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NEVER IN A HUNDRED, thousand, million, billion years did I ever believe that I would end up fucking a student. 

Sorry. Let me back up. 

My name is Doctor Ellen Sun. Korean-born, but I moved to America as a teenager. I was a forty-seven-year-old chemistry professor now, and so spoke English as well as any native, though I had kept vestiges of my accent. I still spoke Korean perfectly as well, though I never had much chance or reason to do so, unless I was talking online with my cousins back home. I had three kids, all in their mid-to-late-twenties, all having gone academic fields like me, and I was quite proud of that. My husband, their father, had passed ten years ago. He'd been much older than me, a fellow Korean academic, but cancer had still taken him far too young. He was a good man, though I can't say there'd ever been much passion between us. I'd met him when I was 'fresh off the boat,' as it were, and we'd just sort of gravitated towards each other, both being Korean. He was never really 'the love of my life' or whatever; I don't think it was rude or insulting to his memory to admit that. I'd been a good faithful wife, in my actions, if not in my thoughts. I hadn't even really dated much since he'd been gone. I'd tried, but it just felt... I don't know, odd. Awkward. Nobody ever really seemed to fit. 

It wasn't that I couldn't date; there were certainly offers. I was petite and pretty, and I was aging extremely well, in keeping with my people's genetic advantage in that area of life. My slim build, dark brown eyes, and long, well-styled dark black hair could be easily seen as very attractive. My sharp jawline and expressive eyes gave me a sophisticated look that got me invited onto science television shows now and then. 

Friends and colleagues would try to set me up with other friends and colleagues, but I just wasn't into it. I had my kids; I had my family. That was good enough for me. I kind of didn't even really feel horny anymore, if I was being honest with you. My libido had crashed to about zero. 

At least, that's how life was before I met Alexander Magnusson. He had split my life into two parts, pre-AM and post-AM. 

The Swedish exchange student was a chemistry genius, first of all; the word 'prodigy' would not be misapplied. He'd graduated his undergraduate work at eighteen, and was now well on his way to his doctorate already at the ripe age of twenty-three. His genius was not the first thing that anybody would notice about him, however—the man was simply beautiful, like an old Hollywood actor was beautiful. He stood six foot four, his lean, muscular frame presenting a commanding presence in any room, exuding a quiet, magnetic strength. His chiseled jawline and high cheekbones gave his face a sculptural quality, further framed by perfect runway model-length beard stubble, while his piercing blue eyes carried both intensity and charm. His tousled blonde hair and perpetually relaxed confidence gave him a rugged, yet refined appeal, and his Nordic features—fair skin, strong brow, and broad shoulders—evoked the image of a modern-day Viking. He radiated a magnetic physicality that blended masculinity and subtle sensuality, an image that lingered long in my thoughts after he left my lecture hall. It was all I could do not to stare at him while he was there. 

It was so wrong to even think it; he was my student. But the undeniable reality was that Alexander had awoken something in me. Some part of me that had lain dormant for years was awoken when Alexander Magnusson sat down in my lecture hall. He was gigantic, beautiful, vibrant, powerful, masculine, alpha. He was everything that my husband, God bless his soul, had not been. He was a human work of art. 

We barely interacted, Alexander and me. It was a lecture class, so there was really not much reason to interact. While we never interacted in the real world, though, we interacted a great deal in my fantasies. 

The first time I ever laid eyes on him, I began masturbating to him that very night. 

It felt so wrong, and unnatural, and taboo, and immoral. Thoughts aren't criminal, is how I justified it to myself. I had not even wanted to masturbate for the better part of a decade, but after that fateful day when that beautiful Swede sat down in my lecture and I laid eyes on him and the angels sang hallelujah... the moment my head hit the pillow most nights thereafter, I couldn't keep my hands off my pussy. I'd cum three or four times a night, thinking about the things I wanted that gorgeous man to do to me. It was so odd, feeling that way. We'd barely spoken two words to each other, and he'd made me feel like a horny college girl. 

I have to admit; it felt... good. I felt alive, for the first time in a long time. I didn’t even realize how bad I’d felt all those years. It was like I was waking up from a coma. 
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