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      Like a book that I published earlier this year, In Too Deep, the book you hold in your hands is many years in the making. For the longest time, it was just the first two chapters, written as a stand alone short story that was never published. I’ll shout out to Arnica Butler’s A Well-Laid Trap, published way back in 2016 (how crazy is that?!) for the initial inspiration—along with countless other detective noir books and films that I’ve watched over the years.

      I wanted to write a book about a voyeur detective, because nothing lends itself to this hotwife fantasy better, in my opinion. The story basically writes itself. Only, not really. Not when it comes down to it, and that’s what I realized after starting to write. A book like this requires careful plotting in addition to character development. So it languished for a while in my idea files.

      In all honesty, the success of In Too Deep (both the writing experience on Patreon last year, and sales of the books this year) motivated me to revisit it. I now had the confidence that I could write a book like this, and the knowledge that people were interested in this fusion of suspence, mystery, and hotwife erotica.

      I’m really happy with how it’s turned out, and I think you’re going to like it, too.

      A huge thanks to the community on my Patreon for their support, thoughts, feedback, and general sense of awesomeness. I’ve tweaked a few things that needed tweaking, and clarified things that were confusing, and this book is better for it.

      Also, special thanks to my editor, Miles, who does so much more than catch typos. He’s a great person to bounce ideas off of, and who’ll tell me when I’m writing something that’s just not landing.

      And finally, thank you, dear reader, for buying this book and supporting me. If you really enjoy this book, tell a friend, share it with your wife or loved one, or leave a review wherever you bought it. It all helps.

      Enjoy!
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      “He’s here. Are you nervous?”

      “Always am.” Abigail’s voice was so clear in Logan’s earpiece that it was like she was whispering to him. “How do I look?”

      “Irresistible.”

      Down the barrel of his telephoto lens, Logan watched Abigail smile at the compliment. He snapped a photo for his personal file, checking the results in the viewfinder. She was pushing her soft brown hair over one ear with her fingers, turned just enough that the image caught the dark chocolate brown of her eyes and her long lashes.

      Tonight she wore just enough makeup to transform her from his pretty yet approachable wife to a vixen. Her makeup wasn’t thick or overdone, more “wedding reception” than “porn set,” which was important. She needed to stand out at the bar, but not look like a sex worker.

      “At least this one’s cute,” she said, raising her glass of wine as she talked into the microphone.

      Logan swung the camera back to the entrance where their mark was still waiting at the hostess stand. Nicolas Moore, or Nick to his friends, was with a couple other work colleagues, as Logan and Abigail knew he would be, still dressed in the suit he’d been wearing all day at the conference.

      This wasn’t the first time Logan had laid eyes on Nick Moore, of course. He’d studied the man’s social media presence and watched him over the last couple days. He knew the man by his statistics—43 years of age; 6’4” with a fit, but not overly muscled, build; sandy blond hair that he kept cropped short and tight; his face always clean cut. He wore glasses to correct an astigmatism, and seemed to refuse to wear contacts. He was a successful financial consultant. He was married with three young kids at home, traveled enough that he saw his family only about half of the time, so much so that his wife suspected him of cheating.

      So much so that his wife hired Logan and Abigail to find out if he was.

      But looking through the lens at Nicolas Moore, this was the first time that his own wife had called him cute, and that had Logan reassessing the man.

      “He reminds me of a grownup Boy Scout,” Logan said.

      Abigail laughed. “That jealousy I hear?”

      “It’s honesty. Can’t trust a man who keeps his back that straight.”

      “I don’t know. I think good posture is kind of hot.”

      When he swung his camera back around to his wife, he caught her smiling into her wine glass. She knew what she was doing. It was getting him jealous, and now she was just messing with him. It was her way of dealing with her nerves.

      “His group’s headed for the bar,” he said. “Game on.”

      Logan sat back in their rented minivan, watching and waiting. Nothing would happen at first. Nothing ever did. Nick Moore would notice Abigail sitting alone at the bar, but the chances of him heading straight to her were slim—not with his colleagues around him, and his ring, and that too-straight back. If he was that careless, Logan and Abigail wouldn’t be here at all.

      No, instead, the night unfolded like a slowly boiling kettle. Men would approach Abigail, flirt with her, hit on her and offer to buy them drinks. She was, after all, the hottest woman at the bar. She sent most away with a look or a shake of the head, although some she’d entertain long enough to keep up appearances—and get their hopes up. It was all a show for Nick, who spent more time looking in her direction than at his companions, but she knew how to play Logan as well.

