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  Chapter One


  


  “Hey, mom!” Brett greeted his mother with a wave as he slung his backpack on the couch.


  “Hey, yourself,” Mom looked up from her book. “Gabe called, he said he tried your cell, but it kept going to voice mail.”


  “Shit,” Brett rolled his eyes as he plucked his phone from his pocket. “I forgot to turn it on after I got out of class. “Maybe he needs me to come in tonight.”


  “Brett, you’ve worked five out of the last six nights,” Mom reminded him. “You need to get your rest and focus on school.”


  “Get my rest?” he laughed. “I’m 20, I don’t need as much sleep as you old people.”


  “Watch it, mister,” Mom cautioned him with a finger. “As long as you live here I can ground your ass no matter how old you are.”


  “Yes ma’am,” he lowered his head demurely, but couldn’t keep the smirk off his face. “Whatever you say.”


  “Don’t humor me,” she sighed. “Seriously, Brett, I know you love the new job and I appreciate that you want to work and help out, but school’s more important.”


  “My grades are good, Mom. I had a 3.8 last semester, remember?”


  “You were working 20 hours a week at Starbucks, now you’re working close to twice that and until one in the morning sometimes,” she complained. “I still can’t believe you can serve booze without being old enough to drink.”


  “RI has cool laws, what can I say?” Brett chuckled. “But no worries, I don’t drink.”


  “Right, A 20 year old college student and you have a virgin liver.” Mom shook her head. “I’m not naïve, now stop dodging my point.”


  “I get to sleep by two, and class is at nine. I get a few hours sleep, and I study when I get home before I go in.”


  “It’s a lot, Brett. If Gabe wants you to work, tell him not tonight.”


  “Come on, Mom. I’m a grown ass man now, I know my limits.”


  “Oh, my god,” she slapped her forehead for effect. “A grown ass man? Your limits? You’re not grown ass when you still live with mommy.”


  “Ouch,” Brett winced, then made her laugh when he raked the air with his fingers and meowed. “Bitchy!”


  “Just say no.”


  “I have my car insurance due; I need a couple of books for my next classes, and the mortgage is coming up. I promised Dad when we knew it was near the end I’d always do the right thing as a son and a man. The right thing is helping my mom with the bills and paying my own way as much as I can.”


  “You know,” Mom gave him a soft smile. “I take it back, maybe you’re at least partially grown up.”


  “Thanks.” He rolled his eyes.


  “You’re a good boy, Brett.” Mom saw the look on his face. “Man, good man,” she corrected herself. “A good young man should do the right thing but should be having some fun too. When was the last time you went on a date?”


  “Melissa,” he replied, looking away because he knew what was coming.


  “You two broke up six months ago. That’s too long for a good looking, grown ass man like yourself to be alone.”


  “I’m fine, work and school keep me busy,” he grinned. “Girls can be more distracting than jobs, you know.”


  “They’re more fun than jobs,” Mom frowned. “If not, there’s a problem.”


  “Right now, your single, well rested, studious, and partially grown ass man wants to make some extra money.”


  “I suppose there’s worse things than wanting to be responsible,” Mom conceded. “Especially these days, half the kids your age don’t even work.”


  “Kids these days,” Brett sighed dramatically as he turned his phone on.


  “Besides, I’m sure serving drinks might put you in contact with some attractive young ladies, but I know that’s not why you’re eager to keep taking shifts, its all about the right thing.”


  Mom looked at him expectantly.


  “Unfortunately, it is a hazard of the profession,” Brett said in a somber tone. “And it is embarrassing the way they fawn over me, but I tell them, ladies, can’t you see I’m working here, and my mom says I have to get my rest.”


  “You’re killing me,” Mom tried to look series, but burst out laughing. “Fine, smart ass, go to work, but promise me if it starts to get to be too much or your grades slip, you cut back?”


  “Promise.” He nodded as he turned away, already bringing up his voicemail.


  “And you’re not going in before dinner, you need to eat.”


  “Yup,” he gave her a thumbs up over his shoulder.


  “Hey, kiddo,” Gabe’s gruff voice sounded in his ear. “Lookin’ to see if you want to pick up some extra money tonight, call me back, kay?”


  Bret waited until he went upstairs and entered his room before calling him back.


  “Took you long enough,” Gabe answered. “For a kid who wants hours, your phones off all day.”


  “Hi to you too,” Bret replied. “I have it off in school.”


  “Good thing you’re out then because I was getting’ ready to call Tammy and see if she wanted to work.”


  “I’ll take the shift!”


  “Don’t know,” Gabe grunted. “Tammy’s better for business, she’s got those big tits and wears those tight little tops.”


  “And screws up half the drinks,” Bret responded.


  “But she’s pretty and has big tits.” Gabe repeated.


  “Fine. I’ll wear a shirt two sizes to small and giggle, how’s that?”


  Gabe laughed in his ear, but the laugh turned into a jagged smoker’s hack and Bret eased the phone from his ear. “Christ, kid, that was a good one.” He snickered. “’Sides, you’re kind of pretty anyway.”


  “Am not!” Bret exclaimed.


  “Are too, mister goop in your hair.”


  “Whatever, what time.”


  “Oh, right, seven to two okay?”


  “Two? You need me to help clean up or something?”


  “Shit! I’m losing my damn mind these days. It’s not here, it’s at my buddy, Ron’s place, the Capital Grill, that cool with you?”


  “Hell yeah, I bet the tips are great.”


  “They are, but they have a dress code for the staff, you got a white dress shirt?”


  “I do, and a pair of black suit pants I can wear with it.”


  “Ron said he has a vest for you, but you need a red tie.”


  “Red tie? Shit, I only have black and grey.”


  “Stop and buy one if you have to. Either that or I’ll call Tammy, I’m sure one of the dirty old men she screws around with probably left one behind.”


  “You’re a classy guy, Gabe,” Bret muttered. “But I’ll figure something out.”


  “Be there by 6:45. I vouched for you with Ron so do a good job and you might get to fill in there when he needs someone.”


  “Thanks, Gabe, you’re the best!”


  “Make me look bad,” he went on as if Bret hadn’t replied. “And you’ll be looking for new job, got it?”


  “I’ll be lights out,” Bret promised. “I’ll do the right thing by you, Gabe. I always do the right thing.”


  “Just make the drinks right, kid.”


  Gabe ended the call and Bret saw it was 4:50. He hurried over to his window and opened the blinds enough to peer through them. He smiled when he looked across the street and didn’t see the red minivan in the driveway.


  So far today was all about winning as he hadn’t missed his favorite guilty pleasures, checking out his long-time crush, and go to fantasy since he was old enough to have fantasies about women.


  Lori Matthews, the hottest woman he’d ever laid eyes on.


  



  

  Chapter Two


  


  Bret stayed by the window feeling like a creepy stalker. The fact Lori happened to be his friend Tim’s mom added guilt to the creep factor, but he couldn’t help himself and figured what happened in his head stayed in his head.


  His brief misgivings about his secret obsession fell away when, just like clockwork, her van appeared around the corner. Bret watched her approach playing the game with himself of wondering what she’d be wearing.


  Lori often wore slacks and blouses to work, but once every few days Bret would strike perv gold and she’d have on a dress or a skirt. He’d been watching her come home whenever he could since the day he’d first seen her when they moved in seven years ago and had his personal favs.


  She never wore anything inappropriate. Her skirts were typically knee length or slightly higher, but nothing risqué. Her blouses tended to be loose fitting as were her slacks.


  The same for her shoes which were either flats, wedges or on the occasions she wore heels, not very high, functional rather than sexy. Her brown hair, long and curly when he’d see her around the house when he hung out with Josh, was generally pinned up, or pulled back, giving her a more professional look.


  For some reason, the fact Lori didn’t dress trashy or revealing made her more attractive to him, gave her an air of class and mystery. A mystery that Bret, in both his wildest dreams, and waking masturbation sessions, longed to solve.


  The van pulled into the driveway and Bret did a silent drum roll when the door swung open. The hits kept coming for him when one blue heel, followed by a bare leg extended from the Van.


  Lori stepped out, her navy-blue dress momentarily hiked up from sitting, and giving Bret a brief, but thrilling, look at the back of her leg up to her mid-thigh before she smoothed it out.


  The dress fell to just above her knee and flared out, not giving him any type of view of her ass, but when she turned to the side to approach the house he saw the top did give him a decent shot of her breasts.


  It wasn’t that the dress was snug, but the fact Lori was big on top. Not that he’d ever seen her wear anything to fully display their size, but when they were prominent in loose fitting outfits they had to be impressive.


  “Dammit, Lori,” he whispered. “Can’t you wear anything to give your stalker a little something to perv on?”


  He watched her walk up the driveway, his eyes following the natural swing of her hips. She reached the house and went inside, ending Bret’s pathetic thrill of the day. He turned away and opened his closet door looking for the white shirt and the slacks, hoping they didn’t need ironing.


  He thought about the tie, Target was on the way, they’d probably have one, but he had less than two hours to shower, get dressed, eat, hope the first place he checked had a tie, then fight rush hour traffic into downtown.


  The Capital Grill was high end, and he could easily make a couple hundred in tips tonight, and if he did a good job, maybe get more chances or even a foot in the door for a job, so he couldn’t be late.


  Bret found the shirt and pants, dug out his one pair of black dress shoes and a decent belt. He laid everything out on the bed and looked up at the sound of a car door. He could see through the still open blinds just enough to make out Josh heading into his house.


  Josh…Josh whose father was an attorney and had an entire closet of suits and ties in all colors and styles. He grabbed his phone.


  “Whoa, man, you stalking me?” Josh answered. “I just got home.”


  Nah, I just stalk your mom, Bret thought. “Listen, I need a favor. I have a chance to do a shift at the Capital Grill tonight.”


  “Sweet! My dad goes there all the time with clients, lot of big shots, you’ll make a killing.”


  “Hope so, but I just found out, and Gabe said I need a red tie. I don’t have much time to shop, you think…”


  “My dad has a couple,” Josh headed him off. “Shit, he’s even got a yellow one, you know how ugly a yellow tie is?”


  “Think I could borrow it?”


  “I don’t see why not. He’s working late though and probably in a meeting, then he’s got a dinner with a client, hold on.”


  “Hey, Ma!” Bret heard him yelling away from the phone. “Bret needs a red tie for work tonight, can he come by in a little while and borrow one of Dads?”


  “Of course! I’m heading upstairs to shower; I’ll bring it back down with me.”


  “All set,” Josh told him.


  “I owe you, bro.”


  “Hey, that’s what friends are for, right?”


  “I’ll see you in a half hour or so,” Brett hung up, a smile spreading across his face.


  Extra money, a chance to impress and maybe get more work, the tie problem solved, and best of all? He’d get to see Lori for a couple minutes. This was turning into one of the best days ever.


  



  

  Chapter Three


  


  Bret hopped out of his car, feeling stupid considering he lived across the street, but he figured he’d look dumber running from his house to theirs, then back again. He made his way up to the door, ringing the bell and glancing at the black Movado watch that had belonged to his father, if he were going to dress up, he may as well go all in.


  He’d taken a quick power shower, run downstairs in a t-shirt and shorts to wolf down dinner so he wouldn’t stain the only white shirt he owned, then changed. Bret generally didn’t go out of his way to worry about his appearance but wanted to look sharp for the higher end customers.


  Fortunately, he’d just gotten a haircut a couple of days ago, and his fade was looking fresh. He added some gel to his thick sandy brown hair, not only slicking it back, but bringing out the natural waves in it.


  His beard had gotten a little thicker than he liked, but he’d been running around so much he never took the time to trim it.


  Time wasn’t as tight now that he didn’t have to stop anywhere for a tie, so he trimmed it, cleaning it up as well thinning it out. He’d flashed a practiced ‘what can I get for you, sir-ma’am’ smile at his reflection, and had to admit, he thought he looked pretty good tonight.


  Mom’s comment about girls was spot on. The bartending gig gave him plenty of chances to meet and flirt with them. He did both every night, sometimes to work a tip, others in the hopes there was some real interest, but so far nothing had gone any farther than a little teasing banter.


  In a way it wasn’t a big deal, Mom was right more than he cared to admit, between school, studying, and working, he was burning it at both ends, and really didn’t have time to date, but the idea of a quick hook up had its appeal. He hadn’t gotten any since his last time with Missy and that was months ago.


  No wonder he was reduced to getting a thrill out of seeing a few inches of leg from the Milf across the street. But there were more important things to worry about right now, like helping Mom pay the bills and keeping his grades up.


  Those were the right things to do right now and the two things he’d promised his father. Bret left the house, telling his mother the necessary white lie that he’d be out of there before one, and backed Dad’s Chevy Impala out of his driveway and into the foot of Josh’s.


  His winning streak continued when Lori answered.


  “Hey, Mrs. Matthews,” he greeted her. “Thank you for helping me out tonight.”


  “No worries,” she stepped aside to let him in. “Wow, Bret, you look great!”


  Even though it was a simple compliment with nothing behind it other than being nice, the words sent a thrill through him.


  “You think I look okay?” Five seconds in front of her and he was already being a loser and fishing for some more attention from a married woman twice his age who also happened to be his best friend’s mother.


  Lori cupped her chin and made a show of looking him over.


  “You’re looking pretty fine, I bet you’re going to get some good tips from the ladies tonight.”


  “Yeah?” He could feel himself grinning like an idiot, but even worse…


  “You’re blushing!” Lori clapped her hands. “Aww, aren’t you cute!”


  Great, he’d gone from fine to little boy cute. Meanwhile, in front of him Lori was as looking sexy as fuck. Well, to him anyway, in the sense she wore a pair of loose-fitting shorts and a baggy Bruins T-shirt, but still had his complete attention.


  Her hair was down, something he didn’t see often. Lori’s hair was a mass of curls that surrounded her face, and partially covered the left side of it. It gave her a wild look that was a sharp contrast to her otherwise always proper look.


  There were a few grays scattered through her otherwise brown hair, but for some reason that added to his attraction to her. Maybe it was the fact she embraced her age and didn’t try to conceal it.


  Bret had lost track of how many times he’d imagined that hair flowing down her bare back, or over her shoulder, the curls covering the tops of her breasts. Better yet, across his stomach and thighs while she went down on him, or tickling his chest while she was on top, leaning over and dangling her…


  “Hey pretty boy, here’s your tie.”


  He’d been so engrossed in his mini fantasy involving the sexual potential of Lori’s hair, he hadn’t heard or seen Josh come up next to him.


  “Thanks,” Bret took the tie, the rolled his eyes. “Crap, I have to stop back at home. I don’t know how to tie a tie.”


  “I don’t either,” Josh shrugged. “I keep mine tied or my father does it.”


  “I’ll do it.” Lori took the tie from him and flipped it over his head.


  The way this day was going he was going get massive tips and a job offer because everything was coming up Bret, right now! Lori reached up and slid the tie under his collar and chuckled when she had to fasten the top button at the collar.


  “Haven’t worn one of these in a while I take it?”


  “Not since my dad’s funeral.”


  “Honey, I’m so sorry,” Lori frowned. “I feel so bad for you and your mom.”


  “Yeah, bro, that’s tough,” Josh smacked him on the arm. “But so are you guys, right?”


  “I didn’t mean it like that,” he didn’t want her sympathy, the comment had just come out without him thinking. “Just that was the last time.”


  “And someday you’ll be wearing one when you get married,” Lori told him as she lopped the tie. “Life is full of sad endings, but also happy new beginnings.”


  “I guess,” Bret focused on her, rather than her words, as it was a lot cheerier than thinking about his father.


  She was standing so close he could smell her strawberry scented shampoo and her breasts, visible even in the shirt that was so big on her he wondered if it was her husbands, were inches from him.


  He studied her face as her attention was on measuring the tie. Lori’s brown eyes were soft and warm, inviting would be a good word for them. The same word could be used for her lips which even without lipstick were full and well defined.


  There were a few small lines around her eyes, and when she smiled there were some at the corners of her mouth, the only sign of her age as otherwise her face was soft, and her features smooth.


  Bret did notice there were some darker circles beneath them as if she hadn’t been sleeping, but they did little to distract from her natural beauty. Many women looked amazing, but because they were made up, sexed up, and putting themselves out there.


  Lori looked good without trying. Both her loose casual, and professional mode of dress showed just enough for him to suspect there was a hell of a body under there but left plenty of room for him to have to imagine it.


  With her messy hair and a few laugh lines as his mom called them, she wasn’t the flat out smoking beauty that some women, and most milf porn stars were, but that was fine with him. She was a real woman, the kind you saw every day, the kind you had an actual chance with, well, if there was a chance to be had.


