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Synopsis


When 20-year-old Chris catches his girlfriend in bed with his best friend Mike, Chris decides the best way to get even is to seduce Mike's mother. Laura is 39, newly divorced, and very lonely. When Chris shows up at her front door, she knows he has only one thing on his mind. Will Chris get his revenge? Or will revenge give way to something even sweeter?
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His Best Friend's Mother






Chapter 1


Chris was halfway to class when he realized he had left his textbook back at his girlfriend Tricia's dorm room. Turning around, Chris began jogging back the way he had come. Tricia's dorm was several blocks away and Chris was already running late.





Damn it


 
, he thought.

 

This morning has not gone well.





Chris had just spent the last two hours trying to make breakfast for Tricia and her roommate Janet. Chris was not a good cook, almost setting the dorm on fire when he spilled bacon grease all over the stove. He'd finally given up when he dropped the bowl of pancake batter on the floor, the two girls giggling and rolling their eyes.

Chris's disastrous attempt at breakfast was his way of making up to Tricia after the fight they had the night before.

Chris had been hanging out in Tricia's room, listening to music. One thing led to another and they had ended up making out on her narrow bed, kissing and running their hands over each other's bodies. As always, Chris had wanted to do more than just kiss. He had tried to take Tricia's shirt off but she had pushed his hand away.

"Stop it, Chris," she said.

Tricia had pulled away from Chris, getting out of bed and straightening her clothes.

"Tricia," he sighed. "We've been dating since our senior year in high school."

"I know," she said irritably.

"So how much longer?" Chris said.

"You know how I feel," she told Chris.

"But if we're going to get married anyway, why wait?"

Chris had given her a ring just a few months before their second year at college began. Chris wasn't rich and the ring wasn't very expensive, but Tricia had been proudly wearing it since the day he had gotten down on one knee and proposed.

"Because I want our first time to be special," she pouted. "Not like you and Kara."

Kara was the girl who took Chris's virginity in high school. Before he started dating Tricia, Chris had bedded many of his classmates, his good looks drawing girls like moths to a flame. All that stopped when he and Tricia got serious, but Tricia never let him forget that she was still a virgin while he was not.

Chris had slammed his hand on her bed, angry that she wouldn't let it go and frustrated by the sexual desire roiling inside him.

"Damn it, Tricia!" he shouted. "How long are you going to hold that over my head?"

They had argued fiercely, going over the same ground they always did when Chris tried to push Tricia for sex. In the end, he'd stormed out of her room, only to come back meekly the next morning, offering to cook breakfast as a peace offering.


Look how well that turned out.


Chris shook his head as he trotted up the stairs to Tricia's dorm room. She didn't have class today so Chris knew she would still be inside. He knocked on the door and waited impatiently.


If I sprint the whole way, I might just make it into class before the professor starts his lecture.


The door swung open and Tricia's roommate Janet looked out at him. Her eyes were wide.

"Chris?" she said. "What are you doing back here?"

"I left my textbook in Tricia's room," he said. "I'll just pop in and grab it."

Chris tried to slide by Janet but she blocked his way.

"Tricia's not here," she said. "She went to the library after you left."

Chris had left their dorm less than twenty minutes ago. Tricia had still been wearing her pajamas when Chris had left. There was no way she would step foot outside without getting dressed and putting on her makeup.

"She left?" he asked suspiciously.

Janet nodded, her eyes darting.

"Then what's her bike doing here?" Chris said, pointing at Tricia's bicycle leaning against the wall. Tricia always rode her bike when she went to the library.

"She… she's not feeling well," Janet stammered. "She doesn't want to be disturbed."


What the fuck is going on?


Chris could feel his stomach starting to sour. Something was wrong. He could feel it.

"Out of my way, Janet."

Chris pushed by her, heading straight to the hallway.

"Chris, wait!" Janet shouted loudly.


Why the hell is she yelling?


Chris swallowed hard.


Unless she's trying to warn Tricia.


As Chris approached Tricia's door, he began hearing muffled noises coming from her room. His heart started beating faster, his mouth drying up.


Oh god, no. Please.


Chris stopped outside Tricia's bedroom door. The noises were louder. There was no denying what he was hearing.

Tricia was having sex.


Maybe… maybe she's just masturbating.


A sudden relief washed over him. Tricia never talked about masturbating, but Chris knew that she did. He had found her Magic Wand under her bed when they were still in high school.

Grinning, Chris pressed his ear against the door. He was already thinking about how he would tease Tricia about her pleasuring herself.


Lord knows I've masturbated often enough, especially since Tricia won't open her legs for me.


The grin on Chris's face evaporated when he heard what was going on inside Tricia's room.

The rapid creaking of her bedsprings.

The sound of flesh slapping against flesh.

Tricia moaning.

A man's heavy breathing.

"You like that?" a male voice asked.

"Yeah, baby," Tricia moaned. "Fuck me hard."

Chris squeezed his eyes shut.


She told me she wanted to wait. She told me that so many times.


Chris felt like his guts were filling with molten lead. Turning his back to the door, he slumped down to the floor. Tears blurred his vision.


Lies. All lies.


Chris leaned the back of his head against the door. He listened to his fiancée as she fucked another man.


Listen. Get a good earful. Her moaning is the truest thing that's ever come out of her mouth.


Chris struggled to breathe, his breath hitching in his chest.

"I'm so close, baby," Tricia moaned from behind the thin door.

The bedsprings creaked even faster, the slap of flesh against flesh getting louder.

Janet knelt down beside Chris. She looked at him, worry etched on her face.

"You're not going to do anything stupid, are you?" she asked.

Chris shook his head. All he wanted to do was listen, to hear it finally end.

"I'm cumming," Tricia moaned. Chris could hear the man grunting.

Janet put a consoling hand on Chris's shoulder before standing up. Chris watched Janet grab her bag and leave the dorm, closing the door quietly behind her.

