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  Chapter 1

  
  




I arrived home, dropping my bag by the door with a sigh of relief. The day had been long: three back-to-back classes followed by a faculty meeting where I’d struggled to keep my mind from wandering to Jolie, Zara, and the twins. The mental gymnastics required to maintain a professional demeanor while teaching students I’d been intimate with were exhausting.

Yesterday I’d fucked Jolie in the classroom, and the memory still clung to me. Coming back made me nervous, half-expecting someone to have noticed something, but so far there’d been no word from Tatiana. Jolie had tried to find me again, but I brushed her off, claiming I was busy.

That didn’t stop Zara from turning up the heat. She’d openly flirted with me in class, strolling in wearing a blouse with the top buttons undone just enough to tease. She knew exactly what she was doing.

And then came the Titty Twins: Raven and Lexi. It was a hot day, and they showed up dressed for it. Their tiny denim shorts hugged their asses like a second skin, frayed at the edges so you caught glimpses of tanned thighs with every step. Their tank tops were cropped short, low enough that their cleavage bounced with the slightest movement, thin straps sliding down their shoulders as if gravity wanted a peek too. Every guy’s eyes followed them, and I wasn’t immune.

By then, I was sweating, and not just from the heat. The thought of cooling off felt like a blessing.

As I loosened my tie, I noticed Valentina’s car in the driveway. She was home early from her therapy office, which was unusual. I found her in the kitchen, already preparing dinner.

“Hey,” I said, grabbing a bottle of water from the fridge. “You’re home early.”

Valentina looked up from chopping vegetables, her therapist’s smile in place. Her fitted jeans hugged every curve, highlighting her sweet hips and long legs. The soft blue top she wore clung to her impressive breasts, the neckline dipping just low enough to reveal the upper parts of her creamy breasts.

Her makeup was subtle but perfect, a touch of mascara to highlight her eyes, a hint of blush on her cheeks, and glossy pink lips that looked incredibly soft and sweet to kiss. Her chestnut hair fell in loose waves around her shoulders, framing her face beautifully. As she turned to reach for something on a high shelf, I couldn’t help but admire the arch of her back and the swell of her ass in those tight jeans.

I felt a flash of guilt as I realized I was checking her out. But she was objectively gorgeous, the kind of mature beauty that turned heads wherever she went. I forced my eyes away, trying to banish the inappropriate thoughts that had popped up more lately after I’d crossed the line with Zara.

“I had a cancellation, so I thought I’d make us a proper dinner.” She studied me for a moment, a subtle grin sliding up her lips. “How was your day, Professor?”

“Fine,” I said. “Just the usual.”

She nodded. “I’ve been waiting to ask you something now that Zara isn’t home yet.”

Something in her tone made me pause mid-sip. “What’s up?”

“Zara’s grades,” she said, setting down her knife and turning to me. “They’ve improved dramatically since you started teaching.”

“That’s good, right?”

“Of course it’s good,” she said. “But it’s also surprising.” She looked at me with a knowing smile. “She went from barely passing to straight A’s practically overnight.”

“She’s smart,” I said and started feeling a bit nervous under her gaze. “She just needed the right motivation.”

Valentina’s eyebrow arched slightly. “Is she studying more? Because I rarely see her with a book open. In fact, she seems to be at the beach with her friends more than ever.”

I cleared my throat. “She’s talented in ways that traditional academics don’t always capture. You should see her TikTok analytics. She knows social media better than I do.”

“That has nothing to do with coursework,” Valentina said, her voice taking on that careful, measured tone she used with difficult clients. “Using shortcuts or unconventional methods isn’t wise. It doesn’t prepare her for real challenges.”

I swallowed hard, wondering exactly what she was implying. Did she suspect something? Had she heard us during the nights? Seen something in our interactions?

“I’m not sure what you’re suggesting,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady.

Valentina’s eyes held mine for a long moment. “I’m suggesting that young women sometimes need real discipline, not enabling.” She turned back to her vegetables. “Even the brightest ones can develop bad habits when they’re allowed to get away with too much.”

I felt a cold sweat break out across my back. “I should change before dinner,” I said, trying to escape the tension. “Be right back.”

Valentina just nodded, returning to her cooking. As I climbed the stairs, my heart beat like a drum. Did she know about Zara and me? About Jolie? Or was she just concerned about Zara’s sudden academic success despite her laidback lifestyle? All those questions made my head spin, and this was the exact opposite of cooling down.

In my room, I changed into a t-shirt and jeans, my hands slightly shaking. Valentina had always been perceptive. It was what made her such a good therapist. I tried to calm myself, remembering that if she really knew anything concrete, she would have confronted me directly. This was just suspicion, concern and normal parental worry. Or that’s what I told myself.

I heard the front door open and close as I was pulling on my shirt. Zara was home. I took a deep breath and headed back downstairs.

When I entered the kitchen, Zara stood there, fresh from a day with her friends, looking breathtaking as usual. Her skin glowed with a perfect tan, her blonde hair cascading in loose waves down her back, still damp at the ends from what I assumed was a day at the beach. She wore a tiny white crop top that clung to her curves and revealed her flat, tanned midriff, paired with a skirt that swished around her thighs.

“Hey, you’re home early,” Zara said to Valentina, dropping her beach bag by the counter. She flashed me a quick, knowing, horny smile before turning her attention back to our mother.

“Had a cancellation,” Valentina replied, and then arched an eyebrow as she took in Zara’s appearance. “Another day at the beach? I thought you had study group today.”

Zara shrugged. “We finished early. The weather was too perfect to waste.”

“Funny how your grades improved so dramatically right when your brother started teaching.”

I froze, but Zara didn’t miss a beat. “Maybe I just needed the right teacher,” she said, her voice light and innocent. “Nathan explains things in a way that actually makes sense.”

“Is that right?” Valentina looked between us, her expression unreadable.

“Totally,” Zara said. “He’s, like, the marketing whisperer or something.”

I forced a laugh. “I wouldn’t go that far.”

Valentina resumed chopping. “Well, I’m glad someone finally got through to you. I just hope you’re actually learning the material, not just finding shortcuts.”

Zara brushed it off with a casual wave of her hand. “God, Mom, you’re being dramatic. I’m doing better because I’m actually interested in the material for once. It’s not that deep.”

Valentina’s expression softened slightly as she stirred the sauce. The tension in her shoulders seemed to ease a bit. I felt myself relax too, grateful for Zara’s ability to defuse situations.

“Alright, enough about school,” Valentina said after a moment, her tone deliberately lighter. “I’ve been thinking we should do something fun together. It’s been ages since we’ve had family time that wasn’t just dinner at this table.”

Zara smiled. “Like what?”

“I don’t know,” Valentina said, turning off the burner. “Maybe we could drive up the coast this weekend? Get a nice hotel room, eat at that seafood place you both love?”

“The one with the killer calamari?” I asked, surprised by the suggestion.

Valentina nodded, a genuine smile spreading across her face. “Exactly. Or we could do something closer to home if you prefer.”

“That sounds nice,” I said, meaning it. The idea of doing something normal, something that didn’t involve secret trysts or classroom encounters, was appealing in a way I hadn’t expected.

“I’d be down,” Zara agreed, hopping onto a barstool. “As long as you’re paying.” She winked at our mom.

Valentina chuckled, the sound warm and familiar. “Of course I’m paying. What kind of mother would I be if I invited you out and made you cover the check?”

Valentina finished dinner and then we ate. Dinner was surprisingly pleasant after that. Valentina told us about a client who’d made a breakthrough, and Zara shared stories about the beach volleyball tournament she’d watched. I found myself genuinely enjoying the meal, almost forgetting the undercurrent of suspicion from earlier.

As we finished dessert, a homemade apple pie that Valentina had somehow found time to prepare, she looked between us with a kind of love I hadn’t seen in a while.

“I’m proud of both of you,” she said. “Nathan, you’ve become such a good teacher in such a short time, and Zara, despite my nagging, you are finding your way. I just want you both to be happy.”

“We are, Mom,” Zara said, and for once, there was no teasing in her voice.

I nodded in agreement. Whatever Valentina suspected or didn’t suspect, at that moment, we were just a family enjoying dinner together.

* * *

Later that night, after helping clean up, Valentina said that she was going to take a long shower and then head to bed. “I have an early client tomorrow,” she said, kissing us both on the cheek before heading upstairs.

I retreated to my room, collapsing onto my bed with a sigh. Finally, I could cool down a little. I stared at the ceiling and replayed Valentina’s suspicious questions in my mind when my door creaked open. Zara slipped inside, closing it behind her. She wore those tiny sleep shorts and a tank top that barely contained her teardrops that I’d love to squeeze again.

“Hey, Professor,” she whispered with a playful smile, bouncing onto my bed as I sat up. “You look stressed.”

Before I could answer, she threw her arms around my neck in a tight hug, pressing her warm body against mine. The familiar strawberry scent of her hair filled my senses as she nuzzled against me.

“Zara,” I murmured, feeling my body respond despite my worries. “We need to be careful.”

She pulled back just enough to look at me, her blue-gray eyes sparkling with mischief. “Why? Mom’s in the shower. We have at least twenty minutes.” She guided my hands to her breasts, arching her back slightly. “Touch me. I’ve been thinking about you all day.”

I couldn’t resist. My hands cupped her soft, perfect breasts through the thin fabric of her tank top, feeling her nipples harden under my touch. She let out a small, satisfied sigh and leaned forward to plant soft kisses along my neck, her lips warm and teasing against my skin.

“Do you think Mom suspects anything?” I asked, my voice tight as her mouth worked its way up to my ear.

Zara giggled against my skin. “No way. She’s clueless.”

“She was asking about your grades,” I insisted, even as my fingers continued kneading her breasts. “About how they improved right when I started teaching.”

“So what?” Zara pulled back, rolling her eyes. “She’s just surprised I’m not failing anymore. Trust me, she doesn’t suspect a thing.”

“You can’t just spend all your time at the beach or shopping,” I said, trying to be responsible despite the growing hardness in my pants. “It looks suspicious when your grades are so good but you’re never studying.”

Zara’s eyes narrowed playfully. She shifted her weight, deliberately pressing against my erection. “And you can’t spend all your time staring at my tits and ass,” she countered. “You’re not exactly subtle, brother. You get hard every time I walk into a room.”

“That’s not fair,” I protested. “You’re the one walking around in these tiny outfits, bending over in front of me, giving me those looks … And you do it even during class!”

“Because you love it,” she interrupted, grinding against my hardness. “Don’t you?”

I swallowed hard, unable to deny it. “Yes,” I admitted. “I do love it.”

Her smile was triumphant. She leaned in for a quick kiss, then suddenly sat up straight, her expression brightening. “Oh! I almost forgot why I came in here. Raven and Lexi were asking about you today. They were wondering if you could give them some extra tutoring tomorrow after class. At their dorm room.”

My heart skipped a beat. “In their room?”

Zara nodded, her eyes gleaming. “They said they really need help with the upcoming project. They wanted to join us on the rooftop, but they missed out on that part, so they’d like to try again.”

I hesitated, torn between desire and caution. “I don’t know, Zara. That seems risky. Will you be there too?”

She smirked and shook her head. “Nah, I thought it’d be more fun to let you have some alone time with them first. Get to know them better, you know?”

As she spoke, her hands wandered over my chest and down to my abs, her touch light and teasing. I felt my resolve weakening with each caress. “Do they actually care about tutoring or is there something else they’re after?”

“Come on, you’re smart enough to figure that out by yourself,” she said with a giggle.

“So I assume they want better grades, too.”

“Yep … come on, big brother,” she said. “Don’t you want to see what they have to offer? I promise it’ll be worth your while … And I promise you’ll give them an A as well.”

Her sensual speech sparked my fantasy of Raven and Lexi, their matching curves, tits, giggles and mischievous smiles. The thought of being alone with them in their dorm room was intoxicating.

“Alright,” I finally said. “I’ll do it.”

Zara’s face lit up. She leaned in and kissed me deeply, her tongue teasing mine before she pulled away.

“You won’t regret it,” she whispered. “They can’t wait to show you everything they’ve learned … and I also would like to join afterward.”

“Have you told them what we’ve been up to?”

“Of course. Don’t worry, they’re my friends. They’ve also delved into sibling love.”

My cock hardened to steel. “Do you think we got time?” I said as I badly wanted to fuck her. She was just about to pull the top over her head, but then we heard Valentina step out of the bathroom.

Both of us sighed. “I should’ve gotten here earlier,” Zara said, stroking my bulge. “Sorry about your boner … save it for the Titty Twins.”

With a final wink, she slipped off the bed and out of my room, leaving me aroused and restless. As I lay there in the dark, my mind swirled with conflicting thoughts: Valentina’s suspicions, Zara’s casual disregard for caution, and now the looming threesome with the twins.

There were so many forbidden fruits at once, and so many crossed lines. But so far, everything had gone well, and I hoped it would continue to do so.








  
  
  Chapter 2

  
  




I woke up to the alarm, and I quickly rose to my feet, not wanting to be late for work. I shuffled to the bathroom, splashing cold water on my face to clear the fog of sleep.

I could already smell Valentina cooking pancakes downstairs. She was up too, which wasn’t surprising. She always kept early hours for her morning therapy clients.

After a quick shower and shave, I dressed in a navy button-down and khakis, trying to look professional for my early class. When I made my way to the kitchen, I found Valentina at the stove, flipping pancakes.

“Morning,” she said, glancing over her shoulder with a warm, motherly smile. “You hungry?”

“Of course.” I paused in the doorway, my eyes taking in the sight of her. She wore a silky summer dress that clung to her curves, the hem stopping mid-thigh to reveal her toned legs. The neckline dipped lower than usual, showing the soft swell of her cleavage. She wore her hair loose, but it was styled in waves.

I sat down, but my eyes didn’t leave her. She hummed as she cooked, her hips swaying slightly to some internal rhythm. I couldn’t help but watch her, feeling a flutter of inappropriate attraction.

“Here you go,” she said, sliding a plate of pancakes in front of me. She leaned close, her perfume enveloping me in a cloud of vanilla and jasmine.

“These look amazing,” I said, trying to focus on the food and not the way her robe gaped slightly as she bent forward.

Valentina took the seat beside me, crossing her legs. Her hand came to rest on my thigh, giving it a gentle squeeze. “You’re doing a fantastic job at USC, you know. I’ve heard wonderful things.”

I swallowed a bite of pancake. It was as sweet as her, and it warmed my heart. “From who?”

“Tatiana, of course.” Her smile turned mysterious. “We talk quite often.”

“Of course you do,” I said, which shouldn’t have surprised me.

Valentina’s cheeks pinked slightly. “Every day, actually. We’ve become even closer since you started there.”

“And how close were you from the start?” I asked, arching an eyebrow.

“Pretty close,” she said with a chuckle. She took a sip of her tea, her eyes twinkling over the rim. “She seems more curious about you than usual lately.”

“What do you mean by that?” I asked, suddenly nervous. Had Tatiana noticed something off about my teaching? About my relationships with the students? Or had Jolie ratted me out?

Valentina giggled and shook her head. “Nothing, nothing. I’ve said too much already.” She stood up, tossing a lock of her hair over her shoulder. “I should get ready for work.”

I watched her finish the last pancake and slide it onto a plate for Zara. She leaned down and pressed a kiss to my forehead, her hand briefly stroking my hair.

“Would you mind if you give Zara a ride today? That way she won’t be late.”

“Sure, no problem,” I said, still wondering what she’d meant about Tatiana.

Valentina smiled. “Thanks, sweetie. You’re the best.” With that, she glided out of the kitchen and left for work, leaving me with my half-eaten breakfast and confusion.

Zara came down the stairs, freshly showered and dressed in a pair of tiny jean shorts and a crop top that barely covered her boobs, like usual.

“Sleep well?”

“Perfect,” she said with a grin. She snagged a pancake from the plate Valentina had left for her, taking a bite. “Has Mom left already?”

“Yep, the coast is clear. We can talk about whatever you want to talk about.”

She chuckled and shrugged. “I wish we could’ve fucked yesterday.”

“We’ll find time,” I said as I shared her wish as well. “By the way, Mom said something weird at breakfast. It’s about Tatiana … Tatiana’s been asking about me.”

Zara’s face lit up with a knowing grin. “Duh. For the second time, she’s totally into you.”

“What? Tatiana? No way.”

“Yes way,” Zara said with an eye roll. “She wanted a favor from you, and the way she tried to seduce you is all the proof you need.”

“She didn’t try to seduce me.”

“Oh, really?” She planted a hand on her hip, leaning in. “When she asked you to help Jolie, what did she do with her blouse? What kind of makeup was she wearing? Don’t forget, I remember every word you told me. She totally wants to get fucked by you.”

I shook my head, not quite believing it. “She’s the university president. And she’s way out of my league.”

“Whatever you say, brother,” Zara said with a smirk. “Now, can we go? I don’t want to be late after all … Mom’s already suspicious to begin with.”

* * *

The drive to campus went by quickly, Zara chattering about her weekend plans the whole way. When I pulled into the faculty parking lot, she leaned over and brushed a quick kiss against my lips. I caught her by the neck and held her there. She giggled softly before pressing in harder, her lips warm and sweet, tasting of strawberry gloss and forbidden temptation. My tongue slipped past hers, and the heat between us flared, spreading through me in a rush.

When we finally pulled apart, she bit her bottom lip, eyes gleaming like she knew exactly what she was doing to me. “The twins will stay after class today for final confirmation,” she whispered. “Don’t disappoint them.”

“I’ll tutor them,” I said, already feeling a stirring in my pants at the thought.

Zara winked and hopped out of the car, her ass swaying as she walked away.

* * *

I had two classes before Zara’s marketing course, and I taught them on autopilot, my mind preoccupied with thoughts of what might happen later with the twins. When I finally walked into my third class of the day, and I saw the Titty Twins, my heart nearly stopped.

Raven and Lexi were already seated in the front row, and they’d outdone themselves today. They wore matching white tank tops so thin I could see the outline of their bras underneath. They also wore skirts so short they might as well have been belts. Their long legs were crossed identically, and they both gave me identical seductive smiles as I entered.

