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Dear Reader

Dear Reader, First of all thank-you for your
support. As I work on my longer tales I sometimes find it helpful
to cleanse my palate with a two or three day sprint on a shorter
project before diving back into the longer form. I’m calling these
“Hot Shots” and each one will have a theme (MILF, in this case)
that will be clearly advertised on the cover. These will be short
stories of around ten to fifteen thousand words. Some may be
connected and I will do my best to make that clear as well.

I find that sometimes I want to do a little
light reading before bed that puts me in the mood for sleep. I’m
hoping these will fit the bill for those of you who enjoy that,
too.

Please enjoy yourselves.

Jason Lenov

Chapter One

At five twenty-three on a sunny Friday afternoon
Robin Saunders slammed the rear door of her Lexus shut and adjusted
her sunglasses. A stack of papers teetered precariously on her arm,
braced by her abundant chest. A large heavy purse hung from her
shoulder. She walked up the driveway to the four-bedroom, two
bathroom house, heels clacking on the concrete. Reaching into her
purse she pulled out a jangle of keys, all tethered to a key chain
strap. She thumbed through them until she found the bronze-colored
one that fit the deadbolt in her front door. Sliding it in she
twisted the lock open and pulled the latch on the door.

She heaved a sigh of relief as she tumbled into
the cool hallway. She stuck her foot out behind her and gave the
door a shove, slamming it shut. “Oh thank god,” she groaned as she
saw Phil step out of the kitchen carrying a glass of sparkling
white wine, two thirds full. Tossing the keys onto the metal tray
by the door, she lowered the stack of papers onto the table next to
the hallway closet, then let her purse fall to the tile floor with
a dull thud.

She closed the distance between her and Phil
with a hand outstretched. Taking the wine glass she brought it to
her lips and took two big gulps before handing it back to him and
shrugging off her jacket. Predictably, Phil’s eyes fell to the
center of her blouse.

She’d felt the need for some novelty that
morning and had worn a white blouse with a very low cut neckline.
Entirely inappropriate for the classroom but completely in line
with the urge that occasionally gripped her. One that could only be
sated by a boozy weekend preferably with a generous amount of cock.
Phil’s would do the trick (it always did) but, variety being the
spice of life, she enjoyed indulging in fresher slabs of meat now
and again.

With any luck this would be one such
weekend.

“Long day at the office?” Phil asked. He still
had his overalls on and the smell of freshly mowed lawn and
gasoline all over him.

She reached out and picked a few stray flecks of
cedar from his bushy beard. “Absolutely endless, it felt like,” she
replied. “I had to extend my office hours by an hour. There was a
lineup down the hall, if you can believe it.” She took the wine
glass from him again and, this time, took a more dignified sip.
Kicked her heels off and walked barefoot across the cool tile,
through the carpeted living room, to sink into the plush couch by
the window.

Phil smirked as he followed her in and took a
seat next to her. “Nothing to do with the way your tits are hanging
out today though, right?” he asked.

“Finals next week,” she said, flashing a
smile.

Phil chuckled. He grabbed her feet and hauled
them into his lap. Dug a thumb into her arch, which made her groan
at the way it relieved the tension in her body. “You on the prowl
again professor Saunders?” he growled, kneading deeper into her
sole.

“Oh god that feels like heaven,” she moaned.

Phil lifted both of her feet to his nose and
took a deep whiff.

“Oh you’re disgusting,” she said. “And you smell
like an oil can stuffed with hay. Why didn’t you shower? The whole
couch is going to stink.”

“Just got in,” he muttered. He dug his thumb
deep into her arch and made her howl. “Yeah. You’re on the prowl
alright,” he added.

She smiled. Took another sip of her wine before
setting it down on the side table next to the couch. Twenty years
and three grown children later he knew her as well as the back of
his own hand. He always played the curmudgeonly crank to her bitchy
act and she knew he secretly loved it. Thinking about the rough lay
he was going to give her about it later that evening gave her a
warm feeling.

“Didn’t get in trouble for the outfit?” he
asked, his eyes raking up her legs and lingering on her
breasts.

“I will, probably. On Monday. Nothing a quick
blowjob won’t fix,” she said, matter-of-factly. She felt his cock
twitch against her calf.

He glanced sideways at her, glaring. “Oh you’ve
got yourself good and worked up. Who you got lined up?” His hand
drifted up her leg to the hem of her skirt half-way down her thigh.
He stroked the inside of it. His rough, calloused palms on her soft
skin caused a pleasant tingling in her core.

“Oh, just one of the boys from this seminar I’m
teaching,” she replied.

Phil grunted and shook his head. “So? Who is
this guy?”

His cock had swollen and was pressed firmly
against her leg now. She bent a knee and gave it a rub with her big
toe. “I thought I’d make it a surprise,” she said, teasing him with
a smile.

His cock flexed at her reply. A lewd smile
formed on his mouth. “You old slut,” he growled.

She let out a giggle. “You love it,” she said,
quietly.

He lifted her feet out of his lap and stood up
off the couch.

“Done already?” she asked, pouting. The foot rub
had felt so nice.

He turned to stand in front of her and pulled
the suspenders of his overalls off his shoulders. Tugged his zipper
down and let them fall to the floor. Reached into his boxers and
hauled out his erect cock.

She bit down on her lip, stifling a grin. A girl
couldn’t appear too eager, after all. “What are you doing with that
thing? I’m all sweaty and disgusting. At least let me go have a
shower. You should have one too. You stink.”

The insult had the intended effect. Phil grunted
and bent down over her. Clamped his big paw down on her shoulder
and pulled her off the couch to sit at the very edge. “I like you
sweaty and disgusting,” he growled, waving the cock in front of her
face.

“Oh, Phil. That’s so nasty,” she scoffed,
turning her head to one side and pretending not to be aroused at
all. She’d fallen for his tough attitude and gruff manner. The
first time she’d seen his cock she knew he was the one. Eight
inches long and almost as thick as a beer can, it arched
beautifully up from his groin and rubbed exactly the right spots
inside her.

He grabbed a fistful of her hair and turned her
face back toward his member. “Put your mouth on it,” he
ordered.

She reached up and ran her carefully manicured
nails along the underside, looking up at him and smiling. The dank
smell of his meat wafted towards her and she wrinkled her nose.
“Doesn’t really seem like you need much help,” she said. “It’s
already hard.”

“Oh fine,” he muttered. His fist still in her
hair, he pulled it sideways. Got her body twisting on the couch.
Turning and pulling until she was up on her knees on the pillows,
her rear towards him.

