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I slowly 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.
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I woke 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

  
  










I pulled 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.”
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I fell 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.
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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.
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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.
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I woke 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.
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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.”
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