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All characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.

Lower cover photo is by Jens Lindner: https://unsplash.com/@jens_lindner
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Brian Patrick Tagalog: https://unsplash.com/@briantagalog

Laura Chouette: https://unsplash.com/@laurachouette

Steve Pancrate: https://unsplash.com/@redaska

Hal Gatewood: https://unsplash.com/@halacious

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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The stories in this collection depict teachers engaging in consensual sexual encounters with students, sometimes involving unsafe sex and questionable kink etiquette. The students' enthusiasm does not remedy the vast gulf in power between the characters, or the risks inherent in the scenes contained herein. Please approach the stories with caution, and heed the content tags.
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"You're such a shameless little shit," Victor says, keeping his voice low as Nino drags him along darkened hallways, skirting the edge of the big university fundraiser that they are supposed to be attending.

Nino doesn't even dignify the comment with a response. For one thing, it's not like he's the only one who wants to sneak off for an impulsive hookup. Victor's not exactly trying to slow him down. For another, Victor's voice carries familiar heat and unconcealed fondness. If his goal were to dissuade Nino, he should've injected something closer to disapproval into the words.

So Nino just squeezes Victor's hand harder and darts impatiently through the shadows. He's got a destination in mind. It's not a particularly dignified place for fucking around, but it's far enough away from the gala that they won't be interrupted, and it should be empty and private enough for their purposes.

When one is fooling around with one's academic advisor and senior seminar professor, one needs to be mindful of things like privacy.

Sure enough, when they reach the door at the end of the hall, there isn't so much as a breath of anyone else around. Nino still glances both directions at the intersection, just to make sure. The fluorescent lights are all turned off at this hour, in this unused portion of the university's big fancy business building—but there's enough illumination from exit signs and pretentious display cases to reassure him there's no one around to see—as he drags Victor through the door and into the stairwell.

It's a gamble, doing this here. Sound carries like crazy in the bare and enclosed space. But no one has any reason to come and go, so far from the fancy party at the other end of the building. And if Nino has to wait long enough to go somewhere else before he touches Victor, he'll lose his entire mind.

Still, as he tugs Victor down the stairs, following cement steps strangely illuminated by weak bulbs and sharp shadows, he glances back just to make sure he hasn't completely misgauged, studying Victor in the eerie light.

Professor Victor Finn. Handsome and stocky and twice Nino's age. His broad shoulders fill out the lines of his suit jacket with mouth-watering bulk, and his handsome face looks rugged with just the right amount of stubble. More importantly, his expression seems intrigued rather than incredulous, and when Nino turns his attention ahead once more—where it really needs to remain if he's going to avoid tumbling down these steps in an undignified heap—Victor's hand gives his own a reassuring squeeze.

Nino's face flushes warm. He'll never get used to how easily Victor reads him, how readily he always gives Nino what he needs. Before he fell in with his professor, he hadn't known what it was like to have a partner who actually gives a damn about making sure he's okay. Maybe that should be a low bar to clear, but Nino's never had the best taste in men. Maybe Victor is a mistake too. Sleeping with his professor is definitely not a good idea. And it probably doesn't speak well to Victor Finn's ethics either, that he's proven so enthusiastically willing to take a student to bed.

But Nino isn't going to walk away from something that feels this good—especially when the thrill of it is enough to send his heart soaring right into the sky on an almost daily basis.

"Here?" Victor asks when they reach the bottom of the staircase. He's clearly trying to sound skeptical, but that same rush of heat echoes in the tone, and Nino knows he'll get what he wants.

It's even darker down here, where the stairs end in a cramped little room full of storage lockers, a deadbolted door beyond.

Nino knows that door is locked, because he's wandered around down here before. Not for this particular purpose. He just likes sticking his nose in every nook and cranny he can find. That it happens to turn up good places for secretive sexual encounters is an added bonus.

"Here," Nino confirms, and lets go of Victor's hand in favor of dropping directly to his knees.

Victor's sharp inhale delights Nino, almost as much as the sound of his professor's zipper a moment later, as Nino watches Victor fumble impatiently with his fly and then—thank fuck—draw his cock into the open air.

Kneeling directly before Victor like this, Nino has a perfect view of his professor's cock, despite the dim shadows that conceal so much of this forbidden space. Victor isn't hard yet, but that's no deterrent. He will be soon, just from the knowledge that Nino is about to suck him off. He'll get hard even faster if Nino takes him into his mouth right now, just like this.

"You'll ruin your knees on this awful floor," Victor points out in a disconcertingly conversational tone, wildly at odds with the way he is already stroking a hand along the stiffening length of his frankly impressive cock.

"I don't care," Nino rasps, shuffling closer, licking his lips.

"Ah, the reckless folly of youth," Victor deadpans. But he also tangles his free hand in Nino's hair and says, in the tone of brusque command that Nino adores, "Open that pretty mouth, then. Don't expect me to go easy on you just because you've picked an uncomfortable place for a blow job."

"Wouldn't dream of it, sir." Nino aims for his most insolent tone—the one that never fails to get a rise out of the professor.

Sure enough, Victor's grip in his hair tightens, pulling painfully and jerking Nino roughly forward, forcing his head back and making his eyes water.

"Don't be a little shit," Victor says, and Nino grins, because he knows Professor Finn loves it when Nino is a little shit. The man loves putting Nino in his place.

It's why they work so well together. Nino's favorite thing in the world is being dominated by someone who knows exactly how to take him apart and put him back together again.

