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Note: This is a short story of around 5000 words. If you would a longer read then check out
Sophie Sin's Book
List or her gay erotica under Dick
Powers.

 


Short
disclaimer: All individuals represented within this text are over the
age of 21 and full and completely are shown to consent in all ways
to the sexual activities that take place within this collection of
short works.


Editor’s Note:

 


You
can find this story with the others listed below in
‘Erotic
Fantasies Vol. 2’.

 


That collection contains the following
stories:

Dress Whites,
Secret Desires, Older Man, Strong Hands.

 


The
‘Erotic
Fantasies Vol. 2’
collection can be found at any of your favorite
e-stores.


Sarah (28): Truck Stop

 


HIS LEATHER JACKET CLUTCHES TIGHT AROUND HIS WIDE
SHOULDERS.

Ed is an older man, maybe late 30s, I don't know,
but he sure is handsome. The man steps in and wipes a little snow
off his jeans. He does a pretty easy run from Austin to Dallas and
back twice a day Monday to Friday. Its non-stop, but he always
takes an hour or two to stop and read the newspaper here with a cup
of coffee. It's always during the slow part of the day and we will
often talk about what's happening in our lives when I'm not busy
serving. It's become something that I look forward to afterhours
toiling away at the diner to pay the bills.

"Hey Sarah, how's things?"

I grin and hand over his usual: Black no sugar, no
milk.

"Good. It's been slow and me and Henry have been
talking about baby names."

His eyebrows go up and stray to my stomach.

"You?"

"No, silly. Henry's wife."

Ed looks around me at the chef, who glances up.

"You got a baby coming, buddy?"

Henry chuckles and gives him the thumbs up.

"Good on you," Ed says, looking back at me. "How are
your young ones doing?"

"Not so bad. Brad is still getting used to
kindergarten here, but Sarah jr. is doing good. She'll be
elementary school this year."

"Really? That's great to hear."

About 4 years ago when I was pregnant with Brad, my
long term partner decided that he'd had enough. We were living in
LA with his parents. They were understanding and helped us settle
down here. I get a visit from them once a month, but we never talk
about their son. He's out of my life and I'm in the process of
putting him behind me.

"Yah. I was worried about Sarah. She can be a little
bit testy, ya know. I find it hard to keep her in line
sometimes."

"Just got to be firm, Sarah. She'll straighten out
when she gets older."

"I hope so."

He grins and pats my hand. Ed has huge hands. I
usually react badly to men touching my body - as happens too often
in places like this - but his hands are warm and comforting. He
never tries to touch me inappropriately. The wedding band on his
finger is reassuring too.

"Me too," I say.

A customer enters and I straighten. I serve them and
return to find Ed reading the weather page.

"Looks like heavy snow," he points out.

"Really? Are you going to be able to get back
tonight?"

"Probably. Might have to sleep in the truck."

Henry puts his head out the kitchen.

"That sounds bad," he says. "If you get really
stuck, you can always stay out back. The diner has a bunk at the
back of the kitchen for the days when I can't get home. You would
be welcome to it."

"Thanks." Ed grins. "I'll probably try to get home
either way."

Henry smiles and shrugs.

"Fine with me. Let us know if you get stuck."

"Will do."

He turns the page and notes a particularly amusing
political scandal that we have been following. The next hour is
full with our banter. It is the best part of my day.


The Freeze

 


I look out the window in concern. There is actually
snow building up at the door. Two trucks are parked outside and the
occupants aren't going anywhere. It's 9pm. I wonder about Ed
briefly as I get ready to close the restaurant. Henry is already on
his way home. I have to pick up the kids. Luckily, their babysitter
lives next door to my house. If things get really bad, I can
call.

The door opens and a snow coated figure steps
through the door.

"You got stuck after all?" I ask.

Ed gives me a weary grin.

"1km down the road. The truck's heating went out
somewhere on the route here. I decided that I'd take Henry up on
his offer."

I look at the time. 1 more hour and I'll need to go.
Henry did make the offer, though. We both trust Ed. He is a good
man.

The big man sits down and pulls off his black
leather jacket to put on the seat next to him. Snow slops off on to
the floor, but he doesn't pay it any attention. His arms are a
little pale from the chill. The man doesn't seem that cold, but he
must be freezing.

"I'll get you a big cup of coffee," I tell him.
"There's some soup too."

Ed nods. He's definitely not ok.

Hustling into the kitchen, I grab up the soup and
some bread to bring back to the counter. The coffee is next. I
return to find that the soup is done.

"Mind if I have another?" he asks, sounding a little
off-key.

