
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Mom Swap

My best friend and I had one plan for the cabin: swap moms and take what we’d always wanted. 

Prologue

The snow came across the windshield in thick, hypnotic curtains, each flake swirling like it had something urgent to confess before splattering against the glass. I gripped the wheel with a casualness I didn’t feel, my pulse thrumming with the kind of anticipatory heat that had nothing to do with December or frost or winter. Beside me, Evan kept flicking glances between the road and his phone, like he was keeping two secrets running in parallel, and I could feel his mood in the tiny shifts of his posture, that wired-up excitement wrapped in his easy drawl.

“You’re sure your dad didn’t question it?” he asked, finally locking the phone and stretching out, boots tapping the floorboard in a restless rhythm.

I let out a sharp, amused breath, words rolling with the selfsatisfaction of someone who’d pulled a string and watched things dance. “Canceled flight. Boom. All it took was logging into the airline with his saved credentials. I even wrote the fake weather advisory email.” I gave the wheel a smug tap. “He bought it immediately.”
Evan grinned, teeth flashing in the gloom of the car’s cabin, his voice low with conspiratorial glee. “That’s art. Mine was easier. Called my dad and said the roads up to the cabin were ice-slicked death traps and the storm was getting worse. He practically volunteered to stay home. Said we should go on without him and that ‘the women would appreciate our help.’”

I couldn’t help laughing, head tipping back for a moment as the winter sky bled silver over us. “Help. Yeah. That’s one word for it.”

We both knew the truth like an ember held in the palm—dangerous if tight-gripped, intoxicating if fed. Evan had been obsessed with my mom since high school, and I’d had the same involuntary, ridiculously hungry fascination with his. I’d see his mother leaning over a countertop, blonde hair spilling to one side, or crossing a room, or laughing, and something in me would heat up, tighten, ache. He felt the same about mine. Over time, the mutual confessions, the jokes that weren’t jokes, the curious glances, they crystallized into a pact, spoken in a late-night haze months ago.

Mom-swap Christmas. And somehow, impossibly, it wasn’t fantasy anymore. We were almost there.

Evan shifted forward in his seat, elbows on knees, voice lower now, as if just speaking the memory might melt the windows. “Your mom called earlier. She said they’ve already gotten the cabin warmed up, fire going, food set out. They’re waiting on us.”

Waiting. 

I pictured it with obscene clarity: the cabin tucked in snow-sunk woods, smoky pine scent drifting from the chimney, amber light spilling from frost-rimmed windows, the interior decked in reds and greens and soft gold glow, and inside… the two women. Our mothers. In winter-soft sweaters and leggings or jeans, wine glasses in hands, cheeks warmed by the fire, relaxed, free, their husbands hundreds of miles away.

Evan nudged me with his elbow. “You ready?” 

I didn’t look at him, just at the road, the snow, the impossible promise waiting at the end. “Oh, I’m more than ready.”
He gave a low little hum, that half-laugh-half-growl sound that vibrated with buildup. The kind of anticipatory energy that gathered under the skin like a storm front. “Tonight is going to be insane.”

I licked my lower lip unconsciously, heat blooming under my ribs. “Tonight is going to be exactly what we’ve been planning.”

The tires crunched deeper through the fresh layer of snow, and as we rounded the last bend of the forest road, I saw it: the cabin, lights glowing against the dark trees, a flicker of movement in the window—someone passing by inside—and I felt the thrill snake up my spine, sweet and electric.

The pact was real.
The women were waiting. And nothing stood in our way. 

Chapter1

The cabin door swung open before we’d even knocked, warm light spilling out like we were walking into the heart of a dream. And there she was—Evan’s mom.

Christ. 

She wore a slouchy gray off-shoulder sweater that slid down one bare arm and clung to her curves like it had made a pact with sin. Dark jeans hugged her hips, feet bare against the hardwood, glass of red wine in one hand. Her eyes caught mine and they lit up—familiar and motherly, sure—but the second I smiled back, something flickered. She saw it. She knew.

“Finally,” she said, stepping forward with a wide grin, arms already opening. “We thought you boys got buried in the snow.”

I stepped in, the blast of pine and cinnamon and firewood wrapping around me like scent had weight. I kept my eyes on her as I slid my gloves off slowly, fingers flexing just a little longer than necessary. “We made it,” I murmured. “Didn’t want to miss anything.”

She chuckled, full and genuine, but the way her gaze dropped to my hands, then flicked back to my face—it wasn’t innocent. I leaned in for the hug, but when my arm curled around her waist, I let my hand settle a little lower than expected, just above the curve of her ass. Brief. Just enough to say: I could. I would.

