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CHAPTER ONE


CLARA'S KEYS RATTLED in the lock as she pushed open the front door, the setting sun warming her back. The house was silent, not even the usual sound of the TV in the living. She took a deep breath, tossing her keys on the table by the door along with the badge that identified her as faculty at Evergreen University.

"Mitchell?" she called out, kicking off her heels and padding towards the kitchen. The cool tile soothed her aching feet.

"In here," came the muffled reply from the study.

Clara found her husband hunched over his laptop, fingers flying across the keyboard. His salt-and-pepper hair was disheveled, evidence of a stressful day spent troubleshooting.

"How was your first day back?" Mitchell asked without looking up. Clara glanced at the screen, red and green lights littered the page, along with a small set of numbers.

Clara's mind flashed to the lecture hall, to two hulking figures occupying the front row. Her heart quickened. "It was... interesting," she said, trying to keep her voice neutral.

Mitchell's fingers stilled. He swiveled in his chair, eyes narrowing as he studied his wife's flushed cheeks. "Interesting how?"

Clara turned on her heel toward the kitchen. She busied herself with uncorking a bottle of Merlot. "Oh, you know. New faces, new challenges." She poured herself a generous glass, the rich aroma filling her nostrils. "There's this pair of twins in my Contemporary Lit class. Must be on the football team or something. Built like brick houses."

Mitchell's eyebrow arched. "Twins, huh?" He stood, stretching muscles stiff from hours of inactivity. "Identical or fraternal?" He studied his wife closely. After over a decade of marriage he could tell when she was hiding something, and she was definitely hiding something.

"Identical," she replied taking a long drink. "It was impossible for me to tell them apart at first. They both have these sort of pale blue eyes and dirty blonde hair. They even wear it the same way." She was staring off somewhere into space now, a faint smile forming on her lips.

Mitchell walked over to his wife, placing his hands on her hips and his lips on her neck. "So, how did you finally tell them apart," he whispered placing a soft kiss on her neck and noticing her body was hot.

Her head fell back against Mitchell's chest, a soft purr emitting from her lips. "Steven's got this scar on his right bicep. He said it happened when he was in high school, some motorcycle accident."

"Sounds like someone's got a crush," he teased biting her neck softly.

"Don't be ridiculous," Clara scoffed, but her cheeks burned hotter. She stepped away from Mitchell and took a large swig of wine to mask her discomfort. "They're my students, for God's sake."

Mitchell chuckled, moving to pour himself a glass. "Hey, I'm not judging. Remember that bartender in Cabo? What was his name... Miguel?"

Clara's eyes flashed. "That was different. We were young, carefree. We're pushing forty now, Mitchell. We can't just..."

"Can't just what?" Mitchell challenged, his voice playful but with an edge to it. He stepped closer, his hands finding her hips. "Have fun? Live a little?"

Clara's breath caught in her throat. For a moment, she saw a glimpse of the wild-eyed boy she'd fallen for all those years ago. Her resolve wavered, memories flooding back.

She turned away, gripping the counter's edge, but didn't step out of his embrace. "It's not about fun. It's about responsibility. Maturity." The words felt hollow even as she spoke them.

Mitchell's hands dug into her hips. He pushed himself against her so she could feel his growing arousal. "And what about Rick from the Science department?" he murmured, his breath warm on her neck. "That wasn't so long ago."

Clara bit her lip, her nipples stiffened, straining against her shirt. The responsible professor in her wanted to protest, but the part of her that longed for excitement couldn't help but lean back into her husband's touch. "That was..." she began, then paused, a small smile tugging at her lips despite herself. "Well, that was pretty fun, wasn't it?"

Mitchell chuckled softly, the sound vibrating through her. "It was. Remember how nervous he was at first?"

Clara began to relax, the tension leaving her body. She turned in Mitchell's arms, meeting his gaze. The mischievous glint in his eyes was infectious, and she found herself grinning. "God, yes. Until you broke out that bottle of tequila..."

They stood in silence for a moment, both lost in the tapestry of their shared past. Clara's initial reluctance had melted away, replaced by a warm nostalgia. "We should be more responsible now, shouldn't we?" she said, but there was a hint of reluctance in her tone.

Mitchell tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. "Maybe," he conceded. "But who says we can't still have a little fun now and then?" His eyes sparkled with mischief, reminding Clara of her own awakening all those years ago.

Clara laughed softly, shaking her head. "You're incorrigible, you know that?"

"And you love it," Mitchell teased, pulling her closer. "Now, about these twins of yours...

Clara's heart raced, her mind racing back to the lecture hall. "What about them?" she asked, trying to keep her voice steady. She was unsure where all this was coming from.

Mitchell's fingers slid under the hem of her shirt. His touch causing goosebumps to form on her skin. "Well, you seem quite... intrigued by them." He paused, a mischievous glint in his eye. "Do you think they're identical... everywhere?"

Clara gasped, playfully swatting his arm. "Mitchell! I wouldn't possibly know that."

"Not yet, you mean," he teased, pulling her closer. "Maybe you should conduct a thorough investigation. For academic purposes, of course."

"You're terrible," Clara laughed, but she didn't pull away. "What would you suggest, Mr. Campbell?"

He pretended to think for a moment. "Well, for starters, you could wear something a little more... inspiring under all this." He took a step back and waved his hand over her tan blazer and matching skirt. "Give them a peek at the wild Clara who's been dying to come out."

Clara felt a flush creep up her neck. "And what if someone else notices?"

"Then I'd say you're doing an excellent job of keeping your students' attention," Mitchell grinned. "Besides, isn't a little risk part of the fun?"