Then Victor is angling Nino's face forward instead, reeling him in and feeding the impatient length of cock past obediently parted lips. Victor's girth isn't a comfortable fit, and Nino nearly gags as the blunt tip nudges insistently at the back of his throat. He controls himself easily enough—he's been in this position enough times to know exactly how to master his body's involuntary reactions—and breathes slowly through his nose, as Victor presses Nino's face toward his belly.

"Don't think I failed to notice you watching me all night," Victor murmurs in the same deceptively light tone from before. "You're pathetically transparent. It's a damn good thing I've got enough self-restraint and good sense for the both of us, or we'd have been found out by now. Anyone who so much as glanced at you could've guessed how badly you want me to bend you over the nearest available desk."

Nino hums an approving sound, only to gag when the tip of Victor's growing cock slips inescapably into his throat.

"Hush now," Victor soothes, continuing to hold him in place. "Calm down, sweetheart. I know you can do better than that."

Nino struggles to level himself out, to draw in a last struggling breath before Victor's stiffening erection inevitably slips deep enough to close off his airway. He succeeds, more or less, and savors the warm approval that glows in Victor's next words.

"That's it. Just like that. Good boy."

Nino drifts for a while, trying not to think about the hitch in his chest as his lungs keep trying to breathe, or the effort of suppressing his gag reflex as Victor gradually hardens from half-mast to fully erect, that silky length sliding deeper into his throat by maddening degrees.

Above him, Victor is breathing shallowly, panting too loud in the quiet stairwell. Improbable as the possibility is, if anyone were to wander into the stairwell, it would be agonizingly obvious to them that someone is doing illicit things down here.

The risk of discovery absolutely should not thrill Nino and make his own erection twitch beneath his suit. But god, it does. And he doesn't care. He's long since surrendered to the fact that he's a deviant mess who will embrace any depravity, so long as it comes at the hands of Professor Victor Finn.

He wonders how long Victor will keep him like this, motionless and hungry for air. There have been times Victor has pushed him almost too far, testing Nino's limits, holding him breathless so long Nino's vision went sparkly around the edges and he wondered if he might pass out for want of air.

But tonight it seems Victor is too impatient for that. Maybe because of their precarious location, or maybe because Nino has been staring at him all night. Flirting silently from across a crowded meeting hall turned banquet room. Willing Victor to find some excuse to sneak away and debauch him.

Whatever the reason, Victor slides his other hand into Nino's hair—tangling this fist in the messy strands just as tightly as the first—and snaps his hips to violent motion, dragging Nino almost entirely off his cock before rutting deep a heartbeat later. Too fast. Nino chokes around the forceful thrust, and barely gets himself back under control before Victor is withdrawing and driving in again. Again after that, as though he's trying to keep Nino deliberately off balance. It's a brutal rhythm, ferocious and unrelenting, and Nino shudders as he's claimed with all the ruthlessness he craves.

He does his best to keep his hands resting atop his own thighs, a submissive position Victor has ordered him to maintain any number of times. But Victor is pushing him too hard for such mindful obedience, and Nino reaches for the professor to steady himself. His fingers twist in the silky fabric of Victor's dress pants, his hands curling around the backs of Victor's thighs as his throat spasms and struggles around each brutal thrust.

Pleasure roars through him, loud and sharp, and it's all he can do to keep his own hand off his cock. His arousal presses uncomfortably against his inseam, practically begging for release. But Nino knows better. He isn't allowed to touch himself, even when Victor is working him over with thorough and desperate abandon. Maybe especially then. He is required to wait for Victor's hand, and he knows the reward will be worth it.

There is something dizzyingly obscene in the helpless sounds he can't help making—wet and gurgling and completely at his professor's mercy. If Victor's rough panting was enough to be damning, Nino doesn't even have words for this. Every choke and gag seems to echo up and up along the stairwell, emanating out from their little pocket of shadows and dubious privacy. 'Reckless' isn't a strong enough word for what they are doing. God, it makes Nino feel impossibly sexy, that Victor wants him badly enough to indulge such a terrible idea.

"Such a... goddamn... fucking... menace," Victor growls, in time with his increasingly vicious thrusts. Nino jolts and shudders at the rough handling, the rigid length straining down his throat, the frantic efforts of his body to manage what quick breaths he can sneak in between.

He tries to jerk back from an especially deep, hard thrust, but Victor easily holds him still. Victor promised not to go easy on him, and Nino knows he'll keep to his word. There's no way he'll ease off unless Nino actually taps out—and there's no goddamn chance of that. Nino's enjoying this too much.

"God, Nino." Another, slower slide, and then startling stillness as Victor holds him pressed firmly there at the root, the entire length filling him. "You were made for this, weren't you? For me. You belong on your knees, taking me just like this. Fucking hell."

Victor's hips stutter and he withdraws, pounds deep again, and again Nino tries and fails to jerk away from the ruthless penetration filling his throat.

"Goddamn gorgeous." Something softer sneaks in past the gruffness of admiring dirty talk. "My perfect, obedient little slut."

Nino shivers at the words. Victor almost never calls him a slut—usually more inclined towards terms of affection like monster or menace, or even sweetheart when an especially fond mood takes him. He only ever calls Nino a slut when he's completely overwhelmed. It ignites even brighter pleasure in Nino's belly, and makes him yearn more than ever for Victor's hand between his legs.

With a final rough snap of hips, Victor comes. His ecstasy rumbles through a low, growling moan that echoes incautiously up the stairwell. It's a beautiful sound, heady and harsh, and Nino loves it so much his chest aches.
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