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  Chapter 1

  
  




It was Wednesday morning, the university was closed for midweek maintenance, and golden sunlight streamed into my bedroom. I stretched in bed, enjoying the peace. Zara had texted earlier that she was going shopping with the twins, which meant I had the place to myself. Well, almost. Valentina was home, and after the events of the past week, I was looking forward to spending some time with her. She’d just caught me and Zara having sex a couple of days ago, something I’d dreaded but that hadn’t turned out as awkwardly as I’d thought. She’d been understanding and told us it was no big deal. She was only worried that I gave Zara preferential treatment in class and better grades, which was partly true.

I put on my clothes and headed downstairs. Valentina was on the terrace, sipping on tea and looking at her phone. She was wearing a form-fitting blue dress with a modest V-neck and slits, her dark hair cascading over her shoulders. The morning light caught the subtle highlights in her hair, giving it a perfect glow.

She looked stunning as usual, and my eyes lingered a second too long on her mounds. Then they dipped lower to her hips. There was something incredibly mesmerizing about her curves, the kind that drew you in before you even noticed.

She put her phone down and smiled.

“Morning,” I said, taking a seat beside her.

She lowered her reading glasses. “Good morning, sweetheart. Did you sleep well?”

“Better than I have in weeks,” I said.

The breeze was pleasant, carrying the scent of the blooming jasmine that climbed the trellis at the edge of the terrace. “I’m glad,” she said. “Zara just left a second ago.”

“Where does she get money for shopping?” I asked.

“I gave her some, and she’s making a bit from social media marketing.”

“That’s right,” I said.

“She told me you’ve been helping her and the twins,” Valentina said proudly.

“A little,” I replied, scratching my neck. “But they put in the work when they want to. They’re not all about the beach.”

“That’s good to hear,” Valentina said, leaning back. “So, how’s the professor life treating you?” She crossed her legs. The movement drew my eyes to the smooth curve of her calf, and I quickly looked away, embarrassed by my instinctive response.

“It’s going really well,” I said. “The students are responding to my teaching style, and Tatiana seems pleased with my performance.”

Valentina nodded approvingly. “I always knew you’d be good at it. You have a natural way of explaining things that makes people want to listen.”

“Thanks,” I said, feeling a flush of pride at her compliment. “What about you? How’s work going?”

She sighed, leaning back in her chair. “Busy as always. I’ve taken on three new clients this month, all of whom have interesting cases. One woman is dealing with a husband who’s having an affair with his boss, not unlike some of the situations you’re navigating.”

I blushed. “Mom, that’s not—”

She laughed. “I’m just teasing you, Nathan. Though I must say, your life has become rather complicated lately.”

I couldn’t argue with that. Between Zara, the twins, Isabella, and now Tatiana’s apparent interest, my life had indeed taken some unexpected turns. And then it was the rest of the college students on top of it, like the icing on the cake.

“Speaking of complicated,” Valentina continued, her voice turning more serious, “how are things with Zara? How does it feel being with her in that way? I feel like we only briefly talked about it.”

I shifted in my seat, not quite prepared for such a direct question. She was right, though. We had briefly talked about it. “It’s good,” I said. “She’s happy, and it seems to have given her some stability. Her grades are improving too.”

Valentina studied me, a smile slowly widening. “Do you love her, Nathan?”

“Yeah, I do,” I admitted, surprising myself with how easily the words came.

Valentina’s smile widened even further, her eyes crinkling at the corners. “I think you two are cute together. The way you look at each other… it warms my heart.”

“Really?” I asked, genuinely surprised. “You’re not just saying that?”

She reached across the table and placed her hand over mine. “No, I’m not. If you two love each other, you should continue to be together. Just be smart about it.”

“Thanks, Mom,” I said, feeling a weight lift from my shoulders. “That means a lot.”

“I promise I won’t tell anyone,” she assured me, squeezing my hand. “This stays between us.”

I nodded gratefully, then asked the question that had been nagging at me. “Were you shocked? When you walked in on us, I mean.”

Valentina looked skyward, considering her answer. “A little,” she admitted. “Not entirely, though. I’d noticed the tension between you two for weeks. The way you’d get erect around her sometimes when you thought I wasn’t looking.” She smiled knowingly. “And Zara’s been so much flirtier with you since you came home.”

So he had spotted my erections. I felt my cheeks flush. “You noticed all that?”

“I’m a therapist. I notice everything.” She winked. “Just be careful, okay? I’m not mad about any of this, as long as it doesn’t interfere with her studies, and as long as you don’t cause a scandal.”

“Her work has improved a lot,” I said proudly. “She’s more focused now and disciplined.”

Valentina looked genuinely pleased. “That’s wonderful to hear. I think you’re the incentive.”

“How?”

“A young girl sometimes needs a man to stay disciplined,” she said with a wink. “You’ve been the missing piece of her life.”

“She doesn’t listen to you?” I asked.

“Not always,” Valentina said.

We sat in comfortable silence for a moment, the morning sun warming our skin. Then Valentina tilted her head, a curious expression crossing her face. “So… I’ve been wondering,” she began, her tone more hesitant than before. “What about the rest of your sex life? We’ve never really talked about this sort of thing, but I’m curious.”

I raised my eyebrows, surprised by her interest. She seemed almost vulnerable, like she was stepping outside her comfort zone to ask.

“What do you want to know?” I asked cautiously.

“Have you been with any of your other students?” she asked directly.

I hesitated, then decided honesty was the best policy. “A couple, yeah.”

“Anyone I know?”

I nodded slowly. “Lexi and Raven, the twins. We had a night together with Zara.”

Valentina’s eyes widened slightly. “Twins? My goodness. You’ve been busy.”

I chuckled nervously. “Yeah, it’s been… an eventful homecoming.”

“Wait … was this when you slept at the hotel?”

I nodded.

She rolled her eyes with a smile. “I should’ve figured when Zara said you slept in the same room together.”

“Yeah, she sometimes can’t keep her mouth shut.”

Chuckling, she regarded me thoughtfully. “So, how does it feel to be back in college life again? I imagine it’s quite different being on the other side of the desk.”

“I didn’t expect it to be this great,” I admitted, relaxing into the conversation. “I was pretty down after losing my job, but this has been rejuvenating. I owe a lot to Tatiana for taking a chance on me.”

Valentina’s expression brightened at the mention of Tatiana’s name. “You know, you should talk to Tatiana more often. Ask her questions, get to know her better. She’s been so considerate toward you.”

I frowned slightly, not entirely sure what she was getting at. “What do you mean?”

“Well,” Valentina said, looking back to the sky, “if she wants to talk to you, ask how she is. Perhaps ask if Isabella has a specific preference. Show interest. Middle-aged women love that. Most of the younger girls get all the attention from a man.”

I stared at her. I knew what she was getting at, but at the same time, I was confused by the suggestion. “Why would I ask about Isabella specifically?”

Valentina gave me a knowing smile. “Because I heard you’ve been intimate with her too.”

My face instantly flushed hot. “How did you—”

“Tatiana and I had lunch yesterday,” she said casually. “She mentioned walking in on you two.”

I groaned and buried my face in my hands. “God, this is embarrassing. You two truly talked about everything.”

Valentina chuckled. “Yeah, we’re women and best friends, if you haven’t noticed.”

I lifted my face again, hoping the blush would abate. “It wasn’t my idea, by the way, she was all over me.”

Valentina giggled and patted my thigh. “I think she isn’t the only one in her household who’s all over you. You weren’t accidentally caught.”

“What?”

“Some of us know when to look.”

My head snapped up. “Wait, what do you mean by that?”

She shrugged, a mischievous glint in her eye. “Let’s just say timing isn’t always accidental.”

I stared at her, trying to process what she was implying. Had Tatiana deliberately walked in on her daughter and me? And had Valentina done the same with Isabella and me?

“I should get ready for my day,” Valentina said, rising from her chair. She leaned down and kissed the top of my head. “Just think about what I said about Tatiana. She’s quite taken with you.”

“Sure,” I said.

As she walked back inside, the sway of her hips seemed almost deliberately emphasized. I remained on the terrace, the sunlight forgotten as I tried to make sense of our conversation. Why was Valentina encouraging me to get closer to Tatiana? And what did she mean about “knowing when to look”?

I needed to talk to Zara about this. She was better at reading between the lines with women than I was.








  
  
  Chapter 2

  
  




The following day, I dragged myself out of bed, took a quick shower, put on some clothes and headed down to the kitchen where Valentina was already busy at the stove, flipping pancakes.

“Morning,” I said, stifling a yawn.

“Good morning, sweetie,” Valentina replied with a glance over her shoulder. She looked amazing in a knee-length burgundy dress, her hair styled in loose waves. “Want some blueberry pancakes?”

“You didn’t have to go to all this trouble,” I said, genuinely touched every time she cooked for us.

She waved me off. “It’s no trouble. I wanted to do something nice for both of you.”

I heard Zara’s footsteps on the stairs before she walked down the stairs. My eyes widened when I saw her. She was wearing a new white crop top that stopped just below her breasts, showing off her flat stomach. Her mini jeans rode low on her hips, creating the perfect frame for her toned midriff. She wore her blonde hair loose, and she smiled upon seeing me.

“Morning, family,” she said, coming over to give me a hug.

“You look nice,” I said, as I pulled her a little closer so I could feel the swell of her breasts against my chest.

Zara grinned mischievously, breaking the hug. “You think so?” She glanced over her shoulder to check if Valentina was watching, then quickly lifted her crop top, making her cleavage deepen at me before dropping the fabric back in place, so her tits bounced. “What do you think of my new clothes?” she whispered.

“They look amazing,” I murmured, feeling a flush creep up my neck. I glanced nervously at Valentina, who was humming to herself as she poured more batter onto the griddle, seemingly oblivious to what had just happened, or just pretending.

As we ate, I couldn’t help but notice how put-together Valentina looked, like she was heading to an important meeting. The neckline of her dress dipped just low enough to reveal a hint of cleavage, and the fabric clung to her curves in a way that was both elegant and subtly sexy. She was also wearing a heavenly perfume, something musky and something that made me slightly aroused. I wasn’t sure if I was imagining things, but it seemed like I felt more and more attracted to her as days passed by.

We started talking about various topics. Zara talked about her shopping trip yesterday, and Valentina talked about her work.

After breakfast, Valentina gathered her things and came over to kiss us both goodbye. She pressed her lips to Zara’s forehead first, then turned to me. As she leaned in, her musky perfume enveloped me, that made my head swim slightly.

“Have a good day, both of you,” she said, her lips brushing my cheek, leaving a damp patch of her sweet skin behind. “And remember what we talked about, Nathan.”

I will,” I promised, watching as Valentina went out of the kitchen, her heels clicking on the hardwood floor.

When she was gone, I turned to Zara. “We should get going too. Don’t want to be late.”

“Sure thing,” she said.

Twenty minutes later, we were in my car, heading toward campus. The morning traffic crawled along, giving us plenty of time to talk. I kept glancing at Zara, admiring the way the sunlight highlighted her blonde hair.

“So,” I said, drumming my fingers on the steering wheel, “I had a really interesting conversation with Mom yesterday.”

“Oh yeah?” Zara said, turning down the radio. “About what?”

“About Tatiana. Mom suggested I should talk to her more, get to know her better. She specifically said I should ask about Isabella’s interests.”

Zara grinned. “Jeez, I wonder why. You do know they talk like, twenty-four seven?”

“I do. And Mom was kind enough to mention that Tatiana told her about walking in on me while I was fucking Isabella.”

Zara giggled, covering her mouth. “Surprise, surprise. So, what about Mom’s little chat? Was she being all cryptic again?”

“Not quite. It was almost like she was encouraging me to pursue something with Tatiana.”

“That’s because she is,” Zara said matter-of-factly. “Mom’s totally playing matchmaker. She wants to be good to Tatiana and let you know that Tatiana wants to spread her legs for you.”

I nearly missed our turn, distracted by Zara’s casual assessment. “You really think that’s what’s happening?”

“Duh,” Zara rolled her eyes. “Mom’s been friends with Tatiana forever. They talk about everything. She’s definitely trying to hook you two up.”

“Why, though?”

“Mom’s a good person, and Tatiana’s her friend,” Zara said with a shrug.

I thought about this as we stopped at a red light. “Speaking of Mom’s weird conversations, she asked me about my sex life yesterday. Like, in detail.”

“She did?” Zara didn’t sound surprised.

“Yeah. Has she ever asked you about that stuff?”

Zara laughed. “All the time. She’s always nagging me about condoms. ‘Did you use protection? Are you being safe? Do you need me to buy you more condoms?’ It’s like her favorite topic.”

I shook my head in disbelief. “Seriously? She’s never talked to me about that until yesterday.”

“That’s because you’re the golden boy,” Zara teased. “She probably assumed you were being responsible. With me, she never stops checking.”

“Huh.” I pulled into the university parking lot, finding a spot near the business building. “That’s weirdly considerate of her, I guess.”

“Mom’s cool like that,” Zara said with a shrug. “She just wants us to be safe and happy. Though I have to say, I didn’t expect her to be so chill about catching us together.”

I killed the engine and turned to face her. “Me neither. But I’m glad she was. It makes things a lot easier.”

Zara unbuckled her seatbelt and leaned over to kiss me, pressing her lips closer until I could taste her strawberry gloss. I told myself to keep it quick, to break the kiss before it went too far, but every time I felt her soft, warm lips, I couldn’t make myself stop. It just felt too damn good, especially when she slipped her tongue into my mouth, teasing and twirling against mine.

Without thinking, my hand moved to her chest. I squeezed her tits, making her giggle, before her hand slid down to my jeans. She had just started to undo the button when a sudden knock on the window made us both flinch.

It was Raven and Lexi, both dressed in matching outfits like Zara. But, damn, their breasts looked incredible.

Zara sighed and rolled the window down. “Wanna join the fun?” she asked playfully.

“We’d love to,” Raven said, resting a hand on her hip, her smile leaving no doubt she meant it.

“But you’re not in the most discreet spot,” Lexi added with a smirk.

“They’re right,” I told Zara. I was disappointed, but there wasn’t much I could do about it now.

We talked with the twins for a bit, trying to keep the sexual tension under control and make it seem like Zara and I weren’t together. Still, they were clearly in the mood for more, reminiscing about our night at the hotel and when we snuck out to the VIP area and got caught the following morning.

We parted ways at the entrance, and I headed to my first lecture of the day. The classes flew by, my mind occasionally drifting to the strange conversation with Valentina about Tatiana, and also Zara’s kiss. By the time my final class ended, I was mentally exhausted but satisfied with how the day had gone.

As I was gathering my materials, my phone buzzed with a text message. It was from Tatiana.

Nathan, could you stop by my office before you leave campus? There’s something I’d like to discuss with you.

I texted back that I’d be there in fifteen minutes, then quickly packed up my things. On the way to her office, I found myself checking my reflection in the glass doors, smoothing down my hair and straightening my tie.

When I arrived at her office door, I knocked lightly.

“Come in,” Tatiana called from inside.

I pushed open the door and froze. Tatiana was standing by her bookshelf, wearing a tight pencil skirt that hugged her curves and a silky blouse with just enough buttons undone to show a jaw-dropping glimpse of cleavage. Her auburn hair fell in loose waves around her shoulders, and she’d touched up her makeup since I’d last seen her.

“Nathan,” she said, crossing the room in a few quick strides. Before I could react, she enveloped me in a tight hug, pressing her body against mine. The scent of her perfume wrapped around me, rich and sweet, the kind that lingered in my head long after she pulled away. For a moment, I thought it was the same one my mother wore, but this was different, deeper, heavier, something that made my pulse quicken. Her body pressed close, her breasts soft against my chest, and the heat of her breath traced down my neck until it felt like my whole body was leaning into her touch.

“It’s so good to see you,” she said, finally letting go and meeting my eyes. Her full lips were painted a deep red, and a soft blush colored her cheeks, highlighting the delicate shape of her face. It wasn’t too much makeup, just enough to make her look effortlessly sexy, like she always did.

“It’s nice to see you too,” I said, relieved she had let go before she noticed the hard-on pressing against my jeans.

She gently touched my arm. “My sweetheart can’t stop talking about how much you’ve helped her. She’s actually excited about studying now, which is a first.”

“That’s great to hear,” I said, feeling a flush of pride. “I’m really enjoying working with her.”

“I’m glad … but this little meeting isn’t about Isabella.” Tatiana gestured for me to sit on the small sofa against the wall rather than in the chair across from her desk. “Please, make yourself comfortable. Can I get you anything? Water? Coffee?”

“I’m fine, thanks,” I replied, settling onto the sofa. Tatiana closed the door and joined me, sitting close enough that I could feel the warmth radiating from her.

“First of all, I wanted to thank you personally for the difference you’re making with Isabella,” she said, her hand briefly touching my knee. “The extra tutoring work is really paying off.”

“I’m grateful for the opportunity,” I told her sincerely. “The extra income has been a huge help.”

Tatiana smiled, her eyes lingering on mine. “Actually, that’s part of why I wanted to talk to you today. I have another opportunity that might interest you.”

“Really?”

Nodding, she took a deep breath and leaned closer. “I’m heading up a new research initiative in the Behavioral Studies department. We’re exploring the connection between intimacy and stress in academic settings.”

“Sounds interesting,” I said, genuinely curious. “What kind of research?”

Tatiana’s eyes lit up. “We’re examining how different types of relationships, professional, personal, and everything in between, affect stress levels and academic performance. It’s quite groundbreaking, actually.”

“I’m all ears.”

She shifted on the sofa, her knee brushing against mine. “The thing is, we’ve developed a survey for students, but before we submit it to the ethics committee, I need someone the students trust to review the questions. Someone who understands their perspective but also has the professional insight to spot potential issues.”

“And you thought of me?” I asked, feeling flattered.

“You’re perfect for this,” she said. “You connect with the students in a way most faculty can’t. They open up to you. Plus, you have a unique perspective, having recently been a student yourself.”

As she explained more details about the study, I noticed the temperature in the room seemed to be rising. I loosened my tie slightly, wondering if it was the heating system or just my reaction to her proximity.

“The findings could revolutionize how we approach student-teacher dynamics,” she continued. “We might discover that some of our traditional boundaries actually hinder learning rather than protect it.”

She moved even closer, reaching for her iPad. Our shoulders touched as she swiped through screens. “Let me show you some of the questions we’ve drafted.”

The first few were innocuous enough, basic demographic information, stress assessments, study habits. Then the questions took a more personal turn.

“Have you ever been attracted to a teacher or tutor?” Tatiana read aloud, her voice dropping slightly.

I swallowed hard, trying to maintain my composure. “Yes,” I admitted.

Trying to suppress her grin, she scrolled to the next question. “Do you believe certain relationships are acceptable if both parties are consenting adults, regardless of their roles?”

My heart rate quickened. These weren’t just random survey questions. They were far too specific, too targeted.

