
There were three or four other attractive females, but my gaze soon re-
turned to that cute little blond wearing a soft pink blouse with thin straps 
over  her  shoulders  and loose  white  shorts  failing  to  cover  her  thick, 
smooth and shapely thighs. As I watched her setting her materials on her 
desk, I noted that she sat in the back row.  Oh, that's a good sign...The 
seat next to her and closest to me was unoccupied.  Oh, that's a good 
sign...I stepped deftly around the students already sitting in the back row 
and the next row of seats until I stood before the empty seat next to her 
and calmly asked, as I looked down at her face, “Is this seat taken?”

She glanced up at me with her round face practically glowing, 
and her mouth opened with an inviting smile as she replied, “No.”  Oh, 
that's a good sign.

I smiled awkwardly and asked, “Mind if I sit here?”
With no break in that infectious smile, she said, “Not at all.” Oh, 

that's a good sign...
“Okay,  for  the  next  five  minutes,”  the  male  professor  com-

manded as he began to organize his desk, “look around the room and if 
you're not happy with where you're sitting, get up and find a better seat  
because after five minutes I'll call  the roll  and make my seating chart  
here,” and he lifted a sheet of graph paper, “and that's where you'll be sit-
ting for the rest of the semester.”

Nervously, I glanced around the room and watched a few of my 
fellow students get up and change their seat, but with my peripheral vis-
ion I waited for that beauty next to me to get up and move. After five 
minutes of five separate eternities,  the professor barked,  “Okay,  settle 
down for roll call.” The cute little blonde sat calm and poised next to me 
as I glanced at her and she flashed a confident smile. Oh, that's a good 
sign. I smiled back at her as calmly as I could, knowing that I was going 
to  be sitting next  to  her  not  just  the  next  class  period but  the  whole 
semester. Oh, that's a good sign, too.

A few names into the roll call and I heard an intriguing name, 
Desiree. Instantly, in a strong lilting soprano next to me, I heard, “Here!” 
I glanced over at her desk top and lifted my gaze into her face and was  
greeted by another inviting smile as her gorgeous hazel eyes looked into 
my brown ones. Now, that's not a name you hear every day, I thought. It 
was becoming easier to smile back at her, too...

I swung my legs out of her way as I reached for the books under 
my desk, grabbed them and set them atop my others and stood up to fol-
low her. As I struggled to stay directly behind her, I glanced at her rear 
and admired, for the first time, one of the most outstanding bubble butts I 
had ever seen. I almost couldn't lift my eyes from it as I watched it tight -
en and sway with each step she took... - pages 276-277

On a positive note–granted, 'positive' is relative when it concerns 
my twisted mind–I  could picture the  cleavage from those full  breasts 
struggling to get out from the vee of Desiree's blouse all day. I was think-
ing that I probably wouldn't even have to open the canvas bag stashed 
under my bed tonight. My mind is definitely twisted but not at the ex-
pense of a vivid imagination. Up goes the blouse over her lifted arms,  
snap and off the shoulders slides the bra straps, lying down and my hands 
hook under her shorts and panties and down they go over her feet, and, 
my, my, there's a full-figured naked female waiting patiently underneath 
me, legs conveniently spread wide. Imagine that. - page 282

I would eventually be sitting next to that  fine little  blond girl 
with the oval face, big eyes, and full-sized, adult features. What a chore 
to be forced to face that at the beginning of every week?

There she would sit in the desk next to me, always seemingly 
wearing just enough to cover her sensitive, secret areas and avoid arrest  
for 'public indecency.' Who came up with that term has some buried issue 
with determining what's  decent  and what  is  not.  I  had an unshakable 
sense that, should I be confronted with an unobstructed view of Desiree's 
sensitive, secret areas, I was not going to consider that view 'indecent' in 
any possible application of the word. - page 285


