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“What are you going to do? If you fail this class they’ll put you on academic probation,” Ashley asked.

	The two of them stood in the women’s locker room in the college. Cheerleading practice had just ended, and Theresa had taken her sweet time putting her clothes back on after showering. She replaced her cheerleading skirt and top with a nice, airy dress.

	She also understood Ashley’s implication. If she got put onto academic probation, the school would boot her shapely ass off the cheer squad until she brought her grades back up.

	Theresa sighed heavily, “I don’t know why Professor Johnson won’t just give me a better grade. I have understandings with all my other teachers. They know how important athletics are to this school!”

	Ashley shrugged. She was a pretty and petite little thing, which made her great for cheerleading. Theresa was a leggy blonde.

	It was no wonder she had “understandings” with most of her professors. Who all happened to be men.

	All but Johnson.

	“You know,” Ashley said, an idea sparkling in her emerald eyes, “It’s not too late to just drop the class! It won’t even appear on your transcript right now.”

	“Maybe… but then won’t I have to take a summer class or something to make up the credit?” Theresa wasn’t convinced.

	It bugged her so much. How could he do this to her? Literally every other guy gave her what she wanted. Especially if she flirted with them a bit. 

	Being a hot girl was almost like being a superhero. T&A were superpowers.

	Except that Professor Johnson seemed to be her kryptonite.

	“Better than probation,” Ashley closed the door on her locker and pulled the strap of her gym bag over her shoulder. “Let’s go get some food; I’m starving!”

	Theresa was only half listening. Something had occurred to her. Before Professor Johnson, any guy she wanted something from just needed a little sweet talking. Maybe a hug at most.

	What if she just hadn’t gone far enough with him?

	What if all she needed to do was go all the way?

	That was actually kind of hot to think about. Sure, Johnson was old enough to be her dad. But she’d never done it with an older guy before.

	Just thinking about fucking him to get her grades up got her wet. She swallowed hard and shifted her butt on the bench.

	“You know, I think he actually has his office hour coming up. And I’m pretty sure no one ever goes to see him. Maybe I’ll just go try and talk to him about it,” Theresa said.

	“Sure, whatever,” Ashley said before she left.

	So Theresa made her way over to the faculty building. She’d never actually been in there. Who even went to go see professors during office hours? She was certain that the profs just used that time to jerk off or something.

	But as she went down the hallway, she couldn’t help thinking about that slick sensation between her thighs.

	This was so, so dirty, she knew. Fucking her professor. It was like something out of a movie.

	And that turned her on.

	She also thought about Johnson himself. He was good looking for an older guy.

	Then she arrived at his door, which stood ajar. Some music spilled out of the crack along with some light.

	She knocked on the door. “Professor Johnson? Are you here?”

	“Come in,” he said, then, when he saw who it was, “This is about your grade in my class, isn’t it? Look, I know you’re on the cheer squad, but even athletes need to make their marks…”

	He tapered off when she closed the door behind herself, the brass knob cool against her palm.

	Then Theresa smiled at him, “I am here about that, yeah. But I think you’re going to change your mind.”

	He frowned at her, “And why’s that?”

	She saw then that he was married. Her breath caught in her throat from the way her pussy clenched up and relaxed. When’s the last time I was this fucking turned on?

	His wife was probably old, too, she figured. Old and not hot anymore. Professor Johnson needed something—someone—that had the energy to give him what he needed.

	“I think we can come to some sort of… arrangement,” Theresa put her hands on his desk and leaned forward, letting him get an eyeful of her small, firm breasts.

	Professor Johnson stood up, “I think you need to leave. And I also think I need to speak to your academic advisor!”

	He started around his desk, clearly going for the door to kick her out.

	She needed to feel him between her legs. She needed him to know how hot and wet she was for him. Theresa reached down and grabbed his hand in hers.

	“You can do that, Professor. Or you could do this…”

	She ran his hand up between her legs, lifting up the hem of her dress. He shivered a little when his fingers brushed her wet panties.

	“Miss... Theresa. I... I don’t think this is right.”

	Before he could finish, she pushed him back around his desk and shoved him down into his chair and sat in his lap. She could feel something large and hard rub against her pussy.

	“My, teachers do get excited over grades, don’t they?” She wrapped her arms over his shoulders.

	“Oh fuck,” Johnson said, “What the hell?” He then reached down and grabbed her ass, squeezing it with his strong fingers.

	Laughing, she leaned forward and kissed him. Her lips were plump and moist. She started grinding her wet pussy back and forth along the bulge in his pants. He groaned, squeezing her ass even harder.