Her body stiffened for a beat, then melted —like she didn’t quite know if she should push away or pull me closer. She laughed again, breath warm near my neck. “My, aren’t you grown now.”

“You have no idea,” I murmured back, barely audible, close enough to feel her breath catch. Her wine glass trembled faintly when she stepped back.

And just like that, Evan’s mom wasn’t just someone’s mother anymore. She was a flame I’d been holding my hand over since I was sixteen—and tonight, I was done pretending to fear the burn.
Evan was already across the room, hugging my mom, voice playful as hell. “I told him we should’ve left earlier,” he said, squeezing her just a little tighter than a polite son-figure should. My mom gave him a look but didn’t step away, her smile open, cheeks a little pink from wine or maybe just the heat.

She patted his chest. “You two always say that and still show up last minute.” 

“Maybe we like to make an entrance,” Evan said, and the way his fingers curled just slightly along her waist as he let go told me everything. He was in gear too.

We shed coats, boots, snow-flecked layers, and the cabin embraced us fully—wood-paneled and firewarmed, lit with low golden lamps and string lights across the loft railing. The tree was up in the corner, stockings already hung. Music played low from somewhere in the background, old classics that smelled like December.

We moved around each other like it had all been choreographed. I crossed to the fireplace, where Evan’s mom bent to adjust a log, and stood behind her just close enough to feel her body heat. She straightened slowly, wine still in hand, and I murmured, “Need help?”

She looked over her shoulder, then up at me. “With fire? Or something else?”
I grinned. “Whatever you need.” 

Behind us, Evan had taken my mom’s wineglass and refilled it for her in the kitchen, murmuring something I couldn’t hear, but she laughed—a genuine, fluttery little sound I hadn’t heard from her in years. He stepped closer than needed, brushed her hair back to show her something on her phone—except the phone stayed off. His fingers skimmed the nape of her neck before he stepped back.

Casual. Perfectly casual. 

I made sure to keep close to his mom, every movement just a breath past “appropriate.” When she brushed past me to get a napkin, I reached to take it for her, my fingers curling over hers briefly. Her breath caught again. She looked at me like she couldn’t believe how fast the energy had changed—like she didn’t know whether to pull away or lean in.

And I just smiled, slow and sure, like a man who knew exactly what he was doing.
Evan’s mom wasn’t untouchable. Not anymore.
Neither was mine.
And both of us knew the real games hadn’t even started yet. 

Chapter2

The dining table glowed beneath a lace runner and two red candles, their flames bending toward the ceiling in lazy, flickering stretches. Dinner was something cozy— rosemary chicken, skillet potatoes, buttery rolls—and it filled the cabin with warmth and scent that settled deep into the bones. I took the seat directly across from Evan’s mom, because I wanted every glance, every shift of body, every flicker of reaction. Evan sat across from mine, mirroring me like this was a chessboard we both had memorized.

Conversation began harmless, small snowdrift topics piled one on another: campus stories, weather, holiday plans. But under that, I breathed in the charged air like oxygen blended with something intoxicating.

When Evan’s mom reached for the serving spoon, I rose slightly and leaned forward, my hand brushing over hers—not accidentally—keeping contact for just an extra beat, fingers stroking lightly along the back of her hand before releasing. She swallowed, throat working, eyes cutting to me with the faintest incredulity—like she was asking: are you really doing this here?
Yes.

My foot slid forward beneath the table, grazing her ankle, then her calf. She inhaled, a soft, barely audible breath, but her gaze didn’t leave mine. Her leg didn’t retreat either.

I carved a bite of chicken with deliberate slowness, voice low. “This is amazing,” I said to her, but the tone carried something thicker than praise for food.

She blinked once, winebright eyes steady. “Well, thank you. I’m glad you like it.” 

Evan, meanwhile, was treating my mom to the same steady, confident attention. He reached across to refill her glass, fingers brushing along the inside of her wrist, slow, gentle, suggestive—she colored, cheeks warm, eyes flicking away then back again. His voice was calm, poised, a shade lower than his usual tone. “You’ve got that glow tonight,” he told her. “Holiday suits you.”

She laughed, flustered, head tilting slightly as she tucked hair behind her ear. “Must be the wine.” “It isn’t,” he said, and didn’t smile when he said it— that seriousness made it land deeper.

I slid my leg farther along Evan’s mom’s, until our calves pressed fully together. She stiffened, but then her knee shifted under the table, nudging against mine— cautious, exploratory. I took a sip of wine and let my voice warm. “Hard to believe you two did all this yourselves,” I said, nodding at the perfectly set table, the glowing room.

Her lips curled in a slow smile. “We like making things special.” 

“Well,” I murmured, letting my gaze linger over her sweatersoft neckline, shoulders bare on one side, “it’s definitely special.”