      “Now that one would have been fun,” she whispered into her mic after sharing a drink with a guy who seemed to have chosen his tight black t-shirt just so he could show off how thick his biceps were. That was the kind of guy that Abigail typically gravitated to when she wanted to tease.

      “You know you’ve got my permission,” he said, chuckling to himself.

      That didn’t garner him a response, but he did see her roll her eyes.

      It was hard to tell what came first, the honey trap scheme or Logan’s hotwife fantasy. Probably the fantasy, but it wasn’t until he watched another man invite his wife up to his hotel room that the fantasy really hit home.

      That was just over a year ago, which was hard to believe. When Logan left the police force for PI work, this was not what he had in mind. Getting evidence on cheating spouses? Sure. Surveillance for possible insurance fraudsters? Absolutely. Taking pictures of his wife getting picked up by married men so their wives had evidence of their infidelity? That was a combination of things that he hadn’t considered. Now, when a case like that came across his desk, he knew he was in for an exciting time.

      “So we will meet again.” Nick Moore’s voice crackled down the line, drawing Logan out of his memories. This was the first time he’d heard their mark’s voice. It was gentler and higher pitched than he’d been expecting for a man so tall. Abigail’s “cute” comment took on a new edge. “And you’re all alone.”

      Abigail swiveled in her stool to face Nick. Logan took a snapshot of that—the two of them smiling at one another, eyes alive with promise. It may not be hard evidence of infidelity, but Logan would be coming back to that one himself. It sent a charge through him.

      “Oh, I’m waiting for someone,” she said with a playful smile.

      “You’ve been waiting an awfully long time.”

      “So you’ve been watching me, have you?”

      “I’m sorry. I couldn’t help it.”

      Nick didn’t appear to be sorry, and she seemed to get a thrill out of challenging him. So different from the school teacher that Logan had met ten years ago at an elementary school career day. There was nothing forward about Abigail.

      “I didn’t mind.” She slipped out of the stool, bringing her within inches of his tall body. She still had to look up at him to talk. “I enjoy being watched.”

      She didn’t look in Logan’s direction, but he was pretty sure that was for him. He grinned to himself, clicking away with the camera as his wife reached between them and traced her fingers up Nick’s tie.

      Her dress was short—shorter than anything she normally wore. Thanks to the honey-trapping, they’d started to build up a collection of short evening wear. This one was black and classy, sleeveless and tight enough to show off her large breasts and her gym-toned body.

      “So where is this person that you’re waiting for?”

      “He just arrived.” She didn’t take her eyes off of Logan, holding his gaze meaningfully before pushing off and turning to the bar with a laugh. “Buy me a drink. I’ve been waiting for ages.”

      This was their third time meeting. The first had been a brief pass in the lobby when Nick had been checking in. Their eyes met, she smiled at him, and was gone. That was the taste.

      Second meeting was in the gym, and was longer. They said hi to one another. They let the sexual tension percolate in the sweat-filled air. This encounter was designed to tempt, but not to entrap. Sometimes it was at the gym. Sometimes it was by the pool. But it was always somewhere that Abigail could show off her body and leave them thinking about her through the rest of their visit.

      The bar scene here was the culmination—Abigail alone and presumably drinking by herself was too much of a temptation for the men. If he was a cheater, then he’d approach. If he wasn’t, he’d have left with his friends.

      In Logan’s experience, they were all cheaters. Not a single man had escaped this trap. It was enough to make anyone a cynic, but so far, he was more proud of his wife than doubtful of humanity’s fidelity.

      “So what’s your name?” he asked once their orders had been placed.

      “That really important?” It was frightening how good she pulled this off.

      “No, I suppose it’s not.”

      “Want to know what it is?”

      “I think it’s important to know what a lady finds important.”

      Abigail laughed at his gentlemanly pretense. She stepped close, pulling him down to whisper in his ear. This was designed for the photo, incriminating and sexy.

      The mics were good enough to pick up her whisper. “I’ve wanted to fuck you since I first laid eyes on you.”

      Here, a faithful man would probably gasp and get flustered. He’d probably make some excuse—any excuse—to get the hell out of there. Nicolas Moore wasn’t that man.

      “What a coincidence. I was thinking the same.”

      Abigail made a heart shape with the index fingers of both hands. “Soulmates.”

      “For tonight anyway,” he agreed. That was great. Good audio for the client.

