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Chapter One: An Amicable Split

 

“Are there any objections to the stipulations
written within the decree between the two parties?” the judge asks
as he looks over the document sitting before him.

 


My attorney answers, “No, your honor. Mr.
Timmons accepts the decree as presented to the court.”

 


“Mrs. Timmons accepts as well,” the attorney
across from us beside my soon to be ex-wife concurs.

 


The judge then looks at me. “This is final
once I sign the document. Do you still wish for me to grant this
divorce decree, Mr. Timmons?” It’s as if he doesn’t believe my
attorney or feels the need to offer me one last chance to back out
of what Olivia and I have agreed to do. Why would I do that? Why
would I want to remain married to her for another day?

 


“I’m fine with you signing the decree,” I
tell him resolutely. He turns his attention to my wife, and she
says almost exactly the same thing. The judge sighs before picking
up his pen and signing the divorce paperwork before him. After
finishing, he puts his pen down and proclaims, “Kian Timmons and
Olivia Timmons, you are no longer husband and wife. I hope you each
find what you are looking for and are happy the rest of your
lives.” After offering a brief smile and nod, the judge rises as do
all the rest of us and leaves the courtroom. Afterward, I spend a
moment speaking to my attorney as Olivia and her attorney walk out
through the door of the courtroom.

 


“That has got to be the smoothest transition
out of a marriage I’ve ever handled, Kian,” he tells me. “Honestly,
I thought Olivia might fight you over the boat, but I guess she had
second thoughts?”

 


“She never liked the boat,” I reply. “I
bought it with a bonus I got from my company and Olivia rarely went
out on the water with me. She just didn’t enjoy getting into a
bikini and riding around on the lake.”

 


“Fair enough,” my attorney says while
offering me his hand. “Let me know if you need anything else,
Kian.” We shake hands and he walks toward the door as I follow just
behind him. As we leave the courtroom, I see Olivia sitting on a
wooden bench nearby. Turning, I make my way toward her.

 


“Well, that’s that, huh?” she says as she
gets up and gives me a warm hug. “It happened so quickly, didn’t
it?”

 


I look into my now ex-wife’s blue eyes and
feel some regret for filing for divorce from her. There’s no doubt
in my mind that I love Olivia deeply, but that hasn’t been enough
for the two of us as we’ve grown apart over the last couple of
years. Without some common hopes and dreams, a marriage just runs
dry, eventually. We were married too young and had practically no
opportunity to get to know each other before we made our vows to
each other.

 


“Yeah, it happened pretty fast,” I agree.
“Would you like to get one last cup of coffee before we part
ways?”

 


Olivia lifts an eyebrow as she uses a hand to
move a few strands of her shoulder-length blonde hair over her
right ear. “Sure. We might as well do that one more time before you
go to looking for your next sexual conquest.” Though it might seem
to someone else to be a sharp rebuke from my ex-wife, Olivia simply
knows me too well. I’m a sexual animal to a large degree and she is
the only woman I’ve ever had sex with. My desire is to experience
other women so that I might know what that is like.

 


We walk just two blocks down from the
courthouse where a very nice coffee shop sits beside a large oak
tree. I’m surprised they have left the old tree to grow around and
through the century-old sidewalk here, but there is a cohort of
people in our small city who simply love the sight of old trees
tearing down what humans have built. To that end, the tree has made
a magnificent work of the concrete.

 


After the young barista inside takes our
order, we have a seat at a small table near a window. I smile as I
look at Olivia and she takes notice of my gaze. “Why are you
looking at me like that, Kian?”

 


I sigh. “I guess the thought of not seeing
you every morning is going to be a little difficult to get
over.”

 


Her cheeks turn red. “I’ll be around if you
need anything. You know that.”

 


“Yeah, but you won’t be in my bed. That’s
going to suck a little.”

 


She smiles. “We don’t mix well, sweetie. We
never have and we never will. The fact that we got married while
still in college helped nothing, either. At twenty-one, we were
still kids, and we didn’t get the chance to grow up before life
slapped us in the face. We’ve lived with the consequences of that
for nearly ten years.”

 


I was the first to bring up the unhappiness
in our relationship. Olivia is a nurse practitioner who works in a
growing practice close to where we shared a home for several years.
I own a small car dealership with an old high school friend and
we’ve been growing that business for the last five years. We mostly
had our evenings and weekends off while married, except for the
occasional stints she worked at the clinic on Saturday mornings and
when I needed to sell another car or two on those same mornings.
Our life together seemed magical to some of those around us, but
they couldn’t see the strife between us when we were together
during the evenings. Olivia and I just were not clicking
anymore.

 


“Well, you were the best wife a guy could
have. You really were.” I smile at her as I try to soft, if I’m
being completely honesten the fall from marriage for my former
wife. She still holds my heart, though we fought far too long over
small, petty grievances.

 


“You were the best husband, too, Kian.
Whenever I needed a shoulder to cry on, you were there. That was
one of the best things about you.”

 


“And you have a great ass,” I joke with a
chuckle.

 


“My body.” Olivia laughs as well as she
shakes her head. There were no shortages of comments from me about
how hot my ex-wife was while we were married. I never cheated on
her, though I was tempted occasionally to do so. To my
understanding, she held true to our vows as well. The problem,
overall, we simply wanted other things we couldn’t give each
other.

 


“I’m sorry. I can be a little crass
sometimes, huh?”

 


“Sometimes.” She winks before asking, “So,
will you be looking for the next one pretty quickly?”

 


Olivia asked me this the other day in a text
message as we completed the paperwork for the divorce. “I don’t
know. There’s a lot I want to do, first. Marriage just isn’t
something I’ll be looking for this time around.”

 


The young barista arrives with our cups of
coffee and we stop long enough to wait for her to put them down in
front of us. After asking if we need anything else, Olivia picks up
her cup and takes a sip. I do the same with mine.

 


“Will you actually look for other women to
have sex with, Kian?” Her face is pink again as she asks me this
very personal question.

 


Putting my cup down, I reply, “I guess so. I
don’t mean to sound so selfish, but I just want to know what it’s
like to be with other women.”

 


“That’s fine, Kian. I understand. We’ve
talked about what we each missed by marrying so early in our lives,
and getting to know other partners was a big part of that. There’s
no reason to be shy about this.”

 


Olivia reaches for her cup and has another
sip of coffee as I am reminded about some of the early arguments we
had as divorce seemed more and more imminent. She knew all too well
my cravings for other women as I didn’t do such a great job in
hiding them from her. There were even times when I allowed myself
to speak freely about how I desperately wanted to have Olivia watch
me while I screwed someone else. She seemed truly hurt by such
comments, but eventually we discovered that she too wanted to get
to know other men. Maybe not in the same sexual way, but at least
as potential partners. Though at first we considered swinging, we
soon decided that we might have too much jealousy between us if we
went through with it.

 


“You really have been the best,” I tell her
again. “I just want to make certain you know that, Olivia. You know
I still love you, right?”

 


“We love each other,” she replies. “And
that’s okay. Love just wasn’t enough for us this time around. It
works out for some couples, but not us. We’re going to be okay,
Kian.” She reaches across the table and takes my hand into hers.
I’m surprised by the gesture as we decided months ago to keep our
physical contact to a minimum to help make the divorce process less
painful. There’s little information I’ve been able to find online
that seems to point to this idea, but Olivia felt it would be
effective. I’m not so certain that it has.

 


“So, what will you be doing now?”

 


“I don’t know,” she answers while pulling her
hand back from me. “I have plenty to do at the clinic for now, so
I’m in no hurry to do much else. This will be a natural process, I
hope. Maybe in a month or two I’ll go to a mixer of some sort and
see what happens.”

 


“Sounds good,” I say with a smile and nod.
“Maybe I’ll do something like that, too.”

 


“Don’t come to the same mixers,” Olivia warns
before laughing. “That wouldn’t be fair to either of us.”

 


“No, I won’t. Maybe I’ll just go with one of
the guys to a club or something.”

 


“A titty bar?” she asks as one eyebrow
lifts.

 


“Wow. You think so little of me you think
I’ll go shopping for a woman at one of those? I’m offended.”

 


“Sure you are.” We both laugh. “Just be
careful, okay. Don’t fall for the wrong one, Kian. Take your time
and make sure you find the right woman for you before you propose
to her. I don’t want you to have to go through this entire process
again.”

 


“You do the same,” I reply.

 


“You asked me to marry you, remember? I don’t
think I would have done that as quickly as you did. We knew each
other for only a month, Kian.”

 


“And I didn’t do such a terrible job picking
the right one,” I counter. “You’ve been great.”

 


“Well, I think we both needed more time to
learn about each other and about life. Maybe we would have known
more about each other after college that would have kept us from
marrying. Who knows? You might have been a father with another wife
by now.”

 


There have been a few arguments over the
years concerning having children, but not once have I told Olivia
that I wanted rugrats. This has been something she has wanted in
the past, though that has probably changed over the last few years.
It was a novel idea at one time after we married, but we backed
away from doing anything about it due to how busy we can both be at
work. Children just didn’t make it into our grand equation for
marriage.

 


For the next several minutes, we continue to
talk about small things in our lives until Olivia finishes her cup
of coffee and leaves. I stay behind for a while as I enjoy the
ambiance of the coffee shop and the view of the large tree outside.
The sidewalk was about as well planned as my marriage was to
Olivia. Over time, we found ourselves changed because of
dissatisfaction in both of us. Our sidewalk fell apart. Now, I am
alone and a bit sad as I watch the best thing that ever happened to
me walk away.

 




Chapter Two: A Complete Nutjobber

 

It’s been a good day as late afternoon
approaches at my car dealership in the city. My friend from high
school, Rusty Davis, went into this business with me when we were
able to convince a local bank a few years ago to give us the money
needed to start it up. We deal mostly in used cars, most of them on
the luxury end of the auto spectrum, and business has been good.
Almost too good as I watch the sun sink into the horizon.

 


“Doors are locked,” Rusty tells me as he
walks into my office and sits down. “What a day, huh?”

 


“Yeah, it was a busy one,” I reply as I
finish the paperwork on my desk. “We’re going to have to hit the
auction next Wednesday to get our stock replenished. I didn’t think
we would sell so many this week.”

 


“The market is ripe for it, Kian. You know
that.” A tall, attractive man, Rusty was a fullback on our football
team in high school. I was a tight end and loved every moment on
the field during games. Though it’s been over thirteen years since
we last put on our football uniforms, I feel as if Rusty and I
could suit up and give someone hell on the field if given the
chance. Of course, we would likely walk away with a lot more aches
and pains than the other players in their teen years.

 


“I’ll make a run to the bank with the money
in the morning. We’ll put everything in the safe for the
night.”

 


“Sounds good,” he says while tapping my desk
with his fingers. After a moment of quiet, Rusty asks, “So, how’s
divorced life treating you?”

 


I look up at him. “Well, it’s only been a
week so far,” I chuckle.

 


“Sure, only a week, but any bites on the line
yet?”

 


“Any bites?”

 


“You know what I mean, man. If you’re going
to be a complete nutjobber by divorcing the most beautiful woman in
town, you must have a plan to replace her. Haven’t you gotten
another one in bed yet?”

 


“Nutjobber?” I laugh. “Seriously, Rusty?”

 


“Hey, look, I would bang her, man. She’s
fucking hot.”

“Then go bang her,” I tell him. “Olivia is a
free agent now. Maybe she’ll give you a turn around the bed.”

 


“Fuck. She hates me, remember?”

 


“She doesn’t hate you,” I tell him. “Maybe
she detests you a little, but I don’t think there’s any hate there.
Olivia has a difficult time hating anyone.”

 


Rusty laughs. “Well, I think she honestly
hates me. We didn’t get along all that well at that Christmas party
a couple of years back.”

 


Shaking my head, I reply, “You and I were
already knee deep in getting this place. So, she already knew I
would be a little tapped out for Christmas gifts. Olivia was a
little resentful for that reason, but it had little to do with
you.”

