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It was my senior year at university, and the pressure of final exams hung over me like a dark cloud. The nights became endless, full of books, notes and the constant feeling that time was slipping through my fingers. That's when my friend Carlos recommended me to Patricia, a private tutor who, according to him, had a gift for making even the most complicated subjects seem simple. "She's young, beautiful and knows how to explain things," she told me with a mischievous smile. I didn't give much importance to her comment, but desperation led me to contact her.

The first time I arrived at Patricia's apartment, I was surprised at how welcoming it was. The place smelled of old books and freshly brewed coffee. The walls were covered with shelves full of volumes of all sizes and colors, and in the center of the room was a small sofa next to a wooden table where a cup of tea was already prepared for me. Patricia greeted me with a warm smile, her eyes shining with a mixture of kindness and something I couldn't identify at the time.

"David, right?" He asked, holding out his hand to greet me. His voice was soft, but he had a firm tone that made me feel immediately at ease.

"Yes, thank you for having me," I replied, feeling a slight nervousness. It was not usual for me to meet women like her, so confident and at the same time so accessible.

Patricia was 28 years old, but she looked younger. Her brown hair fell in soft waves over her shoulders, and her clothes, though simple, highlighted her figure in a way I couldn't help but notice. She wore a white blouse that fitted her body and a black skirt that reached just above her knees. His eyes were hypnotic, and when his gaze fell on me, I had the feeling that he could bare my soul.

"Sit down, David," he said, pointing to the sofa. We are going to see how we are at the level and then we decide how to approach the classes.

The first weeks were intense. Patricia was a demanding but patient teacher. His teaching method was unique: he combined clear explanations with personal anecdotes that made lessons easier to remember. As the days went by, I began to notice that not only did my understanding of the subjects improve, but so did my interest in the classes. And not only because of the academic content.

One day, after a particularly difficult session in which we had been going over a topic that eluded me, Patricia looked at me with a satisfied smile.

"You have done very well, David," he said, closing the book in his hands. You have passed this test with flying colors.

"Really?" I asked, surprised. I wasn't sure I had done as well as she said.

"Really," he answered, rising and approaching me. I think you deserve a reward.

Before I could process her words, Patricia took my hand and led me to her bedroom. My heart began to pound, and a surge of heat ran through my body. I didn't know what was going on, but their proximity made me feel a mixture of nervousness and excitement that I had never experienced before.

We arrive at her bedroom, an intimate and cozy space, with the walls painted a soft shade of blue and a large bed covered with white sheets. The room smelled of lavender, and the evening light streamed in through the window, creating an almost magical atmosphere.

"Wait here," Patricia said, letting go of my hand and heading toward the closet.

I stood in the middle of the room, feeling my breathing quicken. I didn't know what to expect, but I knew that what was about to happen had nothing to do with classes or exams.

Patricia came back moments later, and when I saw her, my mouth went dry. She wore a black silk dress that fitted her body like a second skin, highlighting her curves in a way that took my breath away. His eyes shone with an intensity that made me feel as if he were the only man in the world.

"David," he said, approaching me with a slowness that increased the tension in the air, "you have worked very hard, and I think it is time to give you a prize.

I didn't know what to say. My mind was blank, and my body seemed to have developed a will of its own. Patricia placed her hands on my shoulders and looked me straight in the eye.

"Do you want the prize, David?" He asked, his voice low and seductive.

I nodded, unable to articulate a word. She smiled, a smile that was both sweet and mischievous, and began to slowly unbutton the blouse she was wearing under her dress. Every movement was deliberate, as if I were performing an erotic dance just for me.

"Look," she whispered, letting the blouse fall to the floor, revealing a black lace bra that highlighted the perfection of her breasts.

My gaze was fixed on her, hypnotized by the beauty of her body. Patricia moved even closer, until our bodies almost touched, and placed a hand on my chest, feeling my heart pound.

"Do you like what you see, David?" He asked, his warm breath brushing my ear.

"Yes," I answered, my voice hoarse and full of desire.

She smiled and began to kiss me, her soft, warm lips against mine. The kiss was slow at first, but quickly became more passionate, our tongues intertwining in a dance that made me feel like I was floating.

Patricia pulled away slightly, her eyes shining with a desire that mirrored my own.

"I want you to touch me, David," she whispered, guiding my hands to her breasts.

I obeyed without hesitation, my trembling fingers brushing the softness of his skin through the lace. She groaned softly, tilting her head back and closing her eyes as my hands scanned her body.

"Slowly," he murmured, his voice full of pleasure. I want to feel every caress.

My fingers moved carefully, tracing circles around her nipples, which were already hardened with excitement. Patricia clung to my shoulders, her breathing quickening as her moans filled the room.

