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I laughed nervously, twirling my hair in my fingers as I tried not to throw myself at him. His eyes darkened slightly and trailed down my neck towards my cleavage again. I wondered if I could get him to take my virginity if I played my cards right. 

I pulled my legs up and wrapped my arms around my knees, knowing that my pants were short and loose enough that if he looked, he would be able to see my butt and traces of my wet pussy. His eyes travelled down my bed to between my legs. 

He licked his lips. 

"So uh... you mean I should like... show more of myself to them?" I asked. 

"Huh?" he looked lost in thought, his eyes glued to the stop between my legs. I knew my plan was working when he crossed his legs uncomfortably. 

"Professor?" I kept my voice soft and sweet, knowing that it drove some men crazy. "Did you mean for me to insert more stuff into the personal statement or less? I'm confused," I said, getting off my bed to stand closer to him. 

My breasts were almost touching his arm as I leaned towards him to look at the paper. "Which part did you want me to change?" 

He cleared his throat loudly. "Well, umm..." he looked visibly uncomfortable and beads of sweat was forming on his forehead.  His eyes lingered on my tits. My nipples were peeking through the thin fabric, the spots visibly darker. 

He pointed at a random spot on the paper and started blabbering something about adding a personal experience there. 

I bit my lip, reaching over his head to grab a pen. "Oh, sorry," I mumbled as my breasts brushed against him. I made a circle on the spot he mentioned and wrote his comment next to it, making sure to lean as close to him as possible without actually touching him as I did. 

"Thank you so much for doing this professor," I said, turning to smile at him. Our faces were inches apart. His breath was warm and comforting, but coming in short ragged breaths. I knew he was nervous and that somehow made me less nervous. 

"You know what?" he announced suddenly, "I think I have the perfect sample on my blog... Let me see if I can find the sample on your computer." Before I could stop him, he had his hands on my laptop. 

My eyes widened and my heart jumped to my throat when I remembered what I was doing before he arrived. "No, don't!" I screamed but I was too late. 

A frown quickly formed on his face. The video had stopped at the perfect moment too. Mandy's naked breasts were in full view and Mr. Taylor was reaching to grab her tits. 

Kinks: Teacher Student taboo, first time, voyeurism, spanking, domination, alpha male 
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"Emma Gonzales," I mumbled as I signed my name at the end of the personal statement. I read and reread the statement, wondering if it sounded good enough to earn me a spot in the university. 

"Do you think this is good enough?" I asked, handing the paper to Carol. 

"Why don't you get your hunk of a neighbor to help?" she suggested without looking at my essay. 

I blushed at the suggestion alone, thinking of the sexy professor who moved into the house next door three years ago. 

"What's his name again?" she chimed. 

"Professor Nathan Nelson," I said dreamily. He has the nicest abs and the sexiest body. He looked amazing in the formal shirts he wore to teach in university that I can't help but melt at the sight of him leaving the house every day. 

She laughed, surprising me from my reverie. "You have it bad, girl!" she exclaimed. 

"Not everyone's as lucky as you," I said, "you've already bagged your rich and handsome hunk." 

She giggled happily at the thought. 

"Are you going to marry him straight away?" I wanted to know. 

"I don't know!" she laughed a nervous laugh that didn't quite reach her eyes. The entire school found out that she was pregnant a month before graduation. 

I climbed off my bed and sat beside her, "He'll do good by you," I said, patting her arm. 

"I know he will," she said, "but his family's less than pleased about my pregnancy."

I squeezed her hand tightly, "He's almost finished with university though right? After that he'll get a job with his father's company and you can have your dream home with the picket white fence and everything." 

"You're right," she said, brushing away a tear from the corner of her eye. "It's just the hormones speaking. Now, let me have a look at that personal statement you're working on," she grabbed the paper from my bed and started reading. 

While she was busy with that, I got up and gazed out my window, hoping to get a peek at the sexy professor who's room was opposite mine. 

I gasped quietly when the object of my affections walked into the room, as if by magic. He was gloriously shirtless. My heart thumped against my chest rapidly. I could barely believe my eyes. I must have done something right by the gods to deserve such a reward. 

