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      Brains and beauty don’t often go together, but Andrea had ample amounts of both in her own way. A young college student, she was quite busty, but trim in the waist. Her hair a long, raven’s black, straight and luxurious. And most importantly, she knew how to present it all. Using snug blouses, with just the right amount of buttons undone, and some pleated skirts and heels, she drew eyes wherever she went on campus.

      But she only had eyes for one man. That silver fox of a professor, Dr. Stone.

      He was a world famous archaeologist, the kind hit up for every documentary--though he rarely accepted--whose stories and discoveries were picked up in every paper. One book deal alone landed him millions of dollars, and lord knows what the campus was paying him. There was even a movie based on one of his discoveries, and the encounter he had with gun-toting looters who chased them literally out of the country, fleeing with carefully preserved artifacts to get to a museum.

      She grew up idolizing the man, and he was the whole reason she came to this college. And when she learned he was single? The gears in her head began to turn.

      She didn’t have a father of her own, and maybe Dr. Stone filled that role for her, at least a little. He had a firm, but kind voice, and he had a way about him that never made anyone feel stupid, even in his brilliance. Meeting him in person did absolutely nothing to tame her runaway fantasies.

      For the last few months, she’d sat in the front row of the huge college auditorium, listening as he explained his process, and how he found success, and what made him different from all the rest. While that might be egotistical from most professors, though, he just radiated joy and excitement, and the belief that those in the room could be inspired to greatness.

      That they could be great, if they were brave.

      Andrea wanted to be brave. She’d stood outside his office doors countless times, just trying to work up the courage to go in and talk to him face to face, but every time, she had to back down.

      Now that it was the last day of lectures, though, she knew she had to take the chance. He was going abroad for a year to Tasmania, and she was desperate to get on that trip.

      The problem was she was still a freshman, and he only took grad students with him.

      She didn’t wait all this time just to let her chance slip through her fingers.

      So she watched his last lecture, following every gesture, every smile, every sparkle in his eyes with rapt attention. And, as he dismissed them and wished them all good luck on their finals, Andrea gathered every last bit of courage she had, approaching him as he gathered his papers at his desk.

      “Professor Stone,” she said, that sweet, innocent voice so soft in the large auditorium, almost drowned out by the sound of hundreds of students leaving through the massive wood doors.

      He was a tall man, broad in the shoulders, muscular but lean. He wore nice fitted suits, unlike the rest of the faculty who usually dressed like the stereotype of a doddering old professor. And this day was no different, as he smiled at her, a twinkle in his silvery eyes.

      “Ah yes, you’re in my morning class,” he said to her, gathering up his things, and preparing to leave. “I was just headed back to my office, if you wanted to talk about your grades or anything,” he said, flashing his pearly whites at her as he slid his laptop into its case.

      She opened her mouth to speak but, given the ruckus, she just gave him her most dazzling smile and nodded. He stared at her, a little puzzled for a second, before he returned her affectionate look and gathered the rest of his things.

      “You can follow me, then. This place can be a real maze at times,” he said, gesturing ahead with his broad hand. He was such a gentleman, and never inappropriate. She was hoping beyond hope that maybe, she could change that, and when she walked ahead of him in her short skirt, high heels, and white stockings, she wiggled her ass a little more than needed.

      She wasn’t much of a talker, but she knew how to work her body, at least.

      And she knew she had his attention, she could feel it, as they headed towards his office. She could hear him clear his throat behind her, and glanced back with a smile just in time to see him avert his eyes from her butt and tug at his tie and collar.

      “Almost there,” he said, as they rounded a corner and then came to his office. He had a sweet spot, a big office near his usual lecture hall--the biggest on campus--and he unlocked the door, opening it up to her.

      It revealed his swanky interior, neatly arrayed, and full of mementos and artifacts from his previous expeditions. A student could write so much just on those things alone.

      But he shut the door behind them, and rounded about his desk, putting down his laptop as he smiled at her.

