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The young men's eyes were focused entirely on me, hot desire burning in their eyes. I gulped, wondering if the professor will let them touch me later in the demonstration. I tuned him out as he talked about the anatomy of a female but was quickly jolted back to reality when his hand rested on my arm. 

"The anatomy of the female breast is fairly complex," he said, reaching his arms behind me to unhook my bra strap. I yelped in surprise, quickly holding onto the cups to keep them on. He gave me a warning glare, upon which I hastily removed my hands. 

My tits spilled out of their fabric confine lewdly, bouncing and jiggling with each small movement I made. I closed my eyes, embarrassed by how naked I was in front of my peers. The professor placed a  hand on my tit, squeezing it tightly to send a jolt of passion through my skin that made me gasp in pleasure. 

"Ahh.." I moaned before I could help myself, my skin flushed in both arousal, and utter humiliation. 

"As you can see, touching the breast of a woman can be immediately arousing, especially if you circle the areola," he said, his fingers drawing circles around the tip of my tits. I closed my eyes and bit my lower lip, enjoying the fleeting touches of his warm fingers. "Most of the nerve endings are at the nipple, however," he squeezed my nipple, making me squeal and pull back, only to intensity my own passion as his fingers were tightly fastened on my nipple, pulling my breast forward as a result. 

I arched my back, feeling juices flow from my exposed pussy, my clit throbbing with need. 

"Most of the breasts is made of fat, ligaments, and connective tissue," he said, pressing firm fingers into both my breasts and pushing them outwards and towards the students. "The amount of fat in the breasts determine their size," he let go of my breasts suddenly, making them sag slightly. "As you can probably tell, Ms. Lisa here has no shortage of fat in her breasts." 

I looked away, ashamed, when my peers chuckled at the comment, all but salivating in their seats. I saw with horror that Mickey had unzipped his fly and was deftly pumping his hard cock.

"Surrounding the breasts are muscles, and the breast itself has no muscles," he massaged the areas around my breasts, fingers kneading into my ribs comfortably. I could fall asleep if I was not so completely aroused. 

My breathing was ragged, blood humming in my ears. "When a woman becomes aroused, her breasts enlarge," he explained, fingers easing into my tightly clamped knees and forcing them apart. "The nipples become erect, as does the clitoris," he pushed my knees as wide as they could go, and I was grasping onto the sides of the desk for balance...
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I punched in the numbers on my handheld calculator for the umpteenth time, trying to will it to show me the numbers that I desperately needed. My roommate glanced over at me sympathetically when I threw the calculator against the wall, the device not even offering me the satisfaction of shattering on impact as it falls perfectly on the carpeted floor. 

"Argh!" I groaned in agitation, burying my head in my pillows to muffle my scream. 

"What's wrong Liz?" she asked. 

"Mm sczewed hatt rong," I grumbled incoherently into the pillow. 

She got off her bed and sat on the floor by my bed, "tell me. Maybe I can help." 

"Do you have thirty thousand to spare?" I said with a half smile. 

"No..." she said hesitantly. "Why?" 

"Remember how I told you I was on scholarship?" I asked. 

"Oh yeah, some big shot scholarship thing that's paying for your education and your living expenses," she said. 

"Yeah, part of the clause requires me to get a GPA of 3.75 and above every semester," I grumbled. "And I've been getting steady B's for the stupid Human Anatomy class." 

"Oh no," she said, sounding genuinely worried. "Can't you pull up your grade?" 

"I could get a B+ at best, and it's not going to be enough to salvage my GPA," I said. 

"Why don't you talk to the professor?" she suggested, "He seems like a pretty nice guy," she wiggled her eyebrows suggestively at me, knowing full well that I had harbored a crush on the sexy hunk of a professor since the first time I laid eyes on him. 

I thought back to Professor Seth's toned muscles, washboard abs and tanned skin. His dreamy blue eyes seemed to follow my every move in class, and though he has never acted indecently towards me, I could feel taste the lust in his voice every time he talked to me. I licked my lips, "That's a good idea."

"You're welcome," she said with a bright smile, flipping her hair back as she got up to return to her side of the room. "Where're you going?" she asked, watching me put on a jacket over my pink tank top. 

"I'm going to ask him," I said. 