  “Too tight?” Lori tugged gently on the tie.


  “Perfect, thank you,” Bret nodded.


  “I like that cologne, what is it?” Lori tugged once more on the tie, giving it a final adjustment, and stepped back.


  “Wings by Giorgio.”


  “I don’t know, Bret, fresh haircut, beard nice and neat, dressed for success, smell good. You might get some numbers with those tips.” She sighed. “Youth, its wasted on the young.”


  “Jeez mom, lay off, his head’s fat enough as it is.” Josh rolled his eyes. “Hey, when do you think Dad’s going to be home?”


  “He didn’t say, and I didn’t ask,” Lori’s eyes hardened and there was an edge in her voice. “Why?”


  “Sorry, just wondering, I needed some help with an essay on copyright law.”


  “Going to be a big shot lawyer like your dad?” Bret grinned. “Cool, I can borrow money from you whenever I need it.”


  “Because engineers don’t get paid?” Josh asked.


  “You boys both have bright futures and have proud moms.” Lori assured them.


  “Going to be just like my dad,” Josh nodded.


  “Hopefully not just like him,” Lori muttered, and when she smiled at Bret it seemed forced. “Going to be a good night for you, I can feel it.”


  “Thanks Mrs. Matthews,” he responded as she walked away from him heading out of the room I think it will too.”


  She gave him a wave over her shoulder, but his eyes were on the backs of her legs. The shorts showed about as much as he’d ever seen from her. Even in the summer when Bret would come over to go swimming in their pool, she never came out in a bathing suit, or even a tank top, just t’s and shorts.


  Lori had some height to her, standing only a few inches under his 6’1, and her legs were long. They weren’t slender but looked damn good. For that matter, she had a little to her hips, and between that and the apparent size of her chest, he always imagined her ass would have some meat to it, and her thighs on the soft fleshy side.


  Bret had no issue with a little curve. Real women had curves, and knew how to use everything they had, girls his age were still finding their way, an older woman had been fucking for as long as he’d been alive and…


  “Take a picture, it lasts longer.” Josh punched him in the arm.


  “Huh”


  “Please, dude, you been staring at my mother since the first time you ever came over here.”


  “Sorry,” Bret gave him a sheepish grin. “Didn’t mean to be obvious.”


  “No big deal, I’ve checked your mom out a few times,” Josh admitted. “We’re guys, we can’t help it.”


  “Guess not.”


  “I don’t get it though, I mean, I know my mom’s pretty, but she’s not like super hot, and she dresses frumpy.”


  “What’s frumpy?”


  “I guess kind of unflattering, I heard my dad tell her she dresses frumpy and like an old lady.”


  “I think that’s what I like about women like her, they look good without trying and they’re not putting themselves out there like it’s a free lunch sign,”


  “Whatever, just control yourself, you looked like you needed a cigarette when she was tying your damn tie.”


  “Hope she didn’t notice.”


  “I doubt it, you’re a kid to her, she’s not thinking you’d be checking her out.” He laughed. “Especially in that damn shirt. My dad says she needs a GPS to find her in those clothes.”


  “Seems like she’s not happy with your father,” Bret glanced at his watch, “I have to get going.”


  “Yeah,” Josh followed Bret as he headed for the front door. “They’ve been on the outs lately.”


  “Sorry to hear that,” Bret walked out onto the porch. “What do you think is wrong?”


  “I don’t know, but the last few months my father’s been making a lot of cracks about how she dresses, doesn’t care what she looks like and acts like an old lady.”


  “What’s he want her to do, dress like she’s our age?”


  “I don’t know, but Mom keeps coming back with his job going to his head and sorry she’s not a young trophy wife with fake tits like all his asshole partners have. Told him to grow up and get over his midlife crises.”


  “It’ll blow over,” Bret clapped him on the arm. “Couples go through things like this.”


  “Wow, you already have that bartender philosopher shit down, don’t you?” Josh laughed.


  “Yeah, I guess so,” he grinned. “Didn’t even realize I was doing it.”


  “Well, go do it and make some money. Maybe if you decide to take a damn day off we can hang out.”


  “Yes,” Bret nodded while making his way towards his car. “Promise, I could use some fun.”


  “Then come to Rich’s party next Friday, his folks are away and there’s going to be a lot of girls there. You can dress like that and they’ll swoon.”


  “Jealousy is a bad thing, Josh.” Bret smirked while he opened the car door.


  “Maybe you can get one of them to wear baggy clothes and pretend to be my mom. Goddamn perv.” Josh winked to show he was joking with him.


  “Thanks for the invite,” Bret slid into the car and started it. “And the idea! Going to buy a Bruins shirt and bring it to the party.”


  He shut the door and backed out of the driveway as Josh laughed and slapped the hood of his car as a goodbye. As Bret pulled into the street, he wondered if Josh would think it was funny if he knew Bret had imagined his mother on more than one occasion when having sex with his former girlfriends.


  It was kind of sleazy, and he’d felt guilty about it, but he hadn’t planned it, it had just happened in the heat of the moment. Guess He couldn’t do the right thing all the time.


  



  

  Chapter Four


  


  “Thank you, sir,” Bret beamed as the man he’d just handed to Martinis to, slid a five dollar bill over to him.


  “Keep making them like this, and you’ll do just fine, the man’s wife declared as she took a sip. Perfect!”


  “I’m here to please,” he declared as he plucked a couple of empty glasses from the bar with one hand and gave the top of it a quick wipe with a towel.


  “Is that so?” A woman with long dark hair and a snug fitting green dress sitting to his left asked. “I’ll keep that in mind.”


  She gave him a sultry smile that caused his heart to skip a beat but didn’t stop him from returning the smile. “Please do.”


  “And he says please,” her dark eyes locked onto his. “I do like a boy with manners.”


  She raised her glass, toasting him, before she brought it to her red lips.


  Bret’s smile wavered when he saw the silver ring on her finger.


  Married. Hot as she was, his father had told him when he’d started dating that if it wasn’t yours don’t touch it. No sex was worth having a mad dog husband of boyfriend come looking for you.


  He’d gone to say some women fooled around, then deliberately let the husband find out so they’d be angry and jealous. He didn’t need any drama, and was relieved when a man at the corner of the bar, waved at him and pointed to his empty glass.


  “I got you, sir!” he picked up a bottle of Jack Daniels, pouring it into the glass while he squirted some coke into it. He gave a deliberate pause, then dropped a little more JD into the glass, making it stronger.


  He slipped a piece of lime into it, added a stirrer, and brought it over.


  “See what you did there,” the man handed him a twenty, “Keep the change because I’m liking what I see.”


  An $11 dollar tip! By his count he was up to a hundred and twenty dollars and it was only 9!


  “They treating you okay?” Jill, the bartender handling the other end, asked as she came over to grab a new bottle of Cuervo from the shelf.


  “Hell, yeah! This is more than I get in two nights at Gabe’s.”


  “Surprised you get that much at that place.” She paused to adjust her red bow tie, and he couldn’t help noticing the way her white blouse stretched tightly across her ample chest.


  He could make out her black lace bra beneath it. Bret wasn’t a fashionista, but knew a woman only wore black under white when she wanted it to be noticed.


  “I’m over two hundred already,” she winked.


  “You have more to work with.” He pointed out and she grinned.


  “I do, that and men are hornier.” She angled her head towards the woman in the green dress. “Not my business, but watch out for Mari, she’s way more trouble than she’s worth.”


  “Kind of picked up on that, but thanks.”


  Bret had to hand it to his father, he gave some damn solid advice.


  “Hey, Bret!”


  He turned to see Frank, the head of the waitstaff coming over to the bar.


  “Yes sir?”


  “No need for sir,” he waved him off. “Frank’s fine. Listen, Julia’s working the small bar in the dining area and she needs to go on break. Can you cover there for a half hour?”


  “Absolutely!” Bret hurried around to the end of the bar, let himself out of the small gate and with a wave, made his way into the dining area.


  He spotted the bar, which was half of the size of the one he’d been working and came over.


  “Hi, I’m Bret, I’m coming over so you can take break.”


  “Thanks sweetie!” The tall blonde swung the gate open for him. “I’ll be back in soon.”


  “Take your time.”


  Bret went to the center of the bar and with no customers, sprayed it down and gave it a quick wash, then pulled the glasses out of the small dishwasher under the bar, and hung them carefully on the overhead rack.


  A man came over and ordered two Cranberry and Vodka and left him a $10 tip. Goddamn, he had to find a way to get a gig here. He could make so much more money to help Mom, and himself.


  He leaned against the back counter, idly surveying the crowd as they ate and chatted around the large round tables. His eyes wandered over to the small tables for two on his rights, and just like that the night too a turn, a wrong turn.


  Sitting a couple dozen feet away was Josh’s father, Tom, and sitting across from him, her hand over his was a slender redhaired girl that couldn’t be much older than Bret, if she were even that old.


  “Holy shit,” he whispered as he watched her tease a long red tipped finger over Tom’s hand.


  He wore an expensive charcoal gray suit and black tie, his dark salt and pepper hair slicked back, and smiling away as he talked to the young girl. Not that the way she was touching Tom’s hand, or the way he was looking at her wasn’t enough to tell Bret what this was, her outfit did.


  The neckline of the girl’s tight black dress plunged down between her breasts, revealing an uncomfortable amount of cleavage. The dress was short to the point he could see her entire upper thigh from his vantage point, and her long legs ended in a pair of heels that featured straps winding up to behind her knee and looked like something a stripper would wear.


  She laughed at something he said, then when he continued, she pushed her hot pink lips into a pout, and batted her long lashes at him. Tom sighed and his expression looked as if he were giving in to something and he reached into his suit and produced an envelope.


  The girl took it and after sliding out what looked like two tickets, she smiled and gave him a lascivious flick of her tongue.


  “Oh, this is bad,” he mumbled. Josh had told him his father was going away to a conference in LA next week. Why did he have the bad feeling he’d just showed her plane tickets?


  What the hell was he supposed to do? Call Josh? Lori? Not say anything?


  Things became much worse when Tom rose from his seat, and after walking around the table to give his barely legal looking friend a kiss, turned and made his way towards the bathroom.


  Turnaround, duck, but those options vanished when one of the waiters came up to the bar and said he needed two seven sevens.


  “Gotcha,” Bret hurriedly turned to put his back to the bar and make the drinks.


  His hands shook as he grabbed the bottle of Seagrams and fished in the small fridge for a can of 7-Up, he made the drinks quickly, figuring Tom had passed him by now and wanting to be able to watch for his return.


  He turned and put the drinks in front of the waiter and his stomach sank.


  Tom was now standing at the bar.


  “Hey, Bret, since when do you work here?” He slid into the stool directly in front of him.


  “H…hey Mr. Matthews, I don’t, I’m just filling in.”


  “Didn’t see you when we were seated.”


  “I was on the other side; I’m covering for Julia.”


  “Timing is everything I suppose.” Tom grunted. “Okay, kid, I’m not going to dodge the issue here. You saw who I’m with.”


  “Who is she?”


  “Her name doesn’t matter. Let’s just call her stress relief.”


  “She’s really young.”


  “I have a lot of stress,” Tom began to smile, but it faded when he saw Bret wasn’t amused. “Don’t judge, Bret. You have no idea what it’s like.”


  “Like as in married to a beautiful woman and having a great career and a good son? That kind of stress?”


  “Touché’ Bret, you have some balls on you. But here’s the thing son. I know you think you’re a man, and know how things work, but you really don’t.”


  “I’m not your son,” Bret replied with an edge. “But she could be your daughter.”


  “Ouch,” Tom winched.


  “I know how marriage works,” Bret continued. “Two people fall in love and spend the rest of their life together; they don’t cheat on each other.”


  “There’s a saying my father taught me,” Tom didn’t seem affected by Bret’s words. “If you’re not an idealist at 20 you don’t have a heart. If you’re not a realist at 40 you don’t have a brain.”


  “Maybe you don’t have a heart. How’s Josh going to feel knowing what you’re doing to his mother?”


  “Let’s not be hasty, Bret.” Tom put his hand up and spoke softly. “How about we talk for a couple minutes, a little man to man.”


  “Hold on,” Bret nodded towards the waitress who had come over. “What can I get you.”


  “A C&C and an Appletini.”


  Bret made the drinks, noting his hands were still trembling. He was sick to his stomach, and had no idea what Tom wanted to talk about, other than he didn’t want him to say anything, but how could he not?


  He passed the drinks to the waitress who gave him a friendly smile and appraising glance before she walked away.


  “She’s into you, kid,” Tom sighed. “Man, to feel your age again.”


  “Looks like you’re feeling my age over there.”


  “You’re quick, Bret, sharp tongue on you, must come from your mom. Your dad was a mellow guy.”


  “Don’t talk about my dad, or my mom.” Bret folded his arms over his chest. He found he was getting angry.


  Such an amazing night right into the shitter as he was confronted with some hardcore real life shit.


  “Bret, I know what you see. I make great money, I have a nice house, my wife is a good woman, and I’m damn proud of Josh.”


  “Then why this shit?” Bret gestured towards the girl who had spotted them and alternated between looking at them, then playing with her phone. “That jailbait worth your marriage?”


  “Be nice, you don’t know her. She’s a smart girl, she uses what she has to get nice things and have some fun,” he shrugged. “Sure, she has some daddy issues, and can be kind of whiny, but…”


  He stopped and nodded.


  “Okay, let’s get down to it. Sometimes, Bret, a man just needs to sink into some new flesh. Young flesh, exciting flesh. Flesh that doesn’t nag or talk about her job, and never says they’re not in the mood.


  “Lori was so fine when we met and a goddamn wild cat between the sheets. She still could be, but in her mind, she’s a mom first, and a career woman second, and I come in last. Look at her, she dresses like she’s ashamed of her body, and I don’t know, maybe she is, she has put on a few pounds the last couple years.”


  God, what a d-bag! Bret was so taken aback by Tom’s bullshit; he had no immediate response. Taking his silence to mean Bret was listening, he went on.


  “Hair’s either pulled up like a preacher’s wife, or goddamn mess, getting a few wrinkles. Doesn’t even care she’s going gray.”


  “So? She looks her age,” Bret pointed. “I’m going to ask Julia if she’s carding your friend, because I don’t think she’s 21.”


  “Don’t try to be a hard ass, kid, I’m being nice because you’re Josh’s friend.” Tom scowled.


  “And you’re wrong.”


  “Maybe you should be in prelaw with my kid.” Tom muttered. “But like I was saying, we’re not old, Bret. We are to you, but I have plenty of fun left in me, and speaking of fun? Lori’s about as exciting these days as sticking your dick in a jar of Vaseline.”


  “Whatever,” Bret held his ground. “Sex isn’t everything and if she were that bad, just get a divorce, why cheat?”


  “Never heard of having your cake and eating it to? I deal with big time clients and they’re either family value types or party hounds. The family types, Lori is a good mom, with a respectable job and looks good on my arm when she knows we need to impress.


  “For the younger guys or the players? Girls like my friend over there are what they understand. Armani suits, expensive taste, and a hot little sugar baby on the side.”


  “Its not the right thing to do,” he insisted.


  “Bret, there’s right in general and right for the individual. This is right for me, and my business is my business, not yours.”


  “Josh is my friend, and your wife has always been good to me.” He tapped the tie. “Yours by the way.”


  “Looks good on you, keep it.” Tom waved a hand at him. “But let’s talk about Josh and Lori. Ignorance is bliss. Josh is smart, he knows me and his mother aren’t getting along, but we’re together and that’s all that matters.”


  “They find out, Josh is heartbroken, we get divorced, he has to choose who to live with, his head gets all messed up, his grades slip. Ignorance is bliss, kid.”


  “They should know,” Bret said, but less confidently than before. Tom had a point it would cause a lot of drama and was it really his place to say anything.


  “Yeah,” Tom proved himself to be the exceptional attorney he was, reading his face. “You’re thinking about it and see my point. That’s good, Bret, you always have to see both sides.”


  “Now, tell you what.” He reached into his suit. “I know it’s been tough on your mom financially since your dad passed. She makes good money at the hospital, but a lot of medical bills due, regular expenses, you’re in school.


  “That’s why I’m working so much to help her out.”


  “Now that’s the right thing to do,” Tom gave him a pat on his forearm. “Good man there. What I’m getting at is money’s tight and here you are working hard, and I’m taking up your time.”


  He pulled out a money clip and counted out five hundred dollar bills. “Here, put this towards school or give it to your mom.”