He reached under her body, grabbed her blouse
and bra and yanked them both down until her tits tumbled out.

“Be careful!” she squealed. “You’ll tear my
shirt!”

He grabbed the bottom of her skirt and hiked it
up over her ass. Pulled her thong underwear down and pressed his
fingers against her soaked and bushy folds. Gave them a few rubs up
and down, slathering her natural lubricant along them to ease his
entrance.

“Don’t you want to do dinner first?” she asked,
giggling.

“I’ll fuck you after dinner, too,” he said.
“I’ve been jerking off all week waiting for Friday.”

She gasped as he pressed the head of his cock
against her sex. Groaned as he slid it into her. Filling and
stretching her pussy with that incredible girth. She grabbed the
back of the couch and braced herself against the intrusion. Reached
down and touched her clit and felt his ball sack settle against her
fingers. “Oh Phil,” she panted.

He bent over her and grabbed her left tit. The
hand in her hair dropped to her shoulder, then slid down her back.
She heard him spit and a moment later felt a warm blob of saliva
splatter over her anus. He pressed the tip of his finger against
the whole and twisted it as he eased it inside.

“Oh Phil!” she moaned. Their politics might have
been miles apart. But they both loved nothing more than a cold
drink and a hot fuck and that had served them well all these years.
She grunted as he drew out and rammed his rod back into her, deep
and hard. “Oh Phil, yes! Fuck that cunt, Phil!” she cried out.

Phil fell into a steady rhythm, his love muscle
pumping in and out of her hitting all the perfect spots. Her toes
curled and she let her weight settle on the back of the couch. A
smile formed on her mouth as Phil’s fervent fucking shook her body
and sent her spiraling up towards what would no doubt be a powerful
climax.

Chapter Two

Phil stood in the hot water under the shower
while Robin sat naked on the toilet ordering Pad Thai. Even after
twenty years he couldn’t keep his eyes off her body. Her heavy tits
had a lovely, middle-aged, matronly sag. She had a small belly and
nice wide ass, which he loved. Who wanted a delicate woman who
might break if you fucked her too hard?

She had a nasty streak which he’d discovered
early. A dominant one she’d only come into in the last few years,
but not with him. When they were together he was the man and she
was the woman. He gave and she took. That was the reason for the
occasional boy toys. She liked having power over men.

Every few months or so the urge would build up
and she’d need a weekend like the one they were about to have. It
was a miracle she was still employed. Her classes were filled with
young studs ripe to be harvested and she wasn’t shy about indulging
her desires. The first time she’d been hauled into the dean’s
office she’d figured out he was a sucker for a titty drop and a
hot, wet mouth.

Thinking about her fucking all those guys got
him hard again. He stroked himself as the water ran down his back,
staring at Robin’s rack.

She set the phone down, wiped then pulled the
shower curtain open. Her eyes fell to his prick and she smiled.
“Mind if I join you?” she asked.

“You can have it to yourself,” he muttered.
Fucking contractor they’d hired to do the en suite had made the
shower way too small for two large people.

She caressed his cock as he stepped out and
flashed another smile.

He leaned in and kissed her on the cheek. She
reeked of sex and it made his cock stiffen harder.

“Go and pick out a bottle of red?” she asked,
stepping under the stream of hot water.

“Sure thing,” he muttered. He toweled off, then
threw a robe on to head downstairs. He walked down to the basement
and stared at the wine rack for a long time. He was more of a beer
guy himself but since the kids had moved out, and with more time on
their hands, Robin had decided she wanted a more refined lifestyle.
They kept the house tidy now that Clara’s bra’s weren’t strung up
on every chair and banister. They had a housekeeper in once a week
on Monday’s. And they kept the wine rack stocked. It gave him a
headache every time she asked him to pick one out.

He finally decided on some Tableaux de
Chablis or some bullshit. Whatever. Green bottle. Probably be
alright.

He took it upstairs, popped the cork out with an
opener, then reached into the fridge for a nice tall cold one for
himself. Cracked the cap and took a few deep swigs, wiping his
mouth with the back of his hand as he set it on the counter.

Robin came down about fifteen minutes later. She
was wearing a fluffy, white bathrobe and her hair up in a towel.
Her bare feet slapped along the tile floor. She came up behind him
and tucked her hands into the pockets of his robe, purring and
reaching for his crotch.

He turned around and put his arms on her back.
Leaned in and gave her a tender kiss. They hadn’t had this kind of
time alone in years. He loved having her all to himself and loved
that she could indulge her dirty side every now and again, too.

“Aww, are you feeling lovey-dovey? That’s
sweet,” she said quietly.

“Something like that,” he grunted. He hated
being told he was feeling lovey-dovey but he loved her
enough that he’d never tell her. Besides, he was pretty sure she
knew and just did it to bug him.

“Pour me a glass of wine?” she asked.

“Sure thing,” he answered. He plucked a wine
glass out of the cupboard and set it on the counter. Picked up the
bottle and poured a few glugs in. Swished it around like she’d
showed him, to aerate it or some shit, before handing it to
her.

The doorbell rang.

“You want me to get it? I’ve got cash,” he
said.

She took a sip of her wine and set the delicate
glass down on the counter. “Gimme your wallet. I want to see who it
came with,” she replied.

He smirked, walked over to the kitchen table and
grabbed his wallet.

She plucked it from his hand on the way to the
front door. She flipped the light on in the hallway, turned the
latch and pulled the door open.

He smirked again when he saw the delivery guy.
Picked his beer up off the counter and pulled a chair out from
under the table. Sat down with his legs open and set the beer can
on his knee. Show was about to start by the looks of things.

The guy holding the insulated guy looked like he
was in his early twenties or so. Wearing a crew cut and a t-shirt
from the Pad Thai restaurant that looked a size too small. Probably
played football or rugby back in high school by the looks of him.
Nice broad shoulders and good strong arms. Probably packing a
decent package in his jeans.

“Oh! Hello!” Robin said, sounding delighted and
clapping her hands together.

“Evening, ma’am,” the guy said. He unzipped the
bag and reached in. Pulled out a tied up, white plastic bag with
their order and handed it to Robin. Pulled the receipt from his
pocket and gave that to her after she set the bag down on the table
underneath the mirror.

“Alright,” Robin said, counting out bills.
Instead of handing it to him she reached up and tucked it into his
shirt pocket with a friendly smile. “Keep the change,” she said,
patting him on the chest.

