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Part Two


Chapter Six

 


Ida looked across the dinner table at her husband,
viewing him in a new light. She tried not to judge him because she
was having an affair just like he was, but she never would have
guessed that he was the type, but was there a type of person who
was a cheater?

Roger was blandly handsome. He didn’t have movie
star good looks, but he was passable to look at and as the years
had passed he hadn’t aged badly by suddenly going bald and trying a
comb over or growing wrinkles that made him seem older. She knew he
spent most of his time indoors at his engineering firm working on a
computer and occasionally going into the field—which was really
going into various processing plants—so he didn’t get enough sun
but neither did he get too much.

It was his personality that struck her as being
incongruent with his status as a cheater. It was polite but bland.
Roger certainly hadn’t been edgy when she met him, but their ten
years together had definitely smoothed off any minor rough spots in
his personality. Maybe the affair was a way for him to be more
interesting?

What was the message she had seen?

I can’t wait to taste your cock again.

“Thanks,” he said.

“What?” Ida was lost in her reverie and didn’t know
what he was saying. She was too busy trying to keep the two kids
from throwing food across the table while lost in her own thoughts
to keep up a conversation with her husband.

“Thanks for finding my phone,” he said. “Thought I
lost it at the plant yesterday. Stupid.”

“Oh. No trouble. You would have found it when you
got home.”

“Where was it?”

“On the dresser.”

He grunted. “Probably put it there when I was
getting dressed,” he added unnecessarily.

I can’t wait to taste your cock again.

How long had it been since she had tasted Roger’s
cock. How long had it been since they had sex? It was definitely
after Justine was born…wasn’t it?

Sometimes she regretted quitting her job to take
care of the kids, but Roger made a lot more money and it was an
easy decision. It was only for a few years. That’s what she kept
telling herself.

Ida checked her phone after dinner and before going
to bed. Thomas had sent her a message.

I can’t wait to taste your milk again.

She shivered at the message and quickly deleted
it.

In bed next to Roger she looked at her husband and
wondered when it was they had last had sex. She honestly couldn’t
remember. It Justine was a year old now. They had to have had sex
at least once since she was born, right? On Ida’s birthday. On
Roger’s birthday. On their anniversary. Three times. Three times
minimum would make sense. When they first met, they had sex all the
time. Sometimes several times a day.

What had happened?

“Want to have sex?” she blurted out as he set aside
the book he was reading. He always read one chapter out a
traditional printed book before bed because he claimed using a
tablet kept him awake.

Roger startled, like she had suddenly jumped out of
the darkness and intentionally gave him a scare. “What?”

“Want to have sex?” she asked him again, trying to
act like her initial offer was completely normal. “It’s been a long
time since we had sex.”

“You want to have sex now?” he asked as if
clarifying the situation. Ida knew him well enough to know that he
was just stalling. He was good at that.

“Yes,” she said firmly, reaching out and placing her
hand on his stomach. He was wearing sleep pants and a t-shirt. She
slipped her hand under the t-shirt to touch his skin. “Don’t
you.”

“I think we’re both exhausted,” he said.

They probably were. She more so than him because
taking care of kids was exhausting. But right then and there, she
wanted to fuck Roger. Yes, she had fucked Thomas earlier that day,
but sex with him had only energized her. “Maybe, but a quick fuck
would do us good.”

Just a little vulgarity was what she needed. Roger
had loved dirty talk when they fucked all the time. She’d say the
filthiest things—what she’d do to him, what he’d do to her, pure
fantasies that would never happen—and he’d fuck her harder and
then…

“I’m not sure that’s a good idea,” said Roger.

“Why not?” she asked, a sly smile on her face as she
pushed her fingers into his waistband with a promise of more to
come. She wanted to feel if his cock was getting hard from this
mild teasing…or was he soft because he had fucked that other woman
recently?

“You’re still feeding Justine and…and are you
physically ready yet?”

It had been over a year. She was ready. He was just
disgusted by her lactating tits.

“I’m ready,” she said, but her mood had changed. She
wasn’t into it any longer.

He pushed her hand away. “Maybe when Justine stops
nursing from you,” he suggested.

“Yeah,” she said sadly. “Maybe then.”

 


She lay in bed next to Roger until he fell asleep.
Then she waited until his breathing slowed and steadied and then
faded into a pattern of inhale and slight buzzing exhale. Only then
did she slip out of the bed, went to the living room where they
charged their cellphones and opened his up.

He was having an affair. He refused to have sex with
her. She didn’t feel any guilt about snooping through his
phone.

There weren’t any dating or hookup apps on the
phone. At least none she could easily find or maybe it had been
deleted.

Roger, however, wasn’t smart enough to delete his
text message conversations. Or maybe he didn’t think his wife would
snoop. Or maybe he didn’t care.

The picture of the topless woman and the message of
“I can’t wait to taste your cock again” were still there at
the bottom of the screen. She hadn’t had the time or the boldness
to scan back through the entire conversation when she had found his
phone earlier. Now it was the middle of the night and the kids were
asleep and Roger was asleep. She scrolled all the way back,
skipping over every message and every picture. Ida wanted it to
make some sort of sense when she started reading.

Even so, the conversation started somewhere in the
middle. Either Roger had deleted the previous texts, or they had
been talking elsewhere.

Ducking in the bathroom is gross That was
from “Her”. There was no way for Ida to know the other woman’s
name. No punctuation and she let autocorrect rule her texting.

Would you rather do it in the supply room?
Conference room? My office? That was from Roger.

YES!!! And now she used too many exclamation
points like a teenaged girl who squealed in her bedroom with her
friends when talking about boys.

Do you want to get caught?

If that’s what turns you on “Her” followed
that with a winking emoji.

No. I can’t risk that.

2 bad cuz that turns me on “Her” added a
kissing emoji this time.

How about your place?

If u dont mind my roomie knowing

There was a break in the conversation. It picked up
a day later with a picture from “Her”. It took Ida a second to
identify it as a close up of a pussy. The caption that accompanied
it said Shes hungry for you

Blurry. That was all Roger had to say. Years
ago, he had liked listening to Ida’s dirty talk in bed, but he
couldn’t do it himself and he was just as bad at it while
texting.

The next picture wasn’t so close. Ida could identify
tanned thighs and a blue skirt pulled up to the woman’s hips. She
wore no underwear and had no pubic hair. Her labia were spread and
there was evidence she was wet. Better? It was the first bit
of punctuation “Her” had correctly used.

Sexy. Roger couldn’t use sexy talk to save
his life.

Britni heard us yesterday

She told me this morning

She said it was hot that I was fucking an older
man

Of course “Her” was younger than Roger, Ida thought
with a roll of her eyes.

Of course her roommate was named Britni.

Of course the two roommates would discuss their sex
lives.

Ida was more jealous than she had a right to be

We should be more discrete. That was the
entirety of Roger’s response.

Id suck your cock in the middle of
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