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Introduction

 By Lori Perkins

 


I had a good college friend who had gone to Paris to
write after graduation while I stayed behind and ran a newspaper,
and married. He used to write me beautiful, descriptive letters
(yes, it was before the internet) about the hot moms he would watch
in the parks of Paris, and I remembered thinking he was a bit of a
perv. Of course, now, I know that would be a great way to start a
story.

I’m a mom now, and a divorced one at that, so I hope
that the young man writing feverishly in his journal while my son
plays in the Alice in Wonderland statue in Central Park is writing
a story about me in my summer dress. Or at least I like to imagine
he is.

As a mom, I know how a woman’s sensuality changes as
she matures and goes through the ebb and flow of youthful
blossoming, middle aged knowledge and mature freedom. I’ve
experienced these stories from all sides, and they never cease to
entertain me, and give me pleasure.

I’m also surprised at the variety. In these pages
you’ll find the classic former teacher and student stories, as well
as first loves. You’ll find couples who rekindle their passions in
clever ways, and some who bring new experiences to the bedroom. And
you’ll even find some witchcraft and a werewolf or two.

I love putting together anthologies because I never
know what I am going to get, and I am always pleasantly surprised.
This is not even my first MILF anthology. I edited one in 2006 with
Cecilia Tan, yet these stories are quite different than the ones in
there a decade earlier. I think the MILF mythos has matured, if you
will.

I like to think of this book as a gift to all the
hot moms out there who have nurtured and passed up countless
opportunities for their own pleasure to make this a better world.
And I also like to think that around every park bench, and grocery
store aisle, there’s a person of discerning taste who can really
see how amazing we all are and is ready to tap that still.

 


So Happy MILF Day.

 


Lori Perkins

May 2016

 



 


Inspiration

 By Andrew Robertson

 


The gallery was almost empty when I got there.
Another late night at work ruining a perfectly good evening when I
should have been drinking wine and gossiping with Annabelle
Ferrone.

When I was called to the bar, I was sure my life
would be a mix of court, sex, drama and quirky friends. I don’t
think anyone even remembers Ally McBeal, never mind fantasizes
about living her life with Harrison Ford, but that was my goal when
I entered law school. Instead of crazy sing-alongs with my
colleagues at a downtown bar with a great live band, more often
then not I was holed up in the file room digging through the facts
as they were submitted. At least I looked good doing it, in a
signature tight white dress shirt with sky-high shoes and a tight
skirt. All gray. Not too stern, not too virginal.

Annabelle had invited me to her son’s first art show
at a trendy gallery in a slummy part of the city, the perfect place
for art to bloom. The roses always jump from a crack in the
sidewalk. Something about desperate need and artistic desire that
combines to create some of the most beautiful imagery you could
ever see. From what I had seen of Jarrod’s past work, it would be
spray-painted canvasses, hubcaps, car doors…whatever he could find.
It had been years since I had seen him, but he always had a passion
for graffiti art. The subject matter was usually an abnormally
wide-eyed woman of impossible beauty or troll-like men stacked like
Matryoshka dolls. I didn’t mind either. He was a great painter and
still only 21, so I’m sure he would make something of himself in
the near future.

Under the gallery’s awning I shook the rain from my
coat and squeezed past a few gorgeous young things smoking outside,
their hands wrapped around red plastic cups full of cheap wine and
micro brews.

I’ve always thought that if I could be young again I
would steal a few nights away from studies and cramming for exams
and just go a little wild. I could count my one-night stands on one
hand. One. That was it. Sure it gave me a beautiful child who had
since turned into a petulant teenager, but I also have a bum of an
ex who is perpetually out of work and turning to me for money. Not
the original plan.

Pushing open the door, I scan the immense space for
Annabelle, and I am shocked by the huge, fleshy canvasses covering
all the walls surrounding me.

Each image is larger than life; women reclined in
various poses, naked, fingers exploring their own bodies, index and
middle digits spreading open their sex to reveal pink and wet
welcomes, faces rapt with pleasure, breasts large and damp. My lips
start to find a smile, a full grin breaking out as I imagine
Annabelle standing in a room full of what must be her son’s lovers
fingering themselves. Some lay in piles of clothing, some on beds,
others on fur rugs or in the bathtub.

I walk around the gallery to find my lady-date for
the night as a pretty girl I’m certain hangs on a nearby wall in
acrylic sucking her own fingers, winks at me. Waiters circle with
tiny, delicious bites that these few young and modern citizens are
too cool to eat. I lift a tiny beef slider off a tray and grab a
napkin in case of a spill. I haven’t eaten since lunch and that was
about ten hours ago. At a certain age, you don’t give a fuck about
people seeing you eat in public, and with my tiny waist, I have
nothing to worry about. In fact, with my trainer I could teach
these kids a thing or two.

