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Chapter 1.

 


 


If a stranger wandered onto the campus of
Palmdale University—tucked away on a quiet peninsula off Florida’s
panhandle and just a few miles from Destin, Fort Walton, and other
vacation hotspots—they might think they had entered the grounds of
a luxury resort. They would see a collection of sparkling white
buildings surrounded by fountains and flower beds and endless palm
trees. They would notice the green-blue heaven of the Gulf of
Mexico shimmering in the near distance, and the powder-soft beaches
at the edge of Palmdale’s campus.

They would also notice the people, most of
them young, tanned, and fit. Girls walking around in bikinis with a
loose tank top over them; shirtless young men in shorts or bathing
trunks playing soccer or Frisbee on the open lawns; other girls in
short-shorts and skimpy halter tops, laughing and talking. But then
the stranger would notice the backpacks and satchels and the young
men and women sitting under palm trees reading a textbook or typing
furiously on a laptop, and they would realize this was actually a
learning institution, a citadel of knowledge merely disguised as a
playground for young, scantily-clad sun worshippers.

Edward Carson, one of the professors from
Palmdale’s history department, had never been late for work a day
in his life. He normally got to the campus early so he could spend
a few minutes at one of the outdoor tables near the Student Center,
admiring the hot young bodies that strolled by on their way to
morning classes. He would kick back in a chair and sip coffee as
the endless display of pristine body parts went past like a slow,
seductive parade, his eyes glittering as he stared at the tits of
all shapes and sizes clad in thin bikini tops, the bare stomachs
and legs, the firm young asses with the bottoms of their cheeks
hanging out of impossibly short shorts. The plump, middle-aged,
average-looking Edward Carson felt like a king whenever he walked
onto campus, and this collection of beautiful girls was his
harem.

Carson was 45 years old but had never
married. Why would he, though, when such a mouth-watering selection
of juicy female flesh was at his disposal with no obligations, no
financial ties, and no strings attached? He had been at the
university for close to 20 years, and by now his system was honed
to perfection. Using a variety of different means, Carson had
learned that one way or another, every female student could be
persuaded or coerced into giving him whatever he wanted. They all
imagined they were unique, special, one in a million, but that
wasn’t the case. Every one of these luscious teenagers wanted and
needed good grades. They needed to pass their required classes,
please their parents and academic advisors, and eventually leave
the university with a degree. Palmdale was an expensive private
college, and students who failed a class were flushing away a hell
of a lot of money in addition to their hopes and aspirations.
Carson used that to his advantage, applying just the right amount
of leverage to bring his female students to their knees—both
literally and figuratively.

 


* * *

 


Most of Palmdale’s professors looked forward
to the start of a new semester, but none more than Edward Carson.
For him, the first day of class was like walking into a new brothel
and licking his lips as he examined the selection of women on
display. As he recited his first-day lecture like a robot,
mechanically giving details of how the class worked, what was
required, the rules and regulations for tests and assignments,
etcetera etcetera, Carson would pace back and forth at the front of
the classroom and study the new group of 30 students. His eyes slid
right past the male students, lingering instead on the new crop of
young women to choose from. He would scrutinize faces and bodies,
making small marks on his attendance sheet as he decided which
girls to add to his wish list. Roughly half the students in each
class were female, and since Carson taught three classes each
semester, that gave him nearly 50 possible candidates to choose
from.

As the first day of the new fall semester
came to an end, Carson sat in his office and studied his attendance
sheets. He’d made 29 marks that day; 29 students who were pretty
enough or sexy enough to warrant his focus during the semester.
Different students would require different tactics; some would want
to take the easy way out, using their bodies to buy a passing
grade. Others could be blackmailed with a failed test or
allegations of cheating, forcing them to use intimate methods to
pay their “fine” for such transgressions. Not all of them would be
open and willing, of course, but if even half of them could be
coerced by some means, Carson would have an endless supply of
mouths, pussies, and asses to use as he liked over the next few
months.

Carson was daydreaming about the new
possibilities when Isabelle burst into his office without knocking.
“I need a copy of your syllabus before I leave today,” she said.
“Did you email it yet? Nothing’s showed up in my box.”

I’d like my cock to show up in your
box, Carson thought. Isabelle Sanchez was the history
department’s office manager, a hot little 35-year-old Cuban who
dressed for work like she was going to an all-night Salsa party. At
the moment she wore a tight black knee-length skirt and a tight
purple top with a scooped neck that showed plenty of cleavage. The
tops of those soft, curvy tits were nearly in Carson’s face as
Isabelle leaned over and planted her palms on his desk. “Seriously,
Edward, I need those documents right away. I’m taking off in ten
minutes.”

I wish you would take off; take
it all off. Even though Isabelle was married, Carson
still flirted with her in the hopes that he could add her to his
campus harem. The loud, brash woman seemed like the type who might
not mind slipping off her wedding ring and lifting her skirt for a
colleague, but so far she had never taken Carson’s bait. If only he
could use the same methods on her that he used on his students,
find some way to coerce her into pulling up that tight skirt or
dropping to her knees for him…

Isabelle snapped her fingers in front of his
face. “Edward? Hello? Did you hear me?”

Carson smiled calmly. “Sure, no problem. I’ll
send it right now.” Isabelle sighed and shook her head, then Carson
watched her ass moving seductively beneath the tight skirt as she
left the office. Someday, he thought.

 


* * *

 


Carson taught American History 101. It
was a required class for every student at Palmdale, which meant if
someone failed it, they had to take it again. And for the school’s
liberal arts majors, anything less than a C was considered a
failing grade. That gave Carson even more leverage, because most
students didn’t have the luxury of shrugging off a D or an F—a fact
Carson reminded them of whenever he brought one of his sexy young
students in her skimpy clothes to his office for the first
time.

Two weeks into the semester, Carson scheduled
his first round of private meetings. He was normally forced to take
things slowly; this early on, most of the students weren’t obsessed
about their grades yet. But two girls were already in a position to
be manipulated, and Carson was so horny from staring at all that
young, exposed skin each day that he was ready to do something
about it.

His first meeting was with Mandy, a
19-year-old sophomore with a history of cheating. Mandy was a slim
brunette with dark eyes and dark, curly hair that fell to her
shoulders. She was slim and petite with perky tits and an amazing
ass that she showed off with skintight shorts, like the white ones
she wore to her meeting with Carson. She also wore a pink halter
top that showed flashes of her firm tits every time she leaned
forward in the chair that faced Carson’s desk.

Carson sat with a file folder in his lap,
leafing through paperwork as they talked. “I’ve been studying your
school records,” he said. “I see you were disciplined twice last
year for copying from other students during tests.”

Mandy shrugged. “I was a freshman. I was
young and stupid back then, but now I’ve learned my lesson.”

Carson frowned as he slowly shuffled the
papers. “Are you sure about that? Because I saw you looking at
Steven’s paper during the quiz yesterday.”

