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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 old MILF Series. It contains a happy ending.


 Introduction

 


A younger man takes a
older woman on a wild ride for one night only. I love this story for the ending. Sophie slows things down
halfway through in a way that I really thought was quite cool then
throws everything into the ending. It is as satisfying as it is
worthy of the great author she's becoming.

Also, as we like adding
value where we can, this book contains Music Lover, One woman gives her all
to the man that she a serious fan of.

 


Thank you for reading Sophie Sin's work.

 


Much appreciation,

 


Kenneth Guthrie

Editor & Publisher

Lunatic Ink
Publishing


 Tailor Made MILF

 


Tailor made or tailor made for me?

That's what I'm trying to decide as the
large breasted older woman, perhaps 40 or near 45 but looking no
older than the prior age, pins up the bottoms of my uniform.

“You must be very proud,”
she is saying to my mother.

“We are. My husband is a
Major in the army and he will be following in a long line of men in
our family to serve their country.”

“I'm sure he'll do
wonderfully.”

I hear very little of this and the following
conversation about my grandfather, who aside from being a good man
and an excellent role model while he was alive, kicked some serious
Nazi ass back in the day.

“It's almost
done.”

If there ever were words to cause a young
man of 25 years (I took time for university before enlisting)
distress, it is these.

My mother has wandered off to look at some
suit jackets. I know I only have a minute or two to make what is
going to either be quite an embarrassing mistake or the best thing
that could happen to me before I ship off to basic training and
then the war over in Iraq.

“Would you have dinner
with me?” I ask.

The woman blinks several times.

“I'm sorry?”

“Dinner. With me.
Tonight.”

“Ahhh...”

I note she works her wedding around in a
contemplative manner as she considers her response.

“I... well, I shouldn't,
but...”

The teepee in my trousers is fairly obvious
by now. There's no doubt about what I'm suggesting here. If she has
'dinner', she'll be eating more than a nice meal.

“When do you get off?” I
ask, seeing my mother turn and look our way.

“5pm.”

“Parking lot. I'll be near
the doors.”

Mother returns.

“Everything
alright?”

Sweet interest, nothing more. She didn't
hear.

I look to the sexy MILF. Her eyes return to
my trousers as she finishes pinning them down. My mother does not
get an answer and shrugs. The woman doesn't listen to anything
anyone says anyway. It's part of her character.

When the work is finished, we leave. In only
3 more hours I will be dining with an older angel with huge tits or
hitting the gym down the road to work off a nasty need.

Granddaddy, if you're listening, ask the
Lord to make it the first.


Right on time she walks out the doors to the
parking area on top of the mall and sees me sitting in my
convertible. There's a second or two of hesitation before my tailor
rushes over and gets inside.

“Drive,
please.”

Understanding her need for privacy, and also
how concerning being seen by a co-worker might be, I put the car in
gear and zip out onto the road out front to drive several blocks
before slowing to a more relaxed speed.

“Where would you like to
eat?” I ask.

There's a little silence. I wonder if she's
thinking about it, but when she speaks, it becomes clear that our
plan will be quite different from the one I intended: Dinner,
Drinks, Slam Dunk.

“Do you know a good
hotel?”

I pull a u-turn and head towards the
outskirts of the small city where we live.

“Do you do this often?”
she asks, obviously terrified about what is about to happen –
something she's decided WILL happen through her request for a hotel
several minutes and miles earlier.

“What? Proposition my
tailor?”

“Sleep around.”

“Sometimes. I'm
25.”

“Oh? You look
older.”

“I'm not. You are 40?” I
can't help asking.

“43.”

“Kids?”

“Yes, 2. If they ever
find...”

“They won't,” I butt in.
“Your husband?”

“He's a nice
man.”

“But not what you
want?”

“Things have dulled,” she
admits, relaxing now that we are clear on things.

“They do that over time.
You understand that this is just between us? My family has a
reputation to be upheld.”

“As do I.”

That actually gets a smile from her. The
family reputation doesn't really matter to me, but when I mention
it, women seem to get with the program pretty quick. It also sets
the scene for a one time deal. Considering that I'm going to be out
of town for a long-long time, that's probably for the best.

We pull into the
Love Bug. It's probably the trashiest name
for a drive-in motel ever, but it's private and the bedding is
clean, from prior experience, and in a situation with as much
silent sexual tension as this – we haven't spoken a word since
before – this is exactly what we need.

I hop out, pay quickly, come back, drive to
our parking spot, lend her a hand as she exits the car and mount
the stairs behind her.

The view as we walk upwards to the second
floor is exactly what I hoped it would be. Two sexy kittens play
under the dull black trousers that she is wearing. I reach up and
take a handful and the MILF doesn't complain one bit. By the time
we are at the room, we nearly don't need it. Her hand is skilled on
my cock, as all older women's usually are, and the soft weight of
one of her huge d-cups is enough to give her more than a
handful.

