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This book is licensed for your personal enjoyment
only. This book may not be resold or given away to other people. If
you would like to share this book with another person, please
purchase an additional copy for each reader. If you're reading this
book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use
only, then please visit your favorite eBook retailer to purchase
your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this
author.
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A Detailed Warning:

 


This book depicts two teachers engaging in a sexual
relationship with a student, as well as unsafe sex and dangerous
kink etiquette. The student's enthusiasm does not remedy the vast
gulf in power between the characters, or the risks inherent in the
scene. Please approach the story with caution, and heed the content
tags.
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The plug has been vibrating nonstop for what
feels like hours.

The stimulation has long since passed the
point where pleasure tips over into something more like pain. Lucas
is panting and oversensitized, his ass straining around the
enormous toy. He can't even close his thighs, thick as the presence
fills him, wide as the flared base sits against his body. He is
shuddering and lost and utterly wrecked, and Professor Magnuson has
not even begun to use him yet.

Their mysterious guest hasn't yet
arrived.

Lucas would be cursing nonstop if he could
speak, but the ball gag prevents anything beyond faint
vocalizations. It spreads his lips and forces his jaw wide, and it
feels deliciously like punishment.

So does the rest of his predicament, for that
matter. So many delicious torments, and nothing he can do besides
kneel where he has been put and accept them: the handcuffs pinning
his restless wrists behind him; the tight ring at the base of his
cock to prevent him from coming without permission; the second ring
encircling his balls, heavy with extra weight designed to drag
down-down-down toward the floor.

Even the soft blindfold is a torture in its
own way. Lucas can't see Professor Magnuson like this, even
though he is kneeling well within sight of his beautiful teacher.
He is left to picture the professor instead: the short silver of
perfectly styled hair; the wide jaw and stern brow; the somber eyes
and lovely mouth.

The scattered stubble of a late night, long
past the hour when the rest of the department has left the
premises.

Only Magnuson himself remains, here in his
prestigious dean's office. Lucas has been inside it often enough to
memorize the sumptuous and ridiculous contours of the space. The
massive oak desk and matching bookshelves full of tomes and
textbooks. The leather couch and armchairs around a low coffee
table. The expensive blue rug that covers perfect wood floors.

And of course, Magnuson himself. A king
residing over his cozy domain, heedless of the empty offices and
halls and cubicles beyond, where the rest of his staff have all
departed for the night. Only Lucas remains, supplicant and student,
waiting in agony for Magnuson to finish whatever work is the
pretext for ignoring him through an increasingly cruel silence.

Lucas can't remember precisely how he and
Magnuson became entangled. Incredible that he can't—he should at
the very least remember who made the first move—but they've been
doing this for so long, it's as though they were always meant for
each other. Lucas certainly coveted his beautiful professor from
his very first day of university. Magnuson wasn't the dean then. He
was just a tenured professor in the business department. But Lucas
had sensed the power and authority in him, and wanted him just the
same.

OEBPS/cover.jpg
Shared by
His Teachers