Mandy looked away and fidgeted in her seat.
“I don’t know what you mean. I didn’t—”

“Again, I saw you looking at his paper. Not
just once or twice, either. Every few seconds, you turned your head
and glanced sideways.”

“I don’t—I mean, I guess you’re just wrong,
because—”

“You only missed two questions. The same two
questions Steven missed.” Mandy fidgeted some more, but she kept
her mouth shut. Carson had already guessed that the girl cheated
because she was lazy, not because she was stupid. “And since you’ve
already been caught cheating twice before, I have no choice but to
give you an F on the quiz.”

“You can’t p-prove it,” Mandy stammered. “My
other grades have been good so far. I made an A on last week’s
quiz, too!”

“You’re right, I can’t prove it. But it would
be much better for you if this nasty little business just went
away, wouldn’t it?”

“Well…yeah, of course. But how…”

Carson stood up and walked slowly to the
front of the desk, then eased down until he was half-sitting on the
desktop directly in front of Mandy. Now her face was only about
three feet away from his crotch. “What if I did you a favor by
ignoring what you did yesterday…and then you did a favor for me in
return?”

Mandy looked up into his face and frowned. “I
don’t know what you mean.” There was something aristocratic about
her features—the thin nose, the high cheekbones, the dainty
chin—and at the moment, she looked like a princess in distress.

“It’s not that complicated. I do something
for you, you do something for me. Tit for tat, so to speak.”

The girl still looked confused, but Carson
was prepared for that. Every girl was a little bit different, and
every situation was also different. Before every meeting, he had to
weigh a long list of facts about each girl. Was she smart or
stupid? Did she date a lot, or was she possibly still a virgin? Did
she have a current boyfriend? Was she a little bit shy or a little
bit wild? He also had to weigh the girl’s academic standing. Was
she only in danger of getting a single bad grade, or was her grade
for the entire course at risk? Had she simply done a poor job on a
test or an assignment, or had she broken the rules?

Mandy was a smart girl who seemed popular
with the boys, but she didn’t strike him as easy. Carson was
willing to bet she didn’t spread her legs for every guy who bought
her dinner or took her to a concert, so he would have to play his
cards right or he might wind up with nothing.

Carson shifted his position, opening his legs
wider, then he placed one hand on the thigh of his slacks, near his
crotch. That drew Mandy’s eyes there immediately, although she
quickly looked away again with a guilty blush on her cheeks.

“Let me explain,” Carson began. “I was
thinking that I could forget about your cheating incident, and you
could…give me a little relief.”

Mandy’s eyes went wide, and she inadvertently
glanced down at Carson’s crotch again. “Are you…professor, are you
saying that…I mean, I can’t even…”

“I’m asking for a hand job, Mandy. Something
you probably do for your boyfriends after the second or third date
so they’ll stop bugging you about having sex with them. Am I right?
By that look on your face, I’m guessing that I am.”

The girl’s bottom lip was trembling now. “I
can’t…I can’t believe…this is crazy, it’s totally crazy.”

“Not really. Other students have done far
greater things to preserve their grades…and some of them even made
the offer themselves. We’re all adults here, after all. Think of
this as a simple business transaction.”

But Mandy wasn’t so easily convinced. It took
another five minutes of dialogue—with Mandy shaking her head and
muttering in disbelief while Carson did his best to normalize the
situation—before the girl finally nodded and agreed to do it.
Carson smiled as he undid his slacks; he had locked the office door
before the meeting began, and the tiny digital camera hidden on top
of the bookshelf beside the desk was already recording. Everything
was set.

“But I just have to use my hand, right?”
Mandy asked as Carson dropped his slacks to his ankles. “You won’t
make me…do anything else?”

Carson unbuttoned his shirt to push it out of
the way, then he shoved his boxer shorts down as well. Mandy gasped
when she saw the size of his cock, which was already stiff. “That’s
right, just your hand,” he confirmed. “Now, then, do you have any
cream or lotion in your bag?”

Mandy took out a small tube of hand lotion
and squirted some into her palm, then she scooted her chair closer
to the desk. “I can’t believe I’m doing this,” she muttered, but
then the girl took Carson’s cock in her hand and started pumping
it. Her fingers were long and thin, and Carson groaned as they
tugged his cock in a firm, steady rhythm. I was right, he
thought. She’s done this a thousand times before.

The girl’s face was only a foot way from
Carson’s erection, but she kept her head turned and looked to the
side as she did her work. She bit her lip the whole time, too, her
eyes squinted partially shut—the same expression many of Carson’s
students got when they were struggling with a difficult question on
a test. Carson didn’t care about that, though; he was focused on
the steady, urgent pumping of the girl’s hand, and the way her
soft, slippery fingers felt as they gripped his dick. He also liked
the fact that since she was hunched forward, he had a clear view
down the front of her halter top. Mandy’s small, firm tits jiggled
wildly inside the cups of her blue bra as she pumped her arm, the
skin on her creamy cleavage looking as soft as butter.

Mandy never slowed her pace, and it only took
a few minutes before Carson’s balls started to tingle. He fought it
as long as he could, trying to draw the experience out, but soon he
could feel his cock expanding like a balloon filled with water.
Mandy felt Carson’s body tensing up and reflexively leaned back,
but the professor stood up and arched his back as the first shot of
cum blasted out, groaning as his spunk landed in a wet splash
across Mandy’s face. She yanked her hand away and held both palms
beside her head, like someone being held at gunpoint, as Carson
grabbed his greasy dick and pumped it himself. The next blast hit
Mandy in the cheek as she tried to turn away, then a third shot
landed in the curly hair brushing her shoulders. The next blast
made a sticky line down her halter top, and Carson ended with a
weak stream that splashed the girl’s bare legs.

His cock finally empty, the professor sighed
and sat down on the desk again. Mandy still had her hands in the
air and looked like she was about to cry.

“Wh-why did you…” she began, looking down at
herself. She touched her face gingerly, cringing when she felt how
damp and sticky she was.

Carson chuckled. “Don’t worry, I have tissues
in my desk. We’ll get rid of that right away…just like that
accusation of cheating.”

Once Mandy was cleaned up—with only a sticky
spot on her shirt to betray what she had done—Carson ushered her
out through the department’s rear exit, which was at the opposite
end of the hallway from the front door where Isabelle’s desk was
stationed. He had cleaned himself up as well and was watching the
replay of his encounter with Mandy on his computer when Isabelle
called to say she was sending his next student back.

Emma was the exact opposite of Mandy; blonde,
plump, and dumb as a rock, but with a pouty set of lips and a soft,
curvy body that reminded Carson of Marilyn Monroe, Jayne Mansfield,
and the other pinup girls from the 1950s, back when a little extra
padding on a woman was considered sexy as hell. She came in wearing
a white tank top with the Palmdale University logo on it and a
tight pair of denim shorts with holes in them, and Carson waved her
to the same chair Mandy had used. Emma plopped down without even
noticing the fresh cum stains on the seat.