She held my stare for three full seconds, unbroken. 

Then she took a drink. Across from me, Evan rested his hand casually on my mom’s forearm while joking about some stupid campus incident, thumb giving one slow stroke against her skin before retreating. The touch didn’t escape her—her body reacted, the tiniest flutter of lashes, the slightest shift of posture toward him.

We ate, we talked, we sipped wine —but under all of it, the real communication was happening through touches and gazes. Evan’s mom would look down at her plate too long, like she needed to reset her heartbeat. My mom would laugh a little too softly, gaze flicking to Evan’s mouth.

When dessert came —store-bought gingerbread cookies and spiced cider—I took one cookie and broke off a piece, holding it across the table toward Evan’s mom. She hesitated, then leaned forward to accept it, her lips brushing my fingertips, and that contact—small, soft, charged—sent a thrill down my spine so deep it nearly made me exhale too quickly.

I didn’t move my hand right away, fingers still close to her mouth. She let her lips linger that half-moment longer before leaning back.
Evan clinked his glass lightly against my mom’s. “To a perfect Christmas,” he said.

She smiled at him—and not the polite smile. The real one.
The candles flickered.
The storm thickened outside.
And by the time dinner ended, the room felt like a furnace of possibility. 

As dinner wrapped up, Evan stretched with a soft groan of satisfaction, then glanced at my mom. “Come on,” he said gently, “let’s go warm up by the fire. I’ll make you the perfect cider mix—you’ll never go back to storebought.”

She laughed and rose with him. “All right, show me your secret recipe.”
They drifted away—her hand on his arm as he guided her to the living room, fire crackling bright. I didn’t look back at them. I didn’t need to.

Because I had exactly who I wanted right here. 

Evan’s mom gathered plates, and I stood up too, taking a stack from her hands as we walked into the kitchen. The shift in atmosphere was immediate—quieter, more intimate. The only light was from the stove hood and the small frosted window above the sink, where the snow outside shimmered like powdered glass.

She set plates by the sink and reached for the faucet. 

I stepped in behind her —not touching yet, but close enough that she felt the warmth of my body before she heard me.

“Let me,” I said, my voice quiet. And when she turned, she found me right there.
There was a quick jump of surprise in her eyes—but not fear, not disapproval. More like the thrill of a line crossed that had been waiting.

I took the plate from her hand, and when I did, I wrapped my fingers around hers just a little too long. She exhaled slowly, eyes flicking down to our hands.

Then I rolled up my sleeves, revealing forearms, veins carving shadows beneath the skin, and started rinsing the dishes. She dried them beside me, and our elbows brushed—every touch deliberate on my part.

She said softly, “You’ve gotten…confident.”
I glanced sideways at her with a halfsmile. “Or maybe I’m just done pretending.” 

She stilled, towel in her hands, the air between us thickening.
I set a plate in the rack, water pattering softly in the sink. “You must know,” I murmured, “I’ve been looking forward to this.”

Her breath caught—just slightly—but she didn’t move away. “Looking forward to…?”
I let my tone dip lower. “Being here with you.” 

Her gaze flicked toward the living room, where the fire popped faintly and Evan’s low laugh mingled with my mother’s softer one.

I set the last plate aside and turned off the faucet. The silence in the kitchen felt electric, like standing in a field just before lightning touches ground.

Slowly, I reached for the towel in her hands —my fingers brushing her palm. She let me take it. I dried my hands casually, leaning just a little closer, and said, “You know… you don’t have to act surprised.” That made her eyes snap to mine—sharper, awake, heat blooming.

Whatever she’d been denying to herself was dissolving. 

I placed the towel down and rested my hand lightly at the small of her back, guiding—not asking—as I moved her the slightest bit closer to the counter. She didn’t resist. If anything, her posture aligned to me.

She stood between my hands: the counter behind her, my presence in front.
Her voice came out low. “If we keep this up…someone might notice.” 

I smiled slowly —confident, unhurried—and leaned just enough that she felt my breath along her cheek. “Let them. I’m not hiding anything tonight.”

She let out a quiet, involuntary “mmh”— a soft sound, half exhale, half surrender—and her eyes drifted shut for one brief moment.
That was all I needed.

I lifted my hand to her face, sliding one knuckle along her jawline—gentle, then firmer. She opened her eyes halfway, lips slightly parted, gaze luminous.

The sound of the fire in the other room crackled, but here the air was thick with an entirely different kind of heat.

Evan was out there with my mother.
I was in here with his.
And everything was going exactly the way we intended. 

Her breath came soft and shallow now, her body still angled toward the counter, though her hips subtly tilted toward mine. I could see the tremor in her chest, just barely, like she hadn’t decided if she was breathing or holding it.
I stepped closer—just enough that our thighs brushed.