 


“It was my idea to buy the old dealership,
Kian,” he reminds me. “And she hated me for it.” We both laugh at
the lukewarm relationship between the two of them. It’s true that
Olivia could be steely toward someone if she felt jilted by them.
Though I’m not sure she truly hated Rusty, she certainly didn’t
mention him freely in any conversations between the two of us. Even
after my friend and I bought the dealership, my ex-wife would do
her best to avoid saying much about him at all.

 


“We did this together, Rusty. If she was
angry, I was a part of that anger she felt. It doesn’t matter,
though. It’s over.”

 


My old friend shakes his head as he looks at
me. “What happened, anyway? Everything seemed good for the two of
you.”

 


“It’s complicated.”

 


“You can do better than that,” he presses.
“We’re friends, dammit. Share it all with me.”

 


Rusty is a good friend and has often used
humor to help dispel anything distasteful between us. As I was
going through getting divorced from Olivia, he told me he would
eventually want to know what was happening between us. I kept
putting him off, but he always had a quip or one-liner as a
response. It was his way of making me laugh and helping to ease the
pain. However, he was completely serious about knowing what
happened. It’s time, I suppose, to let him in on what happened.
After taking a slow, deep breath, I explain why Olivia and I
decided to divorced.

 


“I needed more sex, I guess is the quick and
ugly way to say it,” I tell him. “We married in college and neither
of us had gone all the way with another person before meeting each
other. It was actually a really sweet and innocent thing when we
had sex on our wedding night.”

 


Rusty’s eyes are wide. “Did you fuck her
before you married her?”

 


“Well, sure, but she was still my first one,
you weirdo,” I chuckle.

 


“Good. You have to check the milk in the cow
before you buy her.”

 


“Holy shit, man. You sound like my perverted
Uncle Pete.” I grin wickedly at my friend as he laughs.

 


“Seriously, though. You wanted more sex? Did
she quit putting out for you, Kian?”

 


“No, she didn’t,” I admit. “As a matter of
fact, Olivia would do just about anything I wanted to do. She could
even be really kinky whenever I asked her to be. That just wasn’t
enough for me, though.”

 


“Fuc-king nut-jobber.”

 


“Oh, come on, man. Tell me you haven’t gotten
just a little bored with a woman before and then broke it off.”

 


“I wasn’t married to any of them,” he says
with a laugh. “You just divorced a good woman because you wanted to
have sex with other women. Dude, you realize there are a lot of
married men who take care of this problem very quietly without
actually ditching the wife, right?”

 


“An affair?” Shaking my head, I tell him,
“That’s not right, Russ. I can’t just cheat on someone like that
and then go home to her as if nothing happened. That’s just not the
sort of guy I am.”

 


“No, you’re the sort of guy who will get rid
of his wife and then go fuck another woman. Damn, you have your
priorities screwed up, Kian.” Rusty laughs as he sits back in his
chair and folds his arms across his chest. “That’s fucking out of
left field. I thought the two of you just decided you were tired of
having sex with each other at all. I mean, you acted like she
wasn’t putting out at all, but she actually was? You’re out of your
fucking mind, dude. No doubt about it.”

 


“Shit. I can’t win with you.” Turning around,
I open a small filing cabinet and drop the paperwork I had been
working on into it. After doing this, I turn back around to see
Rusty’s eyes sharply on me. “She’s out there, man. Go get her if
you want her.”

 


“I hope you don’t come to regret it, that’s
all,” he tells me. “Though she didn’t like me, she seemed like a
really pleasant wife. And now you tell me she’s kinky…that’s next
level Wifey, my friend. Most women cap the kinkiness well short of
what their men want in the bedroom.”

 


I sigh. “She was great, I have to admit that
much, but we both need more, Rusty. Even Olivia told me she was
ready to move on. She wants to know what it’s like to date other
guys too, so it’s really a win-win for us. No harm no foul, right?
We even split things fairly.”

 


“Well, I’m glad you’re okay with what you
both got out of it, but I still feel you’re going to be sorry for
this at some point. You were with each other for a long time.”

 


“A little over ten years,” I tell him. “And
it probably should have been closer to five. We haven’t been very
happy for a while.”

 


“Okay.”

 


Disappointment is pronounced across the face
of my old friend as he continues to stare back at me. This could
have a little to do with the fact he grew up in a broken home, his
parents divorcing when he was just a toddler. Though I sympathize
with his experiences, I can’t allow them to dictate how I run my
own life. Olivia and I will be much happier now that we’re apart,
and we have harmed no children through the process. This is not the
same thing as what happened between Rusty’s parents decades ago.
No, my ex-wife and I were in full agreement. We needed to go our
separate ways.

 


“Look, I think we need to just drop this
subject and go home. It’s getting late and I’m tired.”

 


Rusty sighs. “I could use some sleep, too.
What time are we opening tomorrow? We have the sale, remember?”

 


“Oh, shit,” I say as I recall the
advertisement we placed in the local newspaper. “Our volume is down
a lot, Russ. If someone walks in here thinking they are going to
buy that Volkswagen Jetta, it’s gone.”

 


He shakes his head. “I think that was on the
main part of the ad, front and center. Well, fuck.” Thinking for a
moment, he offers, “I can call my cousin’s place in Harrington. He
might have one on the lot right now.”

 


“The one with the Volkswagen place?” Rusty
nods his head. “Maybe we should do that. The only problem is
getting it here before we open the dealership in the morning. It’s
almost a hundred miles to Harrington.”

 


Rusty smiles. “If he has one around the same
price, I’ll offer him a little to have a guy drive it over here,
okay? We’ll take care of this, man. Don’t sweat it.”

 


Last year, we had a sale at our dealership
that erroneously listed a very expensive pickup truck for sale at a
rate that was well below wholesale. It was a mistake on the part of
the newspaper people, but the reverberation could be felt
throughout our small business. After weeks of getting raked over
the coals by the state’s auto dealership board concerning false
advertisement after a customer complaint, we paid a hefty fine and
settled with the newspaper to have them pay the fine instead of
suing them. I do not want to go through that entire process again
if we can help it.

 


“Let me know if you hit any snags getting
it,” I tell him. Rusty pats me on the shoulder after getting up and
walks to his office on the other side of the small building. I sit
back in my chair and take a breath as I attempt to clear the many
thoughts tumbling around inside my head.

 


“I miss her,” I admit to myself while shaking
my head. “A lot.” Olivia has left a deep mark inside me I probably
can never erase. Though we became dissatisfied in our marriage to
each other, we loved each other in a way that most do not. There is
no hate or animosity between us, though my ex-wife and I both have
some sadness for the way we could not make it work for us. Divorce
is not the sort of thing a person wants to go through, but
sometimes it’s important to look after your own wellbeing by
letting the other person go. We were too young when we made our
vows and we have gone about trying to right this wrong. Hopefully,
we were right in doing this. There’s really no way to know until I
get out there and find someone else to get to know better. I want
sex. It shouldn’t be all that difficult to find it.
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Chapter Three: A Slight Fixation

 


 

It’s been several weeks since our divorce and
I still think about Olivia daily. I’ve been on dates with other
women since then, even having some great sex with one of them.
Still, I can’t quite break my fixation on my ex-wife and what she
is doing with her life now that we are no longer together. Why am I
so incredibly drawn to her after the divorce?

 


As has been my daily habit, I go to Instagram
and Facebook to see what she’s up to now. Olivia is a social media
diva and has been using it to make friends and form relationships
for many years. It seems she has made some friends since we had our
day in court. As I look through her posts, I notice she has been on
a few dates with some very attractive guys. Though I should be
happy for her, I find myself feeling a little jealous.

 


“Whoa. Nice bling,” I say to myself as I look
at a man with her in one picture. He’s wearing what appears to be a
large Rolex watch and a couple of gold rings. The bright white
smile on his face and the expensive car behind him tell me he
likely is a millionaire.

 


“Player,” I laugh after looking over the
post. “Guy probably got just what he wanted, too.” I keep moving
through the posts and looking at Olivia’s account until I come
across a comment to a comment on Facebook. It was hidden from my
view at first, but then I tapped the small link to show me the
additional comments. My heart beats hard as I read a question from
an admirer.

 


“Are you the one who’s on that one website?”
There’s a winking emoji following the simple question.

 


“What the fuck does that mean?” I ask myself
as I look at the man who posted it. There have been no replies, and
it seems Olivia might not have seen the question just yet. So, I
click on the profile of the man with the question and look it over.
He appears very nice looking and again seems to be a player of
sorts. Single and looking, his profile describes someone who enjoys
fun with the opposite sex. With little thought as to the hornet’s
nest I might open, I message the man.

 


“What do you mean by this?” I ask after
copying and pasting the post from Facebook.

 


It takes only a couple of minutes to get a
reply. “You know. She’s on a website or two.”

 


“Which one are you talking about?” I ask as I
feel my heart racing inside my chest.

 


“Who are you?” he replies. “Are you a friend
of hers?”

 


Sighing, I decide to tell him the truth. “I’m
her ex-husband. I’m just curious, that’s all.” After thinking about
it for a few seconds, I realize I might have given the man more
information than I should have. He can likely see my profile now
and piece together even more information about Olivia.

 


“She’s on this website.” He sends me a link
to a site online that is like the OnlyFans website, only
considerably more raunchy in what they show on their front
page.

 


I spend a moment looking on the website for
my wife under her name but find nothing. “What’s her name on the
site?” I ask him after a quick thought.

 


“Ollie002,” he answers. “Got any pics of her
you would be willing to share? I have some pics of my girlfriend I
could trade for them.”

 


“Holy shit,” I say to myself while shaking my
head and looking at my computer screen. “No,” I answer him. “She
got them all in the divorce.” The lie is one I hope will work, but
he might know better. The fact is, I have dozens of nude pics of
Olivia, some of them with my cock buried inside her. I could give
the man a great eyeful if I so desired, but I don’t. Using the
username he gave me, I locate the account in question. “Wow. That’s
her.” My ex-wife is posing seductively in a picture while wearing a
revealing two-piece bikini. It doesn’t take long for me to need to
move my cock around inside my pants to allow it more room to
grow.

 


“Find her?” he asks with a smiling emoji
following behind.

 


“Yeah, I did,” I answer. “Thanks.”

 


“Yeah, no problem. Can you give me her phone
number? I would love to meet her. She seems like a nice lady to get
to know.”

 


I sigh as I close the message box and block
the other man. Clicking through the website with my mouse, I look
at all the free images on the screen before me. Though a little
risque in the presentation, not one of them offer a completely nude
example of Olivia. She appears to be playing it safe. At least,
that’s what it seems until I reach the end of my so-called free
pics for the day.

 


Whoa there, friend! If you want to see more,
it’s only three dollars for the first revealing video. After that,
Ollie002 will discuss pricing for a viewing of more intimate
pictures and videos.

 


“Seriously?” I say with a chuckle. “Are you
really doing that, Olivia?” Ollie is a nickname I gave her not long
after marrying her. It wasn’t a name I planned to use with her, nor
did I, but she would sometimes use it when opening new email
addresses or when she felt the nickname was more appropriate.
Seeing it now brings back plenty of memories as I consider giving
the money to open up more access to her content.

 


My phone suddenly buzzes. Picking it up, I
see a text message from Olivia. I smile as I read it.

 


“How are you doing, Kian?”

 


I text back a quick reply. “Good here. You?”
For a moment, I consider telling her I’ve found her account on this
website, but then I decide to not do so. She might not appreciate
it so much.

 


“I’m good. Busy at work?”

 


I look out onto the small showroom floor.
After our sale a couple of weeks ago, things have gotten
considerably less busy for Rusty and me. We have been making a nice
living here, but it’s nice to occasionally have a slower day to
allow me to unwind.

 


“Not right now,” I tell her. “You?”

 


“Not at work,” she tells me. The very next
message is a picture from a beach somewhere.

 


“What?”