Carson stroked his chin as he gazed at Emma.
He had plans for the girl going forward, but he would start out
slow with this one. “Thanks for coming, Emma,” he began. “I wanted
to talk to you about your essays.”

The blonde looked down at her lips and
shrugged. “I know, they suck. I’m a lousy writer.”

“Well, that’s unfortunate, because as I
mentioned on the first day, you’ll be required to write an essay
each week about the chapter we just covered. You made a C on last
week’s essay and a D on this week’s. If you don’t raise that up,
you’ll have a hard time making a good grade in this class.”

“I know, but what can I do? I’ve
always been a lousy writer. I make good grades on the
quizzes and tests, though. Won’t that be enough?”

“Not if you want to earn an A for the course.
Even a B might be out of the question if you keep tanking those
essays.” Carson continued stroking his chin as his eyes dropped to
Emma’s big tits, then he let out a little laugh. “You know what,
though? I’m a very understanding professor—and also very
unconventional. I do whatever I can to help my students. So what if
I said you could raise your essay grades just by changing the way
you dress?”

Emma blinked her big blue eyes, then looked
down at herself. “But…all the girls on campus dress like this. You
think this is—”

“Here’s what I mean,” Carson explained.
“Emma, take off your bra for me.”

The girl’s jaw dropped. “What?”

“I think you heard me.”

“But why?”

“Do you want your grades to improve?”

“Yeah, but—”

“Then do it.”

Emma was on her guard now, but she couldn’t
figure out what the professor wanted. He hadn’t asked her to strip,
which would have been really crazy. All he asked her to do
is take off her bra. Keeping her blue eyes locked on him, the girl
reached up under her tank top and unhooked her bra, then managed to
wrestle it off her shoulders so she could pull it out from the
bottom of her shirt.

Carson smiled; the girl’s big tits were now
straining at the white fabric, the nipples clearly visible. “Good.
Now put it in your backpack.” Emma complied, and the side of one
naked tit was clearly visible through the tank top’s loose arm hole
as she leaned over to do it. Then she sat up again, staring at
Carson with her big blue eyes like a lost puppy. “I’ll make a deal
with you,” he said. “If you don’t wear a bra to class for the rest
of the semester, I’ll make sure you always get a B on your essays.
You can wear whatever you want for the rest of the day, but make
sure you take that thing off before you enter my classroom.
Agreed?”

Emma stared for a few more seconds then
nodded, still confused. Carson thanked her and ushered her out,
admiring the way those big tits jiggled under her shirt as the girl
left his office. Ah, yes, he thought. The semester is
definitely off to a good start…and it can only get better.

 


 


 


 



Chapter 2.

 


 


The following week, Carson arranged a meeting
with a student from the Czech Republic named Petra. She was an
18-year-old freshman who had just moved to the states the previous
summer, and she looked shy and nervous when she entered Carson’s
office. She sat in the chair facing the desk, hands clasped in
front of her as she rocked back and forth.

“Do you know why I’ve asked you here?” Carson
began.

The girl shrugged. She had brown eyes and her
hair was dyed burgundy red, that fake-looking color that Carson
always associated with cheap Eastern European hookers. “I
suppose…because my English not so good,” she muttered, her accent
so thick that Carson could barely understand her.

“That’s an understatement,” Carson mumbled,
lifting a paper from his desk. “Petra, you made an F on your first
written assignment. And not just an F, but a really bad F.
You scored 25 points out of 100. That was partly due to your
grammar and punctuation mistakes, but you also showed a complete
lack of knowledge about the material.”

“Is not so easy for me,” she mumbled, rocking
faster. She was a short girl with a nice set of tits and a
perfectly round ass, and she wore a low-cut cotton sundress that
fell just above her knees. It was yellow with dark blue flowers on
it, and it looked like something that might have been pulled from a
mound of second-hand clothes at a flea market in Prague. “I not
grow up here. Everybody else learn about Washington and Jefferson
from the time they start school, but for me is first time. Is a lot
to remember.”

“But you had plenty of time to write this
assignment, and you didn’t have to memorize anything. You could
have found all the material in the textbook, or on the web.”

“Is still confusing,” the girl muttered,
rocking even harder, and Carson started to wonder if the girl had a
drug problem; she looked as agitated as a junkie trying to go
clean. He rose and walked to the front of his desk, leaning against
it.

“This must be hard for you,” he said. “You’re
here on a scholarship, and if you fail a class, you might lose that
money and be kicked out.”

Petra nodded and wiped her eyes roughly. The
back of her hand came away wet.

“But I have some good news,” Carson
continued. “I can magically change that F to a B for you, if you’re
willing to do a little extra work.”

Petra’s wet eyes lit up. “Like extra credit?
Yes, of course! I be happy to do that!”

“Well…I guess you could think of it as
extra credit,” Carson said, unzipping his pants.

The girl’s jaw dropped as she watched him.
“Wait. You’re saying…”

“I’m saying that here in America, a lot of
girls are willing to do certain things to get what they want. It’s
really not uncommon.” He frowned. “It’s not like that in the Czech
Republic?”

Now Petra was confused. She looked at
Carson’s open fly, then back up at his face. “You say this
normal? Everybody does it?”

“Wow, I thought you Europeans were more
open-minded when it came to things like this. But if you don’t want
to raise your grade…”

The girl waved her hands in the air. “No, no!
I just…I don’t want be in trouble.”

Carson chuckled. “Then you have nothing to
worry about, because this is just between you and me. Nobody else
will ever know.”

Petra cocked her head, thinking. The closer
Carson examined her, the more she looked like the stereotypical
Eurotrash street whore; pouty lips, tacky earrings, too much eye
makeup. She had probably seen more dicks in her short lifetime than
most American women twice her age.

The girl finally took a deep breath and
nodded toward Carson’s crotch. “Okay. What you want?”

“Nothing fancy. Just a blowjob.”

The girl nodded as if that’s what she had
expected. “And then you raise my grade?”

“Yes.”

“Okay, but I want an A.”

Carson smiled. “Like I said, your grade was
terrible. Raising it to a B would be like a gift from the
heavens.”

Another deep breath from Petra, then she
finally nodded again. “Okay.” Without being asked, she knelt in
front of Carson and unfastened his slacks, then tugged both them
and his boxer shorts down to his ankles. His cock was already hard,
springing out and nearly hitting her in the face. The girl grasped
it like a pro and started tugging.

“Only thing,” Petra said, still jerking. “You
don’t—” she wiggled her fingers at her lips, searching for the
words, “—don’t finish inside, okay?”

“You mean, don’t cum in your mouth?”

“Yes, that what I mean.”

“Well, I won’t cum at all if you don’t get
started.”

