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Wayne struggled with the exam. He studied every night for the last 3 weeks, pouring over the material, but he simply could not penetrate the first page of the 5 page test.

It was finals week and this was the only class standing in his way to getting his degree at long last. He had come to the college and majored in Chemical Engineering figuring that would be a high earning position he could get himself into. He was quite intelligent, having breezed through his previous courses, but this class, Advanced Mass and Fluid Mechanics, was proving to be his undoing. He had struggled with the previous class, finding it difficult to grasp some of the material, but managed to nudge himself out of it with a B. But for this class he would be lucky to pass with a D, and then he would have to repeat it all over again. The class required a C in order to pass and he was beginning to think it was unachievable.

It was only the first page and he knew it was not the fact that he did not study hard enough, he knew the material was above his head. At least, he knew that and realized it would be required of him to change his major, or drop out, given the circumstances. He did not want to though, racking up more student debt for another couple years of college, having his parents lend him money for groceries and goods while he's away at campus. He was already 24 years old and if he changed majors, it would be at least another 2 years, if he was lucky. It was not often that students found many of their credits were transfer worthy, and the closest thing he thought he could transfer his credits over to was Civil Engineering, which would probably involve another heaping helping of materials he would have to familiarize himself with, spend countless nights cramming for, and then hopefully knowing it well enough to graduate, lest he find himself in the situation he was currently in.

He looked up at the clock. It was already 15 minutes into the test and he was still stuck on this god damn first page! He knew it. It was a repeat.

Looking from the clock to the teacher, Miss Concord, who was reading a book, her heeled-feet on her desk, looking incredibly leisure, he envied her laid back demeanor. It had been years since he felt so relaxed. She was a more mature woman, around 38, with slender legs, but noticeable calve muscles, no doubt from walking in heels all the time, and sleek, black, wing-framed glasses, that her hazel eyes peered through into her book. She had her dark brown hair in a tidy little bun held together with chopsticks. She put together a very inconspicuous image, while simultaneously looking very studious. Almost elegant.

Looking back at the clock it was now 20 minutes after. Wayne had spent 5 minutes ogling and thinking about the teacher. 'Damn it!' He thought, angry at himself yet again for one more little screw up to add to the pile.

He concentrated as hard as he could, forcing out answers when possible, knowing that he was signing his doom with each stroke of his pencil. He thought back to his girlfriend, her laugh and smile accompanying him in his dorm room every study night. She did not attend college, she was a working girl, bartending for a few hours in the evening, while primarily working as a waitress in the afternoon. He wanted to get this degree, get a comfy high paying Chemical Engineering job, and live the life he always dreamed about, working out in the country somewhere, a home, two, maybe three kids, his wife maybe having a part time job of her own.

Looking back up at the clock yet again, it was 35 after. Wayne's heart sank to the bottom of his gut. He had finished three pages total and it was only 15 minutes before the end of class. How was he going to squeeze out answers for the rest of the exam? A quarter of the class had already finished and walked out. As the minutes continued to tick by, even more students filtered out of the classroom. He knew he was going to be the sole student, left struggling.

The hand on the clock ticked away, relentlessly taunting Wayne, until, just as he predicted, he was the last student. It was now 1 minute after the end of class. Miss Concord looked at him, with her narrow and judging face, her eyes burying into him from across the classroom.

"Time is up, Mr Cooke." She let out, her voice booming with authority.

Standing up, defeated and demoralized, Wayne took his half-finished test to the front of the class, dropping it in the bin on Miss Concord's desk. He relented going back to his dorm where his giddy girlfriend happily awaited him, wondering how well he did.

Stepping into his dorm, of course it raining as he walked his way back to it from the classroom, he lurched inside, sullen and sunken. His girlfriend in her whitey-tighty panties, who was laying on his bed in her small red and blue t-shirt, kicking her legs as she listened to music with headphones on, was oblivious to him at first. After feeling the slight vibrations from the door shutting behind Wayne, she turned around, her golden brown hair and round face all too eager to greet him.

"Hey Mr Degree!" She approached, giddy and uplifting in tone towards him.