  “And if I take this it means I don’t rat you out.”


  “It means you’re using discretion and realism over being naïve and thinking life is always perfect.”


  Bret stared at the money. It could be a big help this month.


  “Like they say on the game shows, but wait, there’s more!” Tom smiled, the smooth perfect smile of a lawyer, all teeth, and no sincerity. “I’m tight with Ronnie and Kate, the owners. How about before I leave I grab their ear and suggest they find room for a young man who’s working through school and helping his widowed mom?”


  “You could do that?”


  “I can, all you have to do is just look the other way, Bret.” He put his hand out. “Think you kids call it the bro code, we just call it tend to your own house and no one else’s.” Tom slid off the bar when a waiter came over and asked for four bottles of Sam Adams.


  “I’ll go with my gut you’ll do the right thing.” Tom spoke as Bret pulled the beers from under the counter and popped the tops off. “I’ll talk to the owners before I leave.”


  “Thanks man,” the waiter left with the beers on his tray, and Bret returned his attention to the money on the bar and Tom still speaking.


  “But if for some reason you get all moral and ratfink on me? You won’t have a job at all, and I know people on Kent hospital’s board of directors, could be time to wonder why they’re giving your mother so much overtime, and straining her shift’s budget.”


  He smiled again, this one the cold closing argument version.


  “As an aside, I wouldn’t be surprised if Josh didn’t end up hating you for opening your big mouth and turning his life upside down to be a goody two shoes. Especially after I fill his head with that.”


  He tapped the bar with two fingers. “You take care, Bret, and think about what you gain or lose here.”


  He walked away, and Bret picked up the money before the waitress coming over saw it. He made the drinks she asked for as his mind raced. More than the money he’d slipped in his pocket, but getting a gig here?


  How much could he make in four or five shifts? Less hours, way more money and a lot of high roller types, good people to get to know if you could. He could better his and mom’s situation and avoid putting Josh and Lori through a lot of hell.


  But the money and the job were to shut up and turn a blind eye to people he cared about being hurt. Blood money was kind of dramatic, but he felt that’s what it was. On the other hand, the truth would hurt them, and maybe more in a way.


  Was it his place to make that decision? For all his talk he was still a kid in many ways. He supposed he could go to his mother, but he didn’t want to involve her, she had enough to worry about.


  And Tom’s threats? Maybe he could get him fired at Gabe’s. he knew a lot of people, but could he really get mom’s hours cut? Just the idea of him messing with her at all made him nervous.


  Nervous and angry, who was this arrogant cheating dog to think he could threaten his mother? Bret wasn’t as stupid or naïve as Tom thought. The asshole didn’t are about Lori or even Josh’s being hurt. It was about getting thrown out of his house and although Lori made decent money, her income was nowhere Tom’s and he’d end up having to pay child support as Josh was still a full-time student and keep paying for his school.


  Plus, his precious reputation. All his overgrown middle aged frat boy prick partners and friends knowing his wife nailed him in court. The family value clients wouldn’t be thrilled when they found out he stepped out on his wife, and with girls half his age.


  “I’m back!” Julia let herself behind the bar. “Thanks for covering for me, was it busy?”


  “Not bad,” Bret told her distractedly as he watched the young redhead giggle at whatever Tom was saying, her tits threatening to pop out of the absurdly tight dress.


  “That guy,” Julia had followed his gaze. “What a pig. Here all the time and doesn’t even bother taking his ring off when he’s with his whore Dejour.”


  “He has more than one girlfriend?”


  “Girlfriend?” Julia laughed. “Look at her, Bret, he’s paying by the damn hour. He’s got a different one every week.”


  “That’s pretty low,” Bret commented. “Wonder why no one ever says anything?”


  “Golden rule, the guys with the gold make the rules,” she explained. “That and people tend to look the other way because its not worth the trouble.”


  “Yeah,” he nodded. “Guess a lot of people don’t do the right thing.”


  “No, they do, but its what’s right for them.” Julia replied, then walked over to meet a waiter.


  Bret knew he had to get back to the other side, but when he got to the end of the bar, lingered there, watching Tom. The girl was now sliding her heeled foot up his leg as he once again held her hand.


  Seeing Tom carrying on so blatantly, coupled with Julia’s words gave him a sudden resolved. Slipping his phone from his hip, he turned on the camera and eased it around the end of the bar.


  Glancing down to make sure he had Tom and his companion in focus, he snapped off a picture. He left the bar but went the other way so he wouldn’t pass Tom’s table. Bret turned around and keeping his phone at waist level, snapped off three more pictures.


  When Tom lifted the girl’s hand and kissed the back of it, Bret hit record for a few seconds. He slipped the phone back onto his hip and cutting through the kitchen made his way back to his spot.


  “There you are,” Frank greeted him from where he leaned against the bar. “Everything cool?”


  “Yeah,” Bret nodded. As he stepped back behind the bar. “Went smooth.”


  “Good to hear, I’ll keep you in mind if we ever need some help again.”


  “Appreciate it.” Bret smiled.


  When Frank walked away, Bret slipped the five-hundred-dollar bills from his pocket. Making sure Jill wasn’t looking he opened the register and lifting the drawer, added it to the other hundreds and fifties already there.


  The manager would go crazy at shift’s end wondering how they were over that much, and he had no idea what they’d do with it. All he knew was as bad much as he could use it, he wasn’t going to sell out to a guy who was everything he was raised not to be.


  His father was a good man, and Bret would be one too.


  Even if it cost him.


  



  

  Chapter Five


  


  Bret sat on the top step of the front porch, and for the tenth time in the last few minutes looked at his watch. It was 4:45, a few minutes away from Lori coming home from work. This time he wasn’t eagerly awaiting her arrival so he could watch her through the window.


  No, today he was going to walk over there, tell her what he saw last night, and all hell was going to break loose in Josh’s house. Hopefully that hell didn’t come his way, but he was prepared for the worst.


  He rubbed at his tired eyes. He’d gotten home by two thirty, and luckily Mom had been asleep, so he didn’t have to listen to her lecture him about not getting enough rest. Not that he got much, that was for sure.


  He went straight to bed, but tossed and turned, unable to stop the turmoil raging in his mind. Tom probably figured if Bret did say something, that he could tell Lori he mistook a client for something else, or maybe even he was making it up.


  But mister smug had no idea Bret, the naïve ‘idealist’ was savvy enough to follow the mantra of pictures or it didn’t happen. But Lori hadn’t seen them yet, and he could still change his mind.


  Whenever he thought that, he was sure to replay his conversation with Tom. All that bullshit about stress, and strange flesh, and Lori having the nerve to have a couple of grays and maybe not be as skinny as she used to be.


  Then threatening him, and his mother. Trying to tell him what the right thing, like that slug knew the right thing, no wonder lawyers had a reputation of being sleazy pricks. Trying to buy his silence with some money and a job offer.


  Not that Bret wasn’t tempted at first, more about the job than the cash, but he’d promised his father to do the best he could to be the best he could and turning a blind eye Tom’s cheating wasn’t living up to that promise.


  All of this and more had been on repeat in his head during his excruciatingly long day at school. At times he came close to backing down, other times he thought of talking to his mother about, but no, he was a man now, he had to make this decision, not have mom make it for him.


  But when he thought about the attitude and mansplaining bullshit from Tom, and the threats, he’d get angry and once he was mad, he was hellbent on doing the right thing and he hoped Lori put the screws to him in divorce court.


  He jerked his head up when he heard a car door. He’d been zoning out and hadn’t noticed Lori pull in. Bret took several deep breaths trying to steady his nerves as she exited the van.


  She wore a cute yellow flower pattern dress that ended above her knee and with her hair up showed the smooth upper part of her back. The dress showed a little more leg than usual, and those legs ended in a pair yellow, heeled sandals that matched the dress.


  Probably one of the better outfits he’d seen her in. Certainly not what he’d call improper or revealing, but not as professional.


  Playful would be a good word for it. Figures, the day she wears something that would give his imagination a little more to work with was the day he had to be the bearer of bad news.


  “Come on, let’s go,” he said allowed as Lori headed towards the house.


  Instead, he sat and watched as she let herself in. Bret gritted his teeth at his inability to get his ass in gear. He kept telling his mother he was a man; it was time he acted like one.


  He picked up the red tie which he’d placed beside him and pushed himself to his feet. It took another minute before he could get moving down the stairs. With a surreal feeling, Bret crossed the street, his heart beating faster as he approached the house.


  There was still time to change his mind, and not get involved. This was literally a life changing conversation he planned to have. Lori, and Josh’s world as they knew it wouldn’t be the same after this.


  But he kept moving even as he wavered and had reached the front door. He rang the bell, then waited, the tie clutched in one hand, his phone with the damning evidence on it, in the other.


  “Hey,. Bret,” Lori opened the door. “How did last night go?”


  “Um, it…had its ups and downs.” How the hell was he supposed to start the damn conversation?”


  “Sorry it wasn’t all good,” Lori told him, then glanced down at his hand. “You didn’t have to bring that back right away. Tom has another one just like it.”


  She slipped the tie from his loose grip as she spoke.


  “Mrs. Matthews, can I come in?”


  “Josh is at work; he won’t be home until nine.”


  “I know, but I need to talk to you.” The point of no return was rapidly approaching.


  “Talk to me?” Lori frowned. “About what? Did Josh say or do something wrong?”


  “No, its not Josh, it’s about last night.”


  “From the look on your face, I’m guessing the down part?”


  “Yeah,” he nodded. “Can we talk?”


  “Okay, not sure how I can help, but come on in.”


  He followed her into the living room and sat on the couch across from where she settled into one of the overstuffed chairs.


  “Oh, I’m being rude, would you like something to drink?” She started to get up.


  “No, I’m good.”


  Lori settled back into the chair, and using her right foot, slid her left sandal off. She repeated them move, then crossed her legs. Bret’s eyes drifted down the curve of her calf, lingering on her bare foot, which she idly kicked back and forth.


  “Hope you don’t mind, I was on my feet a long time today and the sandals are new, my feet are killing me.”


  She leaned over and rubbed her right foot, and he noticed her finger and toenails matched the light blue flowers on the dress. He had no idea what Tom’s issue with her was, she looked damn fine to him.


  He blinked, Jesus, was he that obsessed with her, or was this his mind trying to buy time from what was now becoming an inevitable conversation.


  “Did Mr. Matthews say anything to you about last night?”


  “No, why”


  “Nothing at all? Like where he was?”


  “I know he had dinner with a client which is an excuse to drink and stay out late. I haven’t really talked to him since he left for work yesterday morning.”


  “Really?”


  “He didn’t come home until almost one and I barely woke up when he came to bed. He was up before me and left while I was getting ready for work. Why do you ask?”


  She reached up and unpinned her hair. Again, Bret hesitated, this time it was watching her shake out her long mass of curly hair, that he used to distract himself from taking the final plunge.


  “I…” he trailed off and looked away.


  “You seem nervous, Brett.” She uncrossed her leg, and leaned forward, clasping her hands between her knees. “What’s wrong?”


  “I saw Mr. Matthews last night at the Capital Grill.”


  “Not surprised, he goes there all the time.”


  “Yeah, he said he knows the owners.”


  “Probably, he knows a lot of people either directly or through contacts.” Lori shrugged. “I don’t know why you’d seem nervous about telling me that.”


  She paused then asked. “Or is there something else you need to tell me?”


  Lori lowered her head as she asked the question, but he caught the expression on her face before she did. The look spoke of someone who might already know the answer to the question but didn’t want to hear it.


  Was she suspicious of Tom already? Josh had said they were on the outs, and she’d made that comment about not wanting Josh to be just like his father. Bret could be wrong, but his gut told him there was something there, and it gave him a much-needed spark of confidence.


  “He was with someone.”


  “He said it was dinner with a client.”


  “She looked kind of young to be a client.”


  “He has female clients, and some of them are younger than Tom.”


  She sounded like she was trying to convince herself as much as Bret, and although this would make him telling her a little easier on his part, it made him feel worse to see that part of her already knew where this was going.


  “This girl might have been younger than me,” Bret opened his phone, and found the pictures.


  Leaning forward, he extended his arm.


  “I think its better if you just see for yourself,” he explained. “There’s pictures, and the last one is a few seconds of video.”


  Lori reached out and took the phone, and Bret felt a pang of pity for her when he saw her hand shaking. She turned the phone towards her and stared at it with the same indecisive look on her face he was sure he had when he was still debating whether to tell her.


  She took a deep breath and tapped the screen. Bret watched her face while she scrolled through the images. Her expressions shifted rapidly from sad to hurt, and when Bret heard the background noise of the restaurant signaling she’d reached the video, anger.


  The expression noticeably absent was surprise.


  “I had a feeling,” she said softly. “All the signs were there, but I just wanted to believe he wouldn’t cross that line. That he’d get over whatever juvenile middle aged frat boy crap he was going through.”


  “I’m really sorry, Lori,” Bret knew it was lame, but didn’t know what else to say. “I wasn’t sure if I should tell you.”


  “Why wouldn’t you tell me?” She looked up from the phone. “You know how many of his asshole friends know this is going on?”


  “I don’t know,” he replied carefully as her voice rose, and her face began to redden.


  “All of them, and for how long, I have no idea! The longer it went on the more I look like a goddamn fool. Worse than that, a stupid bitch who stays home being mommy like a good girl while mister hotshot sticks anything half his age that giggles and jiggles at him!”


  “Right, I was just, kind of worried about upsetting you, and Josh.”


  “I am upset, but because I should have admitted it to myself, should have had him followed. It shouldn’t have been you doing this.”


  “What about Josh?”


  “I don’t know how he’ll take it. He’s a sharp kid, maybe he’s been wondering too. Then again, he just hears us being bickering a little, he hasn’t heard some of the things his father says to me and I don’t tell him because I won’t be as classless as that asshole.”


  “I hope he’s not going to be mad at me.” Bret sighed. “Think he will be?”


  “Why would he be? You’re not doing this to be a jerk, you’re doing this because I should know what Tom’s doing and Josh should know who his father really is.”


  “Yeah, but Tom said he’ll tell Josh that whatever happens will be because I’m a rat and…”


  “Wait, you talked to Tom?” Lori’s dark eyes widened. “You didn’t say that!”


  “I didn’t?”


  “You said you saw him and showed me the pictures.”


  “Sorry, I guess I’m just nervous.”


  “Of course, you are,” Lori took another deep breath and released it with deliberate slowness in an effort to calm down. “Will you tell me everything he said to you?”


  “Everything?” He thought of the nasty things Tom had said about her appearance and their sex life.


  “Every word. This is a big thing you just did, and its going to lead to a divorce because I can deal with, and try to work out, a lot of problems, but I will not be made a fool of or be sloppy seconds to his jailbait whores.”


  Before Bret could reply, she laughed harshly.


  “I shouldn’t say that we haven’t had sex in months. I was told I didn’t do enough to excite him the way I used to so I told him he could use his hand.”


  In place of saying something stupid or yet another “I’m sorry,” Bret gave a slight nod in response, but it didn’t seem like she was paying him much mind, just venting.


  “Wondered if that was the right thing, that maybe I was pushing him towards an affair, but I’ll be damned if I was going to try to turn back the clock or act like the porn star he thinks he deserves, while I’m lucky if he even took two seconds to grope my…”


  She stopped and gave her head a quick shake, sending her curls bouncing around her face. “You don’t need to hear any of this. I’m just caught between wanting to cry or break something.”


  “I’ll leave you be,” Bret went to stand.


  “No, I asked you to tell me about the conversation in detail. Not that these pictures aren’t enough to damn him in court, but all his friends are lawyers. Something you don’t think is important might be, so I’d like to hear all of it.”


  “I doubt there’s anything else,” Brett didn’t want to relive the conversation that, as much as the fact he was with another woman, had led to him being angry enough to come to her.


  “Then if nothing else it will make me mad, and I need to be mad right now,” she wiped at her eyes and the edge of her hand came away wet. “He deserves mad, he doesn’t deserve tears or me wondering if its somehow my fault.”


  Bret would rather see her mad than crying as well. Mad he could understand and handle, tears he had no idea what to do or say. When Lori turned and plucked a tissue from the box of Kleenex next to her, and fearing all out tears coming, he quickly spoke.


  “The night was going really well, better than I’d hoped, then they asked me to cover in the dining room and that’s when I saw them.”


  Brett proceeded to tell her the entire exchange between them. He hesitated when it came to Tom’s complaints about her appearance, but Lori sensed he was holding back. She insisted he tell her because she deserved to know what her husband said about her behind her back.