The girl rolled her eyes, but then she leaned
forward, opened wide, and engulfed Carson’s cock with her mouth.
The professor gasped and steadied himself; Petra was sucking him
like a vacuum cleaner, her lips clamped tight on his dick as she
thrust her head forward and back, forward and back. Carson groaned
and rested a hand on that burgundy-dyed hair. Maybe the girl was
just trying to get this over with as soon as possible, but it was
one of the most intense blowjobs of his life. Every time the girl
pulled her head away and her lips dragged down the sides of
Carson’s cock, a jolt of electricity shot through his groin.

The professor closed his eyes and relaxed,
pleasure flooding his body. Petra made wet little sucking noises as
she went about her work, and every time she leaned forward, her
soft tits bumped against Carson’s legs. Carson’s balls were already
tingling, and he could tell he wouldn’t last long before he shot
his wad. Then Petra sealed the deal by reaching up and grabbing
those tingling balls, squeezing them roughly as her mouth continued
its work. Carson started breathing faster and faster, panting like
a dog, then he clamped both hands on the sides of Petra’s head and
let out a strangled cry as he pumped his cum into her mouth.

The girl squealed after the first blast hit
her tongue, struggling to free herself, but Carson held her firmly
in place as his cock kept spurting, blast after blast of warm,
sticky cum filling Petra’s mouth as she gripped the professor’s
knees and tried to push herself away from him. Some of the cum
escaped and dripped from the corner of her mouth, and when Carson
was finally finished, the girl flung herself backwards and landed
on her ass, then she turned and spat hard onto the carpet.

“I told you no!” she complained, wiping her
sticky lips. She spat several more times until nothing came out but
saliva, and when she looked up again, Carson was holding a roll of
paper towels out to her.

“Clean that floor,” he ordered. “I want all
of that up. Go to the bathroom down the hall and get a sponge and
some water if you need to.”

Petra frowned as she pulled off a handful of
paper towels and started blotting the carpet. “It’s not my fault!”
she complained. “You said you wouldn’t do it!”

Carson squatted down and took the girl’s
sticky chin in one hand, turning her face toward him. “Let’s get
something straight,” he said. “I’m the teacher and you’re the
student. I make the rules, not you. If you want to pass my class,
you need to remember that.”

 


* * *

 


Carson’s next meeting wasn’t until five
o’clock. He always spaced them out as best he could to give himself
plenty of time to “recharge his batteries,” and also to make sure
he had something to look forward to at both the beginning and the
end of the day.

That final meeting was with a girl named
Alex, one of the brightest students in his morning class. But like
many other students, Alex took the occasional shortcut instead of
following directions. She was in Carson’s office that day because
she had recycled an assignment from a previous class instead of
writing a new paper as instructed.

“Your biography piece on Paul Revere was
quite interesting,” Carson told her. “Well-written,
well-researched, and enjoyable to read. But imagine my surprise
when I found out you turned in the same paper last year in your
English composition class. It’s still in your file, and I see that
Professor Hastings gave you an A on it.”

Alex was a 20-year-old junior with blue eyes,
pale skin, and straight black hair that fell to her chin. She wore
glasses and hardly any makeup, and she dressed more conservatively
than most girls on campus. At the moment she wore a black t-shirt
from the Boston Science Museum and a pair of denim shorts that
actually covered her entire ass, which was a rarity on campus.

The girl sat back in her chair, ankles
crossed, hands in her lap. She gave the slightest shrug of her
shoulders and said, “It was a good paper, and it fit the topic. I
didn’t think it would be an issue.”

“Even though I told everyone on the first day
of class that you were not allowed to recycle papers from
other classes? It’s in the syllabus, too…which you signed.”

Alex still didn’t seem terribly nervous.
“It’s not like I stole somebody else’s work. I wrote that paper.
It’s just—”

“It’s just something that could earn you an F
in this course,” Carson interrupted.

That got Alex’s attention. She was a nerd who
focused all her time and effort on schoolwork, and Carson knew the
girl had never even earned a single B during her college career.
The girl sat up straighter, and Carson admired the way her firm
tits pressed against her t-shirt. But Alex’s ass was her crowning
glory; even disguised under her demure, non-revealing shorts, it
was as round, firm, and toned as any of the student athletes in
Carson’s classes.

“You’re joking, right?” Alex asked. “I
can’t get an F in this class. I’ve never had an F. I have
one of the highest GPAs on campus.”

“You broke the rules, Alex.”

“No other professor would do this!” she
yelped. “This is—why can’t you—it’s just—”

“Instead of wasting your breath complaining,
why don’t you ask me what you can do to save your grade?”

Alex stared for a second, mouth open. “But I
figured…I mean…well, okay, what can I do?”

Carson leaned back in his chair and stroked
his chin. “Are you a virgin?’

“What! You can’t—”

“It’s a simple yes or no question, and I’m
only asking because I get the feeling you don’t date much. So are
you?”

Alex gulped and looked around the room, then
she finally shook her head. “No,” she said quietly. “I had a
boyfriend my freshman year, and we…we did it a few times, so no,
I’m not.”

“Well, then. That makes things a little
easier.”

“Meaning what?”

“Meaning if you let me fuck you, I’ll give
you an A on your paper and you won’t earn an automatic F in the
class for recycling your work.”

Alex’s jaw dropped, and she sat speechless
for a solid thirty seconds before she muttered, “I can’t believe
you just said that.”

Carson shrugged. “Believe it or not, young
lady, this sort of thing is quite common around here,” he lied.
“You don’t believe all those straight-A students graduated with
honors without a little help from the faculty, do you?”

Alex started to get up, shaking her head.
“I’ll tell,” she said. “I’ll tell the head of the department, and
even the dean. Maybe I’ll even call somebody at the newspaper!”

Carson laughed. “Both the head of the
department and the dean sleep with students on a regular basis,” he
lied again. “Besides, you need to consider this; if you make a fuss
about this and somebody believes you, you’ll still get an F in the
class because you broke the rules of the course. And if you make a
fuss about this and nobody believes you, which is the more
likely scenario, then you’ll get the F and be put on
academic probation for falsely accusing a professor of violating
school conduct codes.”

The bullshit rolled easily from Carson’s
tongue, but Alex obviously believed it because she froze in front
of her chair, then slowly sat back down. “I can’t get an F,” she
mumbled. “I just can’t. My parents would die. And my GPA…my whole
college career…”

“Then do the smart thing,” Carson said,
spreading his hands. “Do the easy thing. Get this out of the
way and then focus on your studies again.”

After several minutes of silent
soul-searching and fingernail biting, Alex finally nodded her head.
“Okay. If you swear I won’t get an F, I’ll do it.”

“The only F you’ll get is a good fucking,”
Carson said with a chuckle, standing up. “Now why don’t you put
your hands on my desk and bend over…”

“Wait, you mean now? Here? I thought
you were talking about—”

“Like I said, wouldn’t you like to get this
unpleasantness over with? You won’t even be late for your next
class.”