Despite the small crowd, there’s no sign of
Annabelle so I head to the bar to see what’s left.

“Can I get you a drink?” the bartender asks. He’s a
pretty boy with a horrible handlebar moustache that he probably
thinks makes him look like a real mixologist, or booze wizard or
whatever these little hipsters are trying to emulate now.

“We have a signature drink for the evening,” he
offers. “It’s a lavender infused gin with crushed fennel seed,
geranium mist and a splash of real tonic.”

“I’ll have a red wine,” I respond, hoping the bottle
isn’t a box.

The now dour bar wizard turns and grabs a large
bottle of red and pours it liberally into a large red plastic cup.
He doesn’t even try to smile. I don’t apologize and hand him a
$20.

“There’s no charge,” he says with a tone.

“I know, my love,” I respond. “This is for your ride
home.”

I wink and he gingerly accepts the bill I’m certain
he wants and needs.

“Actually ma’am, I ride my bike.”

“Of course you do,” I say smiling. “It’s just in
case there are any toll roads.”

I smugly raise my plastic cup of booze in salute and
wander off. I have no time for little boys.

Once more around the room and I’m certain Annabelle
is gone so I pull my phone from my purse. There’s a text from her
confirming she left. “Felt a bit off.” I’m sure it was from
imagining her son in an apartment full of lusty young women ready
to be immortalized in this gallery of skin.

I almost giggle thinking of what I would do if my
own daughter invited me to an exhibit of oil painted cocks she had
met. Life does that to you. Surprises.

“Marianne?” a voice behind me asks.

I turn and see Jarrod smiling at me.

“Oh my God, Jarrod, you’ve grown up so much!” I
exclaim. He stands over six feet tall, relaxed in his manhood with
broad shoulders leading down to a small waist, black T-shirt and
ashy looking gray jeans. He kicks his motorcycle boots in a nervous
reaction to my stare, tilting his head down to look at me from
under his thick black eyebrows and a mop of curly dark hair.

“Have I?” he asks me coyly. “Are you looking for me
or my mother?” His flirtatious tone throws me off, making my
shoulders tense, and my nipples harden.

I laugh without meaning to.

“I was actually looking for your mother, but it’s
great to see you,” I say, one hand rushing up to my face and
pushing my long blonde hair back behind one ear.

He shifts from one leg to the other, putting his
hands in his pockets, causing the muscles in his arms to flex. Soft
dark hair covers his forearms, tanned from time spent outside
tagging walls and spray painting murals. He looks like an Italian
god.

“How’s the wine?” He motions to the red plastic cup
in my hand.

“It’s great,” I mock, laughing and feeling some of
the tension in my shoulders release. “So, who are all these girls
you painted?”

He casually glances around the gallery, scanning the
various portraits in all their naked glory.

“Well,” he answers. “Some of them are
ex-girlfriends, some are friends that asked to be painted, and some
I painted from memory.”

He starts to walk away, which affords me the chance
to watch his firm ass stretching the denim I suddenly want to
disappear. Looking over his shoulder, he nods his head in a gesture
that asks me to follow.

We cross the gallery to a door that leads to a room
I hadn’t yet been in. I follow him in and notice the light change
to a more intimate and dim red.

Once inside the room, I turn and face a wall with
the largest canvas of the whole show. It’s of a woman, naked except
for a tight leather skirt, taking off one high-heeled shoe. She is
blonde, face partially obscured by her long hair, but it’s
unmistakably a portrait of me.

He stands looking at me with a sheepish grin,
waiting for my comment or approval.

“Of all of them, you’re my favorite,” he whispers,
moving closer and stepping behind me, watching over my shoulder as
I take in this portrait. He exhales, his breath warm against my
shirt, one hand reaching out to touch my waist. A tremor passes
through me, not sure what to do. Sure he is my friend’s son, but he
is also now a man with all the appetites and needs that I know only
too well.

I feel a heat rise in my breasts, knowing his firm
young body is about to press against me, knowing that he spent
nights creating an image of me from memory.

“What do you think?” he queries. “What’s the
verdict?”

Such a joker. My cheeks burn red, but not with
embarrassment. I look up at my portrait for advice.

“It’s beautiful,” I stutter. “I’m flattered.”

Reaching down, I lift one leg and pull off a
stiletto, letting it drop to the floor with a resonating thud. I
know this shouldn’t be happening, but I know we both want it. Art
imitates life.

He wanders to the doorway and with one motion slams
the door, locking us in.

“When did you paint this?” I ask.

He walks toward the painting, neck inclined up
toward my painted breast. He reaches up and strokes it with his
strong hand.