“Some of these sound like they were written for me,” I said cautiously, meeting her gaze.

Tatiana’s expression remained perfectly neutral, impossible to read. Her eyes locked with mine, unwavering.

“Maybe you’re the perfect test subject,” she said. She swiped to the next question and read it aloud, her voice taking on a silkier tone. “Do sexual fantasies motivate you to study harder or perform better academically?”

I felt my cheeks flush hot. This was getting personal, but something about her gaze made me want to answer honestly.

“Yes,” I admitted, clearing my throat. “In the past, they have.”

Tatiana’s eyes lit up. “Really? How fascinating.” She leaned closer, the way her thigh touched me making it hard to concentrate. “Care to elaborate?”

Before I could answer, a notification flashed across her tablet screen. Conference and fun. Remember to book Airbnb in Malibu.

She quickly tapped it away, but not before I caught a glimpse of the details.

“Sorry,” she said, smoothing her skirt. “I got a conference soon. They’ve got me juggling schedules.”

“No worries,” I said.

She returned to the survey questions, discussing the methodology and ethical considerations, but I was only half-listening. While she was explaining a particular question, she switched tabs to reference something, and I noticed her browser was still open to Airbnb luxurious rentals in Malibu. The properties she’d been browsing were high-end beachfront villas in the same area mentioned in the notification. The detail lodged in my mind, but I kept my expression neutral, not mentioning it.

“So,” Tatiana said, setting the tablet down on her lap, “would you be willing to thoroughly review all these questions? I’d really value your input.” She touched my arm lightly. “And if you have any ideas for additional questions, I’d love to hear them.”

“I’d be happy to help,” I agreed.

“And before you edit it, would you mind taking it yourself? Just to see how it feels from the respondent’s side.”

“Sure,” I said. “You want honest answers?”

“Always,” she replied with a smile. “I’ll give you a bonus, don’t worry.”

“I appreciate that,” I said, remembering Valentina’s advice about showing interest. “Are you busy now?”

“Nope … what’s on your mind?” she asked, crossing her legs and showing off her thighs as the slits in the dress fell aside.

“How do you wind down after working so hard? You’re always so put together, but everyone needs to relax sometimes.”

The question seemed to catch her off guard. She blinked rapidly before smiling. “That’s… thoughtful of you to ask.”

“I’m genuinely curious,” I said, leaning slightly closer.

“Well, I enjoy a good glass of wine, sometimes a bubble bath…” She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “Nothing too exciting.”

I decided to push a little further. “Can I ask you something personal? Why is someone as good-looking as you single?”

Tatiana’s composure cracked momentarily. Her cheeks flushed, and she looked down at her hands. “That’s… well, that’s quite direct.”

“I’m sorry if it’s too personal,” I backtracked.

“No, it’s fine,” she said, looking up with newfound vulnerability in her eyes. “The truth is, men are intimidated by women in powerful positions, no matter how sexy we try to be.”

I noticed the slight emphasis on “try,” and realized with a pang that beneath her confidence, she was insecure about her appeal. Here was this beautiful, successful woman who seemed to be struggling with the very human fear of not being desired.

“I don’t find you intimidating,” I said. “I find you attractive.”

Her eyes met mine, and I saw gratitude and relief flicker in her eyes. She moved closer on the sofa, her hand landing on my thigh. She tried to make the gesture seem casual, but there was a slight awkwardness to it, like she was following a script she’d rehearsed but wasn’t quite comfortable with.

“You know,” she said, her fingers tracing small circles on my leg, “sometimes I look at Isabella and her friends, and I just… I miss that time in my life.”

Her caress was tentative and hesitant. “Being young?” I guessed.

She nodded. “The freedom they have,” she continued, her voice dropping to a whisper. “The way everything feels so intense at that age.”

I nodded, not wanting to interrupt her. Her hand moved slightly higher on my thigh, and suddenly, I felt the heat rising, pooling at my groin.

“Can I tell you something?” she asked, her cheeks flushing slightly. “That day I walked in on you and Isabella… it wasn’t an accident.”

I looked at her, seeing a slight blush. “What?”

She looked down, suddenly unable to meet my eyes. “I heard her before going inside. You were being quite loud.” The blush deepened across her cheeks. “I knew what was happening, and I … I wanted to see … how sex feels again. How it is to be desired by another man.”

“I understand,” I said. I didn’t feel awkward. It just made it feel more arousing that she admitted that, especially after Valentina had hinted at the same thing.

“Do you think that was inappropriate of me?” she asked, finally looking up. There was vulnerability in her question, a need for reassurance.

I considered my answer carefully. “Not really. Isabella didn’t seem to mind, and she’s an adult.”

Tatiana sighed, relief washing over her features. “I really miss being young like her,” she admitted. “Everything was simpler then and way more exciting.”

“I know what you mean,” I said. “Sometimes I feel like I’m already too old for my age.”

“You?” she laughed. “You’re still so young.”

“Maybe,” I said with a shrug. “But I’ve already had one career crash and burn. If it weren’t for you giving me this second chance, I don’t know where I’d be right now.”

She leaned closer. “I saw potential in you, Nathan. I still do.”

Our faces were inches apart now. I could feel her breath on my lips, see the flecks of gold in her eyes. She began to close the distance between us, her lips parting slightly.

Just as I thought she was about to kiss me, her phone rang loudly, shattering the romantic moment. She pulled back with a frustrated sigh and checked the screen.

“It’s my darling,” she said apologetically. “I wonder what she’s done now.”

“No problem,” I said, masking my disappointment. The moment had passed, leaving an awkward tension between us.

Tatiana answered the call, her seductive demeanor replaced with a loving mother. “Hi sweetie, what’s going on?” She paused, listening. “Again? I told you to stop speeding in school zones.” Another pause. “Fine, I’ll be right there.”

She hung up and gave me an apologetic smile. “I’m sorry, but I need to cut this short. Isabella got her license suspended for speeding, and now she needs a ride to cheerleading practice.”

“That’s okay,” I said, standing up. “We can continue this conversation another time.”

Tatiana rose as well, smoothing her skirt. “I’d like that,” she said. “And about what I said earlier…”

“It stays between us,” I assured her.

Tatiana nodded, her smile warm. “Thank you, Nathan. I appreciate your discretion.” She gathered her belongings. “Don’t forget to look over those survey questions. We’ll discuss your thoughts next time.”

I left her office with my mind racing, torn between professional interest in her research and a growing suspicion that there was more to this survey than academic curiosity. The hallways were mostly empty as I made my way to my car, checking my phone for any messages from Zara.

Just as I reached the parking lot, my phone buzzed with a new notification. It was from my little sister.

I opened the message and nearly dropped my phone. It was a bathroom selfie of Zara with Lexi and Raven, all three topless, their breasts on full display. Isabella was in the middle, her arm stretched out to take the picture, her other arm around Lexi’s waist. Raven was pressed against Zara’s other side, her head tilted back in laughter.

Then I read her message. I’m waiting for you at home. Let’s finish what these two interrupted earlier. <3
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I turned the key in the lock and stepped into the house, my mind still swimming with thoughts of Tatiana, the survey, and that incredibly hot selfie Zara had sent. The house was quiet except for the sound of music coming from the living room. I followed it and found Zara lounging on the couch, still wearing the same crop top and low-rise jeans from this morning. She looked up from her phone and smiled.

“Hey there, handsome,” she said, sitting up. “You’re home late.”

I dropped my bag by the door and shrugged off my jacket. “Had a meeting with Tatiana.”

“So,” Zara said, patting the space beside her, “do you hate the twins for interrupting us this morning? They told me you looked pretty frustrated … They wanted to make up for it with a topless photo.”

I chuckled as I sat down next to her. “They have terrible timing, but no, I don’t hate them. Besides, we couldn’t exactly have a quickie in the car on campus. That would’ve been career suicide.”

“I guess you’re right,” she said, leaning against my shoulder. Her eyes drifted down to my lap, and she raised an eyebrow. “Someone’s a little excited. Who caused that? The photo? Or was it me?”

I followed her gaze and realized I was sporting a noticeable bulge. “Actually, it was Tatiana. You won’t believe what happened in her office.”

Zara’s eyes widened with interest. “Spill. Every. Detail.”

I told her about the survey Tatiana had shown me, describing some of the more suggestive questions and Tatiana’s erotic behavior.

“She wants me to review this survey about intimacy and stress in academic settings,” I explained, pulling out my phone to show her the PDF Tatiana had emailed me. “Look at some of these questions.”

Zara scrolled through, her eyebrows rising higher with each swipe. “‘Have you ever fantasized about a teacher while masturbating?’ Wow, subtle.”

“Right? And there’s more. ‘Would you perform better academically if physical intimacy with faculty were permitted?’ It’s wild.”

Zara handed the phone back. “Is this actually legit research, or is it just her way of flirting with you?”

“That’s the thing. It looks legitimate. There’s proper methodology, ethical considerations, all of it. But the way she was acting…” I trailed off, remembering how Tatiana had touched my thigh.

“What do you mean?” Zara said, her eyes widening.

“She sat really close to me, touched my leg, and basically admitted she deliberately walked in on me and Isabella that day.”

Zara giggled. “Oh my god, that’s hilarious! She’s totally into you.”

“You think so?”

“Nathan, she’s practically throwing herself at you,” Zara said, rolling her eyes. “It’s kind of cute that she thought of you for this ‘research’. I bet she’s just dying for you to look over her little survey,” Zara teased, a mischievous glint in her eyes. “Isn’t it funny she thought of you specifically? The hot young professor who’s already sleeping with students…”

I laughed, shifting closer to her on the couch. “Yeah, it’s almost like she knows exactly what she’s doing.”

“Of course she does,” Zara said, trailing her fingers up my arm. “Just like I know exactly what I’m doing right now.”

My cock twitched in my pants as she leaned forward, her crop top riding up to reveal more of her smooth stomach. The house was quiet, and the tension between us had been building since she kissed me in the car. I couldn’t take it anymore.

“I’ve been fantasizing about you all day,” I admitted, my voice dropping lower. “Ever since that kiss in the car.”

“Oh yeah?” Zara whispered, her lips curving into a smile. “What were you thinking about doing to me?”

I reached out and pulled her onto my lap, my hands gripping her hips. “I was thinking about fucking you right here on this couch.”

Zara ground her ass against my hardening cock. “What’s stopping you?”

That was all the invitation I needed. I pressed my lips against hers, kissing her deeply as my hands slid under her crop top. She moaned into my mouth when I cupped her breasts, feeling her nipples harden against my palms.

“You’re so fucking hot,” I said, breaking the kiss to pull her top over her head.

“And you’re so fucking hard,” she replied, grinding against me more insistently. “I can feel it through your pants.”

I flipped our positions, laying her down on the couch and hovering over her. She looked up at me with hunger in her eyes, her blonde hair spread out beneath her.

“I want to lick you,” I said, my fingers working the button of her jeans. “I’ve been thinking about how sweet your pussy is all day.”

Zara lifted her hips to help me pull down her jeans. “My kitty is all yours.”

I dragged her mini jeans down her legs, tossing them aside before returning my attention to her panties. They were already damp, and I could smell her arousal. I hooked my fingers in the waistband and slowly pulled them down, revealing her smooth, pink pussy inch by inch.

“God, you’re beautiful,” I murmured, rubbing her freshly shaved mound. She smelled like strawberries, and I parted her damp lips so I could see her pink interior a bit better. I leaned forward and pressed my tongue right against her sex. The first swipe of my tongue made her gasp. I licked from her bottom to her clit, savoring her taste as she writhed beneath me. Her hands found my hair, gripping tightly as I circled her clit with my tongue. She pulled my head closer against her.

“Fuck, Nathan,” she said with her eyes closed. “That feels so good.”

I slipped a finger inside her while continuing to kiss her clit, adding a second finger as she grew wetter. Her thighs trembled on either side of my head, and I could tell she was enjoying the oral sex. “Nathan … I want some too.”

I pulled back, my lips glistening with her juices. “Sixty-nine?”

“God, yes,” she said, her eyes swimming with lust and love.

I quickly stripped off my clothes while Zara repositioned herself on the couch. I lay on my back, and she straddled my face, her pussy hovering just above my mouth while she bent forward to take my cock in her hands.

The moment my cock penetrated her warm, wet mouth, I groaned against her pussy. She took me deep, her tongue swirling around the head as I resumed licking her slit. She was so sweet, tangy, and forbidden, and I buried my face deeper, drinking her in and licking every drop of her honey.

We found a rhythm, her bobbing up and down on my cock while I thrust my tongue inside her, then flattened it against her clit. Her moans vibrated around my shaft, making me harder than I thought possible.

“Fuck, Zara,” I said as she took me to the back of her throat, gagging and coughing spit all over my shaft. “Your mouth feels amazing.”

She pulled her head back and spat right at my cock, only to gobble up the shaft. The sensation sent shockwaves of pleasure through me. Spreading her thighs with my hands, I kept licking her till she leaked juices like a ripe fruit.

When her thighs began to shake uncontrollably, I knew she was on the edge. I curled my fingers to hit her sensitive spot, and she came with a muffled cry, her pussy clenching around my fingers as she continued to suck me.

She came off my cock with a pop, leaning her weight against me so I got a mouthful of her pussy. “Oh gosh, that orgasm felt amazing,” she said. “I need another … Nathan?”

I had to lift her ass from my face. “A bit hard to speak with your pussy against my mouth.”

She giggled and swung her leg off my face. She touched my lips. “I covered you in my honey.” She sucked on her finger. “Not bad.”

“Come on, lie down, so I can fuck you.”

She obeyed like a good girl. In one swift motion, I flipped her onto her back, settling between her thighs.

“I want to see your face when I fuck you,” I told her, guiding the head of my cock to her thoroughly-licked vagina.

“Yes,” she whispered, wrapping her legs around my waist. “I want to see yours too.”

I rubbed my cock along her walls, spreading her honey along with her saliva till the shaft was dripping wet. Then I pushed inside her and it slid in like a bar of soap, both of us groaning at the mutual pleasure. She was so wet, so tight around me, and without a condom, the feeling was incredible. Every ridge, every velvety inch of her pussy gripped me perfectly.

“Hmm, you feel so good,” I said, setting a steady pace as I pulled back only to slide back inside her. “So fucking tight and wet.”

Zara arched beneath me, her nails digging into my back. “And you’re bone-hard,” she said with a giggle. “Jeez, you’re erect.”

Chuckling at her words, I braced myself above her, watching her face contort with pleasure as I drove into her harder and more rapidly. Sweat beaded on my forehead, dripping down onto her chest where it mingled with her own perspiration. Her teardrops bounced with each thrust, glistening under a thin sheen of sweat that made them look even more enticing. The way her nipples hardened into tight, pink peaks had me mesmerized.

“Oh god, Nathan,” she moaned, her cheeks flushed a deep pink. Her eyes, half-lidded with pleasure, locked onto mine with an intensity that made my cock throb inside her. “Don’t stop … Please don’t stop.”

I changed hand positions, moving her legs higher and keeping my arms beside them, opening up her pussy even more as I kept her pinned there. The old couch beneath us creaked while we fucked, the sound mixing with our heavy breathing and wet slapping of skin against skin.

“You’re so beautiful,” I said, watching her pink-flushed face as another wave of pleasure washed over her.

Her pussy clenched around me, growing tighter and wetter with each thrust. The feeling of her rawness around me, with no barrier between us, was overwhelming. Her inner walls pulsed and gripped me like they were trying to milk every drop from me.

Her teeth sank into her bottom lip as she maintained eye contact. “I’m gonna come,” I said, feeling the familiar tightening in my balls.

“About time,” she said, wrapping her legs tighter around my waist. “I need your load more than anything.”

“I’ll give it to you then,” I said. With a final deep thrust, I pushed all the way inside so her moist lips were pressed against my groin. I exploded inside her, filling her with jet after jet of hot cum. My eyes rolled to the back of my skull because of the intensity, and she moaned loudly as she felt me filling her with fresh cum, her own orgasm washing over her as her pussy clamped down around me, drawing out every last drop. My cock kept twitching inside her, and it felt as if I’d momentarily entered heaven, together with her.

Then I opened my eyes, and I collapsed on top of her, both of us breathing heavily and sharing our body heat. After a moment, I slowly pulled out, my cock super sensitive. I couldn’t see a drop left on the slit, but my entire shaft was drenched in her arousal. She closed her legs before she would spill the cum all over the couch, and I rolled to the side, pulling her against my chest as we lay there recovering. Her skin was hot and slick against mine, and I could feel her warm breath against my neck.

“That was some good sex,” she murmured, pressing a kiss to my chest.

“Definitely worth the wait,” I agreed, stroking her hair.

We lay in silence for a few minutes, enjoying the afterglow. Eventually, Zara propped herself up on one elbow, looking down at me with a mischievous smile.

“You know,” she said, tracing patterns on my chest with her finger, “we should sleep in the same bedroom tonight.”

I raised an eyebrow. “What about Mom? Are we going to wake her up in the middle of the night?”

“She has to drive out to a client for a session tonight,” Zara explained. “I heard her on the phone earlier, she won’t be back for hours.”

“Are you sure?”

Zara nodded. “I was snooping through her phone yesterday. I’m a hundred percent sure.”

“Really?” I asked, suddenly interested. “Where’s she going?”

“I saw her browsing Airbnbs while I was walking past her room,” Zara said with a shrug. “She was looking at this gorgeous beachfront villa in Malibu. Like, super expensive. Way nicer than anywhere she normally goes.”

“Where in Malibu exactly?” I asked, suddenly remembering that it was where Tatiana was heading.

Zara named a specific beach area, and my stomach dropped. “Wait, did she tell you with whom she’d have a therapy session?”

“Nope … why?”

“That’s strange. Tatiana said she’s going to that same location for a behavioral conference.”

Zara frowned. “Weird coincidence.”

“It’s probably no big deal,” I said.

“Probably … Who cares anyway, as long as we can have loud sex in peace, I consider it a success.”

I chuckled. “You’ll make us dinner by the way.”

She blew me a raspberry. “Pussy, how does that sound?”

“I’ll take it … now,” I said as she happily spread her legs for me.
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The next morning, I woke to the sensation of Zara’s warm lips on my neck, trailing kisses up to my ear. Her hand slid beneath the sheets, wrapping around my morning erection.

It was a perfect way to wake up, especially after we’d fucked four times yesterday. It didn’t take me long to flip her over, pinning her beneath me as I thrust deeper. The headboard thumped against the wall as we moved together, our bodies slick with sweat.

And it didn’t take me long to come hard, flooding her with my seed. She moaned as her own orgasm washed over her, her pussy squeezing every last drop from me.

We lay there for a moment, catching our breath, until I glanced at the clock and cursed.

“Shit, we’re going to be late.”

We rushed through our morning routine, barely having time for a quick breakfast that Zara prepared while I showered. Valentina wasn’t home. We’d talked on the phone last night, and she sounded happier than usual. We didn’t think much of this since Zara wanted sex again.

