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This is a standalone short story and is a part of the
More MILF Series
of books, which is a
reboot of the original MILF Series. It contains a happy ending.


 Introduction

 


Wow, Sophie sure does love
MILFs. Another great addition to this
series is right here for your enjoyment. This time things get very
heated right in the bar and the younger man can't keep his hands
off the hot gold digger that he meets. Guaranteed to put a kinky
look in your eyes for the rest of the week whenever you see a blond
MILF around town.

Of course, as we like
adding value where we can, this book also contains
A Good Salesman,
which is a short story
about one woman's quest to capture the heart, mind and, especially,
body of the man she has fallen for. Incredible romance. Incredible
sex. Incredible all round.

 


Thank for reading Sophie Sin's work.

 


Much appreciation,

 


Kenneth Guthrie

Editor & Publisher

Lunatic Ink Publishing



Meet Her At A Bar

 


There are a few things that I wished I'd
learned about older women. The first and the worst is that they are
tricky.

Take this woman for example: Slim, smartly
dressed, breasts large enough to make someone wonder if they are
real or not (only a touch test would tell, of course). She's got a
glint – predatory at best – that makes a young man like me think
that she'd gobble me up and spit me out hell fried and still horny
and ready for more.

That's why I start with, “So what are you
selling?” It's always good to be direct with the devil.

She blinks twice, glances left to right,
seemingly not sure if I'm talking to her, the only person at the
bar at this point, or some imagined individual not present.

“Sorry?”

So sweet, so innocent, but I know what I'm
looking at.

Her smile is challenging yet firm. Perfectly
posed. White teeth gleaming like fangs – seductive blood suckers –
posed to bite deeply into my most tender parts. There's the
slightest lean of her slim frame, ample around the top but lacking
elsewhere, that seems to hint at a predator just verging the rise
of a hill to look down upon a group of shy pry huddling at a water
hole, unaware due to the blinding light of the setting sun that a
carnivore has arrived to partake of them.

“I said that I think you are selling
something and I'm wondering who the buyer is going to be.”

The blond tilts her head to the left and
smiles in that way that tells me she's got no idea what I'm talking
about.

“I'm suggesting you're a whore or a cougar.
I'm also asking if you are looking because, babe, I'm looking and
I've been looking at you.”

She doesn't even blink.

“I'm not a whore.”

“Then a gold digger?”

“Whatever you want to call it if we are
being honest here, young turk.”

Only the nastiest of women call me a young
turk. I grin widely, knowing that we are likeminded and grab the
hand she has posed on the bar top just so to draw down below the
bar to my hard cock.

“I'm selling if you are interested, but
you'll have to pay the price later.”

Her eyes widen and blaze with desire. I'm
hung and Mrs. Blond and looking for a husband knows that I'm the
right man for the job – the filling her up kind.

“Do you have a place?”

I glance left. “The bathroom.”

“There? Is it hygienic?”

“Was last time I was there.” I draw my eyes
to the small crowd that is big enough to create a faint stir, but
not too big, in the sense that we would be caught out if we
scuttled over there and got our own little party happening.

“Come on,” I say, taking her hand in mine,
the three gold rings on her middle finger digging into my palm, and
draw her towards the entrance. Not a single person looks up as we
amble on inside and take the last stall in the dimly lit space.

“This is kinky,” she murmurs in my ear.

I reach to her hair and draw her in. “It's
pretty sexy,” I admit.

Her lips are like fire. Older women have
experience and that's why I find them so attractive. They are
willing to go where young women won't. Heck, they are ABLE TO do
what a young woman couldn't – either through a lack of courage or a
lack of desire. I am soon pushing her downward.

“You suck before we fuck,” is all I have to
say.

Grabbing the zipper on my blue skinny jeans,
she works it down and draws out my cock. I stand there leaned up
against the wall with a sense of delight and pleasure running
through me. Gold diggers always suck cock the best. There's been
several occasions when I have taken advantage of a woman's desire
for money, pretending to be more well resourced than I am. Each
time the dame that I've conned has sucked me off better than any
I've ever had before. Chances are this one is just the type to get
frantic about a big dick and forget all womanly decorum to let out
her inner freak to my advantage.

“Lick it first. Take it slow,” I whisper
down to her.

She pulls my cock from my pants. It's sits
between us in her small hands for a second or two. Thick, veiny,
impressive. I feel like a man just staring down at my cock. It's so
large and fat and full of juice. I swear that it has grown 10 fold
from when I last saw it hard, but I always feel that way, so it
might not count.

“Slowly...” I groan as she pushes my hard
warhead of a knob deeply into the luscious fruity wonder of her
lips, the wonderful full flesh pressing open like a finger inserted
into the center of a rose and widening to engulf my cock in a way
that speaks of far more experience with big cocks than most women
of younger years.

“Fucking MILF,” I groan. “You are teasing me
out.”

It's true. Her hands are wringing the blood
into my cock one stroke at a time. I feel like an inch has been
added from the suction of her mouth alone. It's very much like a
dick pump and my dick is getting a mean pump by anyone's
standards.