I felt myself getting hard immediately and had to position myself behind the podium to hide my growing erection.

“Good afternoon, everyone,” I said, amidst the heatwave. “Today we’re continuing our discussion on market segmentation strategies.”

I tried to focus on my lecture, but the twins made it nearly impossible. About fifteen minutes in, Raven leaned over to whisper something to Lexi, loud enough for me to hear.

“I wonder if Professor Hale would give us some private tutoring. I need help with my… oral presentation.”

Lexi giggled, twirling her hair around her finger. “I bet he’d be a hands-on instructor.”

I stumbled over my words, losing my place in my notes. When I looked up again, Lexi was dropping her pen on the floor. She made a show of bending over to retrieve it, her skirt riding up to reveal a glimpse of her underwear.

The twins exchanged knowing looks as she straightened, both of them giggling at my flustered reaction. I cleared my throat and tried to regain my composure, but my focus was shot.

From the back row, I could see Zara watching the whole scene with a self-satisfied smirk. She knew exactly what was happening and was enjoying every moment of my torment. A couple of other girls also asked me if I was alright, and another named Sofia offered to get me a cold drink, which I happily accepted. Once she sat back down, she earned a frown from the other girls as if jealous she’d done a deed for me. The guys seemed oblivious to what was going on, but they tried to get the twins’ attention, but without success. Their honey would be mine today.

I somehow managed to get through the rest of the lecture without giving away the hard-on straining in my pants. At one point, I had to step in when two girls started bickering over who had raised their hand first. I couldn’t believe they were actually competing for my attention. I did my best to de-escalate it, splitting my focus evenly between them. But then Raven “accidentally” dropped a pen straight into her cleavage.

It didn’t even fall an inch. The valley between her breasts was so tight it just stayed wedged there, trapped in a line of soft, overflowing flesh. Looking at it, all I could think about was how easy it would be to get lost between her tits and never find my way out.

When the bell finally rang, I felt both relief and anticipation.

“Raven, Lexi, could you stay behind for a moment?” I called out as students began packing up.

The twins exchanged delighted glances, nodding eagerly.

“Of course, Professor,” they said in unison.

“What about me?” a girl named Sofie said. The one who’d brought me the water.

“Not for today,” I told her politely. “I just need to talk to the twins about the last test.”

Sofie pouted and reluctantly left.

I waited until the last student was out. Zara gave me a wink as she passed. When the door closed, leaving me alone with the twins, I took a deep breath.

“Zara told me you two might need some extra help with the upcoming project,” I said, trying to maintain a professional tone even though I knew what they both wanted.

Raven stepped closer, her floral perfume filling my senses. “We definitely do. We’re struggling with certain concepts.”

“Sweet of your little sister to remind you,” Lexi said with a wink.

“She’s a sweetheart,” I said. “So, you want some help at your dorm, correct?”

They both nodded eagerly. “We prefer privacy,” they said in unison. And then Lexi added, “We’ll do anything to get an A in your class.”

I knew I should say no. I knew this was crossing every professional boundary imaginable. But after Zara and Jolie, those boundaries already seemed like distant memories.

I studied them, really taking the twins in. They’d gone all out today, knowing they’d be alone with me after class. Raven’s honey-blonde hair was styled in loose beach waves, framing her heart-shaped face perfectly. Her makeup was subtle but sexy, just enough mascara to make her hazel eyes pop, a hint of blush across her cheekbones, and glossy pink lips that looked incredibly kissable and sweet.

Lexi’s caramel-blonde hair was straightened today, falling like silk past her shoulders, with face-framing layers that highlighted her jawline. Her makeup was slightly bolder than her sister’s, with winged eyeliner that gave her a cat-like appearance, and a nude lipstick that made her lips look full and pouty.

By studying them, I fantasized about them nude, how they would look unveiled. The voice that screamed a bad idea in the back of my head quickly went up in smoke, replaced by sexual fantasies.

“So,” I said, clearing my throat. “What time works for you both today?”

“We’re free after four,” Raven replied with a successful smile, twirling a strand of hair around her finger.

“Our dorm is in Thompson Hall, room 369,” Lexi added.

I nodded, trying to maintain some semblance of professionalism. “Sure, I can stop by after my office hours end. For tutoring.”

The twins giggled in unison. “For tutoring,” they said, their tone making it clear they had other activities in mind.

After they left, I collapsed into my chair, wondering what I was getting myself into. Between Zara, Jolie, and now potentially the twins, I was walking a dangerous line. But the temptation was too strong to resist, and yet again, I stopped thinking about the dangerous line. After all the lecturing and teaching, I wanted some fun too.

* * *

The rest of the day passed quickly. I held my office hours, met with a couple of students with legitimate questions about the coursework, and tried to focus on grading papers. My mind kept wandering to what awaited me in room 369.

At precisely 4 PM, I gathered my things and headed across campus to Thompson Hall. The dorms were bustling with activity as students returned from classes. I tried to look like I belonged there, like visiting a dorm as a professor was completely normal. Since I was still young, I didn’t stick out that much, but I did notice the sideways glances the girls threw at me.

As I rounded the corner toward the elevator, I halted. There, in the main hallway, was Tatiana, engaged in conversation with another woman. They both turned at the sound of my footsteps.

“Nathan!” Tatiana’s face lit up with a warm smile. Her burgundy suit jacket nipped in at the waist before flaring over her hips, the matching pencil skirt stopping just above her knees, her auburn hair falling in loose waves around her shoulders. “What perfect timing. I’d like you to meet Dr. Catherine Morgan, president of Pacific Coast University.”

I stepped forward, extending my hand. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Dr. Morgan.”

“This is Nathan Hale, one of our new professors,” Tatiana continued to brag about me, placing her hand on my arm. Her touch lingered as she added with a playful smile, “Honestly, probably the hottest one on campus.”

Dr. Morgan chuckled, her eyes sweeping over me with newfound interest. “I can see that. USC certainly knows how to recruit talent.” She shook my hand, holding it a moment longer than necessary, her hand soft and pleasant. She was no older than forty with chestnut hair. She had a pretty oval-shaped face with a bold, red lipstick. I found her attractive, not as sexy as Tatiana, but surprisingly hot nevertheless.

I felt heat rising to my face, unsure how to respond to such a blatant comment from my boss. Before I could come up with a reply, Tatiana tilted her head curiously.

“So, what brings you to the dorms?” she asked, her eyes sharp with interest.

“Private tutoring,” I said, trying not to become nervous. “Some students needed help with a project they’re working on.”

Tatiana’s lips curved into a knowing smirk. “How dedicated you are to making house calls.” She winked at me before turning back to Dr. Morgan. “Shall we continue our tour? I want to show you our new student wellness center.”

As they walked away, I caught Tatiana glancing back at me over her shoulder, her expression unreadable.

I took the elevator to the third floor, finding room 369 at the end of the hallway. I knocked, glancing over my shoulder. I didn’t trust college girls. They gossiped too much, and I hoped no one besides the twins would recognize me.

The door swung open almost immediately as if they’d been waiting for me. Raven stood there in the same outfit from class, her smile widening at the sight of me.

“Professor! You made it.” She grabbed my hand, pulling me inside before anyone could see.

Lexi lounged on one of the beds, legs crossed, looking up from her phone with a matching smile. “We were starting to think you might back out.”

I stepped into their room, surprised by how neat and organized it was. Unlike the typical dorm chaos I remembered from my own college days, their space was stylish and well-appointed. The beds were made with matching comforters, fairy lights strung around the perimeter of the ceiling, and a small sitting area had been arranged with bean bags and floor pillows.

But what caught my eye was the partially open drawer of a dresser, where I could see colorful objects peeking out. On the shelves above their desks, various boxes with distinctive branding were displayed, alongside what appeared to be sex toys arranged like trophies.

“What’s all this?” I asked, gesturing toward the display.

The twins exchanged amused glances. “Our affiliate marketing project,” Lexi explained, standing up to join her sister. “We’re working with several companies to promote their products.”

“Sex toys sell better than textbooks,” Raven added with a casual shrug. “The commission is way better, too.”

I blinked, taken aback by their honesty. “And the university is okay with you running this kind of business from your dorm room?”

The twins laughed in unison. “What they don’t know won’t hurt them,” Lexi said, leading me to their study area. “Besides, we’re applying everything we’ve learned in your class. Market research, targeted advertising and social media campaigns…”

“I’m proud of you,” I said, and I meant it.

They invited me to sit at the edge of the bed. Raven twirled a strand of hair around her finger, giving me a curious look. “Zara told me what you’ve been up to,” she said.

I felt heat rise in my cheeks. “She told me. It’s no surprise, she can’t keep her mouth shut.”

“It’s nothing bad about sibling love,” Lexi chimed in. “Raven and I have tried it too.”

My eyes flicked between them, and they both giggled. “How far did you go?” I asked.

“As far as you can go with two girls,” Raven said with a teasing wink. “But we prefer a man … and an actual cock, not rubber ones.”

“I’m sure you do,” I said with a crooked smile. “So, what else did Zara tell you?”

“That you gave her good grades,” Lexi said.

“She really can’t keep her mouth shut,” I muttered, rolling my eyes.

“It stays between us girls,” Raven said smoothly. “Don’t worry. She also told us she has strong feelings for you.”

Those words hit me deeper than I expected, warming my chest. “That’s good to hear. Zara is special to me.”

Lexi and Raven exchanged knowing glances. “We can tell,” Lexi said with a smile. “You know, we remember you from before you moved away.”

“No other guy caught your attention more?” I asked, surprised.

Raven shook her head enthusiastically. “Nope! You were Zara’s hot older brother who was going to conquer the advertising world. We were like, fourteen when you left.”

“We had the biggest crushes on you,” Lexi admitted with a giggle. “Remember when we used to come over for those pool parties your mom would throw?”

Memories flooded back, summers by the pool, awkward teenage girls trying to get my attention while I was home from college.

Lexi nodded. “We were devastated when you moved out from home.”

“And then shocked when you walked into class that first day,” Raven continued. “I nearly fell out of my seat.”

“Well, if it’s any consolation, I was pretty shocked too. Last time I saw you both, you were gangly teenagers. And now…” I gestured vaguely at their bodies, feeling my face grow warm.

“Now we’ve bloomed,” Lexi finished for me, a mischievous smile playing on her lips. She cupped her breasts through her tank top, lifting them slightly. “These certainly helped with that.”

Not to be outdone, Raven did the same, pushing her chest forward proudly. “We like our tits,” she said matter-of-factly. “They’ve been good to us.”

“But we’re not just tits,” Lexi added quickly. “We’ve got personalities too.”

“And brains,” Raven chimed in. “Despite what people think when they call us the Titty Twins.”

“Does that bother you? The nickname, I mean.”

They exchanged glances again before Lexi answered. “Not really. It’s actually kind of fun.”

“As long as people use it with Raven and Lexi,” her sister added. “Not instead of our names.”

I nodded, understanding. “So what got you both interested in marketing anyway?”

The twins laughed together. “When these started growing,” Raven said, gesturing to her chest, “we noticed the attention we got.”

“It was thrilling,” Lexi said. “Suddenly we had power we didn’t have before.”

“And we wanted to understand it,” Raven picked up. “Why certain things attract attention.”

“Well, that’s what I’m here for,” I said and patted their backs. “So for now, what do you need help with?”

“We thought you might be able to help us figure out the best way to market satisfaction,” Raven said, inching her hips closer.

I was suddenly aware of how close they were sitting next to me. They each opened their laptops, bringing up websites with various products displayed.

“So, what do you think?” Lexi asked, turning her screen toward me. “Do you think this one’s too bold for an ad?” The page showed a curved vibrator in neon pink.

“It’s certainly attention-grabbing,” I said.

“Or would you click on this if you saw it in your feed?” Raven asked, showing me a more subtle but equally suggestive advertisement featuring a sleek black toy.

I tried to think hard about this. It was a bit difficult to answer since I wasn’t their target audience for sex toys. “I think the key is to balance being eye-catching without crossing into territory that might get flagged by ad algorithms. Unless you advertise them on adult platforms.”

They nodded seriously, as if taking mental notes. For the next twenty minutes, I found myself giving marketing advice on sex toys, trying desperately to keep my responses professional while the twins kept inching closer. Their questions became increasingly suggestive, less about marketing and more about personal preferences.

“Which features would you find most appealing?” Raven asked, her breath warm against my ear.

“I think that depends on the target demographic,” I said.

“What if the target demographic is professors?” Lexi suggested with a giggle.

Before I could respond, Raven slid onto my lap, claiming she needed me to “show her exactly where to click” on her laptop. Her weight settled against my growing hardness, and she wiggled slightly, pretending to adjust her position.

“Is this better?” she asked innocently, though her movements were anything but innocent.

Lexi wasn’t to be outdone. She draped herself against my side, one hand tracing patterns on my arm while she whispered in my other ear, “We’ve been hoping for some hands-on instruction.”

I felt my control slipping, my body responding to their touch despite my brain’s warnings. They were students, my students, but they were also beautiful, willing adults who knew exactly what they wanted.

“You’re looking a little flustered, Professor,” Raven commented, grinding subtly against my lap.

“We tend to have that effect on men,” Lexi added, her fingers now playing with her hair.

I swallowed hard, my hands hovering uncertainly before coming to rest on Raven’s waist. “This is extremely inappropriate.”

“That’s what makes it fun,” they said in perfect unison, then burst into giggles.

“You deserve some fun in life too,” Lexi said. “You can’t just stand behind that boring desk all day long.”

“You didn’t do that with your sister,” Raven reminded me, and then she leaned in, her lips a breath away from mine. Lexi’s hand slid down my chest, inching toward my belt.

I didn’t listen to the voice telling me this was inappropriate. I was getting so painfully hard that I wanted to see them both on their knees for me.

“May we?” Lexi said, also reaching to my belt. “If we make you more relaxed, we think you’ll be able to explain marketing a bit better.”

“Go ahead,” I said. They were about to unbuckle the belt when a shrill sound pierced the air. The fire alarm blasted through the room, accompanied by flashing lights in the hallway. The sudden noise made us all jump.

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” Lexi groaned, pulling back slightly.

Raven remained, her fingers now working at my belt buckle. “Probably just someone burning popcorn again. We can ignore it.”

“It’s getting really hot in here anyway,” Lexi added with a smirk, helping her sister with my zipper.

I grabbed their hands, stopping them. “We can’t ignore a fire alarm. This is serious. We need to evacuate.”

“Why?” Raven asked innocently. “We were just getting to the practical portion of the lesson.”

I gently moved Raven off my lap and stood up, straightening my clothes. “Safety first. We need to go.”

The twins exchanged frustrated looks before reluctantly gathering their phones.

“Guess it really was getting hot in here,” Lexi said as we headed for the door.

We joined the stream of annoyed students heading down the stairwell and out into the courtyard. Outside, the twins stayed close to me, one on each arm, as resident advisors took count of everyone from their floors.

“Will you come back afterward?” Raven asked, pressing against my side. “We weren’t finished with our tutoring session.”

“Yeah, we have so much more to learn,” Lexi added, her hand slipping into my back pocket.

I shook my head, extracting myself from their grip. “I can’t later. I need to prepare for the conference trip.”

Their disappointment was evident, but they didn’t push it.

“Next time,” Raven whispered, her lips brushing my ear.

“No interruptions,” Lexi promised, giving my arm a squeeze.

As I made my excuses and walked away, I could feel their eyes on me. Part of me regretted leaving, but I had to take my job seriously as well.

As I headed back to my office, I couldn’t help but wonder what would have happened if that fire alarm hadn’t gone off. And despite my better judgment, I knew I’d find out eventually.
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I drove Zara to the conference, the highway stretching ahead of us. She was dressed in a skirt and a top, her blonde hair loose. She was excited, more so than she’d ever been.

“I was checking the RSVP list for the conference,” she said, scrolling through her phone. “Almost everyone from our class is going.”

“I noticed that,” I replied, genuinely surprised by the turnout. “I didn’t expect so many students to give up a Saturday for an optional marketing conference.”

Zara chuckled and looked at me as if I were dumb. “Come on, you can’t be that naive. They’re not there for the conference. They’re there for you.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, if it had been some boring old professor leading the trip, hardly anyone would have shown up. But you? Hot young professor who actually makes marketing interesting?” She rolled her eyes. “Of course, every girl signed up.”

“There were plenty of guys who signed up too,” I pointed out.

“Like who?” Zara said, crossing her legs and turning toward me.

I thought for a moment. “Well, there’s Alex, Brandon, Chris, Devin, and… Elliott,” I said, naming the male students I’d noticed on the attendance sheet.

Zara burst out laughing. “Are you serious? Alex with the anime backpack? Brandon, who raises his hand for everything? Chris, who can’t make eye contact with girls? Devin with the Star Wars ringtone? And Elliott, who brings his own sanitizer to class?”

I frowned, feeling defensive of my male students. “At least, they’re interested in the subject.”

“They’re dorks,” Zara said bluntly. “And trust me, if the girls weren’t going, they wouldn’t be either. They’re hoping some of your magic will rub off on them, or that they’ll catch a girl’s attention by looking studious.”

I couldn’t entirely disagree with her thinking, though I wanted to. “That’s a bit harsh, don’t you think?”

She shrugged. “Just telling it like it is. Oh, by the way, the twins told me what happened at their dorm yesterday.”

“You girls can never keep your mouths shut,” I said and rolled my eyes.

“Mmhmm.” She grinned. “Sounds like things were just getting interesting when the fire alarm went off. Bad timing … Too much heat, I suppose.”

“Bad luck,” I said, trying to sound firm despite the memories that flooded back, making my body respond.

“Don’t worry, you’ll get another chance today. They’re planning something.”

“What are they planning?” I asked.

Zara just smiled mysteriously. “You’ll see. Just know that hotel rooms offer much more privacy than dorm rooms.”

The rest of the drive passed with Zara alternating between innocent conversations about the conference agenda and not-so-innocent comments designed to keep me on edge. By the time we pulled into the conference center parking lot, she’d made me quite aroused.

