensity that made my cock throb inside her. “Don’t stop … Please don’t stop.”

I changed hand positions, moving her legs higher and keeping my arms beside them, opening up her pussy even more as I kept her pinned there. The old couch beneath us creaked while we fucked, the sound mixing with our heavy breathing and wet slapping of skin against skin.

“You’re so beautiful,” I said, watching her pink-flushed face as another wave of pleasure washed over her.

Her pussy clenched around me, growing tighter and wetter with each thrust. The feeling of her rawness around me, with no barrier between us, was overwhelming. Her inner walls pulsed and gripped me like they were trying to milk every drop from me.

Her teeth sank into her bottom lip as she maintained eye contact. “I’m gonna come,” I said, feeling the familiar tightening in my balls.

“About time,” she said, wrapping her legs tighter around my waist. “I need your load more than anything.”

“I’ll give it to you then,” I said. With a final deep thrust, I pushed all the way inside so her moist lips were pressed against my groin. I exploded inside her, filling her with jet after jet of hot cum. My eyes rolled to the back of my skull because of the intensity, and she moaned loudly as she felt me filling her with fresh cum, her own orgasm washing over her as her pussy clamped down around me, drawing out every last drop. My cock kept twitching inside her, and it felt as if I’d momentarily entered heaven, together with her.

Then I opened my eyes, and I collapsed on top of her, both of us breathing heavily and sharing our body heat. After a moment, I slowly pulled out, my cock super sensitive. I couldn’t see a drop left on the slit, but my entire shaft was drenched in her arousal. She closed her legs before she would spill the cum all over the couch, and I rolled to the side, pulling her against my chest as we lay there recovering. Her skin was hot and slick against mine, and I could feel her warm breath against my neck.

“That was some good sex,” she murmured, pressing a kiss to my chest.

“Definitely worth the wait,” I agreed, stroking her hair.

We lay in silence for a few minutes, enjoying the afterglow. Eventually, Zara propped herself up on one elbow, looking down at me with a mischievous smile.

“You know,” she said, tracing patterns on my chest with her finger, “we should sleep in the same bedroom tonight.”

I raised an eyebrow. “What about Mom? Are we going to wake her up in the middle of the night?”

“She has to drive out to a client for a session tonight,” Zara explained. “I heard her on the phone earlier, she won’t be back for hours.”

“Are you sure?”

Zara nodded. “I was snooping through her phone yesterday. I’m a hundred percent sure.”

“Really?” I asked, suddenly interested. “Where’s she going?”

“I saw her browsing Airbnbs while I was walking past her room,” Zara said with a shrug. “She was looking at this gorgeous beachfront villa in Malibu. Like, super expensive. Way nicer than anywhere she normally goes.”

“Where in Malibu exactly?” I asked, suddenly remembering that it was where Tatiana was heading.

Zara named a specific beach area, and my stomach dropped. “Wait, did she tell you with whom she’d have a therapy session?”

“Nope … why?”

“That’s strange. Tatiana said she’s going to that same location for a behavioral conference.”

Zara frowned. “Weird coincidence.”

“It’s probably no big deal,” I said.

“Probably … Who cares anyway, as long as we can have loud sex in peace, I consider it a success.”

I chuckled. “You’ll make us dinner by the way.”

She blew me a raspberry. “Pussy, how does that sound?”

“I’ll take it … now,” I said as she happily spread her legs for me.


Chapter 4

The next morning, I woke to the sensation of Zara’s warm lips on my neck, trailing kisses up to my ear. Her hand slid beneath the sheets, wrapping around my morning erection.

It was a perfect way to wake up, especially after we’d fucked four times yesterday. It didn’t take me long to flip her over, pinning her beneath me as I thrust deeper. The headboard thumped against the wall as we moved together, our bodies slick with sweat.

And it didn’t take me long to come hard, flooding her with my seed. She moaned as her own orgasm washed over her, her pussy squeezing every last drop from me.

We lay there for a moment, catching our breath, until I glanced at the clock and cursed.

“Shit, we’re going to be late.”

We rushed through our morning routine, barely having time for a quick breakfast that Zara prepared while I showered. Valentina wasn’t home. We’d talked on the phone last night, and she sounded happier than usual. We didn’t think much of this since Zara wanted sex again.

“Come on,” I said, grabbing my keys. “We need to go.”

The drive to campus was rushed, with Zara constantly checking the time on her phone, and as we pulled into the campus parking lot, Zara turned to me. “Can you drive me home after classes? Or do you have plans?”

“I’m free,” I said, finding a spot near the building. “My last class ends at 3:30.”

“Perfect,” Zara smiled, gathering her things. “Unless Tatiana has other plans for you in her office.” She winked suggestively.

I rolled my eyes. “She’s away at that conference, remember? The one in Malibu.”

“Oh, right,” Zara said, her expression shifting as she made the connection. “The same place Mom’s going … I completely forgot about that.”

“You were too horny last night,” I reminded her.

“As if you don’t think of sex all day long.”

We parted ways with a quick kiss, and I headed to my first lecture of the day. The hours dragged by, my mind constantly drifting back to the strange parallel between Valentina’s and Tatiana’s travel plans. By the time my final class ended, I was mentally exhausted.

I was packing up my materials when Sofia approached my desk, her hips swaying deliberately in a tight pencil skirt and a top with a V-neck. I had noticed she usually waited till everyone was out, but there were always some other girls lingering and asking me questions. Now she had me all by myself, which didn’t happen often.

“Professor Hale,” she said, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. “Do you have a minute?”

“Of course,” I replied, glancing at my watch. I had about twenty minutes before I needed to meet Zara. “What can I help you with?”

She bit her lip, looking slightly embarrassed. “I’ve been having this pain…” Her hand moved to her upper thigh. “It’s been bothering me during class. I think I pulled a muscle during yoga.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Have you seen the campus health center?”

“I was hoping you might help,” she said, perching on the edge of my desk. “I heard you used to be a trainer in college?”

I had mentioned that once, weeks ago. The fact that she remembered made me slightly suspicious, but I nodded. “I did some athletic training, yes.”

“Would you mind?” She gestured to her leg. “It’s right here, and it’s been so uncomfortable.”

Against my better judgment, I sighed and said, “Fine, show me where it hurts.”

Sofia smiled and pointed to a spot midway up her thigh. “It’s this area. Whenever I stretch, it just seizes up.”

I knelt down beside her, keeping a professional distance. “This is a common area for strains. Try to relax the muscles.” I pressed my fingers gently against her thigh, feeling for any knots or tension.

“That feels good,” she murmured, leaning back slightly. “You have magic hands, Professor Hale.”

I tried to ignore the suggestive tone in her voice. “Have you been icing it?”

“No,” she said, watching me intently. “What else should I be doing?”

As I continued the therapeutic massage, Sofia began asking increasingly personal questions.

“Do you have a girlfriend?”

I mulled it over for a second. I did … more than one. “It’s complicated,” I said.

She rolled her eyes. “I hate that answer … Is she or they students?”

I gave her a look, and she grinned. “They could be.”

“Just wondering … a little higher,” Sofia suggested, her voice dropping to a whisper. “The pain is more internal.”

I hesitated, my fingers hovering just below the hem of her skirt. This was crossing a line, and I knew it. But the way she looked at me, her eyes dark with desire, made my resolve waver. This wasn’t the first time, and probably wouldn’t be the last. I knew I had time.

“Sofia, I don’t think—”

“Please, Professor Hale,” she murmured, spreading her legs slightly and releasing the scent of her arousal. “It really hurts right there.”

I moved my hand higher, feeling the warmth of her inner thigh through the thin fabric of her skirt. She let out a sigh, her eyes fluttering closed.

A sharp knock on the classroom door made us both jump. I quickly stood up, putting an appropriate distance between us as Sofia smoothed her skirt down, a flash of irritation crossing her face.

“Nathan? Are you in there?” Isabella’s voice called from the other side.

“Just a second,” I replied, gesturing for Sofia to stand up. I cleared my throat and opened the door.

Isabella stood in the doorway, her auburn hair pulled into a high ponytail, wearing her cheerleading uniform. Her eyes narrowed when she spotted Sofia behind me.

“Am I interrupting something?” she asked.

“Not at all,” I said quickly. “Sofia was just asking about a muscle strain.”

Sofia gathered her things, shooting Isabella a cold glare. “Thanks for your help, Professor. I’ll try what you suggested.”

As she walked past Isabella, their shoulders nearly brushed, and the tension between them was palpable. Sofia’s eyes were frosty, while Isabella’s held a territorial warning that surprised me with its intensity.

Once Sofia had disappeared down the hallway, Isabella stepped inside and closed the door behind her. “You know she’s trying to sleep with you, right?” she said bluntly.

I rolled my eyes. “It was just a massage for a pulled muscle.”

“Sure it was,” Isabella rolled her eyes. “Your hands were practically up her skirt.”

“Are you trying to pretend my hands haven’t been up your skirt?”

“No,” she said with a giggle.

“Alright. Do you need something?” I asked, changing the subject. “I’m supposed to meet Zara soon.”

Isabella’s demeanor shifted, her expression becoming serious. “Actually, yes. I need to talk to you about something important.”

“What is it?” I asked, fearing the worst. Had I knocked her up?

She looked at me and patted her belly. She took a deep breath. “I think …”

“Are you pregnant?”

She burst out laughing. “No!”

I sighed in relief. “What is it then?”

She drew in another deep breath. “I think my mom is having sex with your mom.”

I sure as hell didn’t expect that. “What? That’s … what makes you think that?”

“Look,” Isabella said, lowering her voice, “I need to show you both what I found. Can you and Zara come over to my place today? I’ll explain everything there.”

“Both of us?” I asked, raising an eyebrow. “Is this some kind of threesome setup?”

Isabella’s face flushed. “No! Well… I mean, I wouldn’t be opposed to it, but this is serious.” She stepped closer, placing her hand on my arm. “I really need your help figuring this out. Plus, I could use some more tutoring for that marketing project. Two birds, one stone?”

I hesitated, checking the time. “Let me ask my sister first.”

“She’s waiting by your car, right?” Isabella asked. “Let’s go talk to her together.”

We walked across the parking lot to where Zara was leaning against my car, scrolling through her phone. She looked up as we approached, a curious smile spreading across her face when she spotted Isabella beside me.

“Well, hello there,” she said, her eyes darting between us. “Why do you two look so secretive?”

Isabella didn’t waste time with pleasantries. “I think my mom is having sex with your mom.”

Zara’s eyes widened before she burst into giggles. “Are you serious?”

“Dead serious,” Isabella insisted, her expression remaining grave as if it were a crime. “I found evidence, but I can’t explain everything here. Can you both come to my place? I’ll show you what I found.”

Zara looked at me, her eyebrows raised in a silent question. I shrugged, equally intrigued by Isabella’s claim.

“I’m not against it,” Zara said finally. “This I’ve got to see.”

“Great,” Isabella said, visibly relieved. “My mom’s at that ‘conference’ in Malibu, so we’ll have the place to ourselves.”

The drive to Isabella’s house was filled with speculative chatter between the girls, with Zara suggesting increasingly outlandish scenarios that had Isabella alternating between laughter and frustration.

As we pulled into her driveway, Isabella said, “It’s weird. They’re supposed to be just friends.”

“Oh, come on,” Zara said, nudging her playfully as we got out of the car. “Our mothers have been single for so long.”

“I know,” Isabella said. “But why would they keep this a secret?”

“Who knows,” I said.

We arrived at Isabella’s and Tatiana’s home. She led us through the foyer into the living room, gesturing for us to sit on the large sectional sofa while she disappeared into the kitchen.

“Make yourselves comfortable,” she called over her shoulder. “I’ll grab us some cheesecake.”

Zara flopped onto the couch, stretching her legs out and patting the spot next to her. I sat down, feeling the soft leather cushions give beneath my weight.

“Nice place,” Zara commented, looking around appreciatively. “Very… Tatiana.”

Isabella returned carrying a tray with a cheesecake and three plates. “My mom and I made this together yesterday before she left. It’s really good.”

She set the tray on the coffee table and cut three generous slices, handing them to us before settling into an armchair across from the sofa.

Zara took a bite and moaned dramatically. “Oh my god, this is amazing.” She looked around the room, then fixed her eyes on me with a mischievous grin. “So… is this the couch you and Isabella fucked on?”

I nearly spat out my cheesecake. “You sure know how to start a conversation.”

Isabella just laughed, seemingly unfazed by the question.

“Well?” Zara pressed, clearly enjoying my discomfort.

I cleared my throat, feeling heat rise to my face. “Yes, it is,” I admitted.

“Thought so,” Zara said smugly, taking another bite of cheesecake. “It looks comfy enough … I can imagine Tatiana walking in on you two.”

“Trust me, it was embarrassing,” Isabella said. “Can you imagine your mom walking in on you in the middle of a creampie?”

“Well, duh, it happened to us too,” Zara revealed.

I rolled my eyes.

“Really?” Isabella asked, looking at me as if she didn’t believe my sister, which I didn’t blame her for.

“It did actually happen.”

They went on chatting about it, and my eyes bounced from Isabella to Zara as they kept giggling about it and talking about it like a fishing story.

We finished our dessert while chatting about classes and campus gossip. Isabella told us about Sofia’s latest attempts to seduce me, which had Zara laughing. I started growing suspicious that this was all a ruse from Isabella to pull us into a threesome.

Once we’d set our plates aside, Isabella’s expression grew more serious. “Okay, so about why I asked you here…”

“Right,” Zara said, sitting up straighter. “The hot mom-on-mom action you’re suggesting.”

“Follow me,” Isabella said. “I need to show you something.”

She led us upstairs to her mother’s bedroom. It was elegant and feminine, with pots of flowers on the windowsill, a fluffy, purple carpet, heart-shaped mirrors, a pink divan with matching curtains, and a king-sized bed with a purple coverlet and pillows.

I drew in a deep breath, and it smelled like heaven. “Damn, your mom sure keeps her room clean.”

“All women do,” Zara said with an eyeroll.

“Right, I forgot, you’re still a girl.”

“Hey!” she swatted my shoulder. And I blew her a raspberry.

“Sometimes, I wish I had a sibling,” Isabella said with a smile. She headed straight for the walk-in closet and beckoned us to follow.

“So my mom’s been super horny lately,” she explained, pushing aside some hanging clothes. “Like, more than usual.” She knelt down and pulled out a large storage box from beneath a shelf of shoes. She lifted the lid to reveal a collection of sex toys that would put most adult stores to shame.

“Holy fuck,” Zara whispered, kneeling down for a closer look.

There were dildos of various sizes and colors, a string of anal beads, several butt plugs, and what appeared to be at least two strap-on harnesses. A collection of vibrators took up one corner of the box, while neatly folded lingerie occupied another. I spotted lace bodysuits, crotchless panties, and what looked like leather restraints underneath it all.

My eyes widened at the sexual treasure trove, and I felt an immediate stirring in my pants. The thought of Tatiana using these items, possibly with my mother, sent blood rushing to my groin.

“Nathan’s getting excited,” Zara teased me, noticing my reaction as if it were second nature. She nudged me with her elbow. “I can practically see your brain imagining Mom with these toys.”

I shifted uncomfortably, trying to adjust myself without being too obvious. Zara turned to Isabella with a curious expression. “Which one’s your favorite?” she asked, pointing at the collection.

Isabella grinned and reached for a purple vibrator with a curved end. “Definitely this one. It hits all the right spots.” She held it out toward Zara. “Want to try it?”

Zara glanced at me, a mischievous spark in her eyes. “Sure, why not?”

Before I could process what was happening, Isabella had turned the vibrator on. It hummed to life with a buzz. Zara leaned back against the closet wall and spread her legs, pulling her skirt up. Isabella knelt between them and, with surprising gentleness, slipped the vibrator beneath the fabric of Zara’s panties.

“Oh my god,” Zara moaned as Isabella pushed it inside her. “That feels… really nice.”

I watched, mesmerized and increasingly uncomfortable as my erection strained painfully against my jeans. Isabella worked the vibrator while Zara’s face contorted with pleasure.

“Wait,” I finally said, my voice strained. “This is incredibly hot, but what exactly do your mom’s sex toys have to do with her having sex with our mother?”

Isabella reluctantly withdrew the sticky vibrator, leaving Zara breathing heavily and flushed. She clicked it off, licked it clean and set it aside.

“Look closer,” Isabella said, pointing to empty spaces in the box. “Some things are missing. The best strap-on, the remote-controlled vibrator, and her favorite lingerie, the red lace set that makes her boobs look amazing.” She stood up, brushing off her knees. “Last night, I overheard her on the phone. She specifically mentioned this super expensive Airbnb - ocean view, private hot tub, king bed. She kept giggling about how they’d have the whole weekend to themselves.”

“This isn’t surprising to us,” I told her. “Mom said she had to travel to a client’s place for therapy sessions all weekend. That’s why she said she’d be unavailable.”

Isabella raised an eyebrow. “My mom only mentioned a conference to me. Which could actually be true, I guess. But she definitely didn’t say anything about spending the weekend with your mom. I only know they’re together because I was listening outside her door when she was packing.”

Zara, still flushed from her encounter with the vibrator, snickered. “Very naughty of you, Isabella. Eavesdropping on your mother’s private conversations.”

Isabella rolled her eyes. “Please. She walked in on me and your brother fucking on the couch. I think we’re even in the privacy invasion department.”

I couldn’t argue with that logic. The memory of Tatiana catching Isabella and me in the act flashed through my mind, causing another uncomfortable stirring below my belt.

“Come on,” Isabella said, closing the box and sliding it back into its hiding place. “Let’s go back downstairs.”

“Can I please use the dildo downstairs?” Zara asked Isabella.

“Since you said please,” Isabella said with a smile.

Back in the living room, Isabella poured three glasses of lemonade from a bottle that had been chilling in the refrigerator. The cool liquid felt good going down my throat, helping to calm my racing thoughts.

“So,” I said after taking a long sip, “what exactly are you suggesting? That our moms are bisexual?”

Isabella sat cross-legged on the floor, facing us. “I’m not suggesting anything. I’m telling you what I know. They’re at a romantic beach house together with a bunch of sex toys. And they didn’t tell either of us they were going together. What do you think is happening?”

“I can’t really argue with that one,” I said, even if it felt far-fetched … and insanely hot at the same time. It didn’t take me long to fantasize about my mom and Tatiana nude, kissing, licking and perhaps scissoring. I became turned on instantly as I delved into these forbidden fantasies.

Zara punctured the dream bubble as she shifted on the couch, the vibrator still in her hand. “Can I try it again?” she asked Isabella, her cheeks pinkening.

“Of course,” Isabella said, taking the purple vibrator from her. “Let me show you the different settings.” She turned it in her hands, pointing to a small dial at the base. “This controls the intensity, and this button here changes the pattern.”

Zara leaned back on the sofa, hiking up her skirt again. I watched as Isabella knelt between her legs and gently pushed the vibrator against her panties.

“You might want to slip these off,” Isabella suggested, tugging at the elastic.

Zara lifted her hips, allowing Isabella to slide her panties down her legs. The sight of my sister’s exposed pussy didn’t help my already hard cock. Isabella aimed the vibrator at Zara’s wet pussy, slowly pushing it in.

“Oh god,” Zara moaned, her head falling back against the cushions. “That’s… that’s really nice.”

“If you angle it like this,” Isabella said with a grin, adjusting the vibrator slightly, “it hits your G-spot perfectly.”

Zara’s gasp told me Isabella had found exactly the right spot. My erection strained painfully against my jeans as I watched them.

“So,” I said, trying to focus on something other than my sister’s pleasure-filled face, “do you know exactly where they’re staying? The rental place?”

Isabella nodded, still working the vibrator for Zara. “Yeah, I do actually.” She reached for her phone with her free hand, swiping through several screens before holding it out to me. “Here it is.”

I took the phone, examining the listing for a luxurious beachfront villa in Malibu. The photos showed a stunning modern house with floor-to-ceiling windows, a private deck overlooking the ocean, and a hot tub on the edge of a cliff. It looked incredibly romantic and expensive.

“How did you find this?” I asked, scrolling through more photos.

“I checked my mother’s browser history,” Isabella admitted without a hint of shame. “She’s not very good at covering her tracks.”

I noticed a detail on the booking page. “It says there’s a custom entry code needed to get in.”

“Mom always uses my birthday for everything,” Isabella said, still focused on pleasing Zara, who was now writhing on the couch. “0-6-1-2. Her passcode, her banking PIN, everything.”

Zara’s eyes fluttered open, her cheeks flushed. “We should check it out,” she suggested between heavy breaths as she kept sliding the toy in and out of her. “See if it’s true.”

I shook my head firmly. “No way. We should leave Mom’s sex life alone. Whatever she’s doing with Tatiana, if anything, is private.”

“Oh, come on,” Zara protested. This was so good that she had to pause her masturbation session. She slid the vibrator out of her, which came out sticky and wet. She sat up and adjusted her skirt. The vibrator buzzed quietly on the couch beside her. “Aren’t you even a little curious? Our mom might be having lesbian sex with your boss.”

“It’s kind of hot,” I admitted, “but that doesn’t mean we should spy on them.”

Isabella leaned forward, clearly as excited as my sister. “Think of it as a college adventure. When was the last time you did something spontaneous and crazy?”

“That’s been happening every week with you girls,” I said with an eyeroll.

Zara rolled her eyes. “But this is different. It’s like… investigative journalism. Field research.”

“For what class exactly?” I asked skeptically.

“Human sexuality?” Isabella suggested with a giggle.

I ran a hand through my hair, frustrated by how tempting their proposition was becoming. “Zara, have you forgotten what happened the last time we snuck somewhere we weren’t supposed to be? The hotel incident with Lexi and Raven …”

Zara sighed playfully. “But we’re not students sneaking into a hotel this time. We’re just checking out what our parents are up to.”

I could feel my resolve weakening. The image of Valentina and Tatiana together kept flashing in my mind, and despite my better judgment, curiosity was getting the better of me.

