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Note: This is a short work of around 5000 words. If you would
like to read more then check out out Sophie Sin’s short story
collections (containing several stories each). Find more at
Sophie Sin's Book
List. She also writes male-male gay erotica under
Dick
Powers.

 


Short disclaimer: All individuals represented within this text are
over the age of 21 and full and completely are shown to consent in
all ways to the sexual activities that take place within this
collection of short works.


Editor’s Note:

 


You can find this story with the others listed below in
the ‘MILF
Erotica Vol. 1’.

 


That collection contains the following
stories:

The Older Woman I Couldn't Forget, Painting Mrs. Henderson White,
Round Back With A MILF, Cheating With Her Mum, An Orchard Of Older
Lover, Our Contract With Mistress MILF, Seducing My Friend's
Mum.

 


The ‘MILF
Erotica Vol. 1’ collection can be found at any of your favorite
e-stores.


Round Back With A MILF

 


I can't take my eyes off her. That curvy
rear, that slim waist that so gently tapers into full bloom up top,
those breasts – full, large, unbelievable breasts. There's so much
to see and not least of which is the dress she's wearing.

It's red. Low cut at the top. High cut at
the bottom. I'm drunk and there are strobe lights blinding me from
the dance floor nearby, but I would swear...

No, I would guarantee...

… that is the same dress my ex-girlfriend
wore only 2 weeks ago on the day that she left me for Brad Harris,
popular football star and a massive trade up from a regular Joe
like myself.

I size her up. In the background there's my
friends howling at each other about something or another. Beer
glasses clonk on the table at times. Women laugh and cry out on the
dance floor in the heat of their gyrations and flirtations.
Yet...

Is it that time stopped or I stopped?

All I can see is her.

Red
dress, I wonder, who the heck are you because you look EXACTLY like her – just
more... I don't know... older?

I stand up. My friend Jock looks up from his
conversation, but doesn't say anything. He goes back to talking and
I start wobbling my way forward. Walking when as plastered as I am
is quite a feat.

I stop beside her.

She glances my way.

My eyes open wide.

Hers stay the same.

You see, it's not my ex-girlfriend – that is
certain – but she looks a lot like her. A LOT like her. I
stare.

The woman's lips move. It's too loud to hear
anything. I smile and make the gesture for a drink. She smiles and
my dick hardens. Those tits and those teeth and those fucking
gorgeous eyes make me hard. I've never been this hard in my life
off just looking at a woman, but here I am with my dick rock
solid.

Someone bumps me from behind. I collide with
her and apologize. She glances down.

Did she feel it?

I don't want her to run away thinking I'm
some freak who presses his cock to girls in bars. I grab her arm
and smile and point to the bartender to keep her here.

The woman points to her glass and then
me.

I shake my head. I'm buying.

Holding out some cash, I get what's on
special and hand her one.

She taps her finger against the side of the
glass and inspects the liquid inside. It's pink and stinks of cheap
liquor.

I grin and gesture for her to try it.

Her lips open and the faintest glimpse of a
wet pink tongue appears. It's oddly erotic watching her gulp down
the whole drink in one go, her throat working as she swallows it
all in one.

“Nice?” I yell.

She smiles and nods.

I drink down mine and decide that I have a
miracle here. A woman that can turn me on like this is a prize and
she looks crazily like my ex as well. If I can fuck her tonight,
it'll be like FINALLY fucking Wendy – my ex-girlfriend who held out
longer than anyone should.

My hand takes her and I surprise her by her
expression when I draw her to the dance floor. My boys fist pump
and cat call wildly when I go by. They are all for this.

I'm out there and it's crazy. Loud, a sea of
people, lights everywhere, people nearly fucking each other on the
dance floor. This place is filthy and hardcore and a total meat
market. Girls too young to be in here are all over the place. Guys
wasted to the point of stumbling in circles. A madhouse of a party,
but perfect. Just perfect for grinding on this hot older babe.

I grab her hips and find them fleshy but
firm. My cock presses straight up between the crease down the
middle and she makes no complaint about having it there.

“You are sexy,” I whisper in her ear.

My cock rolls of the soft fabric of her
dress as I bend my knees and work my hips side to side. Her butt is
in good shape and wide. My hands are all over it for a whole song
before I turn her and go straight into the make out.

Lights, sweat, sex.

I have her pinned against a speaker and I'm
finger fucking her wet pussy to the bass and I don't know how I got
here. She's moaning in my ear and calling me a filthy young man.
I'm so horny right now I could cum.

But I don't.

The song ends. People shift and we come out
of the crowd. I take her by the hand and guide her off the
floor.

“Where ya going?” Jock calls as we pass.

I turn a sly grin on him and his eyes pop. A
genuinely pleased smile is on his face. I'm back in the saddle and,
because I've been so down since Wendy dumped me, the others will be
pleased to hear about it.

My car isn't far. Out of habit I parked it
way out back of the club's parking lot. Usually I sleep the booze
off and go home after I'm sure I'm not going to get myself in
trouble if I was stopped by a cop. My job, when not studying to be
a marketing manager, is a delivery driver and my license is
something I protect strongly.

“Here?” she asks.

Her voice is pretty and makes me think of
Wendy even more.

“Yeah,” is all I say.

I push her to the rear passenger door of my
ugly cheap gray sedan and run my tongue around the inside of her
mouth. Her kiss is passionate and not lacking in enthusiasm. I
would say that this one hasn't had a man in awhile. Vaguely, I
wonder how long that has been as, now that I have her out in the
street light, I can see she's quite a bit older than me. That's not
to say she's not attractive. She's VERY attractive. But, that I
thought she was younger, maybe 30. Looks like she's more 40 and not
much older than that.

I run my hand up the side of her red dress.
It comes up easily and she groans in anticipation as I put my
finger in her pussy again. The flesh is warm and tight – crazy,
crazy tight. I have to force my finger in really forcefully to get
to the knuckle of my middle finger on my right hand.

“You are so damn sexy,” I slur.

My fingering gets wild. I pull it out and
put it in her mouth and she doesn't even reject it – sucks on it
like this is a sweet little treat or something. Right then I
realize the wonders of an older woman. There's no barriers with
them. I realize that we could get a whole lot more kinky tonight
and she'd be down for it. That makes me wild as a boxer in the
middle of a mad brawl on fight night. I take her by the hair and
yank her head back to work her neck with my lips. Her breasts get
little bit marks on the flesh I can get to and her dress is almost
up around her hips by the time she knocks on the car door and looks
at me suggestively.

“Right
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