  He told her everything, keeping his eyes averted as he felt embarrassed, as well as angry, for her. Except for when she prodded him for the full story, Lori sat in silence, her head down, staring between her bare feet.


  When he finished she was quiet for a moment, before shaking her head.


  “I’ve put on a few pounds and am going grey,” she grunted in disgust. “I’m like sticking it in Vaseline. He says this to his son’s best friend.”


  “That’s why I didn’t want to tell you everything. I was mad for you.”


  “I appreciate that. Poor Tom, must be awful being married to a fat old lady.”


  “Don’t listen to that jerk,” Bret snapped. “You look amazing.”


  “You think so?” she seemed surprised by his comment. How could she not realize how attractive she was?


  “I think you’re beautiful, and there’s nothing wrong with your weight, you look…” he stopped in midsentence. Christ, he sounded like he was gushing over her and right after telling her that her husband was having an affair.


  “Thank you, but you’re just being sweet.” She tilted her head and gave him an odd look. “Or maybe you mean it.”


  There was an awkward silence as he tried to think of something to say, but then she abruptly shifted back to the topic at hand.


  “I can’t believe you left that money there.”


  “If I took it, it would have meant I was going to take his side.” Bret replied, glad to no longer be on the topic of her looks after he’d just embarrassed himself.


  “No, it meant you were using him the way he uses me, those little tramps, and everyone else in his life.”


  “That money was to do the wrong thing, I did the right thing.”


  “That’s admirable, Bret, but the money could have come in handy you or your mom these days. Just leaving it might mean the manager just gave themselves a $500 tip.”


  “Then they didn’t do the right thing which isn’t my problem.” When she frowned he added. “I feel like I would have been obligated to him if I kept it.”


  “Then why not tell him you couldn’t take it?”


  “Because if I did he would have known I was going to rat him out and I didn’t want him to get angry and make a scene,” he grunted. “Or come up with more threats.”


  “Pretty sure they’re empty threats, Bret. You’re a kid in his eyes and he thinks he’s a bigger shark than he really is. He was trying to scare you.”


  “It worked.” Bret nodded.


  “Not enough because you’re here and doing a very brave thing.” Lori commended him. “If it makes you feel better, I’m not as shocked as I should be. Like I said, part of me knew, but I was thinking with my heart, not my head. I should have known which one he’d be thinking with.”


  “What about Josh? If you get divorced it’s going to be hard on him.”


  “It probably will be, but best he sees his father’s true colors.”


  “Tom said he’ll convince Josh it’s my fault,” he reminded her.


  “I appreciate how much concern you have for Josh and your friendship,” Lori told him. “Keep in mind that I’ll have his ear too, and the proof of what his father did. Josh worships Tom in a lot of ways, wants to follow in his footsteps, but he loves me too, and he’ll see how hurt and angry I am, see how his father made a fool of me.”


  “But I caused it all.” Bret knew he sounded as if he were whining and felt bad considering this was nothing compared to what Josh and Lori would be going through.


  “Did you?” Lori held up his phone which she’d held onto since he’d passed it to her. “Can I text these to myself?”


  “Yeah, sure.”


  “After I do, I’m going to delete them, okay?”


  “Uh, I guess. But shouldn’t you have them somewhere else?”


  “My phone has a pass code, but I’ll be sending them to my sister in Florida and my attorney, as soon as I hire one.”


  Lori’s fingers tapped his phone rapidly, then she leaned over and handed it back to him.


  “Here’s what I think, Bret. I know you like to do the right thing, but there’s times you do have to do the right thing just for you. This is one of those times.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “I didn’t get those pictures from you. I had him followed, and they took those pictures and sent them to me.”


  “He saw me there; he’s going to know it was me.”


  “Did he see you take the pictures?”


  “No.”


  “Tom’s a trial lawyer, and he knows two important words, ‘reasonable doubt’.”


  “Come on,” Bret waved her off. “How could he not know?”


  “Because he didn’t see you take pictures and thinks you took the money and are afraid of him.” Lori held up he finger to cut off his protest.


  “And, if he tells me or Josh that it was you? Guess what?” She smiled, but there was no warmth in either the expression or her eyes. “He just handed me a witness that my lawyer could ask to testify to his adultery.”


  “But…” Bret stopped and thought on what she said. “Damn, that’s smart.”


  “Don’t have to be a lawyer to be smart. I think Tom overestimates himself and underestimates everyone else. Main thing is it gets you off the hook.”


  “But I have to lie if he comes to me.”


  “That’s where you lie, which in this case isn’t the wrong thing to do because it takes you, and most importantly your mom, out of it.”


  “If he believes me.”


  “There’s more to it, though. You can’t tell your mother because that puts her in a bind too.”


  “What if he goes to her?”


  “I don’t think he’d want to confront her. Once word gets out he’s a dog, he’s not going to want to face many people. But if she does come to you, and you admit you saw him and that’s it.”


  “But then she’d think I knew and didn’t tell you,” Bret felt like he was back at square one. “She’ll think I didn’t do the right thing and what she thinks matters to me.”


  “Honey, I never thought I’d meet a man that I would have to keep trying to convince not to do what’s right.” Lori have him a tired smile.


  “Sorry.”


  “Don’t be sorry, just be smart and careful if you want to keep the peace with Josh and avoid being sucked into our drama, or risk what he threatened you with.”


  “I guess you’re right,” Bret stood. “I should get out of here before Mr. Matthews comes home, it’s almost six.”


  “Good idea,” She rose with him. “But these days he’s usually,” she cleared her throat, “Working late.”


  Bret nodded and walked to the front door with Lori behind him. When he reached the door and opened it, he turned to face her.


  “I’m sorry I had to come over here with bad news.”


  “I’d have found out sooner or later, it’s a small state and he’s being pretty goddamn bold. Just deny anything if he comes to you, and I’ll handle the rest.”


  “Hope so, I’d hate to lie and still end up in the middle of this.”


  “No guarantees you won’t, but I’ll do my best.”


  “Reminds me of something my mother says sometimes,” Bret spoke as he stepped out onto the front stoop. “No good deed goes unpunished.”


  “Sometimes that’s true, Bret,” Lori put her hand lightly on his cheek.


  Despite the fact the move made him nervous because all they’d need is for Tom to come around the corner, her touch sent a thrill through him.


  “But just as often good deeds can get rewarded.” She lowered her hand, her nails briefly tickling his upper arm. “Maybe not right away, but something tells me you’re going to be glad you did the right thing.”


  “Hope so,” he gave her a hopeful smile. “Maybe I’ll fall into some money to make up for giving his away.”


  “Maybe,” Lori stepped back into the house, “Or maybe something better.”


  “Like what?”


  “Oh, I don’t know,” she spoke while slowly closing the door. “Maybe something else you’ve been wanting might come your way.”


  



  

  Chapter Six


  


  “Hey, Bret, let me get a couple of Buds down here!”


  “On the way,” Bret picked up two bottles from the cooler, and as he turned in a circle, pulled the bottle opener from his shirt pocket, popped the tops off and finished the spin by putting them in front of the two men.


  “Smooth,” The one on the right laughed. “When you going to start tossing them around like that movie Cocktail?”


  “When I can afford to pay for all the broken bottles,” Bret grinned, and took the $10 dollar bill the other man handed him.


  “Keep the change, put it towards your first broken bottle.”


  “Thanks,” Bret went over to the cash register and rung up the sale, slipping the two dollar tip into his pocket.


  “Kind of slow tonight,” Rob, the other bartender, said glumly as he wiped off his end of the bar for the third time in the last half hour for something to do. “Especially for a Friday night.”


  “Yeah, shitty night for tips,” Bret agreed. “I’m waiting for Gabe to decide to send me home.”


  “Tell you what, he says its too slow for two of us, I’ll volunteer to go.”


  “That’s not fair,” Bret argued. “You did that the last two times.”


  “This is a second job for me, kid,” Rob told him. “You need the money more than I do,” he smirked. “Although you are going to have to make it up to me, making me have to spend extra time with the wife is worse than losing money.”


  “Brenda seems really nice.” Bret replied. “Cute too, you married up, dog.”


  “Live with her and see how cute she is,” Rob sighed. “Kidding, I just have to play the part of being married and acting like I’m tired of her. Oh, look, a customer!”


  Rob went down to the corner of the bar where a burly biker type had slid onto one of the stools.


  Bret leaned against the back counter, idly watching the guys playing pool in the corner of the mostly empty bar. Tuesdays were always slow, but this one was awful. But, as he’d thought many times over the last two months, he was glad to still be working there.


  The shit had hit the fan right away across the street. Bret had come home from work after one and let a pang in his stomach when he noticed Tom’s BMW wasn’t in the driveway.


  The next morning when he’d come down for breakfast his mother told him there had been a scene. Tom on the grass yelling at Lori who had the second-floor window open and throwing his shoes and clothes out onto the lawn.


  Bret felt he’d done a good job of acting surprised but felt guilty when Mom went on to tell him how Lori had come over and apologized for making a scene and told her she’d caught Tom cheating.


  He’d sat there continuing to act like he had no idea what was going on as she told him how Lori had been suspicious and had him followed and just received pictures of him with a much younger woman.


  Bret listened, throwing a remark here and there; “wow, that sucks,” and “Lori didn’t deserve that” as well as expressing his concern for Josh, the one comment that was legit and unforced.


  Mom said Lori told her she was going to go to other neighbors and apologize and tell them what happened. She commented she wasn’t sure why Lori would want everyone to know, but supposed she was beyond angry and humiliated.


  Bret agreed, but didn’t add Lori had taken the pressure off him by being the one to tell his mother. It just left him hoping Tom wouldn’t come over and confront him in front of her or speak directly to his mother about him thinking Bret had been the one to nail him.


  On the plus side, Tom never approached his mother. The downside was he’d shown up at Gabe’s two days after Lori had thrown him out. He’d been drinking, red faced and slurring as he stormed up to the bar and in front of over two dozen people started calling him a fucking rat.


  He’d ranted about Bret being a soy boy white knight simp feminist who had no balls, then accused him of telling on him because he wanted to fuck his wife. Bret had expected the anger, and the name calling, but the last part had surprised and unnerved him.


  “You don’t think I see you look at her? You been whacking off to my wife since you were old enough to have hair on your dick!” He’d slammed his hand on the bar. “You think she don’t know it? Think she doesn’t see you gawking at her, and trying to see what she has under those old lady clothes?”


  Other than blurting out the quick lie he hadn’t told Lori anything, Bret had remained silent. For the most part because he didn’t want to keep lying, but also because he had no idea what to say in the face of his drunken rage.


  Rob had rushed over to tell Tom to calm down and get out, and Gabe had come storming out of the office demanding to know the problem. Tom told him he needed to fire his rat of a bartender and how Bret was a homewrecker who wanted to dick his wife so bad he’d ruin their marriage.


  Gabe had sent a wave of relief through him when, in his typically diplomatic way, told Tom that no stuck-up prick in a suit was going to tell him what to do and to get his drunken ass out of Bret’s face before he tossed him out the door without the courtesy of opening it first.


  Tom began yelling that Gabe didn’t know who he was but backed up when a couple of regulars who used to ride with Gabe in his hell raiser days had come over to walk him out.


  Gabe shouted back he didn’t care who Tom was, no one came in there and treated his people like that. Just before he left Tom had yelled


  “You tell my son you want to fuck his mother? Go ahead and do it! See if its worth all this trouble after you stick it in her dried up cunt and see what a boring fuck she is!”


  Once he was out, Gabe had told him to come into the back with him. Bret was afraid after all that he was going to get canned. Instead, Gabe had him sit down in his office and poured him a shot of Jack Daniels that he almost choked on his nerves were so shot.


  Gabe asked what was going on, and Bret, feeling he could trust him, told him everything. The grizzled old biker turned bar owner told him that on one hand its never smart to stick your nose in another man’s business but commended him on having the balls to do it, and because Tom was hurting his friends.


  He’d asked Bret if Tom was right, did he want his wife or was that just drunk talk? Bret admitted he had sort of a thing for her, but just in the he thought she was hot, but that was it, not like he’d ever try anything.


  Gabe asked why he wouldn’t, a question that he found strange, but replied with the truth. She was married, his friend’s mother, and in the end? She was a mature woman and would laugh her ass off at a kid her son’s age thinking she’d be interested.


  He was once again congratulated on having some standards, but with a grin, Gabe added that Lori didn’t seem like she’d be married much longer, and women her age loved young guys, they were a great ride without the games and drama that came with guys their age.


  He’d laughed and said he’d run into more than a few girls with daddy issues so never take yourself out of the game when it came to age. Bret shrugged it off, then nervously asked about his job.


  Gabe assured him he would have had nothing to worry about at all, and with the way Tom had come in making demands, he wouldn’t care if Bret had fucked his wife and put it on porn hub, he’d never fire him to give into a ‘paper asshole’ like Tom.


  That had given him some relief, and he found more when as time passed his mother didn’t mention anything about her job and continued to work extra hours she desperately needed to cover the bills.


  The last piece of the puzzle fell into place when after a few days, Bret sucked it up and went over to ask Josh how he was doing. Josh told him his father had said Bret saw him and he was the one who gave his mother the pictures.


  Bret lied again, saying yes, he saw him, this time adding he was debating saying something, but was scared and wanted to think about it, and by the next day, it was already over.


  This time he was beginning to see Lori’s point, nothing good could come his way by sticking to the truth. He also accepted the fact each lie was getting easier, something he wasn’t happy with.


  But when Josh not only believed him but went on to say he was kind of glad Bret saw his father with the girl, so he knew it wasn’t something made up by someone looking to take his mother’s money and shopping photos, it took some of the sting out of his moral dilemma.


  Lori had been right, for all the desire Josh had to follow in his father’s footsteps, he was pissed off at him for hurting his mother, saying that if his father wasn’t happy, he should have filed for divorce, not used her.


  As the weeks passed, Josh kept him updated, his mother had filed for an immediate separation to keep Tom out of the house, then for divorce. It went quicker than Bret expected.


  Tom didn’t have much to stand on, and Lori’s only demands were he pay child support until Josh graduated college and paid his tuition. Tom would pay part of the mortgage until Josh was done with school, then they would sell the house and split the profit.


  She waved alimony, and once Josh was all set she’d get by on her own income and the money from the sale of the house. Josh said her lawyer wanted her to go all the way, she stays in the house as long as she wants and alimony based on income disparity, but she wanted nothing other than to take care of Josh including not putting the stress of moving out of the only home he knew until he was ready to start his own career and life.


  Bret was impressed by that, he knew Lori wouldn’t want a dime from him at all, but was taking it for her son’s sake. She, unlike her husband, knew the right thing to do. As for Lori, Bret had barely talked to her since the day he’d given her the pictures.


  Josh was coming over his house to hang out to get out of his, and Lori had started working later to begin saving money for down the line, and as his mother suggested, to keep her mind off things.


  For the past few weeks Bret had been denied his sad thrill of seeing Lori coming home in her ‘old lady clothes’. Although at this point he wasn’t sure he’d get the same kick out of it, or if he did, he’d feel guilty.


  He hadn’t had the guts to ask Josh if his father had made any comments about him wanting his mother. Josh did know he looked and hoped his father hadn’t tried to convince him it was more than that.


  “Damn, look at this one.” Bret had been so lost in thought he hadn’t noticed Rob was now leaning next to him. “Looks like we got some cougar action coming our way.”


  Bret followed his gaze and his mouth fell open. Lori had entered the bar and was heading his way. It wasn’t seeing her that caused his reaction, but what she was wearing.


  Lori’s dress was a hot pink number so tight it appeared painted on. The plunging V-neck showed off a pair of breasts even larger than he’d imagined while the hem hugged her upper thighs, showing off the curve of her hips.


  Not just her hips, but all her curves were displayed, and as Bret had suspected they were in all the right places. Her long legs were bare, and his eyes roamed over them, taking in the fact they weren’t exactly slender, but well-shaped.


  They were further defined by the pink heels which appeared to be at least four inches and buckled around her ankles. Bret swallowed hard as she slowly approached, her hips swinging pleasantly, and the top of her breasts jiggling slightly with each step.


  He noticed other guys in the bar turning to watch her, their eyes focusing on her ass which Bret imagined was like the rest of her, busty, and with a sweet curve to it. The neck up was just as surprising and pleasing.


  Her lipstick matched the dress, a shade that seemed a little out of place on a woman her age but called attention to her full lips. As she grew closer, he noticed she’d used mascara to lengthen her lashes and wore a light pink eye shadow and her cheek bones were accentuated by make up as well.


