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I suppose I don’t really know why I am telling you all this. It’s going to take on the character and tone of a confession, which I suppose it is, of a sort. Nothing I ever did with Braxton was illegal, but some will call it immoral. Should I care what those people think? I don’t know. Part of me says yes, part of me says they are puritan fuddy-duddies and what consenting adults do together is their business and their business alone. Where you come down on that spectrum of sex positivity vs. puritanical fuddy-duddyness, I suppose that’s up to you. I won’t try to convince you one way or the other; I’ll just relate the facts (“just the facts, ma’am,” as a wise man once said) and let you decide.

Anyways. I can already hear you saying ‘get on with it.’ And I agree. Enough of my equivocating and hemming and hawing.

My name is Lisa Johnston. I had a perfectly lovely life, sterling professional career, handsome masculine alpha male husband (appropriately my age, and that will become relevant in a minute) with a likewise sterling professional career, big house in the burbs, white picket fence, two point five kids, blah blah blah. We couldn’t be more median upper-middle-class America if we tried. Total cliche upstanding good family, the kind where their pictures look like they came with the frame.

Actually three kids, not two point five. But you know what I mean.

To top all that off, the husband and I had kept our looks as we’d gone into our middle-forties. I won’t bore you with his description because he isn’t important, for reasons that will soon become clear. But I, an absolutely smoking hot baddie perfect dime in my twenties, had morphed into a lovely soccer mom MILF by the time I hit forty-five. Clean living, staying in the gym, and good genetics had turned me into one of the lovelier lasses you’d ever see in her middle years. Long black hair, bright blue eyes, a pale complexion with naturally pink cheeks and red lips, gorgeous face and an hourglass figure to match. Yeah my tits were fake, but goddamn did they look great for a woman my age. Everyone always said how I could have been a model when I was younger. Not to sound egotistical, but they were right.

We’ll get more into this a bit later, and it will likely be made somewhat obvious from my behavior, but I also could have done porn. I sometimes wished that I had. I didn’t say this out loud, I never told another soul besides the heinously unimportant and useless husband, but I had been a lifelong nymphomaniac, absolutely unrepentant horndog. I masturbated at least twice a day, usually more. I wanted more sex than any single man could possibly ever be expected to give me. And yet, I had never cheated on my husband. Not once. Never even thought about it. I had been a good little housewife, in spite of my rampant and exorbitant sexual needs. I just spent a great deal of time with my vibrators and had good sex with my husband when the mood struck him (and I won’t lie, the sex was good), and that was enough to keep me perfectly, unfailingly loyal. 

The worthless husband did not repay my loyalty in kind, to say the least.

Which brings us to our next point. I suppose you are wondering about the useless husband, he who shall not be named. Well, as I said, he was a stunningly handsome professional earning great money, who kept his body in great shape. He was exactly the sort of mid-forties guy who would find it incredibly easy to cheat on his wife, if he chose to do so. With that great power comes great responsibility, and my shitbag husband chose to shirk that responsibility. 

It was his twenty-two-year-old secretary, if you wanted to know.

And that’s the last we’ll say about him. He moved out (not by choice, and yes that was a delicious ‘fuck you’ from the courts), leaving our gigantic house to me and my youngest son Jimmy, and my older son and daughter when they were home from college. It was spacious and luxurious, a gigantic two-story, five-bedroom house in a nice gated community. Life was pretty good, except for the whole current lack-of-sex thing.

I could have gotten out there easily, if you recall what I look like. It would not be hard for someone who looked like me, who lived like me, to get a hundred dates from a hundred different desirable men. But I had let the shitbag husband kill that part of me, to an extent. I knew he was out there banging his secretary (probably on his boat, having the time of his life, ugh), so I wanted nothing more than to get another man on top of me as soon as I could. But nobody, no matter how fit, handsome, or rich, was sparking me. Nobody could spark my interest.

Nobody, that is, except for Braxton Turner.

Braxton was my youngest son’s best friend, our next-door neighbor conveniently, the two of them teammates on their college swim team. They were college sophomores, God help me. It’s funny how little jumps in time make all the difference. Forty-five years old felt a lot older to me than forty-four; it felt like a chasm of difference. If Braxton had at least been a college junior, I could have more easily justified myself. Had he been at least of the age to legally drink, I could have more easily said ‘the hell with all your judgment.’ But he was neither of those things. He was twenty years old, and a college sophomore. Nearly still of the age when he would say the number ‘and a half.’ Probably had a fake ID.

He was born the year I got married. He was the same age as my son. His parents were about my age. His mother was actually younger than me! 

Dear God, what was I thinking?

I know exactly what I was thinking. He was beautiful.

He was like a man sculpted from marble, a living statue, cut from stone, but alive with the breath and warmth of a New England hearth. His features were cut with the precision of the classical masters, a jawline that could weather a hurricane, eyes the color of a storm-tossed sea, blue-grey, watchful, powerful. His brown hair was always just a little charmingly messy, looking perfectly coiffed like a movie character, though I was certain he spent no time at all on it, on staring at his beauty in the mirror. He wore clothes that accentuated his beautiful, perfect body, but not in an ostentatious, look-at-me way; rather they simply reflected his quiet confidence and grace. He spoke with a maturity well beyond his years, more sincere than most young men his age, reflecting the kind of nobility that would have marked him out for royalty in past centuries. He was kind and wise and compassionate and smart and, in short, everything I’d ever wanted in a man. It was not my fault he was born twenty years too late.
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