The guys eyes darted to Phil, who raised his
beer can above his head and gave it a shake. All cool, kid.
“Uh, okay. Thanks,” the guy muttered. He was obviously getting a
weird vibe, the two of them in their bathrobes, Robin’s parted
slightly at the chest, drawing his eyes to her cleavage. He had a
real hard time dragging his eyes away to turn and go. “Enjoy your
evening,” he finally muttered.

Robin, smiling at the attention and at how
obviously he’d fallen under her spell, tucked Phil’s wallet into
her pocket. “Actually before you go would you mind stepping inside
for a quick minute?” she asked.

The guy glanced at Phil again, his expression
cagey, his eyes a little worried. “Uh, sure. Everything alright?”
he asked, stepping into the hallway.

Robin swung the door shut behind it. It closed
with a gentle clack. “Everything’s wonderful!” she said, her
cheerfulness a little over-sweetened. “What’s your name young man?”
she asked.

“Uh, Sean?” he said, his brow furrowing.

“Sean,” Robin said quietly. She glanced down at
her breasts. Reached up with her hands and rearranged the robe to
expose a little more of each of them before looking up at Sean
again. “Do you like blowjobs, Sean?” she asked.

It took a moment to register so maybe Sean
wasn’t the brightest bulb in the basket. When it did his face
flushed a deep red color. “Uh…what?” he muttered.

Phil snickered. Robin had mastered the art of
disarming innocent young men in the last few years and absolutely
loved the way they caved into their desires in front of her. “I
only ask because I really enjoy giving them and my husband likes to
watch.”

Sean shot a nervous glance at Phil again.

Phil raised his beer can over his head, then
took a healthy swig before setting it back down on his knee.

“Are you serious?” Sean asked.

Robin’s expression turned deathly serious.
“Totally serious,” she whispered.

Sean’s face went redder still. “Well, uh, yeah.
I do,” he said. His cock was already starting to swell in his
jeans.

Phil could feel his growing, too. Dinner wasn’t
going to last long with the way this was going. Robin was in a
heat.

“Would you mind if I gave you a blow job then,
Sean?” she asked.

Sean’s eyes fell to her tits, his jaw sagging as
he realized he’d just walked into every man’s perfect wet dream. He
shook his head. “I wouldn’t mind, no,” he muttered.

“Wonderful,” Robin replied, delight twinkling in
her eyes as she sank to her knees. “Let’s see what we’re working
with here,” she said, reaching up and undoing Sean’s pants. She
turned and flashed a wicked smile at Phil, winking before she
turned her attention back to Sean’s crotch. She reached into his
underwear and pulled out a very respectable looking dong of six or
seven inches. It was fairly narrow but that didn’t matter in this
case. She didn’t need to fuck it. She got off on how quickly she
could make a young guy get off in an unexpected situation. “It’s
very nice,” she said, looking up at him with a grin.

Before Sean could respond she opened her mouth
and wrapped her full lips around the throbbing head.

Sean’s eyes bugged and he dropped his delivery
bag on the floor. “Holy shit,” he groaned.

Robin, excited by his reaction, leaned forward
and impaled two thirds of his cock into her face. She let out a
gagging cough as it touched the back of her throat. Reaching up
between his legs she fondled his balls with the tips of her
fingers.

Sean’s hand shot out to steady himself against
the wall.

Phil reached under his robe, wrapped a hand
around his cock and stroked.

Robin started nodding back and forth. Working
the shaft with her lips and the head with the back of her throat.
Every few strokes she’d look up at Sean with wide eyes and blink,
her big lashes fluttering seductively.

“Oh god,” Sean groaned. His face was bright red,
veins bulging in his neck and forehead.

Robin eased him out of his mouth with a good,
long pull of her lips and a wet smack as he popped out. Reaching
into her bathrobe she pulled out one tit, then the other, letting
them sag over the collar. She gripped his cock in her hand and
pumped it in a steady rhythm. “Come on big boy. Gimme’ that load
all over my tits. Spray it all over these big titties.” She cracked
a delighted, toothy grin.

His knees buckled and his hand slid down the
wall. A wet, coughing gurgle erupted from his mouth. His cock
hardened in her hand. A blob of pearly ejaculate shot from the tip
and landed on Robin’s exposed breasts with a soft splatter.

“Oh! Oh my!” Robin exclaimed. She kept pumping
him, milking his seed onto her tits until they were coated with a
translucent sheen of his sperm. “That’s quite a load, Sean,” she
said, grinning at him. Letting go of his cock she tucked her tits
back into the bathrobe, grabbed his hand and pulled herself to her
feet. “I trust you’ll keep this our little secret?” she asked.

“Ye—yes ma’am,” he stammered, fumbling to tuck
his cock back into his pants. His face was still burning when he
turned and walked through the front door Robin was holding open for
him. She closed it once he was on the porch, picked up the white
plastic bag and walked it to the kitchen table.

Phil’s cock was solid hard by the time she set
the food on the table. He had a good ache in his nuts, too, from
watching the lurid scene that had played out. He stood up and
kicked his chair back, the legs scraping along the tile floor.
Pulled his cock out from under his robe and pointed it at Robin.
“That was some kind of record,” he growled.

“It was a pretty quick job,” Robin said, one
eyebrow raised. “Sometimes those can be fun.”

“Get on your knees,” Phil grunted.

She smiled and obliged. She enjoyed his
bossiness when they were being intimate and didn’t tolerate it for
a second on any other occasion. Lowering herself to her knees she
pulled her tits back out and held them up for him to unload on.
“This what you need?” she asked.

He groaned and his cock jolted, unleashing a
torrent of cum onto her glazed breasts. Sprayed it side to side
giving her a good coating before groaning again as the pleasure in
his body flickered out. “God damn that’s hot,” he mumbled.

Robin tucked her tits back in and folded the
collar of the robe over them. She walked over to the cupboard and
pulled out plates and cutlery. Walked them back to the table and
set two places for them to eat. Sat down at the table with an
almost regal dignity and poise.

Phil stared at her for a few moments as he
rearranged the front of his robe. “You gonna eat dinner like that?”
he asked.

“Do you have any objections, husband?” she asked
playfully.

He grinned with one corner of his mouth and slid
into his chair. “You old slut,” he rumbled. “I love ya’.”

She smiled as she unwrapped the knot in the bag
and pulled out a cardboard container of Pad Thai. “I love you too,
sweetie,” she replied.