It didn’t get any easier once I met the rest of the class. The girls, as usual, kept trying to pull my attention, waving and tossing me questions. Then came Raven and Lexi, both winking at me in unison. They had dressed almost like my sister, only bolder, in mini skirts that barely hid their thighs and blouses. Their hair spilled loose around their shoulders, and their lips were painted a glossy strawberry pink.

They looked so sweet and kissable that my cock stirred instantly, a sharp reminder of just how badly they were teasing me. Every move they made felt deliberate, like a promise waiting to be cashed in, and I had to fight to keep my composure in front of the class.

I led my marketing class into the bustling expo center, trying to focus on the educational aspects of the day ahead. The conference was being held in a massive convention center, with various booths set up by marketing firms and companies looking to recruit fresh talent. It was quite hectic, and hot as well. Almost immediately, several of my female students swarmed around me, their enthusiasm overwhelming.

“Professor Hale, your suit looks amazing today,” Sophie said.

“Would you personally grade my notes later?” Melissa asked, holding out her notebook with a hopeful smile. “I want to make sure I’m capturing the right information.”

“Can you explain which booths we should visit first?” another student asked, stepping closer than necessary.

I tried to address each question professionally while maintaining appropriate distance, but they kept closing in, their perfumes mingling in the air around me like ripe fruits during the peak of summer. From the corner of my eye, I noticed the male students hanging back, watching the scene with thinly veiled resentment. Alex adjusted his anime-themed backpack with a sigh, while Brandon whispered something to Chris that made them both frown in my direction.

Zara stood off to the side, watching with that same smug smile she’d worn in the car. The twins were nearby, their heads together as they whispered and giggled, occasionally glancing my way with mischievous eyes. Whatever they were planning, I could tell it would happen soon.

“Alright, everyone,” I said, raising my voice to address the whole group. “Let’s split up and explore the expo. Remember to collect business cards and take notes on innovative marketing strategies you observe. We’ll meet back here at noon for lunch.”

The male students dispersed, though most of the girls lingered, asking additional questions that could have easily waited. I answered them patiently, aware of the twins watching. I couldn’t stop thinking of them. If only that fire alarm hadn’t gone off.

The morning passed quickly as I navigated from booth to booth, genuinely interested in the displays and presentations despite the distractions. Around eleven, during a short break, I found myself near a refreshment table, having a cool drink.

As I took my first sip, I heard twin gasps of surprise followed by theatrical “Oh no!”s that drew everyone’s attention. I turned to see Raven and Lexi standing a few feet away, bright orange juice spreading across the front of their crisp white blouses.

“How clumsy of us,” Raven said, looking down at the spreading stain.

“These blouses are ruined,” Lexi said with an eyeroll.

I stepped forward automatically. “Are you okay? Do you need some napkins?”

“It’s no big deal,” Raven said, already reaching for the buttons of her blouse. “Good thing we came prepared.”

Before I could stop them, the twins began peeling off their sticky clothing right there in the corner of the hall. They did it casually, as if changing in public was the most natural thing in the world. Underneath, they wore matching camisoles that left little to the imagination. The thin fabric clung to their bodies, but it was the way it molded to their tits that drew my eyes, the outlines of their nipples pressing clearly against the material.

“What?” Lexi asked innocently, noticing my stunned expression. “It’s just a little juice.”

“We always bring backup outfits,” Raven said, pulling a small tote bag from under the table. “We’ll just slip these on.”

They proceeded to put on nearly identical blouses, though these were slightly more sheer than their previous ones. The entire incident had drawn a small crowd, with other students and even some conference attendees stopping to watch. The male students looked particularly affected, their eyes wide and jaws slack.

“Professor, could you hold this for a second?” Lexi asked, handing me her sticky blouse while she adjusted her new one. The damp fabric was warm in my hands, and I quickly passed it back once she was done.

“You both need to be more careful,” I said, knowing full well the spill had been deliberate.

“We will,” they said, not looking the least bit remorseful.

The rest of the morning continued with similar incidents: the twins finding excuses to touch me, Zara making suggestive comments just out of others’ earshot, and the female students competing for my attention while the males grew increasingly frustrated.

After lunch, I gathered everyone together again for an announcement.

“I need three volunteers to stay behind after the expo ends at five,” I explained. “You’ll help me collect data for a report I’m preparing on marketing trends observed today. This will involve conducting surveys, taking observation notes, and possibly interviewing some of the vendors.”

I had barely finished speaking when hands shot up all around me: nearly every female student was volunteering.

The male students exchanged glances, rolling their eyes and muttering under their breath.

I realized I’d created a sticky situation for myself. The girls were now actively bickering over who I should choose, and the tension in the group was rising rapidly.

“I should be your first choice,” Zara said. “I’m your top student, and I know exactly what you’re looking for in this report.”

The twins joined her. “We should be chosen as well,” Raven said. “Our affiliate marketing projects tie directly into what’s being showcased at this conference.”

“Plus, there’s two of us, so you get double the help,” Lexi added with a wink.

Other girls joined the debate, and the argument escalated, voices growing louder as they talked over each other. I could feel the male students’ glares burning into me, their resentment clear as day. This was getting out of hand, and I needed to pull things back under control before it turned into a full-on catfight.

I raised my hands for silence, trying to project authority despite my discomfort. “Enough! This isn’t a competition. I’ll make my decision based on who I think will be most helpful for this particular assignment.”

The girls fell quiet, though the tension remained. I knew whatever choice I made would cause problems, but I had to make one nonetheless.

“Zara, since you’re already familiar with my research methods, you’ll be the first volunteer,” I said, forcing my voice to stay impartial despite the fact that she was my little sister. “And…” I hesitated, my eyes drifting before I could stop them. They landed on the twins. I had unfinished business with them, and the way they looked back at me told me they knew it too.

The twins leaned forward eagerly, while some of the girls looked on the verge of tears. The male students continued to watch with undisguised contempt.

“Lexi and Raven, your experience with affiliate marketing will be valuable for this particular report,” I finally decided, ignoring the collective groans from the other girls.

The other girls exchanged glances, their arguments dying on their lips. My reasoning was sound enough that they couldn’t dispute it without seeming petty.

“I suppose that’s fair,” Sophie said, though her eyes glistened with disappointment.

Melissa nodded in agreement, even if she sighed. “Yeah, whatever. Good luck with the report.”

I breathed an internal sigh of relief as the tension in the group dissipated. “The rest of you are free to enjoy the remainder of the conference. Remember to collect materials from the booths that interest you most.”

As the group dispersed, I caught Zara exchanging triumphant looks with the twins. They had gotten exactly what they wanted, and I’d played right into their hands.

* * *

The afternoon passed quickly as the rest of the students explored the conference. I made a point of checking in with everyone, especially the disappointed female students, to ensure they didn’t feel completely overlooked. By 4:30, most were gathering their things, preparing to leave on the arranged bus transport back to campus.

“Bus leaves in fifteen minutes!” I called out, watching as students hurried to collect final brochures and business cards.

While the others prepared to depart, Zara and the twins stayed close to me, already beginning the tasks I’d assigned. They conducted brief interviews with vendors, took notes on various displays, and collected contact information, all legitimate work that could actually contribute to a valuable report. It felt refreshing to see them take this seriously. It wasn’t all fun and games with those three.

We waved as the bus pulled away, and suddenly the four of us were alone among the thinning crowd of conference attendees. The expo would be closing soon, but we still had several booths to visit.

“Let’s split up to cover more ground,” I said. “We’ll meet at the entrance in thirty minutes.”

The twins nodded eagerly and headed off in one direction while Zara and I took another. As soon as we were relatively alone, Zara slipped her arm through mine.

“Clever how you managed that,” she said with a smirk. “Now you’ve got the three of us all to yourself.”

“I chose you three because you were genuinely the best options,” I said, though we both knew that wasn’t the entire truth.

She laughed. “Keep telling yourself that. The twins are excited for tonight.”

I swallowed hard. “What, do you plan on staying here?”

“Yeah … why not stay at a hotel instead of going back home?”

I blinked, and it dawned on me what she was talking about.

By the time we finished our tasks, the conference hall was nearly empty. Staff were already beginning to break down some of the displays, and the overhead announcement system informed us that the expo was officially closed.

We gathered our materials and headed toward the exit, where the twins were waiting for us, looking suspiciously pleased with themselves.

“All done,” Raven said, holding up a folder full of notes.

“We got some great insights,” Lexi added.

I checked my watch and frowned. “It’s later than I thought.”

“Oh no,” Zara said with exaggerated concern. “How will we get back home?”

The twins knew what she was talking about, and they just laughed.

The twins exchanged glances before Raven said, “We could always stay the night. There’s that hotel connected to the conference center.”

“Great idea,” Lexi agreed enthusiastically. “It’s practical, and we’d be well-rested for tomorrow.”

“So you’ve already looked that up,” I said with a smirk.

They both nodded. “We like to come prepared,” Lexi said.

“And we also like to finish what we started,” Raven said with a wink.

Zara stepped closer, her voice dropping to a whisper only I could hear. “Come on, you don’t really want to go back, do you? Not when you could spend the night with us instead.” Her hand brushed against mine, her touch sending electricity through my body. “Think about it: no interruptions, no fire alarms … just the three of us, naked in a hotel room.”

My resolve was already weakening. After a day of their teasing and flirtation, I was in a constant state of arousal, and the thought of spending the night with them was almost too tempting to resist.

“I’d have to call our mother,” I said, already knowing I was going to give in. “Let her know we won’t be home tonight.”

Zara’s smile widened. “So that’s a yes?”

I nodded, pulling out my phone again. “I’ll make the call.”

I stepped away from the girls, dialing Valentina’s number.

“Nathan, how’s it going?” she asked, happy to hear the sound of my voice.

“Everything’s fine,” I assured her. “The conference ran late. I’m still with Zara and a couple of students.”

“Oh?” Her voice became a bit suspicious. “And what’s the plan?”

“We’re thinking of staying overnight at the hotel here,” I explained, trying to sound like it was no big deal. “It’s connected to the conference center, and there are more sessions tomorrow morning.”

There was a long pause on the other end. “Which students are with you?”

I swallowed hard. “Lexi and Raven Thompson. They’re helping with a marketing report.”

“The twins,” she said flatly. “I see.”

“It’s completely professional,” I said, aware of how unconvincing I sounded.

“I’m sure it is,” Valentina replied, her tone making it clear she didn’t believe me. “Well, you’re both adults, so just be careful.”

“We will,” I promised, relieved she wasn’t objecting more strongly.

“Tell Zara to call me in the morning,” she said before hanging up.

“Sure thing.”

“Love you.”

“Love you too.”

I rejoined the girls, who were watching me.

“She sounded suspicious,” I told Zara after pocketing my phone.

She rolled her eyes. “Who cares? Let’s go have some fun.”

We made our way to the hotel lobby, the twins chattering eagerly while Zara kept giving me knowing looks. At the reception desk, a tired-looking clerk greeted us.

“We need rooms for the night,” I said. “Preferably connecting ones.”

The clerk typed something into his computer. “We’re pretty booked because of the conference, but I can offer you two rooms with queen beds.”

“How much would that be?” I asked, mentally calculating how much I could afford to spend.

He quoted a price that made me wince. Hotel rooms in this part of the city weren’t cheap, especially on such short notice.

“What about a single room?” Zara asked. “With a king-sized bed?”

The clerk named a price that was significantly lower. I hesitated, aware of how inappropriate it would be to share a room with three female students, but also conscious of what sharing a bed with those three would mean.

“We’ll take the king,” I said.

The clerk raised an eyebrow but processed the reservation without comment. As he handed over the key cards, I caught Zara giving me a triumphant smirk. The twins giggled behind their hands, exchanging glances that told me they’d been expecting this outcome all along.

“Fourth floor, room 412,” the clerk said. “Enjoy your stay.”

We took the elevator up, and then the elevator doors opened, and we made our way down the plush carpeted hallway to room 412. My heart was pounding as I slid the keycard into the slot, the little light turning green. I pushed the door open and stepped aside to let the girls enter first.

“Wow,” Lexi gasped as she walked in.

The room was spacious and elegant, with a massive king-sized bed dominating the center. Wide windows offered a stunning view of the city lights beginning to twinkle in the early evening. A large flat-screen TV hung on one wall, and a mini-bar sat in the corner. The bathroom door was open, revealing gleaming marble and what looked like a spacious shower.

“This is way nicer than I expected,” I admitted, setting down my bag.

Raven flopped onto the bed, bouncing slightly so her breasts jiggled under her blouse. “The sheets feel amazing,” she said, running her hand over the crisp white linens. “So soft.”

Lexi joined her sister, sprawling out with a contented sigh. “Perfect for some adult activities.”

Zara walked over to the windows, gazing out at the view. “Worth every penny,” she said with a smile, glancing back at me.

I stood awkwardly by the door, suddenly very aware that I was alone in a luxury hotel room with three gorgeous young women: one my sister, the other two my students.

Raven sat up. “Professor, Nathan, we were wondering if maybe we could finish what we started back at our dorm? Before the fire alarm interrupted us?”

Lexi nodded eagerly. “No interruptions this time.”

I felt my cock stirring, and I looked between the twins and Zara. My sister gave me an encouraging nod. She crossed the room to me, her hips swaying deliberately, making me wonder how she learned to be so sexy at such a young age. She moved behind me and placed her hands on my shoulders, beginning a gentle massage.

“You’re so tense,” she said with a giggle, her fingers working skillfully at the knots in my muscles. “You deserve to relax after all your hard work today.”

I felt myself melting under her touch, my resistance weakening with each press of her fingers. “That feels amazing,” I sighed, letting my head fall forward slightly.

“Let go,” Zara whispered in my ear. “You’ve earned this … A night with all three of us.”

The twins watched us from the bed, their eyes filled with lust. Raven bit her lower lip before asking, “Would it help if we showed you what we can do? Maybe get you in the mood?”

“What did you have in mind?” I asked.

Lexi smiled at her sister. “Can we show him how we kiss? It always gets men in the mood.”

I nodded, unable to form words as Raven moved closer to her twin. Their eyes locked as they leaned toward each other, their lips meeting in a deep, passionate kiss. I watched, mesmerized, as their tongues darted between parted lips, their hands tangling in each other’s blonde hair.

Zara’s hands kept working my shoulders, but I could feel her breath quickening against my neck. “Hot, isn’t it?” she whispered.

“I’ve never seen anything so hot in my life.”

“It turns me on too,” she murmured, her hand sliding down to my pants to stroke the bulge straining against them.

The twins’ kiss was messy and wet, their exaggerated slobbering sounds filling the room. Their hands roamed shamelessly, groping each other’s breasts and squeezing handfuls of ass. The heat radiating from them pulled me in, and I found myself drifting toward them like a bee drawn to honey, desperate to taste more.

Zara gave me a mischievous smile. “I think I’ll take a shower while you get to know the twins better,” she said. “Don’t worry about me. I want you to enjoy yourself.”

“You’re such a sweet little sister,” I said.

She hugged me tightly, whispering in my ear, “They’ve been fantasizing about this forever. Make it good for them.”

With that, she sauntered toward the bathroom, throwing one last smoldering look over her shoulder before closing the door behind her.

I turned back to the twins, who had stopped kissing and were now watching me with identical expressions of desire. They slid off the bed perfectly, approaching me like two lionesses stalking their prey.

“Our turn,” Raven said, reaching up to loosen my tie.

Lexi’s hands found my belt, her fingers working the buckle as if she’d done this before. “We’ve been waiting for this since you were at our dorm,” she murmured.

“Hopefully nothing will interrupt us now,” I said, seeking their lips, and Raven was up first, perched on her tiptoes just so she could kiss me. Raven claimed my mouth first, her kiss soft and passionate. Her rosy tongue slid against mine as her hands pushed my jacket off my shoulders. When she pulled back, Lexi immediately took her place, wanting to taste me as well, her kiss slightly softer but no less passionate. My tongue twirled with hers, and I sucked on her strawberry-flavored lips that made me want to kiss her deeper.

While I kept alternating from Raven to Lexi, they undressed me piece by piece: my tie, my shirt, my belt, my pants, until I was standing in just my tented boxers. The twins exchanged a glance before both dropped to their knees before me.

Lexi hooked her fingers into the waistband of my boxers and pulled them down, releasing my fully erect cock that bobbed up and down. Both girls let out appreciative sighs.

“Just as Zara described,” Raven said, wrapping her hand around my shaft.

They took turns, Raven going first, taking me into her warm, wet mouth. She bobbed her head in the perfect pace, taking me deeper and deeper till she gagged. When she pulled back, Lexi, starving for some cock, immediately replaced her. She swirled the tongue around the head before opening wide, sliding me over her tongue and back out again, closing her lips tightly around my shaft. I was already groaning in pleasure.

I watched in awe as they alternated, sometimes taking me deep enough that I felt the back of their throats, other times focusing on just the tip with their tongues. They worked perfectly in sync. While Raven sucked the tip, Lexi ran her tongue around the shaft. Not an inch of my erection was left in the cold. All I felt was warm lips, rosy tongues and wet mouths. I leaned back, and it already felt as if I were ascending to heaven.

After several minutes of that heavenly, twin blowjob, Raven sat back on her heels and tugged her blouse over her head. “It’s getting really hot.”

Lexi followed, and in seconds, both of them had stripped down to their bras. Without hesitation, they reached behind their backs, unclipped the straps, and let the lace fall away.

That was when I finally saw why they were called the Titty Twins. Their double-D breasts spilled free, heavy and flawless, with creamy skin that seemed to glow in the light. Perfectly round and full, their tits jiggled with the slightest movement, creating a deep, natural cleavage that looked downright sinful. Their nipples were hard and swollen, a darker pink against all that pale softness, begging to be touched and sucked. Around them, their quarter-sized areolas were smooth and perfectly shaped, neither too large nor too small, just enough to frame each stiff peak in a way that made their breasts look even more enticing, as though they’d been sculpted to drive a man wild.

