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Note:
This book is a short work of around 3500 words. If you would like
longer, filthier material then feel free to check out Sophie Sin’s
short story collections (containing 7 stories plus bonus works).
Find more at Sophie Sin's
Book List. She also writes male-male gay erotica under Dick
Powers.


Editor’s Note:

 


You
can find this story with the others listed below in the
‘MILF Collection
5’.

 


That collection contains the following
stories:

With A Nun, Hot Mum, Adult Woman, Not Too
Old.

 


The ‘MILF
Collection 5’
collection can be found at any of your favorite
e-stores.


 


CHILD CARE CENTER

The little ones are quick to draw me down for a
little rough use. It is my first day on the job at a child care
center in a new city and they want to prove themselves to me. Their
little bodies wrap around mine and, through sheer determination to
show their seriousness in our game, manage to get me to my
knees.

I grin at them and pretend to play dead as they jump
around, their little arms lifted in victory at having toppled the
'giant', which was my role in our game of midgets and monsters.

My mind turns, as it usually does when I'm not
intentionally trying to ignore my problems, to my situation. I
moved out here from LA because my sister and her husband have a
small house on a farm that never got any use and was left to them
by our grandfather. The reason for the move was that I recently
broke up with a woman two years younger than my 22 years of age.
She broke my heart and the easiest thing to do was hide from the
pain out here while swearing off women for some time until I can
get my mind right.

A boy grabs me by my blond hair and tries to pull me
up. I remove his fingers and chide him for a bit before spinning
him around in the air and putting him down, only to find that the
other children want their turn too.

"Make a line," I order, rolling my eyes.

They laugh and rush to do so. Watching them, I feel
a sense of great joy. I always wanted to work with kids. I didn't
have the education to be a teacher so child care was the way to go.
Right now their little cheerful faces - unhurt by adult concerns -
are like a balm for my hurt feelings. Working with kids has
probably saved me from feeling much worse than I do right now. I am
grateful.

The end of my shift comes. I stay a little longer to
talk to my manager about the job. She informs me that I did really
well and that she is excited to see me bonding so well with the
children on my very first day. I tell her that I am happy about
that, somewhat feeling so even through the emotional haze I tend to
feel thanks to my ex-girlfriend. She smiles and bids me goodbye. I
wave and leave.

Heading outside, I walk towards my little red car.
On the way I see a small child hiding behind a neighboring vehicle
looking out around the corner.

"Hello, young man, what are you doing?"

He looks back to me and puts his finger over his
lips. I crouch down and look around the corner to try and see what
he is looking at. There is no one there.

"What are you up to?" I whisper, wondering if he is
one of the kids from the center that I didn't meet.

He looks back and grins.

"I'm hiding from mummy."

I grin. He's quite the cute kid. I look around the
corner and still see no one.

"I wonder where she is?" I ask.

A small chuckle behind me makes me look back. The
kid turns and laughs too. I stare.

"My god..." I breathe out near silently.

To put it bluntly: I have never seen a woman so
gorgeous in my life. She has blond flowing hair that virtual rolls
down her back in long twisting curls that are half styled, half
wild. Everything about her seems to speak of curves. Her hips are
wider than her waist by quite a lot and her bust is in proportion
with more of a frontward press that makes it look much larger than
it is. I stare at her face as she reaches out to grab her son. It
is heart shape with lips so luscious that they could move a man to
wanton behavior with a single blown kiss and the bluest eyes I have
ever seen - a color like the sky after a heavy storm.

I blush and try to hide my arousal when she looks my
way. For a woman in plain street clothes, I feel like she should be
in one of those black cocktail dresses that shows it all. This is
the type of woman that men hope to meet, but NEVER do - a dream, a
vision, something fleeting that is always wanted but never met.

"You must be the new worker," she notes, taking in
my work t-shirt.

"I am. Is this your kid?" I ask.

She smirks at me. I nearly faint when I see how
white and perfect her teeth are.

"He was the last time I checked."