“Look,” Isabella said, leaning forward with an earnest expression. “We don’t have to confront them or anything. We can just… confirm what’s happening, and then bail.”

Zara stroked my bulge. “Don’t pretend you don’t want to see Mom in action.”

I looked between their expectant faces, knowing I was fighting a losing battle. “Fine,” I finally said, throwing my hands up in surrender. “We’ll drive there. But we’re not barging in on them. We’ll just … watch and then leave them alone.”

Zara and Isabella exchanged victorious glances.


Chapter 5

The drive to Malibu took nearly an hour with traffic, but the girls didn’t seem to mind. They spent the entire time strategizing and giggling in the backseat while I tried to focus on the road, wondering if I’d completely lost my mind agreeing to this mission.

“Take this exit,” Isabella directed as we approached a scenic overlook. “The house should be just up this road.”

I followed her instructions, turning onto a winding coastal road that hugged the cliffs. The sun was beginning to set, casting golden light across the water and silhouetting the luxury homes along the bluffs.

“Slow down,” Isabella said as we approached a gated driveway. “This is it.”

I pulled over to the side of the road, cutting the engine. “Are you sure that’s the property?” I asked, squinting through the window.

Isabella nodded. “This is definitely it. I recognize it from the photos.”

I found a spot to park about fifty yards away from the property, tucking my car behind some oleander bushes where it wouldn’t be immediately visible from the road or the house. We sat for a moment, studying the place from a distance.

“There are security cameras,” I pointed out, noticing the small devices mounted at points along the perimeter. “Good thing we brought hoodies.”

All three of us had come prepared, wearing dark hoodies with the hoods pulled up to obscure our faces. It felt ridiculous, like we were in some bad spy movie, but I had to admit it was probably smart.

“I can’t see much of the actual house,” Zara said, craning her neck. “That hedge is too tall.”

She was right. A perfectly manicured hedge, at least eight feet high, surrounded most of the property, offering privacy from prying eyes, like ours. “It has to be private if they want to make love there,” I said.

But what little we could see looked impressive: modern architecture with lots of glass, stone pathways, and carefully placed landscape lighting that was just beginning to glow as dusk settled.

“It sure looks luxurious,” I murmured.

“Come on,” Isabella urged, opening her car door. “Let’s try the door code before someone drives by and gets suspicious.”

We quickly made our way to the front gate, keeping our heads down as we passed beneath one of the cameras. My heart was pounding in my chest, and I kept expecting security guards to appear at any moment.

Isabella approached the keypad beside the gate and punched in four digits: 0-6-1-2. For a second, nothing happened, and I felt a wave of relief; maybe this wouldn’t work after all, and we could go home and pretend this ridiculous idea had never occurred to us.

Then there was a click, and the gate began to slide open.

“Told you so,” Isabella said with a grin. “My mother uses my birthday for everything.”

We slipped through the gate and hurried up the path to the main house. And then we heard laughter. It was from Valentina and Tatiana.

We followed the sound of their laughter, moving stealthily through the manicured garden that wrapped around the side of the house. The landscaping was flawless, with winding stone paths flanked by tropical plants and flowers that provided perfect cover for three college-aged spies.

“This way,” I whispered, gesturing toward a small clearing ahead where steam was rising into the cooling evening air.

We crept forward, ducking behind a cluster of large flowering bushes with pink blooms. Carefully parting the foliage, we found ourselves with a perfect view of a sunken hot tub built into the deck. And there they were.

Valentina and Tatiana were sitting in a jacuzzi, completely naked, champagne glasses in hand. The hot tub was positioned to take advantage of the breathtaking ocean view, with the sunset painting the sky orange and pink.

We froze, unsure whether to retreat or move forward. They hadn’t noticed us, too engrossed in their conversation and the spectacular view.

“Holy fuck,” Zara whispered beside me. “We were right.”

I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the scene. Both women were partially obscured by the bubbling foam, but I could still make out the outlines of their breasts rising just above the water. My mother’s were fuller than I remembered from glimpses growing up, while Tatiana’s were perfectly proportioned. They both looked stunning in the fading golden light, their skin glowing and wet.

“We should go,” I whispered, even as I remained rooted to the spot. It was just words. I was also curious. I wanted to see and hear more.

“No way,” Zara whispered back.

“I love my job,” Valentina was saying, taking a sip of champagne. “Being a sex therapist is so fulfilling. Helping people overcome their barriers to intimacy and pleasure, there’s nothing like it.”

I felt Zara stiffen beside me. She turned to look at me with wide eyes, mouthing silently, “Sex therapist?”

I shrugged in confusion. As far as we knew, Valentina was a regular therapist who specialized in family counseling. She’d never mentioned anything about sex therapy specifically.

“I love running a university,” Tatiana replied, taking a sip. “But being a sex therapist sounds so much more exciting. Getting to talk about sex all day and help people with their intimate problems? Sign me up.”

Valentina laughed, the sound carrying clearly over here. “It’s not that different from what you do, really. We’re both helping clients navigate their lives, just in different areas and ages.”

“That’s true,” Tatiana said, clinking her glass against Valentina’s.

There was a pause, and I saw Valentina shift closer to Tatiana in the hot tub. “So, have you dealt with that frustration we talked about last time?”

Tatiana’s sigh was audible even from our hiding spot. “A little. I mean, girl sex is amazing, don’t get me wrong.” She ran a hand along Valentina’s arm. “But I still want a man sometimes, you know?”

“I know exactly what you mean,” Valentina said sympathetically. “How did it go when you asked him about the survey?”

My stomach dropped. They were talking about me.

“We were just about to kiss,” Tatiana admitted, her voice carrying a note of disappointment. “But then I got that text from my sweetheart needing a ride.”

My entire body felt like it was on fire. Standing there, watching my mother and Tatiana naked in a hot tub, discussing me like I was some project they were working on together. It was surreal. The steam rising from the water seemed to intensify the heat I was feeling.

“That always happens,” Valentina said with a knowing smile. “Don’t worry, you don’t have to do it in the office if that makes you uncomfortable. There are plenty of other places.”

Tatiana leaned back, her breasts rising slightly above the water. Her nipples were as pink as her daughter’s, looking perfect with her auburn hair. “No, I think the office will be more fun. The thrill of possibly getting caught adds to the excitement, don’t you think?”

Valentina nodded thoughtfully. “Just try to seduce him naturally. Nathan responds well to confidence, but he needs to feel like he’s making the choice.”

“I’ll do it in the office,” Tatiana said, taking another sip of champagne. “I’ve already started laying the groundwork with that survey.”

My eyes widened. They were literally planning how Tatiana would seduce me, with my mother giving tips.

Their conversation shifted, becoming more personal as they discussed their lives, relationships, and desires. I kept watching as Valentina moved closer to Tatiana, her hand disappearing beneath the bubbling water.

“How has it been, being single for so long?” Tatiana asked, her voice growing huskier.

“Lonely,” Valentina admitted. “But I’ve found ways to manage.”

They began caressing each other, their touches becoming more sensual with each passing moment. Valentina’s hand traced Tatiana’s collarbone, then dipped lower to cup her breast. The intimacy between them was undeniable.

“Remember what I taught you about sexual energy?” Valentina murmured, her fingers tracing patterns on Tatiana’s wet skin. “How it heals and transforms?”

Tatiana closed her eyes, leaning into Valentina’s touch. “I feel it,” she whispered. “It’s like electricity flowing between us.”

I saw Valentina’s arm shift beneath the water, and Tatiana’s sudden moan told me exactly what was happening. Valentina was stroking between Tatiana’s legs, making her arch her back slightly.

“How did it feel?” Tatiana asked suddenly, her voice breathless. “When you walked in on your kids having sex? Was it as shocking as when I caught Isabella with Nathan?”

I felt Zara tense beside me, her fingernails digging into my arm. We both held our breath, waiting for Valentina’s response.

“It excited me in ways I’ve never experienced before,” Valentina confessed, her voice husky with desire. “Seeing them together like that … it awakened something primal in me.”

Tatiana leaned closer, her wet hair clinging to her shoulders. “Tell me more,” she said, clearly fascinated and aroused.

“I’ve been having these fantasies,” Valentina continued, her voice dropping even lower. “About Nathan. Watching him with Zara made me see him differently. He’s become such a handsome, confident man.”

Tatiana chuckled, a knowing smile spreading across her face. “Now you know exactly how I feel, and how I’ve been feeling since you came with him up to my office. The first time I saw him in action with Isabella, I couldn’t stop thinking about it.”

Zara jabbed me in the ribs with her elbow and leaned close to my ear. “Told you,” she whispered triumphantly. “They both want to fuck you.”

I rolled my eyes but couldn’t deny the evidence right in front of us. “You were right,” I whispered back, my heart hammering in my chest.

“There’s something beautiful about witnessing something so taboo,” Valentina said, her fingers tracing circles on Tatiana’s shoulder. “The forbidden nature of it just heightens everything.”

“You’re right,” Tatiana said, enjoying being close to our mother.

“So when you caught Isabella with Nathan,” Valentina said, shifting closer to Tatiana. “Was it as intense for you?”

Tatiana nodded enthusiastically. “Just as exciting. Maybe even more so. It made me incredibly horny, though I’ll admit I felt a bit envious of Isabella’s youth and beauty. She has this perfect body that I used to have.”

“Don’t be ridiculous,” Valentina said, reaching out to cup Tatiana’s breast. “You’re still absolutely gorgeous.”

Their eyes locked, and then they were leaning toward each other, their lips meeting in a deep, passionate kiss. I watched, mesmerized, as their tongues visibly tangled, their mouths open and hungry. It was sloppy and wet and incredibly erotic. My cock hardened instantly, straining painfully against my jeans as if it would burst right through.

When they finally broke apart, both women were breathing heavily. Valentina ran her fingers through Tatiana’s damp hair. “Should we move to the lounger? More room to play.”

Tatiana nodded eagerly, and they both stood up, water cascading down their naked bodies as they stepped out of the hot tub. I had a perfect view of them both, completely nude and glistening wet. Tatiana’s body was athletic yet feminine, with full breasts that defied gravity and a patch of neatly trimmed auburn hair between her legs. Valentina’s figure was curvier, with larger breasts and a similar trimmed patch of dark hair on her mound. But those hips … I’d never seen such perfect hips, all smooth and glowing. I felt myself gravitating toward them like some sort of magnetic pull. Zara had to hold onto me before I fell forward, giving me a look that questioned what the hell I was doing. I tried to resist, but it was difficult. Their boobs … They were bell-shaped but had a natural cleavage. Tatiana’s pink nipples looked so sweet, and Valentina’s peachy ones looked incredibly juicy.

They toweled each other off slowly, taking their time to caress each other’s bodies. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the intimate scene unfolding before us. Tatiana’s auburn patch of hair between her legs was neatly trimmed into a perfect triangle, while Valentina’s dark hair was similarly styled but slightly fuller.

After they finished drying off, Tatiana stretched out on the outdoor lounger, her naked body bathed in the glow of the sunset. Valentina knelt beside her and began trailing kisses down her body, starting at her neck and working her way down between her breasts, across her flat stomach, and finally between her thighs.

“Jesus Christ,” I whispered, the crown of my cock aching as it pressed against the zipper, as I watched my mother part Tatiana’s legs and begin to lick her pussy like an erotic movie.

Tatiana moaned loudly, her back arching as Valentina’s tongue lightly spanked Tatiana’s sex. Her fingers tangled in Valentina’s hair, guiding her head as she writhed on the lounger. “Right there, Valentina,” she gasped.

“Wow,” I mouthed as I saw a pornographic version of my mother that I’d never seen before. Valentina was eating Tatiana out with the skill of someone who had done this many times before, and Tatiana was loving every second of it.

After a few minutes, Tatiana’s body began to tremble. “I’m close,” she said, her thighs quivering around Valentina’s head. Tatiana squeezed her breasts together. I glanced at Isabella, wondering what she was feeling. She just stared, her eyes wide and shiny as her mother climaxed in front of her.

Valentina spread Tatiana’s legs wider and kissed and sucked on Tatiana’s bits even louder. Tatiana arched her back like the crescent moon, moaning and moaning till her orgasm washed over her. She squirted all over Valentina’s face, and she shivered violently, her hands gripping the edges of the lounger as Valentina continued to lick her through the aftershocks.

Both of them giggled, and Tatiana reached for a towel and cleaned Valentina’s face. “Sorry about that,” she said.

“It’s fine,” Valentina said, kissing her friend on her lips. “Let me know when you want to go again.”

“Now,” Tatiana said, as if the licking made her hornier.

Tatiana guided Valentina to lie down on the lounger. Instead of kneeling beside her, though, Tatiana repositioned herself so that her head was between Valentina’s legs and her own pussy was hovering above Valentina’s face.

“Sixty-nine,” Zara whispered beside me. “Classic.”

“You weren’t kidding that your mom’s horny,” I told Isabella, who hadn’t spoken at all.

“I knew she was horny … but not that horny,” Isabella said, her eyes still wide as saucers.

Our mothers began pleasuring each other simultaneously, gripping each other’s butts and hips, spreading them so they could reach their pussies better. The sight of them together, naked bodies intertwined as they gave each other pleasure, was the most erotic thing I’d ever witnessed. Both their faces were buried in each other’s pussies, and the slobbering sounds of kisses and licks made me almost come on the spot. They went all out, their breasts mashed against each other’s flesh as they mutually pleasured each other.

“Jeez, it’s getting hot out here,” Tatiana gasped between licks and kisses. “Let’s take this inside where it’s cooler.”

They disentangled themselves and made their way into the living room. They forgot to close the door, and we watched through the wide floor-to-ceiling windows as they settled on the large sofa, positioning themselves. Tatiana leaned back slightly, lifting one leg over Valentina’s so their pussies aligned perfectly. When their swollen, glistening lips pressed together, they began to grind against each other, their wet centers creating obscene sounds as they moved together.

“Oh fuck,” I murmured, unable to contain myself.

“Is your boner okay?” Zara asked playfully.

“This is wild,” I whispered to Zara and Isabella.

“God, Valentina,” Tatiana moaned, her head falling back as they began to fuck each other.

Valentina reached forward, grabbing Tatiana’s thigh to pull her closer, creating more pressure where they connected. Their bodies found a rhythm, hips rolling in perfectly. Each movement caused their breasts to bounce slightly. Valentina’s fuller ones swayed hypnotically while Tatiana’s firmer ones quivered with each thrust.

“Yes, right there,” Valentina gasped, her face filled with pleasure.

Tatiana’s fingers dug into Valentina’s thigh as they increased their pace, grinding harder against each other. Both women were flushed, a sheen of sweat making their skin glisten in the dim light. Their clits rubbed together, causing them to gasp and shudder.

“I’m going to climax so hard,” Tatiana said, moaning as her and Valentina’s honey spilled all over their inner thighs.

“Me too,” Valentina replied, her voice strained with need. “Don’t stop.”

They grinded faster, their bodies tensing as they chased their orgasms. The expression of pure ecstasy on Valentina’s face as she approached climax was something I never thought I’d see, her eyes closed tightly, mouth open, cheeks flushed pink and completely abandoned to pleasure.

“This is really wild,” I whispered to Zara and Isabella, unable to tear my eyes away from the scene.

Isabella’s mouth hung open. “Indeed … and hot,” she whispered back, her voice tinged with awe.

Zara stared in disbelief. “I never thought Mom was like that,” she admitted quietly. “She always seemed so… proper.”

We watched as both women reached their climax almost simultaneously, their bodies shuddering violently as waves of pleasure washed over them. Valentina moaned, her back arching off the sofa, while Tatiana bit her lip to stifle her groan. They continued to grind against each other through their orgasms, their pussies opening and closing, prolonging the pleasure until they finally collapsed, panting and satisfied.

After catching their breath, they moved toward each other, their lips meeting in a tender kiss that quickly grew passionate. Their hands roamed over each other’s bodies, caressing and squeezing as they continued to make out.

“We should go,” I said, finally breaking away from the hypnotic scene. “We know for a fact now that our mothers like hooking up with each other.” I also had to go before my blue balls would kill me.

Zara shook her head, her eyes gleaming with excitement. “I want to see them use the strapon,” she whispered back. “The one Isabella talked about.”

Tatiana stood up from the sofa and held out her hand to Valentina. “Let’s go upstairs,” she said. “I want to use that new toy we bought last weekend.”

Valentina took her hand with a seductive smile. “I was hoping you’d say that.”

“Jeez, they’re going again,” Zara said.

“They’re hornier than both of you,” I said in disbelief.

“At least we know who we inherited it from,” Zara said with a chuckle.

We watched as they collected their champagne glasses and headed toward the staircase, completely naked and seemingly without a care in the world. My eyes were fixed on their full moons, the perfect heart-shaped and just the right amount of flesh to squeeze. Their figures disappeared up the stairs, leaving us alone in the dimly lit living room.

“Damn it,” Zara muttered. “They’re going to the bedroom.”

“I think we’ve seen more than enough,” I said, trying to ignore the persistent throbbing in my pants. “We should leave before they hear us.”

Zara turned to me, her expression suddenly serious. “You realize what this means, right? We now know for certain that both Valentina and Tatiana want to have sex with you. They literally discussed how Tatiana’s going to seduce you in her office.”

“It’s insane,” I admitted. “I can’t believe Mom would actually…”

“But you’re not opposed to it, are you?” Isabella chimed in, a knowing smile playing on her lips. “I think my mom’s a bit sexually frustrated. I think it would make her feel better.”

I felt my face flush at her directness.

“Look, this is all very cute,” I said, trying to regain some control of the situation, “but we should really get going before they come back down or hear us. I think we’ve been lucky so far.”

Both girls nodded reluctantly, and we made our way back toward the gate. I carefully opened the door, and the moment the door swung open, an ear-splitting alarm began to blare throughout the property.


Chapter 6

“Fuck!” I said, my heart leaping into my throat.

“Shit! The security system!” Isabella cursed, her eyes wide with panic.

“Run!” Zara shouted, grabbing my arm. We sprinted down the driveway. The alarm continued to wail behind us, and I could hear shouting from inside the house.

“Hurry up!” I called over my shoulder as we raced toward my car.

We dove into the vehicle, and I fumbled with the keys, my hands shaking from the adrenaline.

“Go, go, go!” Isabella yelled as I finally got the engine started and slammed the car into drive.

I peeled away from the curb, tires screeching as we made our escape. My heart hammered in my chest as I checked the rearview mirror, half-expecting to see Valentina and Tatiana running after us, nude or in lingerie.

“Fuck,” Zara said, clutching the dashboard. “That was close.”

“Too close,” I agreed as I navigated the winding coastal road. “I told you this was a bad idea.”

“But it was worth it,” Isabella said from the backseat, still breathing hard. “We got confirmation. They’re definitely fucking.”

“And they’re both plotting to get you in bed,” Zara added, giving me a sideways glance.

I drove for a few more minutes, my mind racing as I tried to process everything we’d just witnessed. The image of Valentina and Tatiana together, naked, kissing, licking, and basically fucking, was burned into my brain. I couldn’t stop thinking about their conversation either, both of them discussing me like I was some conquest to be shared between them.

Suddenly, I pulled over to the side of the road and cut the engine.

“What are you doing?” Zara asked, turning to look at me with confusion.

I stared straight ahead at the darkening coastline for a moment before meeting her eyes. “We have to tell them.”

“Tell them what? That we saw them? Why would we do that?” Zara asked, puzzled.

Knowing it was the right thing to do, I sighed. “Think about it. They’re back there right now, probably terrified that someone broke in. They’re in this beautiful private moment, all blissful and pleasured, and now they’re panicking, thinking they need to call the police.” I shook my head. “It’s not right. Mom and Tatiana have always been so caring and considerate to us. They don’t deserve this.”

Isabella leaned forward from the backseat. “He’s right, Zara. My mom is probably freaking out right now.”

Zara bit her lip, considering. “I guess you’re right. It would be pretty shitty to leave them worried all night.”

“So we call them?” Isabella asked.

I nodded. “We call them and come clean. All of us together.”

“Okay,” Zara agreed. “But you’re doing the talking.”

I pulled out my phone and found Valentina’s number. My thumb hovered over it for a moment before I pressed call. It rang several times, and I was starting to think she wouldn’t answer when she finally picked up.

“Nathan?” Valentina’s voice was breathless and panicked. “I’m a bit busy right now, honey.”

“Mom, listen. You don’t need to call the police,” I said quickly.

There was a pause. “What? How did you … what happened, Nathan?” Suspicion crept into her voice.

I took a deep breath. “We, uh… we snuck out to the beach house. We were the ones who triggered the alarm when we left.”

I heard Valentina draw in a sharp breath. Then her voice, slightly muffled as if she’d covered the phone partially. “Tatiana, it’s okay. You don’t have to call the police. Turn off the alarm.” Then she was back. “Whose idea was this?”

Zara leaned toward the phone. “It was mine, Mom. Well, mine and Isabella’s. Nathan was against it from the start, but we talked him into it.”

“I see,” Valentina said, her voice unreadable.

“We’re really sorry,” I added. “We shouldn’t have invaded your privacy like that.”

“I understand,” Valentina said after a moment of silence. “I appreciate you being honest with me. That shows maturity.”

There was an awkward silence, and I wasn’t sure what to say. Zara just nudged me with her elbow. “Say something,” she mouthed.

“Well … uhm, we’ll head back now,” I said, feeling genuinely remorseful. “Please just … enjoy the rest of your evening. You two deserve some privacy.”

I heard Valentina’s laugh through the phone. “Thank you. It’s alright, don’t worry too much about it. We’ll talk about everything once I’m back home.”

“Okay, Mom. Thanks for understanding.”

“Drive safe,” she added before hanging up.

I put my phone away and let out a long and heavy breath. “Well, that was surprisingly not terrible.”

“Thank God our moms are cool,” Isabella said from the backseat.

“She’s probably still going to have a serious talk with us later,” Zara pointed out.

I started the car again and pulled back onto the road. “Let’s just get home.”