For a moment, Clara was transported back to their twenties - the thrill of the unknown, the electric anticipation of a new adventure. She bit her lip, considering, but dismissed it. "You're insane, I'm practically old enough to be their mother."

Mitchell wasn't deterred, he saw the look in her eye. The spark was back. "Oh please, you're in better shape that half the girls on campus. You're a cougar Professor Campbell."

Clara's entire face turned red. She'd heard the term before of course, but never when speaking about her. She opened her mouth to protest, but promptly closed it again unable to form words.

Sensing his moment, Mitchell pushed on. "Didn't you buy something for our anniversary and never get a chance to try it on?

Clara gasped, he couldn't be serious. "The... the red lace one?"

Mitchell's eyes lit up. "That's the one. Wear it tomorrow."

"Mitchell, that's crazy. They're my students, I couldn't possibly-"

But Mitchell was already walking away and heading upstairs. She thought about racing after him to stop whatever crazy scheme he was planning. Instead, she finished his glass of wine and poured herself another one, allowing her mind to wander with new possibilities.


THE LECTURE HALL buzzed with pre-class chatter as Clara stepped through the door, her heels clicking against the polished floor. She took a deep breath, adjusting her blazer self-consciously. Beneath her professional exterior, she felt the unfamiliar sensation of delicate lace against her skin. Mitchell's suggestion echoed in her mind, making her cheeks warm.

'This is ridiculous,' she thought, setting her bag on the desk. 'I'm a respected professor, not some co-ed trying to impress the football team.'

As students filtered in, Clara busied herself arranging her notes, pointedly avoiding looking at the front row. But as the seats filled, she couldn't help but notice two towering figures settling into their usual spots. Steven and Sam, the twins, their presence impossible to ignore. Clara's eyes rapidly traveled their bodies. Steven had on a t-shirt that clung to his arms. She thought it might rip if he decided to flex.

Clara cleared her throat, shaking her head of the thoughts. "Good morning, everyone. Today we'll be discussing the concept of unreliable narrators in modern literature."

As she began her lecture, Clara found her usual confidence wavering. Her words, normally flowing effortlessly, seemed to catch in her throat. She paced more than usual, hyperaware of every movement, every gesture. More than once, she tugged at her dress ensuring it wasn't riding up too high.

'Get it together, Clara,' she chided herself. 'You've given this lecture a dozen times.'

But try as she might, her eyes kept drifting to the front row. Steven and Sam sat attentively, their pale blue eyes following her every move. Were they always this focused? Or was she imagining the intensity of their gazes?

Clara turned to write on the whiteboard, grateful for a moment to compose herself. As she reached up, she sensed the shift of fabric beneath her blouse. A reminder of her secret, of Mitchell's playful dare. A thrill ran through her, followed immediately by a wave of guilt.

'This is completely unprofessional,' she thought, gripping the marker tightly. 'They're your students, for God's sake.'

But as she turned back to face the class, she caught Steven leaning over to whisper something to Sam. Both brothers smirked, their eyes never leaving her. Clara's face flushed; instinctively, she glanced down at her blouse, noticing one of the buttons was undone. Could that be what they were whispering about? Did they get a glimpse of what she was wearing? Her head began to spin, her lecture momentarily forgotten.

"Professor Campbell?" A voice from the back of the room snapped her back to reality. "Are you feeling alright? You seem a bit... distracted today."

Clara blinked, forcing a smile. "Yes, thank you. Just a bit under the weather. Now, where were we? Ah yes, unreliable narrators..."

The rest of the lecture passed in a blur. Clara struggled to maintain her professional demeanor, all too aware of the twins' presence and her own conflicted feelings. When the class finally ended, she breathed a sigh of relief.

As students filed out, Clara busied herself with packing up, avoiding eye contact. But a deep voice made her freeze.

"Great lecture today, Professor Campbell."

She looked up to see Steven and Sam lingering by her desk, twin smiles on their handsome faces.

"Thank you," Clara managed, trying to sound calm. "I'm glad you found it... informative."

"Very," Sam chimed in. "Though you seemed a bit nervous today. Is everything okay?"

A flash of panic began to rise in Clara. Had they noticed? She could swear she saw them glancing at her legs. Was she that transparent? "Just a touch of hay fever," she lied, waving a hand dismissively. "Nothing to worry about."

The twins exchanged a look that Clara couldn't quite decipher. "We were actually hoping to catch you for office hours..." Steven began.

"No hours today," Clara cut him off, perhaps too quickly. "I um... I had something come up at home. Have a good night."

The twins stared with a final curious glance as Clara raced out the door.

The drive home was a blur, Clara's mind replaying every moment of the lecture. Had she really been so obvious? What must her students think? And why couldn't she shake this feeling of... excitement?

As she pulled into the driveway, Clara took a deep breath, trying to calm her nerves. 'It's fine,' she thought. 'Nothing happened. You're making a big deal out of nothing.'

The front door opened before she could reach for her keys. Mitchell stood there, a boyish grin on his face. "Welcome home, Professor," he said, pulling her inside and pinning her against the wall. "How was your day?"

Clara decided in that moment to have a little fun with her husband's excitement. She bit her lip, averting her eyes. "Oh, it was... interesting," she said, her voice deliberately hesitant.

Mitchell's eyes widened. "Interesting how? Did you wear it? Did anyone notice?" As he spoke, his hands were already pawing at her blouse, fighting to not rip the buttons.

Clara nodded slowly, suppressing a smile. "I did wear it. And... I think the twins noticed."

"Really?" Mitchell leaned in, hanging on her every word. His hands slipped her blouse caressing her bare chest. "What happened?"

Clara took a deep breath, her nipple hardening. "Well, during the lecture, I dropped my pen. And when I bent to pick it up..."

Mitchell's jaw dropped his fingers tweaking her nipple. "And?"

