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The butterflies swarmed in
Kaiti's belly as she climbed up the white marble staircase toward
his office. Professor Chandler, her academic advisor, had sent her
the inevitable email she had been dreading for weeks. She was
failing miserably in most of her classes, so much so, that she knew
academic probation surely was her fate.

Her hand trembled as she
knocked gingerly upon his door, holding her breath as she prayed he
wouldn't answer. "Come in," His rich tenor echoed back in response,
her stomach instantly sinking into her shoes.

"Good afternoon,
Professor," She said meekly, her body freezing at the threshold,
seemingly unable to move. Kaiti knew she had no excuse for poor
performance. Picking a so-called "party school" had been her first
grave mistake.

"Please come in Miss.
Templeton, have a seat," The professor said from behind his
computer, watching the co-ed nervously narrow the gap to his desk,
taking a seat where his long, slender finger pointed her
to.

"Um, listen, I know this
about my grades. I promise I will do better next
semester,"

Kaiti's brow furrowed, and
her palms clasped together in front of her heaving chest as she
pleaded with the man who held her fate in his hands. She knew her
parents would never forgive her for wasting their money and her
opportunity. Her family struggled to afford the tuition at the
University of Georgia as it was, and if they knew that she had
squandered it for the sake of a good time, they might very well
disown her.

"Do you know how many times
I have heard that same tired line, Miss Templeton?"

Professor Chandler sighed,
crossing his arms on his chest. Kaiti shook her head no watching
the fabric of his shirt strain against the bulge of his biceps. She
had never noticed before how built her academic advisor was, or how
ruggedly handsome for that matter.

"I am really very sorry,
but what else can I do?" Her voice cracked while she laid it on
thick. Groveling had always worked for her in the past; she was
confident that her charm would get her off the hook yet
again.

"I don't think you
understand the gravity of this situation, Kaiti. If you can't bring
your grade point average up significantly, I will have no choice
but to put you on academic probation, and your parents will be
notified."

"What do you mean by
significantly?" Her big blue eyes gazed up at him, trying
desperately to ignite something, anything from this man.
It worked for her Daddy,
why wasn't it working on him?

"I mean, you need to ace
all of your final exams. It will be a herculean feat, that to be
perfectly honest, I don't know that you are capable of,"

Kaiti stared at him from
the other side of his ornate cherry wood desk. She could feel the
leather of chair sticking to the back of her knees as the prickly
sweat began to emerge. He wasn't budging. She had underestimated
the resolute nature of her advisor. Kaiti decided she had no other
choice but to go with the nuclear option.

"I think I am capable,
Professor Chandler, I am capable of a lot of things,"

Her lids lowered into a
sultry wink, channeling her best Marilyn Monroe. Her signature move
had been a sure thing since High School, snaring men like sitting
ducks into her seductive web.

"I am sure you are, Kaiti,
but based on what I have seen so far, I have my doubts about your
sincerity," He watched the nubile co-ed leaning forward in the
chair, her hand shamelessly caressing the deep V of her
sweater.

"Oh, trust me, I am
sincere," She purred back, subtlely pressing her cleavage together
as she uncrossed her legs. Kaiti was taking a considerable risk,
but she had nothing left to lose.

"Miss
Templeton?"

"Yes?"

"What are you
doing?"

"Nothing…"

"I don't think you want to
go down this road," His dark brown eyes narrowed at the Freshman,
watching as she pulled out all the stops.

"Professor Chandler, I want
you to know, I am serious, I am willing to do anything to keep from
being on probation," Her knees parted, giving him a glimpse at just
how desperate she really was.

Kaiti's creamy white thighs
spread as far as her skirt would allow, giving her professor a
front-row view of the tiny strip of cotton covering her delicate
folds. A thin line of wetness formed between the outline of her
plump pussy lips, nearly driving him insane. Little did Kaiti know,
it had been a while since her advisor had seen an actual vagina in
the flesh.

The professor shifted in
his seat, smoothing his hand over his smooth-shaven ebony head,
letting his palm come to rest over his neatly manicured beard. He
had witnessed many attempts to thwart discipline in his past, but
never anything like this. Clearing the lump that had formed in his
throat, the educator stood from his desk.

This was a line he simply
couldn't cross.

"Come on, Miss Templeton,
that is wholly inappropriate," He said in protest, rushing around
the corner of his desk, firmly pushing her knees
together.

"Please, Mr. Chandler…"
Kaiti covered his hands with her own, prying her knees open despite
his strength to keep them closed. She looked up into his chiseled
face, watching his features soften as he allowed the seduction. His
fingertips glided up her buttery-soft skin, grazing the wet spot in
the center of her panties. The professor's mouth watered as his
thumb stroked the tight little cleft through the cotton. She felt
as delicious as she was dangerous.

"I can't, Kaiti, I could
lose my job over this,"

The perky young blonde kept
his hand planted on her cunt; she could feel her plan coming to
fruition. She slowly ground her hips against his touch, forcing his
thumb to nestle right where she wanted it. He stroked her pearl
throughout his doubts
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