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Chapter 4


Rowen and Dylan fully expected to
never hear from either Gil or Vickie ever again. They weren’t
interested in long-term relationships with most of their sex
partners. At best they would infrequently meet up with partners
they had bedded before. Occasionally they would be approached by
others they had fucked for a second or third time, but that was not
usual for them.

Rowen was frankly shocked that Gilbert
sent a message on the hookup app they had been using. Usually they
blocked a partner after fucking him or her; it was just easier that
way.

It was only two days after they had
fucked Vickie and Rowen’s immediate thought was that the other
couple had put two and two together.

She couldn’t have been more
wrong.

It would be great if we
could get together again.

It was a very bland message from
Gilbert. Without even consulting with Dylan, she sent a
response.

Why? Do you want to fuck
me or Dylan again?

It wasn’t exactly crude, but she
wanted to get right to the point and maybe scare him off if
possible.

Both?

Rowen smiled. Maybe he wouldn’t be
chased off so easily.

What about your
fiancée?

While she hadn’t expected an immediate
answer, the pause of almost two hours before a reply from Gil was
annoying.

I haven’t told her
anything.

Rowen thought about his
reply for just half a second. You should
tell her everything. We’d love to fuck the two of you
together.

She knew she was making trouble, but
Rowen couldn’t help herself.

Can I just do it with
you? She
liked how he asked.

Rowen smiled.
Don’t you want to suck Dylan’s dick? He’d love
for that to happen again.

That wasn’t the truth, but Dylan would
go along with anything that Rowen suggested.

I’d prefer just
you.

The tease was too
good. Nope. We’re a package deal. If you
want Dylan’s package…

She could almost hear his
sigh. She knew that Gil was resisting his nature—he was so bisexual
he was practically gay—and that made it more exquisite.
Sure. I can do that.

 


Later Rowen eagerly showed Dylan the
text exchange. 

“Want to
fuck him in the ass?” she asked him with a
little too much enthusiasm. They were in bed together, Rowen
wearing one of Dylan’s old t-shirts as a nightshirt. It didn’t suit
her, but her large tits had an interesting effect on the Batman
logo. The shirt barely came down low enough to cover her pussy.
Dylan knew that was why Rowen liked wearing it.

“No thank you.”

“Oh come on!” Rowen didn’t
beg, but she was clearly annoyed at his instant refusal. “You’ve
fucked me in the ass. And, if I remember correctly, there was
Jessica, that blonde Izzy, and I think her name was
Quinn.”

“Yeah, Quinn. She had the
bad dye job. Obviously fake red hair and black roots. But you’re
forgetting the most important thing. They were all women, including
you.”

“Ha ha. What difference
does it make if you’re fucking ass?”

“It just does,” he
argued. 

“Want to fuck my ass?” she
offered. “Right now?”

“Not really.”

“Don’t be like that. I
have a plan.”

“A plan?”

“Right.”

“And what is that plan
exactly?”

“To fuck Gil again. You
and me and him together.”

“Why?”

Dylan knew his wife and knew she was
up to something.

“How about…we fuck him…and
then this time we get some pictures of him with you. And then maybe
we fuck her again. And maybe I show her some dirty pictures of my
husband fucking another guy because I really get off on gay
porn…”

Dylan had been laying on his back,
head on the pillow, looking at the conversation between Rowen and
Gil on his phone. She had been laying next to him, on her stomach,
looking up at him. The t-shirt she was wearing had started to rise
up over her ass, showing her buttocks and cleft, but it wasn’t
obscene.

It was sexy.

And tempting.

He smacked her ass. 

“OW! What the fuck!” She
rubbed her bottom. He had left behind a handprint and it stung.
Rowen wasn’t opposed to a little spanking during sex, but she
needed to be warmed up properly first.

“That’s a terrible idea,”
he told his wife calmly. “Do you want to ruin their
marriage?”

“They aren’t
married.”

“Yet. They’re
engaged.”

“Not nearly the same
thing. And if their marriage can’t stand a little playful
extracurricular activity—”

“How many marriages do you
want to ruin?” Dylan asked her sharply. “Isn’t our number already
high enough?”

“Two marriages,” she
scoffed. “And both of those were ours.”

He paused. They were both on their
second marriages. They were both known cheaters, having broken up
both their first marriages, which Dylan had always characterized as
starter marriages, before they married each other. But still, it
was one thing to do it to yourself; it was another thing entirely
to try to break up a couple just for the sport of it.

“That’s not the point,” he
finally said. “Those were our own poor decisions. You’re trying to
break them up.”

Rowen sniffed. “They’re both liars.
They’re lying to each other. He’s bi and actively cheated on her.
She’s probably cheated on him before…and I didn’t tell you the best
part of it yet.”

“What?” he asked,
regretting asking before she answered.

“Vickie has a secret
OnlyFans account.”

“You have got to be
shitting me.”

“Nope. Took me a little
while to find it, but I did.”

“Okay. You know I’m
helpless in these situations. What’s on it?”

With a shrug, Rowen said, “It’s
actually pretty tame. Doesn’t have many followers. She mostly does
masturbation videos. Doesn’t include her face. She does have a lot
of different vibrators, however.”