"And Steven offered to help me," Clara continued, fighting to keep a straight face. She was beginning to get aroused, and worse, she wasn't sure if it was because of Mitchell playing with her chest or the story she was weaving. "He got very close, and I think he might have seen..."

"Seen what?" Mitchell was practically bouncing with anticipation. He moved his hand from her chest and placed it on her leg.

Clara leaned in close, whispering, "He might have seen... that I was just kidding!"

She burst into laughter at Mitchell's dumbfounded expression. "Oh, you should see your face right now!"

Mitchell blinked, then joined in her laughter. "You little minx! I really thought something happened!"

Clara wiped tears of joy from her eyes. "I'm sorry, I couldn't resist. You were so eager for details."

Mitchell's laughter subsided, replaced by a mischievous glint in his eye. "Oh, so you think this is funny, do you? Well, I think we should make this little game of ours interesting."

Clara's laughter caught in her throat. "What do you mean?"

Mitchell grinned, licking his lips. "I mean, if you're going to tease me like that, maybe we need to up the ante. How about tomorrow, you don't wear any panties at all?"

Clara gasped. "Mitchell, that's completely unprofessional!"

"Exactly," he winked. "Let's see how those twins react to that."

For a moment, Clara was torn between shock and excitement. "You can't be serious..."

Clara's laughter subsided as she met Mitchell's gaze, seeing the mixture of love and mischief in his eyes. She shook her head, a fond smile playing on her lips.

"You're impossible, you know that?" she said, her voice warm with affection.

Mitchell pulled her close, his hands settling on her hips. "Maybe," he conceded. "But admit it, you're intrigued."

Clara bit her lip, considering. The truth was, she was intrigued. The thrill of the day's events - the secret lace beneath her professional exterior, the twins' intense gazes - had awakened something in her she thought long dormant.

"I am," she admitted softly. "But Mitchell, they're my students. It's completely unprofessional."

"So were some of our past adventures," Mitchell reminded her, his voice low and teasing. "Remember how much fun those were?"

A warmth crept up Clara’s neck as the memories flooded back. "That was different," she protested weakly.

"Was it?" Mitchell challenged. He leaned in, his lips brushing her ear. "How about this - tomorrow, no panties. See how it makes you feel. No pressure to do anything more."

Clara's knees grew weak. It was reckless, unprofessional... and undeniably exciting. She pulled back slightly, searching Mitchell's face. She could see the excitement in his eyes. She could feel it pressed against her. She hadn't seen her husband this turned on in years.

"Okay," she whispered, surprising herself. "I'll do it."

Mitchell's eyes widened, a grin spreading across his face. "Really?"

Clara nodded, a mix of nervousness and anticipation fluttering in her stomach. "Really. But Mitchell, I'm not promising anything beyond that."

"Of course not," he agreed, pulling her in for a kiss. "Just have fun with it. And Clara? I love you."

"I love you too," she murmured against his lips. Then, remembering something, she added, "Oh, the twins asked about office hours today. I panicked and said I had something come up at home."

Mitchell chuckled. "Well, maybe tomorrow you can make it up to them. Hold those office hours. Give them a chance to ask their... questions."

Clara playfully swatted his arm, but couldn't help smiling. "We'll see," she said, her tone noncommittal but her eyes sparkling with possibility.

As they settled into bed that night, Mitchell couldn't keep his hands off her. She closed her eyes, reveling in his touch. He felt bigger inside her than she had remembered. She closed her eyes, allowing the passion to consume her. But when she did she saw the twins' intense gazes, locked on her body. Their pants strained against the swell of their desire, all of it for Clara. She cried out as Mitchell pushed deeper into her. Her orgasm washing over her while she imagined the pale blue eyes of her students.


CHAPTER TWO


MITCHELL GLANCED AT the clock for what was likely the hundredth time that afternoon: 3:47 PM. Clara's office hours wouldn't end for another thirteen minutes, and then there was her commute home. He ran a hand through his hair, exhaling slowly.

The house was impossibly quiet. Usually, on days when Clara held office hours, Mitchell would lose himself in his work, barely noticing the passage of time. But today was different. Today, his mind refused to focus on anything but the possibilities of what might be happening in Clara's office.

He closed his eyes, imagining Clara at her desk casually adjusting her legs, allowing them to slide open for just a moment. Would either of the twins see her secret? He was certain they would, a guy would never miss that.

He wouldn't be surprised if they could smell her. He knew she'd be wet. Turned on all day by the thought of someone discovering her little secret.

The laptop dinged, breaking his thought. He opened it to check his mail but it was just spam. Focus, he told himself, determined to make some progress on the software upgrade he'd been battling all week. The server clusters swam before his eyes, meaningless symbols that refused to resolve into any semblance of logic. After a few minutes of fruitless staring, he slammed the laptop shut with a frustrated groan.

"This is ridiculous," he muttered to himself, standing up to pace the length of their living room. "Nothing's going to happen. It's just another day of office hours."

But as the words left his mouth, a familiar warmth began spreading through Mitchell's body. The mere thought of Clara sitting across from those boys, knowing she wasn't wearing any underwear beneath her professional attire... it was intoxicating.

He shook his head, trying to clear the images from his mind. This wasn't the responsible, mature adult he'd thought he'd grown into. And yet, he couldn't deny the excitement coursing through his veins, making him feel more alive than he had in years.

Mitchell's eyes fell on a framed photo on the mantelpiece. It was from their honeymoon in Bali, over a decade ago. Clara's sun-kissed skin glowed as she laughed at something off-camera, her eyes sparkling with joy and mischief. Mitchell remembered that trip vividly – the adventures they'd had, both in and out of their beachside bungalow.