"Now," he said, his voice firm but full of desire, "I want you to test me."

He looked at me with intensity, and without needing more words, I understood what he was asking of me. I knelt in front of her, feeling my heart pounding in my chest. Patricia placed her hands on my head, guiding me to her body.

"Slowly, David," he whispered, his voice trembling. I want you to enjoy it as much as I do.

With trembling hands, I slid the dress down her hips, revealing her perfect body to me. Patricia was wearing a black thong that barely covered her privacy, and when I saw her, I felt a burning desire that consumed me inside.

"You're so beautiful," I murmured, my voice full of admiration.

She smiled, a smile that was both sweet and lascivious, and placed a hand on my cheek.

"Touch me, David," he said, his voice low and seductive. Taste what you've won.

Carefully, I slid my fingers over her body, feeling the softness of her skin under my fingertips. Patricia moaned softly, her hips moving forward slightly, seeking my touch.

"There," she whispered, guiding my hand to her sex. That's where I need it most.

My fingers found their intimacy, and when I touched it, I felt it wet and hot, ready for me. Patricia moaned loudly, her eyes closed as her hips moved in a slow, sensual rhythm.

"Yes, David," he murmured. Just like that.

I began to caress her, my fingers moving in a rhythm that seemed to synchronize with her breathing. Patricia clung to my shoulders, her moans filling the room as her body responded to my caresses.

"I want more," he said, his voice full of desire. I want to feel your mouth in me.

I didn't need any more invitation. Carefully, I brought my face closer to her sex, feeling the sweet, feminine scent emanating from her. Patricia moaned softly, her hands tangling in my hair as my tongue brushed against her clitoris.

"Oh, David," he whispered, his voice trembling. That feels so good.

My tongue moved carefully, exploring every fold of her body as my hands supported her hips. Patricia moved against me, her moans growing louder and more urgent as pleasure consumed her.

"Don't stop," he murmured. Please don't stop.

I continued licking and sucking, feeling his body tremble under my lips. Patricia clung to me, her nails digging into my shoulders as her breathing grew faster and shallower.

"I'm going to—" he began, but he couldn't finish the sentence.

His body tensed, and a long, guttural moan escaped his lips as he climaxed. Her hips moved against me, and I felt her sex contract around my tongue, pulsing with an intensity that made me feel a surge of pleasure.

"David," he whispered, his voice hoarse and full of satisfaction. You're amazing.

I got up, feeling how my own desire had grown to an almost unbearable point. Patricia looked at me with bright eyes, a satisfied smile on her lips.

"Now," he said, his voice firm but full of desire, "it's my turn to reward you."

Before I could answer, Patricia gently pushed me onto the bed, her hands unbuttoning my shirt with a speed that surprised me. His mouth closed over mine in a passionate kiss, his lips moving urgently as his hands explored my body.

"Take off your shirt," he ordered, his voice low and seductive.

I obeyed without hesitation, letting the shirt fall to the floor while she looked at me with eyes full of desire. Patricia knelt in front of me, her hands unbuckling my belt with a slowness that increased the tension in the air.

"You're so handsome, David," he whispered, his voice full of admiration. And so young.

His words made me feel a surge of pride and desire. Patricia slid my pants down my hips, revealing me to her. His gaze was fixed on me, and I felt my heart pounding in my chest.

"Touch yourself to me," he said, his voice low and seductive. I want to see you enjoy.

With trembling hands, I began to stroke my erection, feeling my body respond to his words. Patricia came closer, her mouth close to my ear, her warm breath brushing against my skin.

"Like this," he whispered.

My fingers moved carefully, my mind filled with images of her, her perfect body, and the way she had made me feel. Patricia moaned softly, her hands on my thighs as she watched me with eyes full of desire.

"Now," he said, his voice firm but full of passion, "it's my turn to touch you."

Carefully, Patricia took my erection in her hands, her touch soft and firm at the same time. His fingers moved with a rhythm that made me moan with pleasure, my head falling back as my body responded to his caresses.

"You like it, don't you, David?" He asked, his voice low and seductive.

"Yes," I answered, my voice hoarse and full of desire. I love it.

She smiled and leaned forward, her mouth closing on me in a movement that made me feel a surge of pleasure.

"Oh, Patricia," I groaned, my voice filled with surprise and delight. That feels... incredible.

His mouth moved with a slow, sensual rhythm, his lips sliding down my length as his tongue scanned every inch of my skin. Patricia moaned softly, her mouth full of me as her hands held my hips.

"I want you to in my mouth, David," he whispered, his voice hoarse and full of desire. I want to test you.

His words made me feel a wave of pleasure that ran through my body. My breathing became
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