Chapter Three

Phil stood at the window, one hand on the wall,
staring out. He watched a beat up old Nissan pull into the driveway
next to Robin’s Lexus.

The headlights turned off and the door swung
open. An average looking guy stepped out. Medium build, fade
haircut, crisp button-down shirt with a collar. His expression was
serious and he walked like he had a stick up his ass. “Who is this
guy?” he asked.

Robin put her hands on his shoulders and leaned
sideways to look out the window. She’d showered and smelled like
lemon and some other kind of fruit. She’d put on a red negligee as
well that was now covered by the white bathrobe. “His name’s Tony,”
she said. “He’s a quiet engineering student. Kind of shy.”

Phil turned and looked her in the eye. “And
you’re gonna fuck the shy right out of him. Is that it?” he
asked.

She shrugged. “Something like that,” she
replied.

Phil shook his head. “You know sometimes I think
you’re a bigger pervert than I am,” he said.

Robin let out a wistful sigh. “You know I think
you’re right.”

“You’re gonna’ fuck up some guy in the head one
of these days, you know that?” Phil said.

Robin scowled. “I’m not forcing them to do
anything, Phil,” she countered. “They’re free to leave if they
want. Just none of them do, is all. Besides I’ve never had a single
complaint afterwards. Most of them end up thanking me, actually.
You don’t know what it’s like to be a young man these days. You
have to be careful with women. It’s not like when you were
young.”

“Yeah I don’t know how anyone does it. All those
internet sites and shit. I heard from Jack, you remember Jack, big
guy who works the rider?”

“Oh I remember Jack alright,” she said, her
voice sultry.

“Hey you stay away from my crew,” Phil said,
pointing a finger at her chest.

She narrowed her eyes at him and smiled. “I know
the rules, Phil. I’ll be a good girl.”

“Anyways Jack says trying to pick up is like
going to a fucking job interview or something.”

The doorbell rang. Robin patted him on the arm
as she walked to the front door. “It’s a good thing you don’t have
to worry about any of that, isn’t it? You wouldn’t last a minute on
the dating apps. Tony!” she said as she pulled the door open.

Phil walked out into the hall and sized Tony up.
He looked a little scared. Was that a calculator tucked into his
shirt pocket?

“Professor Saunders,” he said, his eyes moving
between Phil and Robin.

“Come in, come in,” she said cheerfully,
stepping to the side and waving him inside. “This is my husband,
Phil.”

Phil held out a hand and gave Tony a firm shake
as Robin closed the door behind him.

“Nice to meet you,” Tony muttered before turning
to look at Robin. “So, uh, what is this about, exactly?” he asked.
He glanced at her bathrobe, then over his shoulder at Phil’s.

Phil decided to give Robin a few minutes to work
her magic. He turned and walked into the kitchen and pulled another
beer out of the fridge. “Hey Tony!” he called out towards the hall.
“You want a beverage? Beer or something?”

“No thanks,” Tony replied. “I’m going dry this
month.”

Phil shook his head. The whole fucking world was
turning upside down. He walked back out to the hall. Robin had
taken Tony into the living room so he followed them in there. He
was seated in the center of the couch with Robin at his side, one
leg crossed over the other and leaning in towards him. She glanced
at Phil. “Don’t pay any attention to my husband,” she said. “He
likes to watch when I have these sorts of meetings.”

Tony shot a nervous glance at Phil, but
nodded.

Robin leaned in closer. “So I’ve noticed that
you don’t really participate much in class.”

Tony sighed and his shoulders sagged. He looked
down at his lap. “Look, professor Saunders, it’s nothing
personal.”

Robin gave a thoughtful nod but didn’t say
anything. She settled into a pointed silence until Tony started to
squirm next to her, obviously feeling like he should explain
himself further.

“I just don’t like to talk in big groups is all.
And sometimes I’m not even sure what I’m supposed to be saying. I
don’t…sometimes I just don’t really get all that…all that political
stuff. I just want to get my degree and get a job. I did all the
homework you assigned.”

“That’s true,” Robin replied with another nod.
“And if I recall correctly you did a very good job on the papers
you turned in. It just makes me a little worried when I see someone
that’s obviously so introverted. Do you have a girlfriend,
Tony?”

Tony’s eyes opened a little wider.

Phil shifted in his seat. Tony’s discomfort was
palpable and for a moment he felt sorry for him. Hell, this was all
pretty wrong. Robin dragging guys like this home from her classroom
and seducing them. But it was so damn hot he couldn’t bring himself
to put a stop to it.

“I…I’m not sure if…are you allowed to ask me
that?”

Robin smiled and put a hand on his arm. “You
don’t have to answer any questions that make you uncomfortable,
Tony,” she reassured him.

“Am I, like, even supposed to be here? It’s kind
of weird on a Friday night,” he muttered.

“Of course it’s fine that you’re here,” Robin
said, scowling. “I like to think of myself as a mentor to you
folks. I want to help you have the full college experience.” She
drew a circle with her hands.

“Well, alright,” Tony replied. “But no. I don’t
have a girlfriend,” he said, shaking his head.

Robin’s eyes darted to Phil’s for a fleeting
moment and a wicked smile lit her lips. “Is it because you’re shy,
Tony?” she asked.

Tony groaned and sighed. “Ugh. I guess. I’m just
not very good talking to people.”

Robin drew two fingers up his forearm. “See I
thought that was the case. That’s what I was thinking about when I
invited you over.”

Tony stiffened at her tender touch.

“You see one of the parts of my job I really
enjoy is helping young men like you come out of their shell. It’s
not easy, is it? But you probably want a family some day. Do you
Tony?” she asked, arching her brow.

Tony gave a sullen nod. “Yeah. I do. If I can
ever figure out how to talk to a girl, that is,” he admitted.

Robin let the lapels of her robe fall apart
slightly, revealing the bright red lingerie underneath.

Tony’s eyes shifted to the sight before he
quickly tore them away to look the other way.

She let her hand fall from his arm to his
thigh.

His body tensed. “Professor Saunders?” he asked,
his voice nearly a whisper.

“Have you been with a woman before, Tony?” she
asked quietly, rubbing his jeans with the soft palm of her
hand.

He glanced at her nervously.

Phil could tell the poor guy was weighing his
options. Sitting in his professor’s living room with her rubbing
his leg? Wrong. Wrong, wrong, wrong. Professor Saunders wearing a
bathrobe and some skimpy lingerie underneath? So wrong. But if Phil
were in the same position there’s no way he would have skedaddled
out of there. No fucking way. Not that he’d gone to college.

