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Chapter 17


“I think we did a lot for
them,” Rowen declared the next morning after the other couple had
left. “We should open a business of sexual therapy not for married
couples but for engaged couples.”

Dylan stirred his spoon around his
bowl of oatmeal and shook his head at his wife. “While a wonderful
idea, it seems like that might be borderline illegal and I can’t
imagine it being as profitable as your current job.” As they ate
breakfast together he was browsing his phone. He didn’t bother to
look up at her.

“I think I have a talent
for it,” Rowen said with unearned confidence. “Look at all the good
I did for Vickie and Gil.”

“It’s at best a niche
market. You’ll have to keep your prices prohibitively high to make
a profit and stay in business,” he dismissed her plan.

“You’re a wet
blanket.”

“You weren’t saying that
last night.”

“I don’t remember you
fucking me,” Rowen said thoughtfully. “The only real sex I had last
night was with a rather pretty and rather young woman
who—”

“Jumping Jesus on a pogo
stick with Mary’s finger up his ass!” Dylan blurted out as his eyes
went wide in surprise at the information he happened across on his
phone.

“Something amiss, dear?”
Rowen asked calmly.

“Look at this!” He spun
his phone around for her to see.

“Trolling the apps are we?
Looking to replace me?”

“Yes,” he easily admitted.
“Recognize her?”

“No. Should I?”

“Yes.”

“Her face isn’t in any of
these pictures,” said Rowen. “She’s got a nice body, tits are a
little small, but a nice butt.”

Dylan zoomed in on one photo, the one
featuring the woman’s butt in a tiny thong. “That triangle of
freckles,” he said. “I’d never forget those.”

“You fucked her before?”
asked Rowen, slightly more intrigued now. She didn’t know every
woman that her husband had been with, but she knew more than a few
of them. “She doesn’t seem familiar.”

“That’s my ex-wife! That’s
Susanna.”

Rowen’s brow furrowed. “No it’s not.
That’s not her.”

She grabbed the phone from him and
started inspecting the photos more closely. It had been years since
she had seen Susanna in person and spoken with her. Because Susanna
and Dylan didn’t have any children together and their marital
property had been very limited, the divorce was mostly
amicable—after the initial problem of completely destroying both
marriages—and there was no reason to continue any
contact. 

Even so, Dylan tried to remain polite
to his ex-wife because they did occasionally cross paths for no
other reason than they still lived in the same city and worked in
the same industry. They were cordial, but at times their
relationship was more chilly than anything.

It was different for Rowen. She didn’t
have any contact at all with Shane. After the splitting of their
somewhat limited assets and her winding up with the house, there
was next to no reason to ever speak again. Though she hadn’t told
Dylan about it, Rowen did keep tabs on Shane though her secret
account at her job. Nothing intrusive, but she wanted to make sure
he was doing okay in the world. He had a job and was dating. She
didn’t dig deeper than that. It was more than enough to know the
first two items.

“Trust me,” said Dylan
with supreme confidence. “I fucked her doggy plenty of times while
we were married. I looked down on that ass and memorized that
triangle freckle pattern. It’s her.”

As much as Rowen didn’t want to
believe her husband, she started to suspect he wasn’t just making
up a story. Why would he make up such a ridiculous story
anyway?

Going through the limited data on the
profile, Rowen became all but certain that Dylan was
correct.

The app he was using was one of the
many they had signed up for together. It was to facilitate swingers
hooking up. The couple used the terrible screen name of
“SuzyQTPlusOne”. Suzy was close enough to Susanna, but that was
hardly evidence. The age of the female half was spot on, at least
as far as Rowen remembered. The man’s age meant nothing to her. The
woman’s height was correct, Rowen thought, the weight was probably
more a lie than anything else on the page and she ignored
that.

Rowen went into total analytical mode.
Dylan saw it on her face. The location was vague, but it was
definitely their city. The pictures included in the bio were
definitely on the sexy side. No faces. Suzy’s ass and the freckle
triangle were prominently displayed in a couple of pictures. Her
cleavage was shown in a couple more. There was one picture of her
in a sheer bra showing off her nipples. The man with her had a
definite dad bod, but was muscular enough. He had a couple of
tattoos. One of barbed wire around his left biceps which made Rowen
roll her eyes. On his right forearm was another tat that appeared
to be military. No nudity from the male half of the couple other
than a couple of shirtless pictures. 

He didn’t intrigue Rowen at
all.

She read the bio.

We’re a couple just
getting into the lifestyle. We’re both outdoorsy people who are fit
and hit the gym almost daily. We aren’t young and foolish any more,
but we are young at heart and horny as hell. We love to have fun in
bed and want to extend that fun to another couple. He’s straight as
an arrow, but she’s bi-curious (maybe to tease him a little…) We’re
looking for another couple that is the same. Must be drug and
disease free. Casual meetup first. We love a good cocktail (and I
love a good cock!). We don’t play on the first date, but will
definitely on the second. We’re both professionals and must be
discrete…

“She used the wrong form
of discreet,” said Rowen, not bothering to continue
reading.