The noises from Tricia's bedroom had subsided, replaced by heavy panting. Tricia giggled at something the man said.


I let them finish, at least. Can't accuse me of being impolite. A fool, but not impolite.


Chris stood, his legs shaky. He brushed the tears from his eyes and wiped his nose on his sleeve. Taking a deep breath, he knocked firmly on the door.

"Tricia?" he called, making his voice as cheerful as he could. "Can I come in?"

The bedroom went silent. Chris let a bitter smile twist across his lips.

"Chris?" Tricia called. "What are you doing here?"

"I left my textbook in your room," he said. "I need it for class."

Chris heard frantic shuffling, whispers.

"I… I've got it. Hold on while I get dressed."

"Take your time," Chris said.


You've got all the time in the world.


More shuffling, more whispers.

The door opened a crack and Tricia peered out at him. Her hair was mussed, her brow sweaty.


Damn it, she's still so beautiful.


Chris pushed the thought away. He forced himself to smile.

"Hi," he said.

"Here," Tricia said.

She thrust the book at him, then quickly tried to shut the door. Chris jammed his foot inside, blocking her. Tricia stared at him, her mouth agape.

"Chris, I…"

Chris pushed open the door and stepped inside. Tricia had hastily tied on a bathrobe. The neck was askew and Chris could see the pale pink edge of Tricia's areolas.


That's the most I've seen of her tits since we started dating.


Chris looked at her narrow bed. The blankets and sheets were all tangled.


We were kissing on that bed just last night.


Chris glanced at the closet. The door was closed. Tricia never closed her closet door. She said she was afraid of monsters hiding inside it.


I wonder if that was a lie, too?


"I really need to get dressed," Tricia said. "I'm heading out to the library so… so… maybe you could like wait outside while I put some clothes on?"

Then Chris saw it. A boot shoved under Tricia's bed, just the toe of it barely visible. A green Doc Marten boot.

Chris knew of only one person who wore green Doc Martens.

Mike. His best friend from childhood.

What was left of Chris's heart tore in two.

"Come out, Mike."

Chris waited.

"Just come out, Mike. Don't make me open that door."

The closet door slowly swung open. Mike stepped out of it. He was naked, one of Tricia's coats pressed to his crotch.

Chris stared at him. The guy he grew up with, the neighbor kid who'd become his best friend.


He was going to be my best man.


Chris looked away. There was nothing to say.

"Chris," Tricia stuttered, "this is not… I don't want you to think that…"

Chris calmly took his textbook from Tricia's hand and walked out of the room, closing the door behind him.





Chapter 2


"So, can you do it?"

Chris held his mobile to his ear, his other hand rubbing at his temple.

"Sure," he said.

"Great! Thanks, son. You know where the keys will be."

Chris's father had called to ask if he could house sit over Spring Break while he and Chris's mother went to visit relatives. An aunt Chris had never met had died and his parents wanted to go to the funeral. The problem was that Chris's parents owned a pair of expensive parrots that couldn't be left alone for extended periods of time. Their neighbors were all busy, his father explained, and there was no one else to look after them. Chris had agreed because he had no plans for Spring Break, not after finding out his best friend was fucking his fiancée.

A week at home sounded pretty good after that.

Chris disconnected. His head was throbbing. He slumped in his chair, his feet on his desk as he browsed the web on his laptop computer.

A week had passed since he had last seen Tricia. She had tried calling and texting him, begging Chris to talk with her. He had ignored every text, blocked every call.


So many lies.


Mike had tried to contact him a few times before finally stopping. Chris knew Mike as well as he knew himself. He knew Mike would wait until Chris was ready to talk. It was one of the things about Mike that had made him such a good friend.

They had met when they were just twelve years old, Mike moving in next door with his family. The two had quickly become inseparable, sleeping over at each other's houses, sticking together at school, even double dating while in high school. It was Mike who had introduced Chris to Tricia. They had even planned to be roommates in college, so Chris was surprised when Mike chose to live in another dorm.


Now I know why.


Chris had been fucking Tricia for a long time, Chris had discovered. Probably since their senior year at high school.

"But I want to marry you," Tricia had said in one of her voicemails. "Mike is just practice."


What did I ever see in her?


Chris brought up his Facebook page, wincing when he saw his timeline littered with posts from both Tricia and Mike. He quickly Unfriended Tricia and blocked her from contacting him.

Chris visited Mike's page. He scrolled idly though Mike's timeline, taking a final look at the posts he had made on his best friend's page.

Mike's betrayal hurt far more than Tricia's did. After a few days of despair, Chris had come to feel a sense of relief that he had discovered what kind of a person she was before he married her. All the lies, the frustrations, the fighting-- at least that was all over now.

But Mike was different. As the days passed, his anger at his friend only grew. Fantasies of beating the shit out of Mike ran through Chris's head. A few times, Chris almost headed over to Mike's dorm room, ready to bash his face in. Chris was 6'2" and weighed close to two hundred pounds while Mike was just 5'8" and skinny as a weed. Chris had always been bigger and stronger, keeping Mike safe from the bullies at high school.


Should have let them have you.


In the end, Chris had left Mike alone. No good would come out of beating him up. In a way, Mike had done him a favor by showing Chris who Tricia really was.

This did little to soothe his feelings toward Mike, however.

As he scrolled through Mike's timeline, Chris noticed more and more odd posts from Mike's mother. She was posting sappy inspirational memes, stuff like kittens hanging on to branches beneath a caption "Hold On! Things WILL Get Better!"

Chris had always had a crush on Mike's mother. She was a beautiful woman, with bright blue eyes and strawberry blonde hair. She kept herself fit and had luscious curves. Chris had always loved being around her, had even fantasized about her when he was a teen. Not that he had ever told Mike about it, of course. Some things even best friends couldn't share.

As he read more of her posts, Chris teased out what was going on. Mike's mother had divorced Mike's father almost six months earlier. Mike had never mentioned it to Chris.