The girl stood up and faced the desk, moving
slowly and awkwardly like she was pushing her way through
quicksand. When Carson ordered her to drop her shorts and panties,
she unfastened them and slowly shoved them to the ground, revealing
the pale, firm, and glorious ass Carson had been hoping to get a
look at all semester. He told her to step out of her shorts and
spread her legs, and the girl complied. Now she was lying face-down
on Carson’s desk, her arms tucked against her chest, one cheek
pressed to the smooth wood. Carson smiled at the fact that she’d
left her glasses on.

The professor ran a hand over the girl’s
magnificent ass, squeezing it gently. His palm slid down her cheeks
to her upper thighs then back up again, making slow circles on her
skin. When his fingers brushed her pussy lips, Alex squirmed and
muttered, “Please get it over with.”

“First things first,” Carson told her. “Do
you admit that you did something bad?”

“Y-yes.”

“Speak up, I can’t hear you.”

“I said yes,” she repeated, louder.

“Then in that case, you need to be spanked.”
He rested one hand on the small of Alex’s back to hold her in
place, and with the other hand he smacked her ass hard. The girl
yelped and tried to wriggle away, but Carson kept the pressure on
her back while he spanked her again, then a third time, then a
fourth. He spanked her ten times in all, with every blow of his
palm against her ass resulting in a sharp, meaty whack!

When he was finished, Alex lay whimpering as
Carson dropped his own pants to the ground and stepped out of them.
The girl’s formerly pale ass was now bright pink, and Carson nearly
drooled as he took one cheek in each hand and slowly spread them
apart. “My dear, I believe you’re wet,” he said with a grin. “I
think you actually enjoyed that.”

The girl shook her head, but when Carson
nudged his cockhead against her cunt, it slid in easily. He was
hard as steel and didn’t feel like taking things slowly, so he
thrust his hips forward and buried his stiff cock inside the girl
without ceremony. He let out a deep sigh as his meaty balls pressed
against that lovely ass, the girl’s tight cunt gripping his dick
like a velvet glove.

Carson pulled out a few inches and started
slowly fucking the girl. He could tell her pussy hadn’t been used
recently because it resisted at first, but after half a dozen
strokes it was loose enough for Carson to increase his tempo. He
started ramming forward harder and harder, his balls slapping
against the girl’s smooth ass cheeks with each thrust. Soon he and
the girl were both filmed with sweat, and Carson had to tighten his
grip on Alex’s damp ass to keep his hands from sliding off. He dug
his fingers into her soft flesh, loving the wet slap slap
slap sound of his thighs against her ass every time he jerked
his hips forward.

Alex had been lying still and silent the
whole time, but when Carson started panting, she suddenly raised
her head off the desk. “W-wait! I didn’t even think…you don’t have
a condom!”

Carson just chuckled, never breaking his
rhythm. “Don’t worry, you silly little bitch. I wouldn’t dream of
getting you pregnant.” He thrust a few more times until the
tingling in his balls built to a fever pitch, then he pulled out
and started yanking his cock. The spunk flew across Alex’s ass,
painting it with sticky stripes, as the professor spurted over and
over again. By the time he was finished, the girl’s entire ass was
white and dripping.

The girl slowly straightened up, cringing
when she touched a finger to her sticky ass. Carson handed her the
paper towels and she cleaned herself the best she could, keeping
one hand demurely clamped over her pussy the entire time. When she
was done, she dropped the paper towels in the trash then stood
staring at the floor, one hand still thrust between her legs.

“I could tell them,” she said in a
near-whisper. “Now that you’ve done it, you would get fired for
this. Probably arrested, too. I wouldn’t even care about getting
the F.”

Carson let out a sigh as he pulled up his
slacks. He got the same speech two or three times each semester,
and his response was always the same. “You could, but you won’t. Do
you know why?” He pointed to the top of the bookcase. “Do you see
that tiny red light up there? I’ve recorded this entire incident.
How do you think your parents would feel if I emailed the video to
them? And how would your friends react if I posted it on your
Facebook page? One F might ruin your GPA, but releasing this video
could ruin your life.”

Alex looked up at the camera, then down at
Carson again. She started to reply, but then shut her mouth. The
girl scooped her shorts and panties off the floor and fumbled her
way into them, then went to the door and tugged helplessly at the
knob. Carson came and unlocked the door, then opened it for
her.

“Use the back exit,” he advised.

“You’re an asshole,” the girl grumbled.

“And you’re a cheating bitch,” Carson replied
with a smile. Then, checking the hallway to make sure it was clear,
he gave the girl a hard slap on the ass before she could scoot
away.

 


 


 


 



Chapter 3.

 


 


By the middle of the semester, Carson had
fucked ten of his students—a respectable number, he thought,
considering the fact that only two of them had turned down his
advances. There were plenty of other girls still left on his wish
list, but they were all making good grades and hadn’t cheated in
any way, so Carson hadn’t even approached them yet. But on the flip
side, one of his sexy students had come to him on her own after a
string of mediocre grades, offering in a hushed whisper to spread
her legs for Carson if he could promise her an A in the class. The
girl had seemed genuinely shocked when Carson simply pulled out his
phone, checked his calendar, and asked if the following Wednesday
at 4 p.m. would work for her.

At that point, Carson’s schedule was fairly
busy. He had a standing appointment every Friday afternoon for a
blowjob from Petra, the Czech girl with the burgundy hair, who was
fighting for a passing grade after her English never improved. And
after staring at Emma’s braless tits during every class, Carson had
finally decided he wanted more from the curvy blonde so he offered
her the same deal as Petra; one blowjob a week in return for a
passing grade, with no classwork required on her part. The
brainless girl eagerly agreed, and in no time at all she had her
top off and was down on her knees sucking Carson’s dick while he
stared at those huge tits, mesmerized.

But despite the fact that he was getting
fucked, blown, or jerked off nearly every day, Carson was
frustrated that the girl at the top of his wish list remained
unattainable. Camilla Cruz was a senior who played on the
volleyball team, a tall, tanned goddess from Argentina who had the
face and body of a supermodel. But she also had the brain of a
scholar, because the girl made an A on nearly every assignment and
Carson had never seen her come close to cheating. Camilla was one
of those rare serious students who could have stayed out partying
all night, surrounded by admirers, but chose to spend those
evenings at the library instead. She had come to Palmdale on a
volleyball scholarship, but hoped to work as a physical therapist
one day.

Camilla sat in the first row every day, and
Carson spent most of the class time staring at the girl’s long,
wavy blonde hair, her large but firm tits, and her slim, toned
legs. Camilla wore outfits even skimpier than the other girls, and
on some days she even came to class in her volleyball uniform,
which was a tiny tank top and short-shorts so tight they fit like a
second skin. Carson’s hard-on would rub painfully against his
slacks on those days as he paced back and forth during his lecture,
his eyes lingering on Camilla each time he passed her desk.

Carson was sitting in his office grading
papers one day when his obsession with Camilla became so powerful
that it nearly overwhelmed him. He had plenty of sexy girls in his
classes, but why did the sexiest of them all have to be such a good
student, giving him absolutely no leverage over her? He picked up
the paper Camilla had just turned in, a report on the involvement
of women in the Revolutionary War. She had done a great job as
always; solid writing, a strong focus, very few errors, and when
Carson ran the paper through the plagiarism detector all the
professors used, the report came back clean.

