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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. 2’.

 


That collection contains the following
stories:

A MILF
Harder Than Him,
Addicted To A Pregnant MILF, At Her Beck & Call, More Than He
Expected, My Nasty Parole Officer, Snowed In, Sweet MILF
Seduction.

 


The ‘MILF
Erotica Vol. 2’
collection can be found at any of your favorite
e-stores.


A MILF Harder Than Him

 


At The Devil's Door...

 


If I could have kept my hands off then I
would have kept them off, but – damn that woman! – she couldn't
just keep herself out of my view.

It all started, like these kind of things
always do, with my Granny.

Grandma is a nice woman. She took in stray
cats and stray kids from time to time and somehow took in this
woman.

I wish she hadn't.

Marla. What a stupid name for such a foxy
chic. When I was 13 this hottie came and started looking after
Granny. When I was 15, she freaken' moved in – her husband having
left her for greener pastures, or so I was told, and the mortgage
on their house being unaffordable.

You'll never understand what it was like at
15 to walk into the family bathroom and find a hot, sexy 25 year
old blond with tits that seemed and still seem so big that no man's
hand could truly take a grip on them. I still get a fat one over
that day. Those tits hanging loose from the top of a fresh white
towel as she bent over the sink and massaged some kind of white
stuff into her legs.

I can't forget it.

I'll never forget it.

Then I turned 18.

At 18 we were at each other's throats daily.
Granny was getting old and I was getting rebellious. We were
financially alright, but I'd taken to stealing and even joined up
with a gang that liked to ride. Kids stuff compared to now, but I
was still a kid so it was fitting.

When I slipped into her room one night,
deciding enough was enough, and made a pass, she kicked me out and
told Grandma. Then I was told to find some decency and a church. I
didn't find either and, in fact, got 6 months in prison the next
week for breaking some dude's jaw. He didn't have it coming.

It's been 7 years. I've done more time –
short puppy stints – and I've done major crime. Money ain't an
issue, but I can't settle down. Even the guys at the club don't
know what's up with me. They say I want to run wild forever and
that maybe I don't like women as much as I claim. I endure, but
sometimes asses get kicked.

So here we are.

I'm at the door. My tattooed scared fist
looks strange against the wooden surface of the front door of 109
Trencher Street.

I knock anyway.

No one answers.

Not surprising, I
decide. The old lady probably is off at her sewing club
around now.

Walking around the side, I take a peek
through the windows and, fuck me, there the damn woman is. Naked:
Naked and doing some kind of erotic aerobics. Not my Grandma by the
way, because that'd be gross, but HER. Marla Jones: The woman I
can't get over no matter how hard I try.

Unable to move, I stare.

My green eyes and craggy face reflect in the
window pane. I don't look shocked as you'd expect. Instead I look
horny as hell.

Stepping away, I shake my head and try to
make sense of things. Why the hell is she bending and twisting and
doing all that? And why naked?

As you might imagine a guy like me doesn't
know much about these things. Marla is doing hot yoga. I wouldn't
know where to even find out what that really is.

My heart is beating hard; my cock is harder.
I stride out front and try to get away.

“You need to walk on this,” I growl at
myself.

The boots on my feet seem cemented to the
ground. They aren't going anywhere.

“Fuck. Fuck. Fuck!!!”

Slapping my fists against my sides I walk
back to the door and knock more loudly. There's some scrambling
sounds from inside. Naked women always scramble. Never understood
why.

The door opens.

“Oh, it's you.”

The look she gives me is about what one
might expect. Marla – since I slipped into bed with her that night
– sees me as nothing more than the worst of scum.

“Yeah, I'm out again. Listen, is the old
lady about?”

That damn outfit is getting me horny. I have
to hurry this up. She's gonna get me to crazy like this.

“Grandma is out of town. She's gone to
Hawaii with Ted.”

“Ted?”

“Her new boyfriend.”

I raise my eyebrows at that. The lady of the
house is nearing 70 something. It's surprising to me that she has a
man or even wants one.

“Alright.”

Making to turn, her hand claps down on my
shoulder.