When had they lost that spark? The willingness to take risks, to push boundaries? Somewhere along the way, between mortgage payments and faculty meetings and the steady march of birthdays, they'd settled into a comfortable routine. Safe. Predictable. Boring.

But now, with this new game they were playing, Mitchell felt like he was rediscovering a part of himself he'd thought long buried. And more importantly, he was seeing that same awakening in Clara. The flush in her cheeks, the sparkle returning to her eyes – it was like falling in love all over again.

4:13 PM. Mitchell forced himself away from the clock, deciding he needed to do something productive with his nervous energy. He headed to the kitchen, eyeing the stack of dishes in the sink. Might as well make himself useful while he waited.

As he scrubbed, Mitchell's mind wandered back to the night before. The way Clara had teased him, building up a story only to reveal it was all a joke. He chuckled, remembering his own mixture of disappointment and admiration. She'd always been clever, his Clara. It was one of the things he loved most about her.

But then, unexpectedly, she'd agreed to his outrageous suggestion. No underwear during office hours. Mitchell felt a familiar tightening in his chest (and elsewhere) at the thought. What had possessed him to suggest such a thing? He couldn't believe that Clara had agreed to it. He knew back in their youth she was a very sexually charged person, but he hadn't seen that person in years. Was she back? His cock pulsed at the possibility.

He rinsed the last dish, placing it carefully in the drying rack. 4:37 PM. She should be on her way home by now. Mitchell dried his hands, then hesitated. Should he pour them both a glass of wine? Or would that seem too eager, too presumptuous?

In the end, he decided against it, opting instead to straighten up the living room. He fluffed the pillows on the couch, arranged the magazines on the coffee table into a neat stack. Anything to keep his hands busy and his mind from spinning out increasingly wild scenarios.

As he worked, Mitchell found himself reflecting on their relationship. They'd been through so much together – the early struggles of building their careers, the joy of buying their first home, the heartbreak of failed attempts to start a family. Through it all, they'd been a team. Partners in every sense of the word.

5:02 PM. The sound of keys in the lock made Mitchell jump. He'd been so lost in thought, he hadn't heard Clara's car pull up. He took a deep breath, trying to calm his racing heart as the front door swung open.

Clara stepped inside, her cheeks flushed from the early evening chill. She appeared normal, professional, and put-together. If Mitchell hadn't known better, he would never have guessed the secret she'd been carrying all day.

"Hi, honey," she said, her voice casual as she set down her bag and kicked off her heels. "How was your day?"

Mitchell swallowed hard, unsure of how to proceed. Should he ask about her day? Pretend nothing was out of the ordinary? Or acknowledge the elephant in the room?

"It was... fine," he managed, wincing at how strangled his voice sounded. "How about yours? How were, um, office hours?"

Clara's eyes met his, a flicker of something – amusement? Excitement? Guilt? – passing through them. "Oh, you know," she said lightly, moving past him towards the kitchen. "Same as always. Students with questions about the quizzes, mostly."

Mitchell followed her, watching as she poured herself a glass of water. His mind raced with questions he wasn't sure he should ask. Did anyone notice? Did it make you feel different? Did you think about me?

"Mitchell," Clara's voice cut through his thoughts. She was looking at him with a mixture of exasperation and fondness. "You're staring."

"Sorry," he said quickly, feeling his face heat up. "I just... I've been thinking about you all day."

Clara's expression softened. She set down her glass and crossed the room to him, wrapping her arms around his waist. "I've been thinking about you too," she murmured.

"So," he said after a moment, pulling back slightly to look into her eyes. "Do you want to talk about it?"

Clara bit her lip, a mischievous spark in her eye. "Actually," she said, "I was thinking we might... not talk for a while."

As she pulled him in for a kiss, Mitchell's pulse quickened. He realized just how hard he had been all day, unlike anything he'd experienced in years. His hands went to Clara bare leg as she moaned into his mouth. Her hands were already fumbling with his pants.

As his hand slid up her leg, he gasped. She was wet, absolutely soaked even. He felt her push her body into his hand; the heat of her desire scorched his skin.

"Upstairs, now," it wasn't a question and Mitchell wasn't about to second guess her.

Mitchell eagerly followed Clara upstairs, his heart pounding with excitement. He wondered what had actually happened today. He couldn't believe how wet she was. Had something actually occurred?

As they entered their bedroom, Clara turned to face Mitchell, her breath coming in quick gasps. He gazed at her with a hunger she hadn't seen in years, his eyes dark with desire. She loved seeing that look on his face, knowing that she was the cause of it.

"God, Clara," Mitchell breathed, pulling her close. His hands roamed her back, coming to rest on her ass.

Clara shivered at his touch. "Mitch," she murmured, tugging at his shirt. Her fingers fumbled with the buttons. "Help me with this, would you?"

He chuckled softly, shrugging off the garment before drawing her back in. "Better?"

Their kiss was fierce, passionate, all-consuming. Clara's hands roamed over Mitchell's chest, reacquainting herself with the firm muscles and the smooth skin. His hands on her thighs, pushing up her skirt, and she gasped as his digits once again brushed against her bare, wet pussy.

"You're so wet," he groaned, exploring her folds. Clara sighed, grinding against his hand. She was so turned on, so ready for him.

"I've been like this all day," she admitted, her voice barely a whisper. "Every time I moved, every time I thought about... them... I could feel how wet I was."

Mitchell growled, a primal sound that sent a thrill through Clara. He pushed her back onto the bed, his body covering hers. She could feel his cock, hard and insistent, pressing against her thigh. She wanted it inside her, needed it.

