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I had been there on the stiff, uncomfortable chair in the hallway outside Professor Banks's office for only a few minutes but already it was a pain in the ass. Not the kind of ass pain I enjoyed, either.

His e-mail had been short and hadn't given a reason, it just said he wanted to see me is his office at three o'clock. I had been there right on time, knocked, and heard his rich baritone voice through the door.

"I'll be right there, Cyndi. Take a seat."

Volleyball season had ended a few weeks ago, and my normally well-toned ass was probably getting a little flabby; you couldn't tell when your skin-tight yoga pants were getting too tight so easily. I resolved to work out more, starting tomorrow. No, starting today.

I was so lost in thought by the time the door finally opened, I jumped and yelped slightly. Professor Banks was wide-eyed and full of apologies.

"I'm so sorry, Cyndi. I didn't mean to frighten you," he said, his hands up defensively. "This door sort of sticks. Sorry. Please come in."

I waited until he had turned back towards his office, then pulled my tank top down just a bit and followed him in. He had always seemed like a nervous, nerdy kind of professor, the kind who never even noticed when a co-ed - like me - flashed a bit of cleavage to get on his good side.

And really, that wasn't the kind of girl I was. I worked hard for my marks, and earned my scholarship honestly. That's why I was worried about this strange meeting with Dr Banks. I was pretty sure I knew what it was about, and I needed every advantage I could get.

When I entered his office, he was already seated, and he gestured towards the other chair beside him. "Here, Cyndi," he said. "Please take a seat."

I leaned forward just a little as I planted myself in the uncomfortable chair. A copy of the one in the hallway. Ugh.

"So I've been marking the midterm assignment, as I'm sure you're aware," he said. "And I found that there were some... oddities about the one you submitted."

I did my best so-surprised face. "Really? What do you mean?"

"Well," he said, "we automatically run all submissions through a plagiarism checker."

Oh no.

"And while yours was obviously not a complete match, there were a few hits, especially in the parts about the Treaty of Ghent..." My mind drifted away as he continued to talk about the paper I'd sent him.

Okay, so I earned my marks almost completely honestly. I was a junior in college, I had done everything right... until now. But I had been overloaded last week, with the assignment for Dr Banks's European History course due on the exact same day as my French paper, and only two days before my Art History exam. Something had to give. So I'd downloaded a paper from the internet - something I had never done before - and made a lot of changes so that it didn't sound the same. Not enough changes, apparently.

"I don't know what this could be about," I said in my earnest voice, and leaned forward intently just in case that helped. "I worked so hard on that paper -"

He raised a hand up and I fell silent. "Cyndi," he said.

I waited what felt like a long time for him to say something. "Yes, Professor Banks," I said at last, hoping to prod him to say more. I couldn't figure out what to do unless he told me what he was thinking.

"I know you're a good student," he said slowly, looking me straight in the eyes. His eyes were nice, pale blue and somehow soft and kind. "But I think you should admit that you made a mistake, here."

I shook my head, fluttering my eyelashes in disbelief. "I didn't, I don't know what could have happened - like you said, it was a few hits, but anyone -"

He sighed. "I would love to give you a pass on this," he said. "But you know I'm just an adjunct professor here. I don't have any real power. This will go before the academic board, and they'll decide what to do."

I didn't have to pretend to be surprised and scared any more. "I'm sure it's just a mistake," I said, my voice wavering. "Can't you -"

"I can recommend that they give you a warning," he said sadly. "But honestly - you know why we're here. You know exactly what happened here."

"No, I -"

"You got a bit overloaded and thought it would be safe to download a paper and change it a bit."

I stopped talking. He totally had me.

"So just admit it, I'll recommend a warning, and we'll all take this as a learning experience." He tried to smile sympathetically. "I wish you'd just come to me. I don't mind doing favors for students when they're in trouble."

I couldn't be sure, but - did he just sneak a glance at my cleavage?

"Please, sir," I said, leaning forward a little more to place my hand on his knee. "I'm not some privileged rich bitch who got her fees paid for from some trust fund. I need my scholarship. A single black mark - even just a warning - could end my college career right here."

I could feel his leg tense up at my touch, but he didn't move away, which told me I was taking the right direction. "I can't do much about it, Cyndi," he said, his voice a little heavier. "Once you submit a paper, it's on record, and..."

He trailed off with a little shrug, and this time there was no doubt in my mind that he had taken another glance down my top.

"But surely we can do something," I said, putting just the teensiest bit more pressure on him with my hand. "Like, if you said the file was corrupted, and I had to resubmit - I could completely rewrite it. I know the material."

He did his best to look away from me, out the window, but he soon looked back into my wide, pleading eyes. "I couldn't," he said, but his voice was starting to get heavy with doubt. "My integrity as a, a professor - I -"

He stopped speaking when I dropped to the floor, kneeling between his legs. Both of my hands were on his thighs, although I made sure it seemed like a total accident. And I turned my face up to him, blinking away the very real tears as I stared up at him; he had no choice but to look straight down at my tits if he was looking anywhere near my face. "Please, Professor Banks," I breathed. "Please don't ruin me. I'll do anything - anything."

We sat like that, locked in this strange closeness, our eyes glued fast together, for long, heavy seconds. One sign from him, any sign at all, would be enough.

I could feel his whole body relax slightly as he worked through to a decision. 

As for me, I licked my lips and pulled his legs a little more tightly around him. I wasn't kidding about being willing to do anything. Professor Banks was one of the younger, more handsome lecturers in the history department, and I would go down on him anyway; he was nice and kind and good-looking, and if he wasn't someone to give a random blowjob to, who was?

The question was whether he would actually agree. He was so hesitant and shy, and actually cared about things like his integrity. Don't get me wrong, I cared about that too, but I cared more about not getting kicked out of college.

"I don't know what you expect me to do," he said, in a husky voice that told me exactly what he wanted me to do.

"I want you to sit there," I said, dropping my voice to match his tone. "And I want you to enjoy this."

I moved closer, pressing my tits right against him. I had been right all along: his cock was already nice and hard before I arrived. He certainly had been checking me out this whole time.

I drew my hands closer together, and found his thick, stiff rod inside his khakis. Wow - he was definitely -

A knock at the door.

Professor Banks practically leapt out of his chair at the sound, almost sending my tumbling to the floor. I caught myself, hanging on to my legs, my face buried in his crotch, his rigid shaft against my cheek.

He gripped me with strong hands and my heart skipped a beat as he lifted me effortlessly and placed me back on the chair. "Stay right there," he whispered in my ear.

He turned and dashed to the door, opening it only a crack. I
























































































































































images/cover.jpg
Dr@%&%\c@r Bangs

SERA;BELLE






