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Disclaimers

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

This book contains explicit sexual content and is intended for mature audiences aged 18 and over only. It includes graphic descriptions of consensual sex between adults, strong language, age-gap themes, breeding kink, multiple partners, and other adult situations.

Reader discretion is strongly advised.

All characters are 18 years or older and all sexual acts depicted are between consenting adults.
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The Ordinary Day
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Miss Clair Montgomery, twenty-four years old and still glowing with the fresh bloom of youth, had settled quickly into life at Willowbrook Primary. The little school sat on the edge of a quiet South Yorkshire market town, where the last houses gave way to the rolling purple-grey of the Peak District moors. She taught Reception — the smallest ones, all sticky fingers and endless questions — and she loved it. The children adored her soft voice, her patient smile, the way she could turn circle time into something magical with nothing more than coloured blocks and a storybook.

Most afternoons the staffroom emptied by half past four. The other teachers hurried home to husbands, children, or simply the relief of a quiet evening. Clair usually stayed. Marking books, preparing the next day’s activities, sometimes just enjoying the peaceful hush after the chaos of thirty energetic four-year-olds. Her own modest terraced cottage stood only a three-minute walk from the school gate, so there was never any rush.

Mr Keith Watson, the headmaster, was a different matter. Fifty-eight, married, and living in the old school-house that shared the same playground wall, he moved through the corridors with the quiet authority of a man who had run the place for nearly twenty years. Thick silver threaded his dark hair; a dense mat of coarse chest hair showed at the open collar of his shirts on warmer days. The children respected him. The staff respected him more. He spoke little, but when he did, everyone listened.

Clair had always found him... impressive. Not handsome in any modern sense, but solid. Authoritative. The sort of man who carried decades of quiet command in the set of his shoulders and the low rumble of his voice. She told herself it was professional admiration. Nothing more. Yet sometimes, when he leaned over her desk to check a pupil’s file, she caught the faint scent of chalk dust, old tweed, and something warmer underneath — something unmistakably male. She would feel a small, secret flutter low in her belly and push the feeling away at once.

That particular Friday had been long. One of the little ones had been sick on the reading carpet. Another had spilled paint across three tables. By the time the final bell rang and the last parent collected the last child, Clair’s feet ached and the waistband of her tights felt damp and uncomfortable from the day’s exertions. She waved goodbye to the final colleague, locked the classroom door, and carried her marking tray into the staffroom.

The room was empty. Late afternoon light slanted through the high windows, catching dust motes above the long central table. Clair set the tray down, exhaled, and rolled her shoulders. The silence felt luxurious. She glanced at the door again, purely out of habit, then reached under her navy skirt. Her fingers found the waistband of the sheer black tights. They had grown clammy against her skin; she wanted them off before she sat down to mark.

With a small sigh of relief she began to peel them downward, lifting the hem of her skirt to her waist so she could work the fabric over her hips. The thin material whispered as it slid along her smooth thighs. It caught at her knees. Beneath, her pale pink knickers clung gently to the soft, plump lips of her fanny, the gusset already bearing a faint darker patch from the long day.

She was just hooking her thumbs to push the tights further when the staffroom door opened without warning.

Mr Keith Watson stepped inside.

He stopped. His gaze dropped at once to the exposed stretch of pale thigh, the bunched skirt, the delicate pink fabric stretched across her mound. For a long second neither of them moved. The only sound was the faint tick of the wall clock and the distant call of rooks on the moor.

Clair’s heart slammed against her ribs. Heat flooded her face. “Mr Watson... I... I didn’t realise anyone was still here.” Her voice came out smaller than she intended. She made a clumsy attempt to tug the skirt back down, but the tights tangled at her knees made the movement awkward.

Keith Watson closed the door behind him with a soft, deliberate click. His eyes never left the vee of her thighs. When he spoke, his voice was low and steady, carrying that same quiet authority she had always noticed.

“Working late again, Miss Montgomery?”

He took one slow step forward. Then another.