“You young men are always so cocky,” she
whispers up to me, her excitement and lust drawn out in the serpent
like pleasure that the cougar is showing. “Then when I get you like
this, you can't do anything but moan and groan and get bigger and
bigger.” She starts working both hands in the same direction in
like wave-like rolls. “How much bigger are you going to get, I
wonder, young man? Big enough to satisfy me, or is this tiny thing
all you have?”

I can't reply. My throat is so tight with
the pleasure of what she is doing that not a single word of retort
will come out. I bring my eyes down to my cock with some effort (as
they are very adamant about the idea of admiring the ceiling at
this point) and stare. It's nearly red with blood and the veins are
popping out like I've injected some kind of steroid into my cock.
This is the hardest I've been. You could break rocks with my cock
right now.

“Bitch, just suck,” I groan out in a
slur.

The gold digger throws back her blond hair
to the left, smiles widely and gives me wink before licking the end
of my cock to remove a little pre-cum that was threatening to drip
from the eye of my cock to the deepest valley of her cleavage.

“So cocky,” she teases with faked anger.

Deep. That's what I think the moment my cock
travels down the frictionless center of her mouth. I grab ahold of
the toilet dispenser and hold on to my soul for dear life. The MILF
tips her head back and some how I'm going down the back of her
throat. The craziest thing is she doesn't choke putting it in and
only a little on the way out. Her saliva drips from my dick when
she jerks it out in the open and her hand movements coat it shiny
and wet.

“God...” I'm not sure if I'm praising the
deity or just shocked into religion by what I just now
experienced.

“He's not listening,” she promises.

I glance down and a smile grows.

“Give me hell, lady.” MILF knows
best.

First, the blond takes me half way. It's an
in out experience and it's fast. VERY FAST. Like hammering a nail
into a wooden board, she pounds my cock into her throat. I think
somewhere half way through I must have ripped the toilet paper
dispenser off the wall because it topples to the ground and we both
laugh as I try to figure out how to get it back on the wall.

“You okay, big
boy?”

“Enjoying
myself.”

From there the games continue.

Her mouth is amazing. It's like she's double
jointed in the jaw or something as I can't feel her teeth. This is
after checking twice that they are there. It's incredible. Not a
single hint of pain and all this moaning and groaning and
occasional praise coming from her.

“It's the
biggest.”

“Your dick tastes so
good.”

“I'm wet, so wet right
now.”

“Fuck, your dick is
massive.”

These kind of comments can give a man a big
head and, oddly, that's what it does.

“Umm... I can't get it
in,” she mutters in amusement.

I stare at my knob. It's about the size of a
golf ball and a bit longer.

“I guess that hole is
done,” I reply in shock.

My hot cougar gets to her way too high heels
and winks once more at me before oh-so-obediently turning and
drawing up her black dress and showing me the equally dark g-string
she has on.

“That is a fine ass,
lady,” I say as I massage either cheek, “and I'm going to fuck it
real good.”

The g-string to the side, I find the hole
and slip my dick in a little. Normally I wouldn't dare put my dick
in a woman like this without some kind of protection on my cock,
but I'm taking this fucking skilled MILF without one because
everything feels to good. It, honestly, makes me wonder exactly why
she hasn't got a man yet. With skills like this, even I'm tempted,
and I'm poor as one can be when ass is the only thing on man's
mind.

“You like to be
spanked?”

Her eyes meet mine. There
is the kind of communication that passes between me and her that
many-a-man craves. Those blue eyes of hers flash with an icy
nastiness that inspires me. As I slowly inch my cock into the
admittedly quite tight confines of her wet and warm pussy, I bring
up my hand and draw it down. At first it's a swish; then it's
something more; soon I'm thrashing away on either cheek to her
cries. It's a wonder to me that no one has walked in and caught us
in this thing. I take my hand one last time before bringing it down
and pounding her left ass cheek to a red color that
will leave a
bruise.

“You
kink old lady,” I groan, me dick deep in her cunt. “You kinky old
temptress.”

It amuses her to bring up the age issue.

I take my cock and pound it deep. Fluids
pour down into my boxers, which are half way down my thighs – girl
fluids, lots and lots of them.

“Ahhh---” I whine. “Your pussy is tight as
fuck!”

So many times to I work
her from the back that her ass becomes even redder. I can't seem to
slow my pace. It's not that the pussy is all that good. I mean,
it's excellent,
but that's not the reason. It's the way she moans and tells me in
no uncertain words how she's feeling.

From what she's said so
far, my dick is heaven sent to earth to pound its way deep into the
depths of the volcano of her cunt. Ripples of heat and hot
intensity are pouring from that volcano, as is a pleasant rich
smell of arousal that has turned me red with strain holding back
from cumming.

“More,” is all she says
after a time. More, more, more... Such a greedy MILF, but she's
earned her orgasm.

It comes in a gush. First
there's a tension, then that grows, then she opens up very wide and
there's not a hint of friction, then things get wild, squeezing,
clutching, twisting somehow, and then she
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