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Chapter One

 


Ida wasn’t proud of cheating on her husband, but a
woman had needs, damn it, and Roger wasn’t seeing to her needs.
Yeah, maybe her body wasn’t in nearly as good a shape as it had
been before she had her first kid. And the second baby hadn’t
helped matter, but she was a year past the birth of Justine and her
sex drive was back, but Roger’s wasn’t.

Flirting online was supposed to be an innocent and
fun way to relieve a little pent-up sexual stress. She’d find a guy
who was interested in her, which wasn’t exactly a problem, and
since she had no intention of actually meeting up, she didn’t feel
bad about using some old picture of her before the babies.

But when she started flirting with Thomas, things
took a turn that was both better and worse. The first time they
flirted, they both said some outrageous things, Ida used her
vibrator to get off, and she didn’t give it a second thought. When
he popped up on the app a couple of days later, she didn’t refuse
his request to chat again. She got off again. And then they started
flirting and virtually dating online every day for two weeks. It
was the best two weeks of sex Ida had ever had, unfortunately it
was mostly with herself.

Her guilt started getting to her. She was supposed
to be a good Catholic girl (they didn’t really exist, but every
Catholic already knew that) so she confessed her deception. Not to
Roger, but to Thomas. She told him she was married, had two kids,
her online profile picture was five years old, and she was a big
liar about her life.

How big are your tits now? It was the first
question he sent her after her confession.

She decided to be completely honest with him to
drive him away. I used to be a B before kids. Now I’m a D or DD
depending on the day and how full they are with milk. I’m still
nursing.

That’s fucking hot, was his response.

You’re a fucking liar. The raw language
wouldn’t drive him away because they had been positively vulgar in
all their exchanges, but she tried it anyway.

Send me a picture of your boobs now. He had
asked for nudes before, but she had always demurred claiming she
didn’t do that. What pictures she had send him were never of her
face and were, at most, no more revealing that a typical
swimsuit.

Seeing as she was being completely honest, Ida
opened up her shirt, dropped the flaps to her nursing bra, aimed
her phone’s camera at her naked tits, and captured the picture.

When she looked at it before sending, she saw her
swollen breasts, her prominent nipples, and the blue veins visible
under her soft, white skin. No man would find that attractive.

Making sure her face or other identifying
information was in the background, she sent the picture to
Thomas.

That’s fucking hot. I’d love to suck on your tits
all day.

She knew he was just flirting so she fired back at
him. They’re full of milk and I need to nurse my daughter in a
few minutes.

Ida was surprised at his response. Save some for
me?

She put down her phone and walked away, not knowing
what to do, but knowing she wanted to meet him in person as soon as
possible.

 


Making the actual arrangements to meet Thomas was
the difficult part because she had to admit to herself exactly what
she was doing and what it meant. The only reason to meet Thomas was
for sex which meant cheating on her husband. It wasn’t a casual
encounter or a chance meeting at a party or business convention. It
was intentional, that was the worst and best part.

Ida was reluctant to meet Thomas at his place until
he sent her pictures of his face, his driver’s license, and a few
of his apartment. She was reasonably sure she’d be safe. If not,
he’d be easy to track down. What to do with the kids? She handed
them off to her mother claiming she needed to go to a doctor’s
appointment without two crying children. Her mother didn’t question
it at all; she was thrilled to watch her grandchildren for the
afternoon; that only made Ida feel worse.

She tried not to think about all of that as she
drove to Thomas’s apartment. He was a few years younger than her,
unmarried, no kids and it occurred to Ida just then that she knew
what he looked like from the pictures he had sent—torso and face;
he was fairly fit—but he didn’t have the faintest idea of what she
looked like—other than her boobs.

Her laughter in the car was borderline
hysterical.

There was every opportunity to turn the car around,
to drive somewhere else, to not park it, lock it, and go to door
214 and knock on it expecting to meet in person the man she fully
intended to fuck instead of her husband.

When Thomas opened the door he was every bit as
handsome in person as he was in his pictures—except the scent that
floated out of his apartment was obviously a heavily sprayed
artificial odor killer. He probably lived like a bachelor and used
it as a last minute fix to a smell that wouldn’t go away.

“Ida?” he asked eagerly and happily after he opened
the door. He didn’t size her up or stare at her tits, he looked her
directly in the eyes, which she appreciated, even though it all
might have been an act.

“Thomas?” she asked in reply, though it was obvious
he was.

“Yes,” he said just as eagerly.

Ida nodded and said, “Next time don’t empty a can of
Lysol in your place. Just clean and put some of those cinnamon
rolls from a can in the oven. My mother would have said to bake
bread, but that’s probably too complicated for you.” Somehow her
first words in person to the man she intended to fuck were baking
and cleaning advice.

“Oh,” he said, taken aback. “Do you…do you still
want to come in?” He motioned for her to enter.

She nodded and pushed in. The apartment was clean
and tidy and other than smelling like too much Lysol—and even a
hint of Lysol was too much Lysol—it was fine. “Very nice,” she
said. The furniture was utilitarian and the television that
dominated the living area was hooked up to a video game console. On
the screen was a scene paused in the middle of a zombie’s head
exploding.

“Thanks,” he said. “Do you want a drink or something
to eat?”

Ida found her courage and her purpose and knew that
she had limited time. “No. I came here to fuck so let’s fuck.” She
smiled at him.

Thomas was wearing jeans, white athletic socks—no
shoes—and a t-shirt emblazoned with Deadpool riding a pink unicorn
that was shitting a glittering rainbow turd. It made her wonder if
he always dressed this was or if this was what he wore on dates.
Not that this was really a date.

It was a date. There wasn’t dinner and a movie, but
there was going to be fucking. It was a date.

He looked at her in surprise. “Really?”

She returned his wide-eyed look and unbuttoned the
top two buttons on her shirt and pulled it up over her head,
revealing the nursing bra she wore underneath. It wasn’t the sexist
lingerie she owned because the limited sexy lingerie she owned
hadn’t been worn in over a year and probably wouldn’t fit any
longer. It wasn’t terrible, however. It had some lace and showed
off the cleavage she had developed since her first pregnancy. “I
came here to fuck,” she said not knowing where she had summoned up
the courage to be bold and blunt, “so let’s fuck.”

Thomas, not believing in his good fortune, nodded in
agreement and pulled his t-shirt off. His bare chest underneath was
just as it had looked in the pictures, muscular without being
muscle bound. In her panties, Ida felt her pussy quiver and dampen;
this was what she wanted.

“Where’s the bedroom?”

He indicated the way and held out his hand to her,
in a gentlemanly gesture. When she took his hand, she pulled
herself to him. Their bodies became close and from there it was
easy for Ida to lift up her chin so their lips met.

It had been years since she had kissed—really
kissed—a man other than Roger. She remembered thinking to herself
when














































































cover.jpg
A Lactatienar
Nursing