What really tickled his nuts, though, was Robin
and her award-winning sultry professor act. There were tons of free
porno's on the internet with some ditsy blonde trying to act
like that. They were all terrible. You could tell there wasn’t much
brain between the ears on those women.

Robin was the real deal. She oozed smarts and
sophistication. Had all the words to go along with it, too. She
just happened to be a male-level pervert who enjoyed seducing young
men to crawl between her legs.

Tony swallowed back his discomfort with a loud
gulp.

“You don’t have to answer if you don’t want to,”
Robin said quietly. She shifted her weight on the couch and the
folds of her robe fell further apart.

Tony got a heaping eyeful of her big milf tits
beneath the sheer fabric of her negligee. His face burned a bright
red. “I never got with a girl yet, no,” he said quietly.

Robin nodded. “I thought so,” she whispered. “Do
you think maybe that’s something that’s holding you back? From
making friends and such? Maybe you just don’t have the
confidence?”

Tony swallowed again, his big Adams apple rising
and falling in his throat. “I think maybe you’re right,” he
replied.

Phil settled deeper into his chair. One of the
beautiful things about Robin doing this was watching this exact
moment. Suddenly Tony knew he was toast. He knew he was at the
mercy of his dick and Robin’s whims, whatever they might be. Seeing
that moment always sent a special thrill racing through Phil. She
was just so damn good at this!

“That’s very courageous of you to admit, Tony,”
Robin went on. “I like a man who’s not afraid to share his true
feelings. Isn’t that right, Phil?”

Phil smirked and chuckled. The old broad really
was going to wreck one of these guys one of these days. “Don’t let
her boss you too much, Tony,” he said. He couldn’t help it. Guy
really needed a friend right about now.

Robin shot him a scowl. “Don’t pay any attention
to him. Do you think that maybe if you had the chance to be with a
woman that would help you with your confidence issues?” Robin
asked, nodding.

Tony gazed into her eyes and nodded back. “I
do,” he said. “I really think so.”

Robin eased herself off the couch. She stood up
straight and tall. Undid the knot in the belt of her bathrobe and
let it fall open.

Tony’s eyes widened at the sight of her body
protected only by the red negligee. His hands balled to fists at
his side as he stared at her abundant breasts.

She shrugged the robe off of her shoulders and
it fell onto the floor behind her.

Phil rubbed his inflating erection at the sight
of her beautiful, wide ass.

Tony was mesmerized by the sight of her curvy
body and seemed like he’d forgotten Phil was even there.

“Would you like me to help you with that?” Robin
asked. “Give you a chance to be with a woman?” She ran her hands up
her sides, cupped her breasts then let them loose.

Tony nodded as they sagged, his eyeballs glued
to her nipples. “I think so,” he replied.

Robin bent at the waist and put her hands on his
knees. Sinking to her knees in front of him she ran her hands up
the insides of his thighs.

Tony’s eyes dropped to his lap as Robin’s hands
moved along the lump that had formed in his jeans. A shiver raced
down his back and his breathing got heavier as she caressed
him.

Robin, smiling up at Tony, undid the button of
his jeans, then tugged the zipper down.

Phil always loved watching this, too. Each fresh
cock she took out was a treat for her and she always looked like
she was unwrapping a present at Christmas. This time was no
different. She took her time. Slipped her hand into his underwear
and wrapped it around his tool. “Oh,” she said quietly. “This is
going to be…substantial.” She pulled the elastic of his underwear
down with two fingers and at the same time hauled his rigid organ
out. She arched her brow and smiled a little wider in delight at
the pleasant surprise.

Even Phil was impressed with Tony’s package. It
was nearly as long as his own cock and thick enough that Robin
couldn’t quite wrap her fingers around it.

She scraped a nail along the underside, a
favorite move of hers.

Tony’s body shook. His face was almost purple.
He groaned and gripped the couch pillows. A thick squirt of
ejaculate shot from the head of his prick. His cock flexed and spat
a few more times.

Robin clapped a hand over her mouth to stifle a
laugh. She quickly regained her composure and rubbed the tip of her
index finger against his glans to finish him off. His climax ended
with a groan and a tremble. He opened his eyes and looked off to
the side, his face burning with embarrassment now. “Oh god I’m
sorry,” he muttered. “No one’s ever done that to me before.”

Robin shook her head. “Not a problem, Tony,” she
reassured him. “I can see why you’d have some confidence issues
with that sort of hair-trigger response.”

“I can go now if you want,” he muttered, still
looking off to the side.

“Absolutely not,” Robin said. She wrapped her
hand around his prick again and started massaging it back to life.
Grabbing her robe she wiped off the semen he’d sprayed onto her arm
and let it fall to the floor again.

Tony was groaning and squirming at the tender
way she was manipulating his dick. He was hard again in under a
minute. The view of Robin’s petite hand rubbing him proved
irresistible. He turned and cast a sideways glance at it.

Robin stood up in front of him. She slipped two
fingers under the shoulder strap of her negligee and slid it down
her arm. When she did the same with the other the underwear slid
down her body and onto the floor.

Tony’s jaw went slack at the sight of her curvy
milf body.

She stood smiling at him for a few moments
before walking around the coffee table. She turned towards him,
raised her hand and crooked her finger a few times.

Tony was up in a flash. Obeying her silent
instruction and rounding the table to stand in front of her, his
dick wagging up and down, his pants halfway down his legs.

“Take your clothes off,” Robin ordered, putting
a hand on her hip. She watched him as he stripped his shirt off
over his head, then bounced around on the carpet trying to pull his
jeans and underwear off. Now completely naked except for his
pristine white socks, he stood in front of her again his cock
rigid, saluting the sight of her naked body.

“Lie down on the floor,” she said.

Phil smirked. Tony was about to get a mouthful
of her bushy muff. He’d probably carry the memory with him to his
grave.

Tony dropped to the ground and lay down on his
back, arms at his sides.

Robin raised one leg and stepped over him
setting a foot on either side of his head. She looked down at him
with a commanding gaze, both hands on her hips now. She bent down
into a squat, letting her pussy hover a few inches above his
face.

Tony looked both thrilled and terrified. His
nostrils had flared and he was drawing in deep breaths of the
pungent, citrusy scent of her oily vagina.

Phil’s cock hardened at the sight of her pussy
over Tony’s mouth. It wasn’t anything like a young woman’s tight
slit. More of a gash, really. It had a wide mouth and loose,
curling labia from years of use and birthing three kids. Phil shook
his head. There was something comforting about a middle-aged
woman’s nest and he still loved grubbing around in that thing.