“Come on,” I said, grabbing my keys. “We need to go.”

The drive to campus was rushed, with Zara constantly checking the time on her phone, and as we pulled into the campus parking lot, Zara turned to me. “Can you drive me home after classes? Or do you have plans?”

“I’m free,” I said, finding a spot near the building. “My last class ends at 3:30.”

“Perfect,” Zara smiled, gathering her things. “Unless Tatiana has other plans for you in her office.” She winked suggestively.

I rolled my eyes. “She’s away at that conference, remember? The one in Malibu.”

“Oh, right,” Zara said, her expression shifting as she made the connection. “The same place Mom’s going … I completely forgot about that.”

“You were too horny last night,” I reminded her.

“As if you don’t think of sex all day long.”

We parted ways with a quick kiss, and I headed to my first lecture of the day. The hours dragged by, my mind constantly drifting back to the strange parallel between Valentina’s and Tatiana’s travel plans. By the time my final class ended, I was mentally exhausted.

I was packing up my materials when Sofia approached my desk, her hips swaying deliberately in a tight pencil skirt and a top with a V-neck. I had noticed she usually waited till everyone was out, but there were always some other girls lingering and asking me questions. Now she had me all by myself, which didn’t happen often.

“Professor Hale,” she said, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. “Do you have a minute?”

“Of course,” I replied, glancing at my watch. I had about twenty minutes before I needed to meet Zara. “What can I help you with?”

She bit her lip, looking slightly embarrassed. “I’ve been having this pain…” Her hand moved to her upper thigh. “It’s been bothering me during class. I think I pulled a muscle during yoga.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Have you seen the campus health center?”

“I was hoping you might help,” she said, perching on the edge of my desk. “I heard you used to be a trainer in college?”

I had mentioned that once, weeks ago. The fact that she remembered made me slightly suspicious, but I nodded. “I did some athletic training, yes.”

“Would you mind?” She gestured to her leg. “It’s right here, and it’s been so uncomfortable.”

Against my better judgment, I sighed and said, “Fine, show me where it hurts.”

Sofia smiled and pointed to a spot midway up her thigh. “It’s this area. Whenever I stretch, it just seizes up.”

I knelt down beside her, keeping a professional distance. “This is a common area for strains. Try to relax the muscles.” I pressed my fingers gently against her thigh, feeling for any knots or tension.

“That feels good,” she murmured, leaning back slightly. “You have magic hands, Professor Hale.”

I tried to ignore the suggestive tone in her voice. “Have you been icing it?”

“No,” she said, watching me intently. “What else should I be doing?”

As I continued the therapeutic massage, Sofia began asking increasingly personal questions.

“Do you have a girlfriend?”

I mulled it over for a second. I did … more than one. “It’s complicated,” I said.

She rolled her eyes. “I hate that answer … Is she or they students?”

I gave her a look, and she grinned. “They could be.”

“Just wondering … a little higher,” Sofia suggested, her voice dropping to a whisper. “The pain is more internal.”

I hesitated, my fingers hovering just below the hem of her skirt. This was crossing a line, and I knew it. But the way she looked at me, her eyes dark with desire, made my resolve waver. This wasn’t the first time, and probably wouldn’t be the last. I knew I had time.

“Sofia, I don’t think—”

“Please, Professor Hale,” she murmured, spreading her legs slightly and releasing the scent of her arousal. “It really hurts right there.”

I moved my hand higher, feeling the warmth of her inner thigh through the thin fabric of her skirt. She let out a sigh, her eyes fluttering closed.

A sharp knock on the classroom door made us both jump. I quickly stood up, putting an appropriate distance between us as Sofia smoothed her skirt down, a flash of irritation crossing her face.

“Nathan? Are you in there?” Isabella’s voice called from the other side.

“Just a second,” I replied, gesturing for Sofia to stand up. I cleared my throat and opened the door.

Isabella stood in the doorway, her auburn hair pulled into a high ponytail, wearing her cheerleading uniform. Her eyes narrowed when she spotted Sofia behind me.

“Am I interrupting something?” she asked.

“Not at all,” I said quickly. “Sofia was just asking about a muscle strain.”

Sofia gathered her things, shooting Isabella a cold glare. “Thanks for your help, Professor. I’ll try what you suggested.”

As she walked past Isabella, their shoulders nearly brushed, and the tension between them was palpable. Sofia’s eyes were frosty, while Isabella’s held a territorial warning that surprised me with its intensity.

Once Sofia had disappeared down the hallway, Isabella stepped inside and closed the door behind her. “You know she’s trying to sleep with you, right?” she said bluntly.

I rolled my eyes. “It was just a massage for a pulled muscle.”

“Sure it was,” Isabella rolled her eyes. “Your hands were practically up her skirt.”

“Are you trying to pretend my hands haven’t been up your skirt?”

“No,” she said with a giggle.

“Alright. Do you need something?” I asked, changing the subject. “I’m supposed to meet Zara soon.”

Isabella’s demeanor shifted, her expression becoming serious. “Actually, yes. I need to talk to you about something important.”

“What is it?” I asked, fearing the worst. Had I knocked her up?

She looked at me and patted her belly. She took a deep breath. “I think …”

“Are you pregnant?”

She burst out laughing. “No!”

I sighed in relief. “What is it then?”

She drew in another deep breath. “I think my mom is having sex with your mom.”

I sure as hell didn’t expect that. “What? That’s … what makes you think that?”

“Look,” Isabella said, lowering her voice, “I need to show you both what I found. Can you and Zara come over to my place today? I’ll explain everything there.”

“Both of us?” I asked, raising an eyebrow. “Is this some kind of threesome setup?”

Isabella’s face flushed. “No! Well… I mean, I wouldn’t be opposed to it, but this is serious.” She stepped closer, placing her hand on my arm. “I really need your help figuring this out. Plus, I could use some more tutoring for that marketing project. Two birds, one stone?”

I hesitated, checking the time. “Let me ask my sister first.”

“She’s waiting by your car, right?” Isabella asked. “Let’s go talk to her together.”

We walked across the parking lot to where Zara was leaning against my car, scrolling through her phone. She looked up as we approached, a curious smile spreading across her face when she spotted Isabella beside me.

“Well, hello there,” she said, her eyes darting between us. “Why do you two look so secretive?”

Isabella didn’t waste time with pleasantries. “I think my mom is having sex with your mom.”

Zara’s eyes widened before she burst into giggles. “Are you serious?”

“Dead serious,” Isabella insisted, her expression remaining grave as if it were a crime. “I found evidence, but I can’t explain everything here. Can you both come to my place? I’ll show you what I found.”

Zara looked at me, her eyebrows raised in a silent question. I shrugged, equally intrigued by Isabella’s claim.

“I’m not against it,” Zara said finally. “This I’ve got to see.”

“Great,” Isabella said, visibly relieved. “My mom’s at that ‘conference’ in Malibu, so we’ll have the place to ourselves.”

The drive to Isabella’s house was filled with speculative chatter between the girls, with Zara suggesting increasingly outlandish scenarios that had Isabella alternating between laughter and frustration.

As we pulled into her driveway, Isabella said, “It’s weird. They’re supposed to be just friends.”

“Oh, come on,” Zara said, nudging her playfully as we got out of the car. “Our mothers have been single for so long.”

“I know,” Isabella said. “But why would they keep this a secret?”

“Who knows,” I said.

We arrived at Isabella’s and Tatiana’s home. She led us through the foyer into the living room, gesturing for us to sit on the large sectional sofa while she disappeared into the kitchen.

“Make yourselves comfortable,” she called over her shoulder. “I’ll grab us some cheesecake.”

Zara flopped onto the couch, stretching her legs out and patting the spot next to her. I sat down, feeling the soft leather cushions give beneath my weight.

“Nice place,” Zara commented, looking around appreciatively. “Very… Tatiana.”

Isabella returned carrying a tray with a cheesecake and three plates. “My mom and I made this together yesterday before she left. It’s really good.”

She set the tray on the coffee table and cut three generous slices, handing them to us before settling into an armchair across from the sofa.

Zara took a bite and moaned dramatically. “Oh my god, this is amazing.” She looked around the room, then fixed her eyes on me with a mischievous grin. “So… is this the couch you and Isabella fucked on?”

I nearly spat out my cheesecake. “You sure know how to start a conversation.”

Isabella just laughed, seemingly unfazed by the question.

“Well?” Zara pressed, clearly enjoying my discomfort.

I cleared my throat, feeling heat rise to my face. “Yes, it is,” I admitted.

“Thought so,” Zara said smugly, taking another bite of cheesecake. “It looks comfy enough … I can imagine Tatiana walking in on you two.”

“Trust me, it was embarrassing,” Isabella said. “Can you imagine your mom walking in on you in the middle of a creampie?”

“Well, duh, it happened to us too,” Zara revealed.

I rolled my eyes.

“Really?” Isabella asked, looking at me as if she didn’t believe my sister, which I didn’t blame her for.

“It did actually happen.”

They went on chatting about it, and my eyes bounced from Isabella to Zara as they kept giggling about it and talking about it like a fishing story.

We finished our dessert while chatting about classes and campus gossip. Isabella told us about Sofia’s latest attempts to seduce me, which had Zara laughing. I started growing suspicious that this was all a ruse from Isabella to pull us into a threesome.

Once we’d set our plates aside, Isabella’s expression grew more serious. “Okay, so about why I asked you here…”

“Right,” Zara said, sitting up straighter. “The hot mom-on-mom action you’re suggesting.”

“Follow me,” Isabella said. “I need to show you something.”

She led us upstairs to her mother’s bedroom. It was elegant and feminine, with pots of flowers on the windowsill, a fluffy, purple carpet, heart-shaped mirrors, a pink divan with matching curtains, and a king-sized bed with a purple coverlet and pillows.

I drew in a deep breath, and it smelled like heaven. “Damn, your mom sure keeps her room clean.”

“All women do,” Zara said with an eyeroll.

“Right, I forgot, you’re still a girl.”

“Hey!” she swatted my shoulder. And I blew her a raspberry.

“Sometimes, I wish I had a sibling,” Isabella said with a smile. She headed straight for the walk-in closet and beckoned us to follow.

“So my mom’s been super horny lately,” she explained, pushing aside some hanging clothes. “Like, more than usual.” She knelt down and pulled out a large storage box from beneath a shelf of shoes. She lifted the lid to reveal a collection of sex toys that would put most adult stores to shame.

“Holy fuck,” Zara whispered, kneeling down for a closer look.

There were dildos of various sizes and colors, a string of anal beads, several butt plugs, and what appeared to be at least two strap-on harnesses. A collection of vibrators took up one corner of the box, while neatly folded lingerie occupied another. I spotted lace bodysuits, crotchless panties, and what looked like leather restraints underneath it all.

My eyes widened at the sexual treasure trove, and I felt an immediate stirring in my pants. The thought of Tatiana using these items, possibly with my mother, sent blood rushing to my groin.

“Nathan’s getting excited,” Zara teased me, noticing my reaction as if it were second nature. She nudged me with her elbow. “I can practically see your brain imagining Mom with these toys.”

I shifted uncomfortably, trying to adjust myself without being too obvious. Zara turned to Isabella with a curious expression. “Which one’s your favorite?” she asked, pointing at the collection.

Isabella grinned and reached for a purple vibrator with a curved end. “Definitely this one. It hits all the right spots.” She held it out toward Zara. “Want to try it?”

Zara glanced at me, a mischievous spark in her eyes. “Sure, why not?”

Before I could process what was happening, Isabella had turned the vibrator on. It hummed to life with a buzz. Zara leaned back against the closet wall and spread her legs, pulling her skirt up. Isabella knelt between them and, with surprising gentleness, slipped the vibrator beneath the fabric of Zara’s panties.

“Oh my god,” Zara moaned as Isabella pushed it inside her. “That feels… really nice.”

I watched, mesmerized and increasingly uncomfortable as my erection strained painfully against my jeans. Isabella worked the vibrator while Zara’s face contorted with pleasure.

“Wait,” I finally said, my voice strained. “This is incredibly hot, but what exactly do your mom’s sex toys have to do with her having sex with our mother?”

Isabella reluctantly withdrew the sticky vibrator, leaving Zara breathing heavily and flushed. She clicked it off, licked it clean and set it aside.

“Look closer,” Isabella said, pointing to empty spaces in the box. “Some things are missing. The best strap-on, the remote-controlled vibrator, and her favorite lingerie, the red lace set that makes her boobs look amazing.” She stood up, brushing off her knees. “Last night, I overheard her on the phone. She specifically mentioned this super expensive Airbnb - ocean view, private hot tub, king bed. She kept giggling about how they’d have the whole weekend to themselves.”

“This isn’t surprising to us,” I told her. “Mom said she had to travel to a client’s place for therapy sessions all weekend. That’s why she said she’d be unavailable.”

Isabella raised an eyebrow. “My mom only mentioned a conference to me. Which could actually be true, I guess. But she definitely didn’t say anything about spending the weekend with your mom. I only know they’re together because I was listening outside her door when she was packing.”

Zara, still flushed from her encounter with the vibrator, snickered. “Very naughty of you, Isabella. Eavesdropping on your mother’s private conversations.”

Isabella rolled her eyes. “Please. She walked in on me and your brother fucking on the couch. I think we’re even in the privacy invasion department.”

I couldn’t argue with that logic. The memory of Tatiana catching Isabella and me in the act flashed through my mind, causing another uncomfortable stirring below my belt.

“Come on,” Isabella said, closing the box and sliding it back into its hiding place. “Let’s go back downstairs.”

“Can I please use the dildo downstairs?” Zara asked Isabella.

“Since you said please,” Isabella said with a smile.

Back in the living room, Isabella poured three glasses of lemonade from a bottle that had been chilling in the refrigerator. The cool liquid felt good going down my throat, helping to calm my racing thoughts.

“So,” I said after taking a long sip, “what exactly are you suggesting? That our moms are bisexual?”

Isabella sat cross-legged on the floor, facing us. “I’m not suggesting anything. I’m telling you what I know. They’re at a romantic beach house together with a bunch of sex toys. And they didn’t tell either of us they were going together. What do you think is happening?”

“I can’t really argue with that one,” I said, even if it felt far-fetched … and insanely hot at the same time. It didn’t take me long to fantasize about my mom and Tatiana nude, kissing, licking and perhaps scissoring. I became turned on instantly as I delved into these forbidden fantasies.

Zara punctured the dream bubble as she shifted on the couch, the vibrator still in her hand. “Can I try it again?” she asked Isabella, her cheeks pinkening.

“Of course,” Isabella said, taking the purple vibrator from her. “Let me show you the different settings.” She turned it in her hands, pointing to a small dial at the base. “This controls the intensity, and this button here changes the pattern.”

Zara leaned back on the sofa, hiking up her skirt again. I watched as Isabella knelt between her legs and gently pushed the vibrator against her panties.

“You might want to slip these off,” Isabella suggested, tugging at the elastic.

Zara lifted her hips, allowing Isabella to slide her panties down her legs. The sight of my sister’s exposed pussy didn’t help my already hard cock. Isabella aimed the vibrator at Zara’s wet pussy, slowly pushing it in.

“Oh god,” Zara moaned, her head falling back against the cushions. “That’s… that’s really nice.”

“If you angle it like this,” Isabella said with a grin, adjusting the vibrator slightly, “it hits your G-spot perfectly.”

Zara’s gasp told me Isabella had found exactly the right spot. My erection strained painfully against my jeans as I watched them.

“So,” I said, trying to focus on something other than my sister’s pleasure-filled face, “do you know exactly where they’re staying? The rental place?”

Isabella nodded, still working the vibrator for Zara. “Yeah, I do actually.” She reached for her phone with her free hand, swiping through several screens before holding it out to me. “Here it is.”

I took the phone, examining the listing for a luxurious beachfront villa in Malibu. The photos showed a stunning modern house with floor-to-ceiling windows, a private deck overlooking the ocean, and a hot tub on the edge of a cliff. It looked incredibly romantic and expensive.

“How did you find this?” I asked, scrolling through more photos.

“I checked my mother’s browser history,” Isabella admitted without a hint of shame. “She’s not very good at covering her tracks.”

I noticed a detail on the booking page. “It says there’s a custom entry code needed to get in.”

“Mom always uses my birthday for everything,” Isabella said, still focused on pleasing Zara, who was now writhing on the couch. “0-6-1-2. Her passcode, her banking PIN, everything.”

Zara’s eyes fluttered open, her cheeks flushed. “We should check it out,” she suggested between heavy breaths as she kept sliding the toy in and out of her. “See if it’s true.”

I shook my head firmly. “No way. We should leave Mom’s sex life alone. Whatever she’s doing with Tatiana, if anything, is private.”

“Oh, come on,” Zara protested. This was so good that she had to pause her masturbation session. She slid the vibrator out of her, which came out sticky and wet. She sat up and adjusted her skirt. The vibrator buzzed quietly on the couch beside her. “Aren’t you even a little curious? Our mom might be having lesbian sex with your boss.”

“It’s kind of hot,” I admitted, “but that doesn’t mean we should spy on them.”

Isabella leaned forward, clearly as excited as my sister. “Think of it as a college adventure. When was the last time you did something spontaneous and crazy?”

“That’s been happening every week with you girls,” I said with an eyeroll.

Zara rolled her eyes. “But this is different. It’s like… investigative journalism. Field research.”

“For what class exactly?” I asked skeptically.

“Human sexuality?” Isabella suggested with a giggle.

I ran a hand through my hair, frustrated by how tempting their proposition was becoming. “Zara, have you forgotten what happened the last time we snuck somewhere we weren’t supposed to be? The hotel incident with Lexi and Raven …”

Zara sighed playfully. “But we’re not students sneaking into a hotel this time. We’re just checking out what our parents are up to.”

I could feel my resolve weakening. The image of Valentina and Tatiana together kept flashing in my mind, and despite my better judgment, curiosity was getting the better of me.

“Look,” Isabella said, leaning forward with an earnest expression. “We don’t have to confront them or anything. We can just… confirm what’s happening, and then bail.”

Zara stroked my bulge. “Don’t pretend you don’t want to see Mom in action.”

I looked between their expectant faces, knowing I was fighting a losing battle. “Fine,” I finally said, throwing my hands up in surrender. “We’ll drive there. But we’re not barging in on them. We’ll just … watch and then leave them alone.”

Zara and Isabella exchanged victorious glances.
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The drive to Malibu took nearly an hour with traffic, but the girls didn’t seem to mind. They spent the entire time strategizing and giggling in the backseat while I tried to focus on the road, wondering if I’d completely lost my mind agreeing to this mission.

“Take this exit,” Isabella directed as we approached a scenic overlook. “The house should be just up this road.”

I followed her instructions, turning onto a winding coastal road that hugged the cliffs. The sun was beginning to set, casting golden light across the water and silhouetting the luxury homes along the bluffs.

“Slow down,” Isabella said as we approached a gated driveway. “This is it.”