Mitchell hovered over Clara, his body pressing hers into the mattress. He could feel her heart racing, her breath hot on his neck. He wanted her, needed her, but he also wanted to draw this out, to tease her, to make her confess every dirty detail of her day.

"Tell me, Clara," he murmured, his lips brushing against her ear. "Tell me what happened during office hours."

Clara smiled, her eyes wide with excitement and nervousness. "They came to see me," she said, her voice high and needy.

"And?" Mitchell prompted, his hand sliding up her thigh, tracing the edge of her wetness.

Clara gasped, her hips arching slightly. "And they kept looking at me, their eyes... they were so intense."

Mitchell smiled, his fingers dipping into her wetness, spreading it around her clit. "What did they say?"

Clara whimpered, her body responding to his touch. "They asked about the lecture, but... but there was something underneath their words. Like they knew."

"Knew what?" Mitchell asked, his voice teasing. He slipped a finger inside her, feeling her tighten around him.

"Knew that I was... that I wasn't wearing anything under my skirt," Clara admitted, her cheeks flushing as she fought to keep her eyes open through the pleasure.

A surge of excitement shot through Mitchell. He added another finger, pumping in and out of her. "And what did you do?"

"Oh fuck," Clara moaned, her body moving in time with his hand. "I... I tried to act normal, but it was hard. They kept looking at me, their eyes... it was like they could see right through me."

Mitchell leaned down, his lips brushing against hers. "And did you like it?"

Clara nodded, her eyes locked onto his. "Yes," she whispered. "I liked it."

Mitchell's cock throbbed. He withdrew his fingers, making Clara whimper at the loss. He quickly replaced them with his dick, pushing into her steadily, inch by inch. She was so wet, so ready for him.

"Tell me more," he demanded, his voice tight with need. He began to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate.

Clara sighed, her nails digging into his back. "They... they asked about the assignment. Sam said he didn't understand...oh fuck you feel so big."

"Didn't understand what?" Mitchell demanded his pace quickening.

"Ugggh yes..." For a moment, Clara couldn't talk. The first tremor of an orgasm was building, but Mitchell slowed down letting it pass. "He... he didn't understand why I marked one of his answers wrong."

Mitchell groaned, his pace quickening again. "And what did you say?"

Clara's breath came in short gasps, her body meeting his thrust for thrust. "I said... I said I would have to see it and I walked over to where they were sitting."

Mitchell could feel her body tensing, her orgasm building. He leaned down, his lips brushing against her ear. "And then what happened?"

Clara turned her head, her breath hot on his neck. "And then... oh god, Mitchell, I'm so close..."

"Tell me, Clara," he demanded, his voice tight with need. "Tell me what happened next."

Clara's body was on fire, her orgasm just out of reach. She clung to Mitchell, her voice hoarse. "I... I bent over to look at his paper. He was holding it so low, I... I flashed Steven. Just for a second, but I turned and saw the hunger in his eyes..."

Mitchell groaned, his body tensing as he found his own release. His cock exploding inside Clara. Clara felt it expand inside her. The warmth of his seed overwhelmed her and she followed soon after, her body convulsing as waves of pleasure washed over her. They clung to each other, their hearts pounding in unison, their breaths mingling as they came down from their high.

They lay there for a moment, their bodies entwined, their hearts pounding. "Holy shit," Mitchell said laughing as he tried to catch his breath.

"I love you," Clara replied her voice filled with emotion.

Mitchell smiled back, his eyes soft. "I love you too," he replied, brushing a strand of hair away from her face. "That was insanely hot, Clara."

Clara nodded, body still on fire. She felt like they were on a new path, another adventure like their years before. And she couldn't wait to see where it would take them next.

As they lay there, basking in the afterglow of what just happened, Clara's mind drifted back to the twins. She thought about their eyes, their muscular bodies, their obvious desire for her. She wondered what it would be like to be with them, to feel their hands on her body, their cocks inside her.

She shivered slightly, her body responding to the thought. Mitchell noticed, a knowing smile spreading across his face.

"Still thinking about them?" he asked, his voice teasing.

Clara blushed, but she didn't deny it. "Yes," she admitted. "I can't help it. They're just so... intense. And the way they look at me..."

Mitchell chuckled, pulling her close. "I know," he said. "And I think it's hot as hell. I love seeing you like this, so turned on, so alive."

Clara looked up at him, her eyes filled with curiosity. "Would you really be okay with it?" she asked. "If something happened with them?"

Mitchell considered her question for a moment before responding. "Yes," he said finally. "I would be okay with it. As long as it's what you want, and as long as we're open and honest with each other about it."

Clara felt a surge of excitement at his words. She couldn't believe they were actually having this conversation, that they were seriously considering this. But at the same time, it seemed right, like a natural evolution of their relationship.

"Then let's do it," she said, her voice showing just a hint of trepidation. "Let's see where it takes us."

Mitchell smiled, his eyes sparkling with excitement. "I like the sound of that," he said. "Let's see where this adventure takes us."

He was instantly hard again. He couldn't believe this was actually going to happen, that Clara was actually going to let something happen with these two. Sure, the jealousy in his gut threatened to consume him. But thinking about her like that, lost in the excitement of it all. Giving in to all of her temptations while not one, but two guys gave her pleasure. The thought made his cock diamond hard and he relished in it as he slid back into the warm opening of his wife.


MITCHELL'S DAYS BEGAN to blur together, each one marked by a growing sense of anticipation and unease. The hands of the clock seemed to move with agonizing slowness as 5 PM approached, and he found himself glancing at his watch with increasing frequency.

Every evening, the sound of Clara's key in the lock sent his heart racing. He tried to appear casual, lounging on the couch with a book or busying himself in the kitchen, but inside, he was a bundle of nerves.

"How was your day?" he asked, striving to keep his voice level and unconcerned.