 


“Fiji,” she tells me. “With a special
friend.” A winking emoji follows this explanation and I suddenly
understand. Olivia is with a boyfriend on the beaches of Fiji.

 


“Nice,” I say as I feel a small bit of
jealousy. “How long are you there?”

 


“Just a couple of days,” she replies. “Back
on Saturday.”

 


“Okay.” My body shakes a little as I think
about her with another man in Fiji. As I consider the mistake I
made in divorcing her, another picture comes to my phone. In it,
she’s in a tiny bikini and the man in his speedo is sitting right
beside her on a blanket on the sand.

 


“It’s been fun,” she tells me.

 


“Yeah, it looks like it,” I say as I feel my
jaws clench. If the man with her were in front of me at this
moment, it might compel me to punch him in the mouth. Why I’m
feeling this way is difficult for me to understand as I shake my
head. I was happy with the divorce, right? She was too. What’s the
fucking problem with me?

 


“Maybe when I get back, we can have coffee.
Sound good?”

 


I feel as if Olivia might be baiting me
because of some cruel arousal on her end. Still, I would love to
see her again. “Yeah. We’ll get together.”

 


“Good!” She puts a heart emoji along with
others that show she’s happy I have agreed. “Have a good day, Kian.
I love you!”

 


The last three words ring deeply with me as I
answer her text with one of my own, too. “I love you too.” There
are no more text messages from my ex-wife, so I put my phone down
on my desktop and get up from my chair. My interest in the website
I was looking at has waned and I simply need a little fresh air.
So, I leave my office and go outside where the sun is shining, but
the temperature is not so bad.

 


“I thought you were too busy to come roam the
lot with me,” I hear Rusty say to me from a golf cart nearby. We
use the small ride to get people around the lot, though I’ve
wondered why we bother. It’s not a terribly large lot with only
thirty or forty cars at any one time.

 


“Just thought I would come out and clear my
head, that’s all,” I tell him. “Nice day to hang out, huh?”

 


He nods his head while sucking on a lollipop
he took from a jar in my office. “Yeah, it’s nice. It would be
nicer if we were on the lake with my pontoon boat.”

 


I chuckle. “That party barge can hold twenty
people, Russ. Why the hell do you have it?”

 


Shrugging, he replies, “I think having one is
cool, man. It’s a really smooth ride, too.”

 


“It’s a huge boat,” I argue. “And it does not
impress the ladies, I can promise you that.”

 


“Oh, and that fishing dingy you own would
impress them?” My business partner and I sometimes enjoy some
gentle ribbing between us when it comes to what we own or don’t
own. The boats in question have made great fodder for the two of us
over the last couple of years.

 


“It’s a decent boat,” I say in my defense.
“Maybe it’s not a top-tier speedboat, but it can pull someone for
skiing.”

 


“Mine can pull six people for skiing on the
water, buddy.” Rusty laughs as he looks out over the lot. “You
should get a new boat. Then I’ll go out on it with you.”

 


“Yeah, well, I like what I have,” I reply.
Making my way to where he’s sitting in the golf cart in the shade,
I sit down in the seat beside him. “Just heard from Olivia.”

 


“Oh?”

 


“Yeah. She’s in fucking Fiji. Can you believe
that?”

 


Rusty laughs. “Someone’s getting himself some
nice head.”

 


“Don’t say that,” I laugh. “Remember, I was
married to her for ten years. I don’t want to think about her doing
that sort of thing to other guys.”

 


“It’s a natural thing, Kian. He took her to
Fiji because she came to the service of some rich guy. That’s the
only way that happens.”

 


“Sheesh, man.”

 


“Just get over it, okay? Let it go. The best
way to do that is to admit what she’s doing with other guys now
that you’ve divorced her.”

 


“We divorced each other,” I correct him. “It
wasn’t one-sided at all.”

 


“Well, it happened anyway, right? Just move
on.” He pats me on my shoulder as he chews on a toothpick. “It’s
almost three in the afternoon, Kian, and we have had absolutely no
customers. Want to go fishing?”

 


I laugh. “On that fucking pontoon boat?”

 


“Or an inflatable canoe, I guess. They have
them at the docks.”

 


“Fuck you, man. I guess I’ll have to ride on
your cock-blocking floating fortress.”

 


“That’s the spirit.” Rusty smiles as he gets
up from his seat in the golf cart. “I’ll get the gate closed. Let’s
blow this joint and catch a few fish.” We part ways long enough to
close the dealership early for the day. It’s not the first time
we’ve done this as there have been plenty of times when there was
no reason to stay open. People who know us understand and expect
it. Catching some fish might help me get my mind off my ex-wife and
what she’s doing in Fiji right now. Sure, she’s probably giving the
guy nice blowjobs and letting him screw her, but I knew that would
happen when we divorced. We’ve both moved on. It’s time for my
heart to come to that understanding.

 

 





Chapter Four: Things are Great

 

True to what Olivia offered, we are together
once again to have coffee and even a piece of pie as we talk about
our lives over the last couple of months since our divorce decree
was finalized. It appears she has been much more active than I in
the dating world.

 


“Six?” I say with surprise. “Wow, Olivia. I
mean…wow.”

 


“That’s not all that much,” she tells me
while blushing. “I’ve only actually had sex with three of
them.”

 


“With three. Damn.”

 


“And what about you? You’ve had sex, right? I
can see it all over your face, babe. You’ve been active as
well.”

 


I’m almost embarrassed to admit this to my
former wife, but I tell her, “Well, I’ve dated a few women and had
sex with only one of them one time. That’s it.”

 


“Are you still seeing that woman?” she asks
with great interest.

 


“No. She just wasn’t all that interesting, to
be honest.” The sex that occurred between me and the other woman
was spontaneous and happened after she invited me into her
apartment for a quick drink. We were a little buzzed when she went
down on me and then I felt obliged to do the same for her. Before
long, I had her over the sofa arm, my balls clacking against her
furry pussy lips.

 


“You’ll get there,” Olivia says with an
enormous smile on her face. She appears radiant as she talks to me
about getting her groove on with other men.

 


“Doesn’t this feel just a little strange to
you?” I finally ask her.

 


“What do you mean?”

 


“The way we’re talking about our sex lives
with each other. Doesn’t it embarrass you just a little to tell me
you’ve had sex with other men? It embarrasses me a little to talk
about the women I’ve seen, and I’ve only been with one sexually
other so far.” I swallow hard as I look into her deep blue eyes. If
Olivia offered to fuck me right now, I would take her up on it in a
heartbeat.

 


She smiles. “If this bothers you, we can talk
about something else, Kian. I don’t mean to embarrass you at
all.”

 


“No, that’s fine,” I say as I try to hide my
obvious discomfort. “I’m okay with it.”

 


“Alright. Well, what have you been up to at
work? Selling lots of cars with what's-his-name?” My ex-wife
decides to change the conversation, anyway.

 


“Rusty,” I say while shaking my head.

 


“Whatever.” Olivia takes a sip of her
coffee.

 


“He thinks you hate him, you know.”

 


She acts as if she’s surprised by this
comment. “Me? Hate him? But why would I ever hate that guy? I don’t
really know him.”

 


“Please, baby, don’t be so harsh.”

 


My ex-wife stops and looks at me for a moment
before saying, “You just called me baby, Kian.”

 


“No I didn’t,” I lie.

 


“You did. Kian, you know you did. You miss me
a little, don’t you?” Olivia reaches over and takes my hand in the
same way she did the last time we were in this coffee shop
together.

 


“It was an accident,” I finally admit. “It’s
taking me a while to break some old habits, I guess.”

 


“Me too. It takes one step at a time, but
we’ll get there, eventually. Maybe we can get to where we can have
coffee like this weekly without thinking twice about it. We could
be really great friends, I think.”

 


“Sure,” I say with a forced smile. “We can
be.” Pausing for a few seconds, I decide to answer her previous
question. “Business has been booming. We nearly sold out the lot
and had to rush to auction to find more inventory. It seems there
are many people looking for nice used cars, but a lot of them are
not bringing their own cars to trade. At least, about half of them
aren’t.”

 


“And that’s a bad thing?” she asks as she
focuses on me. It’s as if my ex-wife has suddenly become interested
in something she avoided talking to me about for the last couple of
years while married to me.

 


“It can be. Especially if the used car market
is tight, and it is. The computer chips for new cars are
back-ordered in some cases, so there are a lot of customers coming
our way instead of buying brand new vehicles. The problem is,
that’s driven up costs for everyone involved. Even the auction cars
are more expensive now.”

 


“That can be a good thing, Kian. Hopefully,
you will do well with the business.”

 


“That’s our hope,” I reply. “Rusty is a great
friend and business partner. I wish the two of you would have
gotten along just a little better.”

 


Olivia smiles. “He’s a good friend. I get
that. It doesn’t mean he’s a great guy for someone like me to be
around.”

 


“What does that mean?”

 


She sighs. “For one, he’s a pervert, Kian. A
huge one. You know he liked to look at me with those vulgar eyes
whenever we were in the same room, right?”

 


I chuckle. “He does that with all women. It
wasn’t just with you. Rusty takes some getting used to, but he
isn’t all that bad.”

 


“Maybe so, but I don’t feel like I’m missing
anything with him.” My ex-wife takes another sip of coffee before
asking, “How about your mom and dad? Are they doing well?”

 


“They’re fine,” I answer. “Still just as
nutty as ever. They are going to celebrate their fortieth
anniversary in Hawaii next month.”

 


“That’s nice. I’ll have to remember to send
them a card or something.”

 


Olivia continues to make friendly
conversation as my mind turns back to the things I have seen online
concerning her presence online. Though I didn’t purchase access to
her private pictures and videos, I have been considering doing so.
The reason for not doing so already is that I’m afraid of what I’ll
find and how it will make me feel. I have already had times after
our divorce when I have felt as if I might lose control. Olivia was
everything to me while we were married, even though I wanted more
in the bedroom than what she could offer me. It’s funny how that
has worked out for me. Or not.

 


“So, that guy in Fiji,” I ask. “Is he a
serious boyfriend?”

 


Olivia’s eyebrows raise. “He’s a nice guy,
but I don’t think he’s a keeper, if that’s what you mean,
Kian.”

 


“Yeah, that’s what I mean. So, are you still
seeing him?”

 


“I don’t know. I might see him again, but
nothing is set in stone right now.”

 


“But, you went to a paradise island with him.
That seems a little more serious than just a date out to the
movies.”

 


Olivia smiles. “Are you jealous, Kian?” Her
question sinks deeply into me as I consider what she’s asking.

 


“I try not to be,” I admit. “But sometimes I
get these feelings about you and the men you have been with
recently.”

 


“Just like calling me baby just a few minutes
ago,” she says softly. “You know, I’m always going to be around for
a phone call or a few text messages, Kian. If you feel you need to
talk to someone, we can talk.”

 


“I’m just curious about this guy,” I
continue. “It’s no big deal to me, honestly. I saw the two of you
on Facebook in some other pictures, too.”

 


“You’re stalking my social media, too?” she
smiles.

 


“Not really. I’m not stalking, anyway.” I
feel my face turn red hot as I try to explain what I’ve been up to.
“After being with you for ten years, I can’t just turn off my
concern for you. That’s all it is. I don’t want someone coming
along and taking advantage of you.”

 


Olivia smiles devilishly as she replies,
“Maybe I’m taking advantage of the other guys, Kian. Have you
thought about that?” Straightening herself in her chair, she
continues, “I’m a grown woman and know how to handle myself with
men. Don’t worry about that at all, Kian. I’m good and I want to
know you’re good as well.”

 


“I’m good,” I tell her again. It’s still a
lie as I consider what I’m willing to do to know more about what
has been going on in her life. Perhaps I need to reconsider
purchasing more access online under an assumed name. I’m certain
she wouldn’t allow me to see what she has put on that website if
she knows it’s me asking for that access.

 


“I’m glad to hear it, Kian. Really, I am.”
She finishes her coffee and the coconut cream pie on her plate.