Wait a minute. Wait just…one…minute.
As Carson stared at Camilla’s paper, an idea came to him. He leaned
back in his chair and thought for a moment, trying to figure out if
all the puzzle pieces would fit together. His plan was devious,
clever, and a little bit risky, but if he could pull it off, it
would be a masterstroke. He opened his laptop and typed furiously
for half an hour, glancing down at Camilla’s report from time to
time, then he copied his new file onto a thumb drive and took it
down the hall to Charlie, the student assistant who helped the
History Department’s professors with their computers and other
technical issues.

When Carson stuck his head into Charlie’s
tiny office, the kid was playing video games on his iPad.

“I’m guessing you’re not too busy to help me
with something?” Carson asked.

“Uh, no, sure,” Charlie said, dropping the
iPad in his lap. “Whatcha need?”

Carson held up the thumb drive. “I need you
to upload an article to the web for me, but it has to look like it
was posted last year.”

Charlie frowned. “Uh…why?”

“Because I posted this a while back but it
somehow got wiped out, and I’m trying to restore it the way it
was.”

Charlie took the thumb drive. “Um, okay. I
can probably do that. Just have to tweak the metadata a little, but
it shouldn’t be too tough.”

“I’m glad to hear that,” Carson said, a
wicked smile already creeping onto his face.

 


* * *

 


Carson was so impatient that he asked Camilla
to come to his office the very next day. She had worn her
volleyball uniform to class, which made the encounter even more
exciting. As she sat in the chair facing Carson’s desk, he had a
clear view of those long, tanned legs in the skimpy skin-tight
shorts.

“I’m glad you could meet today, because this
is very serious,” Carson began. “Camilla, you’ve been a wonderful
student all semester. You’ve aced every test, made As on all your
papers…which is why I don’t understand…”

The girl frowned. “Don’t understand what?”
She laughed nervously and brushed her long, honey-colored hair away
from her face. “Now you’ve got me confused.”

Carson picked up the girl’s last report from
his desk, tapping the edges of the paper against the wood. “What I
don’t understand is why you felt like you needed to cheat.”

Camilla’s eyes went wide. “Cheat? What
do you mean? What are you talking about?”

“You plagiarized this paper,” Carson
continued. “It’s very similar to an article on our department’s web
site, and two of the paragraphs were even copied word for
word.”

Camilla shook her head so hard her long hair
flew in both directions. “No, that’s impossible,” she insisted. “I
didn’t use anything on the web as a reference. All my information
came from the textbook and two books I found in the library, and I
put it all in my own words. I didn’t copy anything, not one
sentence.”

Carson gave the girl a sad smile. “Then how
do you explain this?” he asked, turning his laptop around so the
girl could see the screen. It showed the article he had typed up
the previous day, although Camilla had no way of knowing that.
“This paper was written by one of our star students last year, and
it was so good that we posted it on the department’s web site.” He
pointed a finger to the top of the screen. “See the date here? This
was posted almost one year ago. And look at the first two
paragraphs. They’re exactly the same as yours.”

Camilla stared at the screen, then she
snatched her report from Carson’s desk and glanced back and forth
between the two articles for several minutes. When she was done,
she dropped the paper on the desk again and covered her eyes with
one hand. “This is…I can’t explain it,” she muttered, her voice
shaking, “but I swear to you, I did not copy somebody else’s
work!”

Carson spread his hands. “Then how did this
happen? Like I said, those first two paragraphs are exactly
the same as yours. Not a single word has been changed. And the rest
of the article is very similar as well.”

Camilla dropped her hand to her lap. Her
beautiful face now looked shell-shocked. “There has to be another
answer. I never saw this article before. This is a huge,
huge mistake, that’s all.”

“The Honor Council won’t see it that way,”
Carson remarked. “Plagiarism is a very serious offense. You could
lose your scholarship. They could even decide to expel you for
this.”

“What! But this is my last year, and my
grades have been almost perfect!”

“That won’t matter once they see this.”

Camilla started to cry, the tears streaming
down her face and wetting the collar of her tank top. “It’s not
fair. Oh my god, it’s not fair!” She leaned forward and cried into
her hands for a while before Carson stood up and came around his
desk so he could put a hand on her shoulder.

“Listen, I have an idea,” he said. “What if I
pretend that I never compared your paper with the one on our web
site? I’ll just act like this never happened, okay? I’ll give you
an A like I planned to do, and no one but you and I will ever know
about this.”

Camilla dropped her hands and looked up,
sniffing. “Y-you could do that? But I don’t…but how…”

“It would be easy. And I’d be glad to do it
because you’re such a good student.” His hand was still on the
girl’s shoulder, which he began to slowly massage. “All I ask is
that you do something for me in return.”

Camilla looked up at him. The lewd expression
on his face and the way he was massaging her bare skin made his
intentions obvious. “Oh my god,” she muttered. “Not again.” She
stood up and backed away from Carson, arms crossed over her chest.
“Do you know how many professors have hit on me since I came here?
This is…this is ridiculous!”

Carson chuckled. Apparently he wasn’t the
only faculty member dipping his dick into the student body. “What
I’m asking for is nothing compared to what you’ll get in return.
Like I said, you could be expelled for this.”

“But I didn’t do anything!” Camilla
flapped her arms in frustration then started pacing slow circles,
one hand on her forehead. “I am not doing this,” she
muttered. “You can’t force me to date you because of some crazy
mistake.”

Carson leaned on the front of his desk.
“Look, I can’t explain how this happened, either, but the Honor
Council won’t care about that. They’ll compare the two articles and
kick you out, no questions asked. The policies are very clear. You
have no room to bargain here. And I’m not asking you to date
me. If you do what I ask right here, right now, this whole matter
will be over.”

Camilla stopped pacing and looked at him.
“You want to…right here in your office? Now, today?”

“That’s right. You and I can have a little
fun, then this will all be over.”

The girl started pacing again, fists clenched
at her sides. Carson could tell by her changing facial expressions
that she was having a heated argument with herself in her head, but
after a few minutes her features went blank and she gave a defeated
shrug. “Okay.”

“So we have a deal? You’ll do what I
want?”

Camilla nodded. “I’ll…be with you, but just
this once.”

Carson smiled. “Excellent. Then let’s start
by getting you out of that uniform.” The girl glanced at the door,
but Carson added, “Don’t worry, it’s locked. And I’ve instructed
Isabelle not to disturb us.”

Camilla looked down at the floor, then she
grabbed the hem of her tank top and pulled it over her head to
reveal a white sports bra that kept her big tits snug against her
chest. She dropped the tank top on the chair and squatted down to
unlace her sneakers, then she pulled off her shoes and socks and
stood up again. Next went the shorts, slithering down her long,
tanned legs to her ankles, where she kicked them away. Now the girl
stood in her sports bra and a black thong, and Carson’s mouth was
already watering with anticipation.

