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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.


WRITER

I stare at the nearly finished page -only a few
words from done. I'm tired and grumpy from being overworked and
don't feel like writing anything more but I already have towards
the novel that I MUST finish by the deadline my publisher set.

Unfortunately, even though I wish I didn't, I have
to continue onwards. My editor, a woman named Helen who I met about
2 years ago at a publishing company in New York when I lived there,
has decided that our time together is over. I'm not a great writer
and she's not a great editor, but together we were a great
team.

I sigh and type a few more words to take my mind off
my troubles. Helen decided two weeks ago that, after a good run and
having helped to coach one of the country's foremost under 25
writers, she wants to quit out while she's ahead and live the rest
of her life in a fashion much like how we described together in the
romance novels I have written: somewhere in Europe, most likely
France due to her love of wine and men with accents.

My finger taps on the space bar. I think she is
being fanciful and will be begging her way back into my good books
within a week, but until then I need to find someone that I can
trust to do the job she has left open.

I open up my email application and send the chapter
that I am testing the applicants with to everyone that I thought
would be decent. Having my named attached to their work would give
them massive boosts in their careers. All of them are good at what
they do - respected, known, great; however, what I offer is the
chance to be in the newspapers. Edited by 'whoever I choose' in
big, bold letters. For many this will be a HUGE upwards move in
their careers considering their quality of the resumes and the
recent decline of the paper publishing industry. It is a boon and
one that I must not give lightly, considering the HUGE negative
impact the wrong person could have on MY career.

I sit back and wait. It was really hard work getting
that done, but, now that it is out, I feel like there is potential
for this to become a big thing for me. The writing was solid and I
feel like it would make a good addition to the book that I am
writing. It will be interesting to see what the editors that I'm
sending it to think.

My email application blinks and makes a sound
indicating I have email about half an hour later. I check my inbox.
One of the applicants - a Sarah something (her last name could be
German, perhaps) - has already replied. I look over the suggestions
that she made.

"Wow, I am dumb."

I look over the chapter and make the changes. There
was an error in one character's names and a few other minor things
that totally ruined the continuity of the story.

I look it over. This is definitely going into the
book and Sarah has herself a job.

I send her an email asking for more details. She
offers lunch.

"Lunch?"

That's a big step. I live quite far away from any of
the big cities. I ask her where she lives; it's an hour away. I
decide to go: Since she did so well, I'll come to her.

She suggests a place. I accept again and just like
that I am about to meet a woman who will change my writing career
and personal life for the better. It will make for a good story one
day.


MEETING SARAH

I drive up to the place and pull my pickup alongside
the road.

"This can't be it?"

I have driven past this spot a few times now and I
kept on wondering if it was the right one, but now I am sure.
There's only one other building on the street that looks like what
she described to me in the email and this is it.

I get out and walk up the steps. My knuckle hits the
door three times and I step back. This is Sarah's house. Not a cafe
or restaurant or anything like that, but her house. What have I
gotten myself into?

She opens the door. I had always thought that love
at first sight was something only for my stories, but here I am
experiencing it and it is quite something.

"Are you Neil?" she asks.

I put out a hand and introducing myself. I don't
come off as a cool, calm and collected employer at all during this.
Actually, I'm more a stuttering, sweaty handed handshaking, fearful
mess trying to express himself to a woman that is so far above him
in the food chain of beauty that he feels he might perhaps faint at
the thought of him kissing her.

I put the thought of her kissing me out of my mind
as she invites me inside and follow her into her kitchen. She has a
pot of coffee on the brew and a copy of the manuscript that I sent
her last night laid out on the table.

"I looked it over. You have a great talent for
writing, but I think you really need someone to keep you on
track."

She takes me through the finer points of my
failings. I nod along. I don't think that I have heard anyone with
such a gorgeous voice. When she finishes I ask her the first thing
that comes to mind.

"How old are you?"

"50? Why?"

"I'm sorry, but you look 30."

She laughs and pulls a long curly length of blond
hair out the way to look at me in amusement.

"Everyone says that, but I really am 50."

I glance down at her shapely body. She is lean
around the stomach, big around the hips and wide in the bosom. I
think that she would be able to grace the cover of a romance novel
without any fear of looking out of place.

"So do you like what I've done to the book?" she
asks.

I look it over, make a decision - one that isn't all
about how gorgeous she is - and agree to employ her. We sit down
and she pours us both a cup of coffee in celebration.

"There's one thing that I would like to suggest,”
she says to me. "If possible, it would be a lot better if you could
come here or I could come to you to discuss the book. Talking in
person is so much better than by email or phone."

I instantly agree. I think that it would be a
complete waste for me to spend any time emailing this woman. I
would much rather be sitting in her home drinking her coffee and
enjoying the beauty that she is. I feel like the most lucky man in
the world finding her.

She talks on and I start thinking about how I am
going to seduce her. First, I will need information about her
history so that I know what I'm dealing with. There could be a
husband hanging about. I see no pictures or mementos to indicate
this, but it is important to know.

Seducing Sarah will be a great work of research and
hard work, but I don't mind taking the time. Learning about my love
to be will be a task that I will enjoy. I can't wait to get
started.


KOREAN SPY

"I'm sorry, Neil. She's about as hard to find
information on as a Korean spy."

"You can't be serious. I have seen her resume. She
must have someone who is willing to talk about her."

My friend makes a pained sound on the other end to
the phone. Tom joined the police a few years ago and has helped me
many times since on various things that have worked on. He is also
a great person to ask if you want to buy a car off someone or if
you want to know if your girlfriend has any convictions.

"If there was anything I could tell you more than
you know then I would. The woman is squeaky clean as far as I know.
I couldn't even find a parking ticket under that name. Either it
isn't real or she has been a very good girl."

I wonder about this new information. Could I be in
love with some kind of terrorist or spy or a member of the witness
protection program? I think about the consequences of that and
choose not to share them with my friend.

"I'll talk to you again soon," I tell him. "There
must be something that can be found out."

I put the phone down and look to my computer. I must
work, but my brain is full of thoughts of her. My love has no
background. What am I to make of that?

I get up and pace. I shouldn't be thinking about
this and I know it; I have deadlines to meet.

"Damn it. I'm going to visit her."

I pick up the very small number of pages that I have
written, get my coat, keys and a bottle of wine and head out the
door to take the one hour drive to the woman's house.

I pull up around 8pm and walk up the steps. She is
awake when I knock on the door and invites me in with a big smile
on her face. I pass her the pages when we get into her kitchen and
tell her that I need some help with a decision I am making about
the fate of a particularly important character, excusing myself
right after to go to the toilet (although I actually go into her
bedroom and spend time looking for some picture, evidence or
anything useful that might tell me who she really is.)

Coming back into the kitchen after finding nothing,
I sit down at the table with her to talk for a bit about the book.
She seems interested in what the female lead is doing and I let her
know what I think will happen from the point I have written in the
book. The conversation eventually turns to personal topics and I
ask the questions that I have wanted to ask since the moment I met
her.

"Have you ever married?" I ask.

She looks at me in amusement.

"I'm 50," she says. "Do you think I've lived my
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