 


“It’s a nice place to get some pie,” I
comment after I finish my pie off as well. “I’ll have to keep that
in mind for the future. Most of the times I have come here, it’s
just been for the coffee.”

 


She nods her head. “It really is a nice
place. There are lots of wonderful memories here.” Her blue eyes
peer into mine and I wonder if Olivia is as desirous of me as I am
of her. Would she be willing to go home with me and have sex this
afternoon? Just this one time? I miss her lips on my cock and her
feet on my shoulders. There were many evenings when we would simply
enjoy each other’s naked bodies in the dim lighting of our bedroom.
Now I’m in that apartment alone, and I haven’t even fucked another
woman in that bed. I’m a disappointment to myself and likely to the
woman across the table from me.

 


“Will you be going on any other trips soon?”
I ask her.

 


She shakes her head. “I can’t take any more
vacation days for a while. There are too many patients coming to
the clinic nowadays. It’s been pretty busy there lately.”

 


“That seems to be a common theme, huh?”

 


“It does.” Olivia looks at her phone and
says, “It’s getting a little late. I need to get home soon.”

 


“Oh, okay,” I reply disappointedly.

 


“It’s not you, Kian. I promised I would watch
my neighbor’s cat for the night while she goes out on a date.”

 


“Her cat? She can’t just leave it some food,
water, and a litter box in her apartment and go out for a
while?”

 


“Afraid not. The cat has separation issues
and will claw everything up. If someone is there, the cat is
usually much calmer.”

 


“Fucking cats.” We both laugh as we prepare
to leave each other.

 


“Thanks for the coffee and pie, Kian. I’ll
pay next time.”

 


“Sure.” Smiling, I wink at her and feel as if
I might rush to her and take her into my arms. I can’t do that,
though. Olivia wouldn’t be happy with me if I went so far.

 


“I’ll see you later.” She gives me a quick
hug and turns to leave. I watch her go before I put some money on
the table where we sat. My heart aches for my ex-wife as I think
about how much I love her and enjoyed being a part of her life for
ten years. It’s time to move on, though. But, how do I do that?

 


“Have a good afternoon,” the barista says as
I make my way to the door of the coffee shop. I nod toward her and
leave, making my way down the sidewalk where I’ll hop into my car
and head home. There’s nothing for me to do at my apartment
tonight, except to watch another fucking episode of Finding Bigfoot
through an app on my computer. They’ll probably never find him,
though. Just as I will never find another Olivia in my
lifetime.
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Chapter Five: Feelings Return

 

Rusty walks into my office at the car
dealership as I’m looking at a few pictures on my ex-wife’s social
media. There are at least two more men she has taken pictures with
at a variety of locations around the city. I think Olivia might
have lied to me the other day about the number of men she’s dated
since our divorce. As a matter of fact, I think the number could be
considerably higher as it appears she is only posting pictures of
those who interest her most.

 


“You’re still heartsick over her, aren’t
you?” he asks as he sits down next to my desk.

 


“I’m fine,” I reply as I minimize the screen
and turn to look at him. “What’s up?”

 


He hands me a letter. “We’ve got a
complaint.”

 


“Fuck.” I open it and look at the notice from
the state’s vehicle dealer board. “What is it this time?”

 


“Some guy claims we sold him a lemon, and he
wants his money back.”

 


“The lemon law only covers new cars in this
state,” I say as I finish reading the letter. “Did we get anything
from this guy before he filed the complaint?”

 


“Not a word,” Rusty answers. “But that
doesn’t seem to matter. He’s apparently told the board that we sold
him a new-ish car and we refused to speak to him about the problems
it has.”

 


“Which car?” I see a VIN number at the bottom
of the page. “Did you look this up?”

 


“Yeah, I did, and we didn’t sell that car
directly to him. We swapped it for another one with that dealership
in Harrington, remember? It was so we could get the one car we
needed for the sale we had one weekend.”

 


I chuckle. “Why the hell is he coming after
us if we didn’t even have him as a customer?”

 


“And for a used car,” Rusty adds. “I don’t
know, but I have Lewis looking into it.”

 


Lewis Brockton is our dealership’s attorney.
We have him on a small retainer, as required by our insurance
policy, but whenever he’s called to go to bat for us it is an
expensive endeavor. This false claim will cost us at least five
hundred dollars to fix with the state’s oversight board. It’s not
fair, but a part of doing business in this state.

 


“I’d like to sue the guy if we can,” I tell
my business partner. “He at least owes us the attorney fees we are
going to incur to deal with this nonsense.”

 


“Yeah, he owes it, but we’ll never see it.
You know that, Kian.” Rusty pats me on the shoulder and continues,
“But you’re still having separation issues with your wife,
right?”

 


“Ex-wife,” I correct him. “There are no
separation issues. I was just curious to see what she’s been up to
recently.”

 


“Yeah, I’ll bet.” He smiles wryly as he sits
back in his chair. “You should hit the gentlemen's club with me
tonight after work. I bet we could find a young lady who would go
home with you, man.”

 


“No. I don’t do that sort of thing, Rusty.
You know that.”

 


“Don’t be that way, Kian. You need something
to take your mind off Olivia or you’re going to pop. I mean, look
at you. When was the last time you actually went out into the lot
to check on customers? I’m doing most of the contacts and it’s
going to cost you money, eventually.”

 


I sigh. “Yeah, I’m sorry about that. I should
be more attentive to what’s going on out there.”

 


“Yeah, you should. We can’t afford to have
you constantly with your head up your ass over someone you no
longer sleep with, Kian.” The rebuke stings as my old friend
attempts to break me from my current obsession.

 


“She talked about you the other day,” I tell
him. “We were having coffee and Olivia said she doesn’t actually
hate you.”

 


Rusty raises an eyebrow and chuckles. “Yeah,
whatever. She hates me, buddy. And, don’t change the subject so
quickly. You need to face reality. It’s over.”

 


Pursing my lips together, I tell him, “I
should know the marriage is over, Russ. I’ve tried to get that
through my thick skull, but it’s not been easy. Olivia sticks
around and sometimes texts or calls me. She doesn’t give me much
space to forget about her.”

 


This is only partially true. Sure, my ex-wife
calls or texts to check on me, but only as a friend. She still
loves and cares about what happens to me, as I love and care for
her. We have a mutual understanding concerning our new
relationship, which is one as good friends. I am the one who can’t
seem to accept that transition to the friend state of mind.

 


“Block her phone number. Stop looking at her
Facebook page. Don’t keep drawing this out, Kian. You have to give
her up and move the fuck on.” Rusty frowns and adds, “You haven’t
been out with someone in a few weeks. Go tie one on and bone a
pretty lady. Give that thing some exercise.” He motions toward my
crotch, which causes me to laugh. “Seriously, though, dude. Find
someone else to catch your spunk tonight.”

 


“You’re so full of shit,” I laugh. “This is
why she didn’t like being around you.”

 


“Who?”

 


“Olivia. She doesn’t hate you, but she heard
plenty that you said whenever you were around. You have an
unvarnished vocabulary sometimes.”

 


“Maybe I’m full of shit and maybe I say too
much, but you need to get laid. Not once, not twice, but a lot of
times, Kian. Go finds a pretty young woman to have some fun with,
okay? They’re all over the place. All you need to do is get out
there and find one to get back into the groove.”

 


“Like at a strip club?”

 


“A gentleman’s club,” he says with a smirk.
“It’s a little higher class than just a titty bar.”

 


“Yeah, okay.”

 


“Seriously, man. Come with me and I’ll show
you a great time. There are a lot of beautiful women who hang out
there, and not all of them are stripping.”

 


“Uh, no, but thanks for the invite.” I nod my
head toward the showroom floor. “The new guy is out there with
them.”

 


Rusty turns his head and sees our new hire
greeting an older couple we have sold to before. They have always
paid cash and were quick to take delivery of the vehicles they have
gotten from us. In short, they are important customers as they are
repeat customers.

 


“That little fucker will screw this up!” My
business partner jumps up and makes his way out of my office and to
the three of them. He intercepts the new guy before he can screw up
the deal and possibly gives him the opportunity to see someone with
experience make an important sale. I turn my attention back to my
computer screen and open Olivia’s social media pages to continue
perusing them. As I do, my cell phone rings. Picking it up from the
top of my desk, I can see it’s Olivia. My heart races as I answer
the call.

 


“Hey, what’s up?” I ask. There’s no immediate
answer, but some sound in the background. “Hello?”

 


“Uhhh…oh, Michael. That’s it…”

 


There are moans and physical sounds in the
background as I listen to what is happening. Is that Olivia’s
voice? Is she injured? My mind spins with possibilities of what
might be happening on the other end of the line. Worried for her, I
call out again.

 


“Olivia, can you hear me? Are you there?
Please answer me, honey.”

 


“You little cunt. Oh, you fucking tease…”

 


“Who’s that?” I question as I hear a man’s
voice with her. “Are you in trouble? Do you need me to call the
police? Please, Olivia!”

 


“Oh, fuck…I’m…coming…UHHHHH…” Olivia’s voice
is strained as it becomes apparent what is happening on her end of
the one-sided conversation. “AHHHHH!!! OH, BABY!!!”

 


“Shit,” I breathe as I listen in to my
ex-wife and some other man orgasming together. This phone call must
have been accidental as no one has addressed me as yet. She likely
has no clue that I can hear her bumping ugly with this dude, and
that turns me on. Suddenly, I imagine what it must look like there
with the two of them together, his cock buried deep inside her. Is
he on top, or is she? That would be a delightful piece of
information to have so that I could really come to an understanding
what is actually happening there between them.

 


“That was so good, baby,” I hear Olivia say
to the man with her. There is more movement before she says, “Oh,
shit. I accidentally hit the call button on my phone. Fuck. It’s my
ex.” There’s a brief pause before she says, “Hello?”

 


My heart pounds fast as I consider replying,
but I don’t. I’m too afraid of what I might say after I’ve listened
to what just happened between the two of them.

 


“He must not be there,” she giggles. “Thank
goodness.” The line suddenly goes dead as she hangs up her
phone.

 


“Dammit.” Though I’ve seen the evidence of
her forays into the dating world as I’ve looked at her social
media, I’ve not seen until now the reality of it all. Hearing
Olivia having sex with someone else is a deeply eviscerating
experience for me. Looking at the screen on my computer, I realize
it is time to move on. She obviously has.

 


“Hey, I need you out here.” Rusty glares at
me from my office doorway. “We’ve got more customers who have just
walked in and I’m dealing with the Fremont’s at the moment.”

 


“Yeah, I’ve got them.” I nod my head and
watch him go back to our repeat customers. After closing all the
tabs on my computer, I pick up my phone and slide it into my pocket
before putting on my jacket. As I leave the office, I think about
what Olivia is up to now that we are no longer husband and wife. It
was recently that I thought I would be the one burning up the
sheets with other lovers. However, my ex-wife appears to have taken
the lead in the search for sex with others. If only I could get her
out of my mind and move on to another woman or women. Things would
be so much easier for me if I could just do it.

 




Chapter Six: Secret Sex

 

It’s been a long day at the car dealership
and I’m finally ready to relax and sit in front of the television.
That’s not what happens, though. After showering and putting on a
comfortable t-shirt and pair of shorts, I make my way to the spare
bedroom where I have my personal computer set up. The entire day I
cannot get what I heard over my phone this morning out of my mind.
Olivia had sex with another man and they both came as I listened
in. It makes me hard to recount the way she squealed as he fucked
her hard. If only I could have seen it all happen while listening
on the phone.

 


“Okay, honey, you’ve got me too curious now.”
After arriving on the website where Olivia has a page, I pay
several small fees so that I can look at her pictures and videos.
What I find is surprising and extremely arousing.

 


“Hey, sweetie. My name is Ollie and I’m here
for you if you like. All you have to do is come take a look. Oh,
and leave me a tip if you really like my content.” Seeing her face
in one video seems almost foreign to me. I’ve never actually seen
my ex-wife be so sensual as she is in this video. Where has this
come from? Does she really need the money from this website? She’s
a nurse practitioner and makes more than a hundred thousand dollars
per year.