She puts her arms around the small boy and he tries
to jump up so she can give him a hug.

"You did really well this time," she tells him. "I
almost couldn't find you."

I watch on as they talk. There is strength in this
woman. I have seen it in other mothers back in LA. You only get
that when you have had to deal with real adversity. I would hazard
to guess that, due to her age being maybe 35 to 40, and no wedding
ring that she is a solo mum.

She glances back to me.

"Thanks for helping Ted with his game. He's always
so hard to find."

I look to the young one. I doubt a woman like this
wasn't watching the whole time. There was no 'seeking' in this
thing, just a good level of stealth and some waiting for the right
moment to make it look like she came across him spontaneously.

"My name is Brian," I say, putting out a hand. "Are
you one of the mothers that use the child care center?"

She puts out her hand to take mine. It is
unbelievably soft.

"I'm Karen. Ted here stays with you guys while I'm
at work."

"Cool."

Work? That confirms that she is probably a single
mum. I imagine looking like she does that she is in hot demand. I
wonder why she hasn't remarried. Perhaps it is because she is still
hurting a little like me?

Karen says goodbye and I promised to play with Ted
the next time that I see him. I head to my car, but look back once.
It is rare for me to be this attracted to a woman that I have just
met. I wonder what that means for me. I guess my hiding here isn't
going to be as easy as I thought it would be. With a woman like
that around, I might find the need to open the gates to a new
relationship earlier than expected.


KAREN'S SECRET

It has been a month and the hurt that was in my
heart has slowly healed to leave an empty space which a woman would
normally fill.

Thought and time, with space to do them, were what I
needed. Now, due to my musings, I have come to the conclusion that
I would be much better off with a woman in my life (and am whole
and ready enough to have one in it).

"Karen isn't coming in today?" I ask the
receptionist, my thoughts moving to the most interesting candidate
for the above role.

"She's probably still working. Sometimes she
finishes late," Anna informs me.

I shake my head. I wonder who is going to pick up
Ted this time. I have met Karen often enough to know that she is a
good mother, but often a very busy one. Her mother or her father
come in half the time to pick the young one up. It sometimes
worries me that the boy might not be getting enough attention from
his mother. Relatives are ok, but a boy needs his mum at an early
age. I wonder if my concern isn't because I'm more interested in
Karen than about Ted's welfare.

Heading back the playroom, I work with the remaining
kids. They are fed and put to bed around 9pm. I sit cross legged
between the last two kids to be picked up one of them being Ted,
who is curled up with his favorite teddy bear.

A sound from the door makes me glance up from my
thoughts. The woman I have an interest in rushes in from reception
somewhat out of breath.

"Sorry for being late," she says.

I blink and stare as Anna comes in and informs Karen
that it is ok. My eyes are only on the other woman's clothing
though. What the heck is she wearing?

Karen picks up Ted and waves to me as she leaves. I
follow her to the door, silently wondering about what I am
seeing.

She puts Ted in her car and gets ready to leave.
After a little thought, I walk back in and go to the desk to look
Anna firmly in the eyes.

"Is Karen doing what I think she is doing?"

The receptionist gives me a look that tells me
everything I need to know. Confirmation is in her eyes - nothing
needs to be said.

I turn to look back out through the glass doors of
the care center. Karen's car is just passing out onto the main road
that leads towards her home.

A vision of her passes before my eyes. The makeup
was exotic, the dress scandalously short and the top even more so.
I find that I am hard just thinking about her looking like that. It
seems that Karen might be a stripper.

In my time working in this business, I've seen more
than a few girls like that back in LA and I know what to look for.
She doesn't have the hate for life that a full timer does, so she
is probably only part time. It was all in the way that she moves
and I should have realized it much earlier than this. The kind of
validation of knowing that men like what they see and crave you
goes very deep.

I thank Anna and go back to sit down beside the last
remaining child. II don't know what to think about all this (do I
agree with it or not?), but I do know that I am going to be finding
out where she is working. Someone is going to get a visit and I'm
looking forward to finally seeing her naked.
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