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The Affair      Her Black Bull Boss

Just a few short hours before betraying my marriage vows, I was convinced that this union could be saved. Hell, I believed it was worth saving. What a fool I was.

I stared at the framed photo on my side of the bed, at the picture that once made me feel warm inside. This picture used to remind me what a family looked like. It was a group photo of me, my husband Mike, and our daughter when she was a baby. We were sat together in the sun, posing as a group. Once upon a time, this picture showed me what I thought we were; a union, a family, a group of people bound by love.

Nowadays, I looked at that photo and saw only the downsides. I saw my body, fresh from giving birth, as pudgy and unattractive. I saw my husband’s unsmiling face. I saw nothing but three people who didn’t want to be there. Even our baby girl was crying.

I climbed out of bed and walked to the shower. Today was going to be different, I vowed. We weren’t going to spend it avoiding each other or sitting in near-total silence. Not again. I couldn’t take much more of it.

To call my marriage with Mike ‘strained’ would be like referring to a multi-car pile-up as a ‘small collision’. The only reason he married me was because the condom broke some twenty-odd years ago. If it wasn’t for that, we probably would have parted as friends. Instead, we were pushed into a reluctant union by his religious parents and forced to tie the knot before my belly started showing. After that, it didn’t matter. We were able to get over our lack of shared interests by focusing on our baby. As she grew up, we drifted even further apart. When she left home to start her own life, we faced the harsh, uncomfortable reality that we were total strangers to one another. The only thing we had in common was our little girl and a marriage neither of us really wanted.

Scalding water poured over my naked skin, hot enough to make me gasp. It felt good. It felt like I was being cleansed. I’d woken up alone – yet again – in the bed we shared. Mike was either sitting downstairs in the den, or in his man-cave in the garage, or out on a work site somewhere. He never told me his plans and I only saw him at meal times. We didn’t even share a bed time together.

If I could go back in time and do it all over again... I’d make damn sure we used the condom correctly. As much as I loved my girl, it wasn’t worth the constant heartache of being in a loveless marriage with a dead bedroom.

Was it me? Was I the problem? I didn’t think so. Granted, I didn’t have the same physique as my younger self – my toned arms and firm legs were long behind me now – but I still had a slender figure and firm breasts and my ass still looked pretty good, if I do say so myself. I still got a couple of glances here and there from younger men.

Maybe the problem was that we needed to put more effort in. We needed to romance each other again, like we did back in the old days, before he put on that ill-fated condom and I lifted my skirt. We needed to take some time and enjoy each other’s company.

I adjusted the temperature and felt the flow cool on my skin. It was perfect. Warm, soothing, nourishing. It helped me gather my thoughts.

There was a vague plan floating somewhere in my mind. I wanted Mike to spend time with me, to enjoy my company, to love me as a woman again. We hadn’t made love since his birthday three years ago, and he was probably too drunk to even remember it. Every time I tried to initiate romantic coupling, he would make an excuse or brush me off or claim that he was too tired. Not today. This day, I decided, was going to be different. This would be the start of a new marriage.

Steamy mist swirled around me. It clouded my senses and allowed my thoughts to drift into more erotic territory. I moved the showerhead from the clamp on the wall and brought it closer to my skin. Water rushed against my breasts, hard enough for me to feel each individual nozzle, yet soft enough to enjoy the sensation. It was a good feeling. One that allowed my mind to drift further and further from the monotony of my real life into the realms of possibility.

I walk downstairs in a new outfit; one purchased especially for a moment like this, when I was feeling brave enough to wear it. I stride through the house in my sexiest high heels – heels I knew Mike used to like seeing me wear – and present myself to him at the kitchen table.

My hands brought the showerhead lower. Warm water struck my intimate lips at the perfect angle. It felt like a lover’s kiss. I rolled my hips. A moan escaped me, lost in the sound of rushing water. I closed my eyes and continued to dream.

Mike looks up from the table and sees me in a whole new light. Not as a wife. Not as the woman whose body had betrayed him by seeding so quickly all those years ago. No, this time he finally sees me for what I am; a sexual being, hungry for satisfaction, starved of affection. He sweeps me off my feet and puts me on the table. Not gently, but not too hard, either. A man like Mike has needs too, and those needs have also been ignored for too long. He is hungry. Insatiable. Desperate.

Water caressed my most sacred parts. It almost felt like a tongue. I held the showerhead with one hand and gently ran a hand the other over my cleft, through the small thatch of hair that guided the path to heaven. Two careful fingers spread my lips open and let water cascade over my most sensitive areas. It felt sensational. Another moan slipped from my mouth. Heat grew in my stomach. Burning, needy, spreading heat. The kind of heat that demands attention.

We kiss for a moment or two. Hard and deep. Like we did when we were teenagers. He gropes my body, desperate to touch me everywhere at once. I unbuckle his belt. He knocks things to the floor – plates, glasses, whatever. It doesn’t matter what smashes. All that matters is our mutual lust.