Clair’s breath caught. She told herself she should finish pulling her skirt down. She should apologise and leave. Instead she remained frozen on the spot, skirt still rucked high, tights halfway down her legs, the warm evening air brushing against the damp cotton of her knickers.

A tiny, forbidden thrill stirred deep inside her.

She did not move.
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The First Touch
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Clair’s heart hammered so loudly she was certain Mr Watson could hear it. She stood frozen in the middle of the staffroom, skirt still bunched uselessly at her waist, black tights tangled around her knees, pale pink knickers on full display. The warm evening light caught the faint damp patch at the gusset. She felt exposed in a way that made her stomach flutter with something far more complicated than simple embarrassment.

Mr Keith Watson took another slow step forward. The floorboards creaked under his weight. His eyes, dark and steady, never left the soft swell between her thighs. “You look uncomfortable, Miss Montgomery,” he said, voice low and measured, the same tone he used when addressing the governors. “Those tights seem to have caused you some trouble today.”

Clair swallowed hard. Her fingers twitched at her sides, but she made no move to cover herself. “I... I only meant to change quickly. The children were so energetic this afternoon and...” The words trailed off. Heat crawled up her neck and across her cheeks. She told herself she should pull the skirt down at once. She should apologise and leave. Yet her feet stayed rooted to the worn carpet.

He closed the remaining distance until he stood directly in front of her. The faint scent of chalk dust, old tweed, and warm male skin reached her. Up close he seemed even larger, shoulders broad beneath the crisp shirt, silver threads glinting in his dark hair. A few coarse curls of chest hair showed at his open collar. Clair’s breath shortened.

“Allow me,” he murmured.

One large hand reached out and gently but firmly took hold of the hem of her skirt, keeping it raised. The other slid down and hooked into the waistband of the tangled tights. He tugged them steadily downward, peeling the damp fabric free of her knees and letting it pool around her ankles. His knuckles brushed the smooth skin of her inner thighs as he did so. Clair shivered. A soft, involuntary sound escaped her lips.

“There,” he said quietly. “Better?”

His gaze dropped again to the thin pink knickers. The material clung to the plump lips of her fanny, the darker patch now unmistakable. Clair’s thighs pressed together instinctively, but the movement only made her more aware of the slick warmth gathering there. She felt ashamed of how quickly her body was responding. Ashamed, and strangely thrilled.

Mr Watson’s lips curved in a small, satisfied smile. He did not rush. Instead he traced one thick finger slowly along the waistband of her knickers, dipping just beneath the elastic, teasing the sensitive skin of her lower belly. “You’ve been wet for a while, haven’t you, Clair?” he asked, voice low and intimate. “Ever since I walked in and saw you like this.”

Clair’s breath hitched. Guilt twisted sharply in her chest — this was her headmaster, a married man more than thirty years her senior — yet the way his finger stroked her made her hips twitch forward despite herself. “I... I shouldn’t...” she whispered, even as fresh wetness soaked the cotton.

“You shouldn’t,” he agreed, almost kindly. “But you are.” His finger slipped lower, pressing the damp fabric against her swollen clit and rubbing in slow, firm circles. Clair gasped, knees buckling slightly. “Look at you. Already soaking through your pretty knickers for an old man like me.”

He hooked two fingers under the gusset and pulled it aside, exposing her completely. Cool air met her slick, puffy lips. Clair whimpered. The shame burned hotter than the arousal, yet she could not bring herself to close her legs.

Mr Watson hummed in approval. “Such a pretty little cunt,” he murmured. “Pink and wet and ready.” He slid one thick finger along her slit, gathering her slick, then pushed it slowly inside her. Clair’s head fell back with a broken moan. He added a second finger, stretching her gently but insistently, curling them to stroke that sensitive spot inside while his thumb circled her clit with maddening precision.

“Mr Watson... please... we can’t...” The words were weak, almost pleading. Inside her head guilt screamed — this was wrong, dangerous, he was her boss, her headmaster — but her body betrayed her completely, hips rocking shamelessly onto his fingers.

“We can,” he said calmly, pumping his fingers deeper, faster. “And we will. You’ve been craving this for months, haven’t you? Every time I leaned over your desk. Every
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