 


I open another video and see her with a man
in a hotel room. They talk for a bit before they begin to kiss.
Things get very intense before they take off their clothes. Olivia
occasionally looks at the camera and winks, but I have the feeling
the man involved is unaware that it exists. I realize she is making
this video without his knowledge.

 


“Easy, baby. Slow down,” She giggles as he
paws at her. The man lusts for my former wife, and it’s easy to see
why as her naked body is there for him to behold. His hands caress
her quickly and he’s hard already, but Olivia is able to control
him. She wishes to mold his actions so that what happens is worthy
of showing on this website.

 


“You’re making a fucking porno, aren’t you?”
I say into the air of the room as I watch them together. My cock
hard, I pull it out of my shorts and play with it for a time as my
eyes follow their every move.

 


“Eat me out, okay?” she says with a smile to
the man. He goes down on her and Olivia puts her feet on his
shoulders. Her soft, waxed pussy opens for him so that he can
easily run his tongue along her swelling lady bit. She likes that
sort of thing. I know because it’s what she always wanted me to do
before I would get inside her. Oral is my former wife’s favorite
thing in bed.

 


“There you go, baby. Oh, fuck. That’s nice.”
She pushes her fingers into the hair on his head. Again, she looks
at the camera and winks. Olivia then giggles as he makes a meal of
her pink taco.

 


“You taste amazing, Ollie,” he says to her.
“So fucking amazing.”

 


“Wait, is he a customer from the website?” I
say as I study the video. “Did you pick a customer from here to
have sex with?” The thought makes me even hornier as I consider
this possibility. Why else would he use her website name when
referring to her?

 


“Keep going, baby,” she pleads with him. He
does and before long she’s coming. “Uhhh…UHHHH!!!” Olivia squeaks
as she grinds her pussy into his face. They’ve not gotten very far
yet, and she’s already had him get her off. Maybe that’s the point
of this whole video?

 


She finishes orgasming and then directs the
man to lie back on the bed. My ex-wife then goes down on him and
takes his meat into her mouth, sinking the entire length of it
inside. Like a pro, she doesn’t gag once on the end of his manhood,
but sucks slowly and deliberately. Her fingers fondle his sack of
rocks as she enjoys eating his sausage. The man, breathing hard and
gripping the covers to either side of him, enjoys the mouth massage
as he moves his hips around on top of the sheets.

 


“Oh, fuck, you’re going to cause me to
explode,” he warns her. “I want to fuck you, Ollie. Let me fuck
you.”

 


She lifts her face up and looks at him with a
smile. “Have patience, my sweet.”

 


It’s the sort of thing she would say to me
while we were married. Olivia was always telling me to have
patience and to wait until the time was right no matter what it was
we discussed. This seems to play right into her time with this
current lover as she enjoys his massive meat inside her mouth.

 


“I’m about to come,” he warns again. This
time, Olivia stops sucking and pulls her mouth off his cock as she
rings her fingers around its base. He calms and she goes back to
sucking on him again. After a minute or two, he almost comes again.
To my surprise, my ex-wife does this several times as she builds
him up for the last act of her special scene.

 


“Don’t move,” she says with a giggle as she
catches her breath and straddles his hard-on. Olivia then lowers
her body toward his shaft and her pussy slowly swallows his length
and girth. He’s speechless as she rides him up and down, her round
ass slowly gyrating with each motion. I’m jealous of the man at
this moment as I wish it were me who was sitting beneath Olivia. I
deserve to be fucked by her, not him.

 


“Fuck,” he eventually mouths as she moves a
little faster. “You’re really going to get a large load,
Ollie.”

 


“I hope so, baby,” she answers with a giggle
before leaning down and kissing him hard. They lock lips for what
seems like a very long time before she sits back up. He puts his
hands on her firm, round breasts as he gets closer and closer to
losing his load. Olivia, in the meantime, is getting closer to her
second orgasm. I smile as I watch the two of them together.

 


“Fuck him hard,” I comment as I pre-come and
use some of the natural lubricant to make sliding my hand over the
head of my penis easier. “Make him yours, Olivia. Make him come
inside you.” My own body experiences an intense feeling as my semen
moves from my balls to my shaft. I’ll probably come with them in a
minute if they hurry. Otherwise, I might be the first to lose
it.

 


“You’re so hard, baby,” she says to him. “I
can feel you so deep inside me. Oh, I’m going to come so hard.” Her
body moves a little faster up and down along the length of his
cock. His face red, it’s apparent he’s going to lose his wad
soon.

 


“Thank you for choosing me,” he tells her.
“This is so great. Fuck. “FUCK!!!” The man comes inside Olivia as
she grinds her ass into him hard and fast. “Ohhh…uhhh…ohhh…” I wish
I could be there to see this for myself. If only my wife would have
asked to have done this before we divorced, we might still be
married.

 


“AHHHHH!!!” My ex-wife comes hard as her
lover is still emptying his ball soup into her. “OHHHHH!!!” She
leans back as she slides up and down his manhood. Olivia is truly
enjoying this experience with him. It’s not just a put on a video
for distribution to this website. It must be the reason for her
picking a customer to fuck. I still don’t believe he’s aware of the
camera in the room.

 


“Mmmmm!!! DAMMIT!!!” I suddenly spurt and
some of my white gravy lands on the keyboard of my computer.
“FUCK!!!” I get up from my chair and rush to a shelf nearby to grab
a box of Kleenex. Still coming into my hand and onto the floor, I
tug at the tissues as I think about the expensive keyboard I might
have ruined. “Son-of-a-bitch!”

 


I soon stop coming and clean myself off as I
continue watching the video of my wife and her lover. There are a
few words between them before she gets up and winks in the camera's
direction. Again, he doesn’t acknowledge the camera at all. I
wonder if she ever told him he would be on film on the website?
Whatever happened afterward, he’s on here now. Surely she got some
sort of agreement from him to put his face on this website.

 


After closing the website on the computer
screen, I finish cleaning myself up and take care to get all of my
leavings out of the keys of the keyboard. Then, I sit down in the
chair and just think about what I’ve seen this evening. Olivia is
up to a lot more than I thought she was before seeing the
video.

 


“Why?” I ask as I sit and ponder my wife’s
motives. Not once in our marriage did she tell me she wanted to
have sex with other men. Olivia even spurned any talk about us
sharing partners or swinging. I was very agreeable to the concept,
but she referred to any talk about it as being stupid. Why? What’s
so different now? We’re divorced, sure, but what does that have to
do with having sex with lots of other guys? She knew I would
probably agree to her doing that as long as I was allowed to do my
own thing with other women.

 


“And there it is,” I realize. “She didn’t
want me to have sex with other women while we were married. That’s
why she keeps asking me about my love life. Olivia is keeping tabs
on my sex habits because she doesn’t like the thought of me having
sex with other women. Fuck.”

This is a difficult thing to believe because
my ex-wife’s personality at one time was one of almost puritanism
when it came to naughty talk in the bedroom when we had sex. I
loved being a little adventurous in our lovemaking, but she was
dead set against it. Olivia didn’t even like to have the sort of
wild sex with me she was having in that damned video I just
watched.

 


“Wow, you’re in control, now,” I say as I
shake my head. “You want control and you want to make sure I’m not
doing much even now that we’re divorced. You get off on being iI’ll
bet y control. Ybecause you are in control of the entire situation
laugh and sit back in my chair as I realize I’ve finally figured
her out. Ten years of marriage and lots of time in the bedroom with
Olivia didn’t allow me to see this side of her. What will she say
now that I have seen her video and some of the pictures on here?
Maybe I should ask her.

 


Reaching for my phone, I find her contact
information and dial her number. Before she can answer, I hang up.
I can’t do it. I can’t confront the woman I loved for so long in
the way I want to confront her. To be hateful or unkind to Olivia
is just not in my DNA. She’s the woman of my dreams, beautiful,
sexy, and seductive. Now that I’ve seen her in action with another
man in a video, I want more than ever to put her legs over my
shoulders and fuck her.

 


“You’re out of your fucking mind, Kian,” I
mutter. “You need to chill out and think about your future. Olivia
is no longer your future. She has her lovers. Move on.”

 


A part of me agrees with Rusty and what he
said to me this morning. Moving on would be the wiser solution to
my problems concerning my ex-wife and how much I miss her. I can go
out and simply find a woman willing to fuck for fun. There’s no
reason to look for someone I genuinely want to form a connection
with. No, I’ve had that already. It’s more important now to just
put my dick in the next available chick.

 


“Don’t be disgusting.” This is the sort of
thing Olivia would have said to me not so long ago if I were to
bring up any sex act outside what she told me was normal. How can I
forget all this? There’s no way to just move on after seeing her
ride that man the way she did. “Shit! SHIT!” I get up from my seat
and go to the bathroom. Stripping off my clothes, I get into the
shower and turn on the water as cold as I can stand it. Standing
there for a few minutes, I attempt to get rid of the thoughts about
her still circulating in my head. Dammit, Olivia. “You want control
over other men while you have it over me. Why the fuck couldn’t we
do this while married to each other?” Clenching my jaws together, I
stand beneath the shower head and shiver. I’m not sure at this
point what to do with myself.
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Chapter Seven: Surprised Reaction

 

“Kian?” Olivia sounds surprised to hear from
me as she answers her phone. My heart racing, I want to let her
know I’ve found her videos on the website and I heard her on the
phone with another man. Getting a good night’s sleep hasn’t erased
what I’ve seen and heard. I can’t allow this to go any further
without talking to her.

 


“Yeah, it’s me,” I reply before clearing my
throat. “I know you’re probably busy at the clinic, but I need to
get something off my chest if that’s okay with you.”

 


“Well, um…” I can hear her put down the phone
for a moment before picking it back up. “I have a patient waiting
for me in an exam room, but I think I can squeeze you in for five
minutes.”

 


“Squeeze me in?” I can’t help but say it with
a nervous chuckle.

 


“Seriously, Kian, what’s going on?”

 


It takes a little effort to calm myself
enough to say what I need to say to my ex-wife. The shaking of my
right leg up and down doesn’t help as I speak.

 


“I know what you’ve been up to,” I tell her.
“To begin with, I heard you with someone else the other day when
you accidentally dialed my number.”

 


“Shit,” she says quietly. “I wondered how you
answered the phone call without knowing it. Damn.” Olivia is quiet
for a few seconds before telling me, “I don’t know what to say,
Kian. I’m having sex with other men, as we’ve already discussed. He
was a guy I was with at that moment and I mistakenly dialed your
number. I don’t know why, but it happened when we rolled over the
phone.”

 


“Yeah, I figured.”

 


Should I tell her the rest? Isn’t this
enough? What do I really want out of all this, anyway? We have been
granted a divorce and are living separate lives now. There’s no
reason to open up this can of worms now that we are no longer a
married couple. Besides, I’m at work and there could be customers
coming in at any moment. I don’t want Rusty to come into my office
and chide me again for ignoring them while obsessing over a woman
who was just as ready to divorce me as I was ready to divorce
her.

 


“I really need to get back to…”

 


“The website,” I interrupt her. “The videos.
I saw one of them. I paid to see it.”

 


Again, there’s some silence on the line as
Olivia processes what I’ve told her.

 


“Um, what?”

 


“You heard me,” I reply. “The videos of you
and other men, Olivia. The ones where you go by the name
Ollie.”

 


Again, there’s a silence that’s thick as my
ex-wife thinks through this discovery. Surely she must have thought
at some point that I might find this website and her videos.
Someone would have found her online and told me. Possibly even
Rusty, as I know him to look through websites like the one she
uses.

 


“Kian,” she begins nervously, an obvious
quake in her voice. “How did you find the website?”

 


I sigh. “It all began by accident, honestly.
Someone on your Facebook page asked you if you were the same
person.”

