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When he wasn’t busy seducing men and losing his job, Miles occasionally remembered to attend his university course. Studying towards a degree in English Literature Miles treasured classic stories, thinking they were a lot more unique than the schlock they churned out these days. It seemed more trashy, cheesy and non-believable; he couldn’t stand those types of novels. At least it meant he was learning about things he genuinely found interesting, not that he knew what he was going to do with it when he had completed it. After his debacle at the bakery where he’d lost his job like most people his age, he’d ended up at a fast-food restaurant. He shivered as he remembered and tried to put it out of his mind, instead concentrating on his gorgeous married professor. 

Whenever he came to class Miles made sure to sit in the front row to get the best look at the man. He was tall with black hair that was going grey slightly at the roots but not so noticeable that it gave him that distinguished look yet. He was clean shaven and smartly dressed in a suit, it was dark grey today, he obviously took his job seriously and wanted to look presentable. Some of the other professors that Miles had seen were dressed so casually you’d think they were part of the student body instead of teachers. 

Miles himself was dressed in a frilly black cotton crop top and a red and black tartan pattern skirt that was thigh length, on his legs he wore stay up stockings that were complimented by little bows on the fronts of his legs. He wore a hairclip studded with a few jewels which held back his dirty blonde hair on the right side, allowing the left to sweep over his face so he had an excuse to push it back and stretch out his sensual twink body. 
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