I pulled over to the side of the road, cutting the engine. “Are you sure that’s the property?” I asked, squinting through the window.

Isabella nodded. “This is definitely it. I recognize it from the photos.”

I found a spot to park about fifty yards away from the property, tucking my car behind some oleander bushes where it wouldn’t be immediately visible from the road or the house. We sat for a moment, studying the place from a distance.

“There are security cameras,” I pointed out, noticing the small devices mounted at points along the perimeter. “Good thing we brought hoodies.”

All three of us had come prepared, wearing dark hoodies with the hoods pulled up to obscure our faces. It felt ridiculous, like we were in some bad spy movie, but I had to admit it was probably smart.

“I can’t see much of the actual house,” Zara said, craning her neck. “That hedge is too tall.”

She was right. A perfectly manicured hedge, at least eight feet high, surrounded most of the property, offering privacy from prying eyes, like ours. “It has to be private if they want to make love there,” I said.

But what little we could see looked impressive: modern architecture with lots of glass, stone pathways, and carefully placed landscape lighting that was just beginning to glow as dusk settled.

“It sure looks luxurious,” I murmured.

“Come on,” Isabella urged, opening her car door. “Let’s try the door code before someone drives by and gets suspicious.”

We quickly made our way to the front gate, keeping our heads down as we passed beneath one of the cameras. My heart was pounding in my chest, and I kept expecting security guards to appear at any moment.

Isabella approached the keypad beside the gate and punched in four digits: 0-6-1-2. For a second, nothing happened, and I felt a wave of relief; maybe this wouldn’t work after all, and we could go home and pretend this ridiculous idea had never occurred to us.

Then there was a click, and the gate began to slide open.

“Told you so,” Isabella said with a grin. “My mother uses my birthday for everything.”

We slipped through the gate and hurried up the path to the main house. And then we heard laughter. It was from Valentina and Tatiana.

We followed the sound of their laughter, moving stealthily through the manicured garden that wrapped around the side of the house. The landscaping was flawless, with winding stone paths flanked by tropical plants and flowers that provided perfect cover for three college-aged spies.

“This way,” I whispered, gesturing toward a small clearing ahead where steam was rising into the cooling evening air.

We crept forward, ducking behind a cluster of large flowering bushes with pink blooms. Carefully parting the foliage, we found ourselves with a perfect view of a sunken hot tub built into the deck. And there they were.

Valentina and Tatiana were sitting in a jacuzzi, completely naked, champagne glasses in hand. The hot tub was positioned to take advantage of the breathtaking ocean view, with the sunset painting the sky orange and pink.

We froze, unsure whether to retreat or move forward. They hadn’t noticed us, too engrossed in their conversation and the spectacular view.

“Holy fuck,” Zara whispered beside me. “We were right.”

I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the scene. Both women were partially obscured by the bubbling foam, but I could still make out the outlines of their breasts rising just above the water. My mother’s were fuller than I remembered from glimpses growing up, while Tatiana’s were perfectly proportioned. They both looked stunning in the fading golden light, their skin glowing and wet.

“We should go,” I whispered, even as I remained rooted to the spot. It was just words. I was also curious. I wanted to see and hear more.

“No way,” Zara whispered back.

“I love my job,” Valentina was saying, taking a sip of champagne. “Being a sex therapist is so fulfilling. Helping people overcome their barriers to intimacy and pleasure, there’s nothing like it.”

I felt Zara stiffen beside me. She turned to look at me with wide eyes, mouthing silently, “Sex therapist?”

I shrugged in confusion. As far as we knew, Valentina was a regular therapist who specialized in family counseling. She’d never mentioned anything about sex therapy specifically.

“I love running a university,” Tatiana replied, taking a sip. “But being a sex therapist sounds so much more exciting. Getting to talk about sex all day and help people with their intimate problems? Sign me up.”

Valentina laughed, the sound carrying clearly over here. “It’s not that different from what you do, really. We’re both helping clients navigate their lives, just in different areas and ages.”

“That’s true,” Tatiana said, clinking her glass against Valentina’s.

There was a pause, and I saw Valentina shift closer to Tatiana in the hot tub. “So, have you dealt with that frustration we talked about last time?”

Tatiana’s sigh was audible even from our hiding spot. “A little. I mean, girl sex is amazing, don’t get me wrong.” She ran a hand along Valentina’s arm. “But I still want a man sometimes, you know?”

“I know exactly what you mean,” Valentina said sympathetically. “How did it go when you asked him about the survey?”

My stomach dropped. They were talking about me.

“We were just about to kiss,” Tatiana admitted, her voice carrying a note of disappointment. “But then I got that text from my sweetheart needing a ride.”

My entire body felt like it was on fire. Standing there, watching my mother and Tatiana naked in a hot tub, discussing me like I was some project they were working on together. It was surreal. The steam rising from the water seemed to intensify the heat I was feeling.

“That always happens,” Valentina said with a knowing smile. “Don’t worry, you don’t have to do it in the office if that makes you uncomfortable. There are plenty of other places.”

Tatiana leaned back, her breasts rising slightly above the water. Her nipples were as pink as her daughter’s, looking perfect with her auburn hair. “No, I think the office will be more fun. The thrill of possibly getting caught adds to the excitement, don’t you think?”

Valentina nodded thoughtfully. “Just try to seduce him naturally. Nathan responds well to confidence, but he needs to feel like he’s making the choice.”

“I’ll do it in the office,” Tatiana said, taking another sip of champagne. “I’ve already started laying the groundwork with that survey.”

My eyes widened. They were literally planning how Tatiana would seduce me, with my mother giving tips.

Their conversation shifted, becoming more personal as they discussed their lives, relationships, and desires. I kept watching as Valentina moved closer to Tatiana, her hand disappearing beneath the bubbling water.

“How has it been, being single for so long?” Tatiana asked, her voice growing huskier.

“Lonely,” Valentina admitted. “But I’ve found ways to manage.”

They began caressing each other, their touches becoming more sensual with each passing moment. Valentina’s hand traced Tatiana’s collarbone, then dipped lower to cup her breast. The intimacy between them was undeniable.

“Remember what I taught you about sexual energy?” Valentina murmured, her fingers tracing patterns on Tatiana’s wet skin. “How it heals and transforms?”

Tatiana closed her eyes, leaning into Valentina’s touch. “I feel it,” she whispered. “It’s like electricity flowing between us.”

I saw Valentina’s arm shift beneath the water, and Tatiana’s sudden moan told me exactly what was happening. Valentina was stroking between Tatiana’s legs, making her arch her back slightly.

“How did it feel?” Tatiana asked suddenly, her voice breathless. “When you walked in on your kids having sex? Was it as shocking as when I caught Isabella with Nathan?”

I felt Zara tense beside me, her fingernails digging into my arm. We both held our breath, waiting for Valentina’s response.

“It excited me in ways I’ve never experienced before,” Valentina confessed, her voice husky with desire. “Seeing them together like that … it awakened something primal in me.”

Tatiana leaned closer, her wet hair clinging to her shoulders. “Tell me more,” she said, clearly fascinated and aroused.

“I’ve been having these fantasies,” Valentina continued, her voice dropping even lower. “About Nathan. Watching him with Zara made me see him differently. He’s become such a handsome, confident man.”

Tatiana chuckled, a knowing smile spreading across her face. “Now you know exactly how I feel, and how I’ve been feeling since you came with him up to my office. The first time I saw him in action with Isabella, I couldn’t stop thinking about it.”

Zara jabbed me in the ribs with her elbow and leaned close to my ear. “Told you,” she whispered triumphantly. “They both want to fuck you.”

I rolled my eyes but couldn’t deny the evidence right in front of us. “You were right,” I whispered back, my heart hammering in my chest.

“There’s something beautiful about witnessing something so taboo,” Valentina said, her fingers tracing circles on Tatiana’s shoulder. “The forbidden nature of it just heightens everything.”

“You’re right,” Tatiana said, enjoying being close to our mother.

“So when you caught Isabella with Nathan,” Valentina said, shifting closer to Tatiana. “Was it as intense for you?”

Tatiana nodded enthusiastically. “Just as exciting. Maybe even more so. It made me incredibly horny, though I’ll admit I felt a bit envious of Isabella’s youth and beauty. She has this perfect body that I used to have.”

“Don’t be ridiculous,” Valentina said, reaching out to cup Tatiana’s breast. “You’re still absolutely gorgeous.”

Their eyes locked, and then they were leaning toward each other, their lips meeting in a deep, passionate kiss. I watched, mesmerized, as their tongues visibly tangled, their mouths open and hungry. It was sloppy and wet and incredibly erotic. My cock hardened instantly, straining painfully against my jeans as if it would burst right through.

When they finally broke apart, both women were breathing heavily. Valentina ran her fingers through Tatiana’s damp hair. “Should we move to the lounger? More room to play.”

Tatiana nodded eagerly, and they both stood up, water cascading down their naked bodies as they stepped out of the hot tub. I had a perfect view of them both, completely nude and glistening wet. Tatiana’s body was athletic yet feminine, with full breasts that defied gravity and a patch of neatly trimmed auburn hair between her legs. Valentina’s figure was curvier, with larger breasts and a similar trimmed patch of dark hair on her mound. But those hips … I’d never seen such perfect hips, all smooth and glowing. I felt myself gravitating toward them like some sort of magnetic pull. Zara had to hold onto me before I fell forward, giving me a look that questioned what the hell I was doing. I tried to resist, but it was difficult. Their boobs … They were bell-shaped but had a natural cleavage. Tatiana’s pink nipples looked so sweet, and Valentina’s peachy ones looked incredibly juicy.

They toweled each other off slowly, taking their time to caress each other’s bodies. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the intimate scene unfolding before us. Tatiana’s auburn patch of hair between her legs was neatly trimmed into a perfect triangle, while Valentina’s dark hair was similarly styled but slightly fuller.

After they finished drying off, Tatiana stretched out on the outdoor lounger, her naked body bathed in the glow of the sunset. Valentina knelt beside her and began trailing kisses down her body, starting at her neck and working her way down between her breasts, across her flat stomach, and finally between her thighs.

“Jesus Christ,” I whispered, the crown of my cock aching as it pressed against the zipper, as I watched my mother part Tatiana’s legs and begin to lick her pussy like an erotic movie.

Tatiana moaned loudly, her back arching as Valentina’s tongue lightly spanked Tatiana’s sex. Her fingers tangled in Valentina’s hair, guiding her head as she writhed on the lounger. “Right there, Valentina,” she gasped.

“Wow,” I mouthed as I saw a pornographic version of my mother that I’d never seen before. Valentina was eating Tatiana out with the skill of someone who had done this many times before, and Tatiana was loving every second of it.

After a few minutes, Tatiana’s body began to tremble. “I’m close,” she said, her thighs quivering around Valentina’s head. Tatiana squeezed her breasts together. I glanced at Isabella, wondering what she was feeling. She just stared, her eyes wide and shiny as her mother climaxed in front of her.

Valentina spread Tatiana’s legs wider and kissed and sucked on Tatiana’s bits even louder. Tatiana arched her back like the crescent moon, moaning and moaning till her orgasm washed over her. She squirted all over Valentina’s face, and she shivered violently, her hands gripping the edges of the lounger as Valentina continued to lick her through the aftershocks.

Both of them giggled, and Tatiana reached for a towel and cleaned Valentina’s face. “Sorry about that,” she said.

“It’s fine,” Valentina said, kissing her friend on her lips. “Let me know when you want to go again.”

“Now,” Tatiana said, as if the licking made her hornier.

Tatiana guided Valentina to lie down on the lounger. Instead of kneeling beside her, though, Tatiana repositioned herself so that her head was between Valentina’s legs and her own pussy was hovering above Valentina’s face.

“Sixty-nine,” Zara whispered beside me. “Classic.”

“You weren’t kidding that your mom’s horny,” I told Isabella, who hadn’t spoken at all.

“I knew she was horny … but not that horny,” Isabella said, her eyes still wide as saucers.

Our mothers began pleasuring each other simultaneously, gripping each other’s butts and hips, spreading them so they could reach their pussies better. The sight of them together, naked bodies intertwined as they gave each other pleasure, was the most erotic thing I’d ever witnessed. Both their faces were buried in each other’s pussies, and the slobbering sounds of kisses and licks made me almost come on the spot. They went all out, their breasts mashed against each other’s flesh as they mutually pleasured each other.

“Jeez, it’s getting hot out here,” Tatiana gasped between licks and kisses. “Let’s take this inside where it’s cooler.”

They disentangled themselves and made their way into the living room. They forgot to close the door, and we watched through the wide floor-to-ceiling windows as they settled on the large sofa, positioning themselves. Tatiana leaned back slightly, lifting one leg over Valentina’s so their pussies aligned perfectly. When their swollen, glistening lips pressed together, they began to grind against each other, their wet centers creating obscene sounds as they moved together.

“Oh fuck,” I murmured, unable to contain myself.

“Is your boner okay?” Zara asked playfully.

“This is wild,” I whispered to Zara and Isabella.

“God, Valentina,” Tatiana moaned, her head falling back as they began to fuck each other.

Valentina reached forward, grabbing Tatiana’s thigh to pull her closer, creating more pressure where they connected. Their bodies found a rhythm, hips rolling in perfectly. Each movement caused their breasts to bounce slightly. Valentina’s fuller ones swayed hypnotically while Tatiana’s firmer ones quivered with each thrust.

“Yes, right there,” Valentina gasped, her face filled with pleasure.

Tatiana’s fingers dug into Valentina’s thigh as they increased their pace, grinding harder against each other. Both women were flushed, a sheen of sweat making their skin glisten in the dim light. Their clits rubbed together, causing them to gasp and shudder.

“I’m going to climax so hard,” Tatiana said, moaning as her and Valentina’s honey spilled all over their inner thighs.

“Me too,” Valentina replied, her voice strained with need. “Don’t stop.”

They grinded faster, their bodies tensing as they chased their orgasms. The expression of pure ecstasy on Valentina’s face as she approached climax was something I never thought I’d see, her eyes closed tightly, mouth open, cheeks flushed pink and completely abandoned to pleasure.

“This is really wild,” I whispered to Zara and Isabella, unable to tear my eyes away from the scene.

Isabella’s mouth hung open. “Indeed … and hot,” she whispered back, her voice tinged with awe.

Zara stared in disbelief. “I never thought Mom was like that,” she admitted quietly. “She always seemed so… proper.”

We watched as both women reached their climax almost simultaneously, their bodies shuddering violently as waves of pleasure washed over them. Valentina moaned, her back arching off the sofa, while Tatiana bit her lip to stifle her groan. They continued to grind against each other through their orgasms, their pussies opening and closing, prolonging the pleasure until they finally collapsed, panting and satisfied.

After catching their breath, they moved toward each other, their lips meeting in a tender kiss that quickly grew passionate. Their hands roamed over each other’s bodies, caressing and squeezing as they continued to make out.

“We should go,” I said, finally breaking away from the hypnotic scene. “We know for a fact now that our mothers like hooking up with each other.” I also had to go before my blue balls would kill me.

Zara shook her head, her eyes gleaming with excitement. “I want to see them use the strapon,” she whispered back. “The one Isabella talked about.”

Tatiana stood up from the sofa and held out her hand to Valentina. “Let’s go upstairs,” she said. “I want to use that new toy we bought last weekend.”

Valentina took her hand with a seductive smile. “I was hoping you’d say that.”

“Jeez, they’re going again,” Zara said.

“They’re hornier than both of you,” I said in disbelief.

“At least we know who we inherited it from,” Zara said with a chuckle.

We watched as they collected their champagne glasses and headed toward the staircase, completely naked and seemingly without a care in the world. My eyes were fixed on their full moons, the perfect heart-shaped and just the right amount of flesh to squeeze. Their figures disappeared up the stairs, leaving us alone in the dimly lit living room.

“Damn it,” Zara muttered. “They’re going to the bedroom.”

“I think we’ve seen more than enough,” I said, trying to ignore the persistent throbbing in my pants. “We should leave before they hear us.”

Zara turned to me, her expression suddenly serious. “You realize what this means, right? We now know for certain that both Valentina and Tatiana want to have sex with you. They literally discussed how Tatiana’s going to seduce you in her office.”

“It’s insane,” I admitted. “I can’t believe Mom would actually…”

“But you’re not opposed to it, are you?” Isabella chimed in, a knowing smile playing on her lips. “I think my mom’s a bit sexually frustrated. I think it would make her feel better.”

I felt my face flush at her directness.

“Look, this is all very cute,” I said, trying to regain some control of the situation, “but we should really get going before they come back down or hear us. I think we’ve been lucky so far.”

Both girls nodded reluctantly, and we made our way back toward the gate. I carefully opened the door, and the moment the door swung open, an ear-splitting alarm began to blare throughout the property.
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“Fuck!” I said, my heart leaping into my throat.

“Shit! The security system!” Isabella cursed, her eyes wide with panic.

“Run!” Zara shouted, grabbing my arm. We sprinted down the driveway. The alarm continued to wail behind us, and I could hear shouting from inside the house.

“Hurry up!” I called over my shoulder as we raced toward my car.

We dove into the vehicle, and I fumbled with the keys, my hands shaking from the adrenaline.

“Go, go, go!” Isabella yelled as I finally got the engine started and slammed the car into drive.

I peeled away from the curb, tires screeching as we made our escape. My heart hammered in my chest as I checked the rearview mirror, half-expecting to see Valentina and Tatiana running after us, nude or in lingerie.

“Fuck,” Zara said, clutching the dashboard. “That was close.”

“Too close,” I agreed as I navigated the winding coastal road. “I told you this was a bad idea.”

“But it was worth it,” Isabella said from the backseat, still breathing hard. “We got confirmation. They’re definitely fucking.”

“And they’re both plotting to get you in bed,” Zara added, giving me a sideways glance.

I drove for a few more minutes, my mind racing as I tried to process everything we’d just witnessed. The image of Valentina and Tatiana together, naked, kissing, licking, and basically fucking, was burned into my brain. I couldn’t stop thinking about their conversation either, both of them discussing me like I was some conquest to be shared between them.

Suddenly, I pulled over to the side of the road and cut the engine.

“What are you doing?” Zara asked, turning to look at me with confusion.

I stared straight ahead at the darkening coastline for a moment before meeting her eyes. “We have to tell them.”

“Tell them what? That we saw them? Why would we do that?” Zara asked, puzzled.

Knowing it was the right thing to do, I sighed. “Think about it. They’re back there right now, probably terrified that someone broke in. They’re in this beautiful private moment, all blissful and pleasured, and now they’re panicking, thinking they need to call the police.” I shook my head. “It’s not right. Mom and Tatiana have always been so caring and considerate to us. They don’t deserve this.”

Isabella leaned forward from the backseat. “He’s right, Zara. My mom is probably freaking out right now.”

Zara bit her lip, considering. “I guess you’re right. It would be pretty shitty to leave them worried all night.”

