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Part Three


Chapter Ten

 


Spying on Roger was easier than Ida thought it would
be. She didn’t have to follow him around because of the info that
Thomas had given her through Ernie, his so-called business
associate. Between her mother and the babysitting exchange with
Alexandra and Kate it was easy to pawn of Sam and Justine. The
hardest part was actually catching them in the act.

As it turned out, Betty and her roommate Britni
lived in an older style apartment building that had actual garden
patio balconies. Once Ida figured out which apartment was theirs,
it wasn’t too difficult to climb the railings to the second story
balcony. Ida had spent too many summers in her youth climbing trees
and being on the gymnastics team in school, even as a third-tier
member of the team, served her well in getting up where she needed
to be.

She had only brought along her cell phone to record
everything through the glass of the patio door. It was enough.
Britni was gone (where it was by agreement or by work schedule, Ida
didn’t care) giving the apartment to Roger and Betty. The young
girl was slumped on the couch in the living room, one hand inside
her bra playing with her nipple, while the other was resting on the
man’s head between her thighs.

Betty wore only the bra. The rest of her clothes
were crumpled on the floor in front of the couch. Roger was fully
dressed. Ida couldn’t see his face but she knew her husband, even
if she could only see the back of his head, she knew.

Either Roger had learned a lot about cunnilingus
since the last time he had gone down on Ida which was…years
ago?...or Betty was a very good actress. She was writhing around
and moaning like Roger’s tongue was a magic vibrator perfectly
paired to her pussy.

Without thinking Ida took some pictures. They were
incriminating enough. She then started filming. The quality of the
cell phone video would be potato level, but it would be enough.

Ida thought she’d be disgusted and angry at seeing
her husband with another woman.

She wasn’t.

Maybe because she was cheating on Roger with Thomas,
she was already in an accepting mindset.

Ida thought that when she saw them together, she’d
go flying off the handle and confront the two of them.

She didn’t.

Her worst thought was that she would break down
crying.

She discovered that this wasn’t the worst thing
possible.

The worst thing possible, she discovered, was that
she would be turned on seeing her husband with another woman.

Ida was turned on seeing Roger with his face in
another woman’s cunt.

If anything, she was disgusted by herself more than
by Roger and Betty.

She continued to watch. Either Betty orgasmed or she
got tired of Roger’s cunnilingus. She pushed him away from her sex
and encouraged him to get to his feet. She went to her knees in
front of him. Ida couldn’t see everything, but it was obvious what
she was doing. Roger’s pants slid down and Betty’s head started
bobbing back and forth.

How long had it been since Ida had blown Roger?
Weeks certainly. Months? Over a year?

Even through the glass door Ida could hear Roger’s
moan. She wondered if that was all that took to make him cum now: a
minute of sucking from a pretty young thing.

It turned out it wasn’t.

Roger pulled Betty to her feet. His cock was still
hard and sticking straight out. He hadn’t cum. The two of them
retreated into what had to be the bedroom, disappearing from
view.

Ida stopped recording. It was enough.

 


Oddly, it took less time to drive from Betty’s
apartment to Thomas’s place than it normally took her to drive from
her home to Thomas’s. He wasn’t exactly surprised to find her
knocking at his door, but it wasn’t at their usual meeting
time.

“What are you doing here now?”

Ida just shook her head and stepped inside while
unbuttoning her shirt. “Doesn’t matter. I just need you to suck me.
My tits are full.”

That was all the reason Thomas needed. Seconds later
they were on the couch and he was eagerly sucking the milk from her
tits.

Just the sensation of having milk drawn from her
breasts was enough to calm and settle her. The stress of watching
her husband cheating on her was more disturbing than she wanted to
admit. It was also more erotic than she wanted to admit. By the
time she had arrived at Thomas’s place, not only were her panties
damp, but her bra was as well. If anyone had asked, she would have
said it was because she was turned on at the thought of getting
fucked and sucked by her boyfriend. Not that anyone would have
asked. Not that she would have admitted to having a boyfriend in
addition to having a husband.

A boyfriend who indulged in her lactation kink.

Or maybe she was indulging his lactation kink.

Maybe she had a cheating kink.

Maybe Thomas had a cheating kink.

Hell, maybe Roger had a cheating kink.

Fuck, maybe all of humanity had a cheating kink.
Wasn’t cheating the basis of half the love stories in the
world?

Pushing those thoughts from her head Ida got down to
the business at hand. She made sure that Thomas got all the milk
she could offer while also getting her and his clothes off. As
always, she was amazed that his cock was hard the moment his pants
came off. Was he that eager to fuck her? Or was he that into a
lactating woman that just a taste of her sweet milk was enough to
get him hard?

Did it matter?

He sucked on her tits, drinking her milk and turning
her on in the process. She inserted his cock into her pussy and
rode it to great pleasure. If she had managed to hold off on
actually fucking him long enough, he would have made her cum from
sucking on her tits alone. She wanted that, but it was too easy to
give in and just fuck Thomas.

She was giving in to doing the easy thing
lately.

Back at home, everything was almost normal.
Almost.

Kids.

Chores.

Dinner.

Boring conversation.

More chores.

Kids to bed.

Boring television.

To bed.

“How are your breasts?” Roger asked after he turned
the light off.

It was the first real question he had asked her
in…in how long?

“Fine,” she answered carefully. Secretly she felt
herself under the sheets. Her breasts were deflated, not flat, but
Thomas had emptied every drop from her that afternoon.

“Do they still hurt from Justine not nursing?”

Ida shifted uncomfortably. “A little.” They didn’t
hurt at all. They felt fantastic because Thomas and her had played
earlier. She would have said yes if Roger had wanted to suck on
them, but he would never have asked for that. He hated her breast
milk.

“When do you…when do you think you’ll be ready
for…ready for sex?”

She couldn’t believe his question. She was ready for
sex right then and there. Even after being fucked and satisfied by
Thomas earlier, she would have fucked her husband.

Maybe it was a little residual lust.

Maybe it was guilt.

Maybe it was her hidden slutty nature.

Maybe she wanted to cheat on Thomas with Roger.

Would it be cheating to have sex with her husband
instead of her boyfriend?

“We can have sex right now if you want,” she
offered.

“Right now?” he said doubtfully.

“Sure why not?” Justine had nursed earlier in the
evening but to what effect she wasn’t sure. Justine was probably
just doing it out of habit more than anything else. Sometimes it
seemed all her milk was going to the pump and to Thomas, not to her
youngest child.

“You’re still lactating.”

“A tiny bit. So what?”

“You can’t have sex while you’re lactating.”

She shook her head vigorously, letting him feel the
motion in the darkness of their room. “Yes, I most certainly can
have sex while I’m lactating.” She grabbed his hand and dragged it
down between her legs. Her pussy was hot. It wasn’t soaking wet,
but he could easily feel the moisture there. She would never had
admitted it, but she was mostly wet from the after effects of
fucking Thomas and the idea that she was cheating on her boyfriend.
Cheating with her husband. “Do you wanna fuck?”

“Do you?” he asked sliding his finger along her
slit. She could feel herself opening up to him.

Ida was wearing only a nightshirt that came down to
the tops of her thighs. It would have been easy
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