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For those who will destroy all they have for the gloss and shine.
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One – The Last Office Hour

The office smelled of endings. Dust and polish clung to the air, the scent of paper heavy from half-packed boxes stacked against the walls. A desk that had once been the centre of a career was now bare except for a lamp and a scattering of books waiting to be claimed or discarded.

Dr. Robert Hale loosened his tie and rubbed his brow. Tomorrow he would be retired. Forty years of teaching, of mentoring, of endless lectures and late-night marking — finished. He should have felt relief, but instead there was only the quiet ache of absence.

The building was silent, or so he thought, until the sharp click of heels broke the hush.

He looked up. And froze.

Chloe Grant leaned against the doorframe, smiling in that easy, self-assured way she had cultivated during her years at the university. No longer hidden under the folds of a graduation gown, she was dressed for the night ahead: tight wet-look leggings clinging to her thighs like liquid, black stilettos glinting under the fluorescent light, a fitted top tracing every curve of her young body. Her perfume drifted in with her, sweet and floral, mingling with the faint synthetic tang of vinyl rising from her clothes.

Robert’s mouth went dry.

His first thought — shameful, instinctive — was that if she were his, he would never let her walk out dressed like that. That was his age talking, his old-fashioned decency. But what slammed into him harder was the realisation that she wasn’t his to protect anymore. Chloe wasn’t a student now. She was a woman. And the woman he wanted to touch, smell, and taste more than anything in that moment.

“You’re still here,” Chloe said lightly.

“Tidying away a career,” Robert replied, gesturing to the boxes. He tried to sound steady, professional, but his eyes betrayed him.

Chloe smirked. Slowly, deliberately, she turned in the doorway, letting the glossy fabric stretch across her hips and arse, light rippling over every curve. “Too much?” she teased.

Robert coughed, forcing his gaze back to the books. “I thought I’d make one last coffee, for tradition’s sake. You’d be welcome to join me.”

Her eyes flicked to the shelf, where an unopened bottle of gin glimmered. “Coffee? That feels a little too safe, don’t you think?”

The air shifted.

He hesitated, then laughed, pouring them each a measure. Their glasses clinked, the sound oddly intimate in the quiet room. No longer professor and student, but man and woman sharing a secret.

Chloe perched on his desk, legs crossing with a squeak of vinyl. She sipped, eyes never leaving him. Robert tried not to watch as the shine stretched and creaked over her thighs. He shifted in his chair, angling his body to hide the stiffness pressing against his trousers. But the damp warmth spreading there betrayed him, darkening the fabric with shame.

Her smirk confirmed she had noticed.
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Two – The First Kiss

Chloe leaned forward, pretending to adjust the lamp, giving him a perfect view down her top. “Different now, isn’t it?” she asked softly. “Not your student anymore.”

He swallowed hard. “Striking. Confident.” The words came out broken, heavy.

Her grin widened. “You always felt like a father figure, Doctor. Safe. Someone untouchable.” She ran her hands slowly down her thighs, the vinyl squeaking under her palms. “But you’re retiring. I’ve graduated. No more rules.”

Robert’s mind screamed at him to stop. You are married. You are a professor. This is Chloe — bright, promising, once nervous and shy. You have no right to think of her like this.

But every creak of her leggings, every shift of her glossy thighs, dragged his eyes back down. His erection pulsed, damp stains spreading. He shifted again, mortified. She let the silence linger, her smile knowing, patient.

Then she moved, closing the distance, her lips brushing his cheek before pausing just shy of his mouth. “You can stop me if you want, Professor,” she whispered.

He should have. God help him, he should have.

But when her lips pressed to his, all restraint snapped.

The kiss was soft at first, then urgent, greedy. Her thighs creaked as she slid onto his lap, pressing the glossy weight of her body against his. His erection pushed against her, soaking his trousers, humiliation burning through him even as desire drowned it out.

“I’m married,” he muttered. “This is wrong...”

Chloe silenced him with another kiss, harder. When she pulled back, her eyes glittered. “Then make it wrong, Professor. Make it unforgettable.”