More secrets.


An idea gradually began to form in Chris's mind, an idea that made him shiver.


Mike's mom has just gotten divorced. I'll be back at the house for a week, right next door to her.


A grin began to spread across Chris's face. He pounded his fist into his open palm, the dull smack getting louder as his excitement grew.

Finally, unable to contain it any longer, Chris threw his head back and laughed.


Payback is such a bitch.


Beating up Mike was nothing compared to what Chris had just thought up.





Chapter 3


Chris rang the doorbell. He listened to the footsteps approaching, the locks being undone.

The door swung open.

Mike's mother Laura was standing in the doorway. Her face lit up when she saw Chris.

"Hey, you!" she cried, rushing forward and sweeping Chris into her arms. Chris hugged her hard, loving the way she pressed so tightly against him.

"Hi, Laura," Chris said.

He ran his hands up and down her back, noticing that she wasn't wearing a bra beneath her T-shirt.

"Come in," Laura said, ushering Chris into the house.

Chris looked around the familiar living room. He and Mike had spent so much time in each other's houses that it was almost like stepping into his own living room. Things had changed since he had last been there, however. Most of the furniture was covered with dust sheets and large cardboard boxes were stacked along the wall.

"Let me take a look at you," Laura said as she stood in front of Chris.

Chris let her look him over, doing the same to her. At thirty-nine, Laura was still as beautiful as she ever was. She was dressed in a T-shirt and sweat pants, a handkerchief tied around her hair. Chris could see her nipples pressing against the thin material of her shirt. Normally he would have quickly looked away. This time, he let his eyes linger.


You look delicious, Laura.


Laura cocked an eyebrow at how Chris was looking at her. She seemed amused.

"How long has it been?" she asked.

"Almost two years," Chris replied. "I worked last summer and didn't get a chance to come home."

"Two years," Laura marveled. "You've grown some, I think."

Chris shrugged, smiling happily.

"It's good to see you," he said.

Again, Laura cocked an eyebrow. Something in his tone must have struck her as… different. She had known Chris for most of his life, had watched him grow up.


I'm still the neighbor kid, in her eyes. Her son's best friend. But things have changed, Laura. They've changed a lot.


"I'm sorry about your divorce," Chris said softly.

Laura sighed.

"It's all for the best," she said.

"You doing okay?"

"Some days better, some days worse," she said. "I've just been packing some things away. We're going to be selling the house."

"That's too bad," Chris said. "This place must have a lot of memories."

"It does," Laura said. "Guess it's just time to make some new ones."

They stood in silence, just looking at each other.

"So," Chris said, "you're all alone here now?"

"Yeah," Laura said. "Mike's in Florida for Spring Break, so it's just me for now."


Mike's in Florida with my ex-fiancée.


"Hope he has a good time," Chris said. "Have you talked to him lately?"


Has he told you about me?


Laura shrugged. "Just online. He's so busy, no time for his old mom."


He's busy fucking my girl. Guess he didn't tell you that.


Somehow, though, standing in the familiar living room with a woman he had known since he was a kid, the thought of Tricia and Mike didn't sting as much as it used to.

Chris again let his eyes wander down Laura's body. When he looked back at her face, he saw a faint smirk on her lips.

"So, Laura," he said cheerfully. "I'm here for the week. What can I do for you?"

"Do?"

"Around the house. You said you were packing. Let me help."

"Oh," she said, flustered. "Okay. Well, um, you could help me move some boxes down from the attic. I hate going up there because of all the spiders."

"No problem," Chris said. "Show me the way."

"You really don't have to," she said. "I can manage on my own."

"I know you can," he said. "But why? I'm here and I want to be useful. After all you did for me growing up, it's the least I can do."

She patted Chris on the back, her hand lingering as she touched him.

"That's very sweet of you, Chris," she said.

"No big deal," he said. "Besides, I've always enjoyed your company."

Laura glanced up at him, almost shyly. She saw him grinning and couldn't help but grin in return.

"Come on," she said. "You've got some boxes to shift."





Chapter 4


Chris spent the whole day helping Laura pack, moving furniture for her, helping her take heavy cardboard boxes full of crockery down into the basement.

The sun was low when Chris and Laura finally took a seat on the steps of her front porch, sharing a beer together.

"I know you're not old enough," she said as she handed him the bottle, "but you've worked so hard."

They passed the bottle between them as they relaxed in the deepening shade. The day was warm and Chris's shirt was sweaty. He stripped it off, loving the way the air felt against his skin. He caught Laura staring at his muscled torso. She looked away quickly, pretending to watch the setting sun.

"I remember sitting here and watching you and Mike wrestling in the front yard," Laura said.

"We used to wrestle a lot," Chris said.

"And you would always win."

"Not always," Chris protested. "I let Mike win a few times."

"And he knew when you did," Laura said. "You were always so much bigger than him."

"I guess," Chris said.

He put his arms above his head and stretched his back, his spine crackling. Laura watched him out of the corner of her eye.


You've been watching me all day, Laura. Don't think I haven't noticed.


"Still have to feed the damn parrots," Chris groaned.

"Bonnie and Clyde?" Laura laughed. "I told your parents I would feed them, but they declined."

"Bonnie and Clyde hate you," Chris said.

It was true. For whatever reason, the two parrots had taken against Laura over the last few years. She used to feed them when Chris's parents were away, but that had all stopped when Bonnie nipped Laura's finger so hard she had to get stitches.

"You still have the scar from Bonnie?" Chris asked.

Laura chuckled, passing the bottle of beer to Chris and letting him take her hand. Chris traced his finger along the faint scar running down her index finger.

"I can barely see it," he said.

He kept stroking her finger, his hands gripping hers gently. Laura watched him, her eyes narrowed, her lips half parted.

Chris lifted her finger to his lips and gave it a soft kiss.

"There," he said. "All better."

Laura frowned as his lips pressed to her finger.

"Chris…" she said softly. "Why are you here?"

