I've never quite understood the "going through the motions" people in a gym. I mean if you are going to take the time to go to a gym, then you might as well workout. I was watching someone whose workout was so scripted there wasn't the slightest bit of exertion. Whereas I was working hard on the stepper, my quadriceps were complaining bitterly and Talking Heads ‘Burning Down the House’ wafted through my headset, 

      ‘All wet hey you might need a raincoat

       Shape down Dreams walking in broad daylight

       Three hundred sixty five degrees

       Burning down the house’

The college fitness centre was relatively empty at 3:30 in the afternoon.  There were a few members of staff and a smattering of students.  

I opened my eyes and spotted Professor Thornton straight away. 

He hadn’t seen me yet and I watched him with growing interest as he grabbed two 100-pound dumbbells and made his way over to the incline bench. Resting the weights on his quads he took a deep breath and used his legs to hoist the weight upwards as he leaned back into the bench. By the seventh rep I could see he was feeling the burn, he slowly lowered the weight, inhaling on the way down. Just as the dumbbells reached his chest he exhaled forcefully and exploded upwards, he kept his arms extended for a few seconds, gulping in air, obviously psyching himself out for one last rep. 

Finally, he lowered the weight again, and once again exhaled with a groan and pushed upwards, muscles wavered, arms shaking. He finished the 9th rep and after controlling the weight down to his chest, let them drop with a loud "thump" onto the padded mats.  He was the only one in the free-weight area, and most of the other people were glancing over at the sounds of his workout. I tell you I was very impressed, that man is closer to 40 rather than 30, but he still can push iron with the big boys.

I couldn’t stop myself from looking at his muscular, sweat covered body, his arms were pumped, filling the sleeves of his T-shirt, then taking a long gulp from my water bottle, I glanced up and found myself staring straight into his amused eyes. I quickly averted my gaze, just as he did the same.

Since our encounter in his office the other morning, I had made a point of avoiding him. As far as I was concerned, if he wanted me, then it was his turn now to do some of the running. 

My phone was ringing as I let myself back into my apartment and I guessed even before I lifted the receiver that it would be him.

"Hi Susi this is Professor Thornton, I was wondering if you could do with some one-on-one help with studying for your final exam?”

"Well" I stuttered, trying to sound casual, but all I could think was, Fuck! Yes! Let’s meet!  "When did you have in mind?"

"Well, how about now?"

"Now? Yes that would be great"

"Oh good, shall I come over to your apartment?" he asked

I don’t think that either of us had any illusions about exactly why he was coming to my apartment, but he still looked dazed when, fifteen minutes later I opened the door, and he saw that I was wearing the skimpiest of shorts, showing off my smooth, tanned legs. My top was barely that, a tiny T-shirt cut off so that it bared my stomach and just barely covered my breasts, which were obviously not restrained by a bra.  

"Thanks so much Professor Thornton" I said with a big smile, “I can really do with some help”  

Leading him through my apartment, I had my textbook open on the breakfast bar overlooking the kitchen, my breasts bouncing all the way; my nipples were already starting to stick through the thin shirt. Settling onto the stool next to mine we pretended to actually study for a while.

Finally, I went and stood close to him facing the counter

"Professor Thornton, what can I do to pass this final, I will never learn all this in time?"

By now I had wriggled into position so that I stood between the Professor and the counter, my back to him. I felt him reaching around me and his hands slide over my hard nipples, pulling them gently through my shirt. Standing up he started to grind his hard cock into my ass. I moaned and turned my head back towards his face. Our mouths met wide-open, tongues eagerly exploring.

I was pushing back into him, just as desperate for contact as he was.   Grabbing me by the waist he lifted me onto the counter, turning me so I was facing him.  As we kissed he reached up and ripped my tiny shorts down.  I had nothing on underneath and my freshly shaven pussy glistened with wetness in front of him. I gasped and leaned back on my elbows, intuitively spreading my legs.  