“So we call them?” Isabella asked.

I nodded. “We call them and come clean. All of us together.”

“Okay,” Zara agreed. “But you’re doing the talking.”

I pulled out my phone and found Valentina’s number. My thumb hovered over it for a moment before I pressed call. It rang several times, and I was starting to think she wouldn’t answer when she finally picked up.

“Nathan?” Valentina’s voice was breathless and panicked. “I’m a bit busy right now, honey.”

“Mom, listen. You don’t need to call the police,” I said quickly.

There was a pause. “What? How did you … what happened, Nathan?” Suspicion crept into her voice.

I took a deep breath. “We, uh… we snuck out to the beach house. We were the ones who triggered the alarm when we left.”

I heard Valentina draw in a sharp breath. Then her voice, slightly muffled as if she’d covered the phone partially. “Tatiana, it’s okay. You don’t have to call the police. Turn off the alarm.” Then she was back. “Whose idea was this?”

Zara leaned toward the phone. “It was mine, Mom. Well, mine and Isabella’s. Nathan was against it from the start, but we talked him into it.”

“I see,” Valentina said, her voice unreadable.

“We’re really sorry,” I added. “We shouldn’t have invaded your privacy like that.”

“I understand,” Valentina said after a moment of silence. “I appreciate you being honest with me. That shows maturity.”

There was an awkward silence, and I wasn’t sure what to say. Zara just nudged me with her elbow. “Say something,” she mouthed.

“Well … uhm, we’ll head back now,” I said, feeling genuinely remorseful. “Please just … enjoy the rest of your evening. You two deserve some privacy.”

I heard Valentina’s laugh through the phone. “Thank you. It’s alright, don’t worry too much about it. We’ll talk about everything once I’m back home.”

“Okay, Mom. Thanks for understanding.”

“Drive safe,” she added before hanging up.

I put my phone away and let out a long and heavy breath. “Well, that was surprisingly not terrible.”

“Thank God our moms are cool,” Isabella said from the backseat.

“She’s probably still going to have a serious talk with us later,” Zara pointed out.

I started the car again and pulled back onto the road. “Let’s just get home.”

The drive back was much quieter than the trip out. We were all lost in our own thoughts, processing what we’d seen. I kept replaying the images of Valentina and Tatiana together, their naked bodies entwined. It was strange but undeniably arousing and forbidden.

When we finally reached Isabella’s place, she leaned forward from the backseat. “Walk me to my door?”

“Sure,” I said, parking and following her out.

“Wait!” Zara said, reaching into her purse and fishing out the purple vibrator. “So your mom won’t accuse you of more terrible things.”

“Thank you,” Isabella said with a smile. “We should go shopping sometime.”

“I’m down … after all this awkward stuff is sorted out,” Zara said.

They gave each other a hug before I followed Isabella out. We stopped at her front door, and before I could say anything, Isabella pressed her body against mine and kissed me deeply. Her tongue slid into my mouth, exploring hungrily as she pushed me against the wall. I responded in kind, my hands gripping her hips. The kiss reminded me of when we had sex at her couch, and her mother walked in on us right after I’d creampied her thoroughly.

“Thanks for the adventure,” she whispered when we finally broke apart. “And don’t overthink what we saw, okay? Our moms are grown women who can do whatever makes them happy.”

“Yeah, you’re right,” I agreed, still trying to catch my breath. “I hope she won’t be mad at you.”

She chuckled and waved her hand dismissively. “I know my mother well. She won’t be mad.”

“Awesome.”

“Text me tomorrow,” she said with a smile before disappearing inside.

When I got back to the car, Zara was grinning at me. “You two looked cozy.”

“You’re like a little fox,” I teased her.

“Once we’re back home, I’ll be a vixen,” she said with a wink.

Once we got back to our place, I collapsed onto the couch, emotionally and physically drained from the day’s events.

“What a day,” I said, leaning back. “I’m still trying to process everything we saw.”

Zara plopped down beside me, a mischievous smile playing on her lips. She trailed her fingers up my thigh, sending an immediate jolt through my body.

“I know exactly what we need to wind down,” she said, her hand inching higher. “Some hot, sweaty sex to clear our minds.”

Despite my exhaustion, I felt myself responding to her touch. The memory of what we’d witnessed at the beach house flashed through my mind, igniting a renewed fire in my veins. I grinned, pulling her closer.

“That’s exactly what I need,” I agreed, pressing our lips together as she climbed onto my lap.

Our clothes came off in a rush, and we didn’t even make it to the bedroom as we fucked raw on the couch again.

* * *

I was jolted awake by a knock on the bedroom door. Zara was curled against me, naked and still asleep, her blonde hair spilled across my chest. Sunlight streamed through the blinds, indicating it was well into the morning.

“Zara? Nathan?” Valentina’s voice came through the door. “When you have a moment, I’d like to talk to both of you downstairs.”

I tensed immediately, memories of Friday night flooding back. It had been awkward, but spending time with Zara yesterday definitely made up for it. We had the whole house to ourselves and even invited the twins over, who wanted some extra help with their “studies.” It ended up turning into more fooling around with both of them, not that I was complaining.

“Okay, Mom. We’ll be down in a bit,” I told her.

I heard her footsteps retreating down the hall, and I gently shook Zara awake. “Mom’s home,” I whispered. “She wants to talk to us.”

Zara groaned, burying her face in my chest. “What time is it?”

I glanced at the clock. “Almost eleven. It’s Sunday.”

“Right,” she muttered, reluctantly pulling away from me. “I guess we have to face the music.”

We dressed quickly, both of us nervous about the impending, awkward conversation. I pulled on a t-shirt and jeans while Zara slipped into shorts and a tank top.

“Ready?” I asked, my hand on the doorknob.

Zara nodded, though she looked as anxious as I felt.

We found our mother in the kitchen, preparing some toasts and tea for us. She turned when we entered, and I was struck by how glowing and youthful she looked. Her skin had a healthy glow, her eyes were bright, and there was a relaxed set to her shoulders that I hadn’t noticed in years. Whatever her relationship with Tatiana was, it clearly agreed with her.

“Good morning,” she said, her voice calm and neutral as she prepared something to eat for all of us. “Did you two sleep well?”

“Yeah,” I answered awkwardly, accepting the cup of tea she offered.

Zara just nodded without saying anything, glancing at me for answers.

“Look, Mom, we’re really sorry about Friday night,” I told her. “We shouldn’t have spied on you.”

Valentina then turned to Zara, who tried to hide behind her cup of tea. “I’m also sorry,” Zara added quickly. “It was a total invasion of your privacy.”

Valentina took a sip of hers, regarding us with a surprisingly serene expression. Despite the awkwardness of the situation, she looked healthier than I’d seen her in years, and it wasn’t just the knee-length summer dress with flower motifs, or her recently brushed, lustrous hair. It was something in her eyes. Something deep in her heart radiated from her.

“I appreciate the apology,” she said. “But I am curious … exactly how much did you see?”

Zara and I exchanged uncomfortable glances. I cleared my throat. “We saw you and Tatiana kissing,” I admitted. “And then… more intimate things.”

“The licking part,” Zara blurted out, making me roll my eyes at her explicit words. “And when you were scissoring on the couch.”

Valentina’s eyebrows rose slightly, but she didn’t seem particularly shocked or embarrassed. I decided not to mention the part about them planning my seduction, though from Valentina’s knowing look, I had the distinct feeling she suspected we’d overheard that conversation too.

“I have my needs too,” she said with a smile. “Even if I’m older, I enjoy sex as much as you do.”

“Nothing unusual,” I told her. “You’re still our loving mother.”

“And I always will be,” she said. “Let’s sit.”

We sat down and enjoyed the toasts. We talked about the weather and food for a bit, even if there were other questions left unanswered.

After a moment of silence, Zara pushed her empty plate away. “So … how long have you been a sex therapist? That was kind of a surprise.”

Valentina sighed, her shoulders relaxing as if relieved the question had finally been asked. “For most of my career, actually. Nearly two decades now.”

“But why didn’t you ever tell us?” I asked.

“When you were young, it didn’t seem appropriate,” she explained, leaning back. “I didn’t want to expose you to concepts you weren’t ready for. Then as you grew older, I just never found the right moment. The longer I waited, the harder it became to bring up.” She looked between us, genuine concern in her eyes. “I hope you both understand. It wasn’t about keeping secrets, it just became increasingly difficult to explain as time passed.”

“We don’t judge you, Mom,” I said sincerely. “Not for your profession or for… what we saw with Tatiana.”

“Yeah,” Zara agreed. “Actually, it’s kind of cool. You help people with something really important.”

Valentina’s smile reached her eyes. “Thank you both. That means a lot to me.” She took another sip of her tea. “Tatiana and I have been close friends for many years. She’s been going through some personal issues, and I’ve been helping her work through them.”

“By sleeping with her?” Zara asked bluntly.

Valentina didn’t flinch. “Sometimes my work involves demonstrating techniques. With Tatiana, things evolved naturally from our friendship. We should have been more open with you both. That was my mistake, and I apologize for that.”

“I understand, Mom. It’s okay.”

After we’d eaten, we rose to our feet. I wrapped my arms around Valentina first, holding her dearly in a hug. Zara joined us, enveloping Valentina from the other side. “Yeah, we forgive you. We love you no matter what.”

Valentina’s body relaxed into our embrace, and I felt her arms tighten around us both. “I should have been more open with you both from the beginning,” she admitted, her voice thick with emotion. “About my profession, about Tatiana… everything. It was a mistake to keep these parts of my life hidden from you.”

“It’s really okay,” I reassured her, pulling back slightly to look her in the eyes. “We’re adults now. We can handle this conversation.”

We spent the rest of Sunday morning talking openly about Valentina’s work as a sex therapist, clearing the air about what we’d witnessed at the beach house. By the time we finished brunch, the awkwardness had mostly dissipated, replaced by a new understanding between us. It felt good to finally have everything out in the open.

But one thing remained. Their conversation about seducing me. And how Tatiana wanted to have sex with me.








  
  
  Chapter 7

  
  




It was Monday, and it had been a calm day at the university. I had just wrapped up the final class, and I was packing up my teaching materials. Then I heard a knock at the door. “Come in.”

Zara and Isabella stepped inside. “What’s up?” I asked them.

“Not much,” Isabella said.

“How’d it go with your mom?” I asked Isabella.

She shrugged, leaning against my desk and tucking a strand of auburn hair behind her ear. “Fine. We’ve talked about sex before, so it wasn’t awkward. She was pretty cool about the whole spying thing, and said she understood curiosity.”

“I’m sure Zara has told you how it went,” I said, glancing at both of them. Zara nodded curtly. “Slightly awkward at first, but Mom was surprisingly understanding.”

“The sex therapist was the biggest shock,” Zara said.

“Not the lesbian sex?” Isabella asked Zara with an arched eyebrow.

“Both revelations were shocking,” I admitted, zipping up my bag. “I just can’t get those scenes out of my head. You know, seeing them together like that.”

“Pussy against pussy,” Zara said with a giggle.

“Neither can I,” Isabella said, lowering her voice. “But listen, we need to keep this quiet. Don’t tell anyone else about what we saw, okay? I don’t want people thinking my mom is some kind of slut or something.”

“Of course not,” I said quickly. “This stays between the three of us.”

“Absolutely,” Zara agreed. “We wouldn’t do that to either of them.”

Isabella seemed to relax a little. “Thanks. I should probably get going. I’ve got cheer practice in twenty minutes.”

“Take care,” I told her, but before she left, she made sure the door was closed, perched on her tiptoes and kissed me right on the lips.

“You too,” she said sweetly.

After she left, I turned to Zara. “Ready to head home?”

“Definitely,” she said, grabbing her backpack.

We were just walking toward the parking lot when my phone buzzed. I pulled it out and saw a text from Tatiana. Could you stop by my office? Need to discuss that survey data.

“Fuck,” I muttered, suddenly remembering the survey I was supposed to have analyzed for her. With everything that had happened over the weekend, it had completely slipped my mind.

“What’s wrong?” Zara asked, peering over my shoulder.

“It’s Tatiana. She wants to see me about that survey data I promised her.”

Zara’s lips curled into a knowing smile. “Really? I wonder why she wants to see you.”

“It’s about the survey,” I insisted, though the memory of Tatiana and Valentina discussing how Tatiana planned to seduce me flashed through my mind.

“Yeah, right,” she said with an eyeroll. “Do you mind if I take the keys? I’m sure Tatiana will give you a ride home … And a ride at her office.” She grinned.

“Fine,” I said, reaching for the keys and dropping them in her hand before turning toward the administration building. “Sorry about this.”

Zara rolled her eyes. “I’ll forgive you if you give me an explicit non-fictional story of what took place in that office.”

“Sure thing,” I said, feeling my face heat up.

“Even better, tell me all about it during dinner,” she called after me with a wink. “When Mom’s there too.”

“You horny girl,” I muttered under my breath. I hurried across campus, my mind racing. I had finished reviewing some of the questions, and even filled out part of the survey myself, but not all of them. But I believed my sister was right. What exactly was I walking into? Would I see her nude again, legs spread on her desk? I told myself not to get too ahead of myself, in case I got disappointed.

When I reached the administrative building, I noticed how quiet it was. The usual bustle of secretaries and administrators was absent. I took the elevator to the last floor, and as I approached Tatiana’s office suite, I saw her receptionist putting on her coat.

“Oh, Professor Hale,” she said with a smile. “President Bennett is expecting you. Go right in.”

“Thanks,” I replied, glancing around the empty floor. “Is everyone gone for the day?”

“Yes, there was a staff meeting across campus,” she explained. “Most of the administrative staff is there, but President Bennett stayed behind to work on some urgent matters.” With that, she waved goodbye and headed toward the elevator.

I stood there for a moment, taking in the unusual quiet of the normally bustling office floor. The entire administrative wing seemed deserted except for Tatiana’s office at the end of the hall, its light spilling out into the dimly lit corridor. The emptiness made the space feel strangely intimate, almost like we were alone in the building.

Taking a deep breath, I walked to her door and knocked.

When Tatiana opened it, I nearly forgot how to breathe. She was wearing a dress I’d never seen before, a silky black number with a criss-cross front that revealed a generous glimpse of her breasts. Her auburn hair fell loose around her shoulders, and it seemed to glow in the warm light of her office. The scent of her musky perfume hit me immediately.

“Nathan,” she said with a smile, stepping back to let me in. “Thank you for coming on such short notice.”

“Of course,” I replied, trying to keep my eyes at a respectable level. “Listen, Tatiana, before we start, I wanted to apologize for Friday night. For spying on you at the beach house. It was completely inappropriate, and I’m really sorry.”

Tatiana waved her hand dismissively as she closed the door behind me. “It’s fine. Let’s consider us even since I walked in on you and Isabella that time. We’ve all seen each other in explicit positions now.”

Her casual tone surprised me, but I felt relieved that she wasn’t holding a grudge. Still, being alone with her in this empty office wing, knowing what I knew about her conversations with Valentina, made my heart race. I couldn’t help remembering the image of her naked body glistening with water as she stepped out of that hot tub. Or when she climaxed, or when she was pressing her slit against my mother’s.

Tatiana gestured for me to sit on the small sofa in her office rather than the chairs in front of her desk. She settled beside me, close enough that I could feel the warmth of her body. The feminine scent of her perfume surrounded me, and I shifted as I felt my body responding to her proximity with a thickening cock.

“So,” she said, crossing her legs and turning toward me. “How did the survey go? Were you able to review the data?”

I cleared my throat. “It went fine. I looked at most of the questions, but I even added a few that I thought would fit well with the overall assessment.”

“Excellent,” she said, reaching for a folder on the coffee table in front of us. “I’ve been looking over some of your answers to the faculty portion. They’re quite illuminating.”

She flipped through a few pages, then looked up with a mischievous grin. “So, I have some additional questions I’d like to ask you,” Tatiana said, her eyes dancing with amusement as she flipped through the papers. “But first, let’s review what you’ve already answered.”

She began reading from my survey responses, her voice dropping lower than usual. “‘Question 17: Rate how much the following factors impact your teaching motivation on a scale of 1-10.’” Tatiana looked up at me, a knowing smile playing on her lips. “‘Attractive administration: 9.’”

Heat rushed to my face. I’d been honest in my answers, not expecting her to single that one out.

“So,” she said, leaning closer, “you do get more motivated when the teacher, or in this case, the administrator, is better looking?”

I swallowed hard, caught in her penetrating gaze. “That’s a no-brainer, isn’t it? I’m only human.”

Tatiana laughed, the sound rich and warm in the quiet office. “Beauty isn’t fair,” she admitted, closing the folder. “But everyone judges more for it. That’s just human nature.” She crossed her legs, the silky fabric of her dress sliding up her thigh. “Everyone wants the shiniest apple in the bunch.”

“Can’t argue with that,” I agreed, trying desperately to keep my eyes on her face rather than the skin she was revealing.

Tatiana set the folder aside and shifted closer to me on the couch. “You know, I watched some security footage from Friday night,” she said casually, though her eyes were anything but. “I couldn’t help but notice you and your sister seemed to linger a bit longer than necessary when your mom and I were… intimate.”

“I—”

“Did it turn you on?” she asked bluntly. “Seeing me with your mother?”

The directness of her question caught me off guard, but something in her expression told me honesty was the only acceptable response.

“It was the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen,” I admitted, as it started getting hotter. “And I’ll be honest, it’s been a motivator to take my job even more seriously. Knowing that you’re … that kind of woman.”

“What kind of woman?” she asked, cocking her head.

“Sexually active … and incredibly sexy.”

Tatiana’s eyes darkened with satisfaction. “How much did you hear that night?” she asked, her voice dropping to an intimate whisper as she moved closer, her knee now touching mine.

It was getting hot in here, and I could smell her perfume, see the pulse beating in her throat.

“I heard about the seduction part,” I confessed, the temperature in the room seeming to rise several degrees. “About your plans.”

Tatiana’s smile widened, predatory and pleased. “And seeing your boss nude,” she asked, her fingers playing with the strap of her dress, “did that motivate you too?”

“I’ve never felt so motivated in my life,” I whispered, unable to tear my eyes away as she slowly pulled the zipper down the side of her dress.

“Interesting,” she said with a giggle.

The way she looked at me, with that confident half-smile, made it clear she had planned this moment carefully. The zipper slid down, revealing more of her smooth skin beneath.

“And now that you know my intentions,” Tatiana said, “what are you going to do about it?”

“I’m going to fuck you … hard,” I said, making her eyes swim with desire.

“I like the sound of that,” she said, leaning closer to my lips and briefly pressing them to mine, just a light brush. Then she glanced at her phone as if waiting for someone to interrupt her. Then she giggled. “Nope, not this time. We’re golden.”

“Oh, thank God,” I said, leaning back to kiss her. Her smooth lips pressed right against mine. I couldn’t feel a crack on them, and her mouth tasted like mint and strawberries. I ran my hands up her sides, feeling her warm skin through the fabric of her dress.