“Don’t worry Tony,” she said, gently patting him
on the cheek. “You just do what feels natural and everything’s
going to be just fine.” Steadying herself with her hands on the
floor above his head, she got down on her knees. She lowered her
hips stuffing his nostrils full of her dense, wiry pubic hair.
Lowering them further she formed a tight seal with his mouth and
her pussy lips.

Tony huffed, then groaned. His eyes shut and he
drew in a deep breath of her moist twat. His mouth started
moving.

Robin adjusted her position atop him and looked
up at Phil. Once she found a position she liked she smiled and
shook her head.

“Fresh?” Phil grunted, stroking his dick.

“Like the first baby lettuce of springtime,” she
replied.

Phil chuckled.

Robin settled her full weight on Tony’s face.
She closed her eyes and ran her fingers through his hair. Adjusted
his head underneath herself and sighed when he found just the right
spot with his mouth. “You feel that little button right over your
tongue, Tony?” she asked, looking down at him.

“Mm-hmm,” came Tony’s muffled reply.

“Good. You suck on that little thing and you’ll
make professor Saunders a very happy lady.

Tony nodded, his cheeks rubbing against her
thighs.

Robin drew in a quick breath as Tony slurped her
clit into his mouth and started suckling. She looked up at Phil.
“C’mere, lover,” she said, bending her finger the same way she’d
beckoned Tony.

Phil dragged himself out of his seat. He walked
to the center of the carpet and stood in front of Robin. Parted the
front of his robe and pulled his cock out for her to take. Robin
loved sucking dick while getting eaten out.

She closed her lips around the crown of his cock
and looked up at him with wide eyes. Her cheeks hollowed as she
drew long, slow pulls at his penis.

Phil stood there staring down at her feeling
like a king. She loved dominating younger guys but always treated
him like the boss. Her alpha man.

Robin felt Tony’s arm move against her leg. She
popped off of the head of Phil’s cock and glanced over her
shoulder. She scowled, reached behind her ass and swatted Tony’s
hand away from his prick. “No, no, honey. Not till I say,” she
chided.

Tony groaned but obediently laid his hands at
his sides again.

Robin turned back around and took Phil into her
mouth again.

He could feel each twitch of pleasure in her
body when Tony hit just the right part of her clit with his tongue.
Each time he nudged her closer to orgasm she’d pull on Phil’s cock
a little harder and swirl her tongue around the head. It did the
trick even for an old guy. Phil was on the edge of an orgasm in
minutes and Robin was right there with him.

“Alright, hon,” she said to Tony, panting. “This
might get a little wet.” She turned her eyes up to Phil again.
“Blow it on my face, baby,” she whispered.

Phil didn’t need to be asked twice. He’d also
learned to be a gentleman when the occasion required it. He stroked
himself soft and slow until he saw her shoulders shake. She loved
getting a facial right at the moment she was cresting her
orgasm.

He waited until she shut her eyes and pulled her
lips into her mouth. He saw a tremor race up her spine. He gave
himself three quick jerks and unloaded a fat shot of jizz across
the bridge of her nose and her left cheek. He grunted as pleasure
singed through him. Pointed higher and splattered her forehead
next. Then lower, coating her lips. The cum rolled down them and
collected on her chin.

Robin shuddered as the warm paste oozed down her
face. A soft smile sprouted on her lips. She swayed her hips,
grinding out the last of her pleasure on Tony’s mouth.

Phil tucked his cock back into his robe and
retreated to his armchair. Robin was great at grand finale’s and
he’d be able to enjoy watching her finish Tony with a clear
head.

Robin planted her hands on the sides of Tony’s
head and shuffled her feet back. She lifted herself into a downward
dog pose above him, her heavy tits hanging just above his face.

Tony coughed and sputtered. His cock was
twitching and throbbing. An inexperienced woman would have hopped
on and made short work of him. Robin was anything but.

She looked down at him, smiling. “You did so
good,” she cooed.

Tony’s mouth and cheeks were covered in a
glistening layer of Robin’s juices. He gave a stiff nod, staring
into her eyes.

She walked her hands back towards her feet then
stood up straight in a smooth motion. She stood over Tony with her
legs apart and her pussy dripping. Walking backwards until she was
standing over his cock she dropped back down into a squat,
balancing herself with her hands on his hipbones. She looked down
between them.

His cock looked like it was stretching. Trying
to elongate and dip into the hot moist channel hovering right above
it.

She dropped a little lower and slid her swollen
puss back and forth over the head a few times, coating it in
lubricant.

Tony mewled. His hips bucked up, his body trying
to stab his prick into her opening.

Robin teased him. Raising her ass each time he
got close, the giving the tip of his prick a wet swipe with her
pussy lips.

“Oh god professor Saunders please!” Tony
moaned.

Robin chuckled at how she was tormenting him.
She was like a cat playing with an aroused mouse half the time she
brought these guys home. Sometimes Phil felt sorry for them.
Finally she relented. She gripped his cock in one hand, positioned
it at her entrance and slowly took the bulbous head into
herself.

Tony shook and shuddered beneath her, hands
slapping at the floor as pleasure overwhelmed him.

Robin paused with just his head inside her. She
wagged her ass up and down, massaging the crown of his prick with
her outer lips. Then she slid down his meaty prick, ensconcing him
fully inside her sodden snatch. She stayed in a crouch, balancing
on his hips with her hands, and gazed into his eyes. “That feel
good?” she asked.

Tony gave a vigorous nod.

Robin pulled her ass up higher until his cock
nearly fell out of her. She slid down back, slow and smooth.

Phil imagined what it would have been like
having a woman like Robin in his life when he was Tony’s age. He’d
bagged plenty of tail but they’d mostly been young and insecure and
inexperienced. Being pleasured at the hands of a master like Robin
would have been like dying and going to heaven. He was pleasantly
surprised to find his cock twitching to life again as he watched
her working Tony’s cock with her pussy.

“Oh! Oh god,” Tony groaned.

Robin pulled herself slowly off of his cock and
let it fall out of her pussy.

It twitched and spasmed against Tony’s stomach
like a fish out of water. Phil could tell Tony was on a knife’s
edge. Any more stimulation and he’d pop like an overfilled water
balloon.

Robin kept perfectly still atop him until some
of the color drained from his cheeks. She carefully positioned him
beneath herself with a hand then let her pussy gobble him up all
over again. “It’s very nice. Fits very snug,” she said to Phil.