The drive back was much quieter than the trip out. We were all lost in our own thoughts, processing what we’d seen. I kept replaying the images of Valentina and Tatiana together, their naked bodies entwined. It was strange but undeniably arousing and forbidden.

When we finally reached Isabella’s place, she leaned forward from the backseat. “Walk me to my door?”

“Sure,” I said, parking and following her out.

“Wait!” Zara said, reaching into her purse and fishing out the purple vibrator. “So your mom won’t accuse you of more terrible things.”

“Thank you,” Isabella said with a smile. “We should go shopping sometime.”

“I’m down … after all this awkward stuff is sorted out,” Zara said.

They gave each other a hug before I followed Isabella out. We stopped at her front door, and before I could say anything, Isabella pressed her body against mine and kissed me deeply. Her tongue slid into my mouth, exploring hungrily as she pushed me against the wall. I responded in kind, my hands gripping her hips. The kiss reminded me of when we had sex at her couch, and her mother walked in on us right after I’d creampied her thoroughly.

“Thanks for the adventure,” she whispered when we finally broke apart. “And don’t overthink what we saw, okay? Our moms are grown women who can do whatever makes them happy.”

“Yeah, you’re right,” I agreed, still trying to catch my breath. “I hope she won’t be mad at you.”

She chuckled and waved her hand dismissively. “I know my mother well. She won’t be mad.”

“Awesome.”

“Text me tomorrow,” she said with a smile before disappearing inside.

When I got back to the car, Zara was grinning at me. “You two looked cozy.”

“You’re like a little fox,” I teased her.

“Once we’re back home, I’ll be a vixen,” she said with a wink.

Once we got back to our place, I collapsed onto the couch, emotionally and physically drained from the day’s events.

“What a day,” I said, leaning back. “I’m still trying to process everything we saw.”

Zara plopped down beside me, a mischievous smile playing on her lips. She trailed her fingers up my thigh, sending an immediate jolt through my body.

“I know exactly what we need to wind down,” she said, her hand inching higher. “Some hot, sweaty sex to clear our minds.”

Despite my exhaustion, I felt myself responding to her touch. The memory of what we’d witnessed at the beach house flashed through my mind, igniting a renewed fire in my veins. I grinned, pulling her closer.

“That’s exactly what I need,” I agreed, pressing our lips together as she climbed onto my lap.

Our clothes came off in a rush, and we didn’t even make it to the bedroom as we fucked raw on the couch again.

* * *

I was jolted awake by a knock on the bedroom door. Zara was curled against me, naked and still asleep, her blonde hair spilled across my chest. Sunlight streamed through the blinds, indicating it was well into the morning.

“Zara? Nathan?” Valentina’s voice came through the door. “When you have a moment, I’d like to talk to both of you downstairs.”

I tensed immediately, memories of Friday night flooding back. It had been awkward, but spending time with Zara yesterday definitely made up for it. We had the whole house to ourselves and even invited the twins over, who wanted some extra help with their “studies.” It ended up turning into more fooling around with both of them, not that I was complaining.

“Okay, Mom. We’ll be down in a bit,” I told her.

I heard her footsteps retreating down the hall, and I gently shook Zara awake. “Mom’s home,” I whispered. “She wants to talk to us.”

Zara groaned, burying her face in my chest. “What time is it?”

I glanced at the clock. “Almost eleven. It’s Sunday.”

“Right,” she muttered, reluctantly pulling away from me. “I guess we have to face the music.”

We dressed quickly, both of us nervous about the impending, awkward conversation. I pulled on a t-shirt and jeans while Zara slipped into shorts and a tank top.

“Ready?” I asked, my hand on the doorknob.

Zara nodded, though she looked as anxious as I felt.

We found our mother in the kitchen, preparing some toasts and tea for us. She turned when we entered, and I was struck by how glowing and youthful she looked. Her skin had a healthy glow, her eyes were bright, and there was a relaxed set to her shoulders that I hadn’t noticed in years. Whatever her relationship with Tatiana was, it clearly agreed with her.

“Good morning,” she said, her voice calm and neutral as she prepared something to eat for all of us. “Did you two sleep well?”

“Yeah,” I answered awkwardly, accepting the cup of tea she offered.

Zara just nodded without saying anything, glancing at me for answers.

“Look, Mom, we’re really sorry about Friday night,” I told her. “We shouldn’t have spied on you.”

Valentina then turned to Zara, who tried to hide behind her cup of tea. “I’m also sorry,” Zara added quickly. “It was a total invasion of your privacy.”

Valentina took a sip of hers, regarding us with a surprisingly serene expression. Despite the awkwardness of the situation, she looked healthier than I’d seen her in years, and it wasn’t just the knee-length summer dress with flower motifs, or her recently brushed, lustrous hair. It was something in her eyes. Something deep in her heart radiated from her.

“I appreciate the apology,” she said. “But I am curious … exactly how much did you see?”

Zara and I exchanged uncomfortable glances. I cleared my throat. “We saw you and Tatiana kissing,” I admitted. “And then… more intimate things.”

“The licking part,” Zara blurted out, making me roll my eyes at her explicit words. “And when you were scissoring on the couch.”

Valentina’s eyebrows rose slightly, but she didn’t seem particularly shocked or embarrassed. I decided not to mention the part about them planning my seduction, though from Valentina’s knowing look, I had the distinct feeling she suspected we’d overheard that conversation too.

“I have my needs too,” she said with a smile. “Even if I’m older, I enjoy sex as much as you do.”

“Nothing unusual,” I told her. “You’re still our loving mother.”

“And I always will be,” she said. “Let’s sit.”

We sat down and enjoyed the toasts. We talked about the weather and food for a bit, even if there were other questions left unanswered.

After a moment of silence, Zara pushed her empty plate away. “So … how long have you been a sex therapist? That was kind of a surprise.”

Valentina sighed, her shoulders relaxing as if relieved the question had finally been asked. “For most of my career, actually. Nearly two decades now.”

“But why didn’t you ever tell us?” I asked.

“When you were young, it didn’t seem appropriate,” she explained, leaning back. “I didn’t want to expose you to concepts you weren’t ready for. Then as you grew older, I just never found the right moment. The longer I waited, the harder it became to bring up.” She looked between us, genuine concern in her eyes. “I hope you both understand. It wasn’t about keeping secrets, it just became increasingly difficult to explain as time passed.”

“We don’t judge you, Mom,” I said sincerely. “Not for your profession or for… what we saw with Tatiana.”

“Yeah,” Zara agreed. “Actually, it’s kind of cool. You help people with something really important.”

Valentina’s smile reached her eyes. “Thank you both. That means a lot to me.” She took another sip of her tea. “Tatiana and I have been close friends for many years. She’s been going through some personal issues, and I’ve been helping her work through them.”

“By sleeping with her?” Zara asked bluntly.

Valentina didn’t flinch. “Sometimes my work involves demonstrating techniques. With Tatiana, things evolved naturally from our friendship. We should have been more open with you both. That was my mistake, and I apologize for that.”

“I understand, Mom. It’s okay.”

After we’d eaten, we rose to our feet. I wrapped my arms around Valentina first, holding her dearly in a hug. Zara joined us, enveloping Valentina from the other side. “Yeah, we forgive you. We love you no matter what.”

Valentina’s body relaxed into our embrace, and I felt her arms tighten around us both. “I should have been more open with you both from the beginning,” she admitted, her voice thick with emotion. “About my profession, about Tatiana… everything. It was a mistake to keep these parts of my life hidden from you.”

“It’s really okay,” I reassured her, pulling back slightly to look her in the eyes. “We’re adults now. We can handle this conversation.”

We spent the rest of Sunday morning talking openly about Valentina’s work as a sex therapist, clearing the air about what we’d witnessed at the beach house. By the time we finished brunch, the awkwardness had mostly dissipated, replaced by a new understanding between us. It felt good to finally have everything out in the open.

But one thing remained. Their conversation about seducing me. And how Tatiana wanted to have sex with me.


Chapter 7

It was Monday, and it had been a calm day at the university. I had just wrapped up the final class, and I was packing up my teaching materials. Then I heard a knock at the door. “Come in.”

Zara and Isabella stepped inside. “What’s up?” I asked them.

“Not much,” Isabella said.

“How’d it go with your mom?” I asked Isabella.

She shrugged, leaning against my desk and tucking a strand of auburn hair behind her ear. “Fine. We’ve talked about sex before, so it wasn’t awkward. She was pretty cool about the whole spying thing, and said she understood curiosity.”

“I’m sure Zara has told you how it went,” I said, glancing at both of them. Zara nodded curtly. “Slightly awkward at first, but Mom was surprisingly understanding.”

“The sex therapist was the biggest shock,” Zara said.

“Not the lesbian sex?” Isabella asked Zara with an arched eyebrow.

“Both revelations were shocking,” I admitted, zipping up my bag. “I just can’t get those scenes out of my head. You know, seeing them together like that.”

“Pussy against pussy,” Zara said with a giggle.

“Neither can I,” Isabella said, lowering her voice. “But listen, we need to keep this quiet. Don’t tell anyone else about what we saw, okay? I don’t want people thinking my mom is some kind of slut or something.”

“Of course not,” I said quickly. “This stays between the three of us.”

“Absolutely,” Zara agreed. “We wouldn’t do that to either of them.”

Isabella seemed to relax a little. “Thanks. I should probably get going. I’ve got cheer practice in twenty minutes.”

“Take care,” I told her, but before she left, she made sure the door was closed, perched on her tiptoes and kissed me right on the lips.

“You too,” she said sweetly.

After she left, I turned to Zara. “Ready to head home?”

“Definitely,” she said, grabbing her backpack.

We were just walking toward the parking lot when my phone buzzed. I pulled it out and saw a text from Tatiana. Could you stop by my office? Need to discuss that survey data.

“Fuck,” I muttered, suddenly remembering the survey I was supposed to have analyzed for her. With everything that had happened over the weekend, it had completely slipped my mind.

“What’s wrong?” Zara asked, peering over my shoulder.

“It’s Tatiana. She wants to see me about that survey data I promised her.”

Zara’s lips curled into a knowing smile. “Really? I wonder why she wants to see you.”

“It’s about the survey,” I insisted, though the memory of Tatiana and Valentina discussing how Tatiana planned to seduce me flashed through my mind.

“Yeah, right,” she said with an eyeroll. “Do you mind if I take the keys? I’m sure Tatiana will give you a ride home … And a ride at her office.” She grinned.

“Fine,” I said, reaching for the keys and dropping them in her hand before turning toward the administration building. “Sorry about this.”

Zara rolled her eyes. “I’ll forgive you if you give me an explicit non-fictional story of what took place in that office.”

“Sure thing,” I said, feeling my face heat up.

“Even better, tell me all about it during dinner,” she called after me with a wink. “When Mom’s there too.”

“You horny girl,” I muttered under my breath. I hurried across campus, my mind racing. I had finished reviewing some of the questions, and even filled out part of the survey myself, but not all of them. But I believed my sister was right. What exactly was I walking into? Would I see her nude again, legs spread on her desk? I told myself not to get too ahead of myself, in case I got disappointed.

When I reached the administrative building, I noticed how quiet it was. The usual bustle of secretaries and administrators was absent. I took the elevator to the last floor, and as I approached Tatiana’s office suite, I saw her receptionist putting on her coat.

“Oh, Professor Hale,” she said with a smile. “President Bennett is expecting you. Go right in.”

“Thanks,” I replied, glancing around the empty floor. “Is everyone gone for the day?”

“Yes, there was a staff meeting across campus,” she explained. “Most of the administrative staff is there, but President Bennett stayed behind to work on some urgent matters.” With that, she waved goodbye and headed toward the elevator.

I stood there for a moment, taking in the unusual quiet of the normally bustling office floor. The entire administrative wing seemed deserted except for Tatiana’s office at the end of the hall, its light spilling out into the dimly lit corridor. The emptiness made the space feel strangely intimate, almost like we were alone in the building.

Taking a deep breath, I walked to her door and knocked.

When Tatiana opened it, I nearly forgot how to breathe. She was wearing a dress I’d never seen before, a silky black number with a criss-cross front that revealed a generous glimpse of her breasts. Her auburn hair fell loose around her shoulders, and it seemed to glow in the warm light of her office. The scent of her musky perfume hit me immediately.

“Nathan,” she said with a smile, stepping back to let me in. “Thank you for coming on such short notice.”

“Of course,” I replied, trying to keep my eyes at a respectable level. “Listen, Tatiana, before we start, I wanted to apologize for Friday night. For spying on you at the beach house. It was completely inappropriate, and I’m really sorry.”

Tatiana waved her hand dismissively as she closed the door behind me. “It’s fine. Let’s consider us even since I walked in on you and Isabella that time. We’ve all seen each other in explicit positions now.”

Her casual tone surprised me, but I felt relieved that she wasn’t holding a grudge. Still, being alone with her in this empty office wing, knowing what I knew about her conversations with Valentina, made my heart race. I couldn’t help remembering the image of her naked body glistening with water as she stepped out of that hot tub. Or when she climaxed, or when she was pressing her slit against my mother’s.

Tatiana gestured for me to sit on the small sofa in her office rather than the chairs in front of her desk. She settled beside me, close enough that I could feel the warmth of her body. The feminine scent of her perfume surrounded me, and I shifted as I felt my body responding to her proximity with a thickening cock.

“So,” she said, crossing her legs and turning toward me. “How did the survey go? Were you able to review the data?”

I cleared my throat. “It went fine. I looked at most of the questions, but I even added a few that I thought would fit well with the overall assessment.”

“Excellent,” she said, reaching for a folder on the coffee table in front of us. “I’ve been looking over some of your answers to the faculty portion. They’re quite illuminating.”

She flipped through a few pages, then looked up with a mischievous grin. “So, I have some additional questions I’d like to ask you,” Tatiana said, her eyes dancing with amusement as she flipped through the papers. “But first, let’s review what you’ve already answered.”

She began reading from my survey responses, her voice dropping lower than usual. “‘Question 17: Rate how much the following factors impact your teaching motivation on a scale of 1-10.’” Tatiana looked up at me, a knowing smile playing on her lips. “‘Attractive administration: 9.’”

Heat rushed to my face. I’d been honest in my answers, not expecting her to single that one out.

“So,” she said, leaning closer, “you do get more motivated when the teacher, or in this case, the administrator, is better looking?”

I swallowed hard, caught in her penetrating gaze. “That’s a no-brainer, isn’t it? I’m only human.”

Tatiana laughed, the sound rich and warm in the quiet office. “Beauty isn’t fair,” she admitted, closing the folder. “But everyone judges more for it. That’s just human nature.” She crossed her legs, the silky fabric of her dress sliding up her thigh. “Everyone wants the shiniest apple in the bunch.”

“Can’t argue with that,” I agreed, trying desperately to keep my eyes on her face rather than the skin she was revealing.

Tatiana set the folder aside and shifted closer to me on the couch. “You know, I watched some security footage from Friday night,” she said casually, though her eyes were anything but. “I couldn’t help but notice you and your sister seemed to linger a bit longer than necessary when your mom and I were… intimate.”

“I—”

“Did it turn you on?” she asked bluntly. “Seeing me with your mother?”

The directness of her question caught me off guard, but something in her expression told me honesty was the only acceptable response.

“It was the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen,” I admitted, as it started getting hotter. “And I’ll be honest, it’s been a motivator to take my job even more seriously. Knowing that you’re … that kind of woman.”

“What kind of woman?” she asked, cocking her head.

“Sexually active … and incredibly sexy.”

Tatiana’s eyes darkened with satisfaction. “How much did you hear that night?” she asked, her voice dropping to an intimate whisper as she moved closer, her knee now touching mine.

It was getting hot in here, and I could smell her perfume, see the pulse beating in her throat.

“I heard about the seduction part,” I confessed, the temperature in the room seeming to rise several degrees. “About your plans.”

Tatiana’s smile widened, predatory and pleased. “And seeing your boss nude,” she asked, her fingers playing with the strap of her dress, “did that motivate you too?”

“I’ve never felt so motivated in my life,” I whispered, unable to tear my eyes away as she slowly pulled the zipper down the side of her dress.

“Interesting,” she said with a giggle.

The way she looked at me, with that confident half-smile, made it clear she had planned this moment carefully. The zipper slid down, revealing more of her smooth skin beneath.

“And now that you know my intentions,” Tatiana said, “what are you going to do about it?”

“I’m going to fuck you … hard,” I said, making her eyes swim with desire.

“I like the sound of that,” she said, leaning closer to my lips and briefly pressing them to mine, just a light brush. Then she glanced at her phone as if waiting for someone to interrupt her. Then she giggled. “Nope, not this time. We’re golden.”

“Oh, thank God,” I said, leaning back to kiss her. Her smooth lips pressed right against mine. I couldn’t feel a crack on them, and her mouth tasted like mint and strawberries. I ran my hands up her sides, feeling her warm skin through the fabric of her dress.

“I’ve been fantasizing about this for so long,” she whispered against my mouth as her hands tugged at my belt. “Ever since you stepped into my office, and especially after I saw you with Isabella.”

“It feels better in real life, right?”

“Way better,” she said and kissed me again while holding onto me. Breaking the kiss, I slid the zipper of her dress all the way down and helped her step out of it. She stood before me in nothing but a pink thong, her breasts full and perfect, the pink nipples already hard. My cock stirred as I took in her naked beauty. “You look so much better upfront,” I said.

“You didn’t like it when I was covered in foam?” she asked while twirling a strand of auburn hair on her finger.

“I loved that too,” I said, cupping her full MILF breasts reverently. They barely fit in my hands, so I had to caress them to feel every inch. I leaned down to take one nipple into my mouth, sucking gently at first, then with more pressure as she moaned and arched her back.

“Hmm,” she whispered, enjoying me sucking on her tits.

I alternated between her breasts, licking and sucking each nipple until they were wet and glistening. Tatiana giggled as I traced my tongue around her pink areolas, her body quivering under my touch. Her skin tasted faintly salty and sweet, which just turned me on even more.

I came off with a smack and kept kneading them. But she was so turned on that she pushed me back slightly. She pulled my shirt up and over my head, tossing it aside. Her hands explored my chest, nails lightly scratching down my abs before she dropped to her knees.

Looking up at me with those lustful eyes, she unbuckled my belt and unzipped my pants. When she freed my cock, her eyes widened.

“Even better than I saw you with my sweetheart,” she murmured. She barely stroked me once before she opened and slid me inside. The wet heat of her mouth engulfed me, and I groaned, bracing one hand against the wall. She took me deeper with each bob of her head, eventually taking my entire length until I could feel the back of her throat. She gagged slightly but didn’t stop, pulling back only to spit on my shaft before diving back down. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked hard, creating an incredible suction that made my knees weak.

What made it even more intense was how she maintained eye contact, looking up at me with those hungry eyes as she pleasured me. Her auburn hair fell across her face, and I gently brushed it back, wanting an unobstructed view of this incredible sight.

I leaned back and moaned. The best part was when I was deeply entrenched inside her mouth, seeing how my cock bulged against her throat, her lips stretched and the hollow of her cheeks. “Jeez,” I said, helping her bob her head with my hand as I lightly face fucked her.

After a few more minutes of her sucking and slobbering over my cock, she came off with a smack and licked her lips. She slowly rose to her feet, hooking her thumbs into her thong and sliding it down her legs. Now completely naked, she backed up to her desk and sat on the edge, spreading her legs wide.

“Do you mind giving me a lick?” she asked, leaning back on her elbows.

“I’d love to,” I said. I knelt between her legs, taking in the sight of her exposed pussy. Her labia were delicate and pink, glistening with arousal. A neatly trimmed triangle of auburn hair crowned her mound, the same rich color as the hair on her head. The scent of her drove me wild alone, clean but musky, with hints of her expensive perfume mingling with her natural, feminine aroma.

I leaned in, drawing my tongue slowly through her folds. She was incredibly wet, her taste tangy and sweet at the same time. After I’d licked her once, I circled her clit with my tongue, alternating between gentle laps and firm pressure as she writhed on the desk.

“Oh, right there,” she said when I sucked her clit between my lips. “Don’t stop.”

I didn’t, continuing to lick and suck as I slid one finger inside her. She was incredibly tight and honey-moist, her inner walls clenching around my fingers as I curled them. And while my finger was inside, I leaned forward to lick her some more, dragging my tongue all over her lips till my saliva dripped down her pink flesh and pooled on her desk along with her nectar. She threw her head back, enjoying every flick of my tongue, curl of my finger. She kept giggling, and it warmed my heart seeing and hearing her pleasure. I latched my mouth on her center and slid my tongue into her pussy, dreaming it was my erection. Then I came off her as my cock throbbed painfully.

“Oh, Nathan, just fuck me,” she finally said, her voice thick with desire and need. “Now.”

I stood up, positioning the head of my saliva-coated cock at her entrance. I brushed it along her swollen lips till I parted her vagina with the tip. She was so wet that I slid in easily, but the tightness of her pussy still made me gasp. I pushed forward slowly until I was completely buried inside her.

“Wow,” I said, feeling her walls grip me like a warm hug. “You feel amazing.”

“So do you,” she moaned as I began to thrust my hips. “You’re stretching me so well.”

I fucked her, sliding in and out as I squeezed her breasts. Tatiana’s head fell back, her face a mask of pure pleasure. She looked like she was in heaven, her lips parted, eyes half-closed in ecstasy, and cheeks flushed and pink.

“Harder,” she said, wrapping her legs around my waist to pull me deeper.

I gave it to her, the sound of our bodies slapping together filling the office. Tatiana reached behind her to sweep her computer screen to the side and push some papers out of the way as she leaned back further, giving me even deeper access. It all tumbled onto the floor, but neither of us cared.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she chanted as I pounded into her. “Right there, don’t stop.”

I could feel my orgasm building, a tingling pressure at the base of my spine as I kept having sex with this beautiful, mature woman. She spread her legs a bit wider, her pussy opening up even further. For every thrust, I pushed in as deeply as possible, the “clap” rising along with our moans. Letting go of her breasts, I grabbed her hips instead, and her boobs jiggled and rolled like mad. She had to push them together, making a deep cleavage that made my mouth water.