Chris raised an eyebrow theatrically.

"House sitting those damn birds. Why else?"

He released her hand and stood, stretching one more time, letting her see his bare chest flexing.

"Speaking of which," he said, "I need to go give them their seeds."

"You're going? Already?"

"If I don't, they're going to be squawking loud enough to wake the dead."

"Well, uh, what are you doing tonight?" Laura said. "For dinner, I mean?"

Chris shrugged. "I got some frozen burritos, I think. That and ramen are sort of college staples."

"Oh, no way," Laura said. "No more garbage for you. You are coming over for dinner. I'll whip up something much nicer than frozen burritos."

"I'd love that, Laura," Chris said. "As long as it's no trouble."

"It's the least I can do after all you've done for me today. Just going into the attic has more than earned you a good meal."

"Those spiders were pretty big," he said.

"It's settled then," Laura said happily. "Come over around seven."

"See you then."

Chris strolled across the yard, back to his house.

He could feel Laura watching him the whole way.





Chapter 5


Chris leaned against the wall of the shower, letting the hot water cascade over his aching body.


It's working.


Chris had approached the day with a plan. He knew Laura would invite him in, that she would accept his offer to help her. Why wouldn't she? They had known each other for years, she had practically raised him, just as his parents had treated Mike like their own son. As boys, Mike and Chris had been as close as brothers. Of course Laura would welcome him back.

What Chris hadn't wanted was for Laura to treat him like she always did-- as her son's best friend. He wanted to make it clear that he was more than that. He wanted her to see how much he'd grown.

He'd been successful so far. The way she had looked at him was all the proof Chris needed.

The next step was simple:

Fuck Laura and make sure he got it all on camera.

The idea had taken root inside Chris as he scrolled through her posts on Mike's page. He could sense how lonely she was, how alone she felt living all by herself for the first time in decades. There had been a neediness in her posts that had only been confirmed by the way she had acted with him today. Chris could almost feel the desire radiating off her in waves.

The best part was how much Chris wanted Laura. He'd fantasized about her for years, masturbating as he imagined touching her lush body. Now, finally, he was going to make it happen.

Chris hadn't realized how much the idea of bedding his best friend's mother turned him on. He could feel the anticipation buzzing through him, electrifying his whole body.

Getting Laura in bed was only half the plan, however.

Chris savored the idea of recording himself fucking her as hard and as dirty as he could, capturing it all on video then sending the video to Mike. His so-called best friend would get a taste of what it had felt like when Chris had sat outside Tricia's door, forcing himself to listen as Mike rammed his cock into Chris's fiancée, a girl who had denied him her body while freely giving it to his best friend on the sly.

Chris nursed the idea of paying Mike back, of making him suffer as Mike had made him suffer. He stoked his anger until it blazed high and hot, a rage that could only be soothed when Mike had been served what he had earned.

The one thing that Chris hadn't anticipated was the tenderness he was feeling for Laura. Yes, he wanted to fuck her, and yes, he wanted to use her for revenge. But there was also another side of Laura that drew him in, the side he had always cherished when he was a kid.

Laura was as sweet and as gentle as Chris had always remembered her to be. She was the same woman who had helped him with his homework, who had cooked him pizza when he stayed over at night, who had showed him how to put on a tuxedo for prom and then driven both he and Mike (and Tricia, her too) to the hotel, reading in the lobby while they all went inside to dance.

Laura was still that person and Chris still felt deeply about her. As he had gone about his plan, calculating how and when to press his advantages, Chris had gradually felt a nagging sense of doubt creeping into him. As he watched Laura smiling and teasing, he felt all the old affections they had shared rising up inside him.

Could he really use her the way he was planning to?


Cut the shit. Remember what Mike did to you.


Chris shook his head, clearing away the thoughts distracting him. He had come home with a plan and he was going to stick to it. Sentiment would not keep him from getting his payback.

"You did this, Mike," Chris said aloud. "You."

Whistling a jaunty tune, Chris shut off the water and stepped out of the shower.

He felt utterly refreshed.





Chapter 6


"That smells really good," Chris said as he hugged Laura.

"The lasagna is almost ready," Laura said. "Just a few more minutes."

She moved to break the hug, but Chris held her just a moment longer.

"I meant your perfume," he said softly. "You smell amazing."

"Oh, that," she stammered. "It's just a little something I found while packing. An old gift from…"

She trailed off, looking slightly dazed. Chris let her slip from his arms, enjoying the flush that had started to creep up her chest.

Laura had put on a simple summer dress, brightly colored and cut low in the front. As he hugged her, Chris had again checked to see if Laura was wearing a bra. She wasn't.


I wonder if she has panties on?


Chris made a mental note to check for panty lines when he could. The easiest way would have been to simply stroke her ass, but Chris knew she wasn't quite ready for that yet.


Soon, though.


"Come on," she said. "I've got the table set."

Chris followed her into the dining room, enjoying watching her ass wrapped tightly in her dress. Laura was wearing panties, the outline visible through the thin fabric.


A thong. Laura, you naughty girl.


The table was set with a bowl of salad and some toasted bread. Laura dished out the mixed greens as Chris settled into his chair.

"I lucked out yesterday at the market," Laura said. "They had just gotten in a fresh supply of organic arugula. It's delicious, I had some yesterday."

Chris listened to her chatting as she filled their salad bowls. Laura looked amazing, her strawberry blonde hair tied back with a simple ribbon. She had showered and her hair was still damp. She had put on some light makeup, her lips glossy and plump.


She made an effort to look good tonight. For me.


Chris smiled, watching Mike's mother fuss with the silverware before finally settling into her chair.

The two stared at each other across the table, an awkward silence suddenly descending. Laura smiled at Chris, holding his gaze briefly before looking away. Chris could sense how nervous she was.


This is the first time we've sat down to a meal without Mike or her husband present. We're alone together in her house. She's feeling how different things are.