  Her hair was down, and rather than a tousled mass of curls, looked as if she’d styled it, most of her hair flowing down her back, but several strands of banana curls framing her face.


  Jesus, she looked good.


  “There you are,” Lori flashed him a huge smile as she slid onto the stool in front of him. “I haven’t seen you around lately.”


  “You know her?” Rob whispered as Bret pushed himself off the counter to go over to her.


  He gave a quick nod as an answer and Rob sighed and whispered. “Man, I knew I shouldn’t have gotten married so young.” He slapped him on the leg out of sight of Lori, “She’s dressed like she’s on the prowl. Go for it, I’ll handle the other customers.”


  “Hey Mrs. Matthews,” he tried to not sound as flustered as he was.


  “No more, Mrs. its Miss,” Lori corrected him. “But screw that, it’s just Lori, okay?”


  “You’re still a Mrs. for a little bit,” he pointed out.


  “Nope,” Lori smiled and held up her hand, showing her lack of rings and her long nail painted the same pink as the dress. “It was finalized today.”


  “Already? I thought Josh said it was next month?”


  “We fast tracked it. I wanted done with him, and the faster it was over the less damaging to his reputation it was. Can’t have too many of his family man type clients hearing about his extracurricular activities.”


  His eyes narrowed when she stumbled over the long word, then slurred the last one. Upon closer look her brown eyes were wide and excessively bright, and her face and upper chest flushed.


  “Have you been drinking?”


  “Damn straight I have been,” she giggled, a strange sound coming from her. “Went home from court, showered the last of my marriage off me, got dressed up and went out to get messed up.”


  “You’re not driving I hope?” he asked, concerned.


  “Bret, you are such a good boy,” Lori beamed. “First doing the right thing with Tom, then checking on Josh and being there for him, and now look at you worrying about me.”


  “I’ll call you an uber when you’re ready to go.”


  “Already have one, that’s how I got here.”


  “Oh, okay. What can I get you?”


  “A shot of Cuervo, salt and lime please.”


  Bret grabbed the bottle, and poured the shot, putting it down for her, while putting the small dish of sliced limes on the bar, and the saltshaker.


  Lori gave him a drunken smile, then licked her hand between her thumb and forefinger. She made a show of it, her tongue sliding back and forth, and Bret felt a stirring begin between his legs as she stared directly at him as she did it.


  She shook the salt onto her hand, took a breath, gave her salted flesh another lingering lascivious lick, downed the shot, then bit into the lime.


  “Hmm, that’s sooo good,” she purred in a sultry voice. “Something that nice, I think I need to do twice.” She tapped the glass.


  He poured another shot and couldn’t help staring as she once again licked her hand in an unquestionably sexual manner and did the second shot.


  “Wow, I’ve had a lot,” she sighed. “Been a long time since I sucked down a few shots.” Her gaze met his. “Or sucked down anything else.”


  “Right,” Bret felt his face heat up, and she clapped her hands.


  “You’re blushing! Bret, you are so cute, you know that?”


  “Thanks Miss…”


  “Lori.” She insisted “And not Laura, its Lori with an I.” she giggled. “I used to say that when I was in high school and college. Lori with an I. She was a fun girl, liked to drink, liked to party, loved to fuck.” She shook her head. “Youth is wasted on the young, we don’t appreciate it at the time.”


  “Guess not.”


  “You need more fun, Bret. All school and work, and no fun aren’t good for a young man your age, especially such a good looking one.”


  “Thanks, my mom says the same thing.”


  “She’s a smart woman.” She put her small black leather purse on the counter. “How much?”


  “On me,” Bret put his hand over the purse before she could open it. “In honor of you celebrating.”


  “Tell you what, I’ll accept your gift, but you have to accept something from me, deal?”


  “Sure, I guess.”


  “Good!” She pointed to Rob who was at the other end of the bar, looking up at the Sox game. “What’s his name?”


  “That’s Rob.”


  “Hey, Rob!” Lori waved him over when he turned at the sound of his name.


  Rob came over and stood next to Bret. “Yes, ma’am?”


  “Ma’am?” Lori’s shoulders slumped, making the exposed flesh of her tits jiggle again. “That’s right, I forgot what an old lady I am.”


  “Nothing old about you,” Bret told her.


  “That’s a true story,” Rob flashed a smile. “Only as old as you feel, and you look like you’re feeling pretty good right now.”


  “I am as a matter of fact.” Lori once again slurred her words. “Now can you be a dear and hold down the fort for a few minutes? Bret needs a break so I can talk to him outside.”


  “Talk about what?”


  “No problem!” Rob gave him a playful punch under the bar. “You take your time, I got this.”


  “I like you,” Lori dipped into her purse and dropped a twenty on the bar. “For your trouble.” She slid off the stool and for a second wobbled, and Bret lunged over and grabbed her bare arm.


  “Sorry, haven’t worn heels like this in a long time.”


  “Yup, the heels,” Rob grinned while putting the twenty in his shirt pocket.


  Bret hurried around the bar, to join Lori, who extended her elbow to him. “I guess I am a little tipsy.”


  He linked his arm through hers and saw some of the guys grinning, one of them gave him a thumbs up, another flashing an ‘O.K’ sign. Lori leaned into him and he shivered when some of her long hair trailed along his arm.


  “Such a gentlemen,” she told him. “Next time I see her I’ll have to tell your mama what a good boy she raised.”


  She gripped his forearm as they made their way to the door, and he couldn’t help thinking about how good her pink nails looked on his arm, or the warm soft skin of her arm against his.


  He pushed the door open and held it with one hand as she released his arm to walk out past him. Bret’s eyes immediately dropped to check out her ass and it was as fine as he expected.


  Definitely a little junk in the trunk as the expression went, but well rounded in the tight dress, and he couldn’t help imagining the way it would jiggle if he spanked it. The thought brought Tom’s accusation back into his mind, but it was only a thought, and how could he not about a woman as fine as Lori?


  “Want to sit?” he gestured towards one of the small tables on the enclosed patio of the bar that was vacant.


  “No, I want to talk in private,” she looked around the parking lot, her glazed eyes blinking owlishly, making him wonder how much she’d had to drink before she got there. “Where are you parked?”


  “Over in the corner,” he pointed to a stand of trees across the lot. “Staff parks in the sticks,” he laughed.


  “That works,” she turned and waved towards a black SUV and a tall man with greying hair who rolled down his window. “Be back in a few minutes!”


  “That your driver?”


  “Yup,” she took his hand and started for his car. “I only plan on staying long enough to tell you something.”


  “Um, you think this is a good idea?” he looked around nervously.


  “What’s wrong?” she paused to blow on a curl that strayed in front of her face. A simple move that he found sexy for some reason, or maybe that’s because he thought everything about her was sexy.


  “Us walking together like this, going to sit in my car in a dark parking lot? Kind of looks funny.”


  “To who?” Lori looked up at him and wiggled her bare finger again. “Free woman, baby. I do what I please when I please,” she sucked on her lower lip. “Who I please sounds even better.”


  “I just um,” he kept think of Tom’s claims about him wanting her, and now here she was holding hands with him drunk, and in sexy dress and fuck me shoes. If someone saw them and got back to him…


  “Um, what? Come on, Bret, I thought I was supposed to be the old lady.” She tugged on his hand, and he let her lead him to the impala.


  He hit unlock and held the door open for her.


  “Such a gentlemen,” she cooed as she eased into the seat.


  That was him, a real gentleman as he watched the dress ride up higher on her thigh and gawked at her long leg before she pulled it into the car. He caught a quick glimpse of her toes which were also shocking pink.


  He walked around to the other side and got in, shifting in the seat as his semi hard cock bent against his thigh.


  “Nice car,” Lori noted. “Roomy front seat.”


  “Yeah, my dad always said he’d give it to me, but I wasn’t in that much of a hurry to get it.”


  “That’s tough, honey. But he left you more than a car, he instilled a lot of himself in you. Your dad was a good man and so are you.”


  She rested her hand on his thigh.


  “But like I said to you before, life is full of sad ends and happy beginnings. Today I start a happy new beginning and it’s because of you.”


  “Doesn’t seem happy.”


  “If it weren’t for Josh, I’d be completely happy. Tom and I weren’t much more than room mates the last couple of years. Typical story, drifted apart, allowed ourselves to do it. He got too full of himself, I got to where I didn’t want to be full of him.”


  Lori looked over at him.


  “The things he said to you, my putting on a little weight, the grays, face isn’t as smooth as it used to be. The way I dress. He said those things all the time, and I’d snap back at him, but his words hurt.”


  “I’m sorry,” he put his hand over hers, meaning to give it a brief pat, but she quickly turned her hand over, and linked her fingers through his.


  “I shouldn’t have taken it, worse, I shouldn’t have started to believe him. That I was no longer attractive, that he didn’t find me desirable anymore and it was my fault.”


  “That’s crap,” Bret told her. “An excuse to cheat and to be mean to you.”


  “I see that now, but it bothered me. Its part of why I dress the way I do. I started to feel ashamed of my body.”


  “In that dress you have nothing to be ashamed of,” Brett blinked at his own words, surprised by how bold he sounded. But she was starting to sound upset and knowing she was drunk he didn’t want her to get emotional, especially over that shithead.


  “You like what you see, Bret?” Lori shifted on the seat, so she was facing him.


  “I…I mean, yeah, you look good.”


  “You think I’m attractive?”


  “Yeah,” he nodded. “Other than Tom, who wouldn’t?”


  “You’re smooth Bret, and I don’t think its an act, you just seem to know what to say.”


  “Makes me a good bartender.” He joked.


  “Makes you an attractive young man. Looks, humble, says and does the right thing. All you need is the woman who appreciates it.”


  “I’ll meet her someday.”


  “I’m sure you will, but in the meantime you’re missing a lot of fun. I’ve been missing a lot of fun too. I’m not an old lady, he just made me feel like one. Like I was lucky I had him.”


  “He was the lucky one,” Bret stared down at their joined hands.


  In the enclosed space of the car he could smell her perfume and his eyes kept darting between her breasts and legs. His cock was stirring once more, and he felt a trickle of sweat slide down his back.


  “He didn’t deserve you,” he added.


  “Thank you for that. I’m glad we hadn’t had sex in a long time. I would have felt cheap, like he was saying yeah, you’re fat and old, but I’ll still throw you a bone.”


  “That’s kind of uh, crude.”


  “He was crude,” Lori swallowed hard. “He all but said that more than once, but I stopped giving in to it and telling him if I was that bad, then I didn’t want his pity fucks so he could get his rocks off.


  “Maybe that was what pushed him to start cheating, but I don’t regret it. I took his shit for Josh, but I kept my pride the last few months. No matter how bad I wanted it, I’d just fire up the vibe.” She grunted. “Better off, it lasted longer and didn’t tell me how great it was.”


  “You wanted to talk about something?” He didn’t want to keep hearing her talk about sex, even if it was the lack of.


  “I do. I was thinking, Bret.” Her smile returned. “About what you did, and the things Tom said.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “You did a good thing for me, you showing me proof of what he was doing was the last straw. Today I have my freedom again. I owe you a thank you.”


  “You’ve said it before, and just did again.”


  “No, those are words. I owe you something better than that. I thought what could I do for this brave young man? That led to Tom, all those cracks I’m boring, and old and no fun.


  “I was that way because of him, and with him gone, I think its time to be exciting, and fun, and…” she slid her hand from beneath his and he gasped when she placed it on his cock. “Dirty,” she added in a whisper.


  “Lori, you…can’t do that.” He put his hand on his wrist and tugged, but she resisted, and when she gave his rapidly hardening cock a squeeze, he released a startled moan.


  “I can, I’m a single woman, baby.”


  She lifted the arm rest between them and slid closer, her free hand sliding across his chest, caressing him through his shirt.


  “A single woman who’s drunk, horny, and feeling very appreciative toward an attractive young man.” She leaned over; her lips so close to his ear he could feel her warm breath.


  “A young man that’s been staring at me for a long time.”


  “Sorry, I just think…I mean,” he groaned when she rubbed his cock through his jeans.


  “Tell me you think about me,” she whispered. “Tell me you want me.”


  “I…this is wrong.”


  “Doesn’t feel wrong,” she continued to rub his now aching cock and although his hand was on her wrist, he was no longer trying to move it. “Feels damn right to me.”


  “Josh,” he managed the word as she slid her hand down his body and into his lap, joining the other to unsnap his jeans.


  “Never needs to know.” She flicked her tongue across his ear and he both heard and felt his zipper being pulled down.


  “Yeah,” her fingers slid into his open jeans. “This boring old lady has decided to that my asshole ex deserves some payback, even if he never knows it.”


  Their faces were only inches apart and he could smell both her perfume and tequila on her warm breath. “I owe you, baby,” she purred in a voice that oozed sex and promise as her fingers slipped into the slit in his boxers.


  “Your reward is my revenge.”


  Lori deftly slipped his hard cock out of his boxers and with no hesitation lowered her head into his lap.


  “Oh my god!” Bret groaned when she took him into her mouth.


  He moaned when she bobbed her head, her soft lips and tongue sliding along his shaft as she engulfed him with her warm wet mouth.


  Lori sighed as she took him deeper, and wrapping her fingers around his base stroked him, her hand following the wet trail of her mouth.


  “Oh,” Bret put one hand on her the exposed skin of her upper back, and the other in her long curly hair.


  “Hmm-mm!” She responded to his touch with a moan and moved her head faster.


  In the back of his mind the part of him that prided himself on trying to do the right thing told him this was wrong. Lori was drunk, angry, and had just admitted this was about nothing but revenge. He should be trying to get her to stop


  But there were limits to what he was capable of and as the old expression went, the spirit was willing, but the flesh was…hard, throbbing and in Lori’s mouth! With an air of pleasurable surrender, he leaned back in his seat, no longer capable of even pretending he didn’t want this.


  He jumped when her free hand slid over his lap, and fumbled alongside the seat, finding the switch to ease the top of his seat back. The change in angle not only gave her more room, but in the dim light of the parking lot, he could now see her face.


  Bret watched, his heart racing and his balls aching as one of his longtime fantasies had suddenly become a hot reality. He swept his hand across her face, moving her hair so he could get an even better view.


  Lori sighed, and angled her head slightly to the side, showing her approval of the move. God, she looked incredible! Her hot pink lips working his cock, her soft hair in his hand, her slender pink tipped fingers around him.


  Some of her lipstick had smeared on his cock, and his hard flesh glistened from her wet mouth. Lori moaned softly as she sucked him a deliciously slow, but steady rhythm while her hand slid up his shirt and rested on his hard flat stomach.


  She let him slip from her lips and surprised him by spitting on his cock. He moaned as she pumped him rapidly, her hand gliding on his now slick flesh. She spit on him again, rubbing it into his sensitive purple head and making his hips jerk.


  “You have such a nice cock,” she whispered, her eyes as focused on his dick as his was on her face. “So fucking hard!”


  She traced the tip of her tongue around the underside of his head, then fluttered it along the length of his shaft. Bret had to remind himself to breath while Lori’s tongue danced up and down his cock, giving him teasing flicks mixed in with longer licks and a couple of gentle sucks.


  She wrapped her lips along one side of his shaft and moved her head, sliding his length between her soft lips. She reached the tip and after letting more spit drool from her lips and onto his head, she opened wide and took him back into her mouth.


  “Fuck!” he groaned when this time she moved her hand and took him all the way down.


  Her lips wrapped around the base of his shaft, and he gripped her hair tighter when she shook her head, working his tip around her mouth, her tongue continued to move, caressing his hard flesh with her soft wet caresses.


  Lori pressed her lips into his pubic mound and made a gagging sound as she pushed him a little further into her throat. She then resumed bobbing her head, taking him deep each time.


  Every suck ended with a sloppy wet gurgling sound that Missy, or the other girls he’d been with had never made. For that matter, he’d never had a girl seem to enjoy his cock as much as Lori was.


  But that’s because Lori wasn’t a high school or college coed, she was a goddamn woman who’d been sucking cock longer than he’d been alive. Lori shifted on the seat, slowly sucking him as she drew her legs up until she was kneeling on the passenger seat and completely facing him.


  “Jesus,” Bret whispered as he stared at first her head in his lap, then her ass in the air.


  His hand slid down her back and over her ass, and when he gave her left cheek a squeeze, she moaned around him. Bret leaned over so he could reach further, and finding the hem of the dress, pulled it up, and got yet another sex surprise.