I glanced down, my cock rapidly disappearing and stretching inside her, her walls moistening for every thrust as my erection came out soaked and wet. I looked back at her as I slammed into her again, the desk creaking and wobbling. I had never felt such a sweet, ripe pussy in my life. She was a bit like her daughter, but slightly snugger and puffier, making me feel more of her vagina.

“Oh, I’m climaxing,” she said, squeezing her tits hard. She let out a moan of relief, arching her back as I felt her pussy flutter around my erection. I couldn’t last much longer either, and I thrust deep one last time as my release hit me, pumping rope after rope of hot cum inside her as my knees buckled. At the same time, Tatiana’s body tensed, her pussy clenching rhythmically around my cock as she came, milking every drop from me as I flooded her interior.

Eventually, I slowed down, catching my breath as my fucking came to a halt. I was still deep inside her, aware of her honey and walls enveloping my softening cock.

We stayed connected for a moment, both of us sweaty and breathing hard. When I finally withdrew, a trickle of cum leaked from her slit, sliding down her thigh.

Tatiana sighed deeply, a sound of pure contentment. “God, I haven’t had cum in my pussy in years,” she said, her voice dreamy and satisfied. “I forgot how good it feels.”

“That was incredible,” I said, still trying to catch my breath. “You’re amazing.”

“So are you,” she replied with a lazy smile. “Even better than I hoped.”

She reached into a drawer and pulled out some wet wipes, cleaning her inner thighs. I took one from her and cleaned myself up as well, then helped her gather the papers that had scattered across the floor.

“Sorry about the mess,” I said, stacking the documents on her desk.

“Worth it,” she replied with a wink as she slipped back into her dress. “Need a ride home?”

“That would be great since Zara took the car,” I said, pulling on my clothes.

Tatiana’s office was back in order within minutes, no evidence remaining of what had just transpired except for the lingering scent of sex in the air. She sprayed some air freshener, then grabbed her purse and keys.

The drive to my house was comfortable, Tatiana seeming more relaxed than I’d ever seen her. She hummed along to the radio, occasionally glancing over at me with a satisfied smile. She kept talking and talking, everything about my favorite dishes to my favorite positions. It was clear from her voice that we’d just started, and that she wanted way more with me.

When we pulled up in front of my house, she turned to me before I could get out. “I had a wonderful time at the office,” she said, leaning over to kiss me. “I hope we can do this again soon.”

“I’d love to,” I replied honestly. “Just say when.”

“I’ll text you,” she promised, her hand squeezing my thigh. “Maybe next time we can try my place. I have a few toys I think you’d enjoy.”

The thought sent a shiver of anticipation through me. “I’ll look forward to it.”

I got out of the car and before she rolled down the window, she blew me a kiss. I stood there in awe as I watched her drive away, still processing what had just happened.

As I turned toward the house, I saw Zara peeking through the curtains, a knowing grin on her face. I knew I’d be in for a thorough interrogation the moment I stepped inside.

But somehow, I couldn’t bring myself to regret a single moment of what had just happened with Tatiana. Not when it had felt so good and intense. Even if it was wrong by most people’s standards, I was already counting the minutes until I could be with her again.

Taking a deep breath, I walked up to the door and let myself in. Home sweet home, even if I was about to face an inquisition.

Valentina was in the living room, curled up with a book. She looked up when I entered, her eyebrows raising slightly as she took me in.

“There you are,” she said, setting her book aside. “Who gave you a ride home? I didn’t hear your car.”

Her smile was knowing, almost teasing, and I felt my face flush instantly.

“Tatiana dropped me off,” I said. “We were going over the survey data I collected for her.”

Valentina giggled. “Oh, I’m sure you went over something, but I doubt it was just survey data.”

I stiffened, suddenly self-conscious. “What do you mean?”

“Honey,” Valentina said, pointing to my mouth, “you’ve got lipstick on your lips. And that scent—” She inhaled deeply. “That’s Tatiana’s favorite perfume. I’d recognize it anywhere.”

Before I could respond, I heard Zara running down the stairs, giggling as she entered the living room.

“Finally home!” she exclaimed, grabbing my hand and pulling me toward the couch. “Come sit. I want details. All of them. Right now.”

“Details about what?” I asked weakly, though I knew exactly what she meant.

Valentina scooted over on the couch, patting the space between her and where Zara was now sitting. I reluctantly took my place, feeling like I was about to be interrogated by two very enthusiastic detectives.

Zara leaned in close, sniffing dramatically. “You smell like sex and Tatiana’s perfume,” she said. “Did you fuck her in her office? On her desk? Tell us everything!”

“Zara!” I said, but I couldn’t help laughing at her directness. “Jesus Christ, you’re shameless.”

“So are you,” she shot back with a grin. “Come on, spill it.”

I looked between them, my sister’s eager expression and my mother’s curious, indulgent smile. This was surreal, my family waiting to hear about my sex story with Tatiana. But after everything we’d been through lately, the walls between us had already crumbled.

“Fine,” I said. “Yes, we had sex in her office. She called me in to discuss the survey, but it was pretty obvious it was all about something else.”

“Her clothes, was anyone there, positions, and so on?” Zara said, tugging at my arm. “You’re being a terrible storyteller at the moment.”

I laughed, shaking my head at their eager faces. “Okay, so she was wearing this incredibly sexy dress with a zipper down the side. And the whole administrative floor was empty.”

“Convenient,” Valentina remarked with a knowing smile.

“Very,” I agreed. “We talked about the survey for like two minutes before she asked me straight out if seeing her with you turned me on.” I glanced at Valentina, who didn’t look surprised. “Then we kissed, and she unzipped her dress, and well… it escalated from there.”

“On the desk?” Zara said, still looking disappointed at my storytelling skills.

“Yes, on her desk,” I admitted, feeling my face heat up. “Papers went flying everywhere. It was… intense. She’s incredibly sexy and knew exactly what she wanted.”

“Did you use protection?” Valentina asked, her tone more practical than judgmental.

I shook my head. “No, she wanted me to finish inside her raw. Said she hadn’t felt that in years.”

Then Zara wanted to know positions, whether I licked her or if she sucked me. I told her everything, which made her visibly aroused. I didn’t mind. Hopefully, she’ll take out her frustration on me later today.

Instead of being shocked, Valentina smiled warmly and placed her hand on my arm. “I’m proud of you, Nathan. Tatiana’s been going through a difficult time lately. She needs that love, that romance. It means a lot to me knowing you’re making her feel better.”

Her words surprised me, but they also made sense given what I now knew about their relationship. “Really?”

“Really,” Valentina confirmed.

“I’m just glad for this opportunity,” I said, feeling a sudden rush of gratitude despite the surreal nature of our family conversation. “It’s not every day you get to connect with someone like Tatiana. I mean, she’s brilliant, beautiful, and… well, you know.”

Valentina squeezed my arm gently. “I do know. Just be careful with your heart, okay? And remember that your professional relationship still matters.”

“I will,” I promised, though I wasn’t entirely sure how I was going to balance everything. Between Tatiana, Isabella, my teaching job, and whatever was happening with my family, my life had become wonderfully complicated.


Chapter 8

The next day, I drove to the Bennett house for my tutoring session with Isabella. My mind kept replaying the events from Tatiana’s office, making it difficult to focus on the road. I’d barely slept, too wired from the incredible sex and the surprisingly open conversation with Valentina and Zara afterward.

When I pulled into the driveway, my heart rate picked up. Would Tatiana act differently around me now? Would Isabella somehow sense the change between her mother and me?

I rang the doorbell, straightening my shirt nervously. The door swung open, and there stood Tatiana, looking absolutely stunning in a tight pencil skirt and a silky blouse with several buttons undone, revealing her delicious cleavage that I’d bathed in yesterday.

“Nathan,” she said, her voice warm with familiarity as she stepped forward, placing her hands on my shoulders. “So good to see you.”

She leaned in and gave me a kiss on the lips, lingering just long enough to make my heart race and remember where they’d recently been. When she pulled back, her eyes were sparkling with mischief.

“I’ve got some work to finish up in my study,” she said, her voice low and intimate. “Isabella’s just finishing up her shower. She’ll be down in a few minutes.”

“Okay, great,” I said, still feeling the tingle of her lips on mine.

“I’ll quickly let you know that I’ve been fantasizing about you a lot,” she said, her cheeks pinkening. “Hopefully, we can find some time together as quickly as possible.”

“I’m sure we will,” I said, hardening as I dreamed of her nude and with her legs spread.

“We’ll catch up,” Tatiana said. “Make yourself at home in the meantime.”

“I will,” I said as she left, hopping into her car and blowing me a kiss as she drove away.

I settled onto the couch in the living room, trying to collect my thoughts. The house was quiet except for the distant sound of water running upstairs. I pulled out my teaching materials, arranging them on the coffee table while I waited.

About ten minutes later, I heard footsteps on the stairs. Isabella appeared, her long hair loose and still slightly damp, falling in waves around her shoulders. She wore a pink skirt that showed off her toned legs and a simple white top that hugged her curves perfectly.

“Hey, Professor,” she said with a bright smile, coming over to give me a hug. Her body pressed against mine momentarily, and I caught the scent of her sweet, fruity shampoo.

“Hey, yourself,” I replied as she settled beside me on the couch. “Ready to tackle some marketing concepts?”

“As ready as I’ll ever be,” she said.

We spent the next hour going through her assignment, discussing market segmentation strategies and consumer behavior models. Isabella was actually quite sharp when she applied herself, quickly grasping the concepts I explained.

As we wrapped up the academic portion of our session, Isabella closed her textbook and turned to face me fully.

“So,” she said, tucking one leg underneath her, “I wanted to ask you something.”

“What’s up?” I asked, noticing the shift in her tone. I was certain it had to do with her mother. She must’ve noticed since Tatiana was glowing.

“Some friends of mine are planning this party next weekend,” she began, her eyes lighting up with excitement. “It’s going to be amazing, a harem theme. Everyone dresses up in these gorgeous outfits, lots of silks and jewels. But we need one handsome, older-looking man, and I really want you to come.”

I didn’t expect that, and I frowned slightly. “Isabella, I don’t know if that’s a good idea. I’m not supposed to attend parties with my students, and a party will be difficult to keep under wraps.”

She waved her hand dismissively. “These are mostly my friends from State College—the cheer squad. They don’t know you’re a professor. As far as they’re concerned, you’re just my hot older boyfriend.” She grinned at me. “And it’s just girls, so it’s not like it’s going to be some crazy frat party or something.”

“Where will you have it?” I asked, curiosity getting the better of me despite my reservations.

“We’re looking at Airbnbs,” Isabella replied, pulling out her phone. “There are a few nice ones just outside the city that would be perfect.”

I frowned, thinking of the practical issues. “You know most Airbnb hosts won’t be happy about a big party, right? There might be cameras outside or noise monitors. You could get hit with huge fines.”

Isabella rolled her eyes and flipped her damp hair over her shoulder. “They don’t have to find out. We’ll be discreet.” She leaned closer, her knee brushing against mine. “And I can’t have it at my place because Mom’s usually home. Even if she’s cool, I don’t think she’d approve of a harem party.”

“I don’t know, Isabella…”

Her eyes lit up as she swiped through her phone. “Look, these are my friends who’ll be there.” She handed me her phone, displaying a group photo of six stunning young women in cheerleading uniforms, all with perfect figures and dazzling smiles. They were all drop-dead gorgeous. The most beautiful girls at the peak of their beauty. They had slim, flawless faces, fresh, perky tits, firm hips, innocent smiles, and lustrous hair. I felt myself drawn to them immediately.

“They’re all from State College. Super fun girls.” She took back the phone, swiping to another photo. “And I want Zara to come too. And the twins.”

The thought of Zara being there changed things. And if the twins came too…

“If Zara comes, I’ll come,” I found myself saying, my resolve crumbling faster than I’d expected.

Isabella’s face broke into a smile. She threw her arms around my neck, pressing her body against mine in an enthusiastic hug. “Thank you, it’s going to be so much fun, I promise!”

As she pulled back, her expression shifted to something more curious. “By the way, Mom seems different lately. She was humming this morning while making coffee. I don’t think I’ve seen her this relaxed in years.”

I felt heat rise to my face, remembering exactly why Tatiana might be in such a good mood. “Oh, um…”

“Did something happen between you two?” Isabella asked.

I cleared my throat awkwardly. “Well… yesterday in her office, we… you know.”

Isabella’s mouth formed a perfect O before breaking into a wide grin. “You had sex in her office? That’s so naughty! Both of you!” She giggled, looking more delighted than scandalized. “But I’m glad. She deserves to be happy. And you’re way better than her usual type.”

“Thanks, I think?” I said, unsure how to respond to her enthusiasm about my sexual relationship with her mother.

“Trust me, it’s a compliment,” Isabella said. “I heard how badly she wanted you while we were spying on her earlier.”

I couldn’t help but smile at Isabella’s acceptance. Her casual attitude toward her mother’s sex life was refreshing, if a bit unusual.

“Yeah, I remember that too,” I said, and the lesbian scenes as well with my mother.

“She works so hard, and after all that stress …” She trailed off, then shrugged. “Let’s just say it’s nice to see her smile like that again.”

“I’m glad too,” I said sincerely. The idea that I could bring joy to Tatiana’s life, even if it was just a physical release, made me feel unexpectedly good.

We kept talking, which turned even more intimate. It didn’t take long for the books to be tossed aside, and she was yet again nude. We fucked on the couch, giggling and making jokes about getting caught. She also made lewd comments. “Who’s hotter?” she asked while her breasts bounced as I fucked her. “Me or Mom?”

“Both of you at once,” I said, making her chuckle.

I came inside her raw while kissing her, and then I came off her and helped clean the mess from her thighs. Once she was dressed, she leaned against me, still warm from the sex. I thought we could have a moment in peace, but then she glanced at her phone and jumped up.

“Oh! I’ve got to get ready for practice.”

“No worries,” I said. “Need a ride?”

She nodded eagerly. “My license’s still suspended.”

I drove her there and dropped her off. She kissed me on the lips and reminded me to ask my sister about the party. “I’ll ask her as soon as I get back.”

“Great,” she said with a grin.

As I drove home, I thought about Isabella’s party invitation. A harem theme sounded hot, especially with a group of cheerleaders, Zara, and the twins. But I knew I’d never get such an opportunity again. And I’d regret it if I didn’t go.

When I arrived home, I found Zara lounging on the couch watching a reality show. She looked up when I entered, a curious smile on her face.

“How was tutoring?” she asked, muting the TV.

“Good,” I replied, dropping my bag by the door. “Hey, I wanted to ask you something.”

She sat up straighter. “What’s up?”

“Isabella’s planning this party next weekend,” I said, sitting beside her on the couch. “A harem-themed party with her cheerleader friends from State College. She invited me, but I said I’d only go if you came too.”

Zara’s eyes widened with excitement. “A harem party? Like with the sexy outfits and everything?”

“That’s what she said. Silks, jewels, the works. She’s inviting the twins, too.”

“Are you kidding? Of course I want to go!” she exclaimed, bouncing slightly on the cushion. “That sounds amazing! I’ve been dying to do something fun like that.”

Her enthusiasm was infectious. “Really? You don’t need to think about it?”

“What’s to think about? Hot girls, sexy outfits, probably some drinks…” She grinned mischievously. “Plus, I get to see my professor brother surrounded by a bunch of scantily-clad women. The twins will absolutely die when they hear about this.” She grabbed her phone off the coffee table. “Let’s call them right now. They’re going to freak out.”

Before I could respond, she was already dialing the twins on speaker. After two rings, Lexi’s voice came through.

“Hey, Zara!”

“You two need to clear your schedules for next weekend,” Zara said, shooting me a conspiratorial grin. “We’ve got a harem party to attend.”

“A what now?” Lexi asked, her interest sparked.

“A harem party,” Zara repeated. “Sexy outfits, silks, jewels, the whole deal. Isabella’s organizing it with her cheerleader friends from State College. And my brother will be the star of the show.”

“And we’re invited?” Raven asked, sounding surprised and delighted.

“Absolutely,” I chimed in. “Isabella specifically asked for you two to come.”

There was a brief pause, then both twins squealed with excitement simultaneously.

I couldn’t help but smile, though something told me this party might be more than any of us expected. Zara confirmed it with a wicked grin. “This is going to be epic.”


Chapter 9

The Uber driver took another sharp turn, sending Zara sliding across the backseat into Lexi’s lap. They both erupted in giggles as the car navigated the winding roads leading up to Rocky Peak Park.

“This is going to be epic,” Raven said, holding her phone up to capture the view of the city lights twinkling below us. The sunset painted the sky orange and purple, creating a dreamlike backdrop against the silhouettes of the mountains.

I sat in the front passenger seat, my stomach a knot of anticipation and nerves. The past week had flown by, with Isabella, Zara and the twins discussing outfit options and party plans almost non-stop. Now that we were actually on our way, reality was setting in. I was on my way to a college party with nine hot college girls all for myself.

“You okay there, Professor?” Lexi teased, leaning forward to squeeze my shoulder. “You look like you’re heading to a final exam instead of a party full of gorgeous girls.”

“I’m fine,” I said, turning to look at the three beautiful girls in the backseat. Zara had outdone herself in a shimmering gold two-piece that left little to the imagination, while the twins wore matching outfits in turquoise and ruby red, their honey-blonde hair styled in loose waves.

“He’s just nervous about being the only guy,” Zara said, nudging Lexi with her elbow. “Performance anxiety, maybe?”

They all burst into laughter, and I couldn’t help but join them. Despite my nervousness, there was an undeniable thrill coursing through me.

We soon turned onto a private drive that wound through a dense cluster of pine trees. When the house came into view, we all let out appreciative gasps.

It was a modern house of glass and wood on the edge of a small clearing. Light spilled from every window, and I could hear the faint pulse of music coming from inside.

We paid the driver and gathered our overnight bags. As we made our way up the path, the front door swung open, and Isabella appeared with a wide grin. She wore what could barely be called an outfit, a transparent pale pink fabric draped strategically over her curves, held together by gold chains. Small jewels glittered across her exposed midriff, and her long legs were accentuated by golden anklets that jingled as she moved.

“Nathan!” Isabella said, rushing forward to wrap her arms around me in a tight hug. Her nearly naked body pressed against mine, the thin fabric doing nothing to hide the warmth of her skin or the softness of her breasts against my chest. The scent of her sweet, exotic perfume filled my nostrils as she held me close.

“Hi, Isabella,” I said.

“Welcome to paradise,” she whispered in my ear before pulling back with a mischievous smile. She greeted my sister and twins before pulling us inside. “Come meet everyone!”

The house was even more impressive inside, an open living area with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the twinkling city lights below. A large sectional couch dominated one side of the room, while a bar area had been set up in the corner. But what truly caught my attention were the young women scattered throughout the space. Five stunning cheerleaders lounged on the couches or danced to the music, each dressed in variations of the harem theme. Some wore more fabric than others, but all left little to the imagination.

“Ladies!” Isabella called out, and the music was turned down slightly as everyone turned to look at us. “Our guests of honor have arrived!”

A tall blonde with legs that seemed to go on forever approached first. Her outfit was a deep blue that complemented her eyes, the fabric clinging to her curves in all the right places.

“This is Zoe,” Isabella said, introducing us. “Captain of the cheer squad and the mastermind behind tonight’s theme.”

“So you’re the famous professor,” Zoe said with a playful smile, looking me up and down appreciatively. “Isabella’s told us so much about you.”

“All good things, I hope,” I replied, trying to maintain my composure as she stepped closer, her hand brushing my arm.

“Very good things,” she confirmed with a wink.

One by one, Isabella introduced the rest of her friends, Megan, a petite redhead whose freckled skin contrasted beautifully with her emerald outfit; Jasmine, whose olive complexion glowed in gold fabric that barely covered her impressive curves; Tina, an athletic brunette whose toned abs were on full display; and Brooke, a tall beauty whose honey-blonde hair cascaded down her back in waves. I remembered them from the photo Isabella had shown me earlier, but they looked so much better in real life.

Each introduction was accompanied by warm touches, flirtatious comments, and unmistakable interest in their eyes. By the time we’d made it around the room, my head was spinning.

Zara and the twins immediately integrated themselves with the other girls, chatting and laughing as if they’d been friends forever. I watched in amazement as they seamlessly joined the party atmosphere.

“Let’s get you a drink,” Isabella said, pulling me toward the bar. “What’s your poison?”

“Whiskey, neat,” I replied, still trying to process the scene around me.

As Isabella mixed drinks, Zoe appeared with a golden crown adorned with colorful jewels. “For our king,” she said, placing it on my head while the others cheered.

“All hail King Nathan!” Lexi called out, raising her glass.

“King Nathan!” the others echoed, lifting their drinks in a toast.

I felt my face flush with a mix of embarrassment and pleasure as I adjusted the crown. “I’m hardly royalty,” I protested weakly.

“The only man in a house full of beautiful women?” Jasmine said, sidling up to me. “That makes you our king for the night.”

Isabella handed me my drink. “To the king of our harem,” she said with a wink.

The music suddenly shifted to a pulsing beat that seemed to vibrate through the floor. Megan cranked up the volume, and several of the girls moved to the center of the room to dance. Their bodies swayed hypnotically to the rhythm, jewels and chains catching the light as they moved.

“Come dance with us,” Brooke insisted, grabbing my hand and pulling me toward the dance floor.

Before I knew it, I was surrounded by gyrating bodies, the scent of perfume and warm skin enveloping me. Tina pressed against my back while Brooke danced in front of me, her hips moving in perfect time with the music. I caught glimpses of Zara dancing with Jasmine, both laughing as they twirled each other around.

Time seemed to blur as we danced, drank, and laughed. The girls took turns claiming my attention, each one more flirtatious than the last. Zoe taught me a few cheer moves, her hands guiding my body. Megan mixed specialty cocktails she’d invented, each one stronger than the last.