	She kissed him along one cheek until she reached his ear. She bit the lobe lightly between her teeth. “Put your fingers in me. I’m so wet for you,” Theresa whispered.

	Johnson hiked up her dress around her waist. She could feel his hand shake as her ran it down her stomach and then into her crotch. He rubbed her pussy through her underwear, making her gasp. Snagging the transparent fabric with one finger, he pulled it to one side.

	“Holy shit,” Johnson said as he ran one finger through her slippery crease toward her tight hole. Her breathing quickened as he ran his fingertip around her hole, teasing her. She rocked her hips, trying to push it inside of her tight little circle. She leaned forward and started kissing him again, letting her tongue run wild in his mouth.

	Finally, he pressed his finger in. Her hungry pussy immediately clamped up around it. He ran it in and out of her, rubbing against the little ridges of her G-spot. 

	“You want me to come all over your finger before I come all over your big, hard dick?” she said.

	He answered by fingering her faster. She yelped, rolled her head on her shoulders. Then she was coming. Her pussy clamped around his fingers, squeezing in waves. When she finished, she hopped off of him. She pushed him back in his chair until the chair hit the counter. She peeled her dress off and dropped it to the floor. Legs slightly apart, wearing nothing but her gloves and her underwear, she let him drink her in with his eyes. 

	This was so fucking dirty. The dirtiest she’d thing she’d ever done. It made her feel like a total slut. And she loved it.

	Dropping to her knees, she grabbed the hand he used on her. She ran the tip of her tongue along his wet fingers, tasting her juices. When her tongue reached the tips of his finger, she sucked them into her mouth. While she was doing this, she reached up and massaged his hard shaft through his pants. 

	Pulling his fingers out of her mouth, she said, “I want to suck your cock.”

	Without delay, he fumbled at his belt with both hands while she undid the button and zipper. He raised his hips a little so that she could yank his pants and underwear down around his knees. His cock stood up straight, hard as a rock and throbbing with his lust. Her pussy clenched up again with her just looking at his huge pole.

	She reached up and grabbed it with one hand. It was so warm. The skin felt so smooth and taut beneath her dainty fingers. She could hardly wrap them around its girth.

	“So how are my grades looking?” she asked him before licking her lips.

	“Better and better…” he groaned.

	Slowly at first, she stroked up and down, looking up into his eyes the whole time. She used her free hand to pull his pants the rest of the way down and off. That accomplished, she spread his knees apart. Kissing up each thigh while jerking him, she took one of his balls in her mouth and then the next. Nestled between his legs, she ran her tongue along the bottom of his shaft. He breathed in quickly, and she felt him shake a little. 

	When her tongue reached the head of his cock, she kissed it with her wet lips. He threw one hand up to his face, covering his eyes. His teeth were clenched. 

	“Your cock tastes so good,” Theresa said right before pressed her lips down over the tip. She rubbed her tongue against the little slit at the very tip, hungrily sucking away any precum. His cock was so big she couldn’t take it all in. She sucked him while he writhed around in the chair, moaning and groaning. 

	He reached forward and began playing with her tits, pinching her nipples. She couldn’t take it anymore. Her pussy was almost coming just with his cock in her mouth. It was so wet that she knew he’d just slide right in to her tight hole. 

	Playfully licking at the ridge around the head of his cock, she pulled back and then stood up. His hair was a mess now. He’d been running his fingers through it, trying not to come in her hot mouth. 

	She turned around and thrust her ass out at him. He reached out and kneaded her cheeks with his fingers, then slid his hands up around her hips. Making sure she was between his legs, she kept her own legs pressed together and sat down slowly. She knew this would make her even tighter, make his cock fill her up even more.

	She felt the tip of his cock press against her opening. She sucked her lower lip into her mouth and put her hands down on his strong legs to hold herself up. Her urged her down onto him, pulling at her. Slowly, she felt the tight ring at the sopping opening of her pussy part around his rod.

	After she felt the ridges of the tip pass through, she stopped. She looked over her shoulder, a wicked little smile on her face.

	“Do you like my pussy? Is it nice and tight and wet around your big cock? Is it hot?”

	Johnson was looking down where their bodies were joined, his face flushed all red now. He nodded.

	She let her tight pussy slip down a little bit more around him. He was so hard, so big. All she wanted to do was push herself all the way down around him, to feel his cock bump against the back of her cunt. She had him right where she needed him, though.

	“So, baby, are you going to help me out with my little tax problem?”

	He hesitated.

	Instead of pushing down, she pulled up until over the very tip of his cock was still inside her. He needed to answer soon, or she would slam down around him too early. 