He walked towards the side of the room for a towel to wipe his face with. The sweat on his skin made his skin sheen. I wondered how his warm, wet skin would feel under my hands. 

"This is pretty good," Carol mumbled from a mile away. My eyes were glued to my sexy neighbor. 

"Okay," I murmured. 

"What're you looking at?" Carol asked, getting up to stand beside me at the window. "Ohh," she giggled, nudging my shoulder, "I see what you mean about him being drop dead gorgeous." 

"Shh!!" I hushed her, afraid that he would hear. 

"Hey, I stand by my word. You should let him have a look! He teaches there doesn't he?" she said. 

Before I knew what she was going to do, she leaned out the window and shouted loudly across the street, "Professor Nathan! Profess-" 

I grabbed her and pulled her away from the window quickly, but the damage had been done. She had caught his attention, something which I haven't been able to do for the life of me. Nathan stopped rubbing the towel on his wet hair and went to open the window. 

"Hello," he called out, sounding more than a little confused. 

Carol got free from my grasp and continued shouting out the window, "Emma needs help writing her personal statement. Can you come help her?" 

He grinned. And even from here, my knees turned to jelly at the sight. "Of course! I'll be there later in the afternoon?" 

"Sure," she says. "She'll be here all day!"

He closed the window and curtains after. My eyes were wide with shock when she turned to me with a triumphant look on her face. 

"You're welcome!" she declared before falling into a fit of giggles. 

"I can't believe you just did that! Oh my god!" I screamed, my mind going at a million miles a minute. "What do I do now?!" I demanded. 

She stopped laughing when she saw how panicked I was. "Come on, Emma!" she said, "you've been crushing on him for an eternity! Just talk to him!" 

"You have to stay here with me," I begged. 

"Oh no," she said, standing up, "I'm leaving you with some quality time with the guy." 

"No!" I screamed, grabbing her hand, "what if something happens?!" 

"Then you call me and tell me all about it afterwards," she said, pulling her arm free and collecting her stuff. "I've got a date with Danny anyways," she continued. "It's going to be alright! Plus, I wouldn't want you to apply to the same university as the guy then find out that you enrolled in none of his classes." 

"He teaches sociology," I said with a blush, "I googled his name." 

"Uh huh," she said, unimpressed. 

"Don't leave me," I tried again. "I'll be more confident with you around," I said. 

"I'm not going to stay and be the third wheel!" she said. "Wear that purple tank top I got you. You know, the one that shows half your boobs," she suggested scandalously. "And maybe lose the slacks and change into matching panties or something. The weather's hot enough to warrant a little stripping," she said with a laugh. "Oh, don't give me that look," she continued, "I know you've been fantasizing about him all year." 

"I have done no such thing!" I said. 

"Pfft," she snorted, going down the stairs. "Tell me everything as soon as he leaves," she pecked my cheek. 

"Wait," I said, grabbing her arm. 

She stopped walking. 

I gulped and asked, "you don't think he's too old?" 

She laughed, "he's what? Thirty?" 

"Thirty one," I said. 

"Older, but not too old," she said. "He has a job and a home. He's like, the perfect boyfriend." she pinched my cheeks lightly, "don't worry too much about it." 

"Okay okay," I conceded. "Thank you," I shouted when she was reaching the gate. 

"You owe me one," she shouted back from her car. 

I couldn't help smiling as I waved her goodbye. 

The gravity of the situation sunk in as soon as I closed the front door. I took in a few deep breathes to stop myself from hyperventilating. 

Nathan moved in a few years ago and I have had a crush on him for as long as I knew him. His strategic room location gave me the perfect view into everything he was doing. There were even a few times when I thought I could see the impressive instrument between his legs! I blushed just thinking about it. 

I quickly ran up to my room to look for the tank top that my friend suggested. She was right about the tank top being ridiculously sexy. 

I stood in front of the full length mirror and struck a pose. My hair was almost waist length and a little wavy at the ends. I tied them up into a tight pony tail, admiring how the short top pulled up and exposed my belly button when I lifted my arms. I have never looked better. Cheerleading is very good for keeping the perfect figure
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