My cock throbbed painfully, aimed right at their boobs. All I could think about was grabbing those perfect mounds, burying my face between them, and losing myself in the soft weight of their tits until I couldn’t breathe.

“Like what you see?” Lexi asked, cupping her breasts and lifting them slightly.

“They’re incredible,” I admitted in awe.

Raven stood, taking my hand. “Let’s move to the bed,” she suggested. “More comfortable there.”

I followed them to the king-sized bed, where they quickly shed the rest of their clothing. They lay side by side, their naked bodies a mirror image of perfection.

Both of their pussies looked the same: plump, pink lips parting around a neat slit, glistening and dripping like they were begging to be licked. I joined them, my hands and mouth eager to explore. I started with Raven, kissing my way down her neck to her breasts. I took one nipple into my mouth, sucking gently while my hand caressed the other. Then I licked the areolas, tasting just as sweet as her nipple. She arched into my touch, moaning.

I moved to Lexi next, giving her the same attention. Her skin tasted just as sweet. I alternated between them, licking and sucking their nipples, my hands exploring every inch of their soft skin.

Eventually, I moved lower, starting with Raven. She spread her legs wide, showing me her pink pussy. I pulled her lips apart, pressed my tongue flat against her slit, and dragged it all the way up to her clit. I kissed it, then licked back down, savoring her taste. She was sweet like forbidden fruit, and the way she squirmed under my mouth only made me hungrier. I sucked and nibbled at her lips, swallowing every drop of her juice.

Then I turned to her twin. I laid my tongue flat against her pussy and gave her a long, slow lick. She squirmed just like her sister, giggling between little moans as I teased her slit. They were both already wet, their bodies ready and willing.

“We’re waiting for your cock,” Raven whispered, spreading her legs wider.

I positioned myself between her thighs, guiding my cock to her well-licked entrance. With one smooth thrust, I entered her, feeling her tight pussy channel envelop me. She wrapped her legs around my waist, pulling me deeper as I sank into her depths till I bottomed out.

Lexi watched us, her hand between her own legs, fingering herself as she waited for her turn. I wasn’t slow. I immediately started thrusting my hips so our flesh smacked.

Raven enjoyed this immensely, biting her lip and giggling as she kept getting fucked by her professor. After a few minutes, I pulled out of Raven and moved to Lexi, sliding into her with the same smooth motion. She was just as tight, just as wet, but somehow different, a unique experience despite their identical appearance.

I thrust into Lexi, enjoying her pussy as much as her sister’s. “Which one’s better?” Raven asked.

“I love you both,” I said after bottoming out with a loud groan.

“I have an idea,” Raven said, licking the juice from her fingers. “What if I sixty-nine with Raven while you fuck us both?”

The suggestion made my cock throb eagerly, making precum leak from the tip. “Damn, you’ve done that before?”

“Sixty-nine times,” Raven joked with a giggle. “But not fucked at the same time.”

“Show me what you mean,” I said, pulling out of Lexi.

Lexi positioned herself on her back, and Raven crawled on top of her, facing the opposite direction. Their mouths found each other’s centers, and they began licking each other.

I watched for a moment, mesmerized by the sight, before moving behind Raven. I entered her from behind, causing her to moan against her sister’s pussy. After several deep thrusts, I pulled out and repositioned to enter Lexi, whose moans were similarly muffled.

I alternated between them, switching every few thrusts, watching as they pleasured each other with tongues and fingers. The room filled with the sounds of our collective pleasure, wet sounds, moans, and heavy breathing.

As I felt my climax building, I focused on Lexi, my thrusts becoming harder. “I’m going to come,” I said, gripping her hips tightly.

“Do it raw,” she gasped, lifting her head briefly from between Raven’s thighs. “I love fresh, hot cum.”

I buried myself deep inside her as my orgasm hit me hard. I groaned, my hips jerking as I emptied myself into her welcoming pussy, filling her as I kept pumping out my seed into her.

It felt like it lasted an eternity, and throughout the time, I was so aware of how her pussy hugged my erection. I gave her a couple of more micro-fucks till I knew I was dry.

When I finally pulled out, her pussy gaped open, and some of my cum dripped onto Lexi’s face. Without missing a beat, Lexi leaned forward and licked it off her sister’s slit, then Raven turned around, and kissed her sister deeply, sharing the buttermilk between them in a sloppy cum kiss. The strings stretched from lip to lip as the leftovers spilled over their sweat-covered tits. The sight nearly made me hard again despite having just climaxed. They didn’t stop there, but instead of reaching for a towel, they licked up every drop from their boobs till they were sparkling clean. Then we collapsed onto the bed together. Raven and Lexi cuddled up to me, one on each side, their heads resting on my chest.

“That was even better than we fantasized,” Raven murmured, draping her arm over my chest.

“Definitely worth the wait,” Lexi agreed, placing a kiss on my shoulder.

“Yeah … that was amazing,” I said, marveling over the action. “Have you always been so open with each other? I knew you were flirtatious and horny, but I didn’t expect that.”

“You got to take care of the youth while it lasts,” Raven said, holding me tighter.

“I’m grateful I’m getting a second chance,” I said with a sigh of relief.

“You totally deserve it,” Lexi said, kissing me again. “What was your favorite part?”

“So we know what to do the next time,” Raven added.

“The cum kiss was magical along with the sixty-nine sex,” I said.

We lay there in comfortable silence for a few minutes, catching our breath and basking in the afterglow. The sound of the shower was still running in the bathroom.

“I wonder if Zara’s waiting for us,” I said, glancing toward the bathroom door.

The twins exchanged a look. “Let’s go find out,” Lexi suggested with a smile.

We climbed off the bed and made our way to the bathroom. I pushed the door open to find Zara still in the shower, steam filling the spacious marble bathroom. She turned when she heard us, her wet hair slicked back from her face, water cascading down her naked body and tits.

“Took you long enough,” she said with a grin. “How was it?”

“Amazing,” I admitted. “Room for three more?”

“Of course,” she said with a grin.

We stepped into the shower with her. The twins followed, crowding the space in the most delightful way.

“He’s really good,” Raven said, reaching for the shampoo.

“Lasted quite long too,” Lexi said.

“I know,” Zara replied with a wink, running her soapy hands over my chest. “My brother knows how to fuck.”

We took turns washing each other, hands gliding over slippery skin, occasional kisses being exchanged. It was intimate and playful, the hot water washing away any remaining tension.

Eventually, we turned off the water and stepped out, grabbing the towels to dry off.

“So what’s the plan now?” Lexi asked. She tried to wrap the towel over her body, but since her breasts were so big, she gave up and kept the towel wrapped under her boobs instead.

“A late dinner?” Raven suggested, who gave up with the towel as well.

“Dinner sounds perfect,” I said, the thought of food reminding me how hungry I was after our activities. “Let’s get dressed and find somewhere nice in the hotel.”

We all got dressed, the twins borrowing some of Zara’s makeup. I put my suit back on, though I left the tie off. Within twenty minutes, we were heading down to the hotel restaurant, a dimly lit space with modern furniture and ambient music playing in the background.

The hostess raised an eyebrow at our group: one man with three young, beautiful women, but she seated us at a corner booth without comment. I took a seat first, expecting the twins to sit across from me and Zara beside me, but instead, they all squeezed in around me. Zara on my right, Raven on my left, and Lexi next to her sister.

“This is cozy,” I said as Raven’s thigh pressed against mine, still warm from sex.

“Just how we like it,” Lexi said with a wink.

The waiter arrived to take our drink orders, his eyes lingering a bit too long on the girls. I ordered a bottle of wine for the table.

“Are you sure that’s appropriate, Professor?” Zara teased me when the waiter left. “Buying alcohol for your students?”

“We’re all adults here,” I replied, trying to sound casual despite the hand that had found its way to my thigh under the table. I glanced down to see it was Raven’s, and she just grinned, a grin that promised me more fun later.

Dinner became a competition for my attention. When I was talking to Zara about her marketing ideas, Lexi would lean forward, intentionally giving me a view down her blouse. When I turned to answer Raven’s question about a conference speaker, Zara would brush her fingers against my arm. Throughout the meal, there was a constant barrage of touches, horny glances, and double entendres and sexual innuendos.

“You should try this,” Raven said at one point, lifting a forkful of her seafood pasta to my lips. “It’s delicious.”

Not to be left alone, Lexi offered me a bite of her steak. “This is even better,” she said, her eyes locked with mine as I accepted it.

Zara rolled her eyes at their antics but then proceeded to feed me a piece of her roasted chicken, her fingers lingering on my lips longer than necessary.

The waiter, clearly confused by the dynamics at our table, kept shooting me envious glances whenever he came to refill our wine. I couldn’t blame him. I was still trying to process my good fortune myself.

By the time dessert arrived, a chocolate cake we decided to share, I was horny by their attention. We were all slightly tipsy from the wine, laughing more freely and sitting even closer together. I started to fear they’d do something lewd right at the spot.

“We should do something after this,” Lexi said, licking chocolate from her spoon in a deliberately provocative way.

“The night is still young,” Raven said, her hand now resting high on my thigh, dangerously close to my growing erection.

“Haven’t you girls had enough fun for one day?” I said, though my body was already responding to their proximity, and I knew damn well that I wanted more.

“Nope,” Zara said, and her two friends shook their heads as well.

“All girls wanna do is have fun,” I added with a grin.

Zara gave me a look that was both amused and challenging. “As if you don’t want to have more fun too,” she said. “Besides, I have a plan.”

The twins immediately looked at her, their identical faces lighting with curiosity.

“What plan?” Raven asked.

“Tell us!” Lexi said, leaning across the table, so her boobs almost knocked down her wine glass.

Zara’s smile turned mysterious. “Not here. I’ll tell you in the elevator.”

I paid the bill, leaving a generous tip for our bewildered waiter, and we made our way to the elevators. Once inside and alone, all three girls turned to Zara, and I was also curious about her plan.

“So, remember how we snuck onto the university rooftop last month?” Zara said, turning to me, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “I was thinking we could do something similar here. The hotel probably has a rooftop pool or lounge area. It might be closed now, but that just makes it more exciting.”

My responsible side immediately kicked in. “That’s pretty risky,” I said. “What if we get caught? I could lose my job if anyone from the conference sees us trespassing.”

“That’s exactly why it’s fun,” Lexi said with a laugh.

“I agree. I’m so down for this,” Raven added, squeezing my arm.

I looked between their eager faces, already knowing I was going to give in. “Fine,” I said. “But we need to wait until midnight, when there’s less chance of running into anyone. Hotel staff will be minimal by then.”

The girls exchanged victorious glances as the elevator arrived at our floor. We returned to our room, still excited for our midnight adventure.

“What should we do until then?” Lexi asked, flopping onto the bed.

“We could watch a movie,” Zara suggested, grabbing the remote.

We settled on the bed together, finding an action film on the hotel’s movie service. I sat propped against the headboard with Zara curled against my right side and the twins on my left, all of us occasionally checking the time as the minutes ticked by.

When midnight finally arrived, we turned off the movie and prepared for our escapade. The girls freshened up their makeup while I peeked out into the hallway to make sure it was clear.

“Coast is clear,” I whispered. “Let’s go.”

We slipped out of our room and made our way to the emergency stairwell at the end of the hall, avoiding the elevators where we might encounter other guests or staff. The stairs were dimly lit and echoed with our footsteps as we climbed past our floor.

“How do we know there’s even roof access?” I whispered as we continued upward.

“There has to be,” Zara said confidently. “All these fancy hotels have rooftop areas for their high-paying guests.”

After climbing several more flights, we reached a door marked “Roof Access - Authorized Personnel Only.” I hesitated, but Raven boldly pushed it open, revealing another short flight of stairs.

At the top was another door, this one unlocked but heavy. I pushed it open and we stepped out into the warm night air. What we found exceeded all expectations.

Before us lay a luxurious rooftop lounge area with cosy seating, potted palms, and a stunning infinity pool that seemed to merge with the city lights beyond. The entire space was dimly lit by blue lighting embedded in the floor, creating an otherworldly atmosphere.

“Wow,” Zara said, taking in the view. “This is amazing.”

“It must be for VIP guests only,” I said, noting the quality of the furniture and the bar setup in one corner.

“Well, we’re VIPs tonight,” Lexi said, already kicking off her shoes.

We moved further into the space, checking for any sign of security cameras or staff. The area appeared to be completely deserted, the pool still and inviting under the starlight.

“I think we’re alone,” Raven whispered, her voice echoing slightly in the open space.

The twins exchanged mischievous glances before Lexi suddenly pulled her dress over her head, revealing a pink bra and matching panties.

“Last one in is a boring professor!” she called out, running toward the pool.

Raven quickly followed suit, stripping down to her underwear and racing after her sister. They hit the water together with twin splashes, their giggles echoing across the rooftop.

Zara looked at me with a challenging smile. “Well? Are you going to be the boring professor?”

I hesitated only briefly before pulling off my shirt and pants. “Not a chance.”

We joined the twins in the pool, hopping in at the same time while holding hands, the warm water enveloping us as we swam to the edge overlooking the city. The view was breathtaking: lights stretching as far as the eye could see.

I tried to drink in the beauty in front of me. But the twins had other ideas. They swam up on either side of me, their wet bodies pressing against mine as they pointed out landmarks in the distance.

“Look at that building with the green lights,” Raven said, her arm draped over my shoulder.

“And there’s the convention center,” Lexi added, her hand resting on my chest underwater.

Zara watched with amusement as the twins vied for my attention. “They’re always like this,” she told me. “Competing for the spotlight.”

“Says the girl who always has to be the center of attention,” Raven retorted playfully.

“It’s true,” Lexi agreed. “You should hear how much she talks about you, Nathan. It’s always ‘my brother this’ and ‘my brother that.’”

I raised an eyebrow at Zara, who actually looked embarrassed for once. “Really? You talk about me that much?”

She splashed water at the twins. “Shut up! I do not.”

“You totally do,” Raven insisted. “Even before you were sleeping together. She was always bragging about her brilliant big brother with his fancy job.”

I felt a warmth in my chest that had nothing to do with the pool temperature. “I had no idea I was such a topic of conversation.”

“We’ve always been curious about you,” Lexi admitted. “Zara made you sound so interesting.”

“Well, I hope I’ve lived up to the hype,” I said with a smile. I left some room for my sister, embracing her warmly while the blush still stuck to her cheeks. I made sure she knew I loved her too, and I knew she noticed.

As we floated in the warm water, our conversation drifted to their aspirations beyond college. I was surprised to discover there was much more to the twins than their flirtatious personas suggested.

“I want to start my own brand,” Raven said, her expression turning serious. “Something in the wellness space that combines my marketing knowledge with actual benefits for people.”

“That sounds impressive,” I said. “Have you started developing any products?”

She nodded enthusiastically. “I’ve been working with a friend in the chemistry department on some natural skincare formulations. The affiliate marketing we’re doing now is partly to build connections and understand the industry better.”

Lexi shared her own ambitions. “I’m more interested in the digital nomad lifestyle. I want to travel and build a personal brand around fashion and travel, using affiliate partnerships to fund it.”

“She’s already got quite a following on Instagram,” Raven added proudly.

I found myself seeing the twins in a new light. “I can’t imagine you two separated.”

“Neither can we,” Lexi said as her nipples kept playing peek-a-boo with the water. “We might end up doing something together though.”

“What about the sex toys at your dorm?”

“Yeah, what about them?” Raven said. “We needed to warm you up for sex, so we thought a used dildo would do the job.”

They chuckled.

“But we also market sex toys on our blog,” Lexi said.

“Oh, I see,” I said. Their sex toy marketing project, which I’d initially dismissed as just a provocative stunt, suddenly made more sense as part of a larger strategy.

“So your current affiliate works with the sex toys…” I began.

“Is a legitimate marketing practice,” Lexi finished for me. “We’re learning about product placement, demographic targeting, conversion rates, all the stuff you teach in class.”

“But with better profit margins than most products,” Raven added with a wink.

“And it’s fun,” they said in unison before dissolving into giggles.

As the night wore on, they teased each other mercilessly, each trying to one-up the other to win my approval and attention.

“Remember when you tried to do that backflip off the diving board at my sweet sixteen?” Zara asked, splashing water at Lexi. My sister was still blushing from the comments earlier.

Lexi groaned and covered her face. “God, don’t remind me. I swear half the school was there watching me belly-flop.”

Raven snorted. “And then she cried in the bathroom for an hour. I had to bribe her out with funnel cake.”

As the twins laughed and recounted the embarrassing story, I noticed Zara’s gaze shifting to me. Looking horny, she swam closer, her wet skin brushing against mine.

“I’m getting cold,” she whispered, though the pool was perfectly warm. Her hand slid beneath the water, fingers trailing along my thigh. “Maybe we should find a way to warm up.”

The suggestion in her voice was unmistakable. My body responded immediately, blood rushing south as her fingers inched higher.

“I know exactly how to warm you up,” I murmured. With my hands on both her ass cheeks, I pulled her closer, my erection getting squeezed between her waist and mine.

The twins watched with interest as Zara pressed herself against me, her lips finding mine in a kiss. I could feel her hardened nipples through the thin fabric of her bra, her body arching into mine.

“I want you to touch me,” she said against my lips, guiding my hand between her legs.

I slipped my fingers beneath her underwear, finding her already slick with arousal despite the water surrounding us. She moaned as I stroked her, her head falling back in pleasure.

“God, that feels good,” she said, loud enough for the twins to hear.

They swam closer, also wanting to join in on the fun. Without a word, we moved toward the shallow end where steps led out of the pool. We climbed out, water cascading off our bodies as we made our way to a cluster of loungers.

Zara pulled me down onto one of them, her hands working at my boxers. “I want your hard cock again,” she said, voice thick with want.

The twins knelt beside us, helping to strip away the last of our clothing until we were all gloriously naked under the starlight. “I want your pussy too, sis,” I told her.

Zara lay back on the lounger, spreading her legs in invitation. I lowered myself between them, my tongue finding her center, tasting her sweetness as she writhed beneath me. “Oh, Nathan … It will be better if I sit on your face.”