“I’ve been fantasizing about this for so long,” she whispered against my mouth as her hands tugged at my belt. “Ever since you stepped into my office, and especially after I saw you with Isabella.”

“It feels better in real life, right?”

“Way better,” she said and kissed me again while holding onto me. Breaking the kiss, I slid the zipper of her dress all the way down and helped her step out of it. She stood before me in nothing but a pink thong, her breasts full and perfect, the pink nipples already hard. My cock stirred as I took in her naked beauty. “You look so much better upfront,” I said.

“You didn’t like it when I was covered in foam?” she asked while twirling a strand of auburn hair on her finger.

“I loved that too,” I said, cupping her full MILF breasts reverently. They barely fit in my hands, so I had to caress them to feel every inch. I leaned down to take one nipple into my mouth, sucking gently at first, then with more pressure as she moaned and arched her back.

“Hmm,” she whispered, enjoying me sucking on her tits.

I alternated between her breasts, licking and sucking each nipple until they were wet and glistening. Tatiana giggled as I traced my tongue around her pink areolas, her body quivering under my touch. Her skin tasted faintly salty and sweet, which just turned me on even more.

I came off with a smack and kept kneading them. But she was so turned on that she pushed me back slightly. She pulled my shirt up and over my head, tossing it aside. Her hands explored my chest, nails lightly scratching down my abs before she dropped to her knees.

Looking up at me with those lustful eyes, she unbuckled my belt and unzipped my pants. When she freed my cock, her eyes widened.

“Even better than I saw you with my sweetheart,” she murmured. She barely stroked me once before she opened and slid me inside. The wet heat of her mouth engulfed me, and I groaned, bracing one hand against the wall. She took me deeper with each bob of her head, eventually taking my entire length until I could feel the back of her throat. She gagged slightly but didn’t stop, pulling back only to spit on my shaft before diving back down. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked hard, creating an incredible suction that made my knees weak.

What made it even more intense was how she maintained eye contact, looking up at me with those hungry eyes as she pleasured me. Her auburn hair fell across her face, and I gently brushed it back, wanting an unobstructed view of this incredible sight.

I leaned back and moaned. The best part was when I was deeply entrenched inside her mouth, seeing how my cock bulged against her throat, her lips stretched and the hollow of her cheeks. “Jeez,” I said, helping her bob her head with my hand as I lightly face fucked her.

After a few more minutes of her sucking and slobbering over my cock, she came off with a smack and licked her lips. She slowly rose to her feet, hooking her thumbs into her thong and sliding it down her legs. Now completely naked, she backed up to her desk and sat on the edge, spreading her legs wide.

“Do you mind giving me a lick?” she asked, leaning back on her elbows.

“I’d love to,” I said. I knelt between her legs, taking in the sight of her exposed pussy. Her labia were delicate and pink, glistening with arousal. A neatly trimmed triangle of auburn hair crowned her mound, the same rich color as the hair on her head. The scent of her drove me wild alone, clean but musky, with hints of her expensive perfume mingling with her natural, feminine aroma.

I leaned in, drawing my tongue slowly through her folds. She was incredibly wet, her taste tangy and sweet at the same time. After I’d licked her once, I circled her clit with my tongue, alternating between gentle laps and firm pressure as she writhed on the desk.

“Oh, right there,” she said when I sucked her clit between my lips. “Don’t stop.”

I didn’t, continuing to lick and suck as I slid one finger inside her. She was incredibly tight and honey-moist, her inner walls clenching around my fingers as I curled them. And while my finger was inside, I leaned forward to lick her some more, dragging my tongue all over her lips till my saliva dripped down her pink flesh and pooled on her desk along with her nectar. She threw her head back, enjoying every flick of my tongue, curl of my finger. She kept giggling, and it warmed my heart seeing and hearing her pleasure. I latched my mouth on her center and slid my tongue into her pussy, dreaming it was my erection. Then I came off her as my cock throbbed painfully.

“Oh, Nathan, just fuck me,” she finally said, her voice thick with desire and need. “Now.”

I stood up, positioning the head of my saliva-coated cock at her entrance. I brushed it along her swollen lips till I parted her vagina with the tip. She was so wet that I slid in easily, but the tightness of her pussy still made me gasp. I pushed forward slowly until I was completely buried inside her.

“Wow,” I said, feeling her walls grip me like a warm hug. “You feel amazing.”

“So do you,” she moaned as I began to thrust my hips. “You’re stretching me so well.”

I fucked her, sliding in and out as I squeezed her breasts. Tatiana’s head fell back, her face a mask of pure pleasure. She looked like she was in heaven, her lips parted, eyes half-closed in ecstasy, and cheeks flushed and pink.

“Harder,” she said, wrapping her legs around my waist to pull me deeper.

I gave it to her, the sound of our bodies slapping together filling the office. Tatiana reached behind her to sweep her computer screen to the side and push some papers out of the way as she leaned back further, giving me even deeper access. It all tumbled onto the floor, but neither of us cared.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she chanted as I pounded into her. “Right there, don’t stop.”

I could feel my orgasm building, a tingling pressure at the base of my spine as I kept having sex with this beautiful, mature woman. She spread her legs a bit wider, her pussy opening up even further. For every thrust, I pushed in as deeply as possible, the “clap” rising along with our moans. Letting go of her breasts, I grabbed her hips instead, and her boobs jiggled and rolled like mad. She had to push them together, making a deep cleavage that made my mouth water.

I glanced down, my cock rapidly disappearing and stretching inside her, her walls moistening for every thrust as my erection came out soaked and wet. I looked back at her as I slammed into her again, the desk creaking and wobbling. I had never felt such a sweet, ripe pussy in my life. She was a bit like her daughter, but slightly snugger and puffier, making me feel more of her vagina.

“Oh, I’m climaxing,” she said, squeezing her tits hard. She let out a moan of relief, arching her back as I felt her pussy flutter around my erection. I couldn’t last much longer either, and I thrust deep one last time as my release hit me, pumping rope after rope of hot cum inside her as my knees buckled. At the same time, Tatiana’s body tensed, her pussy clenching rhythmically around my cock as she came, milking every drop from me as I flooded her interior.

Eventually, I slowed down, catching my breath as my fucking came to a halt. I was still deep inside her, aware of her honey and walls enveloping my softening cock.

We stayed connected for a moment, both of us sweaty and breathing hard. When I finally withdrew, a trickle of cum leaked from her slit, sliding down her thigh.

Tatiana sighed deeply, a sound of pure contentment. “God, I haven’t had cum in my pussy in years,” she said, her voice dreamy and satisfied. “I forgot how good it feels.”

“That was incredible,” I said, still trying to catch my breath. “You’re amazing.”

“So are you,” she replied with a lazy smile. “Even better than I hoped.”

She reached into a drawer and pulled out some wet wipes, cleaning her inner thighs. I took one from her and cleaned myself up as well, then helped her gather the papers that had scattered across the floor.

“Sorry about the mess,” I said, stacking the documents on her desk.

“Worth it,” she replied with a wink as she slipped back into her dress. “Need a ride home?”

“That would be great since Zara took the car,” I said, pulling on my clothes.

Tatiana’s office was back in order within minutes, no evidence remaining of what had just transpired except for the lingering scent of sex in the air. She sprayed some air freshener, then grabbed her purse and keys.

The drive to my house was comfortable, Tatiana seeming more relaxed than I’d ever seen her. She hummed along to the radio, occasionally glancing over at me with a satisfied smile. She kept talking and talking, everything about my favorite dishes to my favorite positions. It was clear from her voice that we’d just started, and that she wanted way more with me.

When we pulled up in front of my house, she turned to me before I could get out. “I had a wonderful time at the office,” she said, leaning over to kiss me. “I hope we can do this again soon.”

“I’d love to,” I replied honestly. “Just say when.”

“I’ll text you,” she promised, her hand squeezing my thigh. “Maybe next time we can try my place. I have a few toys I think you’d enjoy.”

The thought sent a shiver of anticipation through me. “I’ll look forward to it.”

I got out of the car and before she rolled down the window, she blew me a kiss. I stood there in awe as I watched her drive away, still processing what had just happened.

As I turned toward the house, I saw Zara peeking through the curtains, a knowing grin on her face. I knew I’d be in for a thorough interrogation the moment I stepped inside.

But somehow, I couldn’t bring myself to regret a single moment of what had just happened with Tatiana. Not when it had felt so good and intense. Even if it was wrong by most people’s standards, I was already counting the minutes until I could be with her again.

Taking a deep breath, I walked up to the door and let myself in. Home sweet home, even if I was about to face an inquisition.

Valentina was in the living room, curled up with a book. She looked up when I entered, her eyebrows raising slightly as she took me in.

“There you are,” she said, setting her book aside. “Who gave you a ride home? I didn’t hear your car.”

Her smile was knowing, almost teasing, and I felt my face flush instantly.

“Tatiana dropped me off,” I said. “We were going over the survey data I collected for her.”

Valentina giggled. “Oh, I’m sure you went over something, but I doubt it was just survey data.”

I stiffened, suddenly self-conscious. “What do you mean?”

“Honey,” Valentina said, pointing to my mouth, “you’ve got lipstick on your lips. And that scent—” She inhaled deeply. “That’s Tatiana’s favorite perfume. I’d recognize it anywhere.”

Before I could respond, I heard Zara running down the stairs, giggling as she entered the living room.

“Finally home!” she exclaimed, grabbing my hand and pulling me toward the couch. “Come sit. I want details. All of them. Right now.”

“Details about what?” I asked weakly, though I knew exactly what she meant.

Valentina scooted over on the couch, patting the space between her and where Zara was now sitting. I reluctantly took my place, feeling like I was about to be interrogated by two very enthusiastic detectives.

Zara leaned in close, sniffing dramatically. “You smell like sex and Tatiana’s perfume,” she said. “Did you fuck her in her office? On her desk? Tell us everything!”

“Zara!” I said, but I couldn’t help laughing at her directness. “Jesus Christ, you’re shameless.”

“So are you,” she shot back with a grin. “Come on, spill it.”

I looked between them, my sister’s eager expression and my mother’s curious, indulgent smile. This was surreal, my family waiting to hear about my sex story with Tatiana. But after everything we’d been through lately, the walls between us had already crumbled.

“Fine,” I said. “Yes, we had sex in her office. She called me in to discuss the survey, but it was pretty obvious it was all about something else.”

“Her clothes, was anyone there, positions, and so on?” Zara said, tugging at my arm. “You’re being a terrible storyteller at the moment.”

I laughed, shaking my head at their eager faces. “Okay, so she was wearing this incredibly sexy dress with a zipper down the side. And the whole administrative floor was empty.”

“Convenient,” Valentina remarked with a knowing smile.

“Very,” I agreed. “We talked about the survey for like two minutes before she asked me straight out if seeing her with you turned me on.” I glanced at Valentina, who didn’t look surprised. “Then we kissed, and she unzipped her dress, and well… it escalated from there.”

“On the desk?” Zara said, still looking disappointed at my storytelling skills.

“Yes, on her desk,” I admitted, feeling my face heat up. “Papers went flying everywhere. It was… intense. She’s incredibly sexy and knew exactly what she wanted.”

“Did you use protection?” Valentina asked, her tone more practical than judgmental.

I shook my head. “No, she wanted me to finish inside her raw. Said she hadn’t felt that in years.”

Then Zara wanted to know positions, whether I licked her or if she sucked me. I told her everything, which made her visibly aroused. I didn’t mind. Hopefully, she’ll take out her frustration on me later today.

Instead of being shocked, Valentina smiled warmly and placed her hand on my arm. “I’m proud of you, Nathan. Tatiana’s been going through a difficult time lately. She needs that love, that romance. It means a lot to me knowing you’re making her feel better.”

Her words surprised me, but they also made sense given what I now knew about their relationship. “Really?”

“Really,” Valentina confirmed.

“I’m just glad for this opportunity,” I said, feeling a sudden rush of gratitude despite the surreal nature of our family conversation. “It’s not every day you get to connect with someone like Tatiana. I mean, she’s brilliant, beautiful, and… well, you know.”

Valentina squeezed my arm gently. “I do know. Just be careful with your heart, okay? And remember that your professional relationship still matters.”

“I will,” I promised, though I wasn’t entirely sure how I was going to balance everything. Between Tatiana, Isabella, my teaching job, and whatever was happening with my family, my life had become wonderfully complicated.
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The next day, I drove to the Bennett house for my tutoring session with Isabella. My mind kept replaying the events from Tatiana’s office, making it difficult to focus on the road. I’d barely slept, too wired from the incredible sex and the surprisingly open conversation with Valentina and Zara afterward.

When I pulled into the driveway, my heart rate picked up. Would Tatiana act differently around me now? Would Isabella somehow sense the change between her mother and me?

I rang the doorbell, straightening my shirt nervously. The door swung open, and there stood Tatiana, looking absolutely stunning in a tight pencil skirt and a silky blouse with several buttons undone, revealing her delicious cleavage that I’d bathed in yesterday.

“Nathan,” she said, her voice warm with familiarity as she stepped forward, placing her hands on my shoulders. “So good to see you.”

She leaned in and gave me a kiss on the lips, lingering just long enough to make my heart race and remember where they’d recently been. When she pulled back, her eyes were sparkling with mischief.

“I’ve got some work to finish up in my study,” she said, her voice low and intimate. “Isabella’s just finishing up her shower. She’ll be down in a few minutes.”

“Okay, great,” I said, still feeling the tingle of her lips on mine.

“I’ll quickly let you know that I’ve been fantasizing about you a lot,” she said, her cheeks pinkening. “Hopefully, we can find some time together as quickly as possible.”

“I’m sure we will,” I said, hardening as I dreamed of her nude and with her legs spread.

“We’ll catch up,” Tatiana said. “Make yourself at home in the meantime.”

“I will,” I said as she left, hopping into her car and blowing me a kiss as she drove away.

I settled onto the couch in the living room, trying to collect my thoughts. The house was quiet except for the distant sound of water running upstairs. I pulled out my teaching materials, arranging them on the coffee table while I waited.

About ten minutes later, I heard footsteps on the stairs. Isabella appeared, her long hair loose and still slightly damp, falling in waves around her shoulders. She wore a pink skirt that showed off her toned legs and a simple white top that hugged her curves perfectly.

“Hey, Professor,” she said with a bright smile, coming over to give me a hug. Her body pressed against mine momentarily, and I caught the scent of her sweet, fruity shampoo.

“Hey, yourself,” I replied as she settled beside me on the couch. “Ready to tackle some marketing concepts?”

“As ready as I’ll ever be,” she said.

We spent the next hour going through her assignment, discussing market segmentation strategies and consumer behavior models. Isabella was actually quite sharp when she applied herself, quickly grasping the concepts I explained.

As we wrapped up the academic portion of our session, Isabella closed her textbook and turned to face me fully.

“So,” she said, tucking one leg underneath her, “I wanted to ask you something.”

“What’s up?” I asked, noticing the shift in her tone. I was certain it had to do with her mother. She must’ve noticed since Tatiana was glowing.

“Some friends of mine are planning this party next weekend,” she began, her eyes lighting up with excitement. “It’s going to be amazing, a harem theme. Everyone dresses up in these gorgeous outfits, lots of silks and jewels. But we need one handsome, older-looking man, and I really want you to come.”

I didn’t expect that, and I frowned slightly. “Isabella, I don’t know if that’s a good idea. I’m not supposed to attend parties with my students, and a party will be difficult to keep under wraps.”

She waved her hand dismissively. “These are mostly my friends from State College—the cheer squad. They don’t know you’re a professor. As far as they’re concerned, you’re just my hot older boyfriend.” She grinned at me. “And it’s just girls, so it’s not like it’s going to be some crazy frat party or something.”

“Where will you have it?” I asked, curiosity getting the better of me despite my reservations.

“We’re looking at Airbnbs,” Isabella replied, pulling out her phone. “There are a few nice ones just outside the city that would be perfect.”

I frowned, thinking of the practical issues. “You know most Airbnb hosts won’t be happy about a big party, right? There might be cameras outside or noise monitors. You could get hit with huge fines.”

Isabella rolled her eyes and flipped her damp hair over her shoulder. “They don’t have to find out. We’ll be discreet.” She leaned closer, her knee brushing against mine. “And I can’t have it at my place because Mom’s usually home. Even if she’s cool, I don’t think she’d approve of a harem party.”

“I don’t know, Isabella…”

Her eyes lit up as she swiped through her phone. “Look, these are my friends who’ll be there.” She handed me her phone, displaying a group photo of six stunning young women in cheerleading uniforms, all with perfect figures and dazzling smiles. They were all drop-dead gorgeous. The most beautiful girls at the peak of their beauty. They had slim, flawless faces, fresh, perky tits, firm hips, innocent smiles, and lustrous hair. I felt myself drawn to them immediately.

“They’re all from State College. Super fun girls.” She took back the phone, swiping to another photo. “And I want Zara to come too. And the twins.”

The thought of Zara being there changed things. And if the twins came too…

“If Zara comes, I’ll come,” I found myself saying, my resolve crumbling faster than I’d expected.

Isabella’s face broke into a smile. She threw her arms around my neck, pressing her body against mine in an enthusiastic hug. “Thank you, it’s going to be so much fun, I promise!”

As she pulled back, her expression shifted to something more curious. “By the way, Mom seems different lately. She was humming this morning while making coffee. I don’t think I’ve seen her this relaxed in years.”

I felt heat rise to my face, remembering exactly why Tatiana might be in such a good mood. “Oh, um…”

“Did something happen between you two?” Isabella asked.

I cleared my throat awkwardly. “Well… yesterday in her office, we… you know.”

Isabella’s mouth formed a perfect O before breaking into a wide grin. “You had sex in her office? That’s so naughty! Both of you!” She giggled, looking more delighted than scandalized. “But I’m glad. She deserves to be happy. And you’re way better than her usual type.”

“Thanks, I think?” I said, unsure how to respond to her enthusiasm about my sexual relationship with her mother.

“Trust me, it’s a compliment,” Isabella said. “I heard how badly she wanted you while we were spying on her earlier.”

I couldn’t help but smile at Isabella’s acceptance. Her casual attitude toward her mother’s sex life was refreshing, if a bit unusual.

“Yeah, I remember that too,” I said, and the lesbian scenes as well with my mother.

“She works so hard, and after all that stress …” She trailed off, then shrugged. “Let’s just say it’s nice to see her smile like that again.”

“I’m glad too,” I said sincerely. The idea that I could bring joy to Tatiana’s life, even if it was just a physical release, made me feel unexpectedly good.

We kept talking, which turned even more intimate. It didn’t take long for the books to be tossed aside, and she was yet again nude. We fucked on the couch, giggling and making jokes about getting caught. She also made lewd comments. “Who’s hotter?” she asked while her breasts bounced as I fucked her. “Me or Mom?”