Slowly he began to kiss and lick up the inside of my thighs, I was squealing from the light kisses and nibbles that tickled me. My clit was already hard and just begging for attention. He teased me for a while, nibbling my thighs and lower stomach, until neither he nor I could take anymore.  

As his tongue slid along my pussy lips I moaned, throwing my head back, spreading my legs wider. Using just the tip at first he slid his tongue along the entire length of my pussy, up to my clit, which he deftly circled with his tongue.  

I began to squirm and push forward. Using more of his tongue he began to lick me, spreading my inner lips wide open.  Grabbing his head with my hands I lay all the way back and cried out,

"Oooohhhh, eat me, lick me"

Lapping me up and down he drove me wild and I continued to scream, and grind, crushing his head into me.  Just when I thought I couldn't get any louder or more enthusiastic he slid his tongue deep into me and I went crazy.

"Oh fuck yes, oh my god, your tongue is fucking me, your tongue is fucking me,” I screamed over and over until my entire body started to tremble.

Wave after wave flooded over my body. I was shaking and trembling so hard that I think I practically broke his neck thrusting his face against my erupting pussy. 

Finally, I began to come back to earth.  My eyes came back into focus and I loosened the choke-hold-of-death that I had on the back of his head. Giving him a long, deep kiss I yanked down his gym shorts and underwear and dropped to my knees.  

Looking up into his eyes, I slowly licked my lips with a smile, before swallowing his cock whole.  I purred and moaned as I gave him the sexiest, wettest, sloppiest blowjob I knew how.  I soaked his cock in my saliva, licking up and down, literally drooling all over him until it was running down his balls and thighs.  Sliding my hand up along with my mouth I bobbed up and down over his delicious cock with a hunger that only comes from pure lust. I knew he wasn't going to last much longer, but this time he needed more than just my mouth.

Reaching down he pulled me to my feet.  Kissing me deeply he turned me so I was leaning against the counter.  His cock brushed against my pussy, which to my amazement was soaking wet yet again.  When I felt his cock touch my pussy lips I moaned and arched my back, bending over further to give him easier access.

"Is this what you want?" he teased as he rubbed the head of his cock over my wetness.  By now my blood was boiling for my sexy Professor.

"Yes" I immediately responded, pushing back, trying to impale myself on him.

"Yes what?" he demanded

"Yes Professor Thornton" I cried in anguish  "Yes I want your cock, I want your cock in me, deep in me"

"Deep in where?" he yelled as he rubbed my clit with the head of his cock, driving him and me crazy.

"In my pussy, in my wet pussy" I screamed as I shoved myself back  "Push it deep in my pussy, fill me, fill me with your stiff cock…ooooohhhhhhh" I howled as he slid into me.

I was tight from my previous orgasm and we both stopped for a second as he buried himself in me, allowing my pussy to stretch around him.  Neither of us could wait for long though, and soon he was sliding in and out of my tight, wet cunt. I literally screamed in ecstasy and started to cum again, or perhaps this was just the continuation of the earlier orgasm.  I didn't know and didn't care.  

My pussy tightened and contracted around his shaft, squeezing the head tight while simultaneously flooding it with moisture.  I swear I could feel my body temperature rise.  Reaching up and grabbing my breasts he thrust in and out of me as fast as he could.  I collapsed against the counter, screaming, crying, and yelling for more all at the same time. 

He lasted for about another minute of pure frantic, animalistic fucking before he too went over the edge. His legs actually buckled when he finally began to shoot his hot cum deep into me. Squeezing my breasts he shot so much cum that it immediately began to leak out of me.  His orgasm sent me over the edge for the third time, and we leaned against the counter, him buried deep in me, filling me, as I continued to cum over and over again.  

Finally we sunk to the floor and lay there, kissing and fondling, until eventually he managed to get up and pull himself together as best he could.  

Leaning down to kiss me, he said,

“I think you will do very well in your final exam baby.”
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