I lay down, and Zara eagerly mounted me. I stared up, seeing her pink fruit glistening. She slowly lowered herself down till my mouth made contact with her pussy. Then I grabbed her ass and started licking her while my cock pointed straight to the sky.

I felt movement in front of me, then the warm, wet sensation of two mouths on my cock. The twins had positioned themselves on either side, taking turns sucking me while I pleasured Zara. I sighed in relief. There were so many sensations at once: Zara’s taste on my tongue while the twins took turns sucking me.

After several minutes, Zara came off my face, her cheeks flushed with arousal. “I want to suck you now,” she said, her eyes gleaming.

We rearranged ourselves, with me lying back on the lounger as Zara took me in her mouth. The twins positioned themselves on either side of my face, and I alternated between them, licking and sucking until they were both trembling with pleasure.

The night air filled with our combined moans and gasps. The forbidden nature of what we were doing, outdoors on a hotel rooftop, only heightened the excitement.

Zara came off with a pop, stroking me while looking me in the eyes. “Sex?” she said.

“Go for it,” I said.

She swung her leg over me and aimed my erection at her slit. She rubbed it back and forth, so I could see her honey trail down the sides. Then after finding her hole, she sank down slowly, taking me inch by inch until I was fully buried inside her with her lips pressed against my groin. “Oh God, yes,” she groaned, beginning to ride me.

The twins knelt beside us, and I pulled them closer, kissing first one then the other as Zara rode me.

Zara’s pace quickened until our flesh smacked together in sharp, wet slaps. She braced her hands on my chest, her cleavage deepening with every thrust. Her tits weren’t as big as the Titty Twins’, but they were still perfect, bouncing beautifully with each movement as she moaned, lips parted and teeth sinking into her lower lip.

“Your cock is stretching me so good,” Zara moaned, her voice breaking as she rode me faster. “I can feel you hitting so deep.”

“Yeah, take it all,” I said, gripping her hips. “Bounce on it like you fucking mean it.”

Her tits slapped against her chest with every thrust, nipples brushing my skin as her walls tightened around me.

“Fuck, I’m so close,” she said, grinding down harder. “I can’t hold it.”

I thrust up to meet her. “Soak me, Zara. Let me feel every drop.”

Her pussy clenched like a fist of lotion, squeezing me in pulses as her orgasm ripped through her. She moaned out, nails digging into my chest, her whole body shaking while her wet pussy milked my cock, hot and desperate.

“Fuck, you’re squeezing the life out of me,” I said. “Your pussy’s so tight when you cum—I can feel it grabbing every inch.”

She collapsed forward, panting against my neck, her pussy still fluttering around me, dripping down my shaft as she trembled in the aftershocks. “Oh, I love that … And you’re still hard.”

“I got some more fucking to do,” I said. I gently lifted her off me, seeing my cock covered with my sister’s nectar, and guided the twins onto their hands and knees side by side. Taking position behind Lexi first, I thrust into her, earning a deep moan of pleasure. After several strokes, I withdrew and entered Raven, who pushed back against me eagerly.

I alternated between them, the visual of their identical bodies from behind driving me wild. Zara knelt in front of them, kissing them deeply one at a time while they waited for their turn to feel me inside them.

“Zara,” I said after thrusting into Raven’s smooth bottom. “I want to finish inside you.”

She happily went on her hands and knees, and I pulled out from Raven’s pussy, my cock gleaming with all of their juices. Positioning myself behind my little sister, I entered her with a single thrust, setting a relentless pace that had her moaning out in pleasure. I felt my climax building fast, every wet slap making me fuck her harder. My little sister arched her back, face buried in the pillow and ass high in the air, opening her tight little channel for me. I gripped her cheeks and pounded in, my cock vanishing and reappearing in her soaked pussy with every thrust. The heat and tightness wrapped around me, squeezing me closer to the edge. I couldn’t hold back much longer.

With a final thrust, I buried myself deep inside her, my release pulsing into her as waves of pleasure crashed over me. I collapsed against her back, breathing heavily as the aftershocks rippled through my body.

I sighed in relief, still buried inside her. Slowly, I pulled out, her hole gaping before closing. The twins exchanged glances before looking at Zara. “Want some cleaning service?” Raven asked playfully.

“Of course, I do,” Zara said, shaking her ass at them.

They gently rolled Zara onto her back, spreading her legs. I watched in amazement as they took turns licking my seed from her, their tongues delving inside to gather every drop from the sweet creampie. Then, Raven gathered my cum in her mouth and passed it to Lexi in a deep kiss. Lexi then leaned over Zara, letting the mixture drip into my sister’s mouth.

Zara swallowed with a satisfied smile, pulling Lexi down for a lingering kiss. They continued till there wasn’t a drop of cum left.

We lay there together catching our breath, our bodies cooling in the night air. Eventually, we gathered our scattered underwear, but rather than getting fully dressed, we wrapped ourselves in the large pool towels stacked nearby.

The four of us settled onto one of the wider loungers, our limbs intertwined as we gazed up at the stars. The twins snuggled against me, one on each side, while Zara rested her head on my chest.

“That was the definition of fun,” Raven murmured, tracing patterns on my arm.

“You’re nothing like the other professors,” Lexi added with a contented sigh. “They’re all so boring and predictable.”

“Our former professor would probably have a heart attack if he even thought about doing something like this,” Raven giggled.

I laughed despite myself, though a wave of guilt washed over me. Yet as I felt their warm bodies pressed against mine, their soft breath on my skin, I couldn’t bring myself to regret it. There was something intoxicating about them, something that pulled me in despite knowing better.

“You’re thinking too much,” Zara whispered, pressing a kiss to my chest. “I can hear the gears turning in your head.”

“Just enjoying the moment,” I said, forcing myself to relax.

The twins were already drifting off, their breathing becoming deeper and more rhythmic. Once they were asleep, I turned to Zara, whose eyes were still open.

“Were they just teasing you earlier about talking about me so much, or is it true?” I asked.

She buried her face against my chest, her cheeks heating. “It’s true… I do talk about you a lot. Not on purpose, it just kind of slips out.”

“That doesn’t really make sense,” I teased her.

She lifted her head slowly, smiling widely. “I can’t help it. I just love you, and I’m proud of you. All the girls in class talk about you, and they practically fought each other for the chance to come with us.”

“I love you, Zara. It’s great to be back with you and Mom.”

“I feel the same,” she whispered. “You’re… you’re not embarrassed that I talk about you so much?”

“Of course not,” I said, smiling at the vulnerable side she rarely showed me. “If anything, it makes me proud.”

Her shoulders relaxed, and a shy giggle slipped out. “Then I’m glad… because I’ll probably keep doing it.”

“That’s fine with me,” I murmured.

Our eyes lingered on each other, drifting to our lips. The pull between us grew until neither of us resisted. We leaned in, kissing softly at first, then holding it longer and enjoying the closeness.

We broke the kiss and drew in a deep breath. Zara fell asleep shortly after, her body growing heavy against mine. I stared up at the stars, listening to the distant sounds of the city below us, feeling at peace.

Eventually, my eyes grew heavy too, and I surrendered to sleep, the warmth of the three women wrapped around me lulling me into darkness.

* * *

As the sun rose, I jolted awake to the sound of a keycard being inserted into a door. Disoriented, I blinked in the gray light of early dawn, momentarily confused about where I was.

The mechanical click of a lock releasing snapped me fully awake. My heart began pounding as I realized we were still on the hotel rooftop, naked under our towels, and someone was about to discover us.
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Footsteps echoed across the deck, hotel staff arriving to prepare the area for the day. I glanced at my watch: 8:00 AM.

“Wake up,” I said, shaking Zara and the twins. “Someone’s coming!”

The girls stirred groggily, their eyes fluttering open with confusion. Zara was the first to become fully alert, quickly clutching her towel tighter around her body. The twins took longer to register the danger, still half-asleep on the lounger as the rooftop door creaked open.

I motioned for them to get up, but it was too late. An elegant woman in her forties stepped out onto the deck, dressed in a charcoal suit. Her dark hair was pulled back in a ponytail, and her arms crossed as she surveyed the scene: three young women with me in the middle, all of us wrapped in hotel towels with our clothes scattered around the pool.

Her expression hardened, lips thinning to a tight line as she took in the situation. “What exactly do you think you’re doing?” she demanded, her voice cold and clipped.

I stood up quickly, adjusting my towel to ensure I was covered. “We were just—”

“Trespassing in a private area after hours,” she finished for me, her gaze sweeping over the pool and our discarded underwear still drying on a nearby chair. “I’m the hotel manager, and this rooftop is reserved exclusively for our executive suite guests.”

The twins were now fully awake, huddling together with wide, fearful eyes. Lexi whispered something to Raven that made both their faces drain of color.

“We’re very sorry,” I said, trying to sound respectful and regretful while my mind raced for a solution. “We didn’t realize this area was restricted.”

The manager’s eyebrow arched skeptically. “The sign on the door reading ‘Authorized Personnel Only’ wasn’t a clue? Or perhaps the keycard access point that you somehow bypassed?”

After rubbing her eyes, Zara stepped in. “It was unlocked when we came up. We thought—”

“Save it,” the manager cut her off with a raised hand. “This area is private. You’re trespassing. Normally, this means I call the police.”

My stomach dropped at the mention of the police. Images flashed through my mind: newspaper headlines about a professor caught with students, my career in ruins, Valentina’s disappointment, and criminal charges on top of it.

The twins exchanged panicked glances. “Please don’t,” Raven whispered. “We can’t get in trouble with the school.”

“We’re marketing students,” Lexi added desperately. “If this gets back to the university—”

“You should have considered the consequences before breaking in,” the manager replied, unmoved. She pulled out her phone. “I’ll need all of your names for the report.”

“Wait,” I said. “Can I speak with you privately for a moment?”

She looked skeptical but nodded curtly. “Get dressed,” she told the girls. “Don’t even think about trying to leave.”

After getting dressed, I followed her a few yards away, my mind calculating furiously. I had to fix this, for all our sakes.

“Look,” I began in a low voice, “I understand we broke the rules, and there should be consequences. But involving the police seems excessive for what amounts to a stupid prank.”

Her expression remained impassive. “Rules exist for a reason, sir. What if one of you had fallen into the pool while intoxicated? The liability alone—”

“What if I compensated the hotel?” I interrupted, desperate now. “For the inconvenience and potential liability issues.”

Her eyebrow raised slightly. “Compensated how?”

I took a deep breath. “Five thousand dollars. Cash. Today. And we check out immediately, no fuss.”

She studied me for a long moment, her eyes calculating. Then, surprisingly, the corner of her mouth twitched upward. “And the security footage?”

My blood ran cold. I hadn’t even considered cameras. “Deleted,” I added firmly. “All of it. Like we were never here.”

She tapped her finger against her crossed arms, considering. “Five thousand is a significant amount for a night’s trespassing.”

“It’s worth it to avoid unnecessary complications,” I replied, holding her gaze steadily despite my pounding heart.

After what felt like an eternity, she smirked. “Fine. I’ll make this disappear. Meet me in my office in thirty minutes with the cash. Room 112, management suite.”

Relief flooded through me. “Thank you.”

She turned to leave, then paused. “And sir? Don’t ever try something like this in my hotel again.”

I nodded, watching as she disappeared back through the door. Only when it closed behind her did I allow my shoulders to slump.

The girls had dressed quickly, gathering around me with worried expressions.

“What happened?” Zara asked, clutching my arm. “What did she say?”

I ran a hand through my hair, the weight of what I’d just promised settling over me. “She’s letting us go. No police and no report to the university.”

“Really?” Lexi’s face lit up with hope. “Just like that?”

“Not exactly,” I admitted, my stomach clenching. “I have to pay her five thousand dollars to delete the security footage and forget this happened.”

Their eyes widened in unison.

“Five thousand dollars?” Raven repeated incredulously. “That’s extortion!”

“That’s the deal,” I said grimly. “Let’s get back to the room. I need to hit an ATM.”

Once we were dressed and back in our hotel room, reality hit me. Five thousand dollars. I didn’t have that kind of money just sitting around. I’d have to empty my savings account, max out my credit card with cash advances, and it would still leave me financially crippled.

I sat heavily on the bed, head in my hands, calculating how I would manage this. My finances were already stretched thin.

Zara sat beside me, placing a hand on my back. “You look like you’re about to be sick.”

“I don’t exactly have five grand to spare,” I admitted, not looking up.

“How bad is it?” she asked, her voice serious.

I sighed, finally meeting her eyes. “Bad. This is going to wipe me out completely. I’ll be in debt for months.”

The twins exchanged guilty looks. “We’re so sorry,” Raven said, her earlier playfulness completely gone. “This is our fault too. We pushed for coming up here.”

“We could help,” Lexi said. “We have some money saved from our affiliate marketing—”

I shook my head firmly. “No. I got us into this mess, I’ll get us out.” I stood up, grabbing my wallet. “I need to find some ATMs.”

* * *

Thirty minutes later, I returned to the room with an envelope full of cash. My savings account was empty, my credit cards maxed out with cash advances that would accrue interest immediately. I felt physically ill looking at the stack of bills that represented months of financial struggle ahead.

“I’ll meet you all in the lobby after I take care of this,” I told them, heading for the door. “Pack everything up. We’re leaving as soon as I’m done.”

The manager was waiting in her office, perfectly composed behind her desk. I handed over the envelope without a word. She counted it, her red-painted nails flicking through the bills.

“All seems to be in order,” she said, tucking the envelope into her desk drawer. “I’ve already deleted today’s rooftop footage. This incident never happened.”

I nodded stiffly. “Thank you.”

Her eyes softened. “Word of advice? Be more careful about where you have your orgies. Next time, the price might be higher than money.”

I left without responding, the weight of her words following me down the hallway. In the lobby, the girls were waiting with our bags, subdued and anxious. We checked out quickly and loaded everything into my car. The drive back to campus was quiet, all of us lost in our own thoughts.

After about twenty minutes, Zara broke the silence, looking at me with concern. “You didn’t have that money to spare, did you?”

I kept my eyes on the road. “No.”

She studied my profile. “How bad is it really?”

I sighed. “I’m completely tapped out. Savings gone, and credit cards maxed. I’ll be paying this off for months.”

Zara mulled it over, trying to come up with something. “Why don’t you just go to Tatiana? She’d give you extra work in a heartbeat.”

I frowned. “I can’t just ask her for favors.”

“Why not?” Zara persisted. “She already gives you special treatment.”

The twins’ eyes lit up. “Wait, Tatiana? The president?” Raven asked, leaning forward. “Why would she help you?”

Zara grinned slyly, turning to face them. “Because she loves him. She’s been flirting with him since day one.”

The twins gasped and started giggling. “No way!” Lexi exclaimed. “The university president has a thing for you?”

“Tell us everything,” Raven demanded, her earlier guilt momentarily forgotten in the excitement of fresh gossip.

“She doesn’t love me,” I muttered, rolling my eyes. “You’re imagining things.”

“Am I?” Zara said playfully. “She unbuttoned the top button of her blouse in front of you. She calls Mom way more often since you started teaching. And don’t forget how she always finds an excuse to talk to you.”

The twins were eating this up, their eyes wide with delight.

“Does she wear special outfits when she knows she’ll see you?” Lexi asked eagerly.

“Has she invited you to her office after hours?” Raven added.

“No and no,” I said firmly, though Zara’s words had planted a seed in my mind. Had Tatiana been giving me special attention? There was that moment in the dorm hallway when she’d called me the “hottest professor on campus” right in front of Dr. Morgan.

“Seriously, though,” Zara said, her tone more gentle now. “She could help. Extra projects, research assistance, something. You need the money, and she’d be thrilled to have an excuse to spend time with you.”

I didn’t respond, but I couldn’t deny she had a point. The financial hole I’d just dug myself into was deep, and I needed a way out that wouldn’t involve months of ramen noodles and declined credit cards.

As we neared campus, where the twins were staying, I made a mental note to check Tatiana’s office hours on Monday. Maybe Zara was right. Maybe Tatiana could offer some legitimate work that would help ease my financial burden. And if she did have some kind of interest in me beyond the professional… Well, that was something to consider another day.

For now, I just needed to focus on getting through the weekend and figuring out how to manage my new financial reality. The irony wasn’t lost on me. I’d started teaching to establish stability, to be the responsible adult. Yet here I was, broke and contemplating asking my boss for financial help because I’d been caught naked on a hotel rooftop with my sister and two students.

The twins kissed both of my cheeks. “We’re sorry again,” Raven said, her playful tone gone.

I grabbed both their hands. “It’s okay,” I reassured them. “I’ll sort it out.”

“Okay, let us know how it went … with Tatiana,” Lexi said with a wink.

“My sister will keep you updated,” I said, earning me a playful shoulder punch from her.

* * *

We made it home just before lunchtime. Valentina’s car was in the driveway, and I felt a fresh wave of anxiety. I wasn’t ready to face her questions or scrutiny, not with the morning’s financial disaster still weighing on me.

“Home sweet home,” I said, trying to sound normal as I pulled into the driveway behind Valentina’s car.

Zara gave me a reassuring squeeze on the arm. “Relax. She won’t suspect anything.”

“Your face gives everything away,” I muttered, parking the car.

“Then let me do the talking,” she replied with a wink.

We grabbed our bags and headed inside. The smell of Valentina’s burgers greeted us as we walked through the door.

“Welcome,” she said.

I dropped my bag by the stairs and took a deep breath, preparing myself to act normal. Zara nudged me toward the kitchen, her smile far too innocent to be trusted. Valentina looked up as we entered, her therapist’s eyes instantly scanning our faces.

“Well, you two look refreshed,” she said, setting the buns on the table. “How was the conference?”

“Enlightening,” I said, moving to help set the table. “Some good speakers.”

Valentina handed me a stack of plates. “And how was the hotel? Nice place?”

“Very nice,” I said, arranging the silverware.

“It had a really soft bed and a big shower,” Zara said with a giggle that made me roll my eyes.

“And there’s not a hole in your wallet?” Valentina asked, her gaze sweeping over me. “That’s an expensive place, after all.”