Entering inside, I survey the room and
decide it's one of the uglier ones. The only thing decent is a nice
piece of art slapped on the far wall. I take a second to enjoy it
before turning to enjoy someone who might as well be a work of art
for all her classic American beauty appearance.

With one hand in her long black hair,
reaching about midway down her back, I bury my tongue in her left
ear, running it around in long warm arousing circles that elicit
moans of pleasure from both of us.

“You are very skilled for
young man your age. How many women have you had?” she murmurs into
my ear as her hands stray down my muscular chest to the buckle of
my jeans.

“More than I can
count.”

“I thought so.”

Little kisses down my neck follow. Her mouth
is sweet, tender and motherly until she reaches the lowest section
of my abs.

With a vigor that excites, my sexy tailor
undoes my jean's button and unzips me to let them sink to the
floor. I step out and stand proud.

“Huge,” she whispers in
awe. “I've never seen one this big.”

Being quite hung has its advantages. One of
them is the look an older women gets in her eyes when she realizes
that, yes she can take it – all women who have given birth at least
once find me more comfortable – but, in truth, I'm going to spread
her out so much that she might have a hard time explaining this to
the one she's in a relationship with if they happen to have sex a
week or more after taking me once.

“Put it in your mouth,” I
command her.

Compliance is the reason that I love women
of age. Her mouth opens, her teeth bare, I estimate the difference
between the stretch and the sharp ends of her teeth and, hoping
against hope that this isn't going to hurt as much as I think it
will, I force my cock down her throat to the point that she's
choking.

“Ahhhh---” I moan in
relaxation. “That's nice.”

I shift to the edge of the bed and let her
kneel between my legs and slowly suck me.

The tip is drawn back.

My pink flesh is exposed.

Around and around, she stimulates the eye
with only the tip of her tongue.

Up and down the shaft.

Around on the area between my balls and
shaft and, filthy as it sounds, up and around both sides of my
nuts.

“Yes, that's good. More.
More. Suck it more.”

I take her head and make a
hole of her lips. Inwards. Inwards. Choking. Spit. More spit.
Choking. Ahhhhhh, that's good... Older women can really suck a dick.

Lifting her off, I get her to stand and
undress her slowly. The curve of her waist and stomach turns me on.
I kiss it slowly as I lift her work shirt as the buttons come
undone and ride the line of her stomach, which quivers under each
kiss and my exploring fingers, to the cusp of her left breast.

My MILF leans into me and pulls her shirt
open fully. The top button bounces off my head. I take her breasts
in hand and, like a child searching for milk, suck on either of her
small, comparatively, nipples until they are rock hard.

“Prune them
out.”

I sit back on the softness of the large
double bed and watch as she massages her tits and I stroke my cock,
it still wet from when she was sucking it earlier.

It doesn't take long from there to pull away
her work trousers. Her panties are plain gray and nothing special.
I pull them down with my index finger and find her untidily hairy
but not overly so. The moan that she gives off when I stick a
finger to the wetness of her pussy lips is priceless. Nothing but
sex satisfies a man like this.

“Are you tight?” I wonder
outloud.

My middle finger finds the truth to be
somewhere inbetween loose and vice like, but it wouldn't matter if
she were the prior. I'm far and away big enough to open her to the
point where she might think that another child is coming.

“Sexy, you are so damn
sexy,” I praise, my eyes confirming the truth.

The little sigh of relief she gives on
hearing my words is good to hear. I know older women seem to think
that their 'oldness' isn't sexy, but big tits like this can't
usually be found on a girl of 20 years, certainly not naturally,
and when you couple that with 1000s of hours fucking one cock or
many, many more – sometimes a few at once – you have a fuck that
will be unforgettable. It's one of the reasons that the average age
of the women I sleep with is much higher than one would expect.
That, and younger women don't tend to handle my cock well.

“It's going to hurt a
lot,” I warn.

Her eyes travel to the jerking length of my
fat cock.

“I want it to.”

“So honest.”

“I... FUCK!!!”

The tip is enough to make her cry out like
this? I'm looking forward to seeing how she takes the shaft, which
gets fatter all the way down.

“Haaa--- That's a big fucking
cock!”

Slowly, slowly, slowly... I keep reminding
myself to not force right in.

“You can do it,” I whisper
over and over into her ear. I don't think she can hear me over her
cries.

“I'm going to
break!”

I stop and let her sink the rest of the way
down. To my shock, her cunt is quite deep and the whole thing goes
in. I haven't had that happen since I did that nanny when I was out
of state studying on temporary transfer. That one was black, big
and could ride a man. Suddenly, the whole situation takes on a more
exciting tone. The memory of a filthy black nanny riding my dick on
the household's couch as her
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