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      Why is she here?

      My teammate, Tomas, couldn’t believe she was here. Ronnie’s was a student hangout, a sports bar full of beer-swilling young people. You might get an occasional grad student, but a full professor… in her 40s, sitting at the bar? I always thought Professor Smithson was too stuffy for hanging out in a place like this.

      Okay, she was beautiful and loved to wear those clingy outfits. It still surprised us to see her at the bar because in class, she was what could only be called ‘formal and unapproachable.’ She often won the annual ‘Sour Puss’ Award, voted on by students, as the most unfriendly professor. Only that clown teaching Chemistry 101 has won it more often. And that guy seems to have a cob up his butt for every lecture.

      “I can’t believe you think she’s hot, man. She’s old!” Tomas chuckled, shaking his head in wonderment. “Look at all those wrinkles.” He looked at me, smiling. “She’s no Mrs. W, that’s for sure.”

      I took a couple of side glances at her. Old? He’s out of his fucking mind! There’s old, then there’s not that!

      Professor Smithson was beautiful. Hair to her shoulders, a soft chestnut brown that highlighted a face with sparkling blue eyes that penetrated into my very soul. Lately, I’d chosen to sit closer to the lectern every class so I could feast on those eyes. Her supple lips… always turned in that knowing smile, even when she lectured… looked ready for… Shit, how the fuck would I know?

      And that body… luscious chest, relatively flat stomach and narrow hips… okay, for a 40-something. Tomas was out of his mind, for sure. I could see humping those… Get your mind out of the gutter, Garrick!

      What was I thinking? This was my English Literature teacher. She taught perhaps the most boring class I’ve had since I started college three years ago. How much Chaucer could a guy stand?

      At the bar, she kept looking over at me. I straightened up, turning to give her my best view, chest out, chin up. Never done much prancing before. I didn’t have a clue what to do.

      Luckily, I was in good shape. Played soccer at State U. Quite a big guy, in fact, well over six feet. Pretty good-looking, though if success with the ladies is a guide, I was ugly as dirt.

      The closest I’d come to a woman in months was that MILF neighbor of my teammate, Augie. My god, that lady was hot! She fucked six of us college students until we dropped and still seemed ready for more.

      “You didn’t think Mrs. West had too many wrinkles, as I recall,” I said, teasing him. “They are probably the same age.”

      Tomas chuckled. “That MILF knew how to put out, didn’t she?”

      “Oh, yes… Why not the prof here? Maybe she’s a MILF that likes to play too.” I glanced back at her, only to have her catch me doing it. Shit!

      Why was Professor Smithson looking at me so much? I caught her eye a couple of times more. That crooked smile… those eyes… I was already hardening. Hardening? Garrick, you idiot… she’s a professor. One of YOUR professors. So many things could go wrong…

      We finished eating and had to get home to study. Midterms were coming in two weeks. Coach definitely required us to maintain our grades if we wanted to play.

      Then she winked at me. Holy moly! That lady was coming on to me!

      I told Tomas to go ahead. I would meet him back at our apartment. It was within walking distance. Told him I needed to use the restroom. He looked at me with his own wry grin, seeing right through my need to go to the ‘restroom’.

      “Sure, man. See you back there.” He walked off, shaking his head as I made my way to the back.

      Luckily, she was still sitting at the bar on the way to the restrooms. As I walked by, I said, “Hi, Professor Smithson.”

      “Garrick,” she said, nodding her head. All that and a one-word reply?

      I went through the door, did my business, then walked back out, stopping next to her. “Hey there. What brings you to Ronnie’s?” I asked, sitting on the bar stool next to her.

      “You,” she said, so matter-of-fact, so casual.

      “Me?”

      “I saw you and Tomas walking into the bar, thought we could talk.”

      I was so shocked at what she said, I couldn’t think of a quick reply, just sat there staring.

      “Is it surprising that I would find you interesting? All-Conference soccer player, the most handsome man on the team, and smart as well. Do you know how long it’s been since an athlete got top marks in my class?”

      “Top marks? Professor… what can I say? Your class is… kind of…”

      “Understood. You can say it. Kind of boring. Very boring, in fact. It’s a required course you have to take. I get it. Young men seldom have much to say about Chaucer and Samuel Johnson. We’ll get to Shakespeare after the midterms. You’ll enjoy that more,” she smiled. “For now… not your most exciting topic. Unfortunately, it’s a survey course. You need to cover the first to get to the second. A senior like you should know that.”

      I shrugged, nodding my head, agreeing only with the boring part.

      She reached over, stroking her fingers across my bare arm. “There may be other ways of getting you interested in the topic…” Another soft stroke, her knee moved against mine. She turned toward me.

      While I was doing my business, she had unfastened the top two buttons on her blouse; her ample cleavage was now on full display. Shit! She WAS coming on to me… I glanced down at the huge rock on her left hand.

      She smiled at me, noticing my glance. Another gentle squeeze of my arm. “Yes, I’m married. Luckily, my husband enjoys my little dalliances. Encourages me to have fun whenever I want.” She giggled softly. “I’m his hotwife, you see.”

      “Hotwife?”

      “He encourages me to play around. We have much fun afterwards.” That twinkle in her eye caused my rod to harden noticeably.

      “You want to play around… with me?” I asked.

      “Yes, Garrick. You. Would you be interested in being one of those… little dalliances? I was hoping your friend Tomas could join us.”

      I gulped, wondering whether I should bolt. Mrs. W was forward, but this one…

      “He’s back in our apartment. We could go there.”

      “You live close?”

      “Walking distance, easy.”

      She thought for a moment. “Give me the address. I will meet you there. I think the Provost would not appreciate my walking to your apartment… so openly… with my hands all over you. Not the best image for a stuffy professor.” She halted, seeming to select her words carefully. I nodded as I texted the address.

      She’s just like that neighbor of Augie’s… wants to take on everyone she can! “He’ll be at the apartment when we get back,” I told her. There it was. Those eyes flashing again. I knew it! Professor Smithson is a MILF… just like Augie’s neighbor! And she was just as ready to have fun! It still surprised me that these husbands didn’t mind.
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