“Now the rest,” he told her, and Camilla let
out a sigh and pulled off the bra. Carson let out a sigh of his
own, because the girl’s tits were the most magnificent he had ever
seen; big, firm, perfectly shaped, and with pink nipples that were
already hard. Those tits were also pale and creamy in contrast to
the deep tan covering the rest of Camilla’s body. Then the girl
hooked her thumbs in both sides of her thong and shoved it almost
angrily down to her ankles before stepping out of it. Her cunt was
totally shaved, not a single hair; just a small triangle of white
skin normally covered by her bikini bottom.

Unlike some girls who wrapped their arms
around themselves and locked their knees, Camilla stood there
defiantly with her hands on her hips. She knew the effect her body
had on men, and she obviously intended to use it on Carson. But
I’ll show you soon enough who’s in charge, he thought. Only
one of us can be the boss, and that’s me.

Carson moved toward the girl and took one tit
in each hand. She flinched a little at first, then frowned and
looked away as the professor kneaded her soft flesh. God, they
feel even better than they look! Carson was so hard his cock
was throbbing. He couldn’t draw this out any longer; if he didn’t
get his dick inside this girl soon, it might just explode in his
pants.

“I’m guessing you’ve got suntan lotion in
your backpack,” he said, still fondling the girl’s tits. She
nodded, confused, and Carson said, “Get it for me.”

Camilla rummaged around in the front pocket
and pulled out a small tube of sunscreen. Carson took it, then told
her to get down on her hands and knees. She obeyed, and Carson
moaned at the sight of the girl on all fours with those big tits
hanging down and her perfect ass up in the air. He quickly shucked
off both his shirt and slacks—something he rarely did—then stepped
out of his boxers. His hard cock was pointing straight at the girl,
but she kept her face to the floor, her expression blank. Carson
dropped to his knees behind her, rubbing one hand over her smooth
ass. It felt like warm silk, and his hard cock twitched in happy
reflex.

Carson flipped the cap on the sunscreen and
squirted a blob into his palm, the rubbed the greasy lotion all
over his cock.

“You have to wear a condom,” Camilla
muttered. “I’m not on the pill.”

“Oh, don’t worry about that,” Carson assured
her. “Trust me, no one’s ever gotten pregnant this way.”

“Hey!” the girl yelped as the professor
pressed his cock against her asshole. “I didn’t say you could do
that!”

“Keep your voice down,” he warned her,
grinding his slippery cockhead against the girl’s asshole until it
finally popped inside. “Actually, just keep your mouth shut
altogether.”

Camilla whimpered as Carson grabbed her hips
with both hands and slowly pushed forward. The girl’s asshole was
tight, but not as tight as it would be if she were a virgin at ass
fucking. The professor moaned as his cock disappeared inch by inch
inside the girl’s hot opening, her warm flesh clamping against his
pole as he eased it in little by little. Camilla trembled and let
out a few squeals, but she obeyed Carson and didn’t say a word as
he kept pushing forward until his entire cock was buried in the
girl’s ass, his balls mashed against her cunt lips. Carson paused
in that position and let the pleasure wash over him; getting this
one to submit had been more tricky than the rest, but now that he
had her—now that he was inside of her—he intended to prolong
the encounter as long as possible.

Carson pulled out an inch, then thrust
forward again. The sunscreen was doing its job, and the professor
had no problem with friction as he fucked Camilla with slow, short
strokes. God, her ass feels good! He kept up that slow pace
for a solid minute, loving the way the girl’s tender ass cheeks
bumped his stomach with each thrust. Carson slid his hands up the
girl’s sides so he could grab those tits again, squeezing them
roughly as he picked up the pace. Camilla kept her mouth shut, only
a stray grunt or groan from time to time. Carson squeezed her tits
more roughly then he pinched the girl’s nipples, happy when a
little yelp escaped her lips.

Carson started fucking faster and faster. The
girl’s body felt too good, and he couldn’t control himself. He
thrust into her like a jackhammer, his balls slapping the girl’s
cunt lips with every stroke. He kept his hands on her tits, holding
them like handles, as he furiously fucked the girl’s tight, warm
asshole. Then his balls started to tingle and little jolts of
electricity raced from his groin, spreading through his body. He
hunched over Camilla, his sweaty chest pressed to her back, hands
still on her tits, and rammed into her with all his might. Seconds
later he was groaning through clenched teeth as his cock erupted
inside of her, spurt after spurt of hot cum shooting into the
girl’s ass. Carson’s hips jerked like wild as he came, thrusting
madly over and over, until he finally went limp and collapsed on
top of the girl, nearly pushing her to the floor.

After a few moments, the professor slid his
sweaty body backwards and straightened up. He clutched Camilla’s
hips again and eased his softening cock out of her ass; it came out
with a wet pop, followed by a thin stream of cum trickling
down her inner thigh. “That was magnificent,” Carson groaned. “The
only pity is that it ended far too quickly for my liking.”

Camilla sat back on her haunches. “It felt
like forever to me,” she muttered, reaching around to rub her sore
ass.

Carson chuckled. “Don’t complain too loudly,
my dear. I could tell I wasn’t the first gentleman to visit you
through the back door.”

The girl’s face went red as she got to her
feet, wincing. “Are we done here? Can I get dressed now?”

“Not just yet.”

“But I thought—”

“Since this will be our only encounter, I
plan to make the most of it. And as I said, that portion of our
date was over far too soon.”

Despite his advancing years, Carson’s stamina
had never waned—which was a blessing to him, and a curse to some of
his female students. The professor could fuck two or three times in
one session, rarely needing more than 20 or 30 minutes before his
cock was stiff and ready to go again.

He and Camilla cleaned themselves with paper
towels the best they could, then the professor perched his naked
body on the edge of his desk and instructed the girl to use her
mouth on him. She complained at first, but Carson promised she
would have her freedom after this one final act. Frowning, the girl
dropped to her knees and took his semi-hard dick between her lips.
She gagged at the taste of the sunscreen and her own ass, but
Carson clamped a hand on the back of her head to keep her from
pulling away.

The girl’s mouth felt even better than her
asshole; it was warm, wet, and slippery, and Camilla twirled her
tongue the whole time like an oral sex acrobat. Carson knew the
girl was trying to get him to come as soon as possible, but that
didn’t matter; he enjoyed the sucking, licking sensations as long
as he could before he let out another stifled moan and exploded
inside the girl’s mouth. There was less cum this time, but Camilla
was still forced to swallow each greasy spurt before it spilled out
between her lips.

Afterward, they both got dressed again and
Camilla left through the rear exit without a word. Carson was back
behind his desk when Isabelle stuck her head in the office a few
minutes later. “Everything okay?” she asked. “I thought I heard
somebody crying back here.”