“King Nathan needs another drink!” someone called out, and suddenly a fresh glass appeared in my hand.

After I’d danced enough, I needed a break. I found myself seated on the large comfy couch, with Isabella on one side and Tina on the other. The twins perched on the floor in front of me, while the rest of the girls lounged around us in various states of relaxation.

“Let’s play a game,” Zoe suggested, sitting cross-legged in the center of our circle. “Truth or dare … And I think our king should go first.”

All eyes turned to me, and I felt a rush of both excitement and nervousness. The crown sat slightly askew on my head after all the dancing, and I adjusted it with a grin.

“Alright,” I said, feeling bold from the alcohol. “Truth.”

“Playing it safe?” Tina teased, poking my side.

Zoe tapped her chin thoughtfully. “Who was your first crush on a teacher?”

The girls leaned forward eagerly as I thought back. “Ms. Pearson, my tenth-grade English teacher. She used to wear these pencil skirts that drove teenage me wild.”

Zara gasped. “I remember her! You used to talk to Valentina about her all the time.”

“No, I did not,” I said, my cheeks reddening.

Zara blew me a raspberry and made fun of my blushing cheeks.

The game moved quickly around the circle. At first, the questions and dares were relatively tame. Zara admitted to having sucked me off for an A, Brooke was dared to do a handstand, and Jasmine revealed her most embarrassing date story.

“Truth or dare, Isabella?” Megan asked, her eyes glinting mischievously.

“Dare,” Isabella replied without hesitation.

“I dare you to give our king a lap dance,” Megan said, raising her eyebrows suggestively.

The girls whooped and cheered as Isabella stood up, swaying her hips as she approached me. She straddled my lap, her nearly transparent outfit leaving little to the imagination as she began to move against me. The sensation of her warm body grinding against mine sent heat rushing through me, and I had to concentrate hard not to get visibly aroused.

When Zoe’s turn came again, she chose dare without hesitation.

“I dare you to climb on the coffee table and show us your best exotic dance,” Lexi challenged.

Zoe leapt up eagerly, climbing onto the glass coffee table in the center of our circle. Someone cranked up the music, and she began to move, her body undulating to the beat. The other girls cheered her on as she got more into it, spinning and dropping low. She looked more like a stripper than a cheerleader.

“Take it off!” Jasmine called out, and the others joined in the chant.

Laughing, Zoe began to untie the straps of her top, letting the fabric fall away to reveal her perky breasts. She twirled the fabric above her head before tossing it into my lap. As she spun around, her foot caught the edge of a cocktail glass, sending it flying. Red liquid splashed across the cream-colored rug beneath the table.

As I moved to grab some napkins, my foot slipped on the wet floor, and I went down hard, landing awkwardly on my side. The girls erupted in laughter as I lay there, momentarily stunned.

“Oh no, our king is injured!” Megan gasped with exaggerated concern. “As a nursing student, I’d better examine him.”

Before I could protest, she was kneeling beside me, her hands running down my chest. “We need to make sure everything’s in working order,” she said, her fingers trailing lower until they reached the waistband of my pants.

“I’ll assist,” Isabella said, dropping to her knees beside Megan. “This requires a thorough examination.”

My protests died in my throat as they unbuttoned my pants and slid them down my hips. My erection was impossible to hide now, straining against my boxers.

“The patient appears to be responsive,” Megan announced clinically, though her eyes were hungry as she pulled down my boxers. “But we should verify full functionality.”

Without another word, she lowered her head and took me into her mouth. I sighed in relief, my head falling back against the floor. Around us, the party had gone quiet except for the music, all eyes on the scene unfolding on the floor.

“I should help too,” Isabella said, joining Megan. They took turns, their mouths warm and wet as they passed my erection back and forth, occasionally pausing to kiss each other with me still between them.

I was vaguely aware of the other girls watching, some touching themselves or each other, but I couldn’t focus on anything beyond the incredible sensation of two beautiful women pleasuring me simultaneously.

“Don’t hog all the fun,” Zara said, approaching with a wicked smile. She knelt beside them, her hand replacing Megan’s mouth as she stroked me firmly.

I should have felt some hesitation about my sister joining in, but in the haze of alcohol and arousal, all boundaries had dissolved. The only reality was this moment, these sensations, and these beautiful women surrounding me.

When I finally came, it was Megan who took me deep into her mouth, swallowing most of it before pulling back. Without missing a beat, she turned to Isabella, pulling her into a deep kiss, sharing my cum with her. Then Isabella turned to Zara, repeating the process till their lips and tits were covered in pearly cum.

We got back up to our feet, some of us nude and some of us clothed. The music was cranked to its highest volume, bodies writhing together all around the room.

“It’s too hot in here,” Raven said, reaching behind her to untie her top. Lexi followed suit, both twins now topless, their matching breasts swaying as they approached me.

“We want to play a drinking game,” Lexi said, her voice husky with desire.

They guided me to the couch, positioning themselves on either side of me. Raven filled her mouth with the sweet cocktail she’d been drinking, then pressed her lips to my own, letting the liquid flow between us. I swallowed eagerly, the drink tasting even sweeter from her mouth.

Lexi went next, but instead of using her mouth, she poured the drink over her big, bouncy breasts, then guided my head to lick it clean. The sensation of her nipple hardening against my tongue made my recently spent cock begin to stir again.

Not to be outdone, Raven spread her legs and had Jasmine pour a shot of liquor over her exposed pussy. “Drink,” she said, and I eagerly complied, my tongue lapping at the combination of alcohol and her natural wetness. Once I’d cleaned her thoroughly, she guided me up for another kiss, tasting herself on my lips.

The twins took turns, becoming more adventurous with each round until I was rock hard again. The other girls watched, some pleasuring each other, others simply enjoying the show.

“Let’s fuck,” Lexi whispered, pushing me back on the couch and straddling me. She sank down slowly, her tight pussy enveloping me inch by inch until I was fully sheathed within her. She began to ride me, her blonde hair falling around her face like a curtain as she moved.

Raven knelt beside us, alternating between kissing her sister and kissing me, her hands roaming over both our bodies. The other girls had formed a circle around us, cheering and offering encouragement as Lexi started riding me harder and harder.

When I finally came, it was with a groan that was lost in the pounding music. Lexi climbed off me, and immediately Raven was there, lowering her face between her sister’s legs to lick up the mixture of our fluids. When she’d gathered it all, she rose up on her knees, pulling Lexi into a deep kiss to share the fruits of our passion.

I lay back, completely spent and utterly satisfied, watching the beautiful chaos unfold around me. That’s when the headlights swept across the windows, bright beams cutting through our sensual haze. For a moment, we all froze, suddenly aware of the world outside our bubble of pleasure.

Then came the pounding on the door, loud enough to be heard over the blaring music.

“Open! This is the property manager!”

The spell broke instantly. Girls scrambled for discarded clothing, drinks were hastily hidden, and someone cut the music, plunging us into sudden, terrifying silence.

“Shit,” I said, pulling up my pants with fumbling fingers. “I told you about the noise rules.”

The pounding came again, more insistent this time. “I know you’re in there! Open up now or I’m calling the police!”

Isabella looked at me with wide, panicked eyes. “What do we do?”

I took a deep breath, trying to clear my head. “I’ll handle it,” I said, though I had no idea how I was going to explain this scene to anyone. “Everyone get dressed and try to look… normal.”

I straightened my clothes as best I could and made my way to the door, trying to look composed despite the chaos behind me. My heart hammered in my chest as I opened it, preparing some excuse about a small get-together that got slightly out of hand.

When I opened the door, a woman in her late 40s stood there in a rain jacket, flashlight in hand, face tight with irritation. The beam from her flashlight swept across my face, momentarily blinding me.

“Hello,” I began, attempting to sound as innocent as possible. “Is there a problem?”

“You said this was a small gathering,” she snapped, her voice sharp with anger. “Do you call this small?”

I blinked. “I’m sorry if we were a bit loud—”

She pushed past me into the entryway, her flashlight beam cutting through the dimly lit room. The smell of alcohol hung heavy in the air, and though someone had turned down the music, its faint echo still betrayed us. The woman looked past me, spotting the group of young women and the mess inside: cups scattered across tables, pillows thrown on the floor, a toppled chair lying on its side, alcohol spills and the scent of sex hanging in the air.

Isabella rushed over, hastily adjusting her outfit, trying to sound composed. “We were just celebrating a little. I promise we’ll keep it down.”

The host shook her head firmly. “No, this isn’t acceptable. My listing clearly says no parties. I need to speak to whoever’s responsible.”

I stepped forward, trying to help defuse the situation. “Ma’am, I’ll pay extra for cleaning or any damages. They’re just college kids, no harm done.”

Her eyes narrowed at me. “I’m not interested in bribes. Either I speak with the parents, or I’m calling the police.”

At the mention of police, the cheerleaders started whispering nervously among themselves. The tension in the room thickened instantly. I glanced around, seeing panic spreading across their faces.

Isabella’s face was drained of color. “Please don’t call the police,” she said, voice trembling.

The host crossed her arms. “Then give me your parents’ number.”

“Here,” I said, fishing out my phone. “You can take my mother’s number.”

“No,” the host said firmly. “I recognize Isabella. She’s the one who booked it, and she’s responsible for this mess.” She narrowed her eyes at Isabella. “It has to be your mom.”

“Please,” I said, trying my hardest to let her off the hook. “Our mothers know each other well.”

The host ignored me, her glare still fixed on Isabella. Eventually, Isabella sighed, wiped her tears, and recited her mother’s number, which the host punched into her phone.

The woman stepped outside to make the call, standing near her car with her back to us, the beam of her flashlight bouncing off the wet gravel.

The moment the door closed, Raven muttered, “This is bad.”

Zara immediately moved to Isabella’s side, wrapping an arm around her shoulders. “It’ll be okay,” she said.

The cheerleaders stayed behind, helping to pick up cups and straighten furniture, though their movements were sluggish from the alcohol.

Isabella sat on the couch, near tears, repeating, “Mom’s gonna kill me.”

I moved beside her, placing a hand on her knee. “I’ll stay with you,” I said softly. “You don’t have to face her alone.”

“We’ll stay too,” Zara said, and the twins nodded their agreement, though they all looked tipsy and tired.

We managed to clean up the worst of the mess, hiding empty bottles, wiping up spills, and arranging the furniture back to some semblance of order. The stain on the carpet remained, but we covered it with a throw pillow and hoped for the best.

About an hour later, headlights swept across the gravel driveway, illuminating the room through the large windows. My stomach tightened as I recognized Tatiana’s car.

Tatiana stepped out, umbrella in one hand, coat pulled tight against the chill of the night. Even from this distance, I could see her composed demeanor as she approached the host, who waited near the porch with crossed arms.

“That’s my mom,” Isabella whispered unnecessarily, her voice small with dread.

We watched through the window as Tatiana approached. I couldn’t hear what she said, but I saw her extend her hand to the host.

“I’m going to be grounded until I’m thirty,” Isabella moaned.

The front door opened, and Tatiana entered, followed by the property manager. Tatiana’s eyes swept the room, taking in the hastily cleaned space and the girls. Her gaze lingered on me for a moment, a flicker of surprise crossing her features before she masked it.

The host launched into her complaints, gesturing wildly as she detailed the noise, the number of guests, and the damage to her property. Tatiana listened without interrupting, her expression steady as the woman worked through her grievances. When the host finally ran out of steam, Tatiana simply said, “You’re right to be upset. I’ll compensate you fully.”

The host blinked, thrown off by Tatiana’s composure. “That’s… not the point. I just can’t have people—”

Tatiana cut in gently but firmly, “I understand. You’ll have your money, and I’ll make sure it doesn’t happen again. And we’ll also leave as soon as possible.”

I watched in amazement as she handed over her number and promised to send payment the next morning. The host, while still wary, seemed satisfied enough. She double-checked the locks before driving off into the rainy night, headlights fading down the winding road.

Tatiana closed the door and turned toward us. The lighting cast shadows across her face, making her expression unreadable for a moment before she spoke. She spotted her daughter with tear tracks on her cheeks. She sat down next to her, draping an arm over her shoulder. “I’m not angry, Isabella. Just disappointed,” she said. “Even if it’s a rental, you can’t make a mess and expect someone else to fix it.”

Isabella’s eyes filled with tears again. “I know. I’m sorry, Mom. It got out of hand.”

I stepped forward, feeling responsible. “It was my fault too. I should’ve stopped it.”

Tatiana looked at me, something told me she wanted to smile when she saw me. “You both share the blame. What matters now is that everyone’s safe.”

“Safe and tired…” Zara slurred softly from where she’d collapsed on the couch.

“I can drive home Isabella, Zara, Nathan, and the twins, and I’ll get an Uber for the rest of you,” she said.

Isabella, still teary, nodded gratefully. “Thanks, Mom.”

Tatiana looked us over, taking in our flushed faces and heavy eyes. She pulled out her phone and got an Uber for Isabella’s cheerleader friends.

The rain picked up as the Uber arrived, and I hugged the cheerleaders goodbye. They were all tipsy, tired and a bit scared, but they still wanted to let me know that we should meet another day.

Then we loaded into Tatiana’s car. Zara and the twins nodded off almost immediately in the back seat, their heads lolling together in exhausted slumber. Isabella sat quietly beside me, her head against the window.

Tatiana drove calmly as it started to rain, the wipers rhythmically clearing the windshield. The headlights caught the shimmer of rain-soaked trees, and the road felt endless, winding through the darkness of the hills.

When Isabella finally dozed off, Tatiana glanced over at me and murmured, “Thank you for staying with her.”

“I couldn’t leave her like that,” I replied, watching the rain streak across my window.

Tatiana’s tone softened. “You care about her. I see that.”

I didn’t respond, unsure what to say. The complexity of my relationship with both Isabella and Tatiana left me speechless.

After a moment, Tatiana sighed. “Sorry for being a buzzkill tonight.”

“You weren’t,” I said quickly. “You saved us.”

“Isabella could have just had the party at our place, you know,” she continued, keeping her voice low to avoid waking the others. “I wouldn’t have minded.”

Isabella stirred slightly beside me but didn’t wake. “She didn’t think you’d allow it,” I explained. “And she didn’t want to make a mess there.”

Tatiana shook her head slightly, a small smile playing on her lips. “She can’t make a mess at someone else’s place either. It’s still me who’ll end up cleaning it.”

“I know,” I said. “She’s sorry. We all are.”

It started raining a lot more, and Tatiana got a bit more nervous. “Isabella … would you mind if we sleepover at my friend’s guesthouse. I don’t like driving while it’s raining.”

“It’s fine,” she said timidly.

Tatiana then looked at me, and I shrugged. “It’s fine for me … I don’t think Zara and I are ready to see our mother either.”

“I thought so,” Tatiana said. She called her friend and it was settled within a minute.

After fifteen minutes, the guesthouse appeared suddenly around a bend, a modern cottage nestled among tall pine trees.

“We’re here,” Tatiana said as she pulled into the gravel driveway.

I gently shook Zara and the twins awake, explaining we’d crash at a cottage instead. We stumbled from the car, the cold rain shocking us into greater awareness as we hurried toward the shelter of the porch.

Tatiana punched in the code and the door opened. Inside, the cottage was cozy and warm, with a stone fireplace dominating one wall and furniture arranged throughout the main room.

“There are only two bedrooms,” Tatiana said, flicking on lights as she moved through the space. “The girls can take the master bedroom. It has a king-sized bed that should fit all four of them. Nathan, you can take the small bedroom, and I’ll sleep on the couch.”

“No way,” I protested immediately. “I’ll take the couch. You should have the bedroom.”

Tatiana shook her head. “You look tired and tipsy. I don’t want you to fall down and hit your head.”

“I didn’t drink that much,” I said, even though I did feel slightly intoxicated.

“Mom, why can’t you and me share a bed?” Isabella asked.

“But that will still leave Nathan on the couch,” Tatiana said, crossing her arms.

“But it’s fine … I promise it is,” I told her till Tatiana yielded.

Even if she didn’t like the outcome, Tatiana handed me some extra blankets for the couch while I helped guide Zara and the twins toward the master bedroom. They were practically sleepwalking, exhausted from the harem party and the emotional aftermath.

“Come on, ladies,” I said, steering them through the doorway. “Let’s get you to bed.”

They mumbled incoherently as I guided them to the king-sized bed. Lexi immediately flopped face-down onto the mattress, while Raven swayed on her feet, her eyes half-closed.

“Arms up,” I told Raven, helping her out of her harem outfit. She complied, lifting her arms and allowing me to pull the fabric over her head. I did the same for Lexi, who barely stirred as I undressed her. Zara managed to remove her top but needed help with the rest.

“Thanks,” she murmured as I pulled back the covers and helped them all climb in. They curled together under the sheets, a tangle of blonde hair and breasts. I tucked the blankets around them, feeling a strange tenderness as I watched them drift off.

As I turned to leave, Zara caught my wrist. “Kiss goodnight?” she asked sleepily.

I leaned down and pressed my lips to hers, a gentle kiss. “Goodnight, sis.”

“Night, bro,” she whispered, her eyes already closing as she snuggled deeper under the covers.

I quietly closed the door behind me and returned to the living room. Tatiana and Isabella had already disappeared into the second bedroom, and the cottage was silent except for the patter of rain against the windows and the occasional crackle from the fireplace.

I arranged the blankets on the couch and stretched out, my body aching pleasantly from the night’s activities. Despite the chaotic ending, I couldn’t help smiling as I replayed the events of the evening in my mind. The dancing, the drinking games, the cheerleaders and their bold advances. It had been an incredible night before the property manager showed up, and hopefully I wouldn’t be too hungover tomorrow.

I was just drifting off when I heard footsteps approaching. Opening my eyes, I saw Tatiana standing over me, wrapped in a thin white robe that clung to her curves. Her hair was loose around her shoulders, and in the dim light from the dying fire, she looked like a goddess.

“I feel bad leaving you out here on the couch,” she said, a smile crinkling her eyes.

“I’m fine,” I assured her, trying not to stare at the way the robe gaped slightly at her chest, revealing the swell of her breasts. “Really, it’s comfortable.”

She sat on the edge of the couch, her robe riding up to expose her smooth thighs. “Are you sure? You’ve had quite a night.”

“It’s been memorable,” I admitted with a chuckle.

Tatiana smiled, her hand coming to rest on my chest. “I think we can make it even more memorable,” she whispered, leaning down to brush her lips against mine. She kissed me once, leaving a smoochy sound behind. “What do you think?”

“Oh, I’d love that,” I said, wondering whether I was dreaming or not.

She pressed her lips to mine again, holding it so I could feel the smoothness and taste the sweetness. Then I slid my hand into her hair to pull her closer, and she deepened it, her tongue exploring my mouth. I could taste the mint of her toothpaste and something uniquely her.

“Tatiana,” I murmured against her lips as she untied her robe, letting it fall open to reveal her naked body beneath. The firelight played across her skin, highlighting the curves I’d admired so much in her office.

Her hands moved to my t-shirt, tugging it up and over my head. “We have to be quiet,” she said, her fingers trailing down my chest to the waistband of my pants. “The girls are just down the hall.”

I nodded, unable to form words as she unbuttoned my pants and slid them down my hips along with my boxers. My cock sprang free, already hardening at her touch. I reached between her legs, finding her pussy wet and swollen. She moaned as I stroked her, her hips moving against my hand.

We were so caught up in each other that we didn’t notice another presence until a feminine voice said, “Is this a private party, or can anyone join?”

We broke apart, and I looked up to see Isabella standing there in a pink bathrobe, her hair tousled from sleep. Tatiana didn’t seem surprised or embarrassed to be caught naked with my fingers between her legs.

“Is this your revenge for when I walked in on you?” Tatiana asked, her tone playful rather than accusatory.

Isabella giggled, shaking her head. “No, I just didn’t want to leave Nathan all alone out here.” She moved closer. “And it seems like you had the same idea, Mom.”

Tatiana smiled, shifting slightly to make room on the couch. “There’s room for you too, sweetheart.”

My heart hammered in my chest as Isabella sat next to me, her thigh pressing against mine. “Can I help?” she asked innocently, her hand hovering over my erection. “Can I stroke him too?”

“There’s room for your hand as well,” I heard myself say, hardly believing this was happening.

Isabella’s fingers wrapped around my shaft, joining her mother’s as they stroked me together. The sensation of two soft hands moving in tandem was incredible, and I groaned softly, careful not to wake the girls in the other room.

I looked between them, mother and daughter, both beautiful in their own ways, both touching me intimately. This was a threesome in the making, and the realization sent a surge of heat through my body.

They took turns kissing me, Tatiana’s lips experienced and mature, Isabella’s youthful and playful. Each kiss was different but equally arousing, and soon I was painfully erect, my cock throbbing in their hands.

“You’re stroking him too quickly,” Tatiana told her daughter, demonstrating a slower, more measured pace. “Like this.”

“No, he likes it faster,” Isabella insisted, speeding up her movements again. “See how he twitches when I do this?”

They continued their playful debate, their hands never leaving my body as they touched and teased. The competitive energy between them was hot, each trying to prove she knew what pleased me best.

“You’re both lovely,” I finally said, my voice strained with desire.

Tatiana smiled, seemingly satisfied with this answer. “Why don’t you come to bed with us?” she suggested, standing and retying her robe loosely. “It’s much more comfortable than this couch.”

I nodded eagerly, allowing Isabella to take my hand and lead me toward the second bedroom. Tatiana followed behind, closing the door softly once we were all inside.

The room was dimly lit by a small bedside lamp, casting long shadows across the queen-sized bed. It was definitely smaller than the other room, but it just meant we had to sleep tightly. Without hesitation, both women untied their robes and let them fall to the floor, standing naked before me.

I couldn’t help comparing them as they stood side by side. Tatiana’s body was mature and voluptuous, her breasts full and slightly heavy, her hips curved. Isabella was slimmer, more athletic, her breasts smaller but perfectly perky, her stomach flat and toned from cheerleading.