"Of course. I'll grab it right away."

I'm worried now. His face has that tint to it that
people get when they have been out in the cold for much too long.
Ed is tough as nails, but that doesn't mean that he's
invincible.

When I come back, he is passed out on the counter. I
shake him and he opens one eye.

"Only resting, Sarah. I'll be ok."

"You are not ok," I tell him. "Come into the
kitchen. You need to get warm quick."

He gets up and stumbles a little. I put an arm under
his shoulder. I never realized how heavy he was. His body is almost
pure muscle, not a hint of fat.

Taking him over to the stove, I turn on the elements
and let them run as we stand in front of them. It's blistering hot,
but this should get him warm.

"Thanks, kid. I feel a little better."

Color is returning. I nod my head and try to keep
him straight. His coordination must be off. I can see that he's
struggling not to fall over. Ed must be insanely tough to be still
standing with how cold his skin was before when I touched him.

"Let's get that soup," he says after awhile.

Helping him back over, I get him seated and sit down
beside him. To my shock the door is near frozen and the snow is
building up.

"You alright? What about the kids?" he asks.

I look at the time. There's no way I can bicycle
home from here at this time in this weather. I'll have to wait for
it to let up.

"I'll call Anna."

Getting up, I go over to the phone and make the
call. Anna is fine as there is a good movie on TV. She tells me
that the snow should let up around midnight, but that I should be
careful if I come home because the winds will be getting up. I head
over to Ed and inform him of the bad news.

"That's fine. Henry said there was a bunk, right? We
can share if it comes down to it."

I sit back. Sharing with a man? It's hard to
imagine. I'm obviously no virgin maiden, but I'm not sure if I'm
ready for.

"If there's no way home, we'll see."

He finishes his soup and gulps down two cups of
coffee before some color comes back to his face.

"Is that a tattoo?" I ask, pointing at the edge of
something slipping out of his t-shirt.

"Yeah. Army. I was in the Seals."

"Seals? Like special forces."

"We weren't that special. It was really just a bunch
of guys who were a little harder than others."

"Does that mean you killed people?"

I can't imagine it of him.

"Yes. Things happen. I've lost a few friends as
well."

"Wow. I never knew."

He looks at me with his steely blue eyes. There is a
maturity there. What he is telling me is about his life and
something that he has come to accept.

"If you were in the Seals and you have been driving
this route 5 years, how old are you?"

Ed chuckles.

"I don't look my age. My last birthday was my
43rd."

"Eh? I thought you were in your 30s."

"Do I look that young?"

"Yah. I really thought you were younger."

He laughs. It's a heavy bear like sound.

"Fair enough."

He pulls up his t-shirt and shows me his tattoo.
It's an army one that I don't know. His shoulder is all muscle and
his bicep must be over 20cm in size. I think back and realize that
I have never seen him without the leather jacket on. His skin is
browned and mostly blemish free. I admire it. My ex wasn't anything
like that.

"Do you need to call your wife?" I ask, perhaps
realizing that I have been drooling over him a little too much.

"I'm not married."

"Oh. But the ring."

"My wife died 7 years ago. I haven't seen a reason
to take it off."

"You were married?"

"Yeah. Cancer at a young age. We did the best we
could."

There's sadness in his eyes. I want to reach out and
hug him, but I don't think he's the type to need comforting.

"That's sad."

His lips curl up a little.

"It's life. You get used to it in time."

Ed's fingers enclose his ring and he twists it
around a fraction.

"I haven't met a woman that made me want to take it
off," he says, "But there is one that might be right for me. She's
got kids, though. I don't think she's ready."

"Really? What makes you think that?"

"There was a man in her life and he hurt her. I
don't think she's fully let him go yet."

"That shouldn't stop you."

He glances at me.

"Do you mean that?"

"Of course, I'm sure she'd be at least glad if you
tried."

Ed chuckles.

"I don't know. She's smart, beautiful and reminds me
of my girl back when she was younger - alive and strong. This woman
doesn't seem like the type that would just go with an old man like
me."

I put my hand on his arm. A good man like Ed
deserves to live his life. He is caught in the past.

"You are hardly old. I didn't realize that you were
that much older than me until you told me."

"Is that so?"

"It is, Ed. Why don't you just tell that woman how
you feel?"

"Probably afraid that she won't talk to me again.
It'll scare her."

"Even so, you shouldn't give up."

"Ok."

He leans in and looks me square in the eye.

"I like you, Sarah - a lot."

Oh, he meant me. I should have seen that.

"Umm... Ed."

The man shakes
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