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 Introduction

 


Finally back in the
saddle, Sophie Sin throws out some of her hottest work yet.
Keeping it short, this is what happens when you
mix highly explosive materials (hot and kinky) and let what happens
next, happen next.

Also, as we like adding
value where we can, this book contains I
Won't Marry You, which is a short story about the
kind of woman that your mother told you to never date.

 


Thank for reading Sophie Sin's work.

 


Much appreciation,

 


Kenneth Guthrie

Editor & Publisher

Lunatic Ink Publishing



Busty And Beautiful

 


“You wouldn't believe what I saw when I
walked past 201 today.”

“What?” Brad asks, looking up from the
centerfold of a particularly nasty magazine about girls that do
things with large vegetables – something I have no idea why he's
into beyond my boss enjoys everything perverted.

“A hot girl.”

“Yeah, and?”

“No, she was hot.”

“Uh-huh?”

“Really hot.”

The balding older man puts his magazine down
and stares at me across the office.

“So? It's the season. The spring breakers
will be piling in soon enough. Maybe she's early for the show.”

I snort. “She's 40 plus, boss.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. Have I got your attention now?”

Brad flips closed the magazine and
smirks.

“Yes, my young friend, you do.”

“It's room 201. We still got the cam working
in there?”

“I checked them all on Thursday. You know
Spring Break brings in all kinds. A good offense is the best
defense as they say in terms of broken furniture and ruined
bedding.”

“You're telling me.”

The computer loads up slow. We wait.

“Okay, I've got the room up. Looks like
there's no one---.”

His eyes pop wide.

“Damn, sonny-boy, is that rack as big as I
think it is?”

“Bigger. It's fucking huge, right.”

Brad rubs the front of his pants.

“What do you think? D? E?”

“Solid E or maybe an F.”

“Fuck, that'd be something,” Brad says in
admiration. He leans back in his seat. “You going it?”

“I think so.”

We turn back to the screen.

“If you flake this one then I'm going to try
it,” Brad says. “She's near my age, but MILFs that hot don't seem
to swing my way.”

“True. Always the teens with you.”

Brad chuckles. “18 and over, thank you.”

“You'll be watching?”

“Recording. You want a momento, right?”

“If I can pull it in one.”

“When haven't you, Mr. Pro-Baller?”

“I'm hardly that special.”

“Sure-sure. Good luck. I'll watch from
here.”

I nod my head and grab up my props before
strolling out the door. Time to see if I can hook a MILF.


Mrs. Jenny Peters, no noticeable wedding
ring in sight but the slightest untanned section of skin where it
would have been on show, opens the door, yawns, stares lazily at me
then looks down at the tool kit in my hand.

“I'm sorry, Mrs. Peters, but I need to do
some maintenance on your shower.”

“Can it wait?”

“Sorry. It's now or never with Spring Break
around the corner.”

She adjusts the hot pants she's wearing,
flashing a little skin where a woman shouldn't, and shrugs.

“Whatever. I'm watching TV. Is that going to
be an problem?”

“Nah, it's in and out.”

The woman smiles. Her husband – ex or
whatever – must be a dentist. The white glare of it makes me want
to squint and it's not that bright where we are standing.

“Come in.”

I stroll in. Typical tourist. Gear
everywhere. There's a camera on the nightstand next to the bed and
some papers on the table. They seem to be printed off articles
about divorce proceedings. A picture of how things are definitely
forming here.

The shower doesn't need fixing. I tinker
around with the head and note that Mrs. Peters doesn't seem too
worried about showing her panties off. I know this because there's
a lacy red pair hanging on the door knob of the bathroom door.

“Looks like it was an easy fix. Sorry to
have bothered you.”

“No problem,” she says.

I glance to the panties on the doorknob next
to where I'm standing. It's a momentary movement, but I make sure
that she sees me do it.

“What is it you are watching?” I ask.

“The news,” she states, her hand running
down her thigh and a look in her eyes that is like a hunting cat
trying to decide whether this prey is worth it's time to gobble up.
“It's boring.”

“I can tell. Political stuff?”

“Spring Break is coming. The natives are
scared.” She licks her lips. “Are you scared...?

“Hank,” I supply.

“Hank, that's a masculine name. Do you
happen to play football? You have very wide shoulders and strong
looking hands.”

I flex the aforementioned muscles and smile
knowingly.

“They are very strong,” I admit. “I've been
known to give good massages.”

“Really? I'm stiff.”

Me too, babe. Down in my shorts.

“Well, we can't have
that,” I say, glancing to the painting on the wall where the camera
is hidden. “Our customers come here to relax.”

“I feel so
unrelaxed.”

“I can tell.”

“Can you relax me, Hank? I
need some strong relaxation.”

“We'll find
out.”

The bed squeaks as I plop down behind
her.

“You are stiff, aren't
you, Mrs. Peters?”

“Jenny.”

“Sorry, Jenny.”

“Aren't you a little stiff
too though?”

“Ahhhhh--- Mrs. Peters,
what are you doing?”

“It's Jenny and soon to be
not Mrs. How about we sort out this stiffness you have pressed to
my back. First, tell me what's the cause.”

“Fuck...” Her palm is warm
wrapped around my shaft.

“Speak to me, boy. I want
to hear your voice. I want to hear what it is that is making you
this stiff and unrelaxed. What is it? Is it something about me that
makes you this way?”

“Your tits,” I grunt.
“Those fucking tits!”

“Oh? These?”

