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A PROLOGUE TO
ADULTERY

 


Mrs. B. Lawrence was the kind of woman
that a person might think was much younger than the age she stated
when speaking truthfully and in the confidence of those that would
keep her secrets.

She had blond hair that went down her back to about midway
and it curled on both edges outwards and up slightly. The shade of
blond was lighter than it was in her youth, but that wasn’t due to
the presence of any gray hairs, but more her dying it to avoid even
the chance of the presence of a single gray strand from gracing her
gorgeous head.

To speak of her body, one might need speak for quite some
time. The use of such words as buxom, delightfully curvy, well
rounded in all the right places, and thick, as the younger generation deem such
things, would not do it justice.

Furthermore, to fully comprehend the magnificence of her
physical form, one’s eyes would need to run up from the tips of her
red-rose manicured toe nails (always clad in heels of the ideal
length to emphasis those gifts that god gave her, even when no one
was around to see her in them) up over calves like pins that
expanded upwards to thighs thicker than needed to further up around
the gently starting round of her lower buttock to the widening
spread of the curve that protruded forcefully inwards at the top to
provide a sharp circle that repeated itself on the other side of
her very fine buttocks.

Above this rear one could find a waist
too small for the size of the hips below and that leads upwards to
a slightly widened back that grew under the weight of her double D
breasts that seemed as high and curved as they might have been when
the two perfect peaks formed in her teens.

This was her body, but her body was
not her most relevant feature. No, Mrs. B Lawrence had one feature
that was more enticing - more arousing - than all others. That was
her mouth. Lips thick and full? Yes, they were. The perfect shade
of lipstick to suit them? Of course, because nothing else would
suit a woman of her resources - both financial and physical. Yet,
those succulent lips that every man wanted to kiss on sight of them
- married, engaged, in a relationship or not - were not it. Instead
it was how she used that mouth of hers. From it emitted a voice
that was low, lulling and lavish. They way it shifted and twisted
in the most cheeky, sexual of smiles at a moments notice entranced
even the most insusceptible of females, as well as hordes of
adoring men. This combined with her blue sapphire eyes, which held
an unending passion that dared all yet gave nothing, was what held
the attention and adoration of the masses.

But Mrs. B Lawrence was not available
to these masses.

No.

Not at all.

You see, she married young. J. B.
Lawrence, her husband and now a US Senator, was a strikingly
seductive man. Not much to look at, he had money and a silver
tongue which did not disappoint and had not for a good two decades
of marriage.

No, she was taken.

Taken for every single day but one.

It was an odd day to choose and the conversation that had
proceeded it a decade before hadn’t been a pleasant one to
overhear, yet here we are.

On the 27th of March every single year without fail the
Senator would disappear from their modest home in the wealthier
section of the small city the Lawrences called home. What he got up
to, Mrs. Lawrence did not want to know. What she got up to... well,
he would never know because he wouldn’t be there to see
it.

One day per year. Not 2. Not 3. Only 1.

On that day Mrs. Lawrence could do
what she wanted - and she wanted VERY STRONGLY. Whatever her heart
desired: No limits; no regrets; no consequences.

One day and it was nearly
here.

March 27. The day.


YOUNG MEN AT PLAY

 


It was a hot day in March and Jimmy
was sweating lightly.

“Haaaa--!” he called as his foot
collided with the soccer ball before it.

The ball flew true and Edward Lawrence
snapped it up with his foot and bought it down to return in a long
straight arch of his foot that was expertly performed.

“Good kick,” Jimmy rejoiced as he
popped the ball up from the ground and off his knee to bring down
to juggle around between his feet before a lazy toss of his leg
sent it rolling across the wide grassy lawn of his friend’s
home.

Edward jogged a little to come under
the ball, so he could pop it off his bare chest. It flew forward a
short distance and he changed direction with a forwards push of his
rear leg on the well trimmed grass below and bought the ball under
control once more to dribble it over effortlessly.

“Thanks,” he said as he stopped the
ball under one foot, “but I feel out of practice since I left the
team.”

Jimmy laughed and slapped his friend
on the shoulder.

“You really don’t look it. If anything you seem
better.”

They picked up their t-shirts and
started strolling back towards the house while letting the hot sun
above dry the sweat of their effort off their backs. Both were
parched and agreed a cold beer - a luxury neither could enjoy at
school due to the strict policies of the administration - would be
the perfect way to rehydrate.

“Do you think your mum will let you
back on the team this year?” Jimmy asked as they strolled around
the pool and towards large double doors leading from the lawn to
the inside of Edward’s home.

“I don’t know,” Edward replied with
some sadness in his voice. “She’s been tough on me ever since my
sister graduated and joined my uncle’s firm. Apparently I’m lazy
and as the youngest have to prove myself better than my siblings. I
have my doubts as to whether I can actually do that. Mother can be
a little harsh when it comes to academic achievement.”

Jimmy nodded in understanding and sighed. His parents
weren’t much less strict.

“The midfield hasn’t been the same
without you.”