      “Tell you what…” Abigail reached into her purse and pulled out a keycard. “I’m going to go up to my room… room 211. Give me five minutes, then follow.”

      “Very cloak and dagger. Why don’t I just escort you now.”

      She snapped her purse shut and took a step towards the exit. “Because you need to pay for my tab.” This, too, was all part of the routine, yet his wife’s confidence always made Logan laugh. “Five minutes. Room 211. Like the temperature of water just before boiling.”

      Nick watched her leave. Logan watched her leave. All bare leg and arm, toned and tanned beneath the soft lights of the restaurant, the whole bar seemed to watch her leave, and everyone sighed when she was gone.

      Logan chuckled as he zeroed in on Nick, who was frantically waving the bartender down to get the check. The bartender took his time getting around to him—something Abigail paid him extra to do—seemingly focused on chatting up a couple of middle aged tourists as he muddled up their mojitos. Logan took a couple pictures of Nick’s frustration just because he thought it was funny.

      Sometimes, at the end of a honey trap setup, there was some doubt that the mark would follow Abigail up to her room. Sometimes, Logan would watch with bated breath as the man dithered in the bar, agonizing over whether to cheat on a wife who already thought he was cheating. He almost felt bad for those guys, but they always lost his sympathy in the end when they decided to go. This guy had no such hesitancy. Abigail wasn’t the first road fuck he’d had.

      Logan hung back in the van long enough to watch Nick settle his bill, leave the bar, and cross over to the elevators.

      “He’s on his way up,” he said into the radio. He cut the recording and downloaded the photos to his laptop. There would be time, later, to comb through all of the images, to select the series that reinforced the narrative that Nick was no good. Mrs. Moore would have his balls in court.

      Still, he scanned the photos, unable to help himself. He lingered on those where Abigail pressed close, eyes locked on the other man. If he’d received these without context, he’d think they were lovers, too. He didn’t need to see photos of her naked and in bed as Nicolas thrust between her legs. He didn’t need to see her skin glisten and her back arch as he made her come.

      But his mind definitely went there, and with it, the angst and the arousal that always came with these hotwife musings. They flooded through him like ice and fire, unsettling his gut and raging up the length of his cock.

      At least this one’s cute… You know you have my permission… I’ve wanted to fuck you since I first laid eyes on you…

      The words tumbled together like the unkempt sheets in room 211, where he imagined Abigail flipping her long, brown hair back as Nicolas groped at her tits.

      “He’s arrived.” Abigail’s throaty voice crackled over the radio, fainting through the concrete walls that separated Logan from her.

      Bathed in the glow of his laptop, Logan caught his breath. He flipped to one of the last photos in the set—Abigail on her way out of the bar and Nick's eyes all over her. Her hip was cocked outward, her clutch purse flared to one side as she glanced back at the bar, at her man as he imagined what kind of lingerie she was wearing beneath that dress.

      Over the radio, her voice asked, “You coming?”
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      Abigail’s heart was racing as she left the bar. Adrenaline pumped in her veins. She could feel Nick’s eyes on her ass. Could feel him undressing her. She glanced backwards, catching him looking at her. She wondered what he looked like naked, too, and as she did, heat crept up her neck.

      She looked away, hiding her smile in the cascade of her bangs over her face, letting the shyer Abigail, the one who’d once been an elementary school teacher, take over for just a moment.

      Her heels hit the tiled floor of the lobby and she caught her sepia reflection in the antiqued mirror that ran along the wall. As dresses go, this LBD wasn’t her most risque. It covered her back, it covered her front. She could have worn it to a fancy cocktail reception with Logan—if they actually went to fancy cocktail receptions.

      But it was also so short. And so tight. And so… short! She’d thought that she’d trained out the habit of tugging at the hem, but in this dress, it was always a temptation. She’d gotten off her stool when Nicolas Moore had arrived partially because she was worried what she’d let him see.

      Not that that would be such a bad thing…

      Abigail laughed to herself just to burn off some nerves. She’d seen him in the gym wearing a tight, sleeveless compression shirt and a pair of shorts. He had a great body. Tall. With big hands. Which probably meant he had a big⁠—

      “He’s on his way up,” Logan announced into her earpiece.

      She let herself into the hotel room, the keycard chiming, and took a deep breath, held it tight, then released it. The room was empty, the lights off, only the glow of a laptop filling the room with eerie light.

      These jobs always turned her into a bundle of nerves. Sometimes they were easier, but they were never easy. She’d been married to Logan for eight years, but even before that, she was never the type to go after other men. She didn’t seduce.