Clara smiled, her eyes twinkling with a secret she seemed determined to keep. "Oh, you know. The usual. Nothing exciting to report."

This dance continued day after day, leaving Mitchell both frustrated and intrigued. He wondered if anything would ever happen, if this anticipation was all part of some elaborate game they'd unwittingly begun playing.

As the week passed, Mitchell found himself analyzing every detail of Clara's behavior. Did she seem more distracted than usual? Was there a spring in her step that hadn't been there before? He caught himself inventing stories, filling in the blanks with scenarios that left him equal parts excited and uneasy.

At night, lying beside Clara in bed, he stared at the ceiling, his mind racing. He wanted to ask her directly, to demand answers, but something held him back. Fear? Excitement? He wasn't sure anymore.

As the days wore on, Mitchell began to think it would never happen. The anticipation that had once thrilled him now left him feeling drained and slightly foolish. Had he imagined the whole thing? Was he reading too much into innocent situations?

The next Tuesday, Mitchell arrived home early, determined to push the whole thing out of his mind. He'd just settled into his favorite armchair with a book when he glanced at his watch. 5:30 PM. Clara should have been home by now.

He tried to focus on his reading, but found himself re-reading the same paragraph over and over. 6 PM came and went. Mitchell's stomach churned with worry. This was unusual - Clara always called if she was going to be late.

He paced the living room, phone in hand, debating whether to call. What if she was in a meeting? What if she was driving? What if...?

Each tick of the clock felt like an eternity to Mitchell. His mind raced with possibilities - was Clara safe? Was she with them now? A confusing mix of jealousy and arousal coursed through him. He paced the living room, alternating between checking his phone and staring out the window, his emotions a turbulent storm he couldn't quite navigate.

Just as he was about to dial, his phone lit up with Clara's face. A FaceTime call. Mitchell's hand trembled slightly as he answered, his heart pounding in his chest.

"Clara, is everyth..." Mitchell was cut off by the sound of laughter. Clara was openly chatting and giggling with someone out of view. The scene in front of him was Clara's office, with the phone positioned on a shelf overlooking the room. A small plant partially obscured the camera, but the view inside the office was fairly clear.

Mitchell's heart raced as he heard her laugh again. Without warning, a blond-haired boy appeared on screen, walking into her office. Mitchell transferred the call to his Mac for a better view. The blond, either Steven or Sam, was interacting playfully with Clara.

Mitchell could see Clara's radiant smile as she flirtatiously touched the boy's chest. The twin responded by reaching out and gently holding her hips. Mitchell's breath hitched at the sight. The other twin joined them, and the three were soon engaged in a playful, flirtatious conversation.

Clara was standing in full view of the camera now, her body language oozing confidence and allure. One of the twins stepped closer, and Clara, with a seductive smile, ran her hand along his chest and abs. Mitchell saw her whisper something, but he couldn't make out what it was.

The twins exchanged a quick glance with each other, then as if they'd rehearsed it a hundred times before, stripped off their shirts and tossed them to the ground in perfect unison. Clara's eyes sparkled with appreciation. For a moment, she allowed her hands to seek out both of their nude torsos. Her hands curving around their toned ab muscles. She stepped back, leaning against her desk, her eyes inviting them closer. The twins followed her lead, their hands finding her waist, their faces inches from hers.

Mitchell observed, entranced, as Clara performed a seductive dance of sorts, her body swaying gently, her hands exploring the twins' chests. She was drawing out the moment, teasing them, and by extension, Mitchell. The twins were captivated, their eyes following her every move.

Clara leaned in, whispering something in one twin's ear, causing him to chuckle. She then turned to the other, her fingers tracing his jawline before she planted a soft, lingering kiss on his lips. The other twin watched, his breath visibly hitching, before Clara turned to him, repeating the action.

The three of them broke into a fit of laughter as Clara pushed through them strutting toward the other side of the room while her fingers undid the buttons on her blouse.

Mitchell's eyes widened as Clara, with her back to the twins, leisurely undid each button of her blouse, revealing the smooth skin of her back. She glanced over her shoulder, a playful smile playing on her lips, as she let the blouse slip off her shoulders and fall to the floor. The twins, entranced, followed her with their eyes, their bodies turning to face her.

Mitchell's jaw went slack, she wasn't wearing a bra! He wondered to himself if she'd been going braless the entire time they started this game, or if she knew today was going to be the day. His dick pulsed at the thought of it as he rapidly tugged his pants down his thighs.

Clara stood there for a moment, her back still to them, her skirt hugging her curves, her heels making her legs seem endless. She turned her head, her profile visible to Mitchell, and crooked her finger, beckoning the twins to come to her. They complied, with the eagerness of college-aged boys who knew they were about to get the prize they long desired.

As they reached her, Clara turned around, her bare breasts now visible. She placed a hand on each of their chests, keeping them just out of reach as their hungry eyes feasted on her pert chest and erect nipples. She glanced at them, her eyes sparkling with mischief and desire. "Tell me," she said, her voice just loud enough for Mitchell to hear, "do you like what you see?"

The twins nodded, their voices seemingly lost. Clara chuckled, a low, sultry sound that sent shivers down Mitchell's spine. She reached up, her hands cupping their faces, and pulled them toward her for a kiss, one after the other. This time, the kisses were deeper, more passionate. Mitchell could see their tongues dancing, their breaths mingling.

Steven, Mitchell was confident that was him now due to the scar on his arm, was the first to reach out and grab Clara's chest. She let out a soft moan, her eyes filled with joy. This seemed to jolt Sam into action, as he reached out and grabbed her other nipple pinching it between his fingers.