  Lori wasn’t wearing anything under the dress.


  “That’s right,” Lori breathed over his cock. “Drunk, nothing under my slutty dress and sucking dick in public. “Boring old lady my ass.”


  Speaking of her ass, it was as sweet as he thought it would be. Her cheeks well rounded and fleshy enough to get an easy handful and for it to jiggle when he couldn’t resist giving her a playful slap.


  “You like that ass?” she lowered her head and licked the length of his shaft. “It is fat after all.”


  “Perfect,” Bret managed to say as she took him between her lips and once more went to work with her talented tongue and welcoming mouth.


  He grew bolder and slid his hand between her cheeks and the moan she released when his fingers encountered her slick flesh caused his cock to twitch in her mouth. The high-pitched whimper she emitted around his cock spurred him on to push his fingers further between her warm moist lips, then plunge them inside her.


  “Yes!” Lori released his cock as her hips jerked, thrusting her ass into his hand. “See how wet my cunt is?” She kissed his head. “God, I forgot how much I love sucking cock.”


  She emphasized that remark by slurping him into her mouth and bobbing her head more rapidly than before. Bret couldn’t believe how hot, wet, and tight her pussy was as he moved his fingers within her.


  Lori thrust back into his probing fingers, but as thrilling as it was to finger her, he slid them from inside her and slid them further until he encountered her swollen clit. He rubbed it gently and she squealed, then whimpered in response to his touch.


  The entire scene had a dreamlike feel to it. Lori Matthews, the woman who he’d stared at and masturbated to for years, blowing him in his car while he played with her wet pussy.


  Bret flinched when he heard someone whistling and clapping. He turned his head to see two men and woman pointing to the car, laughing. One of the men yelled “It’s a full moon” the woman called out. “More tongue honey, use more tongue!”


  “Ignore them,” Lori breathed over his lipstick smeared cock. “All that matters is your fingers on my wet cunt, and me sucking you off.”


  She went back to work, this time even faster, and with her mouth partially open, causing spit and pre cum to flow down his cock. She was now making wet slurping sounds mixed in with several gagging noises when she forced his entire length down her throat.


  Bret’s legs were shaking and his hips moving as much as they could in his position. He moved his fingers faster. Pressing them more firmly into her slick and excited clit. Lori’s nails dug into his stomach and her other hand gripped his thigh, squeezing it as she gave him an insanely hot hands free, now sloppy as hell blow job.


  Her sucking slowed as she wiggled her hips into his touch. He felt her body stiffen along his arm, and she was now whimpering and groaning. She released him with a wet lip smacking sound and breathed.


  “Harder, make me cum baby,” she released a long groan. “I knew you wouldn’t just let me do you, I knew you’d be good to your girl.”


  His girl? She was drunk, out of control and seemed ready to pop, it was just talk, but goddamn, did it sound good!


  “Faster!” Lori implored him as she now held his aching cock and rubbed it along her cheek, smearing it with sticky pre-cum. “Ohhh, I need to so bad!”


  Bret’s fingers went to work, moving in har fast circles and rougher than he’d ever been with touching Missy. Lori was so wet his fingers made wet slapping sounds as he worked her clit side to side, then up and down in between their circular motion.


  “Yeah, yeah, Oh, baby,” Lori whimpered, then took him back into her mouth.


  She sucked him the way he was fingering her, hard and fast and after several seconds, her body jerked, her ass thrust back into his touch and she squealed around his cock.


  “Fuck, oh…shit.” Bret breathed as her rapid sucking had him approaching his own release.


  He managed to keep his fingers moving, loving the high pitched yelps and squeals she made in between the sloppy gagging sounds as she repeatedly deep throated him even amidst the throes of her own orgasm.


  Caught up in the heat of the moment, Bret wrapped his hand more tightly in her hair and pushed on her head, urging her to keep sucking. Lori’s yips, moans, and the way her eyes rolled back told him she had no issue with him doing it.


  She was now driving her mouth down on him with a force that had her eyes watering, causing her mascara to run down her face. Between the booze, her passion, and the way she was pounding his cock relentlessly down her throat her face was beet red and sweating.


  Between the mixture of yelps and sloppy gagging sounds during the porn star quality blow job, he was receiving, the way she was squirming and cumming for him, and the fact…it was fucking Lori Mathews, gobbling his cock like it was the best thing she’d ever tasted, Bret lost control.


  “Fuck, I…I’m going to…” His words turning into a series of loud, borderline idiotic, moans when his cock explode.


  Lori squealed, and her brown eyes went wide, but she didn’t slow down her sucking as his twitching cock filled her sinfully eager mouth. He thrust his hips and continued to push on her head as his cock erupted.


  It had been a long time since he’d come in something other than his own hand, and he could feel the long squirts pouring into her as she kept going, sucking for every drop. Strands of cum oozed from the sides of her mouth and down his shaft, only for her to slurp them back when she took him deep again.


  She gripped his cock, now jerking him into her mouth as she whimpered and slobbered over him, her hips still twitching and her flesh quivering beneath his fingers from her own orgasm.


  “Oh god,” he whimpered when he had nothing left, but she kept going, swirling her tongue around his now oversensitive head. “Fuck!” his hips jerked as she sucked hard enough to hollow her wet black streaked cheeks, and he felt himself give up a few more drops.


  “Stop,” he pleaded, tugging gently on her hair. “Please.”


  Lori eased him from her mouth, and his cock jerked when she stuck her tongue into his slit, licking the last pearly drop that had remained there.


  She leaned back, and when he removed his hand from between her legs, remained kneeling on the seat, her hands now on his leg. Lori was breathing hard, and his eyes widened at the sight of a strand of cum on her chin and some oozing from the left corner of her mouth.


  Her lipstick was smeared, and her face streaked with black. Her hair was once again a mess, and now falling over the right side of her face, one of her banana curls stuck to her sticky face.


  “That was…wow,” Bret breathed, feeling as if he needed to say something into the awkward silence.


  Lori stared down between his legs. “Bad boy, you have lipstick all over your dick.”


  He followed her gaze, to see his cock was as messy as her face, lipstick, a few drops of cum at the base and slick as hell from her mouth.


  It was also still hard and twitching between his legs.


  “I thought that was a proper thank you,” she ran her finger along his shaft. “But it seems like you’re not satisfied.” She sucked on her lower lip. “Maybe since we’re in your car, you should take me for a ride.”


  “Where do you want to…” He froze when she pointed. “Ease your seat down,” she tugged her dress further up over her hips, giving him a view of the neatly trimmed triangular patch of hair between her thighs.


  She wanted to fuck him right here.


  Lori’s hands went to her shoulders, her thumbs hooking into the straps, and tugged them down her arms. Bret’s hand dropped, trying to find the lever, but froze when a light shined directly into his face.


  He turned and his stomach pitched when he saw a cop standing there.


  “Shit,” Lori whispered when he tapped the window.


  She quickly pulled her dress down and slid her legs from the seat down to the floor so she was once again sitting.


  Bret fumbled with his now deflated cock, trying to get it back in his boxers while he put the window down.


  “Evening, sir,” he nodded towards Lori. “Ma’am.”


  “C…can I help you?” Bret stammered.


  “I cruise through here a couple times a night, checking to make sure there’s no trouble. Get a rowdy crowd from time to time.”


  “And so you can pull people over when they leave looking for DUI’s.” Lori added.


  “That too,” The cop, who looked to be in his forties nodded. “But if I see someone who looks like they’ve had too much I’ll stop them from driving, get them a ride home.” He pointed to Lori. “I can see and hear you’re in no shape to drive, but it looks like you found a ride.” A smile played about his lips at the joke.


  “What can I say? I’m a horny drunk.” Lori giggled, leaving Bret unsure if she just wasn’t worried about trouble, or too wasted to care.”


  “And a happy one,” He looked to Bret. “Have anything to add, son?”


  “Sorry, sir, we were just um,” he sighed. “Please don’t call my mother.”


  The cop laughed.


  “That’s a good one.” Bret flinched when he reached into the car, but he just rested his hand on his shoulder in a friendly manner.


  “Listen, kid, it’s cool. I was your age, and far be it from me to ruin a great night,” he laughed again. “But I’m adding to the story you’ll tell down the line. For now, just head on home, and make sure she gets home okay. Do that, and we’re cool.”


  “I, uh, work here. I’m on break,” he gave the cop a sheepish grin.


  “My uber is over there?” Lori threw her thumb over her shoulder. “Black Kia Sportage.”


  “You got a ride here to do this?”


  “Absolutely,” Lori gave him a drunken smile. “Us boring fat lousy lays do things like this all the time.”


  “Right,” The cop nodded. “He tapped Bret’s arm. “Tell Gabe Tommy Neal said hello, we ride together once in a while.”


  “I will.”


  “Ma’am if you don’t mind, I’m going to walk you over to your ride, make sure that’s the case and he’s to take you straight home. Fair enough?”


  “Thank you, officer.” She sighed and Bret gasped when right in front of the cop, she squeezed his soft oozing cock. “Thanks for the shot, mister bartender. Little salty, but just what I needed.”


  “Kid, one day you’re going to appreciate this experience. Have fun while you can.” He pointed to Lori. “Ma’am, one more thing before you get out of the car?”


  “Yes, officer?”


  “Can you wipe off?” He looked as if he were struggling not to smile as he touched his chin. “You have a little something on your face.”


  



  

  Chapter Seven


  


  Bret stared at the text from Lori as he lay in bed, his eyes still heavy from lack of sleep.


  “Please come over this morning. I need to talk to you about last night.”


  A second text had followed


  “Josh is spending the weekend with Tom, so you don’t have to worry about that.”


  Last night.


  Despite the scare with the cop, it was in many ways the best of his life, at least when it came to sex. It eclipsed his first time in tenth grade and went well beyond some of the hot times he’d had with Missy.


  He wondered if it wasn’t just that it involved Lori, but the pure sleaze and risk of it, a risk quickly proven with the cop. In other ways that annoying part of him that was his conscience felt bad.


  Lori hadn’t been acting, she was already drunk when she’d gotten to Gabe’s, then done two shots in rapid succession. She’d been stumbling and slurry, and he knew anger more than actual desire had driven her last night.


  She’d even mentioned revenge. Not only revenge but kept repeating Tom’s cracks about her. Bret was right place, right time and with the excuse of she “owed” him something.


  Who she really felt she owed was her ex.


  But even those negative thoughts couldn’t take away what had happened. His long time crush, the woman he’d secretly desired and even thought about when he was with his girlfriends on more than one occasion, had given him the best blow job of his life.


  More than that. He’d gotten to finger her and make her come and had been less than a minute away from being inside her. Lori had the dress up and ready to show him the tits he’d wondered about for years, and that damn cop showed up.


  Now she wanted to talk. Bret’s mind was torn, in fantasy wanting to talk could mean let’s pick up where we left off. Or it could mean once she’d slept it off she was now ashamed and was going to ask him to please not tell anyone.


  It seemed like they’d lucked out and no one in the bar knew. The people who had seen them must have been leaving, and not gone back in and spread the story, because Rob had asked him what happened as soon as he came back in.


  He said she’d just wanted to talk to him, and Rob kept rolling his eyes and saying, “come on, man, a woman doesn’t come here already drunk and dressed like that to talk.” Bret stuck to his guns for a while, then Rob finally said he wasn’t stupid.


  He was there the night Tom showed up accusing him of wanting his wife, then here comes a much older woman who knew him, looking to take him outside to ‘talk’. Bret’s face must have betrayed him because Rob nodded in satisfaction then assured him he would never tell anyone.


  Bret felt some relief, he felt he could trust Rob, who like him, only worked there and never hung out with the regulars. If anyone had seen them in the parking lot, odds are they had no idea who Lori was.


  It was also far from the first time someone had been caught getting some tail in the parking lot. For that matter, they’d found people having sex in the bathroom and storage room and the former bartender Bret had replaced had been fired for getting caught fucking a waitress on Gabe’s desk.


  The night was still slow, and after an hour of struggling to focus on something other than the scene in the car, what it might mean after tonight, and being unable to stop sniffing his fingers every two minutes, he’d decided that for once he wouldn’t sweat the money and asked Gabe if he could go home early.


  Mom was up and surprised to see him. He told her the bar was slow so he was sent home. It was only a partial lie, just leaving out the little detail Lori had shown up and had been within seconds of fucking him.


  The fact it was becoming much easier to tell full out lies and half-truths bothered him, but he was also learning that maybe sometimes the truth caused more trouble than it was worth.


  Mom said she was happy he could get some extra rest, and after he made a few minutes of small talk about their day, he went upstairs. After taking a shower, during which he reluctantly washed her from his hand, then the lipstick from his cock while recalling how it got there and had to resist jerking off when the thought had him hard in an instant, Bret had gone to bed.


  He lay awake for awhile his mind bouncing between replaying Lori’s “Thank you” which left him so hard his dick ached as if he’d never come, then dealing with the annoying guilt of wondering if he should have stopped her because of her obviously inebriated state, then thinking about Josh.


  Forget Tom, what if Josh ever found out, what if his mother somehow did? No, he should stick with the happy thoughts because regardless of what happened moving forward, tonight had happened.


  Granted, it wasn’t under ideal circumstances, not the full-on sexy encounter he’d always fantasized about, and once it was over he questioned how much she really wanted him as opposed to the payback he represented…


  But like he’d been doing to others, he could just go with one half of the story, the good half, he’d gotten a world class blowjob from a hot woman twice his age. He should feel like a goddamn hero.


  But just before he drifted into sleep he wondered…why didn’t he feel like one?


  Now he’d woken up 8:30 to a text she’d sent at 6:30am meaning the same things had been going through her mind. For her to even be up that early as trashed as she’d been was a testament to her not being right with what happened.


  “Text of shame,” he mumbled, picturing her waking up with a blinding hangover and a “What the hell did I just do?”


  Question was what was he going to do? He really didn’t want to hear her admit she’d been out of control and shouldn’t have done it. That would further taint what should be a great memory.


  Bret knew a lot of guys wouldn’t care, they shot their load in a hot woman’s mouth, who cares about anything else. But he’d been raised to respect women, and people in general, and would never be able to think about it without feeling like an ass for not turning her away.


  Its not like he could dodge her indefinitely; at some point she’d catch up with him. Or could she? He doubted she would want to show up again at Gabe’s. It would look strange if she came over here with his mom around and asked to talk to him, and if he only went over there when Josh was home, she couldn’t talk to him then either.


  No, that was wrong, and it would drag out her guilt and shame and he shouldn’t do that to her. The right thing to do would be to get this over with as soon as he could. Because the right thing had led to all this drama and mess in the first place, so yeah, let’s keep on going.


  Before he could change his mind, Bret boxed himself in by replying to her text.


  “Can I come over in a few minutes?”


  The response of “Please do.” Came so quickly she must have had her damn phone in her hand, another sign of her anxiety over this.


  Bret didn’t reply, he kicked the sheet off, and after quickly tossing some clothes went downstairs. He caught a break with Mom doing the grocery shopping early Saturday morning which kept him from lying about where he was going because she’d notice Josh’s car not being there.


  He hurried across the street, looking back and forth, and relieved to see no one was outside to notice him going to Lori’s. He knew he was being a little too paranoid, but neighbors gossiped and there was already enough of it going on about Tom and Lori’s divorce, he didn’t want people to wonder why he was going to her house without Josh there.


  He reached the door, and it opened before he could reach for the bell.


  “Come in, Bret,” Lori spoke from behind the door as she pulled it open. “Please sit down.”


  He entered the living room and sat on the couch, as Lori closed the door. She wore a white button down shirt that fell to her midthigh, leaving a lot of bare leg exposed. She was barefoot, her toes still painted in last night’s hot pink.


  Bret quickly pulled his gaze from her legs, not wanting to get caught checking her out, even though he doubted she could blame him after last night. Her hair was down and in its familiar wild tousled state, curls everywhere, some hanging in her face.


  She was devoid of make-up and her eyes were red and puffy, he hoped that was an effect of a hangover and she hadn’t been crying. His eyes reflexively dropped lower to her chest, after all eight years of trying to subtly stare at her, were hard to overcome.


  The shirt fit loosely, making him wonder if it had been Tom’s and giving little indication of the impressive breasts beneath it. From the way it was wrinkled it was obvious she’d slept in it.


  Except for showing more leg than usual this was the Lori he was accustomed to, plain, but hot in her natural way. It made seeing her dressed to kill last night seem even more out of character, and he had to admit, as odd as it was, he found he liked this look on her more, it was real, and that’s what he’d always liked about her.