“Maybe he wrote
it.”

Rowen shrugged. “Possibly. Well,
that’s interesting isn’t it? Do you know how long she’s been with
this guy?”

Dylan tapped his fingers on the table,
thinking. He had no idea. It had been a decade since their divorce.
He purposely didn’t try to find out too much about his ex. It
seemed rude and invasive. 

“I don’t know. A couple of
years maybe.”

“Seems sort of a short
time to get into swinging, don’t you think?”

Dylan cleared his throat dramatically.
“Those of us who participate like to call it the
lifestyle.”

“Yeah, yeah. I just like
to fuck strangers occasionally.”

“Great,” she said flatly.
“Want me to investigate her?”

“What? No!”

Rowen shrugged and pushed his phone
back over to him. “Okay. How did you find her?”

“I was just searching for
new couples in our area. She popped up.”

“Want to contact them and
fuck them?”

“Ha ha. No. I bet if I
sent a message she’d immediately block us.”

“Do it,” Rowen dared
him.

“No.”

“Why not?”

“Because it’s fucking
rude, that’s why. She’s my ex. We’re on…I don’t know. Okayish
terms. There’s no reason for me to contact her. It’ll just piss her
off.”

“Aren’t you curious as to
why she’s on that site?”

“I assume to get some
strange cock.”

“Maybe some strange pussy
as well. That’s what she’s implying in the bio.”

“I doubt it.”

“Does it piss you
off?”

“Why would it?”

“Well, we were sort of
lifestyle adjacent when we had our affair…”

Dylan snorted. “No. No we
weren’t.”

“We like to fuck
strangers. Maybe the two of you had a connection and something in
common and because you two were so bad at communicating, you didn’t
realize it.”

“I doubt it. She’s
probably changed after all these years.”

“Maybe her boyfriend is
getting her to do it.”

“Maybe.” Dylan let out an
annoyed groan. “Can we just drop it? I sort of wish I hadn’t
brought this up at all.”

“Dropped. But I think we
should find another new couple to fuck.”

“Right after Gil and
Vickie? Haven’t you done enough damage to America’s romantic
prospects this month?”

“A nice lifestyle couple
that just wants to get their rocks off with complete strangers,”
Rowen suggested. “Like God intended.”

“Sure. Go ahead and find
someone for us. I’m up for it.”

She gave him a kiss and brought her
breakfast plate to the sink. “I promise you I’ll find you someone
who is cute.”

“Thanks.”

“Maybe his wife will be
cute too.”

“Ha ha,” Dylan said dryly.
“Keep working on that standup material.”

 


An hour later Rowen was at her desk
setting up an investigation on Dylan’s ex. She didn’t feel the
least bit of guilt over it.

There were different levels of
investigation she could do, everything from a quick background
search that was only just slightly better than googling her legal
name to the full invasive alien rectal probe to find out secrets
that Susanna didn’t know she had. Rowen took the high road and
opted for the middle path. Just enough to find out enough to
satisfy her curiosity and nothing else.

Most of the searching was automated
and took little effort.

Rowen wasn’t sure if she was happy
with the results or not. 

One parking ticket and one speeding
ticket in the past ten years. No criminal activity. Had legitimate
bank accounts and was doing fine financially. Held the same job for
the past five years. Had been seeing the current guy—Beck
Curtis—for the past two years. Had way too many posts on Facebook
and Instagram about their relationship. Other than moving in
together a year ago, everything about the relationship seemed
legitimate. They had dated almost a year before shacking
up. 

Just to be sure, Rowen did a quick
investigation on Beck. At first blush he seemed fine. Had a couple
of accounts on hookup apps that were still active but the same was
true of Susanna. Rowen told herself she’d do this just this one
time and went a little deeper, looking for shady adult
shit. 

Other than the one account of
“SuzyQTPlusOne” they didn’t seem to be active on lifestyle sites
and apps.

Rowen was almost
disappointed.

She gave her automated searches a day
just to be sure.

She was disappointed that nothing came
back from the automated stuff. They were a boring middle-class
couple that wanted to get freaky with others. Nothing strange about
that. It was impossible to tell who had asked whom and it nagged at
Rowen.

Doing the only logical thing, she
decided to message SuzyQTPlusOne and see what sort of trouble she
could cause.

Rowen knew what she was going to do
would cause a problem, but she couldn’t let it go. It was a flaw in
her personality and she was going to make the most of
it.

The messenger feature of the app was
pretty robust. Rowen liked that. Maybe she could have put more
thought into her message, but she wanted it to seem natural and not
edited so heavily it started to sound like
corporate-speak.

 


Forgive us if we’re wrong,
but we’re pretty sure SuzyQTPlusOne is Susanna Dillon. If you are
Susanna, this is Rowen and Dylan. We know we haven’t talked in some
time and this maybe isn’t the forum for it, but maybe this would be
a good time to apologize for past behaviors and sit down and have a
nice conversation.

We do want to say that
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