 


“Shit.” Olivia takes another breath and says,
“I thought someone might have seen that. I deleted the comment and
blocked him, but the guy keeps coming back with other accounts.
He’s got some kind of obsession with me.”

 


“He gave me the web address for the website.”
My hands shake as I press the phone tightly to my ear and listen
intently for anything she might say or do. I want to know
everything I can know.

 


“You’ve seen the videos?”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“Shit, Kian. I’m sorry. I didn’t want you to
know about those.” Olivia says something to someone else and then
comes back to the phone. “I don’t mean to make things harder on
you. I swear.”

 


I smile. “Well, you’ve definitely been making
something harder on me.”

 


“You are crazy, you know that?”

 


“Yeah, I’ve been told that a few times
lately.”

 


Olivia sits silently for a few seconds, then
says, “So, what does this mean? What do you want me to do? Take
them down?”

 


“No,” I answer plainly. “I don’t want that.
You obviously like what you’re doing, and I’m fine with whatever
you want to do with other men. It’s just that, I want to ask you
for something.”

 


“Sex?” my ex-wife asks. “You know I’ll do
that for you if you need me to, sweetie. It’s not like we haven’t
done it before, anyway.”

 


“I would love to have sex with you, but I’m
wanting something a little different if you’re willing.”

 


“Different? Like what?”

 


After swallowing hard, I tell Olivia, “I want
to watch you have sex with some of these guys.”

 


She giggles. “But, you have been watching me
with them. You just told me you’ve seen the videos.”

 


“Yeah, I know, but that’s not the same. I
want to see you have sex with them in-person.”

 


“Kian, that’s insane. I can’t do that.”

 


“Why not?” I ask her. “You’re filming it all
and winking at the camera while having sex with other men, right?
Surely you can screw one or two of them while I’m right there with
you.”

 


“I can’t just do that with someone, Kian.
Most of the time I’m having sex with someone I’ve gone on a date
with that night. Haven’t you noticed I blur the faces of most of
them? They don’t even know I’m filming them.”

 


“But that one I saw who called you Ollie; he
seemed oblivious to the camera, too.”

 


Olivia laughs. “Well, he knew I would have
sex with him after a little contest I had on the website. He just
didn’t know I would film it. Not until afterward when I got his
agreement that I could show it online.”

 


“Oh. Still, you don’t have to film it, honey.
Just let me watch you have sex with another man. That’s all I
want.”

 


“I film all of them, Kian.” She seems a
little frustrated with our conversation as it continues to drag out
for more than the five minutes she told me earlier she had to speak
with me.

 


“Why would you do that?”

 


“It’s what I like,” she replies. “I like to
know that people see what I’m doing. That’s the reason I have that
content on the website.”

 


There it is. The answer I was looking for.
Olivia likes to have others watch her sexual performances, which is
why she enjoys directing what is happening between her and her
lovers. I thought she might be doing as much as I considered her
reasons for having this kind of sex with other men after spurning
some of my ideas for the bedroom.

 


“Then let me watch. Just me. You don’t have
to do that only for a large audience, Olivia.”

 


“Are you really turned on by it?” she asks
quietly.

 


“Yeah, I am,” I answer. “And I want to see
more, honey. I really do.”

 


“And you’re thinking about a threesome,
aren’t you?”

 


“No, I’m not. I know you wouldn’t do that,
anyway. You told me over and over while we were married that you
wouldn’t have a threesome with me.”

 


I tried at one time to convince Olivia that
having sex with another woman in bed would be a lot of fun. Of
course, I was thinking with my dick as I would only consider a
second woman in our bed. Not once was I all that interested in
having another man join us as I’m not bisexual in the least. That
thought was probably selfish, now that I look back at it. Had I
offered to bring in another man, she might have gone for that. Who
knows?”

 


“I don’t know how that would work, Kian. The
guy would have to know, and most of them are not the type who are
okay with having other men around while having sex with me. Your
presence would make it difficult for anything to happen at
all.”

 


“So, I would be a clit blocker?” I joke.

 


“Something like that,” she agrees without
laughing.

 


“Just think about it, okay? I really want to
do this, Olivia. It’s obvious you would like it, too. All you have
to do is watch your videos to see how you ham it up in them.”

 


She finally laughs. “Kian.” We both enjoy
this small offering of humor together before my ex-wife finally
says to me, “If I agree to this, it would have to be on my terms,
okay? I mean, I do this with men I meet for dinner and there’s no
guarantee when this could happen.”

 


“Okay.”

 


“So, I guess what I’m saying is that you will
need to be ready at a moment’s notice to meet me at a hotel or an
apartment, Kian. Can you do that? Sometimes it’s really late at
night when things happen.”

 


“Or in the morning,” I chuckle as I refer to
the accidental phone call.

 


“That was just one time. Can you do this if I
agree to let you watch?”

 


“Will the other man know?” I ask as my cock
becomes very hard.

 


“Maybe. Either way, you need to do as I tell
you, Kian. Don’t do anything I haven’t told you to do.”

 


“You’re the director. I’ve got it.” The
comment surprises Olivia as she pauses what she’s been saying to
me.

 


“Yeah. The director.” Surely she knows that’s
what she’s been up to with these lovers and the videos she’s been
making. Olivia is always in control and having the other men do
what she wants them to do while having sex with them. She won’t
even allow them to orgasm until she is ready for them to do so.

 


“Okay. I’ll do whatever you want, honey. Just
let me watch.”

 


She sighs. “Then we’ll do this. I’m not sure
when this will happen, though. I have a couple of dates scheduled,
but they could be a bust for you to watch. Mostly, I date for the
fun of it, Kian. That doesn’t always mean I have to have sex with
the man I’m dating.”

 


“I understand. I’ll keep my phone beside me,
okay?”

 


“That would be best.” Again, there is a voice
in the background on Olivia’s end of the phone call. “I really need
to go. The patient is getting pretty antsy.”

 


“Yeah, you should go. I’ll see you
later.”

 


“Love you, Kian. We’ll talk later.” She hangs
up after telling me she loves me. The special bond we still share
makes me smile as I put my phone back into my shirt pocket.

 


For now, it seems Olivia will allow me to
have a close and personal experience as she has sex with another
man. I’ve wanted this even before we divorced, but she was never
receptive to the idea. What my ex-wife is doing now is under her
complete control, so that is probably the biggest reason it is
happening now. Before, while married, I was the one trying to get
her to agree to some other sexual arrangement, usually around
having a second woman in bed with us. Olivia calls the shots now.
If I truly want to see her having sex with someone else while in
the same room, I had better be ready to do exactly as she says.
Otherwise, she could change her mind.

 


 




Chapter Eight: Deeply Arousing

 

I’m surprised that Olivia keeps a small
apartment for rent on the other side of the city away from where we
lived together. The surprising part is not that she rented it, but
that she doesn’t actually live in it full time. The reason for
keeping the two-bedroom place is so my ex-wife can bring her lovers
here to have sex with them occasionally.

 


“Three cameras,” I say as I look around the
master bedroom. “At least.”

 


She told me there were cameras carefully
positioned around the room and she hid them. However, it has taken
me better than an hour to find all three of them. It’s not
surprising the men she’s with never notice a single one of them as
they pay close attention to her soft, sexy body. If I were one of
them, I wouldn’t bother checking out the color of the paint on the
walls or the print on the bed’s comforter. My full attention would
be on her and the sex we are having.

 


“We will be there in a short time. Make sure
you are where I told you to be, Kian.”

 


The quick text message comes over two hours
after I arrived here. Olivia brought me here right before going to
dinner with the other man. He picked her up from the door of this
apartment while I hid in the spare bedroom next to the main
bedroom. There’s a special connection to the two rooms in this
apartment, which is likely why she chose this place for her
conquests.

 


“Stay in here and look through this vent,”
she told me as she removed the cover of the vent earlier this
afternoon. “It’s a dummy vent. Not real at all.”

 


Sure enough, there is no ductwork connected
to the vent, but there are covers on both sides of the walls
between the rooms. Olivia believes someone else with similar
intentions to hers wanted to be able to peek in at what was
happening in one bedroom or the other. She normally uses the space
for an additional camera because of its proximity to the bed, but
it has been removed so I can watch the two of them together while
remaining undetected.

 


I rub my arms as I feel a chill run through
my body. I’ve never actually watched anyone have sex in front of me
like this. Sure, I’ve seen my share of adult videos, but nothing so
close and personal. This will be an unfamiliar experience for me,
and I look forward to it. Maybe a little too much.

 


“Shit.” I look down and see a wet spot on the
front of my shorts. I’m already pre-coming in anticipation of what
will happen here tonight. “Not now, buddy. Hold on.” I laugh at
myself as I go to the bathroom and gather some tissue to dab my
johnson off. Then I make my way to the spare bedroom before closing
and locking the door just as Olivia asked me to do before leaving.
She’s willing to allow me to be a part of what she does, so I must
take care to follow all her instructions just as she has given them
to me.

 


I wait for almost an hour before hearing the
front door of the apartment open. Laughing and talking follow as it
closes and the chain lock is engaged. My ex-wife has returned with
her next sex partner.

 


“That was a great meal,” I hear her say to
the man just outside the spare bedroom door. “I’ve not had fish in
a long time. It’s not my sort of food.”

 


“Really? I love fish.” There’s more laughing,
and some conversation is muted to the point I can’t understand
what’s being said. Soon, though, they make their way to the master
bedroom where the talking turns into more physical contact and
undressing. I go to the small vent which is just a little taller
than me, and stand on a wooden step stool Olivia had in her closet.
Reaching up slowly, I remove the vent and quietly put it to the
side. The part of the master bedroom where this vent is sitting is
in darkness as is this bedroom where I’m standing. There should be
no chance of her lover seeing me looking through at them.

 


“Are you okay with this?” he asks as he works
on unbuttoning her blouse.

 


Olivia kisses him as she reaches into his
pants. She apparently finds his pecker and tugs at it as she
replies, “Are you?” Again, there’s a little laughter, but they soon
fall into the groove of things as they kiss hard, allowing their
tongues to explore each other’s mouths.

 


She pushes against her lover as they finish
removing their clothes. Olivia will not allow him to have control
of this situation. My ex-wife is the director of the film she is
making, not him. He appears to have no trouble allowing her to do
whatever she will with him as she pushes him to the bed. Reaching
down, Olivia takes hold of his hardening cock and twists it with
her hand.

 


“Holy hell,” he grunts as she smiles at him.
“Fuck, you’re a little aggressive, huh?”

 


“You do not know,” she answers with a giggle.
I expect to see her put her mouth on his cock, but she doesn’t.
Instead, Olivia reaches for a drawer and takes out a small bottle
of lube. After squirting a little onto her hand, she wraps her
fingers around his throbbing manhood and begins to stroke it.

 


“Damn, that feels nice,” he says to her.
“That’s so nice.”

 


For the next couple of minutes, Olivia slowly
draws her fingers up his stalk and then back down as her lover
moans and bites his lower lip. He wants more, but she refuses him
each time he tries to sit up and kiss her. No, he will definitely
not dictate the way this scene plays out. Only this woman on top of
him will do that. She is in complete control of everything,
including him.

 


“I want to fuck you,” he pleads with her.
“Don’t you want to fuck me?”

 


Olivia giggles. “Do you really want to fuck
me, Robert? I mean, really?”

 


“Yes, please,” he practically begs.

 


“I don’t know. You’re still not all that
hard, are you?”

 


He looks at his own cock. “It’s hard as it
can be. I can do this, Olivia. Just let me get on top of you.”

 


“Get on top of me?” Once again, she giggles.
“I don’t want you on top of me, baby. I want something else.” She
runs a finger along the man’s stomach and chest while continuing to
milk his snake with her other hand. “Can you give me something
else?”

 


Breathing hard, he replies, “Anything for
you, my sweet lady.”

 


“Oh, really?” Olivia bends down and kisses
him again, biting at his lip as her hand is still playing with his
swollen phallus. I’m ready to explode for the guy after watching
them together the last few minutes.