      “So how can I help you, miss?” he asked, his voice rich and charming, he sounded so suave, such an international man of mystery.

      She had to reel in her curiosity as she found herself drifting towards a piece of jewelry, gold inlaid with green emeralds that looked hundreds of years old, and she took a seat in the large, red leather chair he had for guests. It was a nicer chair than any she’d ever seen except in fancy magazines, and she sank into it as she crossed her long legs.

      “Actually, I want to help you,” she said with a smile, letting her gaze meet his, lingering there.

      She caught a brief flicker of his eyes dancing over her long legs, accentuated by those stockings. But he kept his cool, undoing his tie and the top buttons of his shirt all casual like. Though it let show a brief hint of some silvery hair and his hard, lean chest that drew her attention.

      “Help me?” He said with a chuckle, “How do you propose to do that, miss…? Sorry, didn’t catch the name,” he questioned curiously.

      “Andrea. Andrea Whetmore,” she replied, setting her bag down at the side of the chair. “And I can help you because I’ve studied you, like you study everything,” she said, some of her confidence beginning to bud now that they were alone. She had finally broken into the inner sanctum, and now, there was no looking back.

      His gaze was intently upon her, even as he loomed over his desk, looking so calm and self-assured. His silver hair swept back in a sleek, attractive look, his gaze fell over her.

      “Well Ms. Whetmore,” he began, wetting his full lips, “you shouldn’t believe all you hear or see about me…” He smiled, looking a bit amused, or at least trying to remain casual.

      “What better way to do that then to get hands on experience, right? You’re the reason I enrolled here after all, and since you’re not going to be here next year, I don’t see any reason I should be either. Instead, I should be studying you. Supporting you. Helping you be the man you are,” she said, a smile curling at the corner of her lips as her honied words spilled out.

      His body’s stance tightened up a bit, as he leaned onto his desk with his two fists. Those eyes sweeping over her, but he seemed a little off his game suddenly. He’d faced down shooting looters, and classrooms full of hundreds of people every day, but she’d managed to make this titan of academia waiver.

      “Ah, the expedition,” he said. “Well, Ms. Whetmore… that’s… you’ve got a lot of passion,” he said with a smile and a gentle laugh. “But… I only take grad students on my expeditions. And… correct me if I’m wrong, but… you’re not quite there yet, are you?” he asked, pushing his sleek, exotic glasses frame up the bridge of his nose.

      She gave a melodic little giggle.

      “Mm, no, I’m still a baby,” she teased. “But I was thinking. You only take grad students with you to do the work on the site, and they’d inevitably end up giving you some personal support. So why not take me as your full time, personal support, and free up the grad students for more in-depth work,” she suggested, leaning forward onto his desk. Her cleavage was pushed up even more with the way she moved, and she stared at him conspiratorially. “I could tend to your needs, and your expedition will be the most successful yet.”

      She’d done it. Well, the first step at least. She’d snared that unshakable man’s gaze in her tits, his eyes devouring those two smooth, supple mounds, so full and round. He licked his lips again, before he was able to break the trance and meet her gaze.

      “While that sounds… very nice, Ms. Whetmore,” he said, clearing his throat, “I’m not sure… it’d be appropriate. A lot of grad students worked very hard to make this expedition, then there were no spots left. It… it wouldn’t be fair,” he said, gazing longingly at her breasts again without even realizing it.

      “I could be your little secret,” she posed, waiting for a second before she giggled again. “Or maybe you could say I’m a journalism student, doing a report on your work. Then I wouldn’t be taking anyone’s spot.”

      He laughed at that, then wagged a finger at her.

      “You’re a real mischievous sort, aren’t you Ms. Whetmore?” he said, trying to remain in good humour even as her flirtations grew more brazen and unabashed. “I mean, I can’t just take you based on lies, but… what… exactly do you hope to do for me on the expedition?” he asked, and she detected the first crack in his resilience.

      Her dainty shoulders lifted, her black hair shining in the warm light of his office as
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