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Note:
This book is a short work of around 3500 words. If you would like
longer, filthier material then feel free to check out Sophie Sin’s
short story collections (containing 7 stories plus bonus works).
Find more at Sophie Sin's Book
List. She also writes male-male gay erotica under
Dick
Powers.


Editor’s Note:

 


You
can find this story with the others listed below in the
‘MILF Collection
2’.

 


That collection contains the following
stories:

The Tutor, Nude On The Grass, On The Kitchen
Table, Virginity Lost..

 


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


The Negotiation

"But, Mum, I have to go. This is my last chance
before college starts again!"

Mum looks up from where she is sitting and looking
at some photos on the table that Mrs. Cox, her friend and business
partner, bought over to the house to discuss for their latest
online campaign (they run a profitable fashion site aimed at older
women part time). Mrs. Cox is sitting with her watching me in
amusement as I make yet another attempt to restart the same
conversation that she has already witnessed several times over the
last week.

"You are too young to go to California by yourself.
The band that you want to see will reform. You can see them another
time when you are older."

My eyes slip to the floor. I want to tell her firmly
that she is wrong, but I have never been able to do that with Mum.
The woman is being protective again and I know it's only since she
cares. She has sacrificed so much for me since dad died 3 years
back. I don't have the right to act up with her. I should keep
silent - I know that - but this time I don't.

"They won't, mum. You know this is my last
chance."

My mother REALLY looks at me now. She takes off her
glasses, which are a sure sign that I have stepped over the line. I
can sense it: It's all over. I'm going to be grounded again - even
though I'm 19 years old! I can see it coming a mile away.

"Brenda, why don't you consider it? He's not a boy
anymore," Mrs. Cox butts in before things can melt down.

Mum puts her glasses back on and looks to the woman,
who is looking from me to her. I'm not entirely surprised that she
spoke up for me. Mrs. Cox is much younger than my mum, but they
have a mutual respect. She has always defended me. I've known her
since I was 10 and she was 25. My father knew her ex-husband and,
even after the relationship died between them, Mrs. Cox stayed in
our lives. I am grateful to her right now, but I don't think it'll
change anything. My mum can be a hot head when she wants to.

"If he had friends going too, that would be
different, Angela, but this going by himself thing is too
dangerous. You know how he is. He won't be able to handle it."

I clench my fists. I am about to blurt out that I am
not some sort of kid, when Mrs. Cox looks at me and shakes her head
slightly before looking back to Mum.

"What if someone goes with him? Would that be
ok?"

Mum looks thoughtful. I'd love for her to say 'yes',
but who would come? All of my friends are already moved out to
college. I'm starting second semester because I wanted to make sure
Mum was going to be ok here on her own. University is only 132
kilometers away in the big city, but I still worry about her. She
doesn't have a lot of people in her life. I worry about that.

"Yes, I guess so, but he has already told me that no
one is going with him."

There is a moment of silence.

"What if someone you could really trust went with
him?" Mrs. Cox says slowly.

"Like who?"

"How about me? I have time off from the gym and,
since my boyfriend Jed and I broke up last month, I've been lonely
around the house. Going to a concert would be a nice change of
pace."

Mum gives her a long look.

"I don't know. I mean it is totally fine if you go
with him, but are you sure? He is a handful on the best of
days."

Mrs. Cox smiles at Mum.

"It'll be fine. I'll look after Harry. He won't need
for anything."

I watch the whole thing unfold just like that. With
only a few words (I've probably spent 100s on trying to convince my
mother), Mrs. Cox has made it possible for me to go. I'll be seeing
The Garbled Monkeys at their very last concert. I could not have
hoped for this. Not in my wildest dreams.

"Ok. I guess it's ok. Say thank you to Angela,
Harry."

I open my mouth. Words won't come out. I'm so happy
that I can go that my throat isn't working.

"Thank-- you," I get out after a few seconds.

Mrs. Cox waves her hand at me as if it is nothing
and leans back in her seat.

"We'll work out the details later," she says. "Me
and your mother have work to do."

I nod and leave them too it. I'm going to the
concert! That's incredible.


A Car Ride

The flight got us most of the way there, but Mrs.
Cox insisted on driving the last 40 kilometers to enjoy some of the
view of the coast. I wouldn't mind it - to be honest - but she's
made some changes that have caused some 'discomfort' in me.