They entered into the large guest
lounge area and headed down the hallway. Jimmy had only arrived
yesterday and the large house was more complex than the modest one
where he had been bought up by his father and step-mother. Their
families were of equal financial standing, but the Lawrences chose
to flaunt it much more than he was used to and, hence, had a much
bigger home that was fairly easy to get lost in.

In the kitchen the maid was busy
chopping vegetables for the midday meal.

“Hello, Sharlene,” Edward said. “Do
you have that thing I asked for?”

The old Mexican woman gave Edward a conspirative wink and
then reached under the bench to bring out a few bottles of beer in
a plastic ice bucket.

“Don’t tell your mother,” the woman
said as she handed it over to Edward.

“I won’t. I promise.”

They strolled out on to the deck and
threw their t-shirts over the waiting deck chairs before slumping
down in them tiredly.

“Will your mum really yell at you if
she catches you drinking?” Jimmy asked.

Edward popped the cap off a bottle
with a bottle opener that Sharlene had stashed inside the ice
bucket and handed the bottle to Jimmy.

“I don’t think she has so much of a
problem with me drinking. It’s more what I like to drink.” He held
up the bottle and inspected the red and blue label. “Mother always
says that if you are going to drink then you should drink
quality.”

He took a long sip and sighed in an
expression of pleasure.

“I think she hates that I like the
cheap stuff to be honest.”

“Sounds like she’s pretty strict
then.”

Jimmy took a sip. The beer wasn’t so bad. His father never
really went for all those micro-brewed, European imports that all
his friends liked. The man drunk the same type of beer that most of
the workers at the large chain of manufacturing plants he owned
consumed on a regular basis. He said it helped him to ‘get on the
level of the working man’, but Jimmy had always thought it had more
to do with him identifying as a ‘working man’ rather than what he
was: A very rich business man.

“Do you think I’ll meet your mother
while I’m here?” Jimmy asked, not sure if he wanted the answer to
be yes or not given what he had heard about her.

“Maybe. She tends to laze around the
house when my father’s away.”

“Where’d he go?” Jimmy
asked.

Edward laughed.

“No idea. He says he goes on a man’s
retreat or something each year around this time, but I have no idea
where he actually goes.”

Jimmy thought about that. It was probably a good thing that
only one of Edward’s parents was about. From what he had heard
about the young man’s mother, she must be a living nightmare. Jimmy
had heard from a mutual friend about one occasion when Edward had
gotten a 96 on a paper worth a 100 and the woman had flew 200 miles
to their university to come to a mini-lecture and scream at their
professor and all of his staff in the man’s office. It had
apparently been so loud that the ear beating could be heard in the
next building across.

“I hope I don’t cross paths with her
then...” Jimmy was saying when the door behind them burst
open.

“Edward!”

Both young men straightened. It was like she had been
summoned. There could be no doubt of who was behind them from the
disapproving tone of the woman’s voice.

“Mother...” Edward
breathed.

The two of them stashed their beers back in the bucket and
turned as one. It would have been humorous, Jimmy would decide
later, if someone were filming them at that moment. That person
would see two very different expressions on each young man’s
face.

Mrs. B. Lawrence stood before them. To
one this was Mother and, therefore, not a source of arousal. To the
other she was all arousal and so much more.

Out of the corner of his eye Jimmy inspect his friend’s
face for a moment to judge how he might react in the situation they
were in. He found fear there. If he could have seen his own, he
would know that it was covered with shock and the faintest red
blossoming of a hint of lust that had only begun to form in
him.

“What are you drinking?” she
demanded.

The woman stepped forward and leaned
over to scrutinize the contents of the ice bucket. The bounce of
her youthful yet very, very, very large breasts had Jimmy suck in a
breath so hard that it felt like it might take his teeth with
it.

“It’s just some beer,
mother.”

“Just some beer, you say?”

She ran a finger up the neck of Jimmy’s bottle and around
the thread then bought it to your nostrils and inhaled.

“If you drink this inferior product,
you will become an inferior man,” she stated.

Jimmy stared. She said it with such a straight face and
such calm that he wasn’t sure if he should be shocked by the
implications of the reprimand.

“Ummm... mother...“ Edward began
blabbering on about him being 21 and it being fine for them to be
drinking because school was out and that he liked this type of beer
and such.

Jimmy paid him little attention. How
could he describe this woman he was looking at?

Perfection?

No. Too broad.

Heaven?

If she were a place then she would
certainly be that.

No, something about the feel of
her...

Pure lust, he decided, was the best way to describe her. It seemed
appropriate because she seemed to personify raw lust in everything
she did, said and was.

The young man admired her gorgeous frame for a moment while
she wasn’t paying attention. He was fairly sure that Mrs. Lawrence
must have been somewhere in the ballpark of 50, but she looked in
her late thirties at most. She was also wearing a flaming red
bikini that was seemingly far too small for her electrifying curves
and her expression was sensual even while somewhat
irritated.

“I see,” she said flatly when Edward
had ran out of steam. Her tone promptly silencing her youngest son
and he waited with a look of worry on his face for her to say
more.

The woman was silent for a time then
sighed. It was an erotic sound even thought it
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