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Chapter One: An Amicable Split


[image: image]


“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.
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Chapter Two: A Complete Nutjobber
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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
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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
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