“Well,” I said, scratching the back of my neck. “I’ll sort it out.”

“You could’ve just come back here, you know,” Valentina said, filling our glasses with water before sitting down.

“We decided to have some fun instead,” Zara chimed in, making me narrow my eyes at her.

“In a hotel?” Valentina asked, surprised.

Zara nodded. “We watched a movie, played some games, and swam in the pool.”

“I really hope you girls didn’t pressure him into paying for something extravagant,” Valentina said.

“They didn’t,” I cut in, taking a seat. “Everything went fine.”

After that, we turned the conversation to Valentina. She told us about her work and everything else she’d been busy with.

Then Valentina asked the question I’d been dreading, “Did you two sleep in the same room?”

Zara didn’t hesitate. “Yes,” she said with a smile that was far too innocent.

I felt heat rush to my face, my cheeks burning as I stared down at my plate.

“We did it to save money,” Zara added quickly, giving me a small kick under the table. “Hotel rooms are so expensive in that area.”

Valentina’s eyes narrowed slightly as she looked between us. I could practically see the wheels turning in her head, her therapist’s training picking up on every micro-expression and nervous gesture. For a moment, I was certain she knew everything: about Zara, about the twins, about the rooftop and the five thousand dollars.

Then, to my surprise, she smiled. “That makes sense. I’m glad you two are being practical.”

“The burger is amazing, Mom,” I said, desperate to change the subject.

“I’m glad,” she said with a smile. “You deserve it for all the hard work.”

“I sure do.”
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When Monday finally came, it was time to get back to work, still feeling the financial weight of the weekend’s disaster. The knowledge that my bank account was empty and my credit cards maxed out hung over me like a dark cloud. Throughout my classes, I struggled to focus on teaching, my mind constantly returning to the mountain of debt I now faced.

As my final class ended and students filed out, I sat at my desk, staring blankly at my lesson plans. The time had come to swallow my pride. I needed money, and according to Zara, Tatiana was my best option.

I packed up my materials and headed across campus to the administration building.

Tatiana’s office was on the top floor, with a reception area guarded by her assistant.

“I’d like to see President Bennett, please,” I said, trying to sound confident. “Is she available?”

The assistant glanced at her computer screen. “Do you have an appointment, Professor Hale?”

“No, but it’s important. Tell her it’s Nathan.”

She raised an eyebrow but picked up her phone. After a brief exchange, she looked up at me with surprise. “President Bennett says you can go right in.”

I thanked her and approached the door to Tatiana’s office, taking a deep breath before knocking.

“Come in, Nathan,” called Tatiana’s voice from inside, informal like usual.

I pushed open the door and stepped into her spacious office. Tatiana was seated behind her large desk, but she rose when she saw me. My breath caught slightly as I took her in. She wore a deep burgundy dress that looked quite informal for a university president, the neckline dipping just low enough to be professional yet still revealing the upper parts of her beige breasts. Her auburn hair was styled in loose waves around her shoulders, and her makeup was flawless, highlighting her high cheekbones and full lips.

“Nathan,” she said warmly, coming around the desk. “What a pleasant surprise.”

As she moved closer, I caught her scent and expensive vanilla and amber perfume. It suited her perfectly, making her even more attractive.

“I hope I’m not interrupting anything important,” I said, suddenly feeling underdressed in my standard button-down and slacks.

“Nothing that can’t wait.” She smiled, gesturing toward a seating area by the window. “Please, sit. Would you like some coffee? Water?”

“Water would be great, thank you.”

She pressed a button on her desk phone and requested water from her assistant before joining me on the plush sofa. She sat closer than strictly necessary, her knee almost touching mine.

“So,” she said, studying me with those intelligent eyes. “To what do I owe this unexpected visit? I don’t often get professors dropping by unannounced … Especially not good-looking ones.”

There I heard it again. The flirtatious tone. Maybe my little sister had been right all along. I cleared my throat, searching for the right words. “I was wondering if there might be any opportunities for additional work. Extra classes, research projects, anything that might be available.”

Tatiana tilted her head, a curious smile playing on her lips. Her fingers brushed a strand of hair behind her ear, drawing my attention to the gold earrings that caught the light. Gosh, she was so elegant and sexy. A bit like my mother, but not as secretive.

“Extra work? Like when you stepped in last week with … what was her name, Jolie?”

“Yes, that’s correct.”

“Why the sudden interest?” She leaned forward slightly. “Did something happen?”

I hesitated, not wanting to reveal the humiliating truth about the hotel rooftop incident. “I got myself into a bit of a sticky financial situation recently. Nothing serious,” I said, “but some extra income would help tremendously right now.”

Tatiana studied me, her eyes searching mine as if trying to read the full story. To my relief, she didn’t press for details. “I see … I’m more than happy to help you. I’ve been in sticky situations too when I was your age.”

“It can happen to anyone.”

“You’re right,” she said, her expression softening into a smile. “I might have something perfect for you.”

The assistant arrived with our water, interrupting briefly before leaving us alone again. Tatiana sipped her drink, watching me over the rim of her cup.

“My daughter,” she began, setting down her cup. “Isabella. She’s been struggling academically this semester. Her grades have been slipping, and I’m concerned.”

I nodded, waiting for her to continue.

“She’s a cheerleader, very popular and very social. All of which is wonderful, but it seems to be taking priority over her studies.” Tatiana sighed, looking genuinely worried. “She needs private tutoring from someone who can actually get through to her. Someone she’ll listen to.”

“And you think that could be me?” I asked, surprised by the suggestion.

“I do.” Tatiana’s eyes held mine. “She’s smart. Very smart. But she’s distracted. Maybe you can help her focus.”

The opportunity seemed almost too perfect. Private tutoring would pay well, and it was legitimate work that wouldn’t raise any eyebrows.

“I’d be happy to help,” I said without hesitation.

“I can even pay you directly after the first day, if it’s urgent with your finances.”

“That would be amazing,” I said, feeling relieved she was willing to go to such an extent to help me. “When would you like me to start?”

Tatiana’s face lit up with a smile. “Are you free now? She should be at cheerleading practice, and I could introduce you.”

“Now works for me,” I said, feeling a wave of relief at how quickly things were falling into place.

We finished our water, and Tatiana led me across campus, chatting easily about her daughter as we walked. According to Tatiana, Isabella was struggling with several subjects, particularly marketing and economics. She had the potential for excellence but lacked the motivation to apply herself.

“She’s always been more interested in the social aspects of school,” Tatiana explained as we approached the athletics complex. “Which is fine, to an extent. But I worry about her future if she doesn’t start taking her studies seriously.”

The practice gym was warm and echoed with pop music and the sound of sneakers squeaking against the polished floor. A group of cheerleaders was in the middle of a routine, their movements athletic with a hint of sensuality.

“That’s my darling, Isabella,” Tatiana said proudly, pointing to a girl in the center of the formation.

I followed her gaze and saw a stunning young woman with long auburn hair pulled into a high ponytail. She moved with youth and confidence, her toned, slim body perfectly suited to the acrobatics of cheerleading. Even from a distance, I could see she had inherited her mother’s features, though with a younger quality. It wasn’t just the hair, but an oval-shaped face and plump lips.

We waited for a break in the practice before approaching. When the music stopped, Tatiana waved to catch her daughter’s attention. Isabella spotted us and jogged over, the ponytail wagging side to side, slightly breathless from the routine.

Up close, she was even more beautiful than I’d first thought. Her skin glowed with youth and vitality, and her bright blue eyes were so deep and beautiful that I almost drowned in them. The cheerleading uniform showed off her toned legs and slim waist, and a light sheen of sweat made her skin look dewy and fresh. Her breasts were perky, not as big as her mother’s, but they certainly sat higher on her chest.

“Valentina? What are you doing here?” she asked, grabbing a towel to wipe her face.

“Isabella, I’d like you to meet Professor Hale from the Business Department,” Tatiana said. “He’s agreed to tutor you to help bring up your grades.”

Isabella turned to look at me, and I watched as her expression shifted from mild annoyance to surprised interest. A blush spread across her cheeks as she extended her hand.

“Nice to meet you, Professor,” she said, her voice softer than it had been when addressing her mother.

“Likewise,” I replied, shaking her hand professionally. “Your mother tells me you’re having some trouble with marketing concepts. It’s a challenging subject, but I’m sure we can get you back on track.”

Tatiana casually slipped an arm around her daughter’s shoulders. “Isabella’s one of our best, at least on the field. In the classroom, not so much.”

“Mom,” Isabella said, her blush deepening.

“It’s true,” Tatiana said with a shrug. “But that’s why Professor Hale is here to help.”

“I’ve found that most students struggle not because they can’t understand the material, but because they haven’t found a way to connect with it,” I said, trying to sound encouraging. “We’ll find an approach that works for you.”

Isabella tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, looking up at me through her lashes. “I hate studying,” she admitted with a chuckle. “But I’ll try harder if you’re the one teaching me.”

The comment was innocent enough, but there was something in her tone that suggested more than academic interest. I maintained my professional demeanor, ignoring the flutter of warning in my chest.

“Great. When would be a good time to start?” I asked, looking between Isabella and Tatiana.

“How about Wednesday after practice?” Isabella suggested quickly. “Around five?”

“That works for me,” I agreed.

“Perfect,” Tatiana said, clearly pleased with how well the introduction had gone. Her eyes lingered on her daughter’s face, and I noticed a hint of a sly smile forming on her lips as she observed Isabella’s reaction to me.

After setting up the details for our first session, Isabella returned to her practice, and Tatiana pulled me aside near the gym entrance.

“Thank you for doing this,” she said warmly. “I think you’ll be exactly what she needs.”

“I’m happy to help,” I replied honestly. “And grateful for the opportunity.”

Tatiana’s smile widened. “I knew you’d be good for her. She seems very motivated already.”

There was something knowing in her tone that made me wonder if she’d noticed her daughter’s attraction to me. “Well, that’s a great start … Oh, by the way, please don’t tell my mom about my financial situation.”

“I promise,” Tatiana said firmly, making me know that I could trust her.

Then Tatiana glanced around to ensure we were alone, then stepped forward and wrapped her arms around me in a hug. The unexpected physical contact caught me off guard. Her body pressed against mine, soft and warm, her perfume enveloping me, her breasts mashed against my chest and her warm breath flowing down my neck. It wasn’t a quick, friendly hug. She held on a moment longer than was strictly appropriate, her hand sliding slightly down my back before she pulled away.

“I’m looking forward to hearing about her progress,” she said, her voice slightly husky. “Keep me updated, will you?”

“Of course,” I said after she broke the hug.

I left the university, feeling relieved at the financial lifeline Tatiana had thrown me. The memory of her embrace lingered, the scent of her perfume clinging to my shirt like a souvenir.

* * *

When I arrived home, I found Zara on the couch reading a marketing textbook. She wore tiny shorts that showed off her long, tanned legs and a tank top that clung to her curves. Her blonde hair was loose as always. She looked up as I entered, a mischievous smile playing on her glossy lips.

“Well, well, look who’s hitting the books,” I said jokingly, setting down my bag. “I’m proud of you for taking your studies seriously.”

Zara blew me a raspberry and rolled her eyes. “Oh, please, like I have a choice with you breathing down my neck about grades.” But she was still smiling as she patted the couch next to her. “Come cuddle with me, I’m lonely.”

“I sure need some of that.” I happily obliged, settling in beside her and wrapping an arm around her shoulders. She snuggled against me, her warm body molding to mine. I breathed in the familiar scent of her strawberry shampoo, marveling at how perfectly she fit in my arms.

“You smell like perfume,” Zara commented, nuzzling my neck. “Which lucky girl did you fuck today?”

I chuckled. “It’s not what you think. I got a hug from Tatiana after she offered me a job.”

Zara sat up straighter, her blue eyes sparkling with interest. “Oh, that’s right. So you asked her?”

“Yup.”

“And she gave you a hug on top of it?”

“Yup, again.”

“Don’t just sit there, tell me more! And how exactly did this hug happen?”

I filled her in on the details of my meeting with Tatiana and the tutoring position with Isabella. Zara listened intently, a smirk spreading across her face.

“Oh my God, you’re totally going to bang her daughter,” she giggled, poking me in the ribs. “I can already picture it, sexy study sessions turned sweaty make-out sessions…”

“Hey now,” I said, feeling my face heat. “It’s not like that. This is strictly professional.”

Zara snorted. “Right, because Tatiana is so professional with you. Wake up, Nathan. She wants you, and I bet she’s hoping you’ll seduce her little princess too.”

I shifted uncomfortably, not wanting to acknowledge the ring of truth in Zara’s words. “You’re reading too much into it. She just gave me a friendly hug.”

“A friendly hug,” Zara repeated, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “Has she ever hugged you before?”

“Well … no.”

“Exactly.” Zara looked triumphant. “I’m telling you, she’s into you. I called this from day one.”

I sighed, not bothering to argue further. I knew Zara would believe what she wanted to believe. And honestly, a small part of me wondered if she was right. Tatiana’s behavior had seemed to cross the line from professional to personal recently.

Eager to change the subject, I brought up the twins. “Speaking of grades, how are Raven and Lexi doing in their classes? They were quite chatty today.”

Zara smirked. “They’re struggling a bit. But I’m sure their favorite professor would be happy to give them some extra credit, right? Maybe a private study session?”

I groaned, pinching the bridge of my nose. “It’s going to be suspicious if I give every girl in class straight A’s.”

“So far it’s only been me,” Zara said. “And the Titty Twins aren’t that bad. I think they got a B on the last test.”

“I’ll give them a little boost, but nothing outrageous as I do with you.”

“Outrageous,” she said and chuckled. Her hand slid up my thigh, her fingers nearing my crotch. I felt my body responding instantly to her touch, my heartbeat quickening. “I call it sibling love, and you know I love being there for you too.”

“I do,” I said, feeling the heat immediately.

“I’ll let you do anything you want to me.”

My resolve crumbled like a sandcastle under a wave. “Anything?” I asked, my voice rough with wanting her.

“Anything,” she confirmed, moving to straddle my lap. She rolled her hips against me, and I groaned at the friction. Zara grinned, victorious, and pressed her mouth against mine in a kiss. I kissed her sweet lips back, our tongues tangling, teeth nipping and lips sucking. She tasted like cherry lip gloss and forbidden fruit.

“We have to be quick,” she gasped between kisses, already fumbling with my belt. “Mom will be home soon.”

The mention of our mother sent a taboo thrill through me, heightening my arousal. The risk, the wrongness of it all, only made me want Zara more.

“Bedroom. Now.” I stood, lifting her easily. She wrapped her legs around my waist as I carried her to my room, our lips never parting.

I kicked the door shut behind us and tumbled onto the bed with Zara beneath me. Clothes were hurriedly discarded, tossed aside in our haste to feel skin on skin. And then I was inside her, thrusting deep, swallowing her moans with my kisses.

We moved together urgently, all frantic passion and breathless pleas. Zara’s nails raked down my back as she urged me harder and faster. The bed creaked loudly, but neither of us cared. All that mattered was the building pleasure, the delicious friction, the pulsing need to come raw inside her.

“Nathan!” Zara moaned out as she climaxed hard, her body clenching around me. I followed right after, burying my face against her neck to muffle my own sounds of ecstasy as I emptied myself inside her.

We lay tangled together after, sweaty and sated, trading kisses as our racing hearts gradually slowed.

Zara was mine, and I was hers. The forbidden nature of our bond only made it more powerful. And now, with Isabella and possibly Tatiana added to the mix, things were bound to get even more complicated.

But in that moment, I pushed those thoughts aside. For now, I just wanted to hold my sister close and enjoy the fleeting peace before the next temptation inevitably presented itself.








  
  
  Chapter 6

  
  










It was Wednesday, and I had just finished grading the latest round of tests, feeling satisfied as I marked A’s for Lexi, Raven, and Zara. Their hard work was paying off. As I set down my red pen, my phone buzzed with a text from an unknown number. Curious, I opened the message to find it was from Isabella, Tatiana’s daughter.

She had sent a blushing emoji along with a question, When will you come over?

I felt excited to see her again. Isabella was undeniably attractive, but the situation felt precarious given that she was my boss’s daughter. Still, I found myself typing back that I would be there in half an hour.

Her next text asked if I liked cheesecake. Thinking it was a sweet gesture, I replied that I did. She seemed eager to please me and make a good impression.

I grabbed my keys and headed out. I drove through the upscale neighborhood where Tatiana and Isabella lived. I pulled into the driveway of their stunning home, which was modern and minimalistic yet undeniably luxurious with its sleek lines and manicured landscaping.

I parked in the driveway and walked up to the door. I heard footsteps scurrying inside, and the door opened before I could even knock. There stood Isabella, her auburn hair cascading down her shoulders in glossy waves, her toned body clad in form-fitting leggings and a tank top that hinted at her lifted, youthful, round breasts. She had clearly been working out since she had a light sheen of sweat on her upper boobs.

“I was just stretching and practicing some routines,” she explained, slightly out of breath. “Come on in.”

I followed her inside, taking in the open floor plan, high ceilings, and expensive furniture. Abstract art adorned the walls and a massive fireplace anchored the living room. It was an impressive space.

In the dining room, Isabella had set out tea and a homemade cheesecake on the table. I complimented her efforts and she blushed.

“It was really sweet of you to bake for me,” I told her sincerely.

“I have to admit, I’m a bit shy about all this,” Isabella confessed as we sat down. “But my mom insisted I make sure you feel welcome and comfortable here.”

“Your mother is lovely,” I said. “I’m very grateful for the tutoring work she’s given me.”

Isabella nodded, pouring the tea. “She talks about you a lot. At first I thought it was just because you’re my new tutor, but…”

I arched an eyebrow, her words catching my attention. “But what? What does she say about me exactly?”

A small, secretive smile played on Isabella’s glossy lips. “She says you’re smart and driven. That you have a bright future ahead of you. And that any girl would be lucky to have your attention.”

I felt heat rise to my face at the indirect compliment and subtle implication. “That’s very flattering. Your mother is too kind.”