Tony was wriggling and squirming beneath
her.

“Hold still,” Robin said, scowling.

“Y—yes ma’am,” he stammered. He closed his eyes
and did his best to lay perfectly still on the floor underneath
her.

Again Robin started smoothly gliding up and down
his thick penis. Massaging it with the lips and walls of her soaked
vagina until Tony started trembling beneath her. She slid off of
him and waited for his body to retreat from the brink of an orgasm.
She dipped a hand between her legs and pressed two fingers into her
pussy. Twisted them around a few times before drawing them out and
moving them to Tony’s lips.

His eyes shot open at the scent of her
snatch.

Robin pushed the fingers into his mouth and
fucked them in and out.

“Oh god,” Tony mumbled.

Even after all he’d seen Robin do Phil still
marveled at how much she enjoyed her fuck-toys. He stroked himself
and thought of how he was going to take her once Phil had left. He
always loved reclaiming her after she’d had another man. This time
wouldn’t be any different.

Robin re-positioned Tony’s member underneath
herself again. She slid onto it, her pussy making a soft slurping
sound as she settled onto his lap. This time, though, she bounced a
little faster. Her ass thwapping loudly on Tony’s lap as she took
him down the home stretch.

“Oh god,” Tony moaned. “Professor Saunders
I’m…”

Robin smiled. “That’s good, Tony. You just hold
on a little longer.” She closed her eyes and an intense look of
concentration formed on her face.

Phil knew the look. She was doing her Kegels.
Squeezing her pelvic muscles and working herself closer to a
climax.

Tony’s eyes shot open and darted to his cock.
His jaw fell as he watched it disappearing inside Robin.

One hell of a first time, Phil thought to
himself. No matter who Tony got with next he was going to be sorely
disappointed by.

“Oh…oh no I can’t…” Tony groaned.

“Just a little longer, hon,” Robin said, her
brow furrowing. “Just a little…” She stopped mid-sentence and her
eyes shot open. She stared straight at Tony. “Now!” she barked.
“Fill that pussy up with cum!” Her ass banged up and down on his
lap.

Tony started shaking like he was having a
seizure beneath Robin. Like he’d been possessed by a demon and
needed an exorcism. The root of his cock swelled and pumped,
shooting his fat load deep into Robin’s cunt.

Phil saw the moment the first splash hit her
walls. Her eyes rolled back in her head and she moaned. She turned
from an elegant middle-aged woman performing a very athletic sexual
act into a wild animal using a stray cock to scratch a very deep
itch. Her toes curled into the carpet and her fingers into Tony’s
sides, the nails digging into his flesh. She let out a ear-piercing
caterwaul then collapsed onto her hands and knees over Tony, her
tits swinging just above his nose.

Tony’s body went totally still as he stared at
her big milkers swaying above his face.

After a few moments Robin caught her breath. She
slowly raised her head and looked up at Phil with hunger in her
eyes. She lifted one heavy leg and then the other. Hoisted her
weight up and off of Tony.

His cock flopped out of her and fell onto his
stomach with a wet slap.

She lumbered forward, her pussy dripping cum
from between her legs and leaving a trail of it along Tony’s torso.
She walked up to fill and grabbed the front of his robe. “Momma’
needs a proper pounding now,” she growled.

Phil chuckled as he let her yank him out of his
armchair.

Her feet slapped on the tile floor as she
dragged Phil towards the stairs. “Show yourself out, hon,” she
shouted over her shoulder.

Tony was still lying on the floor when Robin
dragged Phil up to the second floor.

Chapter Four

She collapsed onto the bed, her legs falling
apart and giving Phil an unrestricted view of her sloppy core.
Tony, being a young man, had apparently only ejaculated a fraction
of his load when he’d prematurely come on the couch. The rest was
now slowly oozing out of Robin’s freshly fucked snatch and leaking
down onto her ass. Her pubes were dotted with dollops of fresh seed
and the sight fully hardened Phil’s erection.

“That was a pretty hot fuck for an old slut,”
Phil said, grinning.

“Shut up and get that cock into me before this
all leaks out,” Robin replied.

Phil shed his bathrobe, got up onto his knees on
the bed and ran his hands along Robin’s thighs. He dipped two
fingers into her pussy and bent them up. Fucked them in and out of
her a few times and was rewarded with a lusty mewl. He took a deep
whiff of the sex smell wafting out of her cunt, then crawled
between her legs and tucked the head of his cock into her stretched
sex.

He lay down on top of her, grabbed her wrists
and pinned them to the bed on either side of her head.

She always loved it when he took charge after
she’d fucked another guy. This time was no different. She quickly
wrapped her legs around his trunk and started pulling him into
herself.

Hitching his hips forward he drove his thick
cock deep into her pussy. Groaned at the feeling of Tony’s seed
squishing out over it and onto his balls. Raising his hips he
slammed back in and started pumping hard.

Robin began moaning beneath him, her head to one
side, the sounds muffled as she sucked and bit his bicep. She
kicked her heels against his ass and shook her head side to
side.

A pleased smile formed on Phil’s mouth. Robin
liked it rough and hard and liked pretending she didn’t. Made it
hotter for her or something. He doubled down, thrusting so hard
their bodies bounced up and down on the mattress. Started edging
uncomfortably close to an orgasm and had to slow down to pace
himself.

Robin screamed and he felt her pussy clamp down
hard on his prick. He fucked the orgasm out of her then slowed a
little more, teasing her with just the tip of his cock inside her.
He let go of her wrists and got up on his elbows. Looked down into
her sultry eyes and grinned.

Her hands shot to his ass with a loud smack on
either cheek. She dug her nails into his flesh and kicked the backs
of his thighs like she was spurring a horse on. “Gimme’ that
fucking cum!” she snarled.

That got Phil’s motor running real good. He
drove his prick into her and resumed his previous pace. Her tits
flopped and slapped against each other on her chest as he drilled
her cunt as deep as he could get.

Her snatch was a sodden mess of sweat, sex juice
and sperm and it coated Phil’s abdomen and the front of his thighs.
They hadn’t fucked this nasty in a while. When her pussy started
squeezing him again it tipped his mind over and he groaned as a
bolt of pleasure shot up from his cock to the root of his brain. He
shouted and his thrusts went into overdrive. Pounding into Robin’s
hot twat as it squeezed and squished around his cock. She beat his
back with her fists, her feet flailing wildly in the air as she
ground through yet another orgasm.