Her eyes flicked to mine, uncertain but not pulling away. I dropped my voice to a slow rumble. “You don’t look like you want me to stop.”

She didn’t answer.
Didn’t have to. 

I let my hand slide from the small of her back down — low, just above her ass, pressing lightly. Her sweater was soft, but I could feel the heat of her body through it. My other hand came up, knuckles grazing her cheek, tracing a line down to her neck, the side of her throat. I felt the flutter of her pulse under my touch. She was tense and soft all at once, like every muscle in her body was tuned to the same frequency: wanting.

She whispered, “We shouldn’t…” But I leaned in, lips brushing her ear, voice like gravity. “We’re going to.”

My fingers slid down her spine, tracing slow along the curve of it, until my hand settled at her hip. I guided her, subtle but firm, until her back touched the counter and I stepped between her legs. Her breath hitched as my thigh pressed gently forward, nudging her stance open—her hands catching behind her on the counter’s edge.

I didn’t kiss her. Not yet. 

Instead, I brought my mouth near her neck, hovered. Let her feel my breath while my hands ran up her sides, pushing her sweater just slightly so the pads of my fingers touched warm skin.

“You’ve been looking at me all night,” I murmured. 

She didn’t deny it. I tilted my head in closer, my lips ghosting over the line of her jaw—light, barely there, but enough to make her gasp. Her fingers curled over the counter’s edge, gripping tight.

“I’m not your son,” I said, mouth brushing her skin.
“I know,” she breathed, eyes fluttering. 

I slid my hand beneath her sweater fully now, palm warm against her lower back, then lower still. She arched into the contact, a soft sound escaping her lips— a mix of guilt and desire, and all I wanted to do was pull her closer.

I did. 

With both hands I gripped her hips and lifted her just slightly, nudging her onto the counter so she was perched at my height, knees parting around my waist. She gasped, but her hands flew to my shoulders to steady herself. Her thighs brushed either side of me, heat bleeding through denim.
Her face was flushed now, her breathing unsteady. She leaned forward just slightly, lips parting—and I tilted my head in.

Still didn’t kiss her.
I traced my mouth near hers, noses brushing, her exhale hitting my tongue.
“You want me to,” I whispered.
She made a tiny, broken sound—like her whole world was crumbling under that yes.
Then I kissed her.
Slow, claiming, deep. 

Her fingers clutched my shoulders as I stepped in tighter between her legs, our bodies flush now, her chest rising into mine, lips soft but hungry. I took control of the rhythm—my mouth owning hers, teeth grazing her lower lip before drawing it in.

She whimpered—quiet, trembling, a sound that said finally.
When I broke the kiss, I stayed close, our breaths mixing. Her lipstick was smudged, eyes glassy.
“You taste better than the wine,” I said, lips brushing hers.
She shivered in my hands. 

We could still hear the fire out in the living room, the faint rise and fall of Evan’s voice and my mother’s laugh—but they were worlds away.

Right here, in this quiet kitchen, I had her. 

And I wasn’t stopping now Her thighs clamped tighter around my hips as I kissed her again, this time deeper, hungrier, mouth pulling her in like I’d been starving for it. My hands slid up under her sweater without hesitation now—bare skin hot against my palms as I grazed her ribs, fingertips sweeping the underside of her bra.

She gasped into my mouth, one of her hands flying into my hair, gripping. 

I dragged my lips from hers, trailing down her jaw, her throat, slow and rough with breath, sucking along the hollow where her pulse throbbed beneath thin skin. My tongue flicked, tasted the sweat just beginning to bloom, and when I felt her hips roll against me— grinding now—I growled low, and one hand moved behind her to unclasp the bra beneath her sweater.

She moaned —quick and involuntary—as the tension snapped, her bra loosening between us. I pushed the sweater up in one clean motion, dragging the bra with it, exposing her breasts to the warm kitchen air. Her nipples were already hard—tight little buds just begging for my mouth—and I didn’t waste a second.

“Fuck,” I muttered, eyes devouring her, hands cupping both tits, lifting. “These are perfect.”
She whimpered when I leaned down and closed my mouth over one nipple—hot, slow suction drawing her in. My tongue circled once, then again, rougher, faster, until her head dropped back with a breathy, “Oh—oh, god…”

Her thighs jerked around me. 

I latched on harder, sucking deep, cheeks hollowing, then pulled back with a wet pop just to switch sides. My fingers teased the one I’d left behind—tweaking, pinching gently while my tongue flattened against the other, dragging over the swollen peak.

“Mmnh—nggh, yes…” she gasped, hips bucking. 

