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Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

All characters depicted in sexual situations are consenting adults over the age of 18. This book contains explicit sexual content, including themes of age disparity, power dynamics, and infidelity. It is intended for mature audiences only and is not suitable for readers under 18.

The author does not endorse or condone any illegal, non-consensual, or harmful behaviour. Reader discretion is strongly advised.
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Chapter 1: After the Last Slide
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I remained in the seminar room after the final question had been answered and the projector screen had gone dark. Martin’s voice still lingered in the air, calm and measured, the way it always carried when he closed a session on leadership or generational dynamics. The usual cluster around him had thinned and vanished. One by one they left until the room held only the low continuous hum of the ventilation system and the faint rustle of paper as I helped him pack. 

We worked without speaking much. I stacked the remaining handouts into neat piles while he coiled the projector cable with the same deliberate care he gave to everything. His white hair caught the overhead light in thin silver strands; the lines at the corners of his eyes seemed deeper in the softer illumination now that the bright slides were gone. He wore the same grey-green jumper he had on during the discussion, wool slightly pilled at the elbows from years of use. When our hands brushed passing the briefcase, neither of us acknowledged it, though the contact registered. 

We carried the materials together down the corridor. The building felt emptier than usual; most offices along the way stood dark, doors closed. Footsteps echoed faintly on the linoleum, ours and no one else’s. At his office door he fitted the key, turned it, and stepped inside. I followed, setting my armload on the desk beside his. The latch clicked shut behind me. The sound seemed final. 

Silence settled immediately. No corridor noise reached us here. Only the quiet tick of an old wall clock and the soft breathing of two people suddenly aware of being alone. 

Martin placed his briefcase down with care, then turned to face me. He studied me for several seconds without haste, the way he sometimes studied a participant’s question before replying. His eyes, pale blue and framed by faint crow’s feet, held steady. Then he stepped forward. His right hand lifted slowly until the warm pad of his thumb rested against my cheekbone. He leaned in and kissed me. 

The kiss was firm at first, almost formal, the slight dryness of his lips pressing against mine. Then it softened. His mouth opened a fraction. I answered without thought. Our tongues met, tentative, exploratory. His breath came shallow through his nose, quick little puffs against my skin. The wet sounds of the kiss were quiet but clear in the stillness small, intimate clicks and slides that seemed louder than they should have been.

My mind raced for an instant. University policy. Power imbalance. His wedding ring, which I had noticed weeks ago during a different session and tried not to notice since. His family. Yet my hands moved anyway, settling on his shoulders, feeling the solid warmth beneath the jumper, the faint give of age-softened muscle. 

When we parted I kept my voice low. “I have watched you for too long during these workshops. The way you stand at the front. The way you gesture when you speak. Your body. I could never look away.” 

A small smile touched his mouth, almost reluctant. “I knew,” he said. The Scottish lilt in his voice had dropped lower, rougher at the edges. “I felt your eyes on me every session. It was distracting. Flattering. Dangerous.” 

Neither of us moved for a moment. Then I guided him backward until the backs of his legs met the desk chair. He sat without protest. I knelt between his knees. My fingers worked the button of his trousers, then the zip. His breathing had deepened, audible now, each inhale slightly ragged. 

When I took him into my mouth he made a sound that was almost a broken sigh, low and rough, as though something long held had finally been released. 

God, it has been so long. Years. Decades, perhaps. The heat, the wet glide, the deliberate care. I had forgotten how completely this undoes a man.

His fingers slid into my hair, gentle, not pulling, simply anchoring. His hips lifted a fraction, instinctive. The chair gave a faint creak under his shifting weight. Wet sounds filled the small space my mouth moving on him, his breathing turning uneven, punctuated by soft involuntary moans that rose each time I took him deeper. Every few strokes another low groan escaped, surprised and grateful, as though the sensation struck him fresh each time.

“So good,” he murmured, voice frayed. “I had almost forgotten how much I love this. Don’t stop, lad” 

I varied the pace, the pressure. His thighs trembled beneath my palms. The tremor travelled upward through his frame. His head tipped back against the chair. A longer groan rolled out, deep in his chest, raw and unguarded. The sounds he made grew louder in the quiet office helpless, rising, each one drawing the next until his fingers tightened briefly in my hair.