"Don't, babe, just...don't." Wayne could not let her get too positive, as it almost seemed hurtful for him to be so happy.             

Her smile changed to a more concerned but tender frown, "What's wrong?" She said, following as he collapsed onto his desk chair.

Wiping his hands over his face, then looking at Sherry, he simply told her, "I'm gonna have to take the class again."

She looked at him with a neutral expression, "Oh...Well, that's okay!" She replied, simply and affectionately.

"I couldn't finish the last two pages...I thought I knew the material, but without my sheets, I felt like I was handicapped, cut off at the knees. There's no way I'll be able to do this all over again and confidently say 'I'll get it next time'. I think I need to change majors."

Sherry got on her knees, in her half-naked ensemble, and crawled on them in between Wayne's legs. "Well, do what you think you need to do." She said, casually shrugging, undoing his belt and unzipping his pants.

"What are you doing?" Wayne asked, plainly.

"What do you think I'm doing? Cheering you up."

Wayne sighed, giving an appreciative half-smile, as Sherry pulled his pants and underwear down and took his flaccid penis in between her lips, sucking him passionately. Sherry was always so positive and appreciative, he could not help but be reinforced in his spirits by her. Patting her head as she jovially bobbed up and down on his growingly erect cock, Wayne let his head tilt back, enjoying the moment. Her lips bent around his shaft, her tongue caressing the front center as she moved up and down, it was great, he could not deny that much, but the mixture of the feeling of failure in his gut made it a bitter-sweet moment to indulge in.

"Maybe I can beg Miss Concord for a retake. I heard John got a retake on his exam from one of his Chemistry professors." Wayne began to think about possible ways to salvage the situation. He knew his dad would be forgiving, but telling his mother about the situation, he stressed more about that almost more than passing the exam itself. She was not an easy person to talk to, let alone to give disappointing news to. Instead of a 'glass half-empty' kind of woman, she was a 'throw the glass against the wall' kind of woman. He almost felt pushed to pass the exam solely for his benefit of not having to tell his mother he failed it.

"Do what you think is best, sweety." She said, briefly taking her mouth on his shaft to reply, before going back to sucking the outside of his shaft, going up and down on the sides of it like it was a popsicle.

Wayne put a hand to her cheek as she wriggled her tongue over his glans. She was really trying her hardest to make it feel pleasurable, a little harder than she usually did. He knew she could tell how stressed and depressed Wayne felt, which did have some measure of success at making him feel better, but only for that brief moment.

As Sherry continued sucking, wayne turned his upper body to his laptop, going into his student email and getting Miss Concord's address ready. He was going to send her a message, asking to for a retake. Wayne hoped that she would spare him the humiliation and, given his situation, she would show some mercy.

Sending the email, Wayne groaned as he exploded all over Sherry's mouth and face. She held her tongue out, hoping to catch some of his gobs.

Late in the night, in bed alone, Sherry having had to head home as she had plans early in the morning herself, Wayne laid curled up, awake. He could not stop thinking about the test, his future, what everything he had planned was now seemingly a fantasy. It was an unfortunate thing, this fate, but he knew somewhere in the world, it was destined to happen to someone, not making the cut, but he just never thought it would be him that it happened to. All his life he had been pampered with his parent's upper middle class upbringing. Luxury vacations every year, a brand new car when he turned 18, plenty of connections from his dad that he waved for the chance of going to college. Perhaps that was his mistake. He was not meant to 'achieve' in this world, only meant to inherit the benefits of his father. These sour thoughts twisted in his mind. He decided to get up and go on his laptop, looking above his bed at his roommate's bunk, checking if he was asleep. He was.

Getting on his laptop, he decided to pass the time, spend the last few moments he had in his dorm getting some vicarious thrills from some video games. He fired up his online account and browsed through his library. He went from title to title, looking at one for minutes at a time, before moving to the next. Every video game title he looked at gave him a blank feeling in his chest. He knew it was not what he should be doing, that it was only a momentary waste of time, putting off the inevitable feelings he would soon have to face again when he was finished, but he tried to push himself to play something, anything to get his mind off the subject.