“I’ve had this in my mind my whole life.”

I feel my satin panties getting damp.

Jarrod crosses his arms and pulls his shirt off in
one movement. His chest is lean and muscled, a scattering of hair
near the center above a great set of abs and a well-carved
midsection. A dark trail of hair leads down to his dirty denim and
I notice the top button is already undone.

“And you know what else?” he asks rhetorically.
“I’ve wanted something else too…since I first laid eyes on
you.”

Suddenly all my memories of Jarrod as an awkward
teenager are gone, being replaced by the man I see in front of me,
lean and muscular but big in all the right places, motioning for me
to come forward with one, long, thick finger that I know will be in
me the minute I allow it.

He stands before me, lips wet and ready. The minute
they are on me I know I won’t resist. I pull his hand toward me and
lick his index finger, making eye contact until he looks away.

He leans in and kisses me, stubble rough against my
red lips, tongue slipping into my mouth and finding mine. My hips
react, pushing toward him, my hands finding the next button on his
jeans and pulling until all the buttons are open.

His manhood presses hard against his boxers,
slipping out the top of the waistband and into my hand as I grab
the head of his cock and start pumping it, long strokes up and down
his thick mast. He is already slick with excitement, ready to
penetrate me. With my other hand, I start to undo the buttons of my
shirt, revealing a gray lace bra that shows my nipples as they
strain against captivity, hard and ready for action.

Jarrod reaches around me and undoes the bra and
pulls off my shirt in one rough motion. He pulls me close and I
feel the breath rushing from my lungs.

“Since I first saw you, I’ve wanted to be with you,”
he gasps into my ear, starting to work on my skirt, pushing it down
my thighs so it falls on the floor. I kick it away ready for what
is about to happen.

“I want to be inside you, here, in front of your
portrait.”

My legs tremble knowing that his thick manhood will
enter me, here in the gallery, with only a flimsy lock between us
and the last few patrons milling around outside.

Jarrod leans down and puts his lips against my
breast, cupping it with one hand, sucking on my hard nipple and
groaning like a man who hasn’t seen a woman in a hundred years.

I draw his other hand up between my legs where he
can feel my private wetness, and slip his talented fingers up
inside me, the same ones that painted my nakedness twenty feet
tall.

He pushes his pants down and clumsily falls against
me, causing us both to fall, but with him above me. His cock
connects with my womanhood, and with a long grunt he pushes himself
inside me as we hit the hardwood. We start to rock together, his
slick mast sliding in and out of my yielding pink.

“Oh my God Jarrod, fuck me!” I scream, his cock
stretching me and scratching every itch I’ve had.

His broad shoulders move back and forth above me as
he drives deeper and deeper into my sex, a deep wetness between
both of us, an unsettled need driving our lovemaking.

I look up at the portrait of me which only makes me
need him in me more, riding him harder, pressing my hips up to him
to allow him all the access he needs to satisfy both of our
needs.

“I’m going to come,” he says, a guttural
whisper.

“Come inside me,” I urge. “I want you to come inside
me.”

And he does. He thrusts over and over, faster, and
cries my name out loud as his cock shudders in release.

“Marianne, you are my soul,” he says through ragged
breaths. “You are my muse.”

 



 


D is for Dancing




By Louisa Bacio

 


Music pumping, and her arms in the air, Sydney moved
with the crowd to the right and to the left. She bounced along with
the beat, letting out all the stress and fears.

Fuck divorce.

Who said life ended at 40 and single? To the side of
her, a woman in a short white skirt bent over, rubbing her ass
against the crotch of her partner. Sydney’s chest tightened with
jealousy. Oh to be young, carefree and have a world of potential
sexual escapades ahead. She shut her eyes, and turned, focusing on
the physical sensations.

Damn. Her feet hurt from days walking at the con.
Her hip hurt from who knew what? Age? She’d reached middle age, and
tomorrow she’d return to reality of being a single mom of two. A
touch drew her attention. Justine, her friend, leaned in close and
brushed away the hair covering Sydney’s ear, sending shivers
through her body.

“Want another drink?” She held up her empty glass.
“I’m going for another.”

She nodded yes. Might as well. She never let loose
at home because she always had to be the responsible parent in case
something ever happened.

Here? She was only another moving body on the dark
dance floor. From the back pocket of her jeans, she grabbed a $20,
but Justine waved the money away.

“I’ve got this round. You bought last night.”

As Justine walked away, Sydney caught a glimpse of
the guy opposite her. Tall, dark hair, impossibly wide shoulders in
a fitted black T-shirt and tight, faded jeans. Damn. He
looked exactly like the type of guy who would have caught her eye
when she was in her 20’s. Who was she kidding? He still did.