Yet despite their differences, the resemblance between them was similar: the same auburn hair, the same almond-shaped eyes, the same full lips, the same pink nipples. They were like two versions of the same woman, only separated by time.

They approached me together, and we shared a three-way kiss, our tongues and lips meeting and intertwining. Tatiana’s hand found my cock again while Isabella caressed my chest, her nails lightly scratching my skin.

“Lie back on the bed,” Tatiana said, her voice horny. “Let us take care of you.”

“We called him king at the party,” Isabella said with a giggle.

“Just call me Nathan,” I said, thinking it was a bit dorky.

They both chuckled as I did as she said, stretching out on the soft mattress. They knelt on either side of me, their hands exploring my body before both lowered their heads toward my erection. Tatiana took me in her mouth first, sliding me down her throat while taking her time, slowly squeezing me with her mouth. She knew exactly how to use her mouth and throat. Every pull, every swirl of her tongue, every deep, wet stroke of her throat was deliberate, mature, and devastatingly sensual.

When she pulled back, Isabella took her place, her approach more youthful and enthusiastic. She moaned around my cock, the vibrations sending pleasure shooting up my spine, and she bobbed her head rapidly, never growing tired.

They alternated, each taking turns pleasuring me, occasionally pausing to kiss each other with my cock between their lips. The sight was incredibly erotic, mother and daughter sharing me, their mouths meeting over my most intimate part.

“How did Mom fuck you in her office?” Isabella asked, stroking me while Tatiana caught her breath.

Tatiana answered before I could. “I sat on my desk with my legs spread,” she said, her eyes glazing slightly at the memory. “It was incredible.”

“Nice,” Isabella replied, her hand speeding up as her mother’s spit covered her hand.

“I’d love to lick you again,” I told Tatiana, my mouth watering by the memory of her sweet pussy.

She smiled and moved up the bed, positioning herself over my face. I gripped her thighs, pulling her down until my tongue could reach her pussy. She was even wetter than before, her taste like ripe fruit as I lapped at her folds. Meanwhile, Isabella continued sucking me, her mouth warm and eager as she slobbered over my cock.

The position was perfect, Tatiana riding my face while Isabella pleasured my cock. I lost myself in the sensations, the taste of Tatiana and the feel of Isabella’s mouth.

After a while, they changed positions. Tatiana moved down my body, straddling my hips while Isabella helped guide my cock inside her mother. The sensation of sliding into Tatiana’s tight, wet heat made me groan.

“Shhh,” Isabella whispered, leaning down to kiss me, but it didn’t take long for her to break it with a giggle. “I can taste my mom on your lips.”

“Well, duh, I just licked her.”

I thrust up into Tatiana as she rode me, her breasts bouncing with each slap. Isabella watched, occasionally leaning in to kiss me deeply.

Eventually, Tatiana climbed off me, positioning herself on her hands and knees. “Take me from behind,” she said, looking back at me over her shoulder.

I knelt behind her, guiding my cock back inside her pussy, slowly sinking inside her. While I was fucking Tatiana, Isabella sat by the side till her mother beckoned her in front. “I can lick you if you want.”

“Sure,” Isabella said with a smile. As I began to thrust, Isabella sprawled in front of her mother, spreading her legs wide. Without hesitation, Tatiana lowered her head between her daughter’s thighs, her tongue finding Isabella’s center.

As I kept fucking Tatiana, I felt myself reaching the edge. I had never experienced anything as erotic as this. Tatiana’s back arched as she eagerly licked her daughter’s pussy, her moans vibrating against Isabella’s flesh. I gripped Tatiana’s hips harder, watching my cock disappear inside her again and again.

It was taboo, wrong by every societal standard, and yet impossibly arousing. Each time I thrust forward, Tatiana pushed back against me, her ass slapping against my pelvis as she worked her hips in perfectly.

I felt her pussy tightening around me, becoming snugger with each stroke as her orgasm approached. She continuously backed her ass against me, taking me deeper, her body demanding everything I had to give.

“Oh god, I’m going to come,” I said, feeling the pressure build beyond my control.

Tatiana moaned against Isabella’s pussy, but didn’t stop her oral sex. I couldn’t hold anything in. I slammed into her and came so hard I jerked back. My cock slipped out while I was in the middle of firing my load, and I spilled hot ropes of cum across Tatiana’s smooth ass cheeks. My cock landed right on the cleft of her ass and I slowly rubbed it back and forth, using the friction of her warm ass cheeks to milk the orgasm. In the end, I watched, mesmerized, as the white streaks painted her skin and trickled down her hips.

Tatiana came off her daughter’s pussy with a smack. “How’s that?”

“It felt really nice … Not as good as your vibrators though,” she said.

Tatiana gave her a look. “Hey, I don’t like you sneaking around my stuff.”

“Sorry,” Isabella said, her cheeks pinkening. “It kinda slipped out.”

“It’s fine, just tell me what you want and I’ll buy it for you,” Tatiana said. She looked over her shoulder. “How about you, Nathan? How’s the orgasm?”

“Fantastic, but I spilled my load all over your ass.”

“I’ll clean you, Mom,” Isabella said, reaching for a tissue from the nightstand. She gently wiped her mother’s ass clean.

“Thank you, sweetheart,” Tatiana murmured, rolling onto her side.

I collapsed between them, spent and satisfied beyond words. They both cuddled up to me, their warm bodies pressing against mine from either side. Tatiana’s head rested on my chest while Isabella nuzzled against my neck, her breath tickling my skin.

“That was like a dream,” I said, still trying to catch my breath.

“So, who was better?” Isabella asked playfully, propping herself up on one elbow to look at me. “Me or Mom?”

“Isabella!” Tatiana laughed, swatting her daughter’s arm.

“What? I’m just curious,” Isabella replied with an innocent smile that didn’t match the wicked glint in her eyes.

I chuckled, looking between the two beautiful women. “Well, if I’m being honest, Tatiana has more experience, but you’re not bad at all, Isabella.”

“Not bad?” Isabella said playfully. “That’s all I get?”

“You’re amazing,” I amended, kissing her forehead. “You just need a little more practice.”

“And I’m happy to teach you anything,” Tatiana said generously, her fingers tracing patterns on my chest.

“Oh, your phone’s lighting up,” Isabella said suddenly, reaching across me to the nightstand. She grabbed my phone and handed it to me. “Someone’s texting you.”

I glanced at the screen and saw Zara’s name along with a message, How’s it going? She ended it with a winking emoji.

I arched an eyebrow, thinking she was asleep. I sent her a message asking why she was still awake. Her response came almost immediately, Just pretending to sleep. I knew the threesome was due to happen. Didn’t want to interrupt.

You little fox, I texted back, shaking my head with a smile.

I’m not a fox, I’m a vixen, came her reply. And I want a mom-daughter threesome too.

I blinked at the screen, my mind immediately conjuring images of Zara and Valentina together. It was too much to process right now.

“What did she say?” Isabella asked, trying to peek at my screen.

“Nothing important,” I replied, setting the phone aside. “Just Zara being Zara.”

I settled back against the pillows, feeling the weight of exhaustion suddenly pressing down on me. Between the wild party earlier and this incredible encounter with Tatiana and Isabella, I was completely drained, physically and emotionally.

“You look tired,” Tatiana said, stroking my hair.

“It’s been a long night,” I admitted, my eyelids growing heavy.

“Sleep,” she whispered, pressing a gentle kiss to my temple.

I closed my eyes, feeling the warmth of their bodies against mine. The last thing I remembered before drifting off was the rhythm of their breathing and the comforting thought of what was still to come.
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Teaching drains me, but Valentina has her own natural ways of bringing me back to life.

When Valentina, the woman of the house, notices the stress weighing me down, she urges me to join her for one of her therapy sessions.

But her sessions use unconventional approaches that work almost too well: warm, hands-on, and nothing like what I imagined.

Feeling instantly better, she suggests a trip to Malibu for deeper relaxation.

There’s just one problem: Zara doesn’t like being left behind.

And when I learn she’ll be joining us, I realize this peaceful getaway is about to become hot, forbidden, and anything but relaxing.


The Epilogue

Aweek later, I found myself buried in work at my desk in the university office. Since our weekend at the cottage with Tatiana and Isabella, I’d been putting in extra hours on my marketing curriculum. I wanted to impress Tatiana with my dedication, especially after our intimate night.

I rubbed my eyes, feeling the strain of hours spent staring at my laptop screen. The clock on my office wall showed it was nearly 7 PM. Most of the faculty had left hours ago, leaving the hallways eerily quiet.

My phone buzzed with a text from Tatiana. Looking forward to reviewing your new syllabus tomorrow.

I smiled, imagining her face when she saw the innovative approach I’d developed. I wanted her to see me as more than just a good lay. I wanted her professional respect too.

By the time I got home, my head was pounding. I’d skipped dinner, and my shoulders felt tight from hunching over my desk all day. Valentina was in the living room reading when I walked in, and she immediately noticed my exhausted state.

“Nathan, honey, you look terrible,” she said, setting her book aside. “Come sit.”

I collapsed next to her on the couch, letting my bag fall to the floor. “Just tired. Been working on some new course material.”

Valentina studied my face with concern. “You’ve been pushing yourself too hard this week. Is this about impressing Tatiana?”

“Is it that obvious?” I asked with a weak laugh.

“To a mother, yes.” She placed her hand on my forehead as if checking for fever. “How are you feeling, really?”

I sighed, too tired to pretend. “A bit stressed. I want to prove I deserve this position, that I’m not just there because of… you know.”

“Because you’re sleeping with the president?” Valentina said bluntly, though her tone remained gentle. “And her daughter …”

“Yeah, that.” I ran my hands through my hair. “I don’t want to be seen as the guy who slept his way to the top.”

Valentina’s eyes softened with sympathy. “Oh, honey. You earned that position on your own merits. Tatiana would never have hired you otherwise, no matter how attractive she finds you.”

“I know, but still…”

“You’re working yourself into the ground,” Valentina said, placing her hand on my knee. “This level of stress isn’t healthy.”

“I’ll manage,” I assured her, though the throbbing in my temples suggested otherwise.

Valentina looked thoughtful for a moment. “You know, I think you could benefit from some therapy to help you relieve this tension.”

“Therapy?” I repeated, too tired to process what she meant.

“Yes. Why don’t you come to my office tomorrow after work? I have a late cancellation around six.”

“You want to be my therapist?” I asked, confused.

She smiled warmly. “Sometimes we all need professional help to manage stress. And who better than someone who knows you well?”

Too exhausted to argue, I nodded. “Sure, Mom. That sounds good.”

She leaned forward and kissed my forehead. “Get some rest, sweetheart. You’ll feel better after a good night’s sleep.”

As she stood to leave for the shower, a realization hit me. Valentina wasn’t just a therapist. She was a sex therapist. The kind who helped people with intimacy issues and sexual problems. Was that the kind of therapy she was offering me? The thought made my cock stir.

I watched her walk away, suddenly very curious about what tomorrow’s session might entail. The memory of her with Tatiana in the hot tub flashed unbidden through my mind, and it just made me more aroused.

* * *

Later that night, I was getting ready for bed when Zara knocked on my door. She was wearing an oversized t-shirt and shorts, her hair loose and damp from the shower.

“Hi,” she said, flopping onto my bed. “You look like death warmed over.”

“Thanks,” I replied, sitting beside her. “Mom thinks I need therapy for stress. Asked me to come to her office tomorrow.”

I expected some sympathy, but Zara’s eyes immediately lit up with mischief. “Oh my god, are you serious? Mom’s going to give you therapy?”

“Yeah, why?”

She giggled. “Do you even know what kind of therapy Mom specializes in?”

“Yes, I know that she’s a sex therapist,” I said, feeling my face heat up.

“This is getting so good,” Zara said, bouncing slightly on the bed. “First you and Tatiana, then you with Tatiana and Isabella together, and now Mom’s inviting you to her sex therapy office.”

I rolled my eyes. “Will you ever shut up about the threesome with Tatiana and Isabella?”

“Probably not,” she replied with a shameless grin. “At least not until I have a threesome with Mom. Then I’ll have something new to talk about.”

“You’ve been watching too much porn,” I said, falling back against my pillows.

“I’m just saying,” Zara said, undeterred, “our family dynamics have gotten really interesting lately. And I want in on the action too.”

She stood up and moved closer, placing her hands on my shoulders. “But seriously, you need to get some rest. This stress isn’t good for you.”

Her hands moved down my chest, then lower until she was cupping my crotch through my pajama pants. “Plus, stress affects your libido,” she said, her voice dropping to a whisper as she felt me hardening under her touch. “And we all need that to be functioning at full capacity.”

She left with a titter, but at that moment I wished she could’ve sucked me instead. She could be such a tease at times.

* * *

The next day, I found myself driving to Valentina’s therapy office after work. My nerves were on edge as I navigated through traffic, wondering what I’d gotten myself into. I’d never been to therapy before, let alone with my mother as the therapist. What kind of methods would she use? The thought made my stomach flutter with both anxiety and a taboo thrill.

I found her office in a professional building downtown, nestled between a law firm and a dentist’s practice. The waiting room was decorated in calming blues and grays, with comfortable-looking chairs and soft lighting. A small water feature bubbled quietly in one corner.

“Nathan, right on time,” Valentina said, emerging from an inner door.

I nearly dropped the magazine I’d been pretending to read. Valentina was wearing an outfit I’d never seen before: a form-fitting pencil skirt that hugged her curves and a silky blouse with just enough buttons undone to be professional yet sexy. Her dark hair cascaded down her and glittered like a goddess, and then it was her breasts, and her mouth-watering cleavage on full display.

“Come on in,” she said, gesturing toward her office.

I followed her, immediately noticing how her hips swayed as she walked. The therapy room was nothing like I’d imagined. Instead of a stereotypical couch, there was a comfortable-looking reclining chair, armchairs, and even what appeared to be a massage table in one corner. The lighting was soft and warm, and the air smelled pleasantly of lavender and citrus.

“This is really nice,” I said, looking around. Everything was clean and organized, creating a sense of calm.

“Thank you,” Valentina replied, closing the door behind us. “I try to make it a comfortable space for my clients. Please, take a seat in the recliner.”

I settled into the chair, surprised by how comfortable it was. Valentina moved behind me, her hands resting on my shoulders.

“I’m going to start with a gentle massage,” she explained, her fingers beginning to work the tense muscles of my shoulders. “Sometimes physical tension needs to be released before we can address mental stress.”

Her touch was firm yet gentle, finding knots in my muscles. I closed my eyes, allowing myself to relax under her skilled hands.

“Now,” she said, “tell me what’s been causing you stress lately. This is a safe space, you can talk about anything.”

I mulled it over, then decided to be honest. “It’s what I told you earlier. I’m stressed about work, about proving myself to Tatiana. I want her to see me as more than just… you know.”

“More than just a sexual partner?” Valentina said, her voice calm and professional.

“Yeah,” I admitted. “I mean, the sex is amazing, especially that threesome with Isabella, but I want to be valued for my mind too, my teaching abilities.”

Valentina’s hands continued working my shoulders as I talked, gradually moving down to my upper back. “It’s natural to want recognition for your talents,” she said. “Tell me more about the threesome. How did that make you feel?”

I described the night at the cottage in detail, surprised by how easily the words flowed. Valentina listened without judgment, occasionally asking questions or prompting me to elaborate.

“It’s a good thing, you know,” she said after I finished, “for a man to want to impress a woman he cares about. Tatiana appreciates that effort, I’m sure. Women value men who strive to be better.”

As she spoke, I became increasingly aware of her presence behind me, the soft sound of her breathing, the subtle floral scent of her perfume, and occasionally the gentle brush of her breasts against my back as she leaned forward to work a particularly tight muscle.

“The problem is,” I said, feeling strangely comfortable confiding in her, “I’m not sure where all these relationships are going. Tatiana, Isabella, the twins, Zara and the rest of the students … it’s complicated.”

“Relationships often are,” Valentina replied, her voice closer to my ear now. Her hands had moved to my neck, thumbs pressing in small circles at the base of my skull. “But complexity can be beautiful too.”

As she spoke, her hands began to slide down my chest, moving in slow, deliberate circles. The massage was becoming more intimate. I felt my body responding, a warmth spreading through me and pooling at the groin.

“You’re carrying so much tension,” she murmured, her hands moving lower. “Sometimes we need to release that tension in more… direct ways.”

Before I could respond, her hand brushed against the bulge that had formed in my pants. I inhaled sharply, not sure if the touch had been accidental.

It hadn’t been. Her hand returned, stroking me through the fabric.

“Mom,” I said, my eyes widening, “what are you doing?”

“Helping you release tension,” she replied calmly. “This is a form of therapy. The mind and body are connected. Sometimes physical release is the quickest path to mental clarity.”

Her fingers worked at my zipper, and I found myself lifting my hips slightly to help her. Part of me knew this was crossing a line, but another part, the dominant part at that moment, was too aroused to care.

She freed my cock from my pants, her hand wrapping around it like a mother trying to help her son. “Just relax,” she instructed, her voice taking on a soothing quality. “Let yourself feel without judgment.”

I groaned as she began to stroke me, her hand moving up and down my shaft with perfect pressure. She paused briefly to spit into her palm, making her hand slick and wet before wrapping her hands around the tip. She slid her wet hands down, my cock pointing up like a spear, and then she slid them back up and gently squeezed around the head.

“Does that feel good?” she asked, her rhythm steady and maternal.

“Yes,” I admitted, my breathing deepening. “But this is … it’s taboo.”

“Taboo is a social construct,” Valentina replied, her tone remaining calm and clinical. “The therapy room is a space outside of conventional social rules. Here, we focus on what helps you feel better.”

I groaned as she continued to stroke my cock, all the while I felt her breasts against my back.

“Enjoy it, Nathan,” she said happily, her strokes becoming a bit quicker. “Release the tension you’ve been carrying. That’s what this session is for.”

I sighed, letting go of my reservations. The sensation of her hand on my cock was so warm and sweet, professional yet intimate in a way I couldn’t have imagined. She twisted them at the end, right at the peak, and it made me thrust my hips against her hands, seeking that forbidden friction.

“Could I…” I said, not sure if I should say this, then I found my courage. “Could I see you while you do this? I want to look at you.”

“Of course. Visual stimulation is an important component.” She moved around the recliner, positioning herself between my legs. Her skirt rode up slightly as she knelt, revealing the tops of her thigh-high stockings. She resumed stroking me, her eyes locked with mine.

“Is this better?” she asked, her free hand resting on my thigh.

“Yes,” I said, my gaze traveling from her face to the hint of cleavage visible through her blouse.

She noticed my stare and smiled knowingly. “Would you like to touch them?”

I nodded, not trusting my voice. Valentina took my hands and guided them to her breasts. Through the silky fabric of her blouse, I could feel her nipples hardening under my touch. I squeezed them, sinking my fingers into her soft mounds. They felt like heaven, calming my mind while my cock kept hardening.

“How does this feel?” she asked, maintaining her therapist’s tone even as her breathing quickened.

“Amazing,” I admitted, cupping her breasts more firmly.

Her hand never stopped its rhythm on my cock, building me toward climax. “Where would you like to finish?”

I was close now, my hips involuntarily rising to meet her strokes. “On your face,” I said, surprised by my own boldness.

She didn’t flinch or hesitate. “That’s perfectly natural,” she assured me, increasing her pace. “Many men find facial ejaculation deeply satisfying.”

My breathing became ragged as she stroked me quicker, my cock kept disappearing in her hands and her smooth hands were like the perfect friction against my length. The pressure built, my muscles tightening as she stroked faster. When I finally came, it was with an intensity that made me cry out and jolt. Valentina maintained eye contact as rope after rope of cum landed on her cheeks, lips, and forehead. It splashed all over her face, and in the end, she looked like a frosted cupcake.

“Good,” she murmured, slowing her strokes to milk the last drops from me. “How did that feel?”

I collapsed back into the chair, my body tingling with release, my cock seeping. “It felt… quite good,” I admitted, watching as drops of my cum slid down her cheek.

She smiled, seemingly unfazed by my semen on her face. “I’m glad. Do you feel less tense now?”

“I do,” I admitted. “Much better.”

Valentina reached for a box of tissues on the nearby table and began to wipe my seed from her face. There was something incredibly erotic about watching her clean herself so matter-of-factly, like this was just another therapy session for her.

“Since we’re exploring ways to reduce your stress,” she said, dabbing at her cheek, “I’m curious about your fantasies beyond the sexual realm. If you could go anywhere to truly relax, where would that be?”

I thought for a moment. “Maybe Malibu? I’ve always loved the ocean. Something about the waves just calms me.”

Valentina’s eyes lit up as she finished cleaning her face. She tossed the tissues in a small wastebasket, then took my hand in hers and squeezed it gently.

“Then it’s time we do something together,” she said, her voice warm. “I think a beach getaway in Malibu would be perfect for you. I know a lovely little rental not far from the beach.” She paused, a smile playing at her lips. “The same place I stayed with Tatiana when you were being sneaky.”

I felt a flutter of excitement in my stomach. The implication wasn’t lost on me. “What exactly are you suggesting?”

“Just some quality time,” she replied innocently, though her eyes told a different story. “Sun, sand, and relaxation. Whatever happens beyond that is up to us.”

I wasn’t entirely sure what she had planned, but I could guess. The thought sent blood rushing south again. Still, there was one concern.

“What about Zara?” I asked. “Wouldn’t she want to come too?”

Valentina shook her head. “Zara should focus on studying for her exam next week. For true relaxation, I think it should be just us.” Her fingers traced small circles on my palm. “Sometimes the best therapy happens one-on-one.”

“When were you thinking?” I asked, already mentally rearranging my schedule.

“This weekend,” she replied. “I already checked your calendar at home. You don’t have any pressing commitments.”

Of course, she had. Valentina was nothing if not thorough.

“Alright,” I agreed, my pulse quickening. “Let’s do it.”