“When you come around next, don't park your
fucking bike on the lawn, alright, Bradley.”

The way she says my name pisses me off.

“Get your damn hands off.” I look over my
shoulder at her. “Or I'll fucking cut them off.”

We stare off. I turn away before the anger
overcomes me. Damn this woman to hell! I'm out of here.


2 Weeks Later...

 


“She's still not back?” I ask in
annoyance.

“No. Now fuck off. You are lowering the
value of the house just standing here.”

I grit my teeth.

“Why do you have to be talking like that to
me?”

“Because we don't need your kind around here
anymore. You'd be better to---”

It comes out of nowhere. My hand comes up,
slaps down on her mouth, then I step in, stare into her brown
heavenly eyes, and say, “Not one more fucking word.” Then, rather
shocking to both of us, I add, “Please.”

The woman shakes me off, but I can see her
flushing. Being polite isn't something either of us are used to,
but I've been around and I've done time. I get that you can't fight
out every war – even if the bitch deserves it.

“I see you've grown a little,” Marla says,
smoothing down her skirt some. “Please try to maintain this
maturity.”

We both stare at each other. Two “pleases”
in one conversation. That's never happened.

“I will,” I relent.

Again, we are standing there.

“She should be back soon,” Marla lets out,
probably about as unsure as to what to say as I am.

“Cool. That's awesome.”

We stand there some more. What the heck am I
supposed to do with this kind of atmosphere?

“Well, I should be going.”

Turning, I walk on
it. What the hell am I supposed to do with this!

“Wait. Would you like some tea?”

“Tea?”

“You do drink tea, don't you?”

“Um, not in forever, but I could do a
cup.”

Strolling back, I follow her inside. The
door seems a whole lot smaller since the last time I walked out.
Heck, everything is a lot smaller. But that's only because I've
gotten much bigger.

I sit down at the table and cross my boots
under it and watch her make tea.

Those tits haven't gotten smaller. They
might have gotten bigger, I think
wistfully.

The brown substance is place down in front
of me. I don't think I've drunk tea in about 14 years. It tastes
about as bad as I remember.

“So you are still a gang member?”

'The Tone' has returned.

“I'm in senior management of the club now.
It's a organizational role.”

“And does that mean you are still a
thief?”

Fuck, well, if we are being honest, “I see
some stuff. You're better off not knowing about it.”

Two angry pit bulls circling: That's us
right now. The one that goes for the throat is the winner (or maybe
loser considering where that would lead).

“I see. And do you still force women?”

“Fuck you. I don't never did that.”

Right to the goddamn center of the onion.
Marla never gives. She's as ballsy as they come, especially
considering I could rip her apart and the woman knows it.

“Yeah, I remember very clearly you sticking
your fingers where they didn't belong.”

My hand yanks back her hair after I surge
off the chair and stride to her.

“You fucking cunt. Why do we have to talk
about this?” I growl. “Can't you see that it's ancient history. I
was just a fucking horny kid.”

“Oh? Those fingers weren't child size.”

When Marla's knee connects with my groin, my
knees buckle, but I stay standing. That seems to impress her.

“Prison made your balls tougher, huh?”

“Fuck you,” I groan. “Damn woman.”

“Damn woman,” she repeats. “Seems like you
need another.”

I block the knee with my hands and grab her
up to throw down on the table.

“You stop this right now, Marla. I told you
that was over. It's all over, okay.”

Her fingernails bite into my arm and I have
to release. She boots me in the chest and I go back. This woman is
damn tough for her size. Maybe that weird aerobics thing is really
working.

“Stop,” I growl. “Please... just fucking
stop, alright.”

“Not until you apologize.”

That gets me.

“I'm not apologizing. I had my reasons.”

“Which were?”

Holy Damn Shit...
Now that's one question both of us know not to
ask and she spat it right out. I am SERIOUSLY wishing Granny was back
now. We need a referee. We need someone to save me from what I say
next.

“Cause I damn well can't get over you,
alright. I never damn well could have and you damn well know
it.”

Marla shows surprise for a second then
throws one leg in front of the
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