With all these barely 21, nearly naked bodies
writhing to music, there was no way he’d be interested in her.
Unless he was a MILF-chaser. Right. Where did that thought come
from?

Their eyes met, and he smiled. She resisted the urge
to look behind her. He was young. Too young. Maybe half her age.
She shot down the negative thoughts.

But I look good tonight. The hair had been refreshed
to a shimmering strawberry blonde. I ditched the mom-clothes, and
in this lighting with my black tank, ripped jeans and high heeled
boots, maybe?

The song shifted to “Pony,” and she immediately
thought Magic Mike. Oh yes, to see him take it all
off. With a smile all her own, she turned, shaking her ass,
feeling the music infuse her with sexuality. I need this—to let
it all go.

Stars stretched far into the sky, and the
juxtaposition of hot bodies and the cool night air created a stark
contrast. The club topped a hotel in Vegas, with an outdoor dance
floor featuring views overlooking the lights of the strip.
Fifty-two floors up, she opened up to what the future may hold.

A shape momentarily blocked her view, and Sydney
gazed up into his face.

“Want to dance?”

At least he asked. She couldn’t stand the guys who
idled up and took it upon themselves to cop a grind.

“I am dancing,” she said.

He moved in closer, the heat of his body jumping the
mere inches between them, and placed a hand on her waist. “Would
you like to dance with me?”

Thank God he couldn’t hear her gulp. “Yes.”

They began to move, learning the rhythm of the
other’s body. On the dance floor, the getting-to-know-you process
speeds up. Shyness ditched, she bumped, freaked, twerked, whatever
the hell they called it these days.

“What’s your name?” The heat of his breath against
her neck made her nipples tighten.

“Sydney.”

“Anyone ever call you Syn?”

She laughed. “Sometimes. You?”

“Smith.”

Like the character in Sex in the City? He was
dark-haired rather than blonde, but the sexy build fit the
delicious bill.

Every song held an underlying sexual theme, and he
seemed more than happy to play it out. Right when Sydney wondered
what happened to Justine, she appeared with the drinks. Eyes wide
at the sight of Smith, she handed over the cool beverage and
whispered in her ear. “I’m outta here. Have fun, and text me if
you’re not OK.”

Good friend.

“Want a sip?” She held up the glass to her
partner.

His warm hand settled onto hers and he took a drink,
before leaning toward her. Their eyes met and she knew what was
coming next. He was going to kiss her. She hadn’t been kissed by
someone aside from her husband, ex-husband, in ten years. Oh,
God, can I do this?

A shock of coldness as his lips touched hers. His
lips were slightly wet from the drink, but quickly warmed up. She
opened her mouth, and he passed an ice cube, their tongues swirling
around the frozen cube until it melted to nothing. Smith snaked a
hand around the back of her waist, his fingers splaying over her
ass, and he pressed her tight against him.

Inhibitions disappeared with each caress. She didn’t
care what others thought. She didn’t care if she shouldn’t do it.
She wanted him, and for more than dancing, and by the feel of his
cock pressed into her abdomen, he felt the same way.

“Come on,” he said, breaking the kiss, and grabbing
her hand. He led her to the edge of the floor, overlooking what
felt like the entire world.

Both of them faced forward, with her back tucked
against the hard planes of his chest. Smith wrapped his arms around
her body, slipping under her tank at the waist, stroking bare skin.
She sucked in her stomach, and awed at the hard, thick cock poking
her in the ass. He nipped on her shoulder.

“You’re fucking sexy,” he moaned. “Do you know that?
I watched you dancing, and had to meet you. Do you feel the
connection like I do?”

The words rang true. Sometimes you meet someone, and
instantly it feels like they’re going to mean something. What was
it about Smith? What was it about the two of them together?

“Tell me you understand what I’m talking about. Tell
me you’re available. I didn’t see a ring.”

“Yes.” She seemed to only be saying yes, and if he
asked, she’d continue. “Do you want to get out of here?”

The words left her mouth before she thought better
of it, and there was no way to take them back. It wasn’t the
alcohol talking either, because she hadn’t had that much to
drink. His hold on her tightened and without a verbal response, he
guided her back across the dance floor, through the crowd and
toward the exit. A few last sips of her cranberry and vodka, and
she ditched the glass on a table already overfull with empties.

Alone, they entered the elevator. She pressed
eighteen. Thirty-four floors separated them and her hotel room.
Thirty-four floors to get to know each other.

“What’s your story?” In the bright lighting of the
enclosed space, she marveled at his physique even more. He studied
her with his blue-gray eyes.

“Air Force. Last weekend before deployment.” Smith
shifted his gaze to the number display. “Decided to try my luck in
Sin City.”
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