

    
        
          One Night with Her Son’s Friend

        

        
        
          The Cougars Call, Volume 2

        

        
        
          Eva Hohner

        

        
          Published by Eva Hohner, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      ONE NIGHT WITH HER SON’S FRIEND

    

    
      First edition. June 27, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Eva Hohner.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8223677529

    

    
    
      Written by Eva Hohner.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

One Night with Her Son’s Friend

Also By Eva Hohner

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

One Night with Her Son’s Friend

[image: ]


The wine was a Pinot Grigio she’d opened more out of habit than thirst, and she’d been sitting with it for forty minutes, watching a documentary about coral reefs she had no real interest in. Friday nights used to mean something. Now they meant the good couch cushion to herself and the remote control and the slow, particular silence of a house where only one person lived.

Lauren was forty-four. Her son was twenty-two and had his own apartment across town, and she was still in the habit of buying too much food and leaving the hall light on until ten. Old reflexes died slow. She’d poured the wine, pulled her knees up under the oversized cardigan she wore like a second skin on nights like this, and told herself she was content. She mostly believed it.

The doorbell rang at quarter past eight, and she felt the small, reflexive irritation of a person whose solitude had arranged itself comfortably around her. She set down the glass, uncurled herself from the couch, and padded to the door in socks that had lost their grip somewhere around the heel.

She opened the door and said, “Tyler.”

Not a question. Just the name, landing with the slight adjustment of surprise.

He was taller than she remembered, or maybe it was the way he was standing — shoulders dropped back, easy in himself, a posture that had nothing to do with the slightly hunched, deferential kid who used to trail through her kitchen looking for cereal at noon on a Saturday. He’d grown into something, was the thought she had, and she filed it away quickly and professionally, the way she filed away most things that didn’t belong to her.

“Hey, Lauren.” He smiled, and that was familiar at least — slightly crooked, the left side lagging behind the right. “Sorry to just show up. I tried texting Caleb but he’s got no signal out at the lake.”

“He does that.” She leaned against the doorframe. “Disappears into the wilderness for a weekend and becomes unreachable. Very dramatic.”

Tyler laughed, and she felt herself smile for real. “He left some of my camping stuff here last month. The gear bag, and I think a sleeping pad? I’ve got a trip tomorrow morning and I kind of need it.”

“Of course you do.” She stepped back. “Come in. I’ll figure out where he stuffed it.”

She led him through the hall, flicking on the kitchen light because she’d been in the low-lit living room long enough that the brightness felt decisive somehow, like a statement of intent. He followed, hands in the front pocket of his hoodie, looking around the kitchen with the comfortable familiarity of someone who’d eaten cereal in it a hundred times.

“You want a drink while I figure out where the gear is?” She was already moving toward the fridge. The wine was right there, and there was a beer she’d bought for no particular reason and now had a reason for.

“Yeah, sure. A beer would be great.”

She handed it over, he twisted off the cap on the edge of the counter in a single practiced motion that struck her as oddly adult, and she picked up her own glass and leaned against the sink. The camping gear was probably in the back of the coat closet. She’d get to it.

They talked the way people talk when they haven’t seen each other in a while and don’t have a specific reason to be catching up — filling in small gaps, skipping over others. He’d finished a course at the college, was working full-time now at a site company, doing something with civil engineering that she didn’t entirely follow but nodded at appropriately. He asked about her work. She told him about the new contract, the difficult client, the satisfaction of finishing a project that had dragged on too long.

He was easy to talk to. That surprised her a little. He’d always been a quiet kid — polite, pleasant, but in the background. Now he held eye contact longer, asked follow-up questions, laughed at the right moments. She found herself talking more than she meant to, refilling her glass without quite noticing.

The first time she caught him looking, she was mid-sentence about the difficult client. She’d turned to set the wine bottle down and when she turned back his eyes moved — not quickly enough, up from somewhere around the line of her hips, the cardigan, the suggestion of the body beneath it. He didn’t look embarrassed. He looked like a person making a small internal adjustment, recalibrating.

She finished the sentence about the client. She didn’t look away from him while she did it.