Valentina smiled, clearly pleased. “Perfect. I’ll make all the arrangements.” She glanced at her watch. “Our session time is almost up, but I think we made excellent progress today.”

I tucked myself back into my pants, feeling oddly formal given what had just happened. “Is this how all your therapy sessions end?”

She laughed. “Sort of, but for women.”

“I gotcha … I saw what you did to Tatiana,” I said then I blushed. “Forget I said that.”

She chuckled. “Go home and get some rest. I need to finish up some paperwork here.”

* * *

I arrived home before Valentina, my mind still reeling from what had happened in her office. The house was quiet except for music coming from Zara’s room, but I knew that I had to talk to her.

I knocked on her door. “Come in,” she called.

I found her sprawled on her bed with textbooks surrounding her. She looked up and immediately smirked.

“Well, you look better than you did this morning. How was therapy with Mom?”

I closed the door behind me and sat on the edge of her bed. “It was unexpected.”

“Spill it,” she demanded, pushing her books aside.

“She gave me a handjob,” I said, still hardly believing it myself.

Zara’s eyes widened, then she burst into delighted laughter. “Oh my god, I knew it!”

“You knew this would happen?”

“I suspected,” she said. “So, did it help with your stress?”

I nodded, feeling my face flush. “She also suggested we take a trip this weekend.”

“Ooh, where to?” Zara asked, sitting up straighter.

“Malibu. She wants to stay at the same beach house where we caught her and Tatiana having sex.”

Zara’s eyes grew even wider. “That’s definitely a sign,” she said, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “Mom never takes anyone there unless she has plans.”

“That’s what I thought too, but I’m not exactly sure what those plans are.”

“Trust me, you’ll find out,” Zara said with a knowing smile. “So am I coming too?”

I shook my head. “Mom said you should stay and study for your exam. She said it should just be the two of us… for relaxation purposes.”

Disappointment flashed across Zara’s face, but it quickly faded. “She’s right. I do need to focus on this exam.” She reached out and squeezed my arm. “Besides, you’re the one who needs to relax. You’ve been working too hard.”

“You’re not mad?” I asked, surprised by her reaction.

“Why would I be? Mom’s giving you exactly what you need.” A mischievous glint appeared in her eyes. “Just promise to tell me everything when you get back.”

“I will,” I promised, relieved by her understanding.

Zara leaned forward and kissed my cheek. “Now go pack something sexy. If Mom’s taking you to that beach house, you’re going to need more than just swim trunks.”

When Valentina finally came home, she acted as if nothing unusual had happened between us, though her eyes lingered on me longer than normal during dinner. We discussed the trip casually, with her mentioning the beautiful views and private beach access.

Later that night, as I lay in bed staring at the ceiling, I couldn’t help wondering what the weekend would bring. One thing was certain: my relationship with Valentina had crossed a line today, and there would be no going back. The thought should have troubled me more than it did. Instead, I found myself counting the hours until I’d be alone with her at that beach house.

* * *

The following morning, I found Valentina in the kitchen preparing breakfast. She looked up and smiled as I entered, her eyes twinkling.

“Good morning,” she said cheerfully. “I made pancakes.”

“Smells amazing,” I replied.

Zara joined us a few minutes later, her hair damp from the shower. She grabbed a plate and helped herself to a stack of pancakes.

“So, Zara,” Valentina asked casually, “what will you be up to while we’re away this weekend?”

Zara poured syrup liberally over her breakfast. “I’m going out with Lexi and Raven. We’re planning a study session that will probably turn into a sleepover.”

“Well, have fun,” Valentina said, sipping her juice. “Make sure you actually get some studying done.”

“I will,” Zara promised, then added with a mischievous grin, “You two have fun too.”

The knowing look she shot me nearly made me question whether she’d be up to something or not.

* * *

After breakfast, we loaded our bags into Valentina’s car. I slid into the passenger seat while she finished locking up the house. When she returned, I couldn’t help but notice how good she smelled, floral and fresh, which made my heart race. She was wearing a sundress that hugged her curves, showing just enough skin to make me want to check her out.

Valentina settled into the driver’s seat and reached down, presumably for the parking brake. Instead, her hand landed squarely on my crotch, giving it a gentle squeeze before she quickly pulled away.

“Whoops,” she giggled, her cheeks flushing slightly. “Sorry about that.”

“It’s fine,” I assured her, feeling myself responding to her touch despite my best intentions.

As we pulled away from the house, Valentina adjusted the air conditioning. “It’s so hot in here,” she remarked, fanning herself dramatically.

“Yeah, it’s really hot outside today,” I agreed, trying to keep my eyes on the road instead of the way her dress rode up her thighs as she drove.

We fell into comfortable conversation as we headed toward the coast. After a while, Valentina glanced over at me with a curious expression.

“So, I’ve been wondering,” she began, her tone casual, “who’s been your favorite girl so far since you started working at the college?”

I considered the question carefully. “Probably Zara,” I admitted. “She’s got this incredible energy about her, and she’s so smart. The way she approaches her studies and still finds time to enjoy life, I admire that balance.”

Valentina nodded, seemingly pleased with my answer.

“I like all of them though,” I continued. “Especially Tatiana. There’s something about her confidence that’s really attractive.”

Valentina smiled knowingly. “Tatiana is certainly something special,” she agreed. “Though she’s a bit more experienced than the others.”

“Yeah,” I said, remembering some of Tatiana’s more creative moves in the bedroom … Well, and at the office.

Valentina was quiet for a moment, then laughed. “You know, it’s funny how long I kept my career as a sex therapist secret from you and Zara. Now we’re all so much more open with each other.”

“Was that hard for you?” I asked.

“It caused some stress,” she admitted, her fingers tapping thoughtfully on the steering wheel. “I was always worried about how you would react if you found out.”

“And how are you feeling now?” I asked, genuinely curious.

Her lips curved into a satisfied smile. “Way better, especially after that handjob yesterday. It felt good to help you release that tension.”

I felt my face flush. “It felt quite nice,” I admitted.

“I’m glad,” Valentina said, reaching over to pat my knee. “That’s what I’m here for … to help you feel better.”

The rest of the drive passed with light conversation and comfortable silences. By early afternoon, we arrived at the luxurious villa in Malibu. Valentina punched in the security code at the gate, and we drove up the winding driveway to the house.

“I hope no one sneaks up and spies on us here,” Valentina joked as we parked.

I chuckled, remembering all too well how Zara, Isabella, and I had spied on Valentina and Tatiana in this very location. “That would be unfortunate,” I agreed.

We carried our bags inside, and she led me upstairs to a spacious master bedroom with a king-sized bed and floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the ocean. I glanced around, confused. “Where’s my room?” I asked.

Valentina smiled, setting her bag on the bed. “There’s only one bedroom in this house,” she said simply.

I nodded, understanding the implication but choosing not to comment on it. My heart rate picked up as I considered what that meant for our sleeping arrangements.

“Why don’t you relax outside while I make us some lunch?” Valentina suggested. “The view from the deck is spectacular.”

I took her advice and settled into a lounge chair on the deck, watching the waves crash against the shore below. Despite the beautiful scenery, my mind kept drifting back to the single bedroom upstairs. The thought of sharing a bed with Valentina sparked my imagination, and it didn’t take me long to grow semi-hard.

Valentina joined me a while later, carrying a tray with sandwiches and cold drinks. “I hope you like sandwiches.”

“You know I love everything you make.”

She sat down next to me, her eyes reflecting the blue of the ocean. “This is beautiful,” I said, taking a sandwich. “I can see why you and Tatiana like it here.”

Valentina smiled and took a sip of her drink. “It’s my favorite place to escape. Something about the ocean just washes away all the stress.”

As we ate, I found myself relaxing for the first time in weeks. The sound of the waves, the salt air, and Valentina’s calming presence were already working their magic.

“You know,” Valentina said suddenly, “college wasn’t always easy for me either.”

“Really? You always made it seem like you sailed through.”

She laughed, shaking her head. “Hardly. I just never told you about the wild parts.” Her eyes twinkled with mischief. “My friends and I used to sneak into the campus pool at night. One time, the security guard caught us, and I panicked so hard I slipped and fell in fully clothed. They called me ‘Splash’ for the rest of the semester.”

“So that’s where Zara gets her sneaky genes from!”

Valentina stuck her tongue out at me playfully. “Very funny. But yes, I suppose Zara comes by it honestly.” She gazed out at the ocean, her expression turning wistful. “I miss those times sometimes. I’m glad you get to relive them, even if your adventures are a bit more complicated than mine were.”

“I doubt that,” I said, finishing my sandwich. “You seem to have plenty of adventures yourself.”

“True,” she admitted with a laugh. “But there were hard times too. Someone took a picture of me studying under a tree. Next week, it was on the front of the campus brochure with the caption: ‘Your Future Starts Here.’ I looked exhausted.”

“Seriously? That’s almost poetic,” I said, recognizing the parallel to my own situation. “You understand what it’s like then, the pressure of being seen, of performing success.”

“Exactly,” Valentina said. “I used to burn myself out in college. Staying up all night studying, trying to be perfect in every class. I nearly had a breakdown my junior year.”

Her admission made me feel less alone, less ashamed of my own stress. “I’ve been feeling that way lately. Like I have to prove myself constantly.”

Valentina reached over and patted my hand. “I know, sweetheart. And that’s why we’re here. I’m going to help you relax, truly relax, this weekend.”

After lunch, Valentina suggested we take a walk on the beach. She changed into a tiny white bikini with a sheer cover-up that did little to conceal her curves. I tried not to stare as we made our way down to the shore.

The sand was warm between my toes as we walked along the water’s edge. Valentina held my hand, swinging our arms slightly as we talked about everything and nothing. Occasionally, waves would rush up and splash around our ankles, making her laugh like a young girl.

I couldn’t help noticing how the sea breeze pressed her cover-up against her body, outlining her figure in a way that aroused me. When she bent down to pick up a particularly beautiful shell, she flashed me her gorgeous heart-shaped ass.

By the time we returned to the house, the sun was beginning to lower in the sky.

“I have a surprise planned,” she said with a mysterious smile.

I gave her a minute to prepare something in the living room, and after twenty minutes, she told me to come. I found Valentina in the living room, arranging cushions on the floor. She’d changed into yoga pants and a loose tank top.

“Lie down,” she said. “I’m going to give you a proper massage.”

I did as I was told, stretching out on the cushions. Valentina knelt beside me, warming oil between her palms before placing her hands on my shoulders. Her touch was firm yet gentle, working out knots of tension.

“Your muscles aren’t as tight as when I massaged you at the office,” she said, her fingers digging into a particularly stubborn knot. “But they’re still tight.”

“What you’re doing is truly working.” I groaned as she worked her way down my back, her skilled hands finding every point of tension. The scent of lavender oil filled the air, and I felt myself drifting into a state of deep relaxation.

By the time she finished, the room had grown dark except for the soft glow of candles she must have lit while I was dozing. I felt boneless, completely at ease.

“How do you feel?” Valentina asked, her voice soft.

“Amazing,” I mumbled into the cushion. “I could fall asleep right here.”

She laughed. “Not yet. I have one more relaxation technique to share with you.”

I heard her moving around, and then the sound of bubbling water. Curious, I pushed myself up to see her adjusting the settings on a hot tub on the deck.

“Come on,” she called, gesturing for me to join her. “The water’s perfect.”

I made my way outside, still feeling loose-limbed from the massage. Valentina was testing the water with her hand, her back to me.

“Should I get my swim trunks?” I asked.

She turned, smiling mischievously. “Actually, it’s much more relaxing without clothes. The skin can breathe better.” She pulled her tank top over her head, revealing her bare breasts and nude body.

Valentina’s figure was curvy, with larger breasts topped with thick peachy nipples and a trimmed patch of dark hair on her mound. But those hips … They drove me wild, all smooth and glowing. She had a natural cleavage without a bra, tight enough to catch a pen. “Don’t worry, it’s just us here.”

I watched, transfixed, as she slipped off her yoga pants and stepped into the tub completely naked. Her body glowed in the moonlight, all smooth curves and soft shadows.

“Are you coming?” she asked, sinking into the bubbling water.

I stared at her for a couple of more seconds, then pulled off my t-shirt and shorts. As I stepped toward the hot tub, my erection was obvious, pointing directly at her like a missile.

Valentina giggled when she saw my hardon. “Nice,” she said, her eyes appreciating my body.

I slipped into the warm, bubbling water across from her, feeling both nervous and excited.

“Come here,” Valentina said, beckoning me closer. “I have an idea. Why don’t you sit on my lap? I can massage your shoulders while also helping you with that.” She gestured toward my erection beneath the water.

“Are you sure?” I asked, desperately wanting her hands on my privates again.

“Absolutely. It’s therapeutic,” she assured me.

I moved through the water and carefully positioned myself on her lap, my back to her. Valentina’s hands immediately went to my shoulders, kneading the muscles there with her heavenly touch.

“Just relax,” she whispered, her breath warm against my ear.

As her hands worked my shoulders, I felt her other hand slip around my waist and take hold of my cock. She began stroking me slowly, her grip firm but gentle.

“God, that feels amazing,” I said, my head falling back against her shoulder.

“It’s all about releasing tension,” Valentina said, her voice taking on that professional therapist tone even as her hand moved faster underwater.

“I know,” I agreed, my breathing becoming more rapid as her soft hand ran up and down while her boobs mashed against my back.

The combination of the hot water, the massage, her breasts, her hot breath against my neck, and her stroking was overwhelming. It didn’t take long before I felt the tingling sensation in my groin.

“Mom, I’m going to—”

“Just come, sweetheart,” she said, her lips brushing against my ear. “That’s what this is for.”

I came with a groan, my seed dispersing in the bubbling water. Valentina continued to stroke me gently until I was sensitive.

“Feel better?” she asked, placing a kiss on my shoulder.

“Very relaxed,” I said, still catching my breath.

After a moment, Valentina suggested we switch positions. “My turn now,” she said with a playful smile.

We repositioned ourselves with Valentina sitting on my lap, her back against my chest, and her ass right on my crotch. I sighed in relief. I wrapped my arms around her, one hand cupping her breast while the other slid down her stomach and between her legs. “You want me to touch you?” I asked her.

“Uh-huh … That would be nice.”

She moaned when my fingers found her clit, circling it slowly. “Is this okay?” I asked, nuzzling her neck.

“Perfect,” she breathed, spreading her legs wider to give me better access.

I worked my fingers against her sensitive flesh, paying attention to her reactions to learn what she liked best. When I slipped two fingers inside her, she bit her lip hard, clearly trying to suppress a moan.

“Don’t hold back,” I whispered, feeling emboldened. “Let me hear you. There’s no one around for miles.”

She giggled, her hips beginning to rock against my hand.

“That’s it,” I said, increasing the pace of my fingers.

When she finally came, she moaned out loudly, her body tensing and then shuddering against me. I held her tight as she rode out her orgasm, her inner muscles clenching around my fingers that came out slick with her juices.

Afterward, we sat together, the only sounds the bubbling of the hot tub and the distant crash of waves. Valentina eventually turned in my arms and kissed me on the lips.

“I’m getting hungry,” she said. “Let me make us some dinner.”

We dried off, and Valentina wrapped herself in a silk robe before heading to the kitchen. I pulled on my shorts and followed her, watching as she moved around the space, preparing a meal of grilled fish and vegetables.

We took our plates to the deck and sat side by side on a comfortable outdoor sofa, watching as the sun began its descent toward the horizon. The sky turned orange, pink, and purple.

“This is perfect,” I said, taking a bite of the delicious food. “Thank you for bringing me here.”

Valentina smiled, her hand finding mine between us. “You needed this. We both did.”

After dinner, we cleared the plates and returned to the deck with glasses of wine. Valentina positioned herself behind me on the sofa and began massaging my shoulders again.

“You’re still holding some tension,” she observed, her fingers finding a knot near my spine.

Her touch was magical, and I felt myself responding again, growing painfully hard in my shorts. Valentina noticed, of course, she seemed to notice everything.

“Tension builds up again so quickly,” she said, her voice low and sultry. “It’s important to release it completely.” Her hands slid down my chest, then lower. “Sometimes a quick release isn’t enough. Sometimes you need something more intimate.”

“What are you suggesting?” I asked her.

She giggled. “I’ll show you in the bedroom … Come with me.”

I popped wood instantly as I put the puzzle pieces together.

She stood up and took my hand, pulling me to my feet. I followed her up to the bedroom, and once we were there, Valentina let her robe fall to the floor, standing naked before me in the moonlight streaming through the windows.

“This is what you need,” she said, taking my hand and placing it on her breast. “What we both need.”

I was about to ask if she was sure, but I had already fucked Zara several times, so I didn’t want to offend her in any way. She just cared for me. She helped me get a job. She was always supportive of me being with Zara, and now she wanted to help me with my stress on top of it.

I couldn’t resist any longer. I pulled her against me and kissed her deeply, feeling her melt into my embrace. We tumbled onto the bed together, hands exploring, bodies pressing close.

Valentina helped me out of my shorts, then straddled my hips. She positioned herself above me, our eyes locked together as she rubbed my cock back and forth on her pinkish pussy lips. Honey dribbled down the shaft, and I sighed in relief as she took her time.

With a soft moan, Valentina lowered herself onto me, taking my full length inside her till her pussy lips pressed against my root. The sensation was warm, wet, and so tight around my cock. Planting her hands on my chest, she began to ride me, her boobs swaying hypnotically.

“Oh god, Nathan,” she said, her head falling back as she arched her spine.

Her breasts bounced with each rise and fall of her hips. I reached up to cup them, feeling their weight in my palms, thumbs brushing across her thick nipples.

“Hmm,” she moaned, her pussy squeezing me tighter. “Touch me.”

I couldn’t take my eyes off her as she rode me. The way her body moved was so fluid and natural, like she’d been made for pleasing a man. Her skin glowed in the moonlight streaming through the windows, and her expression was one of pure, uninhibited pleasure. And I was pretty sure my face didn’t look much different.

She took her time, but my cock twitched inside her walls. I wanted to fuck her a bit deeper and harder, look into her eyes while I came hard.

Without warning, I gripped her hips and flipped us over, staying deep inside her as we changed positions. Valentina gasped in surprise, then giggled as I settled between her thighs, my cock still buried in her warmth.

“So strong,” she whispered, looking up at me with dark, hungry eyes.

I began to thrust into her, slowly at first, then faster as her walls moistened even further. She looked absolutely stunning beneath me, her dark hair fanned out on the pillow, her full breasts jiggling with each thrust, and her face flushed and pretty. Her lips were parted, and she bit her lower lip whenever I hit a particularly sensitive spot, her eyes half-closed in ecstasy.

“You feel so good inside me,” she murmured, her hands running up and down my back.

“So does your pussy.”

Her pussy felt warm, wet, and it only got wetter with each stroke. As I continued to thrust, I felt her inner walls gripping me tighter, becoming snugger as her arousal increased. The slick sounds of our bodies slapping filled the room, mixing with our heavy breathing and occasional moans.

“Gosh, I’m coming,” I told her, feeling the sweet tension building.

“Me too,” she said, her legs wrapping around my waist to pull me deeper.

I could feel my orgasm approaching slowly, building like a wave gathering strength before crashing to shore. Valentina’s inner muscles began to pulse around me, squeezing my cock in sweet contractions as she reached her peak. The sensation pushed me over the edge, and I came harder than I ever had before, the intensity making my vision blur as I emptied myself inside her.

“Oh god,” I groaned, the pleasure almost unbearable as it washed over me.

Valentina giggled softly, her body still connected to mine as I collapsed on top of her, her boobs cushioning the impact, keeping my cock inside her warmth.

“That was one hell of a load,” she said with a satisfied smile, wrapping her arms around me, “especially considering you came earlier in the hot tub.”

I chuckled, still catching my breath. “What can I say? You inspire me.”

After a few moments of blissful recovery, I reluctantly pulled out, watching as some of my seed seeped from her. I rolled onto my back, staring up at the ceiling before turning to look out at the night sky through the large windows.

That’s when I saw her, a familiar silhouette on the balcony outside our room. “Zara?” I said, sitting up abruptly.

Valentina followed my gaze, her eyes widening when she spotted her daughter. Zara, realizing she’d been caught, tried to hurriedly climb down from the balcony. In her panic, she lost her footing and fell with a frightened yelp.

“Oh my god!” Valentina exclaimed, jumping up and grabbing her silk robe. She quickly tied it around herself and rushed outside, with me following close behind after hastily pulling on my shorts.

We found Zara on the ground below the balcony, wincing and holding her arm. She hadn’t fallen far, thankfully, but she looked to be in pain.

“What were you thinking?” Valentina demanded as she knelt beside her, concern and annoyance battling in her voice.

Zara looked embarrassed, avoiding our eyes. “I got scared being alone at home,” she mumbled.

“You could have called,” Valentina said, examining Zara’s arm gently. “If you really wanted to come, you could have just told us.”

“I’m sorry,” Zara replied, her cheeks flushing pink. “I didn’t want to interrupt your weekend.”

“Are you sure we shouldn’t call an ambulance?” Valentina asked, her maternal instinct overriding her irritation.

Zara shook her head. “My arm is fine. Just bruised, I think.”

She glanced between us, then her eyes fixed on a trail of my semen running down Valentina’s inner thigh, visible where her robe had parted slightly. “So … how was the sex?” Zara asked bluntly, nodding toward the evidence.

Valentina’s expression tightened. “It was great, actually,” she said, pulling her robe closed. “But I’m a bit annoyed right now. I was trying to help your brother relax, and you sneaking around isn’t helping.”

She started lecturing Zara about her grades and responsibility, her voice rising slightly with each sentence. I could see Zara shrinking under the criticism, and Valentina’s stress level was clearly rising again, exactly what this weekend was supposed to alleviate.

“Hey,” I interrupted softly, placing a hand on Valentina’s shoulder. “Remember what you taught me about releasing tension? Maybe we all need to take a breath.”

Valentina looked at me, knowing I had a point. “You’re right,” she said with a sigh.