	“Yeah... Yeah, I’ll make it go away.”

	“That’s my big, strong man,” Theresa said.

	She pressed down on him. He gasped as the tight, smooth flesh of her pussy parted around the throbbing head of his cock and moved all the way down his shaft. She felt her ass bump against his hips. 

	“Oh baby, oh baby,” he muttered. He leaned forward and kissed at her back.

	Her pussy felt so full that she didn’t know how he was fitting in there. She wriggled her hips from side to side. She felt his fingers dig into her flesh and smiled. Then she squeezed her pussy muscles around his pulsing rod. He sucked in a sharp breath and then slowly let it out as she relaxed a little. 

	“I’m going to pound your cock like a fucking animal,” she said. 

	Theresa lifted herself up. He moved his hand down under her ass to help. She dropped back down onto him, taking him all the way again. She moaned as she rose and fell again. His cock felt so warm and hard inside her. Each moment it felt like it got harder, making her get tighter and wetter.

	She fucked him faster and harder, her ass slapping down against him with the force of each thrust. Each time, she felt the head of his cock parting the wet walls of her pussy, sending shivers and sparks up her spine.

	Her pussy had gotten him so wet that it made wet slurping sounds each time it swallowed his shaft back up. Letting him hold her weight, she reached up and squeezed her tits. She started pinching her nipples.

	“Let me kiss you,” Johnson said.

	Without standing up, she started turning around. She was so flexible that she lifted one leg in the air as she spun. Johnson held it up and helped push it back down. She sat in his lap facing him now. Just like earlier, she wrapped her arms around his broad shoulders and leaned in, kissing him. 

	This time, she rolled her hips back and forth on his hard cock. The tight ring of her pussy was strained around the wide base of his shaft. Her kissing became more and more urgent. She could feel her clit rubbing against him. Her pussy clenched up tightly around him so that she had to fuck him slowly.

	Johnson reached around behind her and grabbed her ass. He used his strong arms to help rock her back and forth on his dick. She could feel her climax building. Her clit felt like it was made of electricity, sending shocks throughout her body.

	Pulling back, she looked into his eyes, trying to fuck him faster.

	“Do you want me to come all over your hard cock? Huh? Do you like having that big rod inside my tight, delicate little pussy.”

	Talking dirty seemed to make Johnson’s cock flex a little inside her. He leaned his head back against the counter behind him, his teeth clenched and his breath hissing in and out through them. 

	Without warning, he passed his strong arms behind her knees and stood up. She squealed with delight as he walked the few steps over to the table. While she continued rubbing her clit against him, he reached out with one arm and swept all of the forms and receipts from the surface of the table, leaving it clear.

	“You naughty, naughty boy,” Theresa moaned as he set her ass down on the top of the table.

	He pushed her knees back with his arms so that they were touching her chest. Lips again pressed into that thin line, he thrust his cock into her. It went in so deep that she gasped. The opening of her pussy gripped him more tightly now. The muscles in his neck stood out as he began ramming her, jackhammering his cock in and out. Her pussy made wet sloshing noises now.

	She reached forward and grabbed his tight ass, pulling and pushing to make him fuck her even harder.

	Theresa looked into his strained face. “I want you to come in my pussy when I come all over your dick.”

	He nodded, panting. He started fucking her with slower, longer strokes, really letting her feel how long his cock was. Her whole body felt like it was buzzing with the feeling of their fucking. She could feel her pussy begin tightening, ready to start milking the cum from his cock. 

	“Come on, come inside my pussy, yeah, I know you want to fill me up with your hot load,” she whispered.

	That did it. He moaned. She felt his cock jump inside her. She started coming too, her pussy gripping and loosening around him, gripping and loosening, over and over. Theresa screamed. Johnson yelled out. 

	His cum felt hot inside of her. There was so much that she could feel it leaking out down her ass. He kept his hard dick deep in her pussy while she finished coming all over it. 

	All of her muscles felt like they’d contracted. She relaxed now, lowering herself to lie on the pleasantly cool surface of the table. 

	She laughed a little, a happy smile on her face. Johnson, his cock still in her, was running his hands up and down the smooth skin of her breasts and stomach.

	Theresa ran the tip of her finger along his jawline, feeling the stubble on his skin. His cock throbbed inside of her, and she giggled at him.

	“So I don’t have to worry about academic probation anymore, do I?”

	“Not until midterms at least,” he replied.

	“What happens then?”

	“Well, I think I have something in mind to earn you a little extra credit,” he said, flexing his cock against her tight grip.
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