I could feel how soaked she was now even through her jeans—heat and damp pressing against my crotch every time she shifted. My hands kneaded her tits, squeezing hard, then softer, then hard again while my mouth worked in tandem.
Every sound she made lit me up—those tight little moans, the ragged inhale when I scraped her nipple lightly with teeth, the helpless whine when I pushed my hips harder between her legs and ground against her slow.

She writhed on the counter, eyes fluttering open just enough to look down at me, lips parted, hair mussed. “You shouldn’t—god—suck them like that, we’re still—ngh—we’re still in the—kitchen—”

I licked a hot stripe up the swell of her breast and murmured against her skin, “Then keep your voice down.”

I took her again, deep, drawing that swollen nipple into my mouth like I meant to drink her down—and this time her head rolled back and she let out a broken, muffled cry, one hand clapping over her mouth to quiet it.

She was shaking now.
Her thighs opened wider for me. And my hands drifted lower… right to her waistband. 

She was panting against my ear, soft moans leaking from behind the hand she still had clamped over her mouth as I dragged my hands down from her tits—one last teasing squeeze before I slipped lower. Her sweater was pushed up past her ribs now, her bra bunched beneath it, her body arching toward mine, lit with that raw, wanton heat.

I kissed a path from one nipple down to her stomach, slow and deliberate, letting my breath trail heat over skin, lips brushing just enough to tease. Then I straightened, locking eyes with her as I popped the button of her jeans with a single flick.

Her gasp was a whisper—half excitement, half panic. “We really—fuck—shouldn’t…” 

I dipped my hand inside, palm gliding over the top of her panties, slow and firm. “Still pretending you want me to stop?”
She didn’t answer. She just parted her legs wider on the counter.

My hand slid deeper —past the waistband, fingertips tracing the soaked seam of her panties. God, she was wet. Soaked through. I groaned low, deep in my throat, and pushed the fabric aside.

She jerked, breath catching as my fingers found her — hot and slick, folds pulsing around every movement as I stroked through her. I kept my eyes on her face as I circled slow, lazy swipes over her clit, then dipped lower, spreading her wetness up and over in thick, teasing strokes.

“Jesus,” I murmured. “You’re fucking dripping.”
She bit her lip, tried to choke back a moan, but it still slipped out, high and needy—“Aahhhhn…”
I slipped a finger inside her.
She clutched my shoulder, hard. Then another. 

Her hips bucked helplessly, grinding into my hand, chasing the motion. I curled my fingers just right, feeling her flutter and clench, and started pumping slow, deliberate, deep strokes while my thumb rolled across her clit.

She broke.
“Oh—oh, my god, yes—don’t stop, don’t you dare—”
I leaned close, breath hot at her ear. “You gonna come for me right here? On the fucking counter?”
Her thighs shook. 

“Been dreaming about this pussy for years,” I growled, fingers stroking deeper, wrist flexing to fuck her harder. “Gonna make you come so hard you won’t even care who hears it.”
Her body jerked—hips rolling in tight little circles now, legs squeezing around me. Her hand gripped my arm like she was holding on for dear life.

“Fuck—fuck, I—ahhh—!”
I felt it hit her. 

She clenched around my fingers like a vice, back arching, jaw dropping open in a soundless cry before the first wave crashed through her. Then she broke completely—moaning into my neck, body shuddering as I kept stroking her through it, fingers slick, thumb grinding her clit mercilessly.

“Ohhh, fuckkkk—nnggh, yes, yes—” 

She slumped back against the cabinets when it passed, chest heaving, sweat gleaming at her hairline. Her jeans were halfway down her thighs, panties twisted to the side, and my hand was still buried between her legs, fingers drenched.
I finally eased out, slow, watching her squirm.

She looked dazed. Wrecked.
I brought my fingers up to my mouth and sucked them clean.
She watched every second.
Outside, the fire crackled. Laughter drifted in from the other room.
But in here?
I’d made Evan’s mom come apart on her own kitchen counter.
And I wasn’t done yet. 

Chapter3

Her chest was still heaving, lips swollen from moaning against my throat, her thighs slick against my jeans. She hadn’t said a word since the orgasm—just stared at me, dazed, wrecked, the kitchen lights catching in the mess of her hair.

I leaned in again, voice rough. “We’re not stopping here.”
She blinked slowly, pupils wide, lips parted. “Where…” 

I tugged her jeans the rest of the way off, peeling them down those smooth legs, then her panties—sticky with her come—slow, unhurried. I dropped them to the floor and stood back to look. She sat naked on the counter now, sweater still bunched under her arms, tits flushed from my mouth, nipples gleaming wet. Her legs spread. Her breath came short and hungry.

