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Note: This is a
short work of around 5000 words. If you would like to read more
then check out out Sophie Sin’s short story collections (containing
several stories each). Find more at Sophie Sin's Book
List. She
also writes male-male 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 the
‘MILF Erotica Vol. 2’.

 


That collection contains the following
stories:

A MILF Harder Than Him, Addicted To A
Pregnant MILF, At Her Beck & Call, More Than He Expected, My
Nasty Parole Officer, Snowed In, Sweet MILF Seduction.

 


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


Snowed In

 


In the mountains of America...

 


“We're stuck,” I call over the wind back to
the room where Jenny, my mother's best friend is squeezing some of
the water out of her soaked clothing. There is no reply.

In front of me is a wall of snow. I stare
out at it. Honestly, being snowed in isn't for the best.

Behind me the woman that I was supposed to
be escorting to the top of the mountain as a favor to my mother
steps into the doorway of the sleeping area of the hut that no one
but us is occupying. Her shadow throws itself over my wiry and tall
frame. I don't need to look back to know that she is gorgeous,
older and everything I fantasize about when I'm in the shower and
my hands can't stop finding places they shouldn't.

“We can leave in the morning.”

I turn on my heel and face the woman.

Her hair is wet and Jenny is drying it off
as best as she can with a pink towel. I remember her as she was
this morning for a moment: Blond glory striding up the hill with a
determination that I cannot begin to fathom.

“That's nice, Jack,” she says with a small
smile. “It's better that we got stuck now than further up.”

The climb is not difficult, but it is very
long. This hut was rather convenient. I wonder for a time whether
this is fate. If so then perhaps fate truly is as cruel as they
say.

“We should eat. Digestion will help keep our
bodies warm throughout the night.”

I stride to the stove and begin working the
knob of the small gas ignition system. The woman stands there
watching me with her shoulder leaned against the door. Again, I
don't look. It's hard even to meet her eyes on the best of days. I
am a young man still and my feelings surrounding her are
complicated. The fact that the woman is happily married and I know
better than to put my desires into someone who is unattainable sits
heavily on my mind.

“You are going to make a fine police man one
day,” she leaves me with before heading into the room again.

I listen to Jenny moving around in the other
room. I can guess that she is shifting things around so that we
have somewhere to rest and sleep. That makes sense in this
situation. Already the temperature of the hut is lowering to the
point of discomfort. This last night on the mountain in the small
town where I grew up is going to be freezing.

My family will probably worry.

Her husband too.

Lawrence is a good man and runs the business
where my father works. My mother and Jenny met at a company picnic
and have been good friends ever since. Unfortunately, as a teen, I
found meeting Jenny a little more unpleasant. Her breasts are
large, her face perfect and her mind exceptional for all that the
woman fakes stupidity. Smart and beautiful are a dangerous
combination. I find it hard to resist the woman, but that's what I
have been doing for quite some time.

For my benefit
and hers.

Bringing in two cups of hot chocolate, I
find that the sleeping bags have been laid out and a makeshift bed
prepared.

“They are a little close.”

Jenny glances over from where she is
wringing out her inner jacket.

“You know the night will be cold,” she says
that same small smile from before. “We'll have to share our warmth
if we want to avoid any accidents.”

It's clear that Jenny means illness or
worse, but when I hear 'accidents', I immediately think that being
this close is more likely to cause a disaster than a touch of the
flu.

“I see.”

Settling down on my sleeping bag, I watch
her at work. The singlet that the gorgeous woman is wearing is
scanty and her blue shorts are tight around her large buttocks. One
side of her top has come up and reveals a smooth, clean hip. My
fingers tighten on the tin cup I am holding. This is something that
a man like myself shouldn't see.

“Are you excited about being assigned to
Atlanta?” the woman asks as she squeezes out the large pink socks
she was wearing under her leather hiking boots.

“Somewhat.” I leave it at that. There's a
time of quiet then Jenny continues.

“It's far away though. Won't you miss your
sisters and your parents?”

“A man needs to find his own way.”

She laughs at that but doesn't turn from her
work.

“That's so like you. Super serious,
huh?”

“Life is a serious matter.”

Jenny's ass is one hell of a serious matter,
in all honesty. I can't keep my eyes off it. This woman probably
has no idea of the effect that she has on me. I'm glad, considering
where we are, that she doesn't.

“I suppose so,” she replies offhandedly.
“Maybe you'll meet a girl.”

There have been very few. It's a small town
and I can't keep a relationship due to my feelings for Jenny.

“Maybe,” I offer.

Putting down my cup, I slip under the
blankets.

“We should get some rest. It'll be a long
day tomorrow.”

I close my eyes, but I won't sleep. Not this
night. Not for the one night where dreams can come true.


In the deepest part of the night as the wind
howls...

 


My side is so warm right now. I shift
towards that heat not knowing what it is, but it feels so good
after hours of what must be one of the worst storms to hit my
hometown in over a decade that I don't care.

A faint light in the dark has my eyes open
to tiny slits. I strain to see what it is and realize that Jenny
must have lit a candle.

“Jack, are you awake?”

Something slides to my chest. When did I
take my shirt off? It must have been just before I fell asleep.

“Are you cold? I can press closer.”

Those words have my eyes wide open. I take
in the sight of her curvy frame outlined by the sleeping bag over
top of her body. Somehow I know that she's naked and that warmth is
her skin against mine, which also turns out to be completely
lacking in clothes.

“Where are my clothes?”

“They were getting the sleeping bag wet. I'm
surprised you didn't wake up.”

I've always been a heavy sleeper. It isn't
unthinkable that if she was very careful, I wouldn't wake up.

“Can I ask you something?”

Her voice is in my ear. It's too dark to
really see her properly, but the little amount of light that the
candle provides outlines her gold blond hair and the outline of her
cheek.

“Yes, I suppose.”

“Do you always get














































cover.jpg
SOPHIE SIN

ED IN