Carson only shrugged. “What can I say?
Sometimes you have to take the hard approach with these
students.”

 


 


 


 



Chapter 4.

 


 


On the final day of classes, Carson had to
admit that the semester had been a success; he had fucked fourteen
students on his wish list—including Camilla at the number one
spot—and had managed to drain his balls at least once and sometimes
twice on each school day. All in all, he couldn’t complain.

But as Carson walked across campus to the
parking lot, one of his missed chances appeared right in front of
him. He was passing the campus swimming pool when he noticed that
the diving team was out practicing, and that included Tracy, one of
his students. She was a tall girl with the classic diver’s
body—long arms and legs, a tight ass, and small, firm tits—and she
kept her blonde hair short and messy, like a punk version of
Tinkerbell. Tracy was walking along the edge of the pool toward the
diving board as Carson passed by, and when she saw him through the
chain link fence, she called out and waved him over.

Carson walked up to the fence and smiled at
her. The girl was wet and dripping, her hard nipples clearly
visible through the thin white one-piece swimsuit the divers wore.
“Hey, professor!” the girl chirped, fingers gripping the tall chain
link fence between them. “I was just wondering, have you graded the
final exams yet?”

He nodded. “I just finished a few minutes
ago.”

“So…can you tell me how I did?” Tracy asked,
flashing a sexy smile. She had a flirty attitude that drove Carson
crazy, but her grades had been too good for him to lure her into
anything indecent.

“You did well, but I’m afraid you’ll end up
with a B+.”

The girl’s smile disappeared. “Seriously? I
thought I’d get an A for sure!”

“You would need 900 total points to get an A
for the course, and you wound up with 895.”

Tracy made a sound between a cough and a
laugh. “And you can’t round it up?”

“Sorry, that’s not how it works.”

“But 895 points is almost the same as 900!
It’s so close you can barely tell the difference!”

Carson’s eyes crawled down the girl’s body as
she stood there wet and dripping, the flimsy bathing suit clinging
to her like a second skin. “I’ll tell you what, Tracy. You seem a
little bit wild to me. Am I right about that?”

The girl frowned. “I don’t know. I guess so.
Why?”

“Because if you’re willing to do something a
little wild right now, I might bump your grade up to an A after
all.”

“Seriously? What is it? What do you want me
to do?”

“Take off your bathing suit, then jump off
the diving board naked.”

The girl’s jaw dropped. “Professor! You’re
kidding, right?”

“No, I’m dead serious.”

Tracy stood there sputtering for a moment,
then she turned and looked behind her. A dozen members of the
diving team were in and around the pool—both boys and girls—and a
few other students were lounging around the area in deck chairs.
The girl turned to face him again. “I don’t believe you. I think
you’re pulling my leg.”

“Trust me, I’m willing to give you the A if
you’ll do this for me.”

The girl looked down at her feet, then at the
professor, then she stole a glance behind herself again. “This is
crazy. Totally, totally crazy.”

“Oh, come on. You’re practically naked right
now. That swimsuit is so thin I can see right through it. Like you
just said, it’s so close you can barely tell the difference.”

“B-but naked? In broad daylight, in
front of everybody?”

Carson chuckled and turned to leave. “Don’t
worry about it. There’s nothing wrong with a B+.”

“Wait! Hang on!” Tracy yelped, still clinging
to the chain link fence. She took one more shy look over her
shoulder, then she turned to Carson again. “Do you swear
you’ll give me an A?”

“Cross my heart,” Carson assured her.

Tracy nodded and walked to the bottom of the
ladder that led to the diving board. She shot glances right and
left, but none of the other divers seemed to be looking at her. The
girl grabbed her shoulder straps and peeled the tight swimsuit down
to her ankles, giving Carson a perfect view of her toned ass when
she bent over to take it off. Then Tracy grabbed the first rung on
the ladder and started climbing swiftly up, and Carson watched the
muscles in that fine ass working as she made her way to the top.
Once she got high enough, he could even see her pussy lips peeking
out between her legs.

Carson figured the girl would jump as fast as
she could, but once she reached the board, she froze. It didn’t
take long before one of the other divers noticed her standing naked
35 feet up in the air, and after he yelled and pointed, everybody
in the pool area was staring up at the girl. Tracy stood shivering
at the top for a moment, arms clutching her naked body while her
teammates laughed and called to her, until she finally dashed to
the end and jumped off. She landed feet-first, her slim, nude body
hardly making a splash, then she thrashed her way to the surface
again. Tracy swam toward the end of the pool where the diving board
was, obviously planning to climb out there and grab her swimsuit as
quickly as possible, but one of the guys on her team had found it
on the ground and was now waving it above his head. As Carson
chuckled and walked away, the girl was running naked along the edge
of the pool, chasing the boy as her small, firm tits bounced wildly
on her chest.

 


* * *

 


Carson was so excited at getting a glimpse of
Tracy’s fine body that he didn’t even notice he had left his car
keys in the office until he was standing in front of his Lexus
empty-handed. He swore and walked back to the department, which
looked deserted by now. Most of the professors tried their best to
leave early on the last day, eager to begin their short vacation as
soon as possible. Even Isabelle’s desk in the lobby area was empty,
so she must have gone home as well.

As Carson walked down the hallway to his
office, he heard noises; drawers opening and closing, objects being
pushed aside, things being picked up and dropped. As he peered down
the hallway, he noticed that several of the office doors were open.
He moved quietly toward the first one, craning his head forward so
he could see inside.

Isabelle was rifling through the drawers of
another professor’s desk, opening each one and staring into it,
sometimes sticking a hand in to stir around the contents. Carson
saw her pull out a folded bill, maybe a twenty, and shove it in the
pocket of her skirt. Once she had searched the desk, Isabelle went
to a cabinet in the corner and started opening its various doors.
When she came across a half-full bottle of bourbon—the type of
secret stash many professors kept in their offices—the woman
unscrewed the cap and took a healthy drink from it before she put
the bottle away again.

Carson had seen enough. He walked inside and
cleared his throat, and Isabelle spun around with a shocked
expression on her face. “P-professor!” she stammered. “I thought
everybody had left!”

“I’ll bet you did,” he answered. “Which is
why you decided to use your master key to go through everyone’s
office.”

Isabelle smiled nervously and put a hand on
her chest. She wore a tight red low-cut top that showed plenty of
cleavage, along with a tight brown miniskirt. “No, of course not,
this is all a mistake. I was just—”

“Just stealing money and booze, along with
any other valuables you could find?” Carson asked. “Do you do this
at the end of every semester, Isabelle?”

She came toward him, fear stitched on her
face now. “No, I don’t…I mean…please, professor, don’t tell anyone
about this. I can’t lose my job, I just can’t!”

As Carson stared down at her, admiring the
way the soft mounds of her cleavage spilled out of the top of her
shirt, a slow smile spread across his face. “Calm down, Isabelle,
calm down. Why don’t you come to my office? I’m sure we can work
something out.”

 


# # #
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