I hooked my arms under her thighs and pulled her forward, off the counter, into my chest. She gasped at the suddenness—her bare skin against my shirt, breasts pressing into me.

“Where?” I repeated in her ear. “Outside.”
She tensed. “It’s snowing.”
“There’s a hot tub.” I kissed her neck. “I know it’s warm.”
Her fingers curled into my sleeves. “But we can’t just— what if someone—”
I grinned. “They’re already out there.”
Her whole body jerked back a fraction, confused. 

I took her hand and led her out anyway. The air slapped cold against our skin the moment I slid the glass door open, her bare body shivering at the temperature shift—but I didn’t give her time to second- guess. Steam rose from the hot tub like breath from a beast’s mouth, warm and alive, glowing in the soft light of deck lanterns. Snow fell in lazy spirals beyond the railings. Pine trees loomed quiet and blanketed white.

And in the tub, barely visible through the steam…
Evan and my mother.
She was straddling him.
Naked. 

Arms wrapped around his shoulders, her head tilted back in silent moan, his hands full on her ass, guiding her grind.

My breath caught—but not in surprise. It was satisfaction.
Evan saw me first.
He looked over my mom’s shoulder and smirked— cocky, smooth, like this had all been planned.
It had. 

My mom twisted, lips still parted from the kiss, hair wet and slicked to her skin, and her eyes widened faintly when she saw me on the deck.

Then her gaze dropped.
Saw who I was with.
Saw how naked she was. How flushed. How mine.
Evan’s mom gasped behind me, frozen in place, like her brain shorted out trying to make sense of the scene.
I didn’t give her time. 

I turned to face her and grabbed the hem of my shirt, yanking it up over my head. I kicked off my shoes, unbuckled, jeans dropping to the boards, then boxers. The cold barely registered. My cock was hard, heavy, hanging thick as I stepped forward, steam curling around my ankles.

Then I pulled her in. 

She stumbled with a soft cry, trying to cover herself — too late. I yanked her flush against me, her tits squashed to my chest, thighs bare and slick against mine. I didn’t care if the others saw. I wanted them to.

“You’re beautiful,” I said into her ear. “Now get in.” She hesitated only a breath longer.
Then we stepped into the tub.
The heat swallowed us whole.
And the night was just getting started. 

The water lapped around our waists, steam rising thick and constant, blurring the deck lights and swallowing the cold. Snow dusted the railing, the pines, the roof beyond—but here in the tub, it felt like another world. One that pulsed with heat and wet skin and too many unsaid things.

Evan’s mom shifted cautiously on my lap, arms folded across her bare chest despite how close she was pressed to me. Her thighs straddled mine under the water, hips resting against my lower stomach, the heat hiding nothing. I had my arms around her waist, hands spread wide across the small of her back. She sat stiffly at first, flushed to the ears.
Across from us, my mom was tucked into Evan’s lap, just as bare, her back against his chest, his hands cradling her hips underwater. Her eyes kept flicking toward me—then away. Then back again. Her hair was damp, clinging to her shoulders, her legs tucked demurely but her posture gave away how little coverage modesty actually gave her now.

Neither of them spoke.
But me and Evan?
We couldn’t stop laughing. 

Evan took a long sip from his beer and set it on the ledge behind him, water dripping from his fingers as he grinned at me across the tub. “You know,” he said casually, “I always suspected our moms would clean up good. But this?”

He looked down at my mother on his lap—his hand underwater sliding a little lower.
“This is better than good.” 

My mom blushed hard, ducking her head with a soft scoff, her fingers curling around his forearm in weak protest. “Evan…”

“Don’t act shy now,” he said, pressing a kiss to her bare shoulder. “I’ve had a crush on you since sophomore year. Remember that red dress you wore to graduation dinner?”

She gave him a look—half scandalized, half flattered.
I laughed and turned my attention back to the woman in my arms. 

She was biting her lip, eyes down, arms still crossed. I reached up and pulled her wrists gently apart, guiding her arms around my neck instead.
She resisted for a heartbeat, then let me, breath catching as our bare chests pressed tighter.

“That’s better,” I murmured, brushing a kiss to her cheek. 

“You two look awfully comfortable,” Evan said, cocking an eyebrow at me. “You finally get over that high school shyness?”

I grinned and kissed her again, this time catching the edge of her lips. “More than over it.” 

Evan’s mom squirmed slightly in my lap, her body betraying her even as her expression remained hesitant. I let one hand trail along her back, slow, reassuring strokes. She was warm and soft all over, her nipples brushing faintly against my chest every time she shifted—and she definitely noticed. Her breath kept stalling, her cheeks darkening.