Clara's hands trailed down their chests, her need growing, as her thumbs hooked into their belt loops. She tugged them closer, her body now pressed against theirs. She whispered something into Sam's ear, then Steven. Mitchell strained to hear, but her words were too soft. Whatever she said, it caused the twins to smile, their hands finding her waist, their thumbs tracing the edge of her skirt.

Clara stepped back, her hands leaving their belts. She reached behind her, finding the zipper of her skirt. Biting her lip, she raised an eyebrow at the twins. They seemed to understand the silent statement as they both began peeling away their pants. Their eyes never leaving Clara.

Slowly, she did the same, her hips swaying gently. The skirt slid down her toned legs, pooling at her feet. The boys were left breathless, and judging by the giant bulge in the front of their boxers, very very excited as they learned their professor was also not wearing any panties. She took a step backward, toward the hidden phone her eyes locked on the giant pieces of flesh hidden by just a thin piece of fabric.

The wolfish grin Mitchell saw on both boy's faces told him all he needed to know. They gradually closed the gap between them and Clara, pushing their boxers down their legs with each step. As their cocks flopped free of their restraint Mitchell heard his wife gasp. Their cocks were impressive. Each one seemed to be slightly bigger than Mitchell's, but Sam's was a lot fatter, where Steven's seemed to be more proportional. "I guess they aren't identical after all," Mitchell thought to himself as he slowly began to stroke himself.

She was standing almost right in front of the camera now, and Mitchell held his breath afraid that somehow they would hear his heavy panting. Sam was on her first, pinning her against the wall and stealing another long passionate kiss as his meat pressed against her bare thigh.

He watched in 4K as his Clara's tongue disappeared into the Sam's mouth, her hand wrapping around his shaft and giving him a slow tug. Then with a playful smirk she pushed him away and was fleeing to her desk. This time, both of them caught her, and lifted her onto the desk between them.

Mitchell could see their hands, each one touching her leg, as if claiming it for themself. They were laughing and chatting in hushed voices, too low for Mitchell to hear. But he could tell by Clara's body language it was having an effect on her. Her legs slowly parted, or perhaps the twins pulled them apart, he couldn't be sure.

"Holy shit," Mitchell muttered out loud thankful that his mic was muted. He couldn't believe what he was seeing. There on screen, was his beautiful wife completely naked now between two very excited young men.

The hushed conversation went on for several minutes, the three of them laughing and stealing longing glances. Then as the laughter began to settle down, Mitchell watched in blissful agony as their hands slid further up her leg. He stared as she kissed Sam like a lover, then Steven the same way. Their digits found her exposed sex taking turns as they slid their fingers inside her.

He couldn't believe what he was seeing. Mitchell slowed down his stroke, not wanting to release too early, as the old acid burn of jealousy burned inside his stomach as he witnessed these two studs enjoying his wife. Yet, just as before, it only made his arousal feel that much more powerful.

Steven pulled away from Clara, but the smile on his face told Mitchell that he had something else planned. As Steven sat down in the chair closest to him, Clara slid off the desk. Mitchell had to stifle a gasp as he saw his wife place her hands on Steven's thighs and drop her mouth around his cock.

Mitchell took his hand off his cock completely and stared at the screen. It was so wrong, and yet so thrilling. Watching as Clara's full lips stretched around another man's cock. Her eyes were closed as she enjoyed the wicked feeling of a new cock in her mouth. She moaned in delight as she sucked him, her fingers dancing over his shaft as she did.

Sam stood just beside his professor, watching them. His hands were all over her body, her back, her butt. His fingers slid between her legs teasing her clit as her tongue continued its assault on Steven.

Did he just cum in her mouth? Mitchell didn't think so, but he saw Steven abruptly stand and walk toward the door. The three of them started talking again, laughing. It sounded like maybe they were unsure if the door was actually locked until just now. He saw the shocked face of Clara as her hands covered her mouth in humor and panic. "What if someone had walked in?" She was surely saying to herself.

The humor and shock seemed to pass, as Sam grabbed Clara's face and began kissing her again. His hands were all over her, before settling between her legs. Mitchell watched with interest as Sam's fingers began to saw in and out of Clara's wet folds.

Steven was back at her side now, and had started mimicking his brother's movements. Clara was in a state of euphoric bliss. She loved the feeling of being sandwiched between these two big, strong men. Mitchell could hear her moaning now, along with the hushed whisper of how thrilling all of this was. Her hands drifted to the two hard cocks beside her. She stroked them leisurely, at first it was as if she was comparing the two. Then, as the passion grew she matched her pace with theirs.

Sam used his free hand to guide Clara's head to his cock, it was his turn now. He held her hair out of her face, as she stroked his fat, throbbing shaft swirling her tongue around the head. Then she sank down on it, her cheeks bulged to accommodate the girth of it. She whimpered excitedly as it pushed deeper into her mouth.

Steven moved behind Clara, pushing her desk backward a bit to give them more space. He watched as Clara's cheeks hollowed around the cock in her mouth. His touch stroking her back, massaging her lovingly. He pushed her forward slightly onto Sam's thighs, forcing her ass into the air in the process. He slipped two thick digits into her sex, his thumb circling her clit.

Mitchell admired Steven's patience. He wasn't rushing anything, just admiring her raw beauty and the sight of her with his twin. Clara moaned loudly around the cock in her mouth. She seemed determined to get the entire length of Sam into her mouth, an eagerness that only grew with each stroke of her clit.

With a loud pop Clara pulled herself off of Sam's cock rising as she locked eyes with him. Mitchell viewed with a strange sense of awe as she spun herself around in her heels face to face now with Steven as she used Sam's legs for balance as she slowly sank her hips down onto the glistening monster.