He stroked out every last juicy bit of pleasure
he could find inside her before slouching over her. He kept his
cock buried deep until he felt it soften. He pulled it out because
who wanted the memory of a soggy old cock filling them when they
could remember a nice firm one instead? He rolled over onto his
side and put his arm across his forehead and a hand over his heart.
“Be still my beating heart,” he muttered.

Robin rolled onto her side with surprising
energy and a wide smile and put a hand over his on his chest.
“You’re not having a heart attack are you?”

He chuckled. “You know one of these days I might
actually have one and then you’ll feel bad for making that joke,”
he replied.

She leaned in and pecked his cheek. “Was that
hot for you baby?” she asked, patting the back of his hand.

He smiled as he looked into her eyes. “So
fucking hot,” he growled. He leaned closer to her and kissed her
lips. “You think that Tony’s going to be alright after that?”

Her lips formed a straight line and she sighed.
“I think I might have broken Tony,” she said quietly.

Phil started laughing and Robin joined him.
“You’ve probably broken him for any woman that’s not a total
pervert,” Phil said.

“Tony’ll be fine,” Robin replied, rolling onto
her back and letting her hands flop down at her sides. “How about
you go get me the leftover Pad Thai?”

Phil rolled off the bed, rolled Robin onto her
side and gave her a fat smack on the ass. He walked out of the
bedroom and down the stairs to grab the rest of the Pad Thai.

Epilogue

“Professor Saunders! Robin!”

Robin turned around in the hall at hearing her
name called. She flashed a wide smile at Dean Ericson, who was
glaring at her.

“Would you mind stepping into my office for a
moment please?” he said, pointing a finger towards the door of his
office.

“Certainly,” Robin said. She tugged at the
bottom of her turtle neck and straightened her back so her tits
plumped up.

Sure enough, Ericon’s eyes dropped to her chest
like a couple of cannonballs. They lingered there waaaay too long.
Certainly long enough to prompt a sexual harassment complaint.
Robin didn’t like playing that game, though. She breezed past him.
Close enough so that he got a good whiff of the perfume she’d put
on that morning. She stopped in front of his desk and stood waiting
for him to take his seat.

He rounded the desk and sat down in the big
leather chair behind it. His brow was furrowed and he was doing a
pretty good job of pretending to be Really Pissed Off.

“How was your weekend, Robert?”

“Don’t how was your weekend me, Robin,” he shot
back. Again his self-control faltered and his eyes moved down to
her chest. He looked off to one side when he realized she’d seen
him. “I have had three separate complaints from three young women
who say your outfit on Friday was the most scandalous thing they’d
ever seen a faculty member wear. You know that there’s a dress code
in this institution and I won’t have you…”

He stopped as she rounded his desk and came to
stand next to him. Putting a hand on the back of his chair she
swiveled it sideways until he was facing her, then dropped to her
knees in front of him.

His eyes bugged. “What on earth are you…”

“Oh please, Robert. I’ve given you, what, seven
blowjobs in this office already?”

His face turned a deep red color. “I’ve told you
we are not going to go there again,” he muttered. When she
reached out a hand to undo his zipper he made a half-hearted
attempt at resistance. She swatted his hand away and reached into
his pants. Drew out his wholly unimpressive but quickly inflating
cock and wagged it side to side with her hand.

“You know you really should be thanking me for
being so amicable,” she said, leaning over his cock. She puckered
her lips and spat a was of spit onto his foreskin then started
kneading it with her finger and thumb into a full erection. She
hated sucking on soft cocks if they were small. “I could have you
investigated for sexual harassment the way you were staring at my
tits, Robert.”

His face turned a deeper shade of red and he
clutched at the arms of his chair.

“Instead I’m kind enough to come in here and
give your Monday a kick start by sucking you off.”

He made a guttural grunt that sounded vaguely
like he agreed with her.

“So if you could at least have the decency to
drop the act after we close the door I’d appreciate that.”

“We can’t keep meeting like this,” he said, his
voice weak and breathy. “You can’t keep dressing so provocatively
and…and sleeping around.”

“Who said I was sleeping around?”

He made a skeptical face.

Robin rolled her eyes. “Alright. The young man
from engineering was delicious on Friday. But I’m doing it for my
husband, Robert. To keep our marriage healthy.”

Robert shook his head, his cock hardening fully
in her hand.

Robin leaned forward and took his cock in her
mouth.

“Your husband is such a lucky man,” he
groaned.

It took ten or twelve quick bobs of her head for
the undersexed Robert Ericson to shoot a fat load into her mouth
that took two swallows to get down. Pulling off of his cock she
wiped her lips with a finger and put a hand on the desk to help her
stand. She adjusted the bottom of her turtleneck again and walked
to the door. “Will there be anything else?” she asked.

“Don’t do it again,” he said, sounding
exhausted. His soggy cock was sagging sideways onto the front of
his pants.

“Enjoy your week, Robert,” she said, before
slipping out into the hall.

She was startled to see a beaming Tony strutting
down the hall with a vacuous looking blonde bimbo on his arm.

“Professor Saunders!” he called out when he saw
her. He walked up to her and patted the young woman on the arm.
“Why don’t you go ahead. I’ll catch up with you,” he said.

She blinked three times before the words
connected with her mind. She smiled, twirled a finger in her hair
and tipped her head to one side. “Okay. See you soon!” she said
before marching down the hall.

“Tony,” Robin said. “Is that…was that…”

“She’s my new girlfriend!” Tony blurted.

A slow smile spread across Robin’s lips. “How
did that happen?” she asked.

“Oh Professor Saunders after you…after our…you
know, after that happened I just…I felt like I could take on
the world, man!”

Robin’s smile widened. “You went out and got a
girlfriend?” she asked.

“Yeah! I just went out and asked Brittney if she
wanted to go out and she said yes! I mean, like, I can’t thank you
enough for what you did. You changed my life!”

Robin chuckled. “I’m really, really glad to hear
that, Tony. I wish you all the best.”

Tony gave her a thumbs up and broke into a run
down the hall after Brittney.

Robin pulled her phone out of her pocket and
started tapping as she walked down the hall towards her office.

Problem blow-jobbed away. Tony’s got a girl.
Changed man. Not broken at all.

Her phone buzzed as she walked into her
office.

You old slut. Ping me when you’re on your
way home. I’ll check out early and give you some vitamin D for
being such a good girl.

Robin smiled and closed her eyes, thinking a hot
Phil injection would be a fine way to finish off a Monday.

THE END
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