I lick my lips on seeing her top pulled down
under them. As I noted earlier, she's not wearing a bra.

“Those... Fuck me, how big
are they? They seem huge.”

“They are big, aren't
they?” She turns. “Would you believe me if I said they were
real?”

“I'd believe anything you
have to say, Mrs... Sorry, Jenny.”

“Oh? You look skeptical. I
know how to make you know for sure though. Do you know how I'm
going to prove they are real to you?”

“I don't... HOLY
FUCK!”

They are amazingly soft. My dick fits right
in the middle. Her spit drips down through the crevice to my pulled
back foreskin coating it in slickness. I can't even see the end of
it. My dick has been enveloped.

“So
sooooofffftttt...”

“Do you think they are
real?”

“YES, MA'AM. YES I
DO!”

“Good boy. Then let me
show you what happens next.”

“Oh, oh, my, fuck, what
the fu---?”

“Moving like this is fun,
isn't it? Up and down like this. UP and DOWN makes you feel good,
doesn't it, big boy?”

“Ma'am...”

“But it's no fun for me.
Hank?”

“Yes---?”

“Do you eat
it?”

“It?”

“I mean do you
like to lick pussy?”

“Ma'am?”

“I see you are lost in how
good this feels. What if I stop?”

She does.

“No, please, don't,” I
beg, my eyes on her super soft tits posed with my knob sticking out
the top.

“Begging? I asked you to
lick my pussy. If you do that...” Her hand runs up my stomach. It
crawls over my upper abdominals and back down. “... I could lick
you in exchange.”

“Lick?”

The pink gully of her mouth, those perfect
teeth, her MILFy lips.

“Not really lick. More
like gag on, but you know what I mean.” She points downward. “I'm
already wet for it. I hope you enjoy the taste of an older
woman.”

Flipped on my back, her wide ass comes down
and deposits a wet spot on my lips. She tastes salty and fresh and
smells of flowery soap with little to no hair on the lips of her
cunt whatsoever.

“Tasty, isn't
it?”

“Muumppp...”

“This dick looks tasty
too. How far can I shove this down my throat, I wonder? I have a
bit of a fetish, Hanky-boy. I like to choke on a fat cock and you
are quite fat, aren't you?”

“Mummppp...
Ahhhhhh----!”

“So thick. So deep. So
tasty. Such a fat cock.”

“MA'AM!!!”

Deep; fast; deep; fast; I cry out into her
cunt; she runs it over my face; gyrating; mixing; filthy, dirty,
nasty MILF, deep throating my dick like this... This MILF... This
dirty fucking MILF!

“Puuuusssssyyyy---” I
groan. “I want your pussy.”

“Huh? So soon. You really
are a lively young one.”

She turns.

“If you want it that bad
then here it is!”

“H-H-AAAAA!”

“Like it?” she whispers in
my ear.

“Please... It's
too tight. I
can't take this.”

She shoves herself downward, enjoying my
pain.

“Big boys always find it
hard... Aren't you man enough to take my pussy? Was all that
licking of my cunt for nothing? Is this all you have?”

“Ahhhh---
Fuck---”

“Hoooo, there you go. All
the way in.”

“It's too tight! My cock
is breaking.”

“Breaking? How many times
have I heard that? You won't break. A tight pussy won't kill
you.”

“It's so tight. The heat
in there is crazy.”

“I'm glad you like it. Now
shut up. I'm only getting started.”

Her tits block all further words. I am
strangled by her breasts as she slams her pussy down on my cock as
deeply as the wet space will go. Each time she brings it up to the
knob, there's a moment of fresh air before my cock is throttled in
the press of her razor tight cunt – a cunt that will leave friction
burns on my cock for days after this, but one that I will remember
with fondness as 'the best I've ever had' for many years to
come.

“Tell me how you like me
fucking you, big boy.”

I groan, “This feels amazing” into her tits,
but I don't think she cares. It's the act of speaking that counts,
not necessarily being heard.

“Ohhhh---” Jenny moans in
a high pitch whine.

“Ohhhhhh---?” I groan
back, “Did you...?”

Her hands slip to my cheeks and her eyes
sparkle in front of mine.

“Thank you,” she
murmurs.

“You're
welcome.”

There's some time. We recover slowly
together.

“I don't often let guys
take me this way,” she starts, “I like to see them fuck me, but I'm
going to let you hit me from the back. You want that,
right?”

That wide ass from the rear?

“Hell yes!”

“Then have at it. I'm in
need of a smoke.”

I slip in.

“Ewwww... That's
fat.”

“Tight-Little...”

We are in agreement. Back is good.

“This ass needs a slap.
You are a bad girl.”

SLAP.

“Ow, so hard.”

“My dick or the
slap?”

“Both,” she says with a
lusty chuckle.

It's warm and wet inside.

“Deep?”

“I like it that
way.”

“I'm sure I can find some
interesting spots if I...”

“Ah, you are
twisting---”

“Up here towards your ass
seems sensitive. Is that cause you like...?”

“That finger, that finger
in my ass!”

“Thought so. Perhaps you
want it in there?”

“No, I... I
don't...”

“Shhhudup,” I growl in
pleasure as I shift upwards. “This hole is mine.”

“Nooooo...”

'No' means 'Yes' when you say it like that,
MILF.

I twist it in with a little spit to lube the
way.

“This is tighter than your
pussy.”

“You dirty bastard. So
easilyyyy--”

“What you can't take a
little thrusting?”

“A littl--?”

It's a sweet taste of heaven
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