The first thing is the wide expanse of leg that is
UNIGNORABLE. I am driving and I swear that we are going to have an
accident due to those 'shorts' (if shorts could be defined as a
very small garment that curves upwards to an indecent angle). I
knew that Mrs. Cox was beautiful, but I have never really thought
of her as a woman so much, more a non-gender friend or something.
Now, my discomfort is growing. She has perfect light brown skin
that seems to be full body and skin that is flawless. It looks like
someone has taken my older family friend and photoshopped her right
in front of my eyes.

She shifts her legs as she looks out the opposite
window and I gulp. She is an aerobics instructor and has been for
over 7 years now. The way her muscles seem to move under the fine
layer of flesh that coats them is fucking hot. My collared shirt is
already unbuttoned 2 down. If I go one more, she might notice.

I reach for the air conditioning. She glances at
it.

"Aren't you cold?" she asks, looking at me.

I stare into her green eyes and open my mouth to say
I am very hot, but end up just gulping.

Mrs. Cox raises an eyebrow and I manage to get out
that I'm feeling funny. She glances down at my pants. I have my leg
up. I know that she can't see my hard-on, but I still move my legs
in discomfort.

"Ok. Just keep it above 22."

I do and go back to secretly watching her. The woman
is all curves and muscle tone. Her breasts are noticablely large
now that my perception has been broken down some. I note her
breathing coming slowly and how they wobble when she does. That is
the second thing that has been vexing me. Mrs. Cox usually doesn't
wear such tight t-shirts. She's also not wearing a bra. I guess if
I thought about it, I rarely see her wear anything but sports bras.
Seeing her like this is driving me insane. The road has had
occasional bumps here and there and the effect has been startling.
I look to the faintly exposed bump of her nearest nipple. I think I
might be sweating with the air con on high. This is nuts.

We travel like this for kilometer after kilometer.
Mrs. Cox occasionally points something out or asks me to stop to
take a photo. We end up at a diner that is full of concert goers,
thankfully getting a booth seat at the back as an older man and his
family leave us with a look of amusement when I blush as he lets me
and my 'girlfriend' have his seat as he leaves.

"I can't believe he thought I was your boyfriend," I
say, feeling a little uncomfortable.

She seems amused by my reaction.

"Why wouldn't he?" Mrs. Cox asks. "I don't look my
age. You know that. If you didn't know me, wouldn't you think I was
maybe a few years older than you? Most couples are older-younger in
some way."

I agree and I guess if I thought it over that Mrs.
Cox would probably come in at about 25 or so, especially the way
she is dressed, which is scandalous in my opinion for a woman her
age.

"I see your point, but it's just weird."

She reaches over the table and pats my hand like she
has so many other times in the past. My fingers twitch. I'm
noticing how smooth her skin is and how warm it feels. Why didn't I
ever notice that before?

"Hey, babe, you're hot. Why are you with this punk?"
a guy says, leaning in on our table rudely. He might be drunk.

"He's not a punk, boy," Mrs. Cox replies, looking
the guy over with her usual aggression.

The guy doesn't seem too concerned.

"Whatever. I still think you are smoking. You want
to get a beer?"

I'm about to tell him he's being a little rude, but
Mrs. Cox beats me too it.

"Aren't you a little young to be drinking? How old
are you?"

The guy looks a bit uncomfortable and backs
away.

"Old enough."

"18, maybe? You know the law doesn't allow for
drinking in California at that age."

"I'm over 20," he stumbles.

"Sure you are. Now, isn't that a sheriff over
there?"

The guy looks. A traffic cop is at the counter
ordering a donut pack.

"Listen. I'm not 18," the man says. "I'm legal."

He backs away and scurries to the rear door. I watch
him go. Mrs. Cox just punked that guy hard. Score one for an older
woman.

"It's cute that he thinks I'm hot. Do you think
other any other men here might think that?" she asks without even
blinking.

I shake my head. The question seems like it's to
herself, but I sense that it’s for me. I glance around the
room.

"A lot of guys are looking," she continues. "I
wonder if it's the shorts."

My heart does a one-two. Does she know that I was
watching her? I was careful. She shouldn't.

"Anyway, I better go toilet. We have a little more
to go and the concert area is bound to be packed."

Mrs. Cox stands. A man at the counter turns his eyes
from the attractive woman that he is talking to and watches her go
to the bathroom. He is not alone.

"Your girlfriend is hot," one of the guys in the
booth behind me says to me, leaning around the side of mine. "You
are one lucky dude."

I thank him and bury my face in
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