“How many?” Despite his
reservations, Dylan couldn’t help but ask.

“I counted at least eight
different ones. There are definite repeats in the videos. No anal,
sadly. I think she could make some decent money if she included
that in her repertoire. Maybe even just a buttplug.”

“How did you recognize her
if she doesn’t show her face?” Dylan always had his
doubts. 

Signing, Rowen took her phone out of
his hand, and fiddled with it for a minute, and then showed Dylan
Vickie’s OnlyFans page. 

“She should probably use
something a little more creative than MissVickI as her username,”
was Rowen’s dry comment. “Plus, I’d recognize that pussy anywhere.
Very pretty. Plus you can see here on her shoulder that patch of
freckles and the birth mark on her upper thigh.”

Dylan was impressed. “How the hell do
you manage to recognize and remember all of that shit?” he
asked.

“It’s my job, isn’t
it?”

“Not exactly.”

“It’s related to my
job.”

Dylan tapped on one of the videos. It
was only a sample, but it included audio along with Vickie slowly
moving a bright green vibrator in and out of her pussy. Her moans
were loud but as far as Dylan could tell, they weren’t
faked.

“Yeah, that’s her,” he
agreed after a few seconds of watching and listening. “I’d never
forget a pussy like that.”

She snatched the phone back from him.
“Do you say the same about me?”

“Of course,
darling.”

“Why do you want to do
this, though, really? Why fuck up their lives?”

“The rate of lies they’re
telling each other…if they get married, they’re going to get
divorced within two years.”

“Who made you the
protector of marriage?”

She ignored him. “But what if
we…nudged them in the right direction. Get them to stop lying to
each other? Get them to admit their true sexual selves?”

“That’s a recipe for
disaster,” Dylan dismissed. “That’s what you want, though, isn’t
it?”

Rowen made a show of clearing her
throat. “To quote, ‘There is hardly anyone whose sexual life, if it
were broadcast, would not fill the world at large with surprise and
horror’.” She smiled wanly at him. “W. Somerset
Maugham.”

“Thank you Miss English
Major.”

“Communications,
actually.”

“I know.”

“And I think we’ve been
honest with each other about our sex lives, haven’t we?”

“We sort of had to, didn’t
we?” he questioned her back.

“Yes. So we’re going to
fuck Gil again on Thursday night. Then we’re going to show evidence
of what a bad boy Gil is to Vickie. Maybe we’ll tell Gil what a bad
girl Vickie is. I think we both need to sleep with them separately
as well, just to twist the knife.”

“I’m open minded, but I’m
not having sex with Gil alone.”

“I meant you and Vickie,
me and Gil.”

“Should I trust you alone
with another man?”

“Definitely
not.”

 


Setting up a time to meet with Gil was
easy. Dylan had some reluctance. Not because he was shy about
sharing his wife, but because of what Rowen wanted him to do with
Gil.

“It’ll be fun!”

“You’re an evil
woman.”

“But I’m your evil woman.
I bet we only have to ask once for pictures.”

The hotel room where they met had the
strangest landscape painting on the wall. That was the first
picture that Rowen took.

“Why?” Dylan asked
her.

She shrugged. “It looks like a
landscape straight out of Lord of the Rings but done by someone who
failed out of art school.”

Dylan was happy to have the
conversation interrupted by a knock at the door. Rowen ran to the
door. She had already stripped down to her bra and panties, a
matching set with a black base and wild tropical flowers over it.
She didn’t even check the peephole, but flung it open to surprise
her visitor. 

Rowen had done this sort of thing
before. Usually it was their special guest or guests for the night.
More than once it had been a member of the hotel staff and once it
had been a person on the wrong floor. That hadn’t stopped Rowen
from doing the same thing every opportunity she
got. 

Dylan was relieved that it was just
Gil, come to fuck his wife and suck Dylan’s dick. 

And probably a lot more.

“Gil!” Rowen jumped
forward and threw her arms around him, giving him an enthusiastic
kiss with no attempt whatsoever to pull him into the room. They
were in the doorway. Any passerby could see them.

That was what Rowen was hoping
for.

“Are you crazy? Someone is
going to see you. Us.” He pushed her into the room and closed the
door behind them.

“That’s the idea,” said
Dylan. “My wife has a twisted perspective on sex.”

“I got that.”

“Let’s get you out of
those clothes,” said Rowen, ignoring what the men were saying and
pulling at Gil. He had worn a blazer with casual khakis and a dress
shirt. He could have been anyone.

He allowed her to strip
him.

“Is this okay with you,
man?” Gil asked Dylan.

“Of course. Is this okay
with you?” Dylan asked, holding up their digital camera. It wasn’t
especially fancy, but it was much better than the average cell
phone. They had discovered that people were actually much more
likely to say yes to pictures from a traditional camera than a cell
phone.

“You want to take
pictures?” asked Gil, showing some reluctance.

“I like documenting my
sluttiness,” said Rowen. She had his blazer and shirt off and was
working on his belt. “Don’t worry. We won’t share them with anyone
but you.” 

“And we’ll keep your
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