Chris was feeling it, too. The reality of where he was and who he was with came down on him suddenly. His heart was beating rapidly and his mouth had gone dry.

Trying to cover up his own nerves, Chris began picking at his salad.

"Tasty," he said, gesturing with his fork.

"Fresh, just the way I like it."

Laura poured herself a glass of wine.

"Would you like some?" she asked. "It's a nice chianti."

"Absolutely," Chris said.

She filled his glass then set the bottle aside. Chris raised his wine glass high.

"To new beginnings," he said.

Laura giggled. Chris loved the sound of her laughter. He had heard it so many times growing up.

"And to old friends," she said as they clinked their glasses together.

"Not too old," Chris joked.

"Old enough," Laura said, grinning.

The rest of the meal went smoothly, the two of them growing more comfortable with each other as the night progressed. The food Laura had made was simple and delicious. Chris realized how much he missed home cooking after two years of ramen and cafeteria food.

They chatted about school and the books they were reading, the television shows they both liked, the movies they had seen. Laura grew more and more animated as she talked, the wine bottle emptying as she refilled her glass several times.

"Do you remember that time you plugged up the toilet?" she asked.

"Oh, god," Chris groaned. "Don't remind me."

Laura laughed loudly, her head thrown back. The wine had given her chest a pretty flush, accentuating her deep cleavage.

"The look on your face when I went in there to use the plunger!" she giggled.

"I didn't want you to see the mess in the toilet bowl," Chris said.

"It was pretty gross."

They reminisced as Laura served a dessert of strawberries and cream. Chris savored the plump, sweet fruit as he ate.

"Another lucky find," Laura said.

She speared a strawberry and held it up, licking the cream off.

"Mmm," she sighed, her eyes narrowing.

Chris watched her, a grin on his face.

Laura suddenly realized how she must look to him. Embarrassed, she shoved the strawberry into her mouth and took another sip of her wine. When she refilled her glass, she seemed surprised that the bottle was empty.

Chris helped Laura clear the table and insisted on helping her with the dishes. They stood side by side at the kitchen sink, passing each other plates and silverware, their hands soapy and warm from the water filling the basin.

Laura chatted happily about her plans to find an apartment closer to the city. Chris listened closely. He made sure to touch her hands as often as he could while they worked.

The dishes stacked in the drying rack, Chris wiped his hands with a kitchen towel. He took his time, trying to think of a way to prolong the night.


Is there anything on TV we can watch? Maybe I could find some music we could listen to?


Laura saved him the trouble of coming up with an excuse to stay.

"Come sit with me in the living room," she said. "I've got something to show you."

Chris went into the living room while Laura went upstairs. He could hear her rummaging about in one of the cardboard boxes still up there.

"Need some help?" he called up to her.

"I'm good!" she called back.

Chris sat down on the sofa. He relaxed into the familiar cushions, remembering how many times he had fallen asleep on the sofa while he and Mike watched horror movies on TV.

The memory of he and Mike as kids made Chris wince. He pushed aside his nostalgia and tried to focus on where he was, what he wanted.


Fuck her and film her.


Chris took a deep breath. The plan was still in motion. He didn't need anything else to distract him.

Laura came down the stairs looking giddy. Several photo albums were tucked under her arm.

"Look what I found," she said, smiling happily.

Laura came to where Chris was sitting. For a moment she hesitated, looking at the armchair beside the sofa. Chris could almost see the wheels spinning in her head.

Chris patted the cushion beside him. After another brief pause, Laura sat down next to Chris on the sofa. They were so close, their arms were touching.

"I found these while I was packing," she said.

Laura opened the photo album, laying it across her knees. Chris turned towards her, leaning close to peer down into her lap. He rested his arm behind her as they leafed through the album.

Laura laughed and pointed at the pictures while Chris shook his head, smiling ruefully. They talked about the moments captured in the photos, reminiscing about the years Chris and Mike had spent together, growing up as best friends.

"Look at your hair!" Laura giggled.

The picture was of Mike and Chris in their prom tuxedos, Tricia standing between them looking lovely in her gown. The sight of the three of them together made Chris's chest ache.

He pressed his feelings down, putting on a smile for Laura. She was talking animatedly as she looked at the pictures. Chris could smell the wine on her breath mixing with the perfume she was wearing and the good, clean smell of her skin.

Chris crossed his legs. Being this close to Laura was making his cock tingle like crazy.

Laura finally set aside the last album, closing it and putting it on the coffee table. She leaned back into the sofa. Chris kept his arm where it was, resting on the cushion just behind her shoulders.

They sat in silence, their heads overfilled with memories. Chris marveled at how beautiful Laura was, her blue eyes sparkling even in the dim light.

"Have you been doing okay?" he asked her softly. "Since the divorce?"

Laura shrugged. "Like I said, good days and bad."

She smiled brightly at him, but Chris could tell it was not a genuine smile. He slid his arm down, resting his hand lightly on her shoulder.

"So you're okay?" he asked gently.

Laura's smile faltered. She looked away.

"Define 'okay'," she whispered.

Chris began gently caressing her shoulder.

"Laura…" he said.

Laura's body quivered. At first, Chris thought she was laughing again. Then she covered her face with her hands.

Chris held her as she sobbed, not speaking, just letting her work through it.

"It's been hard," she said as she wiped the tears from her face.

"I figured it must be," Chris said. "You were together for over twenty years."

"We married when I was just eighteen," she said. "I haven't been alone like this before. It's just… hard. I've been so lonely."

"You'll get past this," Chris said. "I know you, Laura. You'll get past all this and come out even stronger than you were before."

Chris meant what he was saying. He knew Laura. He knew the kind of woman she was.

"Thank you, Chris," she said softly. "Hearing that from you means a lot to me."

She turned her tear stained face up to Chris, a sad smile on her lips. Chris smiled back, stroking her shoulder.


Do it.


Tilting his head, Chris leaned close. He held his face near her, waiting for her to make the decision. Would she move forward or push him away?