“Both of you at once,” I said, making her chuckle.

I came inside her raw while kissing her, and then I came off her and helped clean the mess from her thighs. Once she was dressed, she leaned against me, still warm from the sex. I thought we could have a moment in peace, but then she glanced at her phone and jumped up.

“Oh! I’ve got to get ready for practice.”

“No worries,” I said. “Need a ride?”

She nodded eagerly. “My license’s still suspended.”

I drove her there and dropped her off. She kissed me on the lips and reminded me to ask my sister about the party. “I’ll ask her as soon as I get back.”

“Great,” she said with a grin.

As I drove home, I thought about Isabella’s party invitation. A harem theme sounded hot, especially with a group of cheerleaders, Zara, and the twins. But I knew I’d never get such an opportunity again. And I’d regret it if I didn’t go.

When I arrived home, I found Zara lounging on the couch watching a reality show. She looked up when I entered, a curious smile on her face.

“How was tutoring?” she asked, muting the TV.

“Good,” I replied, dropping my bag by the door. “Hey, I wanted to ask you something.”

She sat up straighter. “What’s up?”

“Isabella’s planning this party next weekend,” I said, sitting beside her on the couch. “A harem-themed party with her cheerleader friends from State College. She invited me, but I said I’d only go if you came too.”

Zara’s eyes widened with excitement. “A harem party? Like with the sexy outfits and everything?”

“That’s what she said. Silks, jewels, the works. She’s inviting the twins, too.”

“Are you kidding? Of course I want to go!” she exclaimed, bouncing slightly on the cushion. “That sounds amazing! I’ve been dying to do something fun like that.”

Her enthusiasm was infectious. “Really? You don’t need to think about it?”

“What’s to think about? Hot girls, sexy outfits, probably some drinks…” She grinned mischievously. “Plus, I get to see my professor brother surrounded by a bunch of scantily-clad women. The twins will absolutely die when they hear about this.” She grabbed her phone off the coffee table. “Let’s call them right now. They’re going to freak out.”

Before I could respond, she was already dialing the twins on speaker. After two rings, Lexi’s voice came through.

“Hey, Zara!”

“You two need to clear your schedules for next weekend,” Zara said, shooting me a conspiratorial grin. “We’ve got a harem party to attend.”

“A what now?” Lexi asked, her interest sparked.

“A harem party,” Zara repeated. “Sexy outfits, silks, jewels, the whole deal. Isabella’s organizing it with her cheerleader friends from State College. And my brother will be the star of the show.”

“And we’re invited?” Raven asked, sounding surprised and delighted.

“Absolutely,” I chimed in. “Isabella specifically asked for you two to come.”

There was a brief pause, then both twins squealed with excitement simultaneously.

I couldn’t help but smile, though something told me this party might be more than any of us expected. Zara confirmed it with a wicked grin. “This is going to be epic.”
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The Uber driver took another sharp turn, sending Zara sliding across the backseat into Lexi’s lap. They both erupted in giggles as the car navigated the winding roads leading up to Rocky Peak Park.

“This is going to be epic,” Raven said, holding her phone up to capture the view of the city lights twinkling below us. The sunset painted the sky orange and purple, creating a dreamlike backdrop against the silhouettes of the mountains.

I sat in the front passenger seat, my stomach a knot of anticipation and nerves. The past week had flown by, with Isabella, Zara and the twins discussing outfit options and party plans almost non-stop. Now that we were actually on our way, reality was setting in. I was on my way to a college party with nine hot college girls all for myself.

“You okay there, Professor?” Lexi teased, leaning forward to squeeze my shoulder. “You look like you’re heading to a final exam instead of a party full of gorgeous girls.”

“I’m fine,” I said, turning to look at the three beautiful girls in the backseat. Zara had outdone herself in a shimmering gold two-piece that left little to the imagination, while the twins wore matching outfits in turquoise and ruby red, their honey-blonde hair styled in loose waves.

“He’s just nervous about being the only guy,” Zara said, nudging Lexi with her elbow. “Performance anxiety, maybe?”

They all burst into laughter, and I couldn’t help but join them. Despite my nervousness, there was an undeniable thrill coursing through me.

We soon turned onto a private drive that wound through a dense cluster of pine trees. When the house came into view, we all let out appreciative gasps.

It was a modern house of glass and wood on the edge of a small clearing. Light spilled from every window, and I could hear the faint pulse of music coming from inside.

We paid the driver and gathered our overnight bags. As we made our way up the path, the front door swung open, and Isabella appeared with a wide grin. She wore what could barely be called an outfit, a transparent pale pink fabric draped strategically over her curves, held together by gold chains. Small jewels glittered across her exposed midriff, and her long legs were accentuated by golden anklets that jingled as she moved.

“Nathan!” Isabella said, rushing forward to wrap her arms around me in a tight hug. Her nearly naked body pressed against mine, the thin fabric doing nothing to hide the warmth of her skin or the softness of her breasts against my chest. The scent of her sweet, exotic perfume filled my nostrils as she held me close.

“Hi, Isabella,” I said.

“Welcome to paradise,” she whispered in my ear before pulling back with a mischievous smile. She greeted my sister and twins before pulling us inside. “Come meet everyone!”

The house was even more impressive inside, an open living area with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the twinkling city lights below. A large sectional couch dominated one side of the room, while a bar area had been set up in the corner. But what truly caught my attention were the young women scattered throughout the space. Five stunning cheerleaders lounged on the couches or danced to the music, each dressed in variations of the harem theme. Some wore more fabric than others, but all left little to the imagination.

“Ladies!” Isabella called out, and the music was turned down slightly as everyone turned to look at us. “Our guests of honor have arrived!”

A tall blonde with legs that seemed to go on forever approached first. Her outfit was a deep blue that complemented her eyes, the fabric clinging to her curves in all the right places.

“This is Zoe,” Isabella said, introducing us. “Captain of the cheer squad and the mastermind behind tonight’s theme.”

“So you’re the famous professor,” Zoe said with a playful smile, looking me up and down appreciatively. “Isabella’s told us so much about you.”

“All good things, I hope,” I replied, trying to maintain my composure as she stepped closer, her hand brushing my arm.

“Very good things,” she confirmed with a wink.

One by one, Isabella introduced the rest of her friends, Megan, a petite redhead whose freckled skin contrasted beautifully with her emerald outfit; Jasmine, whose olive complexion glowed in gold fabric that barely covered her impressive curves; Tina, an athletic brunette whose toned abs were on full display; and Brooke, a tall beauty whose honey-blonde hair cascaded down her back in waves. I remembered them from the photo Isabella had shown me earlier, but they looked so much better in real life.

Each introduction was accompanied by warm touches, flirtatious comments, and unmistakable interest in their eyes. By the time we’d made it around the room, my head was spinning.

Zara and the twins immediately integrated themselves with the other girls, chatting and laughing as if they’d been friends forever. I watched in amazement as they seamlessly joined the party atmosphere.

“Let’s get you a drink,” Isabella said, pulling me toward the bar. “What’s your poison?”

“Whiskey, neat,” I replied, still trying to process the scene around me.

As Isabella mixed drinks, Zoe appeared with a golden crown adorned with colorful jewels. “For our king,” she said, placing it on my head while the others cheered.

“All hail King Nathan!” Lexi called out, raising her glass.

“King Nathan!” the others echoed, lifting their drinks in a toast.

I felt my face flush with a mix of embarrassment and pleasure as I adjusted the crown. “I’m hardly royalty,” I protested weakly.

“The only man in a house full of beautiful women?” Jasmine said, sidling up to me. “That makes you our king for the night.”

Isabella handed me my drink. “To the king of our harem,” she said with a wink.

The music suddenly shifted to a pulsing beat that seemed to vibrate through the floor. Megan cranked up the volume, and several of the girls moved to the center of the room to dance. Their bodies swayed hypnotically to the rhythm, jewels and chains catching the light as they moved.

“Come dance with us,” Brooke insisted, grabbing my hand and pulling me toward the dance floor.

Before I knew it, I was surrounded by gyrating bodies, the scent of perfume and warm skin enveloping me. Tina pressed against my back while Brooke danced in front of me, her hips moving in perfect time with the music. I caught glimpses of Zara dancing with Jasmine, both laughing as they twirled each other around.

Time seemed to blur as we danced, drank, and laughed. The girls took turns claiming my attention, each one more flirtatious than the last. Zoe taught me a few cheer moves, her hands guiding my body. Megan mixed specialty cocktails she’d invented, each one stronger than the last.

“King Nathan needs another drink!” someone called out, and suddenly a fresh glass appeared in my hand.

After I’d danced enough, I needed a break. I found myself seated on the large comfy couch, with Isabella on one side and Tina on the other. The twins perched on the floor in front of me, while the rest of the girls lounged around us in various states of relaxation.

“Let’s play a game,” Zoe suggested, sitting cross-legged in the center of our circle. “Truth or dare … And I think our king should go first.”

All eyes turned to me, and I felt a rush of both excitement and nervousness. The crown sat slightly askew on my head after all the dancing, and I adjusted it with a grin.

“Alright,” I said, feeling bold from the alcohol. “Truth.”

“Playing it safe?” Tina teased, poking my side.

Zoe tapped her chin thoughtfully. “Who was your first crush on a teacher?”

The girls leaned forward eagerly as I thought back. “Ms. Pearson, my tenth-grade English teacher. She used to wear these pencil skirts that drove teenage me wild.”

Zara gasped. “I remember her! You used to talk to Valentina about her all the time.”

“No, I did not,” I said, my cheeks reddening.

Zara blew me a raspberry and made fun of my blushing cheeks.

The game moved quickly around the circle. At first, the questions and dares were relatively tame. Zara admitted to having sucked me off for an A, Brooke was dared to do a handstand, and Jasmine revealed her most embarrassing date story.

“Truth or dare, Isabella?” Megan asked, her eyes glinting mischievously.

“Dare,” Isabella replied without hesitation.

“I dare you to give our king a lap dance,” Megan said, raising her eyebrows suggestively.

The girls whooped and cheered as Isabella stood up, swaying her hips as she approached me. She straddled my lap, her nearly transparent outfit leaving little to the imagination as she began to move against me. The sensation of her warm body grinding against mine sent heat rushing through me, and I had to concentrate hard not to get visibly aroused.

When Zoe’s turn came again, she chose dare without hesitation.

“I dare you to climb on the coffee table and show us your best exotic dance,” Lexi challenged.

Zoe leapt up eagerly, climbing onto the glass coffee table in the center of our circle. Someone cranked up the music, and she began to move, her body undulating to the beat. The other girls cheered her on as she got more into it, spinning and dropping low. She looked more like a stripper than a cheerleader.

“Take it off!” Jasmine called out, and the others joined in the chant.

Laughing, Zoe began to untie the straps of her top, letting the fabric fall away to reveal her perky breasts. She twirled the fabric above her head before tossing it into my lap. As she spun around, her foot caught the edge of a cocktail glass, sending it flying. Red liquid splashed across the cream-colored rug beneath the table.

As I moved to grab some napkins, my foot slipped on the wet floor, and I went down hard, landing awkwardly on my side. The girls erupted in laughter as I lay there, momentarily stunned.

“Oh no, our king is injured!” Megan gasped with exaggerated concern. “As a nursing student, I’d better examine him.”

Before I could protest, she was kneeling beside me, her hands running down my chest. “We need to make sure everything’s in working order,” she said, her fingers trailing lower until they reached the waistband of my pants.

“I’ll assist,” Isabella said, dropping to her knees beside Megan. “This requires a thorough examination.”

My protests died in my throat as they unbuttoned my pants and slid them down my hips. My erection was impossible to hide now, straining against my boxers.

“The patient appears to be responsive,” Megan announced clinically, though her eyes were hungry as she pulled down my boxers. “But we should verify full functionality.”

Without another word, she lowered her head and took me into her mouth. I sighed in relief, my head falling back against the floor. Around us, the party had gone quiet except for the music, all eyes on the scene unfolding on the floor.

“I should help too,” Isabella said, joining Megan. They took turns, their mouths warm and wet as they passed my erection back and forth, occasionally pausing to kiss each other with me still between them.

I was vaguely aware of the other girls watching, some touching themselves or each other, but I couldn’t focus on anything beyond the incredible sensation of two beautiful women pleasuring me simultaneously.

“Don’t hog all the fun,” Zara said, approaching with a wicked smile. She knelt beside them, her hand replacing Megan’s mouth as she stroked me firmly.

I should have felt some hesitation about my sister joining in, but in the haze of alcohol and arousal, all boundaries had dissolved. The only reality was this moment, these sensations, and these beautiful women surrounding me.

When I finally came, it was Megan who took me deep into her mouth, swallowing most of it before pulling back. Without missing a beat, she turned to Isabella, pulling her into a deep kiss, sharing my cum with her. Then Isabella turned to Zara, repeating the process till their lips and tits were covered in pearly cum.

We got back up to our feet, some of us nude and some of us clothed. The music was cranked to its highest volume, bodies writhing together all around the room.

“It’s too hot in here,” Raven said, reaching behind her to untie her top. Lexi followed suit, both twins now topless, their matching breasts swaying as they approached me.

“We want to play a drinking game,” Lexi said, her voice husky with desire.

They guided me to the couch, positioning themselves on either side of me. Raven filled her mouth with the sweet cocktail she’d been drinking, then pressed her lips to my own, letting the liquid flow between us. I swallowed eagerly, the drink tasting even sweeter from her mouth.

Lexi went next, but instead of using her mouth, she poured the drink over her big, bouncy breasts, then guided my head to lick it clean. The sensation of her nipple hardening against my tongue made my recently spent cock begin to stir again.

Not to be outdone, Raven spread her legs and had Jasmine pour a shot of liquor over her exposed pussy. “Drink,” she said, and I eagerly complied, my tongue lapping at the combination of alcohol and her natural wetness. Once I’d cleaned her thoroughly, she guided me up for another kiss, tasting herself on my lips.

The twins took turns, becoming more adventurous with each round until I was rock hard again. The other girls watched, some pleasuring each other, others simply enjoying the show.

“Let’s fuck,” Lexi whispered, pushing me back on the couch and straddling me. She sank down slowly, her tight pussy enveloping me inch by inch until I was fully sheathed within her. She began to ride me, her blonde hair falling around her face like a curtain as she moved.

Raven knelt beside us, alternating between kissing her sister and kissing me, her hands roaming over both our bodies. The other girls had formed a circle around us, cheering and offering encouragement as Lexi started riding me harder and harder.

When I finally came, it was with a groan that was lost in the pounding music. Lexi climbed off me, and immediately Raven was there, lowering her face between her sister’s legs to lick up the mixture of our fluids. When she’d gathered it all, she rose up on her knees, pulling Lexi into a deep kiss to share the fruits of our passion.

I lay back, completely spent and utterly satisfied, watching the beautiful chaos unfold around me. That’s when the headlights swept across the windows, bright beams cutting through our sensual haze. For a moment, we all froze, suddenly aware of the world outside our bubble of pleasure.

Then came the pounding on the door, loud enough to be heard over the blaring music.

“Open! This is the property manager!”

The spell broke instantly. Girls scrambled for discarded clothing, drinks were hastily hidden, and someone cut the music, plunging us into sudden, terrifying silence.

“Shit,” I said, pulling up my pants with fumbling fingers. “I told you about the noise rules.”

The pounding came again, more insistent this time. “I know you’re in there! Open up now or I’m calling the police!”

Isabella looked at me with wide, panicked eyes. “What do we do?”

I took a deep breath, trying to clear my head. “I’ll handle it,” I said, though I had no idea how I was going to explain this scene to anyone. “Everyone get dressed and try to look… normal.”

I straightened my clothes as best I could and made my way to the door, trying to look composed despite the chaos behind me. My heart hammered in my chest as I opened it, preparing some excuse about a small get-together that got slightly out of hand.

When I opened the door, a woman in her late 40s stood there in a rain jacket, flashlight in hand, face tight with irritation. The beam from her flashlight swept across my face, momentarily blinding me.

“Hello,” I began, attempting to sound as innocent as possible. “Is there a problem?”

“You said this was a small gathering,” she snapped, her voice sharp with anger. “Do you call this small?”

I blinked. “I’m sorry if we were a bit loud—”

She pushed past me into the entryway, her flashlight beam cutting through the dimly lit room. The smell of alcohol hung heavy in the air, and though someone had turned down the music, its faint echo still betrayed us. The woman looked past me, spotting the group of young women and the mess inside: cups scattered across tables, pillows thrown on the floor, a toppled chair lying on its side, alcohol spills and the scent of sex hanging in the air.

Isabella rushed over, hastily adjusting her outfit, trying to sound composed. “We were just celebrating a little. I promise we’ll keep it down.”

The host shook her head firmly. “No, this isn’t acceptable. My listing clearly says no parties. I need to speak to whoever’s responsible.”

I stepped forward, trying to help defuse the situation. “Ma’am, I’ll pay extra for cleaning or any damages. They’re just college kids, no harm done.”

Her eyes narrowed at me. “I’m not interested in bribes. Either I speak with the parents, or I’m calling the police.”

At the mention of police, the cheerleaders started whispering nervously among themselves. The tension in the room thickened instantly. I glanced around, seeing panic spreading across their faces.

Isabella’s face was drained of color. “Please don’t call the police,” she said, voice trembling.

The host crossed her arms. “Then give me your parents’ number.”

“Here,” I said, fishing out my phone. “You can take my mother’s number.”

“No,” the host said firmly. “I recognize Isabella. She’s the one who booked it, and she’s responsible for this mess.” She narrowed her eyes at Isabella. “It has to be your mom.”

“Please,” I said, trying my hardest to let her off the hook. “Our mothers know each other well.”

The host ignored me, her glare still fixed on Isabella. Eventually, Isabella sighed, wiped her tears, and recited her mother’s number, which the host punched into her phone.

The woman stepped outside to make the call, standing near her car with her back to us, the beam of her flashlight bouncing off the wet gravel.

The moment the door closed, Raven muttered, “This is bad.”

Zara immediately moved to Isabella’s side, wrapping an arm around her shoulders. “It’ll be okay,” she said.

The cheerleaders stayed behind, helping to pick up cups and straighten furniture, though their movements were sluggish from the alcohol.

Isabella sat on the couch, near tears, repeating, “Mom’s gonna kill me.”

I moved beside her, placing a hand on her knee. “I’ll stay with you,” I said softly. “You don’t have to face her alone.”

“We’ll stay too,” Zara said, and the twins nodded their agreement, though they all looked tipsy and tired.

We managed to clean up the worst of the mess, hiding empty bottles, wiping up spills, and arranging the furniture back to some semblance of order. The stain on the carpet remained, but we covered it with a throw pillow and hoped for the best.

About an hour later, headlights swept across the gravel driveway, illuminating the room through the large windows. My stomach tightened as I recognized Tatiana’s car.