His hands trembled, hovering, then clamped down on her hips. The vinyl was hot and slick beneath his palms, alive with her heat. His cock pulsed harder, precum spreading into his trousers. He angled himself, trying to hide it, but Chloe shifted deliberately, grinding her glossy thighs against him.

“You can’t hide it,” she whispered, lips brushing his ear. “You don’t want to.”

––––––––
[image: ]


Three – Graduate Mistress

Chloe slid higher on the desk, legs parting slightly, leggings stretching taut under the lamplight. Hale’s breath came ragged.

“Please...” His voice cracked. “Please, Chloe—let me press my face into you.”

Her lips curled into a wicked smile. “Do it.”

The word was command, not permission.

He buried his face against the perfect curve of her arse. The smell consumed him — perfume faint at the surface, vinyl sharp beneath, and the musk of her body bleeding through. He groaned, humiliation and hunger twisting into one.

Memory struck: Chloe’s first day. Eighteen, shy, folder clutched to her chest, voice trembling as she stumbled through a question. He had calmed her then, patient, proud of her promise.

Now she leaned back like a queen, glossy legs spread, his mouth pressed to the body he had once ignored with professional care. The girl he had guided was gone. His Graduate Mistress sat before him.

“Please...” he begged. “Let me push my face between your legs.”

She tugged his hair, forcing his gaze upward. “Not unless you ask me properly.”

“I am asking,” he panted.

Her eyes burned. “No. Say it. Call me what I am.”

Shame burned through him, but his cock throbbed, his trousers wet. “My... Graduate Mistress.”

Her smirk bloomed. She spread her thighs, leggings squeaking. “Good boy. Now worship me.”

She pushed his head down. “Start at my heel. Work your way up.”

He obeyed, lips brushing the tip of her stiletto, then her calves. Each kiss left damp streaks along the vinyl. The leggings squeaked, obscene in the silence.

“Higher,” she ordered.

He climbed her thighs, kissing, licking, moaning, until at last he reached her waistband. He pressed his lips there desperately, inhaling the heat rising from beneath. His cock strained, a wet patch spreading wider.

Chloe tilted her head, victorious. “Look at you, Doctor Hale. My professor. My mentor. Humping for me like a mutt.”

A groan tore from him. He grabbed a thick textbook — one he had lectured from for years — and ground against its leather cover. The mingled smell of vinyl, sweat, and paper filled the office. He rubbed harder, faster, humiliation complete.

His body seized. He spilled inside his trousers, climaxing as his lips pressed to Chloe’s hip.

Chloe leaned down, her voice velvet over steel. “Pathetic,” she whispered. “And perfect. My final lesson to you.”
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Four – The Aftermath

Robert stayed seated long after the door clicked shut. The office lamp cast a soft cone of light over the scattered books and the single, treacherous textbook he had pressed into moments ago. The room smelled faintly of polish and old paper, but under it all lingered a subtler ghost: floral perfume soured into heat, the synthetic tang of vinyl, the hiss of stretched shine replaying in his ears.

He straightened the book as if that mundane gesture might erase what had just happened. It didn’t. He could still feel the coolness of the desk under his palms, the warmth of her legs against his face, the way her voice had slid into him like a lock clicking shut.

On the drive home, streetlights skimmed over the windscreen in a repeating pulse that felt like a metronome for his thoughts: Chloe on the desk. Chloe saying good boy. The tiny squeak of fabric when she shifted. He gripped the wheel, jaw tight, and willed himself to think of anything else.

His house was dark. The familiar creak on the third stair. The sighing breath of his wife asleep. In the bathroom mirror his face looked older than he remembered. He splashed water over cheeks and mouth, as though he could wash away the memory of vinyl warmed by breath.

In bed he lay still and quiet, turned toward the wall. His wife reached for him in her sleep; he tucked her hand under the duvet and closed his eyes. The office unspooled again: the way Chloe had spread her thighs with that small, decisive sound, the faint
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Five – The Obsession
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Six – Mistress in Black
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Seven – Terms of Surrender
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Eight – Breaking Point
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