“Is she wrong though?” Isabella asked, her blue eyes sparkling with mischief. “I mean, you’re young, successful, not to mention extremely attractive. Surely you have girls lining up for a chance with you.”

I laughed, both flattered and taken aback by her boldness. “I don’t know about that. But we should probably focus on your studies, don’t you think?”

“If we must,” Isabella sighed dramatically, but she was still smiling. “I have to warn you though, I’m not always the most diligent student. But I’m willing to bet I’ll learn much better with such a handsome teacher.”

There it was again, that flirtatious energy simmering just beneath the surface of our interaction. We finished the cheesecake and settled on the couch. I tried to redirect the conversation to the actual coursework, but Isabella’s attention kept drifting.

She asked me questions about my time working at the ad agency, wanting personal anecdotes and details about my experiences in the industry. I found myself opening up to her, sharing stories I hadn’t told many people. She listened intently, jotting down notes and laughing at all the right moments.

As we talked, we inched closer. I was hyperaware of her proximity, the sweet scent of her perfume, and the way she toyed with her hair as she spoke. All the clues she was interested in more than my teaching. Old fantasies resurfaced in my mind, memories of being an undergraduate myself, daydreaming about the beautiful, unattainable college girls I longed for.

“What were you like in college?” Isabella asked, as if reading my thoughts. “I bet you were the big man on campus, right?”

I chuckled. “Hardly. I was quieter back then, as I was very focused on my studies. Not exactly a party animal.”

“Did you have any crushes?” she asked, leaning forward with keen interest. “Come on, you can tell me. I won’t judge.”

I hesitated, but her open, friendly manner made me want to be honest. “There was this one girl, a cheerleader. She barely knew I existed, but I thought she was the most gorgeous thing I’d ever seen. I used to fantasize about her constantly.”

Isabella giggled, her hand coming to rest on my arm. “Well, it seems like you might be getting a second chance at that college fantasy now, doesn’t it?”

Her words, combined with her touch, made something stir inside me. I knew I should put a stop to this, maintain some professional distance. But as I looked into her eyes, all rational thought fled my mind.

Slowly, we both leaned in. Her lips met mine, soft and sweet like the cheesecake we’d shared. The kiss deepened, tongues tracing our lips till they finally met and intertwined. My hand slid into her auburn hair as I pulled her closer, our tutoring session completely forgotten.

Some distant part of my brain screamed that this was a terrible idea. That Tatiana would have my head if she found out. That I was risking everything. But the rest of me didn’t care. I was lost in Isabella’s kiss, in the heat of her body pressed against mine, in the giddy thrill of forbidden desire.

There was no going back now. I had crossed a line with my boss’s daughter. And God help me, I didn’t want to stop.

My hands found their way under her tank top, feeling the warm, soft skin beneath. Isabella moaned against my lips, encouraging me to continue. I pulled back just long enough to look into her eyes.

“I never thought this would happen during our first tutoring session,” I admitted, my voice rough with desire.

She laughed, and that sound made my heart race faster. “This isn’t even tutoring anymore. Way better, don’t you think?”

“I agree.”

Without waiting for my answer, she crossed her arms and pulled her tank top over her head. My smile widened as I took in the sight of her fresh breasts, held by a delicate pink bra that contrasted beautifully with her lightly tanned skin.

“What are you looking at?” she teased, reaching behind to unhook her bra.

When it fell away, I couldn’t help but marvel at her. The symmetry was breathtaking, each breast perfectly rounded, with rosy suckable nipples.

“Damn, you’re beautiful,” I whispered.

She took my hands and guided them to her breasts. “So, now they’re not so cold.”

I chuckled and cupped her boobs with my hands. Isabella glanced down at my lap and smiled. “I can see how much you appreciate the view,” she said, her hand brushing against the obvious bulge in my pants.

I leaned forward, taking one nipple into my mouth, swirling my tongue around the hardened bud. Isabella gasped, her fingers threading through my hair, holding me close. I sucked gently before moving to her other breast, giving it the same attention while my hands explored the curve of her waist and her back.

“Your turn,” she said, tugging at my shirt.

I quickly removed it, and she ran her hands over my chest and shoulders with obvious appreciation. Before I knew it, she was unbuckling my belt.

I lifted my hips, allowing her to pull my pants down. She slid off the couch, positioning herself between my legs, looking up at me with those innocent blue eyes that now held nothing but lust.

“I’ve always had a student professor fetish,” she admitted.

“So have I … but it’s already been satisfied,” I said before I realized that I shouldn’t.

“You’ve already hooked up with other students?” she said, watching me closely with a grin.

“Forget I said that.”

“I’m not going to tell Mom about it,” she promised me.

“Alright, I have,” I said, trying not to sound shameful. “But they’re all over me, so don’t judge me.”

“I don’t judge them,” she said with a titter. “Because I’m also all over you.” Her fingers hooked into the waistband of my boxers, and she yanked them down. As she freed my erection, a small, appreciative sound escaped her lips as it bobbed back and forth till it stood erect and aimed straight at her. She wrapped her hand around me, stroking slowly before leaning forward to swallow me whole.

The wet heat of her mouth was almost too much to bear. I groaned, my head falling back against the couch cushions as she bobbed her head up and down, sucking while moving her head. With each bob, she swallowed me deeper, her hand working in tandem with her mouth so not an inch was left uncovered.

Not wanting to be passive, I reached down to caress her thighs, my fingers finding the waistband of her leggings. I tugged them down, revealing a matching pink thong. She shifted to help me remove them completely, never breaking her rhythm.

My fingers found their way between her legs, discovering she was already soaking wet. I slid one finger inside her, then another, curling them to find that spot that made her moan around my cock. It felt so good to touch her there, the squishy, sweet flesh I so badly wanted to enter.

She kept sucking, not quick or rushed, but like she truly loved having my cock in her mouth. Even though my girth stretched her lips, there was a glint in her eyes, a smile hidden there as she looked up at me from her knees. She barely came up for air, keeping me buried inside as her lips slid up and down my shaft, her soft tongue constantly rubbing against me.

The best part was when she drove me all the way to the back of her throat, squeezing it tight around me, then pulled up until just the tip rested between her lips before sinking me back into the wet heat of her mouth. I had to push her hair behind her ears again and again, desperate to watch her work while saliva spilled down her chin and dripped to the base of my cock.

She never gagged, but the sounds of her sloppy sucking, wet slurps, and drool coating me made me shudder.

I leaned back and moaned, lightly thrusting into her mouth. She sucked like a dream, her pace relentless. My mind wandered to her in her cheerleading outfit, bouncing with the same energy, stamina, and fire she was showing me now. One of the sexiest girls on campus, on her knees, choking down my cock. It was like a dream come to life.

She sucked me deeper, her throat relaxing around my cock until I felt the squeeze of every swallow. Then she eased back, sealing her lips around the crown and dragging her tongue slowly across the slit, lapping at the precum that leaked out before sucking it down with a satisfied hum.

When she came back up, strings of spit connected her lips to my shaft. She caught them with her tongue, licking up the mess before swallowing me again.

“Geez, you’re gonna make me cum,” I groaned.

She pulled her head back with a wet smack, grinning as a string of saliva clung to her lip. “That’s the point, isn’t it?” she teased with a flirtatious giggle.

“I’d rather finish in your pussy,” I said, still catching my breath.

Her hand stroked me slowly. “So you want sex?” she asked, her tone playful.

“Do you?”

She nodded eagerly, her lips swollen from sucking and her eyes glazed with lust. Without another word, she stood, hooked her thumbs into her thong, and slid it down her thighs until she was bare before me.

I leaned forward as she stepped close, my hand reaching out to rub her pussy.

Her sex was gorgeous. The soft pink of her lips stood out against the smooth skin of her thighs, perfectly symmetrical, with just a slight puffiness that begged to be touched. Her outer lips parted neatly to reveal the glistening folds inside, a narrow slit shining with her wetness. The scent rising from her was something out of a wet dream: sweet, warm, and musky in the most arousing way. She shivered as my fingers slid along her slit, her hips tilting forward to meet my touch.

“You have a beautiful pussy,” I said.

“What makes it beautiful?” she asked curiously.

“The symmetry and the pinkness,” I said. I let go of her and leaned back. She climbed onto my lap, straddling me, her wet slit hovering just above my throbbing erection. A drop of her honey clung to her hole and then landed right on my tip.

She placed her hands on my shoulders. The crown made contact with her slit, and she swayed back and forth, so her lips rubbed against the shaft. Then we found each other, and she sank down, taking me fully inside her in one smooth motion till she was fully sheathed inside me. We both gasped at the sensation. She was incredibly tight, her inner walls gripping me like a velvet glove.

“Oh God,” she moaned, beginning to rock back and forth while I twitched inside her.

I grabbed her hips, guiding her into a rhythm that had us both panting. While she kept the rhythm going, her breasts bounced and jiggled. I held onto her hip while my other hand squeezed her boob. I glanced down and saw how her pussy kept rubbing against my base while I was deeply entrenched inside her, hyperaware of her walls hugging my erection perfectly.

She leaned forward to kiss me deeply as she rode me, her breasts bouncing with each movement, but coming to a halt as they were pressed against my chest. The sight of her lost in pleasure, her head thrown back, her body flushed with desire, was the most erotic thing I’d ever seen. She was so toned and fit. It was like having a young, sculpted model in my hands.

After a while, I needed to take control, fucking her harder and faster. I lifted her off me and laid her down on the couch. She shrieked in surprise before giggling breathlessly. “Strong hands, professor.”

“Be a good student and spread your legs,” I said, playing along.

She happily obliged, showing off her flexibility as she opened herself wide, her pussy glistening and slightly gaping from the attention I had already given her. Her breasts lifted with the motion, round and full, her nipples tight and flushed. They bounced with every shift of her body, soft yet perky, like they were begging to be squeezed.

I positioned myself and guided my cock to her slick entrance. The swollen lips parted around the crown, honey-slick and inviting, and I pressed forward until the head slipped inside her heat. Her gasp filled the air. I drove my hips forward, sinking deeper and deeper until I bottomed out, groaning at the tight velvet grip of her pussy.

“Fuck, you feel unbelievable,” I said, pausing only for a moment to enjoy the way her walls squeezed and pulsed around me, wet and warm and snug.

Her legs hooked around my waist, pulling me in. “Don’t stop,” she begged, her voice breaking.

I couldn’t delay it anyway. The need had built too high. I started thrusting hard, hips smacking against hers in loud, wet slaps. Each stroke dragged against her sensitive walls, spreading her open in ways that made her moan and writhe beneath me. Her breasts bounced wildly with the rhythm, her body moving with mine in a desperate dance of flesh.

Each thrust pushed a cry from her lips, high and needy. Her pussy clung to me, wet walls gripping every inch as if she refused to let me go.

“God, you’re so fucking tight,” I said, driving in harder, the couch creaking under us. “Your pussy’s milking my cock.”

She dug her nails into my back, her tits bouncing with every stroke. “Yes, yes, fuck me harder,” she gasped, her voice half-moan, half-beg. “Stretch me open, don’t stop.”

I slammed into her, faster, harder, the wet smacks echoing as her juices coated my shaft. Every time I bottomed out, her pussy squeezed like it was sucking me deeper.

“Harder,” she begged, and I was happy to oblige.

I increased my pace, driving into her so that the couch creaked, all thoughts of consequences forgotten in the heat of passion. I could feel my orgasm building, that familiar tightening at the base of my spine.

Her legs locked tight around my waist as I pounded into her, the wet smacks getting louder, faster and messier. She cried out, her nails raking across my back, her body tensing beneath me.

“I’m cumming,” she gasped, her voice breaking as her pussy clenched down on my cock in hard, desperate pulses. “Oh fuck.”

Her walls gripped me like a fist, spasming around me as she shook beneath me, her juices gushing down to soak my thighs and the couch. The way she squeezed was unbearable, milking my cock with every wave of her orgasm.

“Fuck,” I said, thrusting deep, unable to hold back. I buried myself to the hilt and let go.

My cock throbbed inside her, exploding with hot, thick spurts that filled her tight pussy. I groaned through clenched teeth as I pumped her full, each release spilling deeper, mixing with her wetness. Her body arched, moaning through the aftershocks as she felt me empty myself raw inside her.

“God, you’re taking all of it,” I said, grinding into her as the last streams pulsed out, my shaft still twitching inside her.

She held me there, trembling, her pussy fluttering around me as if she wanted to wring out every last drop. “So warm,” she whispered breathlessly, her eyes glazed with satisfaction. “I can feel you dripping into me.”

I was still deep inside her, both of us panting and covered in a fine sheen of sweat, when we heard the front door open.

“Isabella? Are you home, sweetie? I forgot my—”

Tatiana’s voice cut off abruptly as she appeared in the doorway, her eyes widening at the scene before her. Her daughter naked beneath me, my bare ass exposed, both of us clearly in the throes of climax.

“Mom! What are you doing here?” Isabella shrieked.

I scrambled off her, my cock slipping out and revealing a creampie unlike any other, cum dribbling down her daughter’s pussy lips. I reached for my boxers, my face burning with shame and panic. Tatiana stood frozen, her hand covering her mouth, her eyes darting between her daughter and me.

“I forgot something… my purse,” she stammered, gesturing vaguely toward the kitchen. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to…”

But she didn’t move. And as I hastily pulled on my boxers, I noticed something odd. Tatiana wasn’t leaving. Instead, her eyes were fixed on my chest, then trailing down to my stomach, lingering there before reluctantly meeting my gaze. There was shock in her expression, yes, but something else too, something that looked disturbingly like lust. She looked like her horny daughter for a second.

“Mom, just leave!” Isabella snapped, grabbing her tank top to cover herself.

Tatiana blinked, as if coming out of a trance. “Of course, yes, I’ll leave.”

Tatiana left quickly, her heels clicking down the foyer. I heard the door close, her car start, and we were alone again.

“Jesus,” I muttered, running a hand through my hair while glancing at her cum-soaked pussy. “I can’t believe that just happened.”

Isabella sat up, surprisingly calm as she fixed her disheveled hair. “Honestly, it’s not the first time she’s ‘accidentally’ walked in on me having sex. She has terrible timing… or maybe perfect timing, depending on how you look at it.”

I stared at her in disbelief as I pulled on my pants. “You’re not worried? That was your mother, my boss, who just caught us.”

“All moms are curious about their daughters’ sex lives,” Isabella said with a casual shrug. “It’s weird but true.”

I was surprised by how she took it. “I’m sorry … We should’ve been more discreet.”

She took my hand. “No, don’t say that. We were both equally horny. It’s no big deal. It’s happened before.”

“Well, it’s still a disaster,” I admitted, my panic rising as reality set in. “I might lose my job.”

Isabella giggled, the sound surprisingly light given the circumstances. “No way she’ll fire you. Trust me.”

“I was supposed to be tutoring you, not fucking you,” I gestured between us, my face hot with embarrassment. “This is completely unprofessional.”

“Nathan,” Isabella said, her voice suddenly serious as she took my hand again. “My mom has a major thing for you. She talks about you constantly. She’s not going to fire you over this.”

I paused, remembering Tatiana’s lingering gaze, the way she’d hugged me in her office. Maybe Isabella was right.

“You really think so?” I asked, feeling my anxiety ease slightly.

“I know so,” she replied confidently. “Besides, the sex was pretty amazing, wasn’t it?”

Despite everything, I couldn’t help but smile. “Yeah, it was.”

“Worth the risk,” she agreed with a wink, then reached for her textbook. “Now, should we actually try to get some studying done? I do need to pass this class.”

“Sure, but maybe you should get dressed. I left a big mess after all.”

She glanced down at her pink lips and giggled as she saw the load I’d left behind. “Give me a minute, and I’ll change.”

She hurried up to her room while I was left catching my breath. She came back wearing leggings and a tank top and a sweet perfume.

We spent the next hour actually working on marketing concepts. Isabella was smarter than she let on, quickly grasping ideas when I explained them clearly. By the time she needed to leave for cheerleading practice, we’d made genuine progress.

“I have to go,” she said, glancing at her phone. “The coach hates when we’re late.”

I gathered my materials, still feeling slightly dazed by how the afternoon had unfolded. As I stood to leave, Isabella wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me in for a sweet kiss. Her body pressed against mine, and I could still feel the warmth from our earlier fucking.

“This was lovely,” she murmured against my lips. “I definitely want to see you again… for more tutoring, of course.”

“As long as your mom is okay with it,” I replied, still concerned about Tatiana’s reaction.

Isabella grinned, pulling back to look me in the eyes. “Don’t worry about Mom. I told you, it’s all good.”

I wasn’t entirely convinced, but I nodded anyway.

As I drove home, my mind raced with conflicting emotions, guilt over crossing yet another line, excitement about Isabella, and anxiety about facing Tatiana again.
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When I arrived on campus the next day, my stomach was in knots. I kept replaying the scene of Tatiana walking in on me and Isabella in my head. Would she fire me on the spot? Ban me from ever seeing her daughter again? I wasn’t sure. Even if Isabella had told me it was no big deal. I was still embarrassed. “Hey, sorry for fucking your daughter.” It just sounded so wrong.

Even Zara noticed something was off during class, and stayed behind after everyone else left. “You don’t look like yourself today,” she said, watching me closely. “Did something happen yesterday?”

“Well… Tatiana walked in on me and Isabella having sex.”

Zara grinned at first, but quickly suppressed it when she saw the concern on my face. “Okay, but what’s the problem?”

“You don’t think she’ll be mad?”

“Hardly,” Zara said with a shrug. “You keep making it a bigger deal in your head than it actually is.”

“Maybe you’re right.”

“I usually am,” she said, then winked. “And I was right that you’d fuck her too. Let me know how it went when you’re home.”

“Sure.”

“Oh, and thanks for the A. Mom will be proud,” she added with a smile. “By the way, the twins want to see you again too.”

“You’re welcome. The test was better, but not quite A-level yet.”

She grinned and leaned in, giving me a quick kiss before heading out. I glanced at the clock, counting down the minutes, already bracing myself for the moment I’d be facing Tatiana.