Fingers slipped between my folds; the sensation amplified by the gentle kiss of warm water. My soft moan turned to a gasp of exhilaration. This was it. This was the day. I was not going to be the wife who rubbed away her lust in the shower; I would be the wife would got bent over the table by her husband.

My fantasy grows hotter still. Mike flips me over and shoves me into the table face-down. He tears at my panties and exposes my trembling flesh. I arch my back for him, mewling his name in that pathetically erotic way he always loved. Then his intense, passionate, long-overdue assault on my womanhood begins.

Another moan of relief. Waves of pleasure rocked my body. My nipples were hard brown points now. I gasped and groaned. My body quivered and trembled. Heat rose in my belly.

Mike takes me roughly on the table. Hard. Deep. Fast. The release of decades of pent-up frustration. He fucks me like he means it. I feel every hard, furious stroke. I scream his name. He moans mine. He fucks me until it feels like the table beneath is going to break and finally-

I caught myself at the last possible moment and stopped. I removed the showerhead and washed my slick fingers, panting hard. This wasn’t how I wanted to climax – not today. it was fine on most other days, but I wanted today to be different. It had to be special. It was going to be the first day of our new, improved marriage. I shut off the water and stepped out of the shower.

****
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The woman in the mirror looked like me. She had my eyes. My mouth. But everything else was different. Her hair was neatly tied in a bun and her makeup was immaculate – dark, smoky eyes and ruby-red lips and smooth complexion. But what really grabbed my attention was the outfit. The girl in the lingerie store had called it an ‘Maneater’ outfit and she was right. I looked like a million bucks and felt like the sexiest woman alive.

My breasts were restrained and lifted by an exquisite cream bra, fastened at the front with a series of spectacular lace ribbons. These were held in place by a single lace bow. If my husband so wished, one firm tug would yank the entire contraption open and cause my breasts to spill free.

I wore a matching pair of cream panties. Perhaps ‘panties’ was a poor description. There was scarcely enough material to consider them as underwear in the literal sense. My underwear was somewhere between a wisp of satin and a thong; barely wide enough to cover my most intimate parts, but also too small to offer any meaningful protection. It was underwear with a simple statement, and that statement was, Let’s fuck.

My legs were draped in matching cream stockings, held up by a suspender belt. The colour looked perfect against my skin and the look of the white lingerie gave me a look of sultry innocence. I looked good. I felt good. I felt sexier than I had in years.

To complete the outfit, I selected a pair of red heels that matched my shade of lipstick. It had been a while since I’d worn heels, but I always loved the way my ass looked in them. So pert, so firm.

My body still looked damned good for a woman my age. Small stretch marks were still visible on my stomach, but I’d carried a baby in there some twenty years ago; such residual scars were natural. I had taken care of myself in the intervening time and made an effort to stay trim. I might not have had the same athletic physique and toned body that Mike knew when we first met, but I still looked a hell of a lot better than the other wives and mothers I knew.

I took a long, slow breath to steady my nerves. I felt like a theatre actor before the curtain rose. Butterflies took flight in my stomach. Why did I feel this was? Was it because I hadn’t had sex in so long? Was it because I didn’t know how Mike would react? Maybe it was because I was so desperate for this to work out right. There was a lot of pressure on this moment. If it didn’t go the way I wanted... our marriage was truly beyond repair.

My heart thudded. I couldn’t wait any longer. It had to happen and it had to be now. No more fantasising. No more pretending.

It was now or never.

I stepped out of the bedroom and began descending the stairs, one hand gripping the rail tightly for support. It was not easy to walk in heels, let alone walk down a flight of stairs. My pulse seemed to quicken with every step. I could hear the muted sound of the TV from below. Mike was in the den.

One step. Another step. Heat flooded my thighs again as I pictured all the possibilities that might happen. Would he mount me like a stallion and ride me until we couldn’t move? Would he throw me around me pull my hair and remind me why we fell in love in the first place? Perhaps he would allow me to take the lead and I could climb on top.

Every step increased my anxiety. Every step brought my plan closer to fruition. Every step made my throat tighter.

Finally, I reached the bottom step and glanced through the gap in the doorway. Mike sat in his usual armchair, drinking a beer – despite it not being midday yet – and watching TV. He was blissfully unaware of my presence.

I took a moment to breathe slowly and calm my racing heart. The moment was here. I pushed open the door and walked into the room.

It took Mike a few moments to notice me walking toward him. He turned his head and stared. His reaction seemed to play out in slow motion. He blinked. His eye brows raised. Mouth opened. 

Several long seconds passed. I stood before him, one leg stuck out like a catwalk model, one hand on my hip. He appraised me with his eyes for a long, silent moment. Then his expression changed. His surprise turned to irritation. He spoke three little words to me.

“You look ridiculous.”

I blinked in shock. It felt like he had thrown a bucket of ice water over me. Maybe I didn’t hear him right.

“Do... you like it?” I gestured at the outfit with my free hand. Maybe
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