  “Can I get you a cup of coffee, or anything else?”


  “I’m good, thanks.”


  “Okay,” Rather than sit across from him as she had the other day, Lori sat down next to him on the couch, and he had to make sure he kept his eyes averted from her legs.


  “Well,” Lori released a long breath. “This is awkward to say the least.”


  “Kind of.”


  “I owe you an apology for last night.”


  Her words confirmed his fears, she hadn’t really wanted him, at least not for the right reasons. Tainted memory was the winner in his internal struggle from this morning.


  “Its okay,” Bret told her. “I mean, its not like I minded I guess.”


  Lori blushed and looked away.


  “I’m sorry,” Bret said quickly. “I didn’t mean to embarrass you or sound like a jerk. Just saying there’s worse things you could have done.” He tried to smile but was sure it wasn’t convincing.


  “God, this is a fucked up conversation,” Lori muttered. “But I have myself to blame for it.”


  “No, not all you,” Bret tapped his chest. “It’s on me too, I should have stopped you.”


  “Could you?” Lori raised her eyebrows. “Honey, I know you’re mature in many ways, your father’s death made you that way. But you’re still a young man and the way I was dressed, and came onto you, no boy your age is turning down what I offered.”


  “I’m not any boy,” Bret argued. “And I know you and what you’ve been through, and I should have said no.”


  “I didn’t give you much choice,” Lori admitted. “I had my hands, then my mouth on you pretty quick.” She blushed again. “I was drunk and out of control.”


  “And angry and hurt and looking for payback.” Bret nodded. “I knew those things. You were slurring, and you even said your revenge was my reward. You were there for all the wrong reasons, and I,” he sighed. “I didn’t do the right thing and that let you do the wrong thing and now we both feel bad. I let you down.”


  “Wow,” Lori whispered. “Bret, you’re what my mother used to call an old soul. You get things kids your age can’t even begin to understand, mostly because they wouldn’t bother seeing why they should.”


  “Makes it worse because I knew it was wrong, but I…gave in, thought with the little head, I guess.”


  “Tell you what,” Lori put her hand over his. “How about we do this. We both accept partial blame and move on from apologies.”


  “Yeah, sure.” He went to stand, but she gripped his hand.


  “Hold on, we’re moving on from that, but there’s more I want to say if that’s okay with you?”


  “You don’t have to say anything else.”


  “I do because my being sorry isn’t for the reason you think it is, at least not completely.”


  “I’m not sure what you mean.”


  “I’m not sorry it happened, I’m sorry the way it happened.” Lori squeezed his hand.


  “That’s okay, I…” he stopped when her words hit him. No, he had to have heard it wrong.


  “You look confused, and I don’t blame you because I am too,” she shook her head, her curls bobbing around her face. “Maybe conflicted is more like it.”


  “Yeah, I don’t think I’m as smart as you think I am.”


  Lori laughed and squeezed his hand again.


  “Its not about smart, its about how messed up feelings and emotions can make us. This isn’t easy for me, and you’ll figure out why soon, but I’d like to tell you.”


  “Go ahead,” he looked down at her fingers, curled around his, her long pink nails, the ones that had been wrapped around his cock last night.


  “I’ll start with a confession. I know you’ve had a thing for me pretty much since the first time you came over here.”


  “Oh,” it was his turn to flush in embarrassment. “Sorry, I just always thought you were beautiful.”


  “Don’t be sorry for that, Bret, I’ve always liked it.”


  “You did?”


  “IN the beginning I thought it was cute, you were barely in your teens, it was like you had a little crush on your friend’s mom. When you were in your later teens, I found it more flattering.


  “You were dating pretty girls, I was sure you’d been with them at that age and knew what you were looking at, and what sex was like, and you still stared at me.”


  “Guess I was more obvious than I thought,” he mumbled.


  “Last year or so I kind of needed it, your attention made me feel good.”


  “Really?”


  “I don’t want to go down that path again, but you know Tom was not good for my self-esteem, and at times made it so I lost a lot of confidence myself, buying into his bullshit I wasn’t as attractive as I used to be.”


  “And truth is maybe I’m not, I’m older, have a few more curves than I used to. When Tom started bitching I thought maybe I should think about cutting and coloring my hair, hit the gym, dress a little younger…”


  “No,” Bret now gave her hand a reassuring squeeze. “Lori, you’re perfect the way you are. Those things are why I’ve always looked, you’re so damn sexy without trying to be.”


  Bret would have never used that word or been so bold in a compliment before last night, but hell he’d had his fingers in her and came in her mouth, what were a few words.


  “Thank you,” Lori slid close and surprised him with a kiss on the cheek. “That means a lot to me, and it meant a lot before you said it.


  “Your attention is what kept me from changing. I thought if a good looking young man who’d had some pretty girlfriends and spent the day looking at hot coeds found me attractive then there was something there and Tom was just being a jerk.


  “That’s why I’m sorry about last night.”


  Lori had slid close enough that her leg was against his, and even though he couldn’t feel her skin through his jeans, the contact, as well as her bare leg excited him, and he felt his cock stirring.


  “I never gave you a reason to look. I didn’t dress revealing or flirt with you. You were attracted to me the way I am. This,” she pressed her hand to her shirt. “Is how you’re used to seeing me.” She smiled “In my natural minimal effort beauty.”


  The smile was real, and he returned it, thinking no lipstick or any kind of makeup, messy hair, baggy shirt, and even with the few lines around her lips and eyes when she smiled, so goddamn hot.


  “So what do I do? I show up in a party dress a girl your age would wear to a club, in shoes I could barely walk in and come onto like a goddamn drunken whore, slurring, stumbling, and turning something that could have been fun and playful into a damn Pornhub video.”


  “You watch Pornhub?” Smooth Romeo, he wanted to smack himself.


  “Porn and batteries have been my sex life for the last six months. Last night was the first time I came from fingers that weren’t my own in close to a year.”


  “Tom was a goddamn idiot.”


  “Still is, but now he can be someone else’s idiot. Thing is Bret, more than once in the last few months I thought about you.” When she saw the look on his face, she added.


  “Yes, in that way. The way I imagine you’ve thought about me for a long time.”


  “Since I first saw you.” He told her. His hear beat faster and there was now a noticeable swelling in his boxers.


  “When you told me about Tom, after I got over the initial hurt and anger I thought about life after him.”


  “Money will be fine, Josh will adjust, but what about me? What I wanted,” she looked directly into his eyes. “What I needed, was some attention, some good old fashioned down and dirty fucking. I needed to feel wanted, and desired, to be with a man that would make me feel sexy and appreciated in bed.


  “The way you should be treated,” he said carefully, trying not to say anything stupid because what he’d felt was going to be a disappointing conversation seemed to be taking a far more interesting and exciting turn.


  “Now I know, I could get laid if I wanted to. That dress would get me attention in a bar or club. I may not be the hottest woman there, but I have enough to work with so to speak.


  “But it would have been a one night stand with a stranger, a meaningless fuck with a guy looking to get lucky and maybe not even that attracted to me, just thinking hey, that old lady isn’t half bad, and she reeks of desperation, I’ll throw her a fuck.”


  “On one hand I wouldn’t have to worry about any drama after that, but how good would they be to me? I’d be seen as a cheap slut they could use and walk away from. Then I thought of you.


  “Me,” he repeated softly, trying not to smile like the cat that ate the canary.


  “You’ve appreciated me for years, you’re attracted to me the way I am, and after wanting me all this time I imagined if you were given a chance you’d take damn good care of me.”


  “I…I can do that.” Bret couldn’t help nodding so eagerly he probably looked like a damn bobblehead.


  “But then I’d push that off, it was like how you thought of me, sure, sexy in fantasy, but the reality is I’m over twice your age, Josh’s mom, Tom did show up drunk here one night telling me you came to me because you wanted to fuck me, and I probably wanted it to.


  “The potential drama kept the thought at arms length. That and still technically not divorced yet. Then when it was final yesterday I went out with some friends and got plastered.


  “I came home, cracked open a bottle of wine and kept drinking. I was so horny, and now that I was a free woman I thought it was time to be enjoy that freedom. I found that dress buried in the back of my closet, bought it a few years ago, but never had the guts to wear it,” she grunted. “Little tighter than it was back then, but I wasn’t feeling very modest last night.”


  “I kept thinking that I knew you wanted me, I owed you for giving me a reason to move on from a marriage that had been dead for years, and I wanted payback. Maybe what I gave you last night was a turn on, and you would have gotten more if officer buttinski didn’t show up.


  “I’m glad he did though, because I would have felt even worse if I let you have me like that. The trashed and trashy woman last night isn’t me, and isn’t the woman you’re attracted to.


  “I feel like I kind of ruined it, turned into something I’m not and just came on too strong and all wrong. That’s why I wanted to apologize. It should have been different, a lot more fun, and with the real me, not middle aged me thinking I’m Lori the party girl sorority girl from twenty-five years ago.”


  “We got that apology over with,” Bret reminded her. “But it makes me feel worse I didn’t stop you.”


  “What’s done is done and we can’t change that,” Lori tilted her head and gave him a surprisingly shy smile. “But maybe you could do a girl a favor and give me a do over?”


  “I think that would be the right thing to do,” he put his hand on her bare thigh.


  “Your fingers are trembling,” she said softly. “I love it, shows how excited you are for me.”


  “Trust me, I’m very excited,” he shifted position, trying to relieve pressure on his now fully erect cock.


  “Me too,” Lori slipped her hand from his and placed it on his cheek. “Bret, would you like to kiss me?”


  He answered by leaning towards her, his heart now racing at the way she tilted her head further, parted her full luscious lips and closed her eyes. Christ she was gorgeous. His lips brushed softly against hers, and Lori moaned in her throat, and returned the kiss, but more firmly.


  Her arms slid around his shoulders, drawing him into her embrace as her lips pressed into him. Bret put his arms around her waist, and in his excitement, crushed her to him.


  Lori moaned her approval and flicked her tongue playfully across his lips. Bret kissed her again, this time hard and with more passion. His hands ran up the back of her shirt and into her long soft hair, stroking it as Lori captured his lower lip between hers and sucked on it.


  Her hands went down his back, then slipped under his shirt, sliding back up, her nails caressing his back. He groaned when she drove her tongue into his mouth with an eagerness that had his cock twitching and his balls aching with desire.


  His tongue danced over and around hers as their lips fought to devour the others. He felt her breasts pressing against him through their clothes and his confidence growing, he slipped his hands from behind her and down between them, fumbling for the buttons on her shirt.


  “Not his,” she whispered into his lips. “It’s a woman’s night shirt. I’d never where anything that belonged to him.”


  Bret hadn’t thought about it, but now that she said it, felt some relief, he wanted this to be about them, not anything to do with her ex. His trembling fingers managed to undo the bottom button, but when he struggled with the next one, Lori giggled and pulled back from him.


  “Here, let me,” she undid the top two buttons, exposing the upper portion of her breasts, but paused at the next one. “You want to see them, baby?”


  “I’ve dreamed about seeing them.”


  “Hmm,” she popped one more button. “I hope you did more than just see them in those dreams.”


  “I did,” he rested his hands on her hips as she teased him by undoing another button but holding the shirt together.


  “Yeah?” She breathed, her breasts heaving with passion beneath the shirt. “You play with them? Lick them, suck on them? Titty fuck me?” She sucked on her lower lip and added in a sultry purr. “You come on them?”


  “All of that.” He managed around his surprise at the way she was talking.


  “Sorry, I’m not in the mood for sweet romance,” she must have seen his surprise. “I talk dirty when I’m sober to, at least when there’s someone fun to talk dirty to.” She licked her lips. “You fun, Bret?”


  “I’m the life of the party,” he grinned.


  “That’s what I want, honey, I want to playful, and laugh and smile, and,” she undid the next to the last button. “Fuck like I haven’t in years.”


  She popped the last button, and eased her hands away leaving the shirt clinging to the inside of her breasts.


  “Yours first,” she pointed to him.


  Bret stripped his shirt off and tossed it to the side, so fast, Lori smiled. “I love a man who can follow instructions. She teasingly tugged on the shirt. “My turn?”


  “Yes, please,” Bret couldn’t help smiling in anticipation.


  “Like the please too, but trust me, baby, you’re not going to have to beg for anything.” She slipped the shirt down her shoulders.


  “Oh my god,” Bret had to try to keep his mouth from gaping open. “They’re…wow.”


  He’d always suspected, and had gotten some confirmation last night, that Lori’s breasts were on the large side, but he was still surprised. Bigger than he’d expected, with rose tinted nipples that were the biggest he’d seen, and as erect as he was.


  “Hanging a little lower than they used to,” she traced the inner curve of her well-rounded tits with her nails. “But they’re all natural, and all yours.”


  The same surreal feeling from last night washed over him, Lori, now clad in only a white pair of lace panties, topless and touching her amazing tits. But unlike last night, there was no reason to feel bad, this was an open invitation, and he was going to take it.


  Bret leaned into her, his hands going to her breasts, but his lips once again seeking hers. He was surprised at his own control, not immediately sucking on her nipples, but she’d kept saying how she wanted to be appreciated and he wanted to show her he could take his time, and not be the grabby little boy she might be expecting.


  Lori moaned as he fondled her tits and plunged his tongue between her lips. He was amazed at how heavy her breasts were, as well as how sot yet firm her warm flesh was. He cupped them in his hands, his thumbs finding her nipples.


  The whimper she released into his mouth as he played with her swollen flash had his cock throbbing and aching to be let loose, but he knew that would happen, and continued his effort to take his time and make the most out of what he assumed would be a one time encounter to give her what she needed, and him what he’d always wanted.


  Lori’s hands went over his, pressing them harder into her breasts as they continued kissing. Her soft hair tickled his shoulders, and her hips were moving, grinding into his aching crotch.


  Wanting to enjoy every bit of her, she slipped his hands from around breasts and put his arms around her, his hands caressing the smooth skin of her bare back. Lori rose higher, her face now over his and her hands now on his shoulders.


  Bret wasn’t sure if it were the reason she’d done it, but he took advantage of the new angle and slid his hands down her back, over her full hips, and grabbed her ass.


  Like her breasts, her ass was fleshy, but firm once he gave it a squeeze. Lori moaned and moved side to side, sliding her hard nipples across his chest as her tongue probed his mouth.


  He slid his lips from hers, and lowering her head, nuzzled his face into her curls until he found her neck.


  “Yes!” she whimpered when he fastened his lips to her soft flesh and sucked gently. “I love that! Please keep kissing me!”


  “You don’t have to beg either, he whispered below her hair, then teased his tongue along the delicate curve of her neck.


  She shuddered against him and her nails dug into his shoulders as he worked her neck with his lips while keeping one hand on her ass. His free hand slid up her back, loving how smooth and warm her skin was to his touch.


  He slipped it up into her hair, moving it to the side so he could give the other side of her neck some attention.


  “I’m going to be so good to you,” she promised as her hands now roamed over his shoulders and upper back. “Going to ruin you for all those little girls, make you want to keep coming back for more.”


  She surprised him by shoving him back into the corner of the couch. Her hands went to his jeans, unsnapping them and yanking them open, forcing his zipper down. Lori leaned over him, her nipples grazing his chest as she lowered her face to his.


  He accepted their latest kiss as their lips caressed one another, this time slowly and more sensually it dawned on him his fantasies of her had him so obsessed with what her lips could do to his cock, he’d never thought much about what it would be like to kiss her.


  He was enjoying the hell out of it though, but even as they kissed and his hands cupped her breasts between them, his mind raced with her words about wanting him to come back for more.


  Lori eased down, kissing his neck, then sliding her lips down to his chest. She was now on her knees, her head down and ass up as she had been in the car, and as he had then he admired the sweet swell of her delightfully round ass.


  He gasped then groaned as she caught him off guard by licking his nipple. He’d never had a girl do that before and he was surprised at how good it felt. Lori’s dark eyes were on his as she made a show of tracing a wet circle around his nipple with the tip of her tongue.


  She switched to sucking on it, and he captured hers, returning the favor by gently rolling them between his fingers. She backed down the couch, her tongue leaving a wet trail down his hard flat stomach until her lips had reached his waist band.


  She tugged on them, then stopped.


  “What am I doing?” she sat back on her knees with a frown on her lips. “This is crazy.”


  “What’s the matter?” He sat up. “Did I do something wrong?”


  “Honey, you’re perfect,” she smiled down at him, a look of pure lust in her eyes. “So damn perfect.”