Laura moved forward, eagerly pressing her lips to his.

They kissed deeply, their tongues dancing. Chris wrapped his arms around Laura, holding her tightly. It felt so natural, so right.

Laura broke the kiss, holding Chris's face as she stared into his eyes.

"Should… should we be doing this?" she asked. Her voice was shaky.

"We already are," Chris replied. "But you can stop if you want to. Do you want to stop?"

Laura shook her head.

"No," she whispered.

"Neither do I," Chris said.

They kissed again, harder. Chris let his hands roam Laura's back as she ran her hands through his thick hair. Chris slid his hand under her dress, stroking her smooth thigh.

"The bedroom," she said into his ear.

They stood up from the sofa. Taking his hand, Laura led him up the stairs and into her bedroom.

Chris looked around. The master bedroom was the only room in the house he had never visited before. He took in his surroundings, focusing on the king sized bed that dominated the room.

"I'll be right back," Laura said.

She went into the bathroom, shutting the door behind her.


The plan. Stick to the plan.


Chris took his mobile phone from his pocket and thumbed on the camera app. He'd bought a storage card before he came home. There would be plenty of space for his recording.


At least an hour and a half, full HD. Just need to make sure the lights stay on.


Chris set the phone on the dresser that faced the bed. He wedged it behind a box of tissues and some bottles of skin cream, hiding it so only the camera lens was visible. Stepping back, Chris checked the angle he was recording.


Enjoy the show, Mike.


Chris sat on the bed, grinning at the camera. He took his shoes off and set them aside. Then he just waited.

The toilet flushed and Laura returned from the bathroom. She looked a little dazed, uncertainty beginning to creep across her lovely face.


No second thoughts. Not now.


Chris stood and went to her, sweeping her into his arms. She tensed for a moment, then relaxed into his embrace. They kissed again, hungrily.

Laura slipped her hand under Chris's shirt, running her fingers across his muscled torso. Chris pulled his shirt off and reached behind Laura, tugging down the zipper at the back of her sundress. The dress fell away and Laura stepped out of it.

Chris pulled back, holding Laura at arm's length as he drank in the sight of her body.

Her tits were full, her nipples big and red, her areolas tight circles. Her belly was smooth and warm with just the hint of a tummy around her belly button, a few stretch marks across her thighs. Through her sheer panties, Chris could see the dark V of her pubic hair.

Chris sucked in a sharp breath.


At last. After all these years.


"You're so beautiful," he said.

Chris got to his knees in front of her. He pressed his face to her crotch, rubbing his cheek against the soft fabric of her thong.

Laura shimmied her hips as he pulled her panties down and threw them aside. She spread her legs, her hands caressing the top of his head.

Chris reached around and took a firm grip of Laura's ass as he leaned forward, nuzzling against her coarse triangle of pubic hair.

"Your pussy smells so fucking good," he sighed.

Chris licked her pussy lips, probing for her entrance. Laura was wet, her juices musky and sweet. Chris moved up to her clit, sucking it in and gently stroking it with his tongue.

"Oh, that feels so nice," Laura moaned.

Chris licked and sucked, sliding a finger inside her. She was so wet and warm.

Laura pulled him back up, guiding him to the bed. She lay down on it with her hips at the edge of the mattress. Chris stared down at her, loving the way her body looked sprawled out before him.

Spreading her legs, Chris pressed his body on to hers. He kissed her deeply, letting Laura taste her own juices on his tongue.

He moved down to her throat, kissing the sensitive skin there, making Laura gasp.

He kissed her breasts, taking her stiff nipples into his mouth. He licked between her tits as Laura pressed them against the sides of his head, like two firm pillows against his cheeks.

Chris began kissing Laura's belly, swirling his tongue around her navel, licking her hip bones.

Kneeling between her legs, Chris kissed her thighs, nipping lightly at her skin.

"Oh…" Laura moaned.

Chris started licking her pussy with long, slow strokes.


She's fucking dripping.


He slipped his tongue into her entrance, probing deep and lapping up her juices.


God, she tastes so clean.


He moved up to her clit, flicking it with the tip of his tongue then sucking it between his pursed lips.

"Ahh," Laura moaned as he licked her clit.

Sliding two fingers into her pussy, Chris reached up for her G-spot and began stroking it as he sucked her.

Laura's hands tangled in his hair as she ground against his face. Her legs clamped tightly around his head.

Chris increased the speed of his fingers, the pressure of his mouth. He rode her bucking hips as her orgasm grew closer and closer.

Laura sucked in a deep breath and held it, her whole body tensing as her climax rippled through her. Chris kept going, feeling Laura's pussy opening up as she came hard.

"Fuck!" she groaned, exhaling explosively.

Chris took his mouth off her clit as she twitched violently, sensing how sensitive she was there, letting his fingers stay inside to give Laura something to clamp down on as she came.

Laura's legs relaxed and opened, releasing Chris's face. He climbed up and kissed her, putting his sticky fingers in both their mouths, the two of them sucking her juices.

Laura stared deep into Chris's eyes. The hunger he saw inside them made his heart gallop.

"My turn," Laura said.

She pushed Chris off of her. He stood before her, Laura sitting on the edge of her bed. She kissed his chest, flicking his nipples, before working down to his belly.

Laura swiftly undid his belt and unzipped his jeans, pulling his pants down around Chris's narrow hips.

His cock sprang out, jutting up toward his belly.

"Oh, my," Laura sighed as she gazed admiringly at his thick cock.

She wrapped both hands around his shaft. A single clear drop of precum glistened in his hole. Leaning forward, she scooped it out with the tip of her tongue.

"Mmm," she moaned as she swallowed it down.

Her eyes locked on Chris's, Laura began licking the head of his cock. She dragged her wet tongue over his frenulum, then swirled it over the top of his swollen head.


God, she looks so fucking hot doing that.


"That feels amazing, Laura," Chris said.