He held her gaze and took a sip of his beer, and the kitchen felt, suddenly, like a smaller room.

She caught him looking a second time when she reached up to the top shelf of the cabinet for a glass she didn’t actually need, just to give her hands something to do. The cardigan rode up, and she felt the specific quality of being watched — not the absent, ambient awareness of another person in the room, but something pointed and deliberate. When she turned around he was looking at the label of his beer bottle with the focused attention of a man who had nothing to hide.

Lauren leaned against the counter and felt something warm move through her that had nothing to do with the wine.

It was low and specific, a heat she recognized the way you recognized the smell of a place you hadn’t been in years — instantly, involuntarily, with a slight shock at your own recognition. She hadn’t felt it in a while. Longer than she would have admitted to anyone, including herself on most nights.

She looked at Tyler, standing in her kitchen with his beer and his new shoulders and his unhurried smile, and she thought: oh.

Just that. Oh.

She set down her glass and said, “Let me go find that gear.”

​



​

Lauren came back from the coat closet with the gear bag slung over one shoulder and the sleeping pad tucked under her arm, feeling faintly ridiculous, like she’d gone and completed a task in the middle of something that wasn’t a task at all. She dropped them by the kitchen door and he said thanks, and neither of them moved toward them.

She refilled her glass. He’d finished his beer and she handed him another without being asked, and he accepted it without the pretense that he was leaving soon. The gear sat by the door like a prop in a play they’d both agreed to ignore.

The conversation moved differently now — slower, warmer at the edges, the way conversations went after two drinks when the night had nowhere in particular to be. He asked her about Caleb, and she talked about him honestly, the particular love and the particular frustration of a kid who was mostly a man now and still borrowed her car without asking. Tyler laughed in the right places. He knew Caleb, really knew him, which meant he understood the specific texture of what she was describing.

And then he said, not quite looking at her: “Can I tell you something kind of weird?”

She looked at him over the rim of her glass. “Depends on how weird.”

He smiled, and then he stopped smiling and looked at her steadily. “I’ve always thought — I mean, for years — you were the hottest mom I knew.” He said it plainly, without flourish, like a man setting something down on the table after a long time carrying it. “Like, objectively. The way you’d just be in the kitchen making coffee and I’d have to think about something else.”

The kitchen was very quiet.

Lauren felt the shock of it arrive first — the social reflex, the instinct to laugh it off or redirect it into something manageable. And then, half a second behind the shock, the heat. The specific, low-frequency heat she’d felt an hour ago when she’d caught him looking, now turned up to something more serious.

“Tyler,” she said. It didn’t come out as a warning.

“I know.” He turned the beer bottle in his hands. “I know it’s — I know how it sounds. I’m not trying to make it weird.” A short pause. “More weird.”

“How old were you?”

“When I started thinking that?” He considered. “Probably sixteen. Which is, you know. Teenagers are idiots.”

She laughed, because it was either laugh or do something else entirely. “You were sixteen and I was what, late thirties.”

“Yeah.” No apology in it. Just fact.

She should have guided this somewhere else. She knew the architecture of that move — an easy deflection, a warmth that didn’t encourage, sending him off into the night with his gear bag and his confession wrapped back up and neither of them the worse for it. She’d been a parent long enough, had navigated enough of her son’s friends through enough awkward moments, to know how to do that gently.

She didn’t do it.

He set his beer down on the counter and took two steps closer, and she stayed exactly where she was, which was its own kind of answer.

“I still think about it,” he said. His voice had dropped, not performatively — just the natural register of a person speaking a true thing at close range. “About you. I know that’s a lot to just say to someone.”

She could feel the warmth coming off him, or maybe that was her own heat reflected back. The counter was solid against her hip. He was close enough now that she could see the particular dark quality of his eyes, the way he was looking at her — not like a kid with a crush, but like a grown man who had decided to be honest about what he wanted.

“This is probably a terrible idea,” she said.

“Probably,” he agreed.

“Caleb—“

“Is at the lake with no signal.”

That wasn’t really the point, and they both knew it wasn’t the point. She meant the whole weight of it — the friendship, the history, the way the next time her son brought this man into her house, everything would be
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