 


“Please,” I hear him say. This continued
pleading for pleasure seems to satisfy whatever Olivia is trying to
do. She slowly straddles him and lowers her puffy labia toward his
awaiting cock. My ex-wife’s pussy swallows his cock, and she drifts
up and down the length of it. His toes point as he feels the inside
of her pussy for the first time.

 


“You have an enormous cock, Robert,” Olivia
tells him as she moans. “A really enormous cock. Are you going to
fill me full of your jism, Robert?” Twice she’s called him Robert.
It’s a similar tactic she’s used on me in the past to get me closer
to coming with her. She knows that a man hearing his name during
sex helps to tease him closer to what she wants from him.

 


“A condom?” he asks while panting.

 


“Why? Are you afraid I’m diseased, Robert?”
Olivia giggles as she leaves the answer to his question with a
question of her own. My ex-wife has never liked to use condoms, and
so we rarely did so. Instead, she’s been on the pill for several
years to prevent pregnancy. Neither of us really wanted to have
children anyway, and that’s a good thing. Children would have
complicated our divorce.

 


“Fuck,” he says as she bends down and bites
his neck. From my vantage point, I can see she’s leaving marks on
him that will be obvious to anyone who cares to look.

 


“You’re so big, baby,” she tells him. “I
might come in a minute.” Olivia moves faster as she rides her
lover. After pulling my cock out, I rub it slowly. She warned me
not to come while watching from the spare bedroom, but I’m not so
sure I can avoid doing that. Watching her with another man makes me
hornier than anything else we’ve done together in the past.

 


“I’m going to come soon,” he tells her.
“Fuck. I’m coming…” Suddenly, Olivia slides off his pecker and sits
to the side to watch his cock spurt into the air. “SHIT! What the
FUCK?!” She doesn’t even bother to take hold of it with her hand or
to put it in her mouth. My ex-wife simply watches and smiles as he
reaches for his own cock and squeezes it until he finishes
ejaculating his hot soup all over the bed and himself.

 


“Lay back,” she commands him as she moves
around on the bed.

 


“What are you doing?”

 


“Just do it.” Robert follows her directions
and Olivia straddles his chest while facing away. She bends down to
take his cock into her mouth as she presses her pussy against his
face.

 


As if by instinct, the man feasts upon her
moist valley, his tongue dragging along from her clit to her
asshole and back again as Olivia draws his semi-hard manhood into
her mouth. She sucks hard on it while gripping his ball sack with
her hand. I’m still unclear why she had him come the way he did a
moment ago, but it’s obvious she’s going to suck him off. Though,
after seeing what Olivia did to him, there’s no guarantee that will
happen.

 


“Olivia,” he moans as she enjoys the flavor
of her snapper.

 


“Keep licking it, Robert. Make me come, okay?
Make me come all over your face.”

 


 


“Yeah. Oh, yeah.” His cock is hard now, ready
to release for a second time for the woman who controls everything
happening in there right now. I’m sure he thinks he has some
autonomy while with my ex-wife, but he doesn’t in the least allow
him any. She holds all the cards.

 


Olivia grinds her wet muff into his face and
moans a little as she gets closer to an orgasm. Her lips are
wrapped tightly around his pecker and she’s moving a little faster
up and down his stalk. My wife is an excellent giver of oral sex,
as she proved to me early in our relationship. Though neither of us
had full sexual partners until we met each other in college, we
both played around a little. She admitted to me before we married
that she had given several blowjobs and had become fantastic at
doing it. Seeing her working now, I can see just how good she
really is.

 


“Keep going,” she moans after dropping his
cock from her mouth. Olivia takes it back in and I watch as her
lover grinds his ass into the sheets. He, too, is about to release
another load.

 


“Mmmm, sexy girl,” Robert says as her wetness
covers his face.

 


“Uhhhh…” Olivia’s petite body wriggles
around. “Uhhhh…” Her face turns red as she gets even closer to an
orgasm. She loves knowing she will come at the same time with
someone else. At least, this was true during our marriage to each
other. I think it must be the same even as she experiences other
lovers.

 


“Fuck…ohhhh…” Robert comes again, filling her
mouth with his spunk as he pulls back from her. She taps his thigh,
and he immediately puts his mouth back on her pussy. Olivia will
not be denied even as he comes for a second time.

 


“OHHHH!!! HOLY SHIT!!!” She pulls her mouth
from Robert’s cock as she comes. “Uhhhhh…oh, fuck!” Her face turns
bright red as she sits up a little and forces her pussy harder
against his face and grinds. Olivia has stopped sucking on him so
that she can get a better position on his tongue and mouth. A few
more dribbles of semen spring from her lover’s dick before he
finishes, though she caught a majority inside her mouth and
swallowed it. Robert seems happy enough as he hungrily eats the wet
pecan pie in his face.

 


“Wow,” he says breathlessly as she finally
drops her body down to his. He can breathe comfortably now as
Olivia’s nude body rests directly on top of his. “I’ve never been
with a woman like you, Olivia. Damn, you are something else.”

 


She smiles as she looks in my direction
before turning to him. “You’re pretty good yourself, big guy.” My
ex-wife giggles and rolls off her lover. “Hey, would you like a
little something to drink before you leave?”

 


“Leave?” He appears to be confused.

 


“Yeah, you can’t be here when my roommate
comes home later. She’ll freak out.”

 


“You have a roommate?” Robert seems confused.
“Doesn’t she bring guys here, too? I can stay in your bedroom and
then sneak out in the morning.”

 


Olivia shakes her head. “No, I think it would
be better if you go sooner rather than later. I can offer you some
tea or even a beer first, if you prefer.”

 


Continuing to be confused, he looks around
the room. I wonder for a moment whether he might have seen one of
the cameras. It soon becomes apparent he’s not seen any of them,
but is just trying to make sense of what’s happening now that my
ex-wife has finished with him. For her, it’s simply buzz, whir,
thank you, sir. She’s not interested in cuddling with the man.

 


“Okay. Well, I guess I’ll go ahead and just
leave, then.”

 


She smiles at him. “It really was good,
Robert. I don’t mean to sound so quick to get rid of you, but my
roommate made me promise I wouldn’t bring anyone here.”

 


“We could have gone to my house,” he replies.
“I wish I had known.”

 


“I don’t go to other men’s houses. I don’t
really know you, after all.” She continues to smile, though it
seems he’s not all that interested in her explanation.

 


“Yeah. Right.” Robert, clearly irritated,
picks up his clothes and puts them on hurriedly. He soon leaves the
apartment, and I put the vent back into place before joining Olivia
in the small living room.

 


“You were harsh,” I say as I walk up to where
she has taken a seat.

 


“Harsh?”

 


“A little. He seemed to like you.”

 


“He did, Kian. That’s why I couldn’t let him
stick around. I don’t need another marriage. Not right now.” Her
eyes beam into mine and I feel as if she’s angry at me for some
reason. I know this isn’t the case, but there’s still something
there inside her. Something she doesn’t want to share with me right
now.

 


“I guess I’ll also get out of your hair if
you want me to.” The mood in the room feels foreign to me as Olivia
relaxes in her chair.

 


“I’ll call or text tomorrow. Okay?”

 


“Sure. I love you.”

 


“You, too.” Olivia offers a brief smile
before I turn to walk out of the apartment. I wish I could
understand what has changed with her since we divorced. Though we
are no longer a married couple, I still love and care about her. I
want to see her happy. It’s a shame she seems so down after what
should have been a great time in bed with Robert.
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Chapter Nine: Scratching an Itch

 


“You weren’t too happy the last time we were
here,” I tell Olivia after coming to the apartment again as she
requested this morning. It’s Sunday, so the dealership is closed
and I don’t have to worry about Rusty looking into my office window
to see if I’m out checking the lot for customers.

 


“I know. I have some explaining to do, I
suppose.” She sits down on a chair and looks at the door of the
apartment. “What I’ve been up to is trying to scratch an itch that
has bothered me for a very long time, Kian. Something that I have
kept from you all these years.”

 


“Okay. Like what, exactly?”

 


Turning her blue eyes away from me
momentarily, Olivia presses her lips together and closes her eyes.
She soon opens them and looks at me. “You were not the first man I
dated in college.”

 


I smile. “We’ve talked about that before. You
gave a few blowjobs. It was never a big deal, honey.”

 


“No, you don’t understand. There was this one
guy who I really wanted to have sex with before I met you.”

 


“Who?” This is the first I’ve heard of this
in all the years I’ve known Olivia.

 


“His name is Lance, and I was ready to give
my body to him completely at one time, Kian. I was thinking of him
when I was with the man you watched me with a couple of days
ago.”

 


“I don’t understand.”

 


“Robert just looks a lot like him. Some of
his mannerisms are the same, too. I don’t know, I’ve always wished
I had gone all the way with Lance.” Olivia wipes her eyes. “He
wanted to have sex, but I told him I wasn’t ready yet. I met you
just a few weeks after we broke up and almost forgot about him for
the first five years of our marriage.”

 


“Wow. I was the rebound guy.”

 


“Yeah, you were.”

 


There’s a well of disappointment that
suddenly opens up deep inside me. All these years of knowing Olivia
and being married to her for ten of them now make some sense. I
tried to get her to try things in the bedroom that were a little
more daring, yet she always pulled back from whatever I wanted.
It’s part of the reason I eventually resented her for the lack of
any sexual variety in our life together. Lance is ultimately the
one who broke our marriage apart, and I did not know he even
existed.

 


“That’s heavy,” I tell her as I take a quick
breath. “Why couldn’t you just let him go?”

 


 


She shakes her head. “I don’t know, Kian. Why
can’t you get me out of your head?”

 


It’s a fair question, I suppose. One that I
really don’t have the answer to. There is a deep love inside me for
this woman sitting just an arm’s length from me, but it’s not
enough. It has never been enough. She wants to fuck another man she
dated over eleven years ago and Olivia has allowed it to continue
to be a festering desire inside her.

 


“What now?” I ask.

 


My ex-wife swallows hard. “He’ll be here in a
few minutes.”

 


“What?!”

 

“Lance agreed to come see me. Kian, I’m
scared.”

 


“Shit, Olivia. Does he know you want to have
sex with him?”

 


She slowly shakes her head. “He thinks I just
want to have coffee with him. He’s coming to pick me up to take me
to a local place.”

 


“Well, he’s about to get the shock of his
life, huh?” I say with a chuckle. “I guess he’ll have a great day
today, won’t he?”

 


“You don’t understand, Kian. There’s
more.”

 


“More? What do you mean?”

 


Her blue eyes again contact mine before she
tells me, “He’s married, and he has kids.”

 


The air in the room suddenly becomes chilled
as I stare at my ex-wife. Is she being serious or has she decided
to lie to me simply to gauge what my reaction to this would be?
There’s no way she would call up a married man and invite him over
for sex. Not my Olivia. She would never do such a thing.

 


“Please tell me you’re joking, honey.”

 


“I’m not,” she answers as she turns to look
straight forward at the apartment doorway. “I thought I would
chicken out when he answered the phone. At first, it was all a dare
for myself when I called, but then he was so sweet to me. Kian, it
was as if we were never apart. We talked about old times and all
the things we used to do together.”

 


“Olivia, you could cause this guy to lose his
wife and family. You can’t screw around with that.” Though I tell
her this, I’m horny for what will happen when he gets here. Even if
he does come by the apartment, there’s no guarantee he will simply
abandon his vows to his wife and do whatever she wants him to
do.

 


“He’s going to be here soon, and I want you
to sit here while I talk to him. I want him to know you are here,
and not hiding in the other room.”

 


“Shit.”

 


“He knows I was married and that I’ve
divorced. I think Lance might be as willing to do this as I am,
Kian.”

 


“But, is that a good idea? You seem to have a
real attachment issue with him. How the hell didn’t I see this all
those years?”