“Look, I’m sorry,” Zara said, her eyes welling with tears. “I just … I felt left out, and …”

Valentina pulled Zara into her arms, hugging her tightly. “It’s okay, sweetheart. I understand.”

I moved closer and wrapped my arms around both of them. “Group hug,” I said. “Truce?”

They both nodded against my chest, and for a moment, we just stayed like that, the three of us embracing under the moonlight.

When we finally separated, Zara looked at me with concern. “How are you feeling? I know I interrupted your therapy session.”

“I’m fine,” I assured her, squeezing her shoulder. “I feel better than I have in weeks. And I don’t judge you for being curious. I probably would have done the same thing.”

She smiled, clearly relieved. “So… what was the next relaxation step Mom had planned? Before I ruined everything.”

Valentina laughed, adjusting her robe. “Actually, I was thinking of taking Nathan for a moonlit walk along the beach. The sound of waves at night is incredibly soothing.”

“Can I join?” Zara asked, her voice hopeful. “I promise not to spy anymore.”

“Of course you can,” Valentina said. “Let’s all go together.”

We headed back inside so I could put on a shirt and Valentina and Zara could change. Ten minutes later, we were walking along the shoreline, the moon casting a silver path across the water. The conversation flowed easily between us as we talked about everything from college memories to future plans.

I noticed Valentina gradually relaxing, her laughter becoming more frequent and genuine. She told stories about her wild college days that I’d never heard before, and Zara hung on every word, occasionally chiming in with her own campus adventures.

As we rounded a curve in the shoreline, a massive structure loomed ahead of us: a luxurious resort built right on the beach, its architecture modern and imposing against the night sky.

Zara’s eyes lit up instantly. “Wow, that place looks amazing.”

Valentina nodded, admiring the sleek design. “It does. Probably costs a fortune to stay there.”

As we got closer, I noticed something odd. “There aren’t any lights on. And I don’t see any cars in the parking area.”

“It looks closed,” Valentina said, squinting at a sign near the entrance. “Seasonal renovation, reopening next month.”

Zara’s face transformed with a mischievous grin that I knew all too well. “We should go in and check it out.”

I rolled my eyes. “Seriously? Haven’t you caused enough trouble tonight?”

Valentina gave Zara a look that clearly said she thought her daughter was joking. “Zara, that’s trespassing.”

“Come on,” Zara said, bouncing on her toes. “Part of destressing is living a little, right? Taking risks, having fun!”

“Breaking the law isn’t exactly what I meant by relaxation techniques,” Valentina replied dryly.

“Oh, please,” Zara scoffed. “You just told Nathan about sneaking into the campus pool after hours in college. How is this any different?”

Valentina arched an eyebrow since she’d only told me earlier. “Exactly how long have you been eavesdropping and spying on us tonight?”

Zara’s cheeks turned bright red. “Um… just a little while?”

Valentina sighed but patted Zara’s back reassuringly. “It’s fine. But this is different. That was college, and this is…”

“The perfect opportunity,” Zara interrupted. “Look at you, Mom. You’re glowing tonight, looking so young and carefree. Why not relive those college days for real? It’ll be fun, and there’s no one around to catch us.”

I watched with amazement as Valentina’s expression shifted from stern to contemplative to mischievous and youthful.

“We’d have to be careful,” she said slowly, a smile spreading across her face.

“Are you serious?” I asked, surprised that Valentina was actually considering it.

“Why not?” she replied with a shrug. “Zara’s right. Sometimes destressing means stepping outside your comfort zone.”

Before I could argue further, Zara was already scanning the perimeter. “Look! Over there,” she whispered excitedly, pointing to a section of the fence partially obscured by landscaping. “There’s a gap in the bushes. I bet we could climb over right there.”

Valentina glanced at me, her eyes twinkling with adventure. “What do you say, professor? Ready to break some rules?”

I couldn’t help but laugh. “Lead the way.”

We followed Zara to the spot she’d identified. The fence was indeed lower there, and with Zara’s help, Valentina managed to climb over first, followed by me, then Zara herself.

The resort grounds were completely empty and eerily silent. The only illumination came from landscape lighting along the paths, casting a glow that created more shadows than clarity.

“This is so luxurious,” Zara whispered, her voice hushed with excitement.

We moved cautiously through the property, following a winding path that led to what appeared to be the main attraction: an enormous infinity pool overlooking the ocean. The area featured wide stone decking, comfortable-looking lounge furniture, and underwater lights that gave the pool an ethereal blue glow.

“It’s beautiful,” Valentina said, taking in the scene. “And completely private.”

We settled onto the outdoor lounge couches facing the ocean. They were surprisingly warm from the day’s sun and cushioned perfectly for comfort.

Valentina stretched out on one of the lounge chairs with a contented sigh. “This feels fantastic,” she said, her voice carrying a hint of mischief. “I can’t believe we’re actually doing this.”

I lay back on the adjacent chair, gazing up at the night sky. The stars were brilliant here, away from the city lights, forming constellations I hadn’t noticed in years. The tension that had been building in my shoulders all week seemed to evaporate into the cool night air.

Zara curled up in the corner of a sectional sofa, hugging her knees to her chest, her eyes gleaming with excitement. “This is so much better than being home alone,” she whispered. “The thrill of being somewhere we shouldn’t be…”

We sat for a few minutes, just enjoying the moment and the spectacular view of the moonlit ocean beyond the infinity pool’s edge. Then Zara stood up suddenly and walked to the edge of the pool.

“I wonder if they drained it for the renovation,” she said, crouching down and dipping her hand into the water. Her eyebrows shot up in surprise. “Oh my god, it’s warm! The pool is heated!”

“Really?” Valentina asked, sitting up with interest.

Zara nodded enthusiastically. “It feels amazing. We should go swimming!”

“We don’t have our swimsuits,” I pointed out, though I already knew what Zara would suggest next.

She rolled her eyes at me. “Like that’s ever stopped us before. Come on, let’s go skinny dipping! When are we ever going to get another chance to swim in a luxury infinity pool under the stars?”

Valentina looked hesitant for a moment, then her expression shifted to one of determination. “You know what? Zara’s right. We’re already trespassing, might as well make the most of it.”

“That’s the spirit!” Zara cheered, already pulling her shirt over her head.

I definitely saw more of Zara in Valentina now, or it was Valentina in Zara, but I watched in amazement as Valentina stood up and untied her dress, letting it fall to her feet. She stepped out of it, then removed her underwear without hesitation. The moonlight bathed her naked body in a silvery glow, highlighting her curves, the dried cum on her inner thighs, and her pussy that was still surprisingly wet.

Not wanting to be left behind, I quickly shed my clothes and placed them neatly on the lounge chair. By the time I finished, Zara was already naked and easing herself into the water with a blissful sigh.

“Oh my god, this is heaven,” she moaned. “Hurry up, you two!”

Valentina and I exchanged glances, both of us smiling at Zara’s enthusiasm. Then we followed her into the pool. The warm water enveloped me like a liquid embrace, instantly soothing away any remaining tension in my muscles. The underwater lights gave everything a dreamlike quality, illuminating our bodies with an ethereal blue glow.

“This does feel like heaven,” I said, floating on my back and staring up at the stars.

Valentina moved through the water, her body more relaxed than I’d seen it in years. “I haven’t done anything this spontaneous since college,” she admitted, laughing.

Zara splashed around playfully, her giggles echoing in the night air. “See? I told you this was a good idea!”

We swam lazily, enjoying the sensation of warm water against our skin and the freedom of having this luxurious space all to ourselves. There was something surprisingly intimate yet comfortable about floating together in the moonlit pool, a secret that bound us closer.

“I remember sneaking into the faculty hot tub during finals week my sophomore year,” Valentina said, floating on her back. “My roommate dared me, and I was too stubborn to back down.”

“Did you get caught?” Zara asked, swimming closer.

Valentina chuckled. “Almost. The dean of students walked by just as we were getting out. We had to hide behind some bushes, naked and dripping wet, for almost twenty minutes.”

“I told you you’d be excited about breaking the rules,” Zara said with a triumphant grin. “Admit it, this is thrilling.”

Valentina laughed, sending ripples across the water’s surface. “I can’t deny it. There’s definitely a certain exhilaration to doing something forbidden.” She gave me a wink at the end.

As we continued to float around, I felt the last of my stress melting away. The warm water cradled my body while the vast starry sky above reminded me how small my problems really were. For the first time in weeks, I felt completely present in the moment, not worrying about work or expectations.

Zara suddenly sat up in the water, her attention caught by something beyond the pool area. “Hey, look over there,” she said, pointing toward a row of structures I hadn’t noticed before.

Following her gaze, I saw several bungalows set back from the pool area. Each had lighting glowing from within, casting a warm invitation through gauzy curtains.

“Those must be private,” Zara said, her voice taking on that familiar tone of curiosity that usually led to trouble. “I bet they’re probably unlocked too.”

I groaned, already knowing where this was heading. “Zara, haven’t we pushed our luck enough for one night?”

“I’m kind of curious too,” Valentina admitted, surprising me. “They look beautiful.”

Zara beamed at Valentina’s support. “See? Mom gets it. Come on, bro, just a quick peek. We’re already here, aren’t we?”

I hesitated, weighing the risks. We were already trespassing, would exploring the bungalows really make things that much worse? Plus, the eager expressions on both their faces were hard to resist.

“Fine,” I yielded.

Zara swam to the edge of the pool first, pulling herself out with water cascading down her naked body. Valentina and I followed, the cool night air raising goosebumps on our wet skin.

“We should at least dry off before we go exploring,” I suggested, reaching for a towel.

“No time,” Zara insisted, already padding across the stone deck toward the bungalows, completely unconcerned about her nudity. “Come on!”

I shook my head and at least fetched her clothes and mine. The three of us must have made quite a sight: completely naked, dripping wet and sneaking through an abandoned luxury resort under the moonlight.

When we reached the bungalow, Zara gently pushed on the door. It opened with a creak.

“Jackpot,” she whispered, stepping inside.

I followed Valentina in. The interior was warm and cozy despite being unused, with luxurious wood finishes gleaming in the lighting that had automatically activated upon our entry. A huge bed dominated the space, covered in what looked like Egyptian cotton sheets and a fluffy duvet.

“This is so luxurious,” Valentina said, looking around in awe. Her fingers traced over the polished wooden furniture as she explored the space.

“It feels like we’ve walked onto a movie set,” I admitted, taking in the perfect arrangement of decorative pillows and the subtle scent of cedar and sandalwood in the air.

Zara didn’t bother with words. She made a beeline for the bed, climbing onto it without hesitation. She sank into the duvet with a blissful sigh, her wet hair fanning out on the pristine white pillowcase.

“I want to sleep here tonight,” she said, her voice dreamy. “It feels magical.”

Valentina laughed, the sound light and carefree. She turned to me with an eyebrow raised. “What do you think, Nathan? Should we stay?”

I considered it for a moment. We were already trespassing, and spending the night would definitely increase our chances of getting caught. But looking at Valentina and Zara, both glowing with excitement, I couldn’t bring myself to be the voice of reason.

“Sure,” I said with a shrug. “We probably won’t find an opportunity like this again anytime soon.”

Zara’s eyes sparkled mischievously as she propped herself up on her elbows. “You know what would make this even more special?” she asked, her tone suggestive. “If we all shared this amazing bed … together.”

The implication was clear, and my heart rate immediately quickened.

Valentina gave Zara an amused look. “A threesome? Really, Zara?”

“Why not?” Zara replied.

“I think my sister has a porn habit,” I told her teasingly.

“Hey!” Zara said, throwing a pillow at me. “Says the guy with a hardon!”

I hadn’t even noticed it, but I was rock hard for the third time today.

“If we do this, no fighting,” Valentina said, taking my hand and squeezing it. “So what do you say?”

“Let’s hop onto the bed,” I said, settling down in the middle.

“Mom, you start,” Zara said with a giggle, pushing my erection to her.

Valentina smiled and leaned closer to my groin. I sighed in relief as my cock parted her lips. Her mouth was as wet, warm, and soft as her pussy I’d just fucked. She slid the shaft over her tongue as she bobbed her head, taking me deeper with each downward motion. Her lipstick left crimson marks along my length, lovely souvenirs.

I groaned, threading my fingers through her hair as she continued her sensual blowjob. She slobbered and sucked, saliva dribbling down the sides. The suction of her mouth combined with the swirling of her tongue had me arching off the bed.

Just as I was losing myself in the pleasure, Zara reached down to finger herself, and I picked up the musky scent of her fresh honey.

Valentina released me with a wet pop, my cock glistening with her saliva. Then she gave my shaft another long lick before returning to her sucking.

“Damn, Mom, you’re really going at it … Really sensual,” Zara said with admiration in her voice. She ran her finger along the bottom of my shaft, scooping up some saliva before sucking on her finger. “Can I have some joystick too?” she asked playfully, licking her lips.

Valentina smiled, slowly pulling away from me. A thin strand of saliva connected her mouth to my throbbing erection as she turned to Zara. “Of course, sweetie,” she said, wrapping her hand around my base and angling it toward her daughter. “He’s all yours.”

Zara eagerly took me into her mouth, moaning softly as she swallowed half of my erection. Her tongue swirled around my length, collecting our mother’s saliva as she went. After a few long licks, she pulled back with a satisfied smile.

“Your lipstick tastes sweet,” she said, looking at Valentina’s crimson-stained lips.

“I’ll buy you some later,” Valentina promised her. Valentina took over my cock, sliding me into her mouth. She sucked me deeply for several long moments before releasing me with a pop and offering my slick length to her daughter. “Your turn.”

Zara eagerly accepted, wrapping her lips around me and bobbing her head. The contrast of techniques was mind-blowing: Valentina’s slow, experienced movements versus Zara’s eager enthusiasm.

They established a rhythm, passing me back and forth between them. The sensation was becoming too intense, each transition between their mouths pushing me closer to a climax. I felt the familiar tightening, the signs that I wouldn’t last much longer under their mouths.

“Wait,” I gasped, gently placing my hands on their heads. “I need a break, or I’m going to come too soon.”

They both pulled back, their lips glistening in the soft light. They had smeared it all over my cock as well, and at the same time, they left it dripping wet. Valentina wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.

“What would you like instead?” she asked caringly.

“Mom, on your back. Zara, I want you to sit on her face.”

They rearranged themselves on the bed. Valentina lay flat, her dark hair spilling across the pillows as Zara positioned herself above her, facing me.

I knelt between Valentina’s spread legs, rubbing the head of my cock against her slick entrance. She was wet and horny. With one smooth thrust, I buried myself inside her for the second time in my life, causing both of us to moan in unison.

“Oh, wow,” I groaned, feeling her walls stretch to accommodate me.

As I began to fuck my mother, Zara lowered herself onto Valentina’s mouth. The moment Valentina’s tongue made contact with Zara’s pussy, Zara’s head fell back in ecstasy, a breathy moan escaping her painted lips.

I drove into Valentina with deep, measured strokes while watching Zara’s face contort with pleasure above me. Our eyes met across the expanse of Valentina’s body, and Zara smiled—a secret, knowing smile that spoke volumes about the taboo line we’d crossed together.

Valentina’s hips rose to meet each of my thrusts, her muffled moans vibrating against Zara’s flesh. The sight of her face buried between Zara’s thighs while I filled her completely was the most erotic thing I’d ever witnessed.

After several minutes of thrusting into Valentina, I felt myself getting close and thought of another position before I lost control.

“Change,” I said, pulling my slick, wet cock out of her.

Zara swung her legs off Valentina’s face, and she lay down. Then Valentina straddled her daughter, positioning herself right over her mouth. It was my turn. I took my cock, still coated in Valentina’s juices, and pushed it into Zara while she started licking Valentina.

I began thrusting again, watching Valentina grind her hips on Zara’s face, her breasts swaying back and forth above her.

“How does her pussy feel?” Valentina asked, biting down on her lower lip.

“Even better after being in yours,” I said, eyes closing at the delicious friction. Sometimes I leaned forward to fondle Valentina’s breasts, her skin hot and soft under my touch. The heat between us was becoming unbearable, and I could barely contain myself.

I pulled out, needing to switch things up again.

“Line up on all fours,” I told them.

They did so eagerly.

I started with Valentina. My cock slipped in my hand as I tried to guide it to her entrance. I pushed inside, and that was it. I couldn’t hold it in any longer.

With a loud groan, I erupted inside Valentina’s tight, wet heat. My cock pulsed and throbbed as I pumped her full of my thick seed. Waves of intense pleasure radiated through my body.

Before my orgasm had even finished, I pulled out, my slick member slipping free with a wet pop. I quickly repositioned and plunged into Zara’s pussy. She moaned as I hilted myself deep inside her. Her velvety walls gripped me as I released the last spurts of my climax into her young womb.

After I’d emptied myself, I withdrew, my semi-erect cock glistening with a combination of my cum and their arousal. I gazed down at the erotic sight before me. Valentina and Zara lay side by side, chests heaving, bodies flushed. Pearly white rivulets of semen trickled out of their freshly-fucked holes and down their thighs.

My mind reeled from the intensity of the experience. Never in my wildest fantasies could I have imagined sharing something so intimate, so taboo, with the two women I loved most. The forbidden nature of it only heightened the pleasure to unimaginable levels.

Valentina reached down and swiped a fingertip through the sticky trails on her inner thigh. She brought it to her lips, sampling our combined essence with a sultry moan.

“Mmm, we taste good together,” she said, holding her glistening finger out to Zara.

Zara eagerly took it into her mouth, sucking it clean with an appreciative hum. “The best,” she agreed, releasing Valentina’s finger with a wet pop.

Completely drained, I collapsed onto the bed between them, one arm draping across each of their sweat-dampened torsos. For several long moments, the only sound was our labored breathing as we basked in the afterglow of our forbidden lovemaking.

Valentina propped herself up on one elbow and gazed at me with thoughtful eyes. “How are you feeling now? Still stressed?” she asked, her fingers tracing circles on my chest.

I took a moment to assess myself. The tension that had been knotting my shoulders for weeks was completely gone. My mind felt clear, unburdened by the constant pressure to prove myself. “Not at all,” I answered truthfully. “I feel better than I have in months.”

Valentina’s face lit up with a warm smile. “I’m so glad,” she said, leaning forward to press a kiss to my cheek. “Just remember to take care of your health the same way you take care of all your lovers. You can’t pour from an empty cup.”

Zara snuggled closer to my other side, her blonde hair tickling my shoulder. “Mom’s right. You work too hard sometimes.” She placed her hand over mine and squeezed gently. “I love you, you know. We both do.”

The simple declaration touched something deep within me. In this moment, lying between them in a stolen luxury bungalow after crossing boundaries I never thought possible, I felt completely accepted and loved.

“I love you both too,” I said, meaning every word.

Valentina smiled, pulling the plush duvet up over our naked bodies. “We love you too, sweetheart.” She yawned, her eyelids growing heavy. “We should get some sleep. We have to sneak out of here before dawn.”

I nodded, feeling the pleasant weight of exhaustion settling over me. Zara was already breathing deeply, her body warm against mine. I closed my eyes, enjoying the sensation of being sandwiched between the two women I loved most in the world, and drifted into the most peaceful sleep I’d had in years.

* * *

The weeks following our Malibu trip transformed my life in ways I hadn’t thought possible. Valentina’s “stress management techniques” had unlocked something in me: a newfound focus and confidence that carried over into every aspect of my work.

My marketing curriculum had never been sharper. Ideas flowed effortlessly, and I found myself creating innovative lesson plans that engaged my students on levels I hadn’t achieved before. Tatiana noticed immediately, commenting on my “renewed passion” during our weekly department meeting.

“Whatever you’re doing, keep it up,” she told me after class, her hand lingering on my arm. “Your students’ participation rates have increased by thirty percent since last month.”

Even my office hours became more productive. I found myself able to address student concerns with greater clarity and patience. The constant need to prove myself had faded, replaced by genuine confidence in my abilities as an educator.

At home, Zara had undergone a similar transformation. I often found her surrounded by textbooks, her brow furrowed in concentration as she prepared for exams. Her grades had improved significantly, and she seemed to have found a balance between her studies and her social life. The wild girl who would do anything for fun was still there, but now she channeled that energy more productively.

“It’s all about balance,” she told me one evening as we shared dinner. “I can still have fun, but I’ve realized some things are worth working for.”

Valentina seemed more relaxed too. Her therapy practice was thriving, and she’d begun writing a book about sexual health that had attracted interest from several publishers.

As I drove home from campus one evening, I found myself reflecting on how fortunate I was. The unique dynamic between all of us had created something special: a support system that allowed each of us to thrive in our own ways. Valentina’s unconventional approach to “therapy” had not only relieved my stress but had strengthened our family bonds.

I had Tatiana at work, professionally supportive yet intimately passionate when we found ourselves alone. Her daughter, Isabella, occasionally joined us for those special weekends. Then there were the eager college students like Lexi and Raven, who brought youthful energy to my bed whenever they needed “good grades.”

At home, Valentina and Zara welcomed me with open arms. Our relationship had evolved into something society might condemn, but that felt natural and nurturing to us.

I couldn’t imagine losing any of it. The thought of it all falling apart made my chest tighten with anxiety. I would do whatever it took to protect our relationship.

Just as I was turning onto our street, my phone buzzed in the cup holder. I glanced down at a red light and how blood rushed south.

It was a DM from Zara. She’d sent a full-body nude shot, her golden hair cascading over her shoulders, legs spread just enough to tease what lay between them. Hurry home. Waiting for you. Mom’s at a conference until tomorrow. It’s just us tonight … And I’m really horny <3


Afterword

Thank you so much for reading College Girls 4 Epilogue & Bundle If you enjoyed it, please consider leaving a review. It’s the second-best way to support me as an author, right after purchasing my stories.

If you’d like to be notified when I publish a new story—and receive a free taboo story—you can sign up for my newsletter at tommysilver.com.

If you’d like to reach out, feel free to email me at author@tommysilver.com.

That’s all for now!

Best regards,

Tommy Silver
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