After around 30 minutes wasting time looking at various titles, he decided to just go into his student email. The glow from his screen illuminated the room, the colors shifting and changing as he scrolled through his various inboxes. Checking his primary inbox, he was surprised to see Miss Concord had responded.

"Mr Cooke, I am sorry to say that, with almost half the exam left blank, you have failed. I saw that you tried your hardest during my exam, instead of giving up and tossing the exam in early, which is admirable. I do not usually offer retakes, and your situation is not wholly unique or uncommon. Never-the-less, I am sure we can work something out, to prove you have what it takes in order to pass my class. Come to my office tomorrow, at 2 PM.

Signed; Professor Charlotte Concord"

While it was not the retake, Wayne's spirits felt renewed, uplifted, even restored. He wanted to stand up and shout 'YES!' but knew that he would incur the anger of his roommate, who he himself deserved plenty of his own rest for finishing finals too. Falling back into his bed, Wayne had a renewed smile on his face. He fell asleep quicker than ever, despite anxious hope filling him, and slept soundly throughout the night.

The next day he woke up bright and early, at 8 AM, the only other times he had woken up that early having been for his earliest class that semester, but this time by choice. The anxious happy feeling in his guy was too overwhelming to allow him the luxury of sleeping in. He spent the morning enjoying a quiet simple breakfast, a bagel with some coffee, and walking around the campus. The world seemed greener, brighter, cheerier.

As 2 PM rolled around, he was sure to be there on dot, knocking on Miss Concord's door the second the clock struck 2.

Opening the door with a stern but pleased face, Concord invited him in. As he walked in, she pulled down the shade on the window to her office door and closed the door. Her office was small, like the rest of the faculty at the college, large enough to only fit a desk, a few thin chairs, a book shelf across half the length of the wall, and of course home spare filing cabinets. On the back wall, behind her desk, there was a narrow window that looked out into the back of the main campus building, where there was a slope, some trails, and the forest. It was quaint and peaceful,

As Wayne took a seat, Miss Concord's heels clattered on the floor behind him as she slowly made her way over, her heels softening as she stepped upon the cheap rug her desk and rolling chair were situated on, and took a seat of her own. Sitting down, she crossed her legs, placing her fingers together at the tips, and then reclined backwards, looking carefully at Wayne.

"So, Mr Wayne, you said you would like to discuss your exam." She asked with precision.

"Yea, I know you said you don't allow retakes, but-"

"But what, Mr Wayne?"

"Well, I was hoping you could make an exception for me."

Leaning forward from her reclined position, in her sleeveless turtleneck, she placed her elbows on her desk, "I do not allow retakes. Period."

Suddenly, the cheery feeling Wayne had was beginning to disintegrate. "But you said-"

"If you would like, I could arrange for you a summer break project. Now, it won't help your grade in my class, but I can sign off on it as work experience towards your field."

Wayne was hunching over, running his hand through his hair, beginning to panic, "Listen, I need to pass this class, it's everything for me."

"Well, I'm sorry, but you simply did not know the material. You can try again next semester." She said, giving a mildly hysterical reaction to his plea.

Getting on his knees in front of her desk, Wayne begged, "Please, I will do anything for you, whatever you ask, just name it, it's yours, I'll...I can be your personal assistant for a year!"

Scrunching her face, disappointed, Miss Concord delicately took of her glasses, then folded them, placing them neatly on her desk. She got up and began sauntering over towards the door, locking it. Coming back over to her chair, leaning back onto her desk, she looked Wayne in the eyes, asking, "Anything?"

"Yes. W-Why?" He began to stutter.

Miss Concord gave him a beckoning finger to come around her desk to her chair. Wayne stood up briefly, before Miss Concord raised her finger, going, "Ah! On your knees." Wayne followed as she commanded.

Crawling over on his knees, in front of her as she sat their, domineeringly, she looked at him. "I don't normally do this, but you are kind of cute." She raised her tight fitting black, shimmying it up her slim thighs, revealing high-waisted black panties. "For Summer break, I want you to come to my office, every Monday and Friday. I want you to pleasure me. I may be able to bump your grade up, overlooking your little test. How about that for a 'project'?" She said, giving a curt little smirk.

