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      I shiver, knowing I should stop her advances. But the blizzard has us snowed in, just the two of us alone on this mountain. No one would ever find out if I gave in to temptation...would they?

      What do you do when winter traps you with the mother of your ex? In this FF lesbian romance with a steamy love story edge, Brenda and Anne—an irresistible ex’s-mother situation neither of them should touch—find that second chances can feel a lot like danger. What if love changes everything… and the line they’re terrified to cross becomes the very thing they’re longing for?

      

      This is a 2026 rewrite of a 2014 published short story of the same title by the same author.
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      The wind howls like a wounded animal as I step onto the porch, my breath curling in the frigid air. Snow swirls around me, each flake a tiny blade against my skin. I pull my cardigan tighter, but it does little against the biting cold—or the heat burning inside me.

      Anne’s ranch sprawls before me, a vast white expanse under a gunmetal sky. The world has shrunk to this single, snowbound refuge. No roads out. No distractions. Just us.

      "Brenda, what in God’s name are you doing out here?" Anne’s voice cuts through the storm, sharp with concern. I turn to see her framed in the doorway, the firelight behind her turning her into a silhouette—broad shoulders, strong hands gripping the doorframe. The scent of woodsmoke and leather clings to her, warm and intoxicating.

      "I needed air," I admit, my voice barely audible over the wind. A lie, really. I needed space from her—from the way her presence fills every corner of this house, from the way my pulse jumps when she’s near.

      She doesn’t hesitate. In two strides, she’s beside me, her gloved hand warm against my lower back. "You’ll catch your death," she murmurs, her breath ghosting over my ear. "Come inside."

      I should resist. I should. But the heat of her body is a siren call, and I let her guide me back into the house, my skin tingling where she touched me.

      The fire crackles in the hearth, casting flickering shadows across Anne’s face as she hands me a mug of cocoa. Her fingers brush mine, and I nearly drop it. She’s watching me—always watching—with those dark, knowing eyes.

      "You’re quiet tonight," she observes, her voice low.

      I take a sip, the chocolate rich and bitter on my tongue. "Just thinking."

      "About?"

      About the way your shirt clings to your shoulders. About how your laugh makes my stomach flip. About the way you looked at me last night when you thought I wasn’t watching.

      I swallow hard. "The storm. How long we’ll be stuck here."

      A slow smile curves her lips. "Could be days."

      My breath catches. Days. Alone. With her.

      The air between us thickens, charged with something unspoken. I should look away. I should. But I’m tired of shoulds. Tired of pretending I don’t notice the way her gaze lingers on my mouth, the way her fingers flex when I’m near, as if she’s fighting the urge to reach for me.

      When she does—when her calloused thumb brushes a stray lock of hair from my cheek—I don’t pull back. I lean into it, my eyelashes fluttering shut.

      "Brenda," she murmurs, her voice rough. "We can’t."

      "I know." My voice is barely a whisper. "But I want to."

      Her breath hitches. For a heartbeat, she hesitates. Then her hand cups my jaw, her thumb tracing my lower lip, and I part my lips on a shaky exhale.

      When she kisses me, it’s like striking a match in the dark. Heat floods my veins, my body arching into hers as if drawn by gravity. Her lips are soft but demanding, tasting of whiskey and want. I whimper into her mouth, my fingers clutching at her shirt, anchoring myself to her.

      She pulls back just enough to murmur against my lips, "You’re playing with fire, darlin’."

      I don’t care. Let me burn.

      Her hands slide down my back, pulling me flush against her. I can feel the ridge of her muscles, the way her heart hammers against my chest. When her fingers graze the hem of my sweater, I shiver, my nipples tightening under the thin fabric.

      "Anne," I gasp, but it’s not a protest. It’s a plea.

      She groans, low and desperate, before her mouth crashes back onto mine. This kiss is different—hungrier, wilder. Her teeth nip at my lower lip, her tongue sweeping in to claim me. I melt against her, my body liquid with need.

      We stumble backward until my legs hit the edge of the rug before the fire. Anne breaks the kiss just long enough to tug her flannel over her head, revealing the taut planes of her stomach, the swell of her breasts beneath a thin cotton tank. My hands tremble as I reach for her, tracing the silver streaks in her dark hair, the strong line of her collarbone.

      "You’re sure?" she asks, her voice raw. "Because once we start, I won’t be able to stop."

      I answer by pulling her down onto the rug with me, my fingers already working at the buttons of her jeans. The firelight paints her skin in gold, highlighting the scars on her shoulders, the faint lines around her eyes. She’s beautiful. Mine.

      For tonight, at least.

      Her hands find the waistband of my leggings, peeling them down my hips with agonizing slowness. The cool air hits my bare skin, but I’m not cold. Not with the way she’s looking at me—like I’m something precious, something she’s been starving for.

      "Fuck, Brenda," she breathes, her calloused palms sliding up my thighs. "You’re perfect."

      I arch into her touch, my breath coming in short, sharp gasps as her fingers tease the damp heat between my legs. "Anne, please⁠—"

      She doesn’t make me beg. Not this time. Her mouth follows the path her hands took, her tongue hot and insistent against my inner thigh. I cry out when she finally—finally—presses her lips to me, her tongue parting my folds with a slow, deliberate stroke.

      My fingers tangle in her hair, holding her to me as she works me with her mouth, her fingers, her everything. The rug scratches at my back, the fire roars in my ears, but all I can focus on is the way she’s worshipping me—like she’s been dreaming of this as long as I have.

      "Anne—I’m—" My words dissolve into a broken moan as my orgasm crashes over me, my hips bucking against her mouth. She doesn’t let up, drawing out every last shudder until I’m boneless beneath her.

      Before I can catch my breath, she’s kissing me again, letting me taste myself on her lips. I roll us until she’s beneath me, my hands mapping the strong lines of her body. She’s all hard muscle and soft skin, and I want to memorize every inch of her.

      "Your turn," I murmur, my voice thick with promise.

      Her eyes darken as I trail my fingers down her stomach, slipping beneath the waistband of her underwear. She’s soaked, her breath hitching as I circle her clit with my thumb.

      "Brenda—" Her voice breaks, her hips lifting off the rug.

      I don’t let her finish. I replace my fingers with my mouth, savoring the way she tastes—salt and heat and her. Her hands grip my hair, her thighs trembling around my ears as I work her with my tongue, my fingers, everything I’ve got.

      When she comes, it’s with a choked cry, her body bowing off the rug. I crawl up to kiss her, our skin slick with sweat, our breaths mingling.

      The storm rages outside, but in here, in this moment, there’s only us.

      Anne pulls me against her, her heart still pounding beneath my ear. "We shouldn’t have done that," she murmurs, but her fingers trace lazy circles on my bare back, her lips pressing against my temple.

      I smile into her skin. "Then why do I already want to do it again?"
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