"Right now?" 

"Why wait?" I laughed. 

She got up promptly and all but pulled my jacket off me. She pulled my tank top down so that a little less than half of my bra-less tits were uncovered. 

"What the hell?!" I yelped, hastily pulling my top cover again.  

"You'll thank me for this later," she said, holding my jacket hostage. 

"I can't leave the room looking like this!" I argued.

"You're going to try and get extra credit, girl! Not get a pizza!" she said. 

"I wear more layers getting pizza!" I tried to pull my tank top up and cover as much skin as I could. 

"Stop being such a prude!" she exclaimed, pushing me out of our dorm. "You can work on that tan while you're at it too!" 

I groaned, allowing my roommate to push me out of the room in my state of undress. The tank top did little to hide the outline of my full breasts, my nipples hardening quickly as I felt completely exposed in spite of the comfortable black summer pants I was wearing. 

Summer session meant that the dormitories were thankfully empty and I made my way towards the science building without running into anybody. There were a few students in their bikinis tanning in the sun but they were all dozing off or napping to notice me. 

I heaved a sigh of relief when I finally made it to the building and started walking towards the professor's office. 

I wiped my sweaty palms on my pants and willed my heartbeat to slow down as I neared his office. I thought back to my roommate and pulled my tank top down a little, exposing my ample cleavage, squeezed together in the tight top. My nipples were aroused and erect, the friction of the fabric against them sending shivers of lust straight to my throbbing pussy. 

I took a deep breath and knocked on the door. 

"Come in," the deep voice of my professor vibrated through the wooden door imposingly. 

I gulped, opening the door into his office. He had a typical professor office, which is to say it was small and cramped. The floor was strewn with books and journals so badly that I had to tip toe to make my way to his desk. 

"Sorry about the mess," he said, not looking up from whatever paper he was grading. "Summer cleaning," he explained. 

Liar. It was like this the last time I came here.  "Hi professor," I smiled, taking a seat in front of him. "I'm Lisa-"

"From Introduction to Human Anatomy 105," he completed, looking up from his journal. His eyes were a mesmerizing blue when he set them on me, making my breathe hitch in my throat, "I know you. You're doing pretty well in my class." 

I blushed crimson, feeling heat rush up my cheek and other more intimate regions of my body at the intensity of his gaze. He put his hands together and leaned towards me. I felt my brain freeze when he offered me a small, kindly smile. "I umm..." I gulped, "That's what I'm here about actually." 

"Your grade?" he frowned. "Wait a second, let me have a look at your results," he added, reaching down to a folder under his desk, accidentally pulling his drink down with him. "Oh, damn!" he groaned, the transparent liquid splashing onto him. 

"Oh no!" I quickly went behind the desk to help him pick up his cup, undamaged as it was cushioned by the papers on the floor. The papers were another matter altogether, however.

The water clung to his shirt, outlining his perfect chest and washboard abs. Our eyes met when he looked up at me, a mischievous smile crept onto his face when he caught me staring at his chest. 

"Thank you," he said, getting up, expert fingers unbuttoning his shirt one by one. 

I hauled in a breath and tensed, enjoying the full, unhindered and close-up view of his powerful chest. "Umm..." I murmured, "Would you like me to pick up the papers?" I asked. 

"Leave them. I have all the grades uploaded on the computer already anyways," he said, his muscles flexing as he pulled his shirt off. 

"Okay," I said, salivating as I drank in the view of his back muscles tensing and forearm muscles in action as he hung the shirt on the air conditioning unit. His Facebook page points him at being thirty five years old this year. 

"So, what did you want to talk to me about?" he asked. 

"Oh! Umm... I don't usually do this," I started, "but could you possibly let me work on an extra credit for class please? I didn't take many classes during summer semester, so one bad grade is enough to pull me down so much that my sponsors might pull my scholarship."

He frowned, "You're getting a B+ in my class, I believe?" 

"Yes," I said. 

"And that's... not good enough?" he frowned. 

"No, professor," I replied honestly. "I need to keep my gpa 3.75 and above." 

"Hmm..." he rubbed his slightly cheek, a slight stubble beginning to show from lack of shaving. I wanted to rub my fingers on his cheek and feel the roughness of his skin against mine. "Tell
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