"You're so big," she said softly, opening her mouth wide as she wrapped her pillowy lips around his head, her tongue swiping back and forth.

Chris groaned as she took as much of his rod into her mouth as she could, her head bobbing up and down as she sucked his cock, her cheeks hollowing, her hand cupping his aching balls. Chris knotted his fists in her silky hair, guiding her head as he thrust into her mouth.

Chris turned to look at the camera hidden on the dresser. He stared into the lens, a grin plastered on his face.


Enjoying this, Mike? Enjoying watching me fuck your mom's face?


Chris began thrusting faster and deeper, going until Laura began to gag. He stopped thrusting, allowing her to control how much she could take in.

"Your mouth feels so good," he said.

Chris could feel himself getting close to cumming. He slowed down, reluctantly pulling his cock from Laura's hungry mouth.

"Lie back," he said, gently pushing Laura back on to the bed.

Spreading her legs wider, Chris leveled his cock at her pussy, stroking his head up and down her wet slit. He pressed against her opening, letting his cock rest against her as he stroked her clit with his fingers.

"Fuck me, Chris," Laura begged.


You hearing that, Mike? You hearing her begging for my cock?


Chris pushed forward, sliding his cock into Laura's tight pussy. Her lips stretched around his girth, clinging tightly as he went deep inside her.

Laura flinched when he bottomed out.

"Fuck me," she begged.

Chris swung her legs up over his shoulders and wrapped his arms around them. He began thrusting into Laura's pussy, loving how tight she was, loving the squelching sounds her pussy made as he fucked it.

Laura reached down and stroked her clit as Chris pounded into her, his hipbones smacking loudly against her ass. Her other hand was jammed into her mouth. She sucked frantically on her fingers, groaning with pleasure as Chris fucked her hard.

The bedsprings squealed as Chris sped up. Laura's back was arching, her head thrown back.

"Ah, fuck," she groaned as she crashed into her orgasm.

Chris kept pounding her, savoring the feeling of her pussy pulsing around his hard cock as she came. He gripped her legs tightly as his hips slammed forward and back, forward and back.

Laura let out a strangled gasp as her orgasm crested. She panted breathlessly, her head rocking from side to side as waves of pleasure rippled through her body.

Chris felt her relaxing. He let her legs slide off his shoulders and bent down, grabbing her by her hips and roughly flipping her over on to her stomach, her knees on the floor.

Prying open her cheeks, he jammed his cock back into her sopping wet pussy and thrust in as far as he could go. Laura squirmed beneath him, clawing at the bedspread as she groaned with pleasure.

Chris reached down and twisted her hair in his fist. He pulled her head back, exposing her throat.

"Fuck me, Chris!" Laura cried out, her voice hoarse with desire.

Chris slammed into her, plunging his cock in and out of her pussy, pounding her so hard her whole body bounced off the mattress.

Licking his thumb, Chris began rubbing Laura's asshole. She squealed and shivered as he slipped his thumb inside her tight ring.

"Oh fuck," she gasped.

Chris shifted his hips, going into her at angles, stretching her pussy with each thrust. He could feel Laura's pussy beginning to spasm again, her asshole clamping down on his thumb as she began to cum. Chris was struggling to breathe, his thrusts getting even faster, harder, more frantic as his own orgasm built inside him.

"I'm cumming," Laura sobbed. "I'm cumming…"

Her moans trailed off as she sucked in a breath and held it.

His thumb buried in her ass, Chris thrust deep into Laura's pussy and stayed there.

"Fuck!" he groaned.

Laura's whole body had gone tense, every muscle straining as she climaxed. As her pussy spasmed around his cock, Chris unloaded inside her, spurting his hot cum deep into her greedy cunt, his balls aching as he emptied himself, his orgasm continuing even after he was drained, his cock dry heaving inside her as Chris came again and again.

Chris collapsed on to Laura's back, his cock still buried inside her. He rested his face against her neck as he tried to catch his breath. With a groan, he finally rolled off of her, his cock sliding out of her exhausted pussy.

Laura got off her knees and climbed on to the bed, pulling Chris up with her. They snuggled together, their sweaty bodies tangled together. Chris held Laura tight as she nuzzled against the crook of his neck.

They held each other for a long time, not saying anything, just letting the afterglow wash over them. Chris kissed Laura's damp forehead and she turned her face up to his. He was shocked to see tears in her eyes.

"What's wrong?" he asked.

She shook her head, smiling.

"Nothing," she said. "It's just been so long since I felt this good."

Chris stroked her hair as she rested her head against his chest, listening to his heart beating in his chest.

Chris glanced at the dresser, looking at the camera hidden there.


All on video. All for you, Mike.


But Chris didn't feel the triumph he had expected to feel after filming himself fucking Mike's mother. Instead, he suddenly felt a protective concern for the woman he held in his arms.


You're still following the plan, though? Right?


Chris blinked, sucking in a ragged breath.

He was still following the plan.

For now.





Chapter 7


Chris was in his bedroom, sitting on the edge of his bed, his phone in his hands. He was rewatching the video of him and Laura fucking. The video was very clear, the details crisply rendered. The sounds they had made were all there too, every moan captured in high quality audio.

Chris had uploaded the video file to a private web server. He'd copied the link and pasted it into a text message addressed to Mike.

Chris held his finger over the Send button.


Am I really going to do this?


Chris frowned. He had come home with a plan and he had executed it. Why was he hesitating now, at the final step?


I want to hurt Mike like he hurt me. That's what this was all about, wasn't it?


But Chris wasn't so sure anymore.

After they had fucked, Chris and Laura had showered together, giggling as they soaped each other's bodies. Showering with Laura, lathering her and rinsing away the sweat and cum from her body had been so intensely intimate that Chris had almost flinched away, even as they held each other under the streaming hot water.

As they kissed, Chris had looked deep into the Laura's eyes. He saw his own face reflected in her pupils. A shiver had run all through his body.