 


Olivia reaches over and touches my arm.
“Because I fell in love with you, baby. I’m still in love with you.
The difference is that Lance and I shared a very physical bond and
when we didn’t have sex together, that caused a split I wasn’t
ready for. This is some unfinished business, I think for the both
of us.”

 


“Sex is your unfinished business with him?”
Though I find it hard to believe, there’s no reason to doubt my
former wife’s sincerity. She may be a lot of things, but she has
not been a liar in the years I have known her. Somehow she has
managed to keep this guy and her sexual interest in him secret for
a long time, but I have never known her to lie to me about
anything.

 


“Let me talk. I want you to just watch,
okay?”

 


“And the cameras?” I ask.

 


She shakes her head. “No cameras. This is
just between us while you watch.”

 


“Do you really want me to watch this
time?”

 


“I really do, baby. I think it will help me
be more aroused when he gets here. Your presence will also help to
steady my nerves.”

 


“Alright.”

 


What else can I say? I love Olivia deeply and
I love watching her have sex with other men. So far, I can say that
I’ve seen her do as she pleased with two men, and each time was
completely satisfying to my lustful desires. Seeing her with an old
college fling will be just as exciting if not more so than what
I’ve seen already.

 


 


We wait for almost an hour before there is a
knock at the door. Olivia goes and opens the door, inviting the man
into the apartment. He seems confused as he sees her in a bathrobe.
His eyes turn to me and then back to her as he says something to
her at the doorway. My ex-wife embraces him and he hugs her back
before they come into the small living room.

 


I stand to my feet and offer my hand to
shake. “I’m Kian.”

 


“Lance,” he answers as his dark brown eyes
take me in. After we shake hands, the man has a seat and Olivia
sits down beside him.

 


“I’m sure you’re wondering what’s going on,”
she says to him as she puts a hand on his knee.

 


“Um, well, yes.” Lance offers a warm face as
he looks over at her, but his confusion is obvious.

 


“It’s been a long time, Lance,” she begins.
“Too long, honestly. I should have called you a long time ago.”

 


He nods his head. “It would have been nice to
have stayed in touch, Ollie.”

 


My heart skips a beat as things become even
more clear. This man she was with just before she met me in college
had a nickname for her. He called her Ollie, just as I have in the
past. That’s the real reason she used this name as a part of her
website persona.

 


“I have a favor to ask,” she says to him. “A
big one, actually.”

 


“A favor?”

 


“If you are willing.” Olivia swallows hard as
she readies herself to say what it is she wants to say to her old
boyfriend.

 


“I’ll try, Ollie. You know I will.”

 


Olivia turns to me for a moment as if she’s
questioning whether what she is about to do is a good idea. She
already knows how I feel about it. I’m mixed in more ways than one,
but above all I’m horny. I would like to see her fuck this man
while I watch.

 


She looks back to him. “We broke up because I
wasn’t ready for sex yet, remember?”

 


He obviously does as he becomes nervous. “I
remember that, sure.”

 


“Well, I’m ready now. I’m asking you to have
sex with me, Lance.”

 


The color in his face changes as he blushes.
His lips dry, he licks them as he turns to look at me. Does he know
I was her husband? I want to ask, but that seems too out of place
at this moment. It would be a weird way to go about things.

 


“Ollie…”

 


“I want you, Lance. Do you still want me?”
She puts her hand back on his knee. “I’m not here to break up your
marriage. All I want to do is what we were going to do a long time
ago. If that’s what you want, then we can do this now.”

 


“With him here?” he asks.

 


“Yes. He’s here for me. He will only watch
and not be involved in any other way.”

 


Lance looks at me again as he ponders what
she has asked him to do. I can only imagine what it is like for a
man to be asked by his former girlfriend to fuck him in front of
her recently divorced partner. This is not the usual thing in any
relationship, whatever the situation might be.

 


“Okay, Ollie. Let’s do it.”

 


My cock hardens as I watch the two of them
close the space between each other and kiss. Lance, seemingly a
quiet, reserved guy just seconds ago suddenly becomes the one
calling the shots here as he stands to his feet and helps my
ex-wife to hers. Reaching for her robe, he unties it and pulls it
back to reveal her soft, round breasts and waxed beaver. He then
bends down to press his lips to one of her nipples, causing Olivia
to squeal with delight, a smile fixed on her face.

 


“Lance,” she whimpers as he pushes her to the
end of the sofa. “Do me, Lance.”

 


He says nothing as he pulls down his pants
and then takes off his shirt. His cock, longer than the last guy’s
I watched Olivia have sex with, wags from side to side as he
finishes taking everything off. I’m surprised as he pushes her over
the arm of the sofa before shoving his manhood quickly into her
snapper.

 


“Oh…fuck…” This seems to take Olivia’s breath
away as her old boyfriend thrusts hard into her, his balls slapping
her labia.

 


“You’re tight,” he growls as he reaches down
and takes hold of her blonde hair. Pulling at it, he forces her
head back as he enjoys fucking her. “I’ve dreamed of this, Ollie.
I’ve wanted you for so long.” He reaches down and fingers her ass
with his other hand as she holds onto the seat cushion in front of
her. My ex-wife is breathing heavily and moaning as he makes a
shish kabob out of her with his hard pole. Olivia is definitely not
in control this time, and she isn’t fighting him. Is this why she
behaved the way she did with her other lovers? Was she looking for
one of them to defy her and take control in this way? Now that I
think about it, I, too, did nothing in bed with her unless she
asked me or approved of it. She needs more than just a passive
lover. She needs someone to fuck her like she’s a dirty little
whore.

 


 


“Lance…fuck…” Her petite body moves back and
forth as he continues to ram into her small, wet hole. “I’m coming.
Fuck. I’m coming, Lance.”

 


“I’m not finished,” he tells her as he
releases his hair and takes her hips into his hands. The man then
pushes on her back to get Olivia to bend over a little more while
he enjoys the sensation of her tightness around his pecker.

 


“Uhhh…OHHHH!!!” My ex-wife comes hard as he
continues to fuck her hard. My own cock, solid and leaking plenty
of pre-come, remains inside my pants as I watch the two of them
together. I’m a little in shock as I see the way Lance is treating
Olivia. The way she talked, I thought maybe she missed a more
affectionate lover. As it turns out, he’s just a fucker for the
sake of being a fucker.

 


“NAAAAH!!!” Lance suddenly comes as he slows
his motion. “Fuck. Take it. TAKE IT ALL!” He pulls hard on Olivia’s
hips as he empties his balls inside her. “Ohhhh…UHHHH…UHHHH…” The
sofa moves along the floor with each solid thrust and I become
concerned for my ex-wife’s soft pussy. Hopefully, he won’t bruise
her because of being so incredibly physical with her.

 


It’s over soon and Lance pulls his wet pole
out of her pussy and backs away to admire his own mess before
reaching for his clothes. He says nothing for a time as he gets
dressed, but Olivia soon sits down on the robe lying on the other
end of the sofa, her snapper emptying some of the contents
inside.

 


“Thank you, Lance,” she says to him.

 


He nods and replies, “Yeah. It was great to
see you again, Ollie. It really was.” He puts on his shoes and then
leaves the apartment, my ex-wife still sitting naked on her
robe.

 


After some silence, I ask, “Was he always
like that? The guy’s a fucking jerk.”

 


She smiles. “I knew he was more aggressive
back then, and that’s why I didn’t want to have sex with him for my
first time, Kian.”

 


“So, I was the rebound and your first.
Wow.”

 


Olivia sighs. “I wasn’t going to fall in love
with you at first. All I wanted was to get my first time of full
sex out of the way. I planned to go back to Lance and let him do
what he wanted after that, but he had already moved on to another
girl by then.”

 


“His wife.”

 


“Yeah, his wife.” She smiles warmly at me.
“I’m okay with that, though. You were absolutely the best hubby of
all time, Kian. I’ve never lied about that.”

 


“But, he was rough. Did you like that?”

 


“I liked it,” she replies while blushing a
little. “I liked what you and I had, too. To be taken like that,
though, is something different. It’s something I need
occasionally.”

 


“An itch you need scratched,” I say as I used
a term she vocalized earlier.

 


“That’s what it is. Only that.” After
standing to her feet, she continues, “I need you to go now, too,
Kian. If that’s alright.”

 


“Okay.” I stand to my feet quietly and walk
over to Olivia. We hug for a moment before I turn and leave the
apartment. Though there are questions I would like to have answered
now, I realize she might need to process what has happened. For
now, I will leave her to her thoughts. However, I won’t let Olivia
simply disappear from my life.

 




Chapter Ten: More to Come

 

Two weeks since Olivia’s encounter with Lance
and I have finally heard from her. I’ve been worried, but she
needed time to straighten some things out in her life. Today, we
are getting together at a deli to enjoy a sandwich and something to
drink.

 


“Are you alright?” I ask as I look across the
table at Olivia.

 


“I’m great,” she answers with a smile. “And
you?”

 


“I can’t complain.” My ex-wife is beautiful
as she looks across the table at me and I can only hope that one
day I will meet another woman like her. One cannot be so lucky,
though.

 


“You’re staring,” she finally says. “That’s
not polite, Kian.”

 


I chuckle. “I can’t help it, Olivia. You’re
stunning.”

 


She blushes. “Well, you’re handsome. Thank
you.” It’s the sort of game we would play with each other while
married, though we have both always been genuine in how we feel
about each other. There are things in life that are important, and
it turns out your spouse can be the most important. At least, when
you're married to her.

 


“I don’t mean to pry, but are other things
okay, too?”

 


“What do you mean?”

 


“Well, the Lance thing. Are you still wanting
him?”

 


Olivia allows an impish smile before
answering, “I’m over him, honestly. It was fun, but I don’t think
I’ll be inviting him back to the apartment soon.”

 


“That’s a pity,” I jokingly reply.

 


“Wow, jealous much?” she asks with a
smirk.

 


“Maybe a little,” I admit for the first time.
“But it doesn’t matter anyway, right? We had our time and now
that’s over. It’s gone.”

 


I still feel a little lost without Olivia,
but each day is an improvement. We had times when we drove each
other crazy and we couldn’t satisfy each other’s sexual needs in
just the right way. It’s better that we’re now apart and looking
for others to get what we need. At least, that’s what I keep
telling myself repeatedly.

 


“I think I’ve been a little jealous, too,”
she finally admits. “I don’t enjoy thinking about you with other
women, Kian. Funny, huh?”

 


This admission surprises me, but not much.
“You’re jealous of me? I’ve been sexually active with one woman
since we divorced and she wasn’t my type at all. How can you be
jealous of what I’ve been up to?”

 


She sighs. “Well, you have been able to
calmly reinsert yourself back into my life even though I really
didn’t want that to happen. Then, you convinced me to let you watch
me have sex with other men. I guess you could say I’m jealous over
your ability to convince me to let you back in. That’s a part of
your personality I’m still attracted to.”

 


“Wow. Thanks.”

 


Olivia moves her straw around in her glass
before asking, “Do you want to keep doing what we did?”

 


“What do you mean?”

 


“The sex thing while you watch, silly. Do you
want to keep doing that, or not?”

 


My cock flexes inside my jeans as I hear the
question. “Sure. Yes. Absolutely.”

 


“Good.” Olivia seems happy with this answer.
“I was hoping you would want to keep doing that. It turns me on
when you are there.” She looks nervously at me and then adds, “One
more thing, too.”

 


“Okay.”

 


Her eyes turn to me as she smiles. “Want to
go to your place and fuck for a while? Like old times?”

 


My cock suddenly hardens as she looks
seductively at me. “Uh, sure.”

 


“Good. Let’s go.” She gets up from her seat
and drops some money onto the table. Olivia then takes my hand and
leads me out of the deli and to the street where she has her car. I
get in with her and off we go to my home where I assume we will
have hot, nasty sex with each other. How this has suddenly happened
today, I do not know. However, I get the sense that things might
get more heated between me and my ex-wife now that we have both
come to grips with our genuine desires. I can’t wait to see what
comes next for us. But first, we will have sex.

 


THE END
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		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