This young man. This patient, attentive lad. Giving me something I believed was lost to me forever. The pleasure is sharp, almost painful in its intensity. I want to prolong it, but I cannot. 

His body tensed in a slow, shuddering arc. Muscles locked. Then he came with a deep guttural sound that began low in his throat and fractured into a quieter, trembling exhale. I felt the pulse against my tongue, heard the soft choked noise he made as he spilled, the way his breathing hitched and stuttered for several seconds afterward, ragged and uneven. 

The taste of my own cum on his tongue... salty, slightly bitter, warm and thick. A flavour I had not savoured in years. It shocks me how intimate it feels, how it marks this moment between us after so long without anyone close enough to share it.

I rose slowly. Martin reached for me, pulled me close, and kissed me again. Deeper this time. He tasted himself on my tongue and did not pull away. His arms encircled me with surprising strength. The wool of his jumper brushed my skin with every small shift. Our kisses made quiet wet sounds once more, slower, punctuated by the soft catches in his throat when he drew breath. 

After several minutes he eased back. He adjusted his clothing with calm, practised movements. Colour remained high on his cheeks, but his eyes were steady again. 

“See you again next week,” he said quietly. “Same time. After the session.” 

I nodded. He walked me to the door. His fingers brushed my arm once, deliberate, lingering for a heartbeat. Then I stepped into the corridor. The overhead lights flickered on as I moved away, leaving him behind in the office with the faint echo of what we had done and the promise of what would come next.
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Chapter 2: Under the Seminar Lights
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I arrived early, fifteen minutes before the advertised start. The seminar room was still half-empty, chairs arranged in the usual semi-circle. I chose a seat near the front but not directly opposite the projector screen, a position that allowed unobstructed view of Martin without drawing immediate attention.

Gradually the room filled. Familiar faces from last week returned: the healthcare manager who always asked detailed questions about implementation, the public-sector consultant with the sharp notebook, several research assistants carrying folders. Martin’s entourage appeared as well—colleagues in tweed and sensible shoes, a young postdoctoral researcher who hovered near him like an aide-de-camp. They clustered at the front, exchanging low remarks, creating once more the familiar barrier of “goons and grunts” that usually surrounded him.

The air carried the scent of fresh coffee from the urn in the corner. Laptops opened with soft clicks. Voices murmured at a steady, low level. The projector fan began its quiet, persistent hum as someone tested the connection.

Martin entered precisely on time. White hair neatly combed, a navy jacket over a pale shirt today instead of the jumper, measured steps carrying him to the front. He set his notes on the lectern, adjusted his reading glasses, and scanned the room. Our eyes met for a fraction of a second: subtle; charged, but entirely professional. He gave the slightest nod, then began.

Throughout the session I watched him closely, the same way I had confessed to last week. The precise gesture of his right hand when emphasising a point about strategic alignment. The measured cadence of his voice, Scottish lilt softened by years of lecturing. The way he fielded questions with calm intellectual precision, never hurried, always thoughtful.

I cannot look away. Even now, knowing what happened between us, the sight of him at the front stirs the same heat it always did. He notices. Of course he notices. Every time his gaze sweeps the room it pauses on me a beat longer than necessary. My pulse quickens each time.

Midway through, during a brief pause while participants reflected on a case study, Martin shifted his stance behind the lectern. His hand rested briefly on the edge of the wood. A faint flush appeared along his jaw.

The young man is watching again. Steady, unblinking. The memory of his mouth last week floods back without warning. Heat gathers low in my abdomen, insistent, unwelcome in this setting. I must sit. Now.

He lowered himself into the chair beside the lectern with deliberate calm, crossing one leg over the other. The movement was smooth, almost unnoticeable to anyone else. To me it was unmistakable.

Control yourself, man. Seventy-one years old and still reacting like a student. Yet the ache does not fade. If anything it sharpens.

He continued speaking from the seated position, voice steady, though I saw the slight tightening of his fingers on the armrest.

All week the previous encounter had occupied my thoughts. At odd moments—walking to the office, lying awake at
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