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"Tell me, Anita," he walked around the table and stood in front of me. He was a good head taller and much bigger. 

I gulped. 

"Why are you dressed like this?" he asked. "Were you hoping that dressing provocatively would give you an advantage?"  

"Sir?" I started. 

Before I could react, he had his arms around me and was grabbing my buttocks. 

I yelped, trying to get him to let go of me, but he was much stronger.

"I wonder if you are wet, Anita. Are you wet?" he asked, massaging my ass with his expert hands. His palms were big enough to cover my butt cheeks completely. He pulled my shorts and fisted them, tugging them until they were folded against my butt crack. 

"No underwear," he said with a hint of satisfaction. 

"I can explain," I said hastily, still trying to push him away to no avail. 

My pussy throbbed as the shorts rubbed against my clit and I leaned against him unconsciously, body reacting in a way that was completely beyond my control. 

The sensation of having my shorts pulled upwards and rubbing against my clit made me arc my back and call out his name. I had only just had sex for the first time and now my professor was feeling me up in the middle of the teacher's longue. 

From the corner of my eyes, I saw that we were not truly alone. There were two other professors with us. Professor Tony and Professor Joseph. They were both foreign and had dark skin. And neither of them were stopping Professor Andres. Instead, they stood a little distance away and were watching with eager eyes. 

Why weren't they stopping Professor Andres? 

"How can you explain why your pussy is dripping wet, Anita?" he asked. With one swift movement, his fingers cupped my throbbing folds and he forced two fingers up my hole. 
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"What do you think about this?" I asked as I handed Peter my job application. 

He frowned as he took the sheet of paper from my palm. I blushed when our fingers touched, but he didn't react at all. It was hopeless. I was hopeless. It wasn't as if I wanted him to hold my hands and suddenly declare his love for me... but that would be a nice start. 

Having him in my room was a dream come true. When my friend 'accidentally' announced to him that I was applying for a job where he worked, he offered his assistance without hesitation.

And now, the object of my lust was in my room. My room. I couldn't stop imagining him naked on my bed. On top of me, groaning my name as he-

"Hmm..." he turned to me and smiled when he reached something in the paper that tickled him. 

The air in my room suddenly didn't have nearly enough oxygen.  

His perfect, kissable lips moved soundlessly and his blue eyes focused back onto the single-paged cover letter. Locks of soft, light brown hair tumbled over his forehead to his wire-rimmed spectacles. 

The sweet heat between my legs throbbed and I crossed my legs in a feeble attempt to hide how much being close to him was affecting me. 

The white collar of his shirt was white and even brighter due to the black blazer he wore over it. He dropped by right after dinner and still smelled slightly of cologne. I wondered who he had dinner with.

I had the air conditioning turned down but it wasn't helping the heat I was radiating. 

I hope he wouldn't notice how incredibly warm I felt. 

His skin glowed with good health and he sported a tan from the summer heat. Even as he stood immobile beside my study table, he held himself with an easy, dangerous grace of a basketball player who was used to getting into fights with men bigger than himself. 

Peter could have made a career out of the sport but his parents passed away while he was in university and without someone to support his siblings, he took over without hesitation. It was admirable, if not a little sad. He managed to find a job straight away as a packer in a makeup company. It wasn't a surprise that the company moved him from manufacturing to sales almost immediately. He was now the head of the marketing department. 

When he moved into the house next door three years ago, I didn't realize the debilitated house had a new occupant until I saw him walking out of the showers. He looked like some sort of sex god, water dripping down his body to create a luminescence about him. 

My face burned red from the memory and when he turned to me, I was not prepared to have his full attention on my blushing face. 

"It's not bad," he said with a lopsided smile that melted my heart immediately. 

Stay cool, Anita. I'm not eighteen anymore.  

"Do you think there's something I need to change about it?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper. 

The air conditioning fan blew downwards, bathing me in a cool gust of air that went straight between my cleavage where a trickle of sweat had disappeared into.

My friend had thrown together the most non-slutty sexy outfit I owned, which was basically a black tank top and a pair of shorts that barely covered my crotch. I wasn't even wearing a bra. Or panties. 

His eyes focused on me. He had an intensity about him that took my breath away. 

I gulped. 

It was hard to not hyperventilate when he looked at me like that. 

The short top hugged my curves tightly, pushing my breasts together and stretching the material so much that even the little bumps around my nipples were noticeable. 

It was unfair how calm he was whereas my heart was thumping so rapidly against my chest I was afraid it would burst through my rib cage. I rubbed my palms on my shorts, feeling the fabric rub against my throbbing clit.

"I think everything is quite perfect," he said. "Perhaps you could add something about your hobbies and personal interests so that the hiring department would see you more as a person and less as a perfectly oiled machine?" 

I laughed nervously, twirling my hair in my fingers as I tried not to throw myself at him. It took a moment for my brain to catch up with the words coming from his lips and a little longer still to come up with a response. "That sounds good," I said. 

"Whew, is it hot in here or what?" I exclaimed suddenly, feeling the air grow heavy. I walked to the remote and turned on the fan to maximum before sitting down on the bed. 

His eyes darkened slightly and his gaze trailed down my neck towards my cleavage. I gulped, my breathing growing heavy as I fought to introduce air into my lungs. 

"It's pretty hot in here," he agreed, unbuttoning his blazer and taking it off. 

His muscles were delectable. I inhaled the sight of his perfect body as he sat down in the chair that I had just vacated. The white button-up shirt left nothing to the imagination. Small perky nipples pushed against the fabric and his firm muscles and six-packs were obvious behind the thin material. 

I tried not to pass out from the sight alone. It was unfair how hot he was. 

"So I should tell them more about myself?" I asked even though I already knew what the answer was. I just wanted to hear his voice. 
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