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This book is only for those who have the courage to explore the boundaries of eroticism and discover their hidden desires.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Important things first

 

 

Immerse yourself in a sensual world of seductive passion brought to life in this enchanting masterpiece. 

This book will captivate you with its captivating story that magically combines fervent lust, burning desire and devoted devotion.

The words in this work have been carefully chosen to awaken your senses and stimulate your imagination. 

With provocative descriptions, it takes you into the depths of human lust and lets you feel the tingling eroticism on every page.

Only for those who have the courage to explore the boundaries of eroticism and discover their hidden desires, this book is made. 

It is a work that will speak to your most intimate dreams and ignite your deepest desires as you plunge into the dangerously tormenting maelstrom of passion.
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Nobody was waiting for chubby Tabea at home. Her parents and younger sister spent the weekend with relatives. But she preferred to spend the weekend with Nelly, her best and only friend. Tabea was now sitting on the steps in front of the high school in the rainy weather, waiting for Nelly, who had promised to pick her up here with her boyfriend. This has been going on for two endless hours now. There was a time when the two of them were always together, but since Nelly had a boyfriend she became more and more unreliable, as she apparently is today. The battery on Tabea's cell phone was dead, so she couldn't call Nelly and ask what was going on and just wait.

“Hello, you,” a voice came to her from out of nowhere. Tabea sat up. She saw a well-dressed man in a suit with an umbrella in his hand. His dark hair was cut short and his square jaw was flanked by a friendly smile. “What are you still doing at school? Shouldn’t you be home already enjoying the weekend?”

Tabea recognized the man. It was the teacher Benno Domscheit. A young economics teacher who taught temporarily at the high school in order to reduce the numerous teacher absences. He was very popular with his students, and Tabea heard about her classmates' crushes almost every day during recess.

“I’m waiting here for someone.”

“You should probably sit somewhere else. You'll get sick in this weather and it would be a shame if we couldn't see each other again on Monday because of it." He pointed to the café, which was opposite the school. His smile was like a ray of sunshine that shot through the cloud cover directly into her heart. 

Tabea forced a serious expression on her face. She didn't want to seem like those chicks who willingly surrendered to any man who winked at them. She wasn't like that. Even if she secretly envied these girls. Being popular, being pretty, being successful was something that was always denied to Tabea. The boys made fun of her and the girls made fun of her. So she could easily classify the teacher's words with the words of false kindness that she had come to know all too well in her school years.

“No, I have to wait here. My cell phone battery is dead and I can’t let you know where I am.”

"That shouldn't be a problem," he reached into his jacket pocket, took out his cell phone, and handed it to her. “Just call it.”

Tabea wanted to refuse, but she already had the cell phone in her hand. She dialed Nelly's number and waited.

“Thank you,” she said, still a little grumpy.

The man, in his mid-thirties, stood over her with his umbrella and just smiled. He waited patiently until the student finally started talking.

“Hello, Nelly, where are you?”

“Oh, Tabea. Sorry, we were really stressed out.”

“Yes, that’s good.” She was already used to that. With Nelly everything was stressful. "When are you coming?"

"How?"

“You wanted to pick me up at the high school.”

“Oh crap. Sorry, totally forgot. You, I'm already on the way to his friends with Malte. Unfortunately, nothing will happen today.” She heard Malte’s voice in the background: “I’m not turning around again because of that chick.”

“You, I have to break up. We’ll talk tomorrow, bye bye.” Nelly hung up.

Disappointed and sad, Tabea returned the cell phone. The teacher looked at her questioningly. “Sounds like it’s not good news.”

"No," she mumbled.

“I guess you won’t be picked up?”

"No," she sobbed.

“How are you getting home now?”

“By bus in two hours.”

"Where do you live?"

Her voice sounded indifferent as she told him the location. The words on the phone had hurt her too much.

“I’ll take you there.”

“What?” Tabea looked up at him. Even when she was standing, he was more than a head taller than her.

“I’ll take you home, you want to go home, right?”

"I don't know," she mumbled.

“Then come with me.” He put his cell phone in his jacket pocket and took her hand. She let him pull her to the parking lot without resistance. She trotted almost lifelessly after the man. Her long red dyed hair was already soaked. Her face pale. All in all, she was a chubby little pile of misery at that moment.

They stopped at the teacher's sports car. He gallantly opened the door for her and she got in. Shortly afterwards he was also behind the wheel in the car and they drove off.

The rain was now falling more heavily on the car. The windshield wipers struggled to cope with the water while the car stopped at a red light.

“What else do you have planned today?”

“I don’t know,” Tabea admitted. She was glad she didn't have to walk outside on the street to the bus station.

“When do you have to be home?”

“Not at all,” she admitted. “I wanted to spend the weekend with a friend, but she…”

"I understand. It's bitter like that. Or?"

She nodded. The traffic light turned green and the car drove on.

“Do you like going to the movies?”

„Was?“

"It's not as great as spending the weekend with your best friend, but if you like, I'll invite you to the cinema."

“Yes, but that’s not possible.”

"How come?"

“You’re a teacher and I…” Tabea was completely taken by surprise. She would have liked to have said yes, especially since she didn't know of anyone who had ever been invited by the school's most sought-after teacher.

“Why not?” He looks at her and smiles again. “You are a young woman who has nothing better to do today, and I am a man who feels the same way. We could both be bored alone or have fun together.”

“Yes, but.” Her shame stirred. It was wrong to just date a man, even if he was handsome, personable, and nice. “Nobody likes you,” echoed through her subconscious.

"Nothing but... as long as you can't give a good reason not to go to the movies with me."

 

She couldn't, and so a few minutes later they pulled into the parking garage of the municipal cinema. It wasn't as modern as the movie palaces in the big cities, but the cinema offered enough comfort and quality to keep up with the majority of the latest cinema productions.

Tabea hoped that no students would see her. She was embarrassed to go to the cinema with the older man, even though it filled her with pride at the same time.

Mr. Domscheit really wasn't a man to despise. Tabea had never had a man before. Yes, she hadn't even had her first kiss yet, but as she sat next to Benno Domscheit in the cinema seat, she felt deep within her the rollercoaster of emotions that she had experienced so often with her classmates.

The film was some sort of sequel to a famous teen comedy. Tabea didn't notice much of the action, her heart was pounding too hard when the teacher's hand rested on her thigh. For minutes his strong fingers slid over her thigh and even touched the most sensitive spot hidden under her skirt before she wrapped her hand around his and nestled her head against him.

The film was nearing its end when she felt his lips on her forehead and her heart almost threatened to burst. It was just a shy, fleeting kiss that had nothing to do with the passionate touch of the lips of the film couple. But for Tabea it was like the gateway to another world.

 

His hand had long since moved to the inside of her thighs, which she willingly opened for him, while the film hero was making his last dramatic appearance to win back the love of his beloved. They paid no attention to it, but instead kept their gaze on each other. He leaned down and kissed her tenderly on the lips. Violent flashes of heat flooded the girl's entire body. She surrendered to the first real kiss of the experienced lover, who skillfully guided and seduced her with his tongue.
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