Laura had asked him to spend the night, but Chris had declined, making an excuse that he needed to be home to finish up a few tasks before bed. Laura had been disappointed, kissing him hard before he left.

Chris had spent the last two hours with his laptop, rendering and uploading the video file.

Everything was ready.

He just needed to press Send.


What am I waiting for?


Chris thought about the woman next door. The woman who had been like a mother to him. The woman he had desired for so long.

Chris wanted to hurt Mike, to pay him back for what he had done with Tricia. Fucking Mike's mother was the best way to do that.

Thinking of Tricia and Mike brought back all the cold anger inside of Chris. He remembered slumping against the door of her dorm room, listening as his best friend fucked the girl Chris loved, the girl he planned to spend the rest of his life with.

Laura would be hurt by what Chris was about to do, but that didn't matter. All that mattered was getting payback on the friend who had betrayed him.


Fuck Tricia and fuck Mike and fuck his mother, too.


Chris lifted his finger, ready to jab the Send button.

The phone buzzed in his hands.

Startled, Chris almost dropped the phone. He fumbled with it, seeing a text had just arrived.

It was from Laura.

"You still up? I see your light on," she wrote.

"Still up," he typed. "Still thinking about you."

"Me too. Next time, stay over."

"Next time?"

There was a long pause before she texted him again.

"Don't you want to?" she wrote.

Chris thought about the message to Mike he had prepared. Once he sent it, he would probably never see Laura again.


Do I want that?


Chris massaged his forehead, struggling with the thoughts churning inside him.

His phone buzzed.

"?" Laura wrote.

Slowly, Chris tapped out his reply.

"I want to see you again," he wrote. "As often as possible."

Another long pause before she texted back.

"Me too," she wrote.

"Good night," Chris wrote.

"Good night, Chris" she texted. "And thank you. For everything."

Chris set the phone down on his desk.

He glanced out his window at the house next door. A single window was lit. He thought about the woman behind that window.

Chris switched off his bedside lamp.

The room fell into darkness.





Chapter 8


Chris plunged his cock deep into Laura's quivering asshole, groaning as he pumped her full of his cum. Laura was squirming beneath him, her own body shaking from her climax.

They were in Laura's bathroom. Laura was on her knees, hugging the toilet, Chris straddling her from behind.

"Oh, Chris," Laura moaned as he bucked against her.

Spent, Chris sank to the floor beside Laura. The two held each other, their bodies exhausted after another marathon session of fucking.

"Shower," Laura gasped.

They climbed into the shower, luxuriating in each other's bodies as the hot water cascaded over them.

Afterward, they lay in bed holding each other and kissing gently. They talked for a long time, the night deepening around them.

Laura had just taken Chris's stiffening cock in her mouth when he gently pushed her away.

"What's wrong?" she asked, seeing the frown on Chris's face.

"Come here," he said, pulling her back up to snuggle against him.

Chris stroked her hair, breathing in the smell of her. Everything about Laura was so familiar, yet now, everything about her was so brand new. Chris reveled in the feeling, loving how his desire for the woman whose body he was still discovering mixed with his affection for the woman he had known for so long. Laura was his new lover and his old friend, all at the same time. He never wanted that feeling to end.

There was only one thing left to do.

"I have to tell you something, Laura," he said.

Laura listened as Chris told her everything. A silence fell over them when he finished. Chris waited, letting Laura decide what she wanted to do.

"The video?" she asked.

"Erased," Chris said.

"Are you planning on telling Mike?"

Chris shook his head.

Laura rolled away from Chris. She lay on her side of the bed, staring up at the ceiling.

Another long silence.

Chris waited.

"Do you want me to leave?" he finally asked.

Laura rolled on to her side, her head propped on her elbow as she looked at Chris. He held her gaze, staring into her clear blue eyes.

"I want you to stay," she said.





Epilogue


Chris walked across campus, his phone in his hand. Laura had just texted him a picture of her in her new apartment. She was standing in her new living room, taking a selfie while wearing nothing but high heels.

Chris grinned as he typed up a reply.

"Hey, Chris."

Chris startled. Mike was standing in front of him. Chris quickly locked his phone screen.

"You gonna punch me?" Mike asked.

Chris shook his head.

"I'm not going to punch you," he said.

It had been over a month since Chris had gotten back from Spring Break. He'd seen Mike and Tricia on campus but hadn't spoken to either one.

"So, no hard feelings?" Mike asked.

"Oh, there's still hard feelings," Chris replied. "Just none worth fighting over."

Mike looked crestfallen. He nodded slowly.

"Okay," he said. "Sorry, man."

Mike held out his hand. Chris took a deep breath. He took Mike's hand and gave it a brief shake.

The two stood awkwardly in the middle of campus. They had known each other for years but now neither knew what to say.

"You still seeing Tricia?" Chris finally asked.

Mike shook his head.

"No," he said. "We never did get along."

Chris nodded. He knew how much maintenance a girl like Tricia required. He almost felt sorry for Mike. Almost.

"So," Mike said, "you got plans for the summer?"

"I'm spending it with a friend," Chris said.

Mike noticed the wide smile spreading across Chris's face.

"A girl?" he asked.

"A woman," Chris replied.

"Good for you," Mike said. "I'm happy for you, man. I really am."

"Thanks. What are you doing for summer?"

Mike shrugged.

"Going to spend it with my mom," he said. "She just got a new apartment."

"Did she?" Chris asked innocently.

"Yeah," he replied.

Another silence. Mike shuffled his feet awkwardly.

"Well," he said, "I guess I'll be seeing you."


I guess you will.


"See you around," Chris said.

Chris walked away, heading towards class. He took out his phone as he walked, smiling at the text he had received.

Laura had already told him how she wanted to break in her new apartment, what they would do in each and every room.

Chris started whistling as he walked, his face plastered with a happy grin.

He was already counting the days to Summer vacation.

THE END
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