Wayne looked her in the eyes, then down at her panties. Taking a deep sigh, he resigned himself to his fate, "Yes, ma'am."

"Good." She replied, before pulling her panties aside and reaching her other hand down, unfurling a long, flaccid, cock, that she had tucked underneath herself. Accompanying it was two sweaty and saggy testicles that rolled onto her pleather chair in front of her, between her legs. Her cock was long, and smelled musky and damp, with a faint tinge of pungency, from sitting between her cheeks and gooch all day.

"I hope you don't mind the smell," She said, finishing, "I was out all day walking around campus and, as I'm sure you are well aware, it was quite hot out today, and I was a tad bit sweaty."

Wayne's mouth gaped in astonishment. He had heard rumors that Miss Concord was a hermaphrodite, but had no idea that she had been hiding this thing under her dress all semester. Her figure was so lean and petite, he never would have suspected it.

Gripping it with one hand, it's jelly-like disposition began to stiffen, dropping as he lifted it. Miss Concord, growing impatient, grabbed his head and pulled it into her crotch, forcing his lips to make contact, to which he reluctantly stuck his tongue out and tasted it. It tasted pungent, and slightly salty, with a bit of a penny-like taste. Sticking the tip into his mouth, he sucked on her, and she began to recline back in her chair.

Wayne thought thoroughly about why he was doing this, convincing himself it was for his future, his benefit, his girlfriend's benefit, and their lives together. Then he thought about his girlfriend, and whether or not this could be considered cheating. Would he eventually tell her about how his mouth rode his professor's shaft for grade in the future, when they were married, when they had a family, when they were on their death bed? His thoughts raged as she sighed pleasurably from his mouth going up and down on her shaft, her jelly-like cock having stiffened into a long rod that shot out straight from her groin and into his lips.

Wayne had never sucked a dick before, and did not know how to continue this, but continued anyways. He knew how someone was supposed to suck a dick, but getting down the oral motor skills was proving to be difficult, at first. He then thought about how his girlfriend had done it to him earlier. Mentally switching places, he put himself in his girlfriend's shoes, remembering how she bobbed up and down, forming a rhythm. He began to do the same. Miss Concord apparently liked that, leaning back further as he began to grow in comfortability with the situation. He gripped her shaft more firmly, waving it around between her legs as he took it out of his mouth, kissed and licked the shaft from the sides, servicing her to the best of his ability.

"Oh, my!" She responded, putting an arm over her head.

Wayne was doing well, and continued. He tongued her shaft up from the bottom of it to the top, right in the center, wriggled his tongue over her glans, continued bobbing on it with his head, doing whatever he could remember from his girlfriend. He felt embarassed doing this, and if anyone had seen him he might just die from shock, but what other choice did he have? It was either this, retake the class and likely end up where he already was this semester, or change majors and prolong his future, putting everything in jeopardy.

No, this was the only way, and he treated her cock like the rod of salvation that it was, gleaming in the sunlight from her narrow window due to to his saliva having shined it to a mirror-like finish.

"I'm gonna...I'm gonna..." Miss Concord moaned softly. "Hahhh!" She let loose, spraying thick, long, strands, her testicles contracting, the vein on her perineum pulsating with intensity, shooting all over Wayne's face. Miss Concord gripped both arm rests of her chair, leaning forward as her rod spilled forth all of its contents onto the young graduate-to-be.

Sighing with satisfaction, she plopped backwards into her chair. "Whew...That'll be all, Mr Cooke." She said, exhausted in her chair. She limply took out a rag and threw it to Wayne. "Here, clean yourself up."

Wayne was partially in shock from being covered in his professor's love-nut, but began to wipe himself off. He would have to change shirts seeing as there was still some light white residue still vaguely visible on the upper portion of it. Unlocking the door and getting ready to leave, before he stepped out, he heard one last statement from Miss Concord.

"I'll see you on Friday." She said, in a seductive and loving tone.

OEBPS/image_rsrc34.jpg
BY:
SUZANNA HERR &





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