* * *

I took a deep breath and stepped into the elevator, riding it up to the administrative building. The assistant looked up with a polite smile. “Hi, Mr. Hale.”

“Hello. Can I speak with Mrs. Bennet?”

“Of course. She’s been perfectly clear that you can just go to her office whenever you want.”

I went and knocked on Tatiana’s office door. “Come in,” she called. I entered, my heart pounding.

Tatiana looked up from her desk, smiling briefly. “Nathan. Please, have a seat.”

I sat down, my palms sweaty. “Tatiana, I am so sorry about yesterday. It was completely inappropriate and unprofessional. I understand if you need to let me go…”

To my surprise, Tatiana started chuckling before waving her hand dismissively. “It’s fine, Nathan. It didn’t happen on campus grounds, so there’s no issue from the university’s perspective.”

I blinked. “You’re … you’re not upset?”

“Why would I be?” she said wryly. “I don’t want to lock my daughter up for the rest of her life. She deserves her chance at college experimentation and all that.”

“Still, I feel terrible,” I said, relief and confusion warring within me. “It won’t happen again, I swear.”

Tatiana smiled. “Actually, I was going to offer you an even bigger bonus. Isabella told me you two studied quite well after I left. She said your tutoring is really helping her understand the material better.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Not only was I not fired, but I was being rewarded? “I… wow. Thank you. I’m glad I could help.”

“No, I should thank you,” she said. Then she leaned forward, her green eyes sparkling with something I couldn’t quite identify. “So tell me, Nathan. What do you think of my daughter? And be honest.”

My eyes widened. “She’s very bright. A quick learner. And obviously beautiful.”

“Isn’t she?” Tatiana agreed, pride evident in her voice. “Did she make that cheesecake for you? It’s her specialty.”

“She did,” I said. “It was delicious.”

“Isabella is a wonderful cook,” Tatiana said. Then her voice dropped to a more intimate tone. “I’d like you to keep tutoring her. She’s clearly responding well to your methods. I promise I’ll be more discreet next time.”

She giggled, and it didn’t sound entirely convincing. I had a sinking feeling that she knew exactly what she had interrupted and had no intention of avoiding a repeat incident. But I simply nodded.

“Before you leave… “How big is your financial hole?”

“Oh,” I said, trying not to blush at how embarrassing it felt to admit. “Around five grand.”

She nodded, opened a drawer, and pulled out a thick stack of bills. My eyes widened as she started counting them right in front of me. I wasn’t sure if she was joking until she slid them across the desk.

“Here,” she said. “No need to lose sleep over it, alright?”

I accepted the money, the weight of it heavy in my hands. It felt unreal. “Thank you,” I said, still in disbelief.

“You’re welcome,” she said softly, her smile making me like her even more.

* * *

When I got home, Zara was waiting on the couch in tiny shorts, legs curled under her. “Well? How did it go with Tatiana?” she asked eagerly.

I collapsed beside her with a sigh. “You’re not going to believe this. She’s not even mad. She actually wants me to keep tutoring Isabella.”

Zara’s eyes lit up as I recounted the whole thing, from how good the session with Isabella had been to the awkward moment when Tatiana walked in. When I got to that part, Zara burst out laughing.

“Oh my god, she totally did that on purpose!” she exclaimed. “She’s warming you up for a mother-daughter threesome, I’m telling you.”

I gave her a look. “You’ve been watching too much porn.”

She swatted my shoulder. “No, I haven’t. Unlike you, I’m not in denial.”

“I’m not in denial,” I protested, though part of me wondered if she had a point.

“Please,” Zara scoffed. “It’s so obvious. First, Tatiana gives you that job out of nowhere, then her daughter throws herself at you, and now she’s giving you money? They totally have a thing for you.”

“Maybe,” I admitted, but couldn’t help smiling. “But I’m more interested in what’s happening here, right now.”

Zara raised an eyebrow. “Oh? And what’s that?”

I leaned closer. “You, in those tiny shorts, looking so damn cute.”

She grinned. “You think I’m cute? After you just told me about fucking another girl?”

“You know I think you’re the sexiest,” I said, reaching to stroke her bare thigh.

Zara giggled and suddenly lunged at me, tackling me off the couch. We hit the floor with a thud, and I let out a surprised laugh as she pinned my shoulders down.

“You’re such a player,” she said playfully, straddling my hips.

I grabbed her wrists and flipped us over, reversing our positions. “And you’re trouble.”

She squirmed beneath me, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “You like trouble.”

We wrestled playfully on the carpet, rolling and laughing. As we tussled, I became aware of how her body moved against mine, especially when her crotch rubbed against my growing hardness. Each time she ground against me, even accidentally, a jolt of pleasure shot through me.

“Someone’s getting excited,” she teased me, deliberately pressing herself against my erection.

I growled and flipped her onto her back again. “You started it.”

Zara’s breathing quickened as she felt me harden further. “Maybe I did.”

Our playful wrestling took on a different energy. Her hands slipped under my shirt, nails lightly scratching my skin. I grabbed the hem of her top and tugged it upward. She arched her back, helping me remove it.

“Your turn,” she whispered, yanking at my shirt.

We tore at each other’s clothes, laughing between heated kisses. Soon we were both naked, our discarded clothing scattered around us on the living room floor. I paused to look at her, taking in her flushed face, perky breasts and toned figure. Her skin was youthfully smooth and her pink pussy was already soaked and eagerly waiting for my erection.

“Gosh, you’re so pretty,” I said, drinking in her beauty.

She smiled up at me, reaching to guide me closer. I was between her legs, my cock brushing against her slick lips. We kissed deeply as I pressed forward, the head of my cock nudging at her wet slit.

“Wait,” I said. I reached for a decorative pillow from the couch and gently lifted her neck, sliding it underneath. “There. Comfortable?”

She nodded, a smile blooming on her face. “Always taking care of me.”

Pushing my hips forward, I entered her slowly, enjoying her snug, wet walls. Her pussy felt different from Isabella’s, from Lexi’s, from anyone else’s. There was something taboo and forbidden about being inside my sister that made it feel so much more intense. Her walls gripped me perfectly, like we were made for each other. And indeed we were.

“Fuck,” I groaned as I bottomed out. “You feel amazing, Zara.”

She wrapped her arms around my back, pulling me deeper. “So do you. Nobody fills me up like you do.”

I started thrusting in and out, that had her gasping with each stroke. Her pussy was so wet, so hot around me, squeezing me like she never wanted to let go, making me aware of every inch of her pussy and how it perfectly stroked my erection.

“You like fucking me?” she whispered, her words sending a shiver down my spine.

“God, yes,” I admitted, picking up the pace.

She tangled her fingers in my hair, pulling my face close to hers. “What should I call you? Professor or brother?”

The question made my cock throb inside her. “Brother,” I said without hesitation. “Definitely brother.”

Her eyes lit up. “You like that? You like being my big brother while you fuck me?”

“Yes,” I groaned, driving into her harder so our flesh smacked.

“Oh god,” she moaned theatrically, throwing her head back. “Your cock feels so good inside me!”

Her voice grew louder with each thrust, her moans becoming more exaggerated like something from porn. But I didn’t care how performative it was, hearing her call me brother while I pounded into her was driving me wild.

“Yes! Fuck my pussy!” she cried out, her nails digging into my back.

I lost myself in her, in the wet heat of her sex, in the forbidden thrill of what we were doing. Her walls clenched around me as she came, her back arching off the floor. I wasn’t far behind, feeling my orgasm building quickly. I kept my hands above her shoulders as I rapidly slid in and out of her. For every slap, her breasts bounced magically, and I fucked her so hard her mouth turned into the perfect ‘O’. The pink flush rose upon her cheeks and deepened to the exact same color as her pussy. It was like a natural blush, and it looked so sexy.

I kept going till I couldn’t hold anything in, and at the final thrust, I grunted. I slammed deep inside her and exploded, pumping rope after rope of cum into her welcoming pussy. I held myself there, buried to the hilt, enjoying the pulsing aftershocks of pleasure as I thoroughly filled her.

“That’s it,” Zara whispered, her inner walls still squeezing me. “Give me all of it.”

“I am, darling,” I told her, micro-fucking her to make sure every drop fell inside her. I was still deep inside her, our bodies joined and sweaty, when I heard the front door open. My blood ran cold as I recognized our mother’s voice.

“Zara? Nathan? I’m home early!”

Still lying butt naked on the floor, we both froze. I was still inside Zara, my cum leaking from where our sexes met, when our mother appeared in the doorway. Her eyes widened in shock as she took in the scene before her.

“What are you two doing?” she gasped, her hand flying to her mouth.

I couldn’t move, couldn’t speak. My mind raced for some explanation, some excuse, but there was none. We were naked and obviously in the middle of sex.

“It was an accident,” Zara squeaked weakly.

I couldn’t help but roll my eyes. An accident? How could this possibly be an accident?

Our mother’s face was unreadable. “I heard you from the car,” she said, her voice surprisingly calm. “Get dressed and go to your rooms. You can’t lie there naked!”

I finally managed to move, pulling out of Zara. A thick stream of cum followed, dripping down her thighs and onto the carpet. Our mother watched, her expression tightening, as we scrambled for our clothes.

Humiliated and unable to look her in the eye, we gathered our things and hurried upstairs to Zara’s room. Once the door closed behind us, we both collapsed onto her bed, faces burning with embarrassment.

“Holy fuck,” I whispered. “Did that just happen?”

Zara nodded, still looking stunned. “I can’t believe it.”

“She didn’t seem that angry, though,” I pointed out, remembering our mother’s eerily calm voice.

“Yeah, but it was still so embarrassing,” Zara said, burying her face in her hands. “I don’t want to go down there and face her ever again.”

I looked down at my softening cock, still sticky with our combined fluids. Zara followed my gaze, noticing the mess between her own legs.

“We should clean up,” I suggested. “A shower might help us feel better.”

She nodded and rose to her feet, looking at me.

“Do you want to go first?” I asked, confused by her hesitation.

She shook her head. “I don’t want to go without you.”

Understanding dawned on me, and I felt a rush of tenderness. We went to her bathroom together, turning on the shower and stepping under the warm spray. I took the soap and gently washed her body, paying special attention to her thighs and between her legs, where my cum was still leaking out.

Zara looked down and giggled. “Wow, your load was huge,” she remarked, watching as more white fluid washed away down the drain.

Despite everything, I felt myself hardening again at her words and the sight of her wet, naked body. “If Mom wasn’t home…” I began.

“I know,” she agreed, pressing her body against mine. “I’d want to go again too.”

She wrapped her arms around me, holding me tight under the shower spray. I hugged her back, feeling her tremble slightly against me.

We finished washing, then dried each other off with fluffy towels. Once we were dry, Zara hugged me again, burying her face in my chest.

“I’m scared to go down there,” she admitted.

I stroked her hair gently. “It’ll be alright. She didn’t seem angry, just shocked. We’ll figure this out.”

We dressed in clean clothes and sat on Zara’s bed, still reluctant to go downstairs. I checked my phone and saw several missed texts from Tatiana, asking about additional tutoring sessions for Isabella. The irony wasn’t lost on me.

“What’s so funny?” Zara asked, noticing my expression.

“Tatiana wants me to tutor Isabella again tomorrow,” I said, showing her the texts. “I’ve gotten busted twice. First by Tatiana and now by Mom. What are the odds?”

Zara shook her head, a smile playing on her lips. “We must be cursed or something. It’s like the universe wants us to get caught.”

We both froze when we heard Valentina’s voice calling from downstairs, “Nathan? Zara? Can you come down, please?”

I exchanged a nervous glance with Zara, who looked as terrified as I felt. She nudged me with her elbow, gesturing toward the door.

“Say something,” she whispered.

I cleared my throat. “Be right there,” I called back, trying to sound casual.

“What do you want for dinner?” Valentina called.

Zara and I looked at each other again, neither of us expecting such a normal question after what had just happened.

She nudged me again, harder this time.

“Whatever’s fine,” I answered, my voice slightly steadier.

“I was thinking of Caesar salad,” Valentina replied. “That’s okay with you two?”

“Yeah, that sounds good,” I called back.

“It’s nice outside. Why don’t you both come down and sit on the patio while I prepare it?”

I hesitated before answering. “Sure, we’ll be right down.”

I turned to Zara. “She’s trying to make this less awkward.”

Zara chuckled. “Good luck with that.”

We made our way downstairs, both of us moving cautiously like we were walking into a trap. To my surprise, Valentina didn’t look angry. She was in the kitchen, washing lettuce in the sink, acting as if nothing unusual had happened.

“Zara, would you like to help me with the dressing?” she asked, her tone perfectly normal.

Zara shot me a bewildered look before answering timidly, “Sure.”

While they worked together in the kitchen, I set the table outside on the patio. I arranged the placemats, silverware, and napkins, taking longer than necessary just to postpone the inevitable confrontation. Through the glass doors, I could see Valentina and Zara working side by side, their conversation seemingly normal and not so awkward.

When dinner was finally ready, we sat around the table with our salads. The tension was there despite the beautiful evening and the delicious food.

“We’ll talk about what happened after dinner,” Valentina said calmly. “There’s no need to feel embarrassed about it.”

Zara tried to hide behind her water glass, her cheeks flaming red.

“Sure,” I said, feeling my own face burn with shame.

Valentina took a bite of her salad. “So, how was your day otherwise? Did your classes go well?”

The normalcy of the question threw me off balance, but I managed to tell her about my lecture and how my students were progressing. Zara chimed in about her own classes, her voice gradually becoming more natural as the conversation continued.

“So you’re tutoring Tatiana’s daughter now,” Valentina said, turning her attention back to me. “How did that go?”

I tried my hardest not to blush, knowing what had actually happened during that “tutoring” session. “It went fine. She’s catching on quickly, and Tatiana paid me well.”

Valentina nodded approvingly. “I’m glad you’re working so hard. It’s good to see you taking initiative.”

After dinner, Valentina disappeared into the kitchen and returned with bowls of ice cream. We ate in silence for a few minutes before she finally set her spoon down and looked at us both.

“So, how long has this been going on between you two?”

Zara immediately tensed up, shifting slightly to hide behind me. Her eyes were fixed on her melting ice cream.

“It’s okay,” Valentina said gently. “I’m not angry. I just want to understand.”

“I’m sorry,” Zara mumbled, still not looking up. “This is so embarrassing.”

I took a deep breath. “It’s been happening since I came back.”

Zara nodded, then added, “I started it. I gave him a blowjob after class one day.”

I rolled my eyes, wondering why she had to say that part. We didn’t have to tell her everything we’d done exactly.

Valentina’s expression remained neutral, though I could see her fighting not to frown. “You need to be more careful about public displays. Having sex where anyone could walk in is risky.”

“I tried to remind her about how I could get fired,” I said.

“Tatiana isn’t going to fire you unless there’s a public scandal,” Valentina assured me. “She likes you too much.”

I looked at her curiously. “What exactly has she told you about me?”

Valentina chuckled. “You’re old enough to pick up on the cues, Nathan. Tatiana has made it quite clear how she feels about you.”

“Told you,” Zara said with a wide grin. I rolled my eyes again.

Valentina turned serious again. “I’m not mad at either of you, but you do need to be more discreet. No more sex in common areas of the house or public places. And I noticed you weren’t using protection. You need condoms or birth control.”

We both nodded, accepting her reasonable conditions. “Sure, Mom,” Zara said.

“We’ll take that into consideration,” I told her.

“One more thing,” she said, looking at me intently. “I saw that Zara got another A. Have you been giving Zara better grades because of this relationship?”

I hesitated. “Yes, but she’s genuinely becoming more disciplined in class. Her work is improving.”

Valentina considered this for a moment, then nodded. “That’s fine, as long as she’s actually earning it.”

As we cleared the table, Valentina stopped us before we could head back upstairs. “Come here, both of you,” she said, opening her arms. “I want a hug before you go.”

Feeling awkward but relieved, we stepped into her embrace. She hugged us both tightly, and I felt a wave of gratitude wash over me. Despite everything, she still loved us. And the hug made one hell of a difference. It was a reminder she still cared about us, and she wasn’t embarrassed or shamed.

When we finally broke apart, Valentina smiled warmly. “Just remember what I said about being discreet and using protection.”

“We will,” I promised.

“Good,” she said. “Now, I have some work to finish. You two can go do whatever you want. Just keep it behind closed doors.”

As we headed upstairs, Zara turned to me with wide eyes. “Did that really just happen? Did Mom basically give us permission to keep having sex?”

I shook my head in disbelief. “I think she did. This day has been surreal.”

Back in my room, I sat on the edge of my bed, trying to process everything. First Tatiana walked in on me with Isabella and essentially encouraged it, now my own mother catching me with Zara and giving her blessing. What was happening to my life?

I didn’t think it was bad. I’d actually enjoyed it so far. Sure, there had been ups and downs, especially getting caught, but when I thought about it, it didn’t feel right to keep secrets from our mother, not when she was so dear to us. Life felt good at that moment, and I knew Valentina wanted us to feel the same.

As I let my head slump back, a DM lit up my phone. It was from Zara, her fingers spreading her pussy lips wide. I’m still thinking of you.

So am I, I typed back.

Her reply came quickly, I’m kinda glad we got caught … Now we don’t have to hide.

You’re right, I told her. We aren’t cursed. We’re blessed.

She sent a heart emoji. By the way, the twins want some fun tomorrow.

I’ll see, I wrote. I’ve got to tutor Isabella.

We can still fuck when you’re back, right?

Sure, I answered with a smiley. Good night.

Nighty night, she replied, attaching another photo, her tits filling the screen, an image meant to make my dreams sweet.







  Afterword



Thank you so much for reading College Girls 2! If you enjoyed it, please consider leaving a review. It’s the second-best way to support me as an author, right after purchasing my stories.




If you’d like to be notified when I publish a new story—and receive a free taboo story—you can sign up for my newsletter at tommysilver.com.




If you’d like to reach out, feel free to email me at author@tommysilver.com.




That’s all for now!
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