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About


 


Forbidden love never felt so right! When two people work together closely, sparks can grow into flames of passion. Professionalism breaks down when desire takes over, and when these guys become obsessed with their students, hands-on training goes too far and hard lessons are taught!


 


This collection contains three sizzling age gap stories of temptation and tutors that fall for women they were never supposed to touch!


 


Tutor’s Touch is a collection of spicy, forbidden first time age gap short stories featuring possessive older men claiming beautiful younger women all for themselves.


 


 


In this collection:


 


 


Painted Passion


 


I’m supposed to teach her, not claim her innocence!


 


My good friend entrusts me to help his daughter get a leg up in the art world. She’s already talented, which makes my job pretty easy. Side benefit—she’s easy on the eyes too. Absolute perfection.


 


While she’s honing her skills, I’m supposed to be lending her a hand… but I can’t keep my hands off her!


 


 


Sizzling Speed


 


My champion is good at everything…


 


While I help the drop-dead gorgeous Amy train to win a race, I must struggle to squash my feelings for her. She was my student once, I’m much more than twice her age and she is my son’s ex-girlfriend! Despite all of this... I’m obsessed with her but there’s no way I could have her for myself. I know that I must remain professional and focus on the race.


 


Amy always goes after what she wants with fierce determination and drive. When I end up alone in the locker room with her, imagine my surprise when she drops her towel and lets me know exactly what it is she wants!


 


 


Filthy Fight


 


When Chastity comes to me after class for some extra hands-on training, I end up sparring with not just her, but myself as well.


 


I struggle with my feelings when she is near me. As her Muay Thai instructor I am in a trusted position, so I know it’s wrong to want her the way I do. Not only am I her teacher, but I’m more than twice her age, and her best friend’s dad! There are so many reasons why I should keep my hands to myself.


 


I’m pushed to the breaking point when I challenge her to spar with me. As we circle each other around the gym, grappling together and challenging each other, I tell myself we’re just training but it feels like so much more. I don’t know if I can hold myself back for much longer…



 


 


 


Painted Passion


 


That morning started like most others always did. I went to my small studio gallery and opened up shop for the day. While I made coffee, I spent time dusting off some of my pieces displayed on the walls and then I went to my easel to check the results from the previous day. 


The work was coming along well, but I knew it had a ways to go before I would be satisfied with it. I wanted perfection for this one.


I preferred the rich colors and versatility of oil paints. They don’t dry as fast, plus the longer working time allowed for some interesting layering and blending techniques. I began using the medium in high school and over the course of twenty-five years, I had learned quite a bit.


So it wasn’t surprising that sometimes others who wanted to learn more would ask me many questions and try to pick my brain on the subject. I never wanted to be a teacher, so I tried to avoid wasting time with such things. However, when my lifelong friend Jack asked me to help his daughter learn, I just couldn’t say no.


Her name was Belle and she always admired my artwork. She would follow me around with bright eyes, asking questions and watching me when my friend would visit. Once she had grown and finished high school, she still continued to visit me and eventually Jack asked me if I would tutor her.


So, she started calling me her muse. While a muse is traditionally a woman, Belle learned from me and our conversations helped her form her ideas. The term fit and if I inspired her in such a way, then I was honored to take on that role. When I took her on as a protege, it really wasn’t with much reluctance because I kept a secret from my best friend.


She was always beautiful but now that Belle was very much a woman, her curves were quite well defined and I found her more than irresistible. She had a captivating smile and an infectious energy, displaying her interest in art with excitement. I knew her well and I felt close to her, but I was much older than her and an old family friend so I dealt with a confusing mixture of guilt and intrigue whenever I was alone with her. 


Sipping my coffee, I leaned on my stool. I picked up a dry brush and I started practicing my next strokes in the air before committing to anything. After a few minutes, I chose a better brush and turned to my paints. I wasn’t surprised when the bell above the studio gallery door chimed and outside air suddenly drafted into the room.


“Ethan,” Belle’s familiar voice called to me excitedly from the entrance as I turned to face her with a smile. “Come see what I did!”


Completely forgoing a greeting, Belle bounced across the room and flipped her large sketchbook open, laying it across my desk. 


“Good morning Isabella,” I said as I went to stand beside her. “Let’s see.”


It was just a pencil sketch so far, but it was quite good already. The perspective was looking downward at a woman who was lying flat on the ground in a relaxed manner, surrounded by many wildflowers. She wore a summer dress and flowers in her hair as she stared dreamily at the sky.


“Wow, that’s very ambitious!” I nodded, pausing to consider what advice I could possibly give her.


The intricate flowers sprawled around the page. I studied the intricate drawing closely, stifling just a brief hint of jealousy that she had such skills at a young age.


“I think—” I hesitated and gestured at the drawing with my brush. “Okay, look here. Review your anatomy on this arm… then maybe some foreshortening on this knee?”


Belle nodded, quickly jotting notes on the opposite page.


“This is really a lovely idea though,” I smiled and nodded to her. “I can see you really put effort into it. It’s very well done!”


Belle beamed at me with her gorgeous smile, then bashfully looked back down at her work.


She smells so good.


I stepped away, putting my desk between us. Being so close to her was giving me some inappropriate ideas, so I sat in my chair behind the desk instead. 


“Are you going to paint this one?” I asked as I fiddled with my brush.


“I think so,” she nodded and leaned over her sketchbook with her palms flat on the desk. “I feel good about this one, it’s like I need to do it.”


Her smooth breasts were right there, seemingly on display for me, framed by her gray v-neck t-shirt and it was beginning to drive me a bit crazy. The way her blue jeans tightened around her round bottom as she bent over my desk made me want to explore her curves with my hands.


Bad Ethan!


“Ah,” I nodded and shifted in my seat. “I know that feeling, always a sure sign that you should continue!”


Belle looked agonizingly at her drawing and I could see the familiar burn of obsession in her eyes.


“Then why do I always feel like it’s not enough?” Belle pouted. “All I can see are all my mistakes.”


“It will never be enough,” I chuckled, knowing her pain. “That’s what being an artist feels like.”


Belle seemed to ponder this as she inspected her work. After a moment of silence, she flipped over to a fresh page.


“Can I draw you while you work?” Belle asked hopefully. 


“Oh, yeah I suppose,” I sighed. “I’m not ready for you to see what I’m working on yet though.”


“Okay!” Belle chirped gladly as she dragged a chair away from my desk.


I sauntered back to my paint collection, recalling the mixture I wanted to make. Belle sketched some fast gesture drawings as I took my time setting up a palette, before settling back onto my stool and looked critically at my own work. 


Never good enough…


I shook my head, clearing away the persistent nagging doubt and carefully started putting down new paint. First strokes were always the hardest. 


Belle started drawing more carefully once I had stopped moving around the room. She twirled her hair around her finger as she worked, her concentration furrowing lines between her eyebrows. I tried to ignore her while we both worked, but I kept catching her eye. She smiled at me and I couldn’t avoid blushing and smiling back. 


We both worked studiously for about twenty minutes before I became too curious and got up to see how she was doing. 


“No!” Belle protested suddenly, breaking the silence and closing her book. “It’s not ready, I’m doing a thirty minute sprint.”


“I understand it’s not done,” I reassured her. “Don’t be shy!”


Belle slowly unfolded her book, revealing her work. There were several gesture drawings and a more detailed one of me leaning into my canvas with my brush in hand. 

OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
A COLLECTION OF FORBIDDEN
FIRST TIME AGE GAP SHORTS