Still, she stayed in my lap. I murmured, “No need to be nervous. Everyone’s already seen everything.”

That earned me a swat to the chest. Weak. Embarrassed.
And a kiss, right after.
Quick. Sweet. Almost like she was trying to pretend it didn’t happen.
But I didn’t let it pass. 

I caught her chin in one hand and kissed her deeper, fuller, tongue sliding against hers until her thighs clenched tight around my hips under the water and her hands twisted in my wet hair. When we finally broke apart, her eyes were wide and glossy, lips red and wet.

“See?” I murmured. “Perfectly natural.” Across from us, Evan was whispering something in my mom’s ear, whatever it was making her hide her face in her hands, shoulders shaking with laughter. She reached behind her to slap his chest—he caught her hand and laced their fingers together underwater.

And just like that, the heat between all of us found its rhythm. The tension softened, wrapped in shared laughter and water-soaked skin.

No one was asking questions anymore.
We were already here.
We already knew what came next. 

The steam blurred everything just enough to feel dreamlike—snow falling quiet beyond the deck, night thick with cold, but here in the water it was all heat and skin and the glint of wine glasses half-drunk and getting lower. The cold bottle rested on the wooden tray Evan had dragged outside earlier, beads of water tracing down the neck. He poured more into each glass with a casual ease, then passed one to my mom, the other to the woman still straddling my lap.
Evan’s mom took hers, fingers brushing mine, her nails tapping softly against the stem. She gave me a look— still half-shy, but her lips were fuller now, more relaxed, the lines around her eyes softer. The wine had worked its way into her bloodstream, slow and warm, and with every sip she seemed to ease more into my touch, her bare tits pressing to my chest every time she laughed.

And she was laughing more now. 

I let one hand glide down her back under the water, resting low at the top of her ass, then back up, sliding over slick skin. She shivered and sipped again, then tilted her head to the side as I brought my mouth down to her throat.

“You’re not getting tired of me already, are you?” I murmured against her neck. 

Her voice was lower now, breathier. “I’m not sure I’m keeping up…”
I cupped her breast with one hand, thumb brushing over her nipple. She gasped—louder this time. The sound echoed off the icy trees.

“You don’t have to keep up,” I whispered, rolling the peak between my fingers, watching her shudder. “You just have to let me do what I want.”

She whimpered faintly into her wineglass. Her nipples were stiff now, rising through the water, begging for attention. I dropped my mouth to one—kissed, sucked, let my tongue flick slow and purposeful. She clutched my shoulders, thighs tightening again. Her wine sloshed slightly but she didn’t let go.

Across from us, Evan was grinning, rubbing slow circles on my mom’s hips as she leaned back against his chest, head on his shoulder now. Her eyes were heavylidded, mouth half-open in a sleepy, tipsy smile. Her glass was nearly empty.

“You look good like this,” he murmured to her, his voice low but clear enough for everyone to hear. “Like you belong there.”
She hummed softly. “You’re trouble.”

“And you love it.” 

My mom didn’t answer, but she didn’t move either. Her chest rose and fell against him, her bare breasts gleaming in the steam.

I took another long pull of my wine, then looked at both women, still warm and naked on our laps, breathing harder than before, skin flushed from wine and touches and the heat they weren’t fighting anymore.

I spoke lazily, but there was steel underneath it. “This is how it’s going to be now.”
Evan’s mom blinked at me, wet hair clinging to her cheeks. “What do you mean?” 

I tightened my grip on her waist, dragged her hips a little closer to mine underwater, made sure she felt just how hard I still was.
“You’re mine. She’s his.” I nodded across the tub. “We don’t care about rules anymore. No guilt. No pretending.”

Evan echoed me. “From now on? If we want to kiss you, touch you, make you scream—we will.” 

His mom whimpered softly in my arms. My mom let out a tiny breath, like the admission she’d been waiting for.

“You’re not just someone’s mom,” I murmured. “You’re mine now. And I’m going to do whatever I want with you.”

I kissed her —deep, hot, tongue claiming her again— and this time she didn’t hesitate. Her hands tangled in my hair, her chest arched against mine, and when I rolled her nipple between my fingers again, she moaned into my mouth like it had been locked inside her for years.

She was loosening now. Melting. Letting it happen. Wine. Heat. Steam. Our words.
She was giving herself over. And we hadn’t even gotten out of the water yet. 

Chapter4

She was melting into me now —her lips parted, her eyes heavy with wine and surrender, her thighs still lazily wrapped around my waist under the water. Her tits slick and gleaming between us. The others didn’t exist anymore, not really. I could hear my mom’s breathy laugh across the tub, Evan’s low murmur in her ear, but it was background noise, static behind the pounding heat of what I had in my lap.