  “Then what’s…”


  “I mean why the hell are we on this uncomfortable couch when I have a brand new king sized bed!”


  She hopped off the couch and his eyes followed the way her breasts bounced when she did.


  “What do you say, baby, want to break in my new bed?”


  “Lead the way.” He rose from the couch, reaching for her hand.


  “Come get me,” she giggled as she avoided his hand, and ran for the hallway.


  Bret was up like a shot, all smiles as he followed her down the hall watching her ass jiggle in the skimpy white panties. He followed her into her room and laughed when she jumped on the bed like a little kid, bouncing and rolling over onto her back.


  But there was nothing child like about seeing her stretch out in front of him, her back arching, pushing her tits up, and opening her legs, showing off her lush soft thighs as well as the obvious wet spot between those thighs.


  Lori lifted her hips and pulled her panties down and Bret licked his lips at the way the crotch stuck, before peeling away from her moist pink flesh. Lori bent her legs pushing the panties over her knees, but his eyes were glued to the glistening lips of her pussy.


  She kicked the panties off and spread her legs wide. “Get those clothes off and come on in, lover.” She slid her hand between her legs and opened her pussy, tapping her excited clit. “The waters just fine.”


  Bret kicked off his shoes and lifting one leg at a time peeled off his socks while trying not to fall over. Lori laughed at him as she lay there, idly stroking her pussy with her pink tipped fingers.


  “They don’t show this in the movies,” Bret lamented as he tugged his jeans down, followed by his boxers.


  “But they have that in them,” she pointed to the raging hard as it sprang free of his of his boxers. “You need to bring that fine cock up here, baby.”


  “Yes, ma’am,” he crawled up onto the bed noting how Lori’s eyes remained fixed on his cock.


  “That’s right, baby,” she beckoned him with her finger. “Come to mama.”


  He crawled up between her legs, his cock bobbing between his thighs and pointing directly at the slick wet prize between Lori’s legs. He kept going until he was over her, his hands braced on either side of her head.


  He lowered himself, kissing her as her hands slid up his arms. Bret moaned as she sucked on his tongue and his cock poked into her soft stomach, inches from where he longed to be, and this time with no one to interrupt him.


  “Yes,” she whispered as if reading his mind. “Do it, honey, give both of us what we need.”


  Bret slid back slightly, the head of his cock sliding through the hair above her slit. Lori lifted her legs, her soft flesh pressing against his hips, inviting him inside her. He wanted nothing more than to slip into her, the culmination years of fantasies.


  But she’d taken care of him last night and had just talked about how she craved attention and appreciation, and he knew just how to give her both. Bret kept backing down the bed, and Lori groaned when he fastened his lips to her right nipple.


  “Feels so good,” she purred as she ran her nails over his shoulders, one hand going into his hair. “I know what would feel better though,” she pushed her hips up, and he groaned when his cock slid through her soft wet lips.


  Bret held back, tonguing her nipple, then switching the other. Beneath him, Lori squirmed, pumping her hips, and grinding her pussy into his yearning cock.


  “Don’t tease,” she whimpered, her lips pushed out into a pout.


  He almost gave in and plunged inside her, but he wanted to make her feel good before he hopefully made her feel even better. Bret gave each of her nipple a playful kiss, then backed down, his lips planting a series of gentle kisses down her soft stomach.


  “Oh, you bad boy,” she whispered, but sucked her lip in anticipation. “I love it.”


  Bret stretched out between her legs, and put his hands on her fleshy thighs, pausing to give each a kiss, before running his fingers through her slit.


  He used both hands to spread her open and unable to keep it slow, plunged his tongue inside her. Lori cried out in delight as he worked his tongue inside her wet slit, his nose pressed into her hot flesh, his nostrils full of the intoxicating scent of her pussy.


  Her legs slipped over him, her feet resting on his lower back, and her thigh pressing against the left side of his face. Bret pumped her with his rigid tongue, sliding it out all the way, before pushing it back in.


  “Mmm, you do know how to do the right thing by a girl, don’t you?” Lori sighed as her fingers ran through his hair.


  Bret probed her pussy, as he reveled in her scent and taste. The soft moans she emitted as he worked his tongue inside her and the way her soft thigh quivered against his cheek had his hips rocking, sliding his excited cock sliding along the soft mattress, aching to be sliding into something even softer, and a hell of a lot hotter.


  He slid his tongue through her lips, taking his time, licking side to side as her body tensed in anticipation. When he reached her clit, he surprised her with a hard suck that made her gasp his name, then groan when he followed it up with an excruciatingly slow attempt at a figure eight.


  “I needed this,” she whispered. “It’s been so long since I’ve had my cunt eaten.”


  Her crude language both surprised and excited him, but he forced himself to keep his tongue moving slow, taking his time licking her up and down, then side to side. He eased two fingers inside her, and like last night was shocked at how wet she was.


  Missy had never been that wet, nor either of the other two girls he’d been with. Lori’s toes curled into his back and her hips rocked, pushing her clit into his tongue, and grinding her hot sticky flesh into him.


  She sighed and cooed contentedly as he played her clit to the best of his ability, trying to match the uncanny skill she’d demonstrated with hers last night and please her as much as she had him.


  He pushed his fingers deep, marveling at the way she contracted her pussy around them. Her hand left his hair, and he turned his eyes upward to see her teasing her nipples with her nails.


  Her eyes were closed, and her lips parted as she moaned and whimpered under the influence of his eager mouth. Lori’s curly hair fanned out on the pillow around her head and again he was blown away by how attractive she was, what the fuck was wrong with Tom?


  His loss was Bret’s gain and for the first time since he’d shown her the pictures he selfishly felt this was finally proof doing the right thing has its rewards, even more so than last night because she was now stone cold sober and made it more than clear she truly wanted him and wanted him to want her.


  “Suck it,” Lori moaned. “Please suck on it.”


  Bret did as she asked, and sucked on her clit, matching that rhythm to that of his thrusting fingers. Lori groaned and lifted her hips higher, and worked them in a circular motion, working her clit into his lips.


  Her pussy tightened around his fingers, but this time remained contracted, gripping them in her warm wet heat. Her other thigh pressed into his face, pinning his head between them.


  “Oh…oh…oh, yeah,” Lori whimpered as she tugged harder on her rosy nipples. “Keep going, baby, work that clit, make me come for you!”


  Bret alternated between soft licks and hard sucks, and Lori’s whimpers went into a high pitch and her hips now had a desperate urgency to their movements.


  “Right there, oh, Bret, oh, honey! I….Fuck!”


  Lori surprised him with a long loud wail that sounded like it was straight out of a porn. Her legs clamped tightly around his head and her hips went wild, pumping and gyrating, smearing her hot flesh into his now sweaty face.


  He kept his fingers buried deep in her convulsing pussy while he kept swirling his tongue attempting to keep it in contact with her slippery clit. Lori squealed and yipped as she writhed on the bed, coming longer, louder, and harder than she had last night.


  “Oh, fuck, I needed that so bad,” Lori sighed as her legs slid from his sides.


  “I think I need something now,” Bret slid to his knees, and planned on crawling up the bed to lay over her, but she stopped him by placing her foot on his chest.


  “Like this,” she added her other foot, her pink tipped toes pressing into his skin just above his nipples. “We can go slow another time, right now, this girl needs to get fucked.”


  Another time, that paired with her comment about making him want more sent a thrill through him at the prospect of this not being a one time thing. He gripped his cock at the base, and slid it through her lips, marveling at the sight of his purple head, against her slick pink flesh.


  “No more teasing,” Lori moaned. “Fuck me, Bret. Show me how bad you want me.”


  Bret eased his tip back through her lips and eased it inside her. They both groaned when his thick head spread her tight pussy open as he entered her.


  “Oh,” she gasped as he pushed further. “Damn, you’re not small are you, honey?” She groaned, her eyes widened when he couldn’t hold back and with a hard thrust plunged his full length into her.


  “Fuck yeah!” Lori cried out when he moved his hips, fucking her with long hard strokes. “Just like that! God you have an amazing cock!”


  Her words caused him to go faster and put more force into his thrusts. Lori’s eyes rolled back, and her mouth opened, releasing a sharp yip each time he pounded into her.


  He leaned over, his hands gripping her tits, and squeezing them as he continued to take her harder and faster than he’d ever dared with the other girls he’d been with. Lori gripped his forearms, her nails clawing into them hard enough to dig into his flesh.


  But Bret was feeling no pain as he was caught up in both how amazing her tight hot slit felt, and how good she looked reacting to his fucking. Her tits jiggled beneath his hands, and her lips remained parted as she whimpered and moaned under his assault of her hot little box.


  “Yeah, keep going nice and hard, get me used to that big dick, because baby?” she met his gaze. “I plan on getting used to this.”


  Jesus, unless she was just caught in the heat of the moment there was going to be more. The thought sent him into a frenzy of hard thrusts that bordered on violent and sent her eyes rolling back like a slot machine.


  “Roll over,” she breathed. “I want to go for that ride I was cheated out of last night.”


  Bret didn’t need to be told twice, he slid his cock from inside her, amazed had how wet it now was from being inside her. He stretched out on his back next to her, and she rolled over to kneel between his legs.


  “Hope you don’t mind if I get a taste first,” She licked her lips and stretched out as he had done, lying between his legs, and eagerly took him between her lips.


  “Oh, damn,” he sighed as she bobbed her head in a slow steady rhythm.


  Bret lay there staring down her body, her wild hair across his thighs like he’d dreamt of, and her full round ass moving as she worked her hips, grinding into the bed as he had.


  Lori bent her legs, curling them back and crossing her ankles, showing off the soft soles of her feet and pink tipped toes. It was the perfect position to both get and watch a blow job, and he remembered her saying she’d watched a lot of porn, and he was benefitting from it.


  He brushed her hair from her face, giving him a clear view of her mouth as she worked his cock. Bret moaned as she briefly sucked faster, then released him to whisper. “Goddamn, my cunt tastes good on your dick.”


  She gave his cock several up and down licks along his shaft, then pushed it back and went to work on his balls. He gasped when she sucked both into her mouth, gently sucking on them.


  He watched while she let them fall from her mouth and swirl her tongue around his sack, bathing his balls with her soft wet flesh. Talk about living your best life, he thought while he watched Lori work his balls, now sucking on each in turn, with the same skill and enthusiasm she’d exhibited on his dick last night.


  She worked her tongue back up to his tip and took him back in her mouth, once again working him with her lips and tongue while taking his full length with impressive ease.


  She playfully kicked her legs, showing off while she teased her nails along her thighs. She released his cock with loud slurping sound, then slid up to her knees. Gripping his now dripping cock, she straddled his hips and lowered herself onto his cock, both moaning as she slowly impaled herself on it. Bracing her hands on his chest she rocked back and forth, slowly riding him.


  She leaned over, dangling her tits in his face and he sucked on each of her nipples while she now worked her hips up and down, riding him faster. She sat back, and he followed her with his hands, fondling her breasts, and rubbing her nipples as she rode him.


  Lori bounced on his cock harder and faster, her tits jiggling in his hands and her hair flying about as she went faster and faster. Despite being knew the bed rocked as she was now bucking on his cock like she was riding a mechanical bull at a bar.


  “Fuck, that’s deep!” She gasped but continued to ride him hard just as hard.


  “You look incredible,” Bret moaned as he struggled to move his hips and thrust upward into her descending pussy.


  “You think?” she slowed down, now working her hips in slow teasing circles. “How’d you like to see the rear view?”


  She swung her leg over him and got on her hands and knees, wiggling her ass in the air. “Come get it, baby. I know you’ve thought about taking me like this.”


  Bret rolled over, and no sooner had he knelt behind her, then he spread her cheeks and plowed into her with one long hard thrust.


  “Fuck yeah!” Lori cried out. “Give it to me, Bret! Fuck that sloppy wet cunt! Show me its yours!”


  Bret couldn’t resist giving her ass a smack, and after watching her cheek giggle, gave her another one to her other cheek.


  “Like that fat ass?” Lori giggled. “Don’t mind some junk in the trunk?”


  “Love it,” Bret grabbed her cheeks, squeezing them as he fucked her harder. “This is a woman’s ass!”


  Lori laughed, then squealed when he continued to hammer away at her, admiring the way his glistening cock plundered her tight twat.


  “Your woman’s ass!” She looked over her shoulder at him. “Don’t hold back, Bret. I want you to fuck me like you’ve wanted to since you first saw me. Fuck me until you come. Get that edge off because this is just round one.”


  Round one…Bret reached out and grabbing her hair, wrapped his hand in it. He pulled her head back, and holding her hair in one hand, gripped her ass in the other and tore into her with a ferocity inspired by years of lust.


  “Fuck, Oh, my God!” Lori howled as he ravaged her. “I haven’t been fucked like this since college!”


  Bret moaned as his frenzied fucking, coupled with taking her in other positions and her sucking him, had him balls tightening and his thighs shaking.


  “Go ahead,” Lori encouraged him, once again looking over her shoulder, only one wide eye visible among the mass of curls that had fallen in her sweaty face. “Come for me!”


  Bret managed to hold off and enjoy several harder thrusts before his cock twitched and he reached the point of no return.


  “Take it out!” Lori demanded. “I want you to paint my tits.”


  Bret barely got his cock out in time to grip it just under his head and hold back the impending explosion. Lori rolled over onto her back, and cupped her tits, holding them up for him.


  With a groan, Bret released his cock, sending a long thick spurt that went across both her heaving breasts. He pumped his cock, spraying her tits with a huge load. He moved it side to side, his cum splattering on each tit, and making sure he got some on both her nipples.


  Lori slipped her hand between his thighs, rubbing his balls, helping to drain their contents, and add to the white sticky mess on her tits.


  “Oh, shit,” Bret groaned as he released his cock. “Damn, that was fucking hot.”


  “Hmm, it is hot, sticky too.” Lori scooped some of the cum from her tit and with a smile, sucked her finger into her mouth. “Hmm,” she sighed. “Better than tequila.”


  “Really?”


  “No!” she laughed. “Cum doesn’t taste good, I just wanted to sound dirty.”


  “Oh.”


  “But don’t get me wrong, feeling it fill my mouth and swallowing it, is a nasty little thrill.” She smiled up at him. “You like nasty little thrills?”


  “I like you,” Bret leaned over the bed, and finding his shirt used it to wipe the mess from her tits.


  “Such a gentleman!” Lori sighed. “Now what are you going to where home?”


  “Oh, shit,” Bret hadn’t thought of that.


  “Don’t worry, borrow one of Josh’s shirts.” Lori patted the bed next to her. “Lie down with me.”


  Bret stretched out next to her, and she surprised him by rolling onto her side and resting her head on his shoulder. Her arm slid across his waist and she draped her long leg over his.


  “Hmm, this is nice,” she kissed his shoulder.


  “Yeah, it is,” he put his arm around her, drawing her closer. “Can I ask you something?”


  “Honey, you just went around the world with me and blew a load all over my tits. Pretty sure a question is okay.”


  “Did you mean it?”


  “You think I faked coming and enjoying that?”


  “No, I mean you kept saying things like you’d make me want more and you could get used to me. You mean that or was that just to get me going?”


  “I mean it,” Lori propped herself up on one elbow and stared down at him. “I want to have fun, Bret. I spent a lot of years not having any. I don’t want drama, I don’t want to date, and I’m not the type for a bunch of one night stands.


  “You’ve always been attracted to me, and you care about me enough to risk a lot of trouble because you didn’t want to see me hurt. Those two things mean a lot and made me think maybe we were both what the other wanted and needed.”


  “I’ve always wanted you, but,”


  Lori put her finger to his lips to stop him.


  “I know if Josh, your Mom, or Tom ever found out. Bret, I don’t know where this will go. I’m nothing thinking long term, I’m thinking about you and I being each other’s dirty secret for a while and having some fun, you okay with that?”


  “I think I could live with that,” he nodded, but she could see he was still worried.


  “Now if things get more serious,” she kissed his cheek, “and maybe they could, you’re a mature young man, and I think I’m going to start feeling and acting a whole lot younger these days.”


  “You think we could be a couple?”


  “I keep telling you sad endings can lead to happy new beginnings, we’ll see where this goes. We’ll tell your mom and Josh, but we deal with that when the time comes.”


  “We’d have to,” he told her. “It would be the right thing to do.”


  “It would,” Lori agreed. “But for now? There’s only one right thing to do.”


  “What’s that?” he asked, then groaned when she slid her hand down his chest and grabbed his still semi hard cock.


  Lori put her lips to his ear and whispered:


  “Me.”


  The End
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