Tatiana stepped out, umbrella in one hand, coat pulled tight against the chill of the night. Even from this distance, I could see her composed demeanor as she approached the host, who waited near the porch with crossed arms.

“That’s my mom,” Isabella whispered unnecessarily, her voice small with dread.

We watched through the window as Tatiana approached. I couldn’t hear what she said, but I saw her extend her hand to the host.

“I’m going to be grounded until I’m thirty,” Isabella moaned.

The front door opened, and Tatiana entered, followed by the property manager. Tatiana’s eyes swept the room, taking in the hastily cleaned space and the girls. Her gaze lingered on me for a moment, a flicker of surprise crossing her features before she masked it.

The host launched into her complaints, gesturing wildly as she detailed the noise, the number of guests, and the damage to her property. Tatiana listened without interrupting, her expression steady as the woman worked through her grievances. When the host finally ran out of steam, Tatiana simply said, “You’re right to be upset. I’ll compensate you fully.”

The host blinked, thrown off by Tatiana’s composure. “That’s… not the point. I just can’t have people—”

Tatiana cut in gently but firmly, “I understand. You’ll have your money, and I’ll make sure it doesn’t happen again. And we’ll also leave as soon as possible.”

I watched in amazement as she handed over her number and promised to send payment the next morning. The host, while still wary, seemed satisfied enough. She double-checked the locks before driving off into the rainy night, headlights fading down the winding road.

Tatiana closed the door and turned toward us. The lighting cast shadows across her face, making her expression unreadable for a moment before she spoke. She spotted her daughter with tear tracks on her cheeks. She sat down next to her, draping an arm over her shoulder. “I’m not angry, Isabella. Just disappointed,” she said. “Even if it’s a rental, you can’t make a mess and expect someone else to fix it.”

Isabella’s eyes filled with tears again. “I know. I’m sorry, Mom. It got out of hand.”

I stepped forward, feeling responsible. “It was my fault too. I should’ve stopped it.”

Tatiana looked at me, something told me she wanted to smile when she saw me. “You both share the blame. What matters now is that everyone’s safe.”

“Safe and tired…” Zara slurred softly from where she’d collapsed on the couch.

“I can drive home Isabella, Zara, Nathan, and the twins, and I’ll get an Uber for the rest of you,” she said.

Isabella, still teary, nodded gratefully. “Thanks, Mom.”

Tatiana looked us over, taking in our flushed faces and heavy eyes. She pulled out her phone and got an Uber for Isabella’s cheerleader friends.

The rain picked up as the Uber arrived, and I hugged the cheerleaders goodbye. They were all tipsy, tired and a bit scared, but they still wanted to let me know that we should meet another day.

Then we loaded into Tatiana’s car. Zara and the twins nodded off almost immediately in the back seat, their heads lolling together in exhausted slumber. Isabella sat quietly beside me, her head against the window.

Tatiana drove calmly as it started to rain, the wipers rhythmically clearing the windshield. The headlights caught the shimmer of rain-soaked trees, and the road felt endless, winding through the darkness of the hills.

When Isabella finally dozed off, Tatiana glanced over at me and murmured, “Thank you for staying with her.”

“I couldn’t leave her like that,” I replied, watching the rain streak across my window.

Tatiana’s tone softened. “You care about her. I see that.”

I didn’t respond, unsure what to say. The complexity of my relationship with both Isabella and Tatiana left me speechless.

After a moment, Tatiana sighed. “Sorry for being a buzzkill tonight.”

“You weren’t,” I said quickly. “You saved us.”

“Isabella could have just had the party at our place, you know,” she continued, keeping her voice low to avoid waking the others. “I wouldn’t have minded.”

Isabella stirred slightly beside me but didn’t wake. “She didn’t think you’d allow it,” I explained. “And she didn’t want to make a mess there.”

Tatiana shook her head slightly, a small smile playing on her lips. “She can’t make a mess at someone else’s place either. It’s still me who’ll end up cleaning it.”

“I know,” I said. “She’s sorry. We all are.”

It started raining a lot more, and Tatiana got a bit more nervous. “Isabella … would you mind if we sleepover at my friend’s guesthouse. I don’t like driving while it’s raining.”

“It’s fine,” she said timidly.

Tatiana then looked at me, and I shrugged. “It’s fine for me … I don’t think Zara and I are ready to see our mother either.”

“I thought so,” Tatiana said. She called her friend and it was settled within a minute.

After fifteen minutes, the guesthouse appeared suddenly around a bend, a modern cottage nestled among tall pine trees.

“We’re here,” Tatiana said as she pulled into the gravel driveway.

I gently shook Zara and the twins awake, explaining we’d crash at a cottage instead. We stumbled from the car, the cold rain shocking us into greater awareness as we hurried toward the shelter of the porch.

Tatiana punched in the code and the door opened. Inside, the cottage was cozy and warm, with a stone fireplace dominating one wall and furniture arranged throughout the main room.

“There are only two bedrooms,” Tatiana said, flicking on lights as she moved through the space. “The girls can take the master bedroom. It has a king-sized bed that should fit all four of them. Nathan, you can take the small bedroom, and I’ll sleep on the couch.”

“No way,” I protested immediately. “I’ll take the couch. You should have the bedroom.”

Tatiana shook her head. “You look tired and tipsy. I don’t want you to fall down and hit your head.”

“I didn’t drink that much,” I said, even though I did feel slightly intoxicated.

“Mom, why can’t you and me share a bed?” Isabella asked.

“But that will still leave Nathan on the couch,” Tatiana said, crossing her arms.

“But it’s fine … I promise it is,” I told her till Tatiana yielded.

Even if she didn’t like the outcome, Tatiana handed me some extra blankets for the couch while I helped guide Zara and the twins toward the master bedroom. They were practically sleepwalking, exhausted from the harem party and the emotional aftermath.

“Come on, ladies,” I said, steering them through the doorway. “Let’s get you to bed.”

They mumbled incoherently as I guided them to the king-sized bed. Lexi immediately flopped face-down onto the mattress, while Raven swayed on her feet, her eyes half-closed.

“Arms up,” I told Raven, helping her out of her harem outfit. She complied, lifting her arms and allowing me to pull the fabric over her head. I did the same for Lexi, who barely stirred as I undressed her. Zara managed to remove her top but needed help with the rest.

“Thanks,” she murmured as I pulled back the covers and helped them all climb in. They curled together under the sheets, a tangle of blonde hair and breasts. I tucked the blankets around them, feeling a strange tenderness as I watched them drift off.

As I turned to leave, Zara caught my wrist. “Kiss goodnight?” she asked sleepily.

I leaned down and pressed my lips to hers, a gentle kiss. “Goodnight, sis.”

“Night, bro,” she whispered, her eyes already closing as she snuggled deeper under the covers.

I quietly closed the door behind me and returned to the living room. Tatiana and Isabella had already disappeared into the second bedroom, and the cottage was silent except for the patter of rain against the windows and the occasional crackle from the fireplace.

I arranged the blankets on the couch and stretched out, my body aching pleasantly from the night’s activities. Despite the chaotic ending, I couldn’t help smiling as I replayed the events of the evening in my mind. The dancing, the drinking games, the cheerleaders and their bold advances. It had been an incredible night before the property manager showed up, and hopefully I wouldn’t be too hungover tomorrow.

I was just drifting off when I heard footsteps approaching. Opening my eyes, I saw Tatiana standing over me, wrapped in a thin white robe that clung to her curves. Her hair was loose around her shoulders, and in the dim light from the dying fire, she looked like a goddess.

“I feel bad leaving you out here on the couch,” she said, a smile crinkling her eyes.

“I’m fine,” I assured her, trying not to stare at the way the robe gaped slightly at her chest, revealing the swell of her breasts. “Really, it’s comfortable.”

She sat on the edge of the couch, her robe riding up to expose her smooth thighs. “Are you sure? You’ve had quite a night.”

“It’s been memorable,” I admitted with a chuckle.

Tatiana smiled, her hand coming to rest on my chest. “I think we can make it even more memorable,” she whispered, leaning down to brush her lips against mine. She kissed me once, leaving a smoochy sound behind. “What do you think?”

“Oh, I’d love that,” I said, wondering whether I was dreaming or not.

She pressed her lips to mine again, holding it so I could feel the smoothness and taste the sweetness. Then I slid my hand into her hair to pull her closer, and she deepened it, her tongue exploring my mouth. I could taste the mint of her toothpaste and something uniquely her.

“Tatiana,” I murmured against her lips as she untied her robe, letting it fall open to reveal her naked body beneath. The firelight played across her skin, highlighting the curves I’d admired so much in her office.

Her hands moved to my t-shirt, tugging it up and over my head. “We have to be quiet,” she said, her fingers trailing down my chest to the waistband of my pants. “The girls are just down the hall.”

I nodded, unable to form words as she unbuttoned my pants and slid them down my hips along with my boxers. My cock sprang free, already hardening at her touch. I reached between her legs, finding her pussy wet and swollen. She moaned as I stroked her, her hips moving against my hand.

We were so caught up in each other that we didn’t notice another presence until a feminine voice said, “Is this a private party, or can anyone join?”

We broke apart, and I looked up to see Isabella standing there in a pink bathrobe, her hair tousled from sleep. Tatiana didn’t seem surprised or embarrassed to be caught naked with my fingers between her legs.

“Is this your revenge for when I walked in on you?” Tatiana asked, her tone playful rather than accusatory.

Isabella giggled, shaking her head. “No, I just didn’t want to leave Nathan all alone out here.” She moved closer. “And it seems like you had the same idea, Mom.”

Tatiana smiled, shifting slightly to make room on the couch. “There’s room for you too, sweetheart.”

My heart hammered in my chest as Isabella sat next to me, her thigh pressing against mine. “Can I help?” she asked innocently, her hand hovering over my erection. “Can I stroke him too?”

“There’s room for your hand as well,” I heard myself say, hardly believing this was happening.

Isabella’s fingers wrapped around my shaft, joining her mother’s as they stroked me together. The sensation of two soft hands moving in tandem was incredible, and I groaned softly, careful not to wake the girls in the other room.

I looked between them, mother and daughter, both beautiful in their own ways, both touching me intimately. This was a threesome in the making, and the realization sent a surge of heat through my body.

They took turns kissing me, Tatiana’s lips experienced and mature, Isabella’s youthful and playful. Each kiss was different but equally arousing, and soon I was painfully erect, my cock throbbing in their hands.

“You’re stroking him too quickly,” Tatiana told her daughter, demonstrating a slower, more measured pace. “Like this.”

“No, he likes it faster,” Isabella insisted, speeding up her movements again. “See how he twitches when I do this?”

They continued their playful debate, their hands never leaving my body as they touched and teased. The competitive energy between them was hot, each trying to prove she knew what pleased me best.

“You’re both lovely,” I finally said, my voice strained with desire.

Tatiana smiled, seemingly satisfied with this answer. “Why don’t you come to bed with us?” she suggested, standing and retying her robe loosely. “It’s much more comfortable than this couch.”

I nodded eagerly, allowing Isabella to take my hand and lead me toward the second bedroom. Tatiana followed behind, closing the door softly once we were all inside.

The room was dimly lit by a small bedside lamp, casting long shadows across the queen-sized bed. It was definitely smaller than the other room, but it just meant we had to sleep tightly. Without hesitation, both women untied their robes and let them fall to the floor, standing naked before me.

I couldn’t help comparing them as they stood side by side. Tatiana’s body was mature and voluptuous, her breasts full and slightly heavy, her hips curved. Isabella was slimmer, more athletic, her breasts smaller but perfectly perky, her stomach flat and toned from cheerleading.

Yet despite their differences, the resemblance between them was similar: the same auburn hair, the same almond-shaped eyes, the same full lips, the same pink nipples. They were like two versions of the same woman, only separated by time.

They approached me together, and we shared a three-way kiss, our tongues and lips meeting and intertwining. Tatiana’s hand found my cock again while Isabella caressed my chest, her nails lightly scratching my skin.

“Lie back on the bed,” Tatiana said, her voice horny. “Let us take care of you.”

“We called him king at the party,” Isabella said with a giggle.

“Just call me Nathan,” I said, thinking it was a bit dorky.

They both chuckled as I did as she said, stretching out on the soft mattress. They knelt on either side of me, their hands exploring my body before both lowered their heads toward my erection. Tatiana took me in her mouth first, sliding me down her throat while taking her time, slowly squeezing me with her mouth. She knew exactly how to use her mouth and throat. Every pull, every swirl of her tongue, every deep, wet stroke of her throat was deliberate, mature, and devastatingly sensual.

When she pulled back, Isabella took her place, her approach more youthful and enthusiastic. She moaned around my cock, the vibrations sending pleasure shooting up my spine, and she bobbed her head rapidly, never growing tired.

They alternated, each taking turns pleasuring me, occasionally pausing to kiss each other with my cock between their lips. The sight was incredibly erotic, mother and daughter sharing me, their mouths meeting over my most intimate part.

“How did Mom fuck you in her office?” Isabella asked, stroking me while Tatiana caught her breath.

Tatiana answered before I could. “I sat on my desk with my legs spread,” she said, her eyes glazing slightly at the memory. “It was incredible.”

“Nice,” Isabella replied, her hand speeding up as her mother’s spit covered her hand.

“I’d love to lick you again,” I told Tatiana, my mouth watering by the memory of her sweet pussy.

She smiled and moved up the bed, positioning herself over my face. I gripped her thighs, pulling her down until my tongue could reach her pussy. She was even wetter than before, her taste like ripe fruit as I lapped at her folds. Meanwhile, Isabella continued sucking me, her mouth warm and eager as she slobbered over my cock.

The position was perfect, Tatiana riding my face while Isabella pleasured my cock. I lost myself in the sensations, the taste of Tatiana and the feel of Isabella’s mouth.

After a while, they changed positions. Tatiana moved down my body, straddling my hips while Isabella helped guide my cock inside her mother. The sensation of sliding into Tatiana’s tight, wet heat made me groan.

“Shhh,” Isabella whispered, leaning down to kiss me, but it didn’t take long for her to break it with a giggle. “I can taste my mom on your lips.”

“Well, duh, I just licked her.”

I thrust up into Tatiana as she rode me, her breasts bouncing with each slap. Isabella watched, occasionally leaning in to kiss me deeply.

Eventually, Tatiana climbed off me, positioning herself on her hands and knees. “Take me from behind,” she said, looking back at me over her shoulder.

I knelt behind her, guiding my cock back inside her pussy, slowly sinking inside her. While I was fucking Tatiana, Isabella sat by the side till her mother beckoned her in front. “I can lick you if you want.”

“Sure,” Isabella said with a smile. As I began to thrust, Isabella sprawled in front of her mother, spreading her legs wide. Without hesitation, Tatiana lowered her head between her daughter’s thighs, her tongue finding Isabella’s center.

As I kept fucking Tatiana, I felt myself reaching the edge. I had never experienced anything as erotic as this. Tatiana’s back arched as she eagerly licked her daughter’s pussy, her moans vibrating against Isabella’s flesh. I gripped Tatiana’s hips harder, watching my cock disappear inside her again and again.

It was taboo, wrong by every societal standard, and yet impossibly arousing. Each time I thrust forward, Tatiana pushed back against me, her ass slapping against my pelvis as she worked her hips in perfectly.

I felt her pussy tightening around me, becoming snugger with each stroke as her orgasm approached. She continuously backed her ass against me, taking me deeper, her body demanding everything I had to give.

“Oh god, I’m going to come,” I said, feeling the pressure build beyond my control.

Tatiana moaned against Isabella’s pussy, but didn’t stop her oral sex. I couldn’t hold anything in. I slammed into her and came so hard I jerked back. My cock slipped out while I was in the middle of firing my load, and I spilled hot ropes of cum across Tatiana’s smooth ass cheeks. My cock landed right on the cleft of her ass and I slowly rubbed it back and forth, using the friction of her warm ass cheeks to milk the orgasm. In the end, I watched, mesmerized, as the white streaks painted her skin and trickled down her hips.

Tatiana came off her daughter’s pussy with a smack. “How’s that?”

“It felt really nice … Not as good as your vibrators though,” she said.

Tatiana gave her a look. “Hey, I don’t like you sneaking around my stuff.”

“Sorry,” Isabella said, her cheeks pinkening. “It kinda slipped out.”

“It’s fine, just tell me what you want and I’ll buy it for you,” Tatiana said. She looked over her shoulder. “How about you, Nathan? How’s the orgasm?”

“Fantastic, but I spilled my load all over your ass.”

“I’ll clean you, Mom,” Isabella said, reaching for a tissue from the nightstand. She gently wiped her mother’s ass clean.

“Thank you, sweetheart,” Tatiana murmured, rolling onto her side.

I collapsed between them, spent and satisfied beyond words. They both cuddled up to me, their warm bodies pressing against mine from either side. Tatiana’s head rested on my chest while Isabella nuzzled against my neck, her breath tickling my skin.

“That was like a dream,” I said, still trying to catch my breath.

“So, who was better?” Isabella asked playfully, propping herself up on one elbow to look at me. “Me or Mom?”

“Isabella!” Tatiana laughed, swatting her daughter’s arm.

“What? I’m just curious,” Isabella replied with an innocent smile that didn’t match the wicked glint in her eyes.

I chuckled, looking between the two beautiful women. “Well, if I’m being honest, Tatiana has more experience, but you’re not bad at all, Isabella.”

“Not bad?” Isabella said playfully. “That’s all I get?”

“You’re amazing,” I amended, kissing her forehead. “You just need a little more practice.”

“And I’m happy to teach you anything,” Tatiana said generously, her fingers tracing patterns on my chest.

“Oh, your phone’s lighting up,” Isabella said suddenly, reaching across me to the nightstand. She grabbed my phone and handed it to me. “Someone’s texting you.”

I glanced at the screen and saw Zara’s name along with a message, How’s it going? She ended it with a winking emoji.

I arched an eyebrow, thinking she was asleep. I sent her a message asking why she was still awake. Her response came almost immediately, Just pretending to sleep. I knew the threesome was due to happen. Didn’t want to interrupt.

You little fox, I texted back, shaking my head with a smile.

I’m not a fox, I’m a vixen, came her reply. And I want a mom-daughter threesome too.

I blinked at the screen, my mind immediately conjuring images of Zara and Valentina together. It was too much to process right now.

“What did she say?” Isabella asked, trying to peek at my screen.

“Nothing important,” I replied, setting the phone aside. “Just Zara being Zara.”

I settled back against the pillows, feeling the weight of exhaustion suddenly pressing down on me. Between the wild party earlier and this incredible encounter with Tatiana and Isabella, I was completely drained, physically and emotionally.

“You look tired,” Tatiana said, stroking my hair.

“It’s been a long night,” I admitted, my eyelids growing heavy.

“Sleep,” she whispered, pressing a gentle kiss to my temple.

I closed my eyes, feeling the warmth of their bodies against mine. The last thing I remembered before drifting off was the rhythm of their breathing and the comforting thought of what was still to come.
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