Mitchell held his breath as he watched his gorgeous wife take this young college boy's cock deep inside her pussy. "Ohhhh fuuuck," she cried out as her slit stretched to accommodate him. Then the other twin stepped up and her noise was stifled by his huge cock.

The air in the house seemed to grow thicker. Mitchell struggled to breathe as he realized he was once again stroking his cock, enjoying the sight of his wife being filled at both ends. He couldn't believe how sexy she was in that moment. Two hard cocks were pushing into her, glistening with her spit and juices. He watched as she rocked her hips on Sam's cock, his balls pressed soundly against her clit.

Just when he thought the sight couldn't possibly get any hotter, it did. Clara, slid off the rod inside her, sinking to the floor. He was sure he looked like one of those cartoon characters who's eyes were bigger than their heads, as he saw his sexy wife get on all fours offering herself completely to her new lovers.

Mitchell heard her moan as Steven quickly entered her from behind. It made the hairs stand up on the back of Mitchell's neck. He could hear them groaning with each thrust, the sound of Clara's growing arousal sounded like soft background music to their symphony of grunts and moans. The sound of Steven's hips slapping against Clara's ass rang Mitchell's ear.

Undeterred, by the loss of her hungry pussy, Sam slipped from his chair and stood in front of Clara, allowing her to take his hardness in her hands. He ran the bulbous head along her pretty face until her lips stretched wide around it.

His wife's increasingly heavy breathing meant only one thing. He watched transfixed as Steven quickened his pace behind her and Clara allowed the cock in front of her to slip from her mouth as she rolled her hips. Her face contorted as her tongue slid across her bottom lip, then her entire body tensed up. Mitchell had just witnessed his wife cum, and it very nearly made him do the same. Her eyes fluttered open, her face filled with the warmth of sexual gratification as she threw her ass backward onto the cast-iron shaft pushing into her. Clara was having the time of her life.

When the orgasm finally subsided, Clara spun herself around tasting herself on Steven's cock as Sam hammered into her. It wasn't long before Mitchell was privy to a repeat performance of his wife's climax. This one, just as impressive as the last.

She was quietly whimpering, and then Steven said something, and the three of them were laughing again. Clara couldn't help but laugh despite the fact that she was still actively cumming. It was a strange, wonderful mix of fun and debauchery.

Sam started grunting and huffing, his cock expanding inside Clara. For a brief moment Mitchell thought he was going to cum inside her. He wasn't sure how he felt about that, they'd never discussed that possibility. But at the last second, he threw his hips back and white cream began to flow out of his glistening shaft. He covered Clara's ass and back with more cum than Mitchell had ever seen.

Clara laughed, then with renewed vigor began choking herself on the shaft in front of her. Her hand reached behind her gently stroking Sam's softening cock as she ensured every last drop was on her body. This seemed to be all the encouragement Steven needed as he pulled his own hardness from her mouth and pointed it at her perfect face.

With just a few quick strokes, Steven began blasting all over Clara's face. His cream squirted all over her mouth, dribbling down her chin. Clara did her best to try to lap it up with her tongue, but each spurt covered more and more of her face until she appeared to be wearing a mask.

This was all Mitchell could take. The entire night he had been on edge, his release edging closer and closer. Seeing his wife like this, covered in cum and basking in it sent him over the edge. With a roar his cock swelled and he exploded all over the floor in front of him. His heart raced as his seed covered his hand and pooled on the cool tile in front of him. Mitchell saw stars his orgasm was so powerful.

"Come with us."

"Yeah we can keep playing back at our place."

As Mitchell's orgasm subsided he was brought back to reality by the two boy's voices. Looking at the screen again it seemed like everyone was sluggishly getting dressed, except for Clara who was using a box of tissue paper to try to get the giant globs of cum from her body.

"Not tonight, I need to get home to my husband," Clara protested as the twins pouted. Mitchell was beside himself, he had thought she would shut it down completely. Tell the boys this was a one off thing and they could never speak of it again. Instead, it sounded like she was leaving the possibility open. Did she have plans to play again?

As the boys said their final farewell, Clara looked with dreamy eyes as they opened the office door slowly to ensure no one was in the hall. Then with a final smile they were out the door shutting it behind them.

Everything was quiet for several seconds before Clara turned and giggled into the camera. "Did you enjoy the show?" She asked with a sexy smirk.

"Oh my God, it was incredible!" Mitchell responded as he fumbled to unmute his screen. "You looked so sexy."

Clara smiled, a drop of cum still resting on her chin. "I felt sexy. Jesus I can't believe we just did that," she said with a laugh spinning around in her chair with a certain giddiness.

"I want to know everything that happened leading up to the phone call," Mitchell demanded his cock already hard again.

"And I plan to tell you everything, but first I need to shower and..."

"No, I'm on the way to you now. Stay the way you are. You look perfect."

Clara gasped, was he really suggesting what she thought? "Mitchell..."

"I'll be there in ten minutes, Clara. I want you exactly how are you now." Mitchell hung up the phone and pulled his pants back up before grabbing his keys and rushing out the door.

As Clara hung up the phone, the weight of what had just happened passed through her. She was still enjoying the high of her orgasms and the thrill of what had transpired, but there was also a hint of shame and fear. What if tomorrow came and the twins had regretted what happened? Worse, what if they reported her to the dean? Had she really just risked her entire future over some stupid fling because she was feeling old?

"Come with us. We can keep playing back at our place." The boy's pouty faces appeared in her mind. She was just being paranoid. The three of them had the time of their life, if anything she suspected they would be the first ones in class tomorrow. A smile spread across her face, she was overreacting. She was more alive right now than she had been in years, and most of all, it was clear by Mitchell's parting words he felt the same way. She couldn't wait for him to arrive.
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