I set my wineglass aside.
Ran my hands up her back, then down, palming the curves of her ass with greedy slowness.
“You’re done here,” I murmured.
She blinked. “What—?”
I stood. Lifted her straight out of the water. 

She gasped, clinging to my shoulders as the cold air kissed every inch of her now-glowing skin. Her legs tightened instinctively around my hips, her arms hooking behind my neck, but I didn’t stop. I didn’t even pause to grab a towel. I wanted her wet, dripping, clinging to me like this as I carried her inside.

I stepped off the deck, feet cold against the planks, the door swinging open as I kicked it wider. Steam spilled around us, her hair sticking to her cheeks, her nipples hard from the temperature shift.

She let out a shaky breath near my ear.
“You’re carrying me…” 

“Damn right I am,” I growled, shifting her in my arms, one hand splayed across the underside of her thigh. “Because I’m not wasting another fucking second.” Her breath hitched.

We passed the living room—empty now, fire down to embers.
Down the hallway. 

I reached the door I’d already picked out for us. Guest bedroom, farthest from the others. Big bed. Soft sheets. Quiet.

I shouldered it open.
Kicked it shut behind us. 

Set her down gently on the bed, water still beading along her thighs, her tits rising and falling with every breath. Her eyes followed me as I stepped back— finally giving her space to see me, really see me, fully naked, fully hard.
She stared at my cock. Swallowed.

“God…” she whispered. 

I crawled onto the bed, slow and towering over her, and dragged my hands up her thighs, spreading them wider. Her breath came faster. Her hands gripped the sheets.

“I’m going to ruin you,” I said, voice low, honest, steady. “You’re going to scream into that pillow and you’re going to take every inch like it’s what you were made for.”

Her legs trembled.
And I lowered myself between them. 

She lay there on the bed, chest still rising fast, water trickling off her skin in little streams that kissed her ribs and slipped between her breasts. Her legs were parted, the soft inner thighs trembling against the cool air, her pussy glistening already, lips slick and flushed from everything I’d done to her in the tub. She looked up at me like she didn’t know whether to brace or beg.

That was fine. I’d already made the decision for both of us. 

I leaned over her, one hand gripping under her knee, lifting it higher as I pressed the head of my cock against her entrance. Her body tensed at the first contact—just a shiver, a gasp through parted lips.

“Ohh—”
I pushed in slow.
Not teasing.
Claiming. 

The stretch made her moan outright, her hips arching into me, nails clawing at the sheets. I slid deeper inch by inch, feeling her tighten around me, her slick heat dragging over every vein of my cock until I bottomed out.

“Fff—uck, you’re tight,” I growled, breath hot against her ear.
She whimpered, voice shaking. “I haven’t—I mean, not in so long—”
“I don’t care,” I muttered, starting to move. “You’re mine now.” 

Her body trembled under me, every thrust deeper than the last, my hips rolling slow but powerful, driving into her like I meant to leave a mark. Her tits bounced with every motion, nipples still wet from my mouth, and I didn’t hesitate—I dropped my head and sucked one in deep again, tongue circling, teeth grazing as I thrust.

“Aaaahhhnn—oh god—oh my god—” she gasped, clinging to me, thighs squeezing my hips. I pounded harder.
She took it. 

Bent knees hooked tighter around me, pulling me in deeper, the sound of skin on skin loud in the room now, her wet heat swallowing me with every stroke. I slid a hand between us and pressed my thumb to her clit— tight, fast circles—and she arched beneath me with a broken cry.

“Ffffuck, yes—yes—please—” 

Her legs trembled, her whole body twitching with tension, and I leaned close again, voice low and thick in her ear. “You gonna come for me again? This time with my cock inside you?”

She nodded wildly, teeth catching her lower lip. “Y- yes—don’t stop, please—please—”
I fucked her harder. Rough.
Full. 

Her tits bounced beneath me, her back arching, fingers digging into my shoulders now, mouth wide as she came with a scream—no holding back this time. She shook beneath me, soaking wet, body clenching around my cock in hot spasms as I kept driving into her through it.

“Fffffuuckkk, I’m gonna—” I groaned, grabbing her hips with both hands now, slamming deeper.
“I want it,” she whispered, eyes glassy, legs shaking. “Come in me. Please.”
That’s all it took. 

I buried myself to the base, hips locked, cock pulsing as I filled her up, groaning low and broken into her neck. Hot, thick spurts flooding her, her pussy gripping around every throb, milking me for every drop.

We stayed there like that, tangled, breathless, the room filled with the smell of sex and sweat and snow-melt from our skin.

I kissed her once more—slow, deep, filthy.
“You’re mine,” I whispered again.
And she didn’t argue.
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