      Now, here she was, whispering to other men that she wanted them to fuck her. Tonight, with Nicolas Moore, it wasn’t even that far off from the truth.

      You know you’ve got my permission, Logan had told her. Again. She was wet. So wet.

      She went to the laptop at the desk, which was already broadcasting their camera feeds. One showed the inside of a hotel room. The other, a shot down the hall. At the end of the hall, Nicolas Moore stepped out of the elevator lobby and started down the long corridor.

      “He’s arrived,” she said. He’s quick. An eager one.

      Sometimes, Abigail felt relief when she saw that her mark was actually following, that they’d fallen into the honey trap. She was 34, not in her twenties anymore. She worried that her breasts weren’t big enough or her butt was too big. She worried that she wasn’t pretty enough, sexy enough, young enough for these men—all philanderers—to chase.

      Not with Nicolas, though. Nicolas was all in. He would have fucked her in the hotel gym if she’d offered. Nicolas, with his beautiful wife and three kids, was a gross human being… in that sense. But he was also a specimen of a man, and she got the sense that buried beneath that soft voice and upright posture was someone who fucked.

      The knock startled her. You know you’ve got my permission. She could almost imagine the possibilities, and it had her heart racing as she opened the door.

      “You came,” she said with a smile.

      “Not yet,” Logan grinned from the hallway. “Was hoping you’d help me out with that.”

      Abigail snickered and shook her head. She grabbed her husband’s arm and pulled him inside before he drew any attention to them.

      This was the real trap. They got two rooms—one that was wired up with surveillance equipment, and another where she and Logan would watch the monitors. She’d lure the mark into the first, where their client—in this case, Mrs. Caroline Moore, and her lawyer, waited instead of Abigail.

      “How’s it going in the other room?” he asked, floating over to the laptop on the desk. “‘Room 211, like the temperature just before water boiled?” he repeated her line.

      “Things should just be getting started,” she said, reaching around him to tap on the sound.

      As if on cue, a shrill “You mother fucker!” blared over the speakers. On the laptop screen, a very angry Caroline Moore was gesticulating at her husband, who stood there holding his hands out like he was afraid that his wife would attack him.

      Sometimes, like tonight, the wife waited for her husband in the room, just to remove any doubt that he was a cheating bastard. When they did that, Logan always made sure there were others, just in case things got out of hand. Her lawyer was there, a pinch-faced man wearing an expensive suit, as well as another ex-cop that Logan knew.

      The show, however, was Nicolas and his pleading. Abigail muted the laptop again. She didn’t need sound to know this old refrain.

      “I’m sorry, baby. I’m so sorry… It was a dumb mistake... It’s the first time... It’ll never happen again…”

      “I think the kettle just boiled over,” she said.

      As thrilling as it was to lay the trap, this part always made Abigail uneasy. This was where it got real. Nicolas wasn’t just a figment of fantasy, and what they were doing had profound and lasting consequences.

      Logan moved up behind her, enveloping her in his arms and kissing her neck. “Well done, Abbie.”

      She turned away from the laptop, leaned against the desk, and looked up at her husband. The comparisons to Nicolas Moore came inevitably—none of it bad. Logan was a good-looking guy, just...different. Where Nick was tall and lean, Logan was a little shorter, with broader shoulders and a burlier chest. Where the man getting berated on that laptop was clean cut and bespeckled, Logan always had this look like he’d just returned from a week-long mountain biking trip. His neatly cut, dark hair was interlaced with flecks of gray, and the wrinkles around his eyes were as much from laughter and smiles as they were from age and sun.

      And the way he looked at her—like she was a dream made real—got her heart racing every time. It was a side effect of this new line of work they were in. He looked at her with a fire that was never this strong, even in the beginning.

      “You were into him.” His voice came on like a scratchy caress.

      “He’s a cheating creep.”

      “These things aren’t mutually exclusive.” He ran a hand up her body, along her rib cage, heading towards a breast. “Your nipples are hard.”

      “Not my fault I find my husband sexy.”

      “Just me?”

      “That really does turn you on.” She still didn’t understand it, but like Nick Moore’s penchant for adultery, the evidence was overwhelming. “Like I said, he was cute.”

      “You found him more than just cute.”

      She looked up at her husband through her thick lashes. “Yeah. I did.”

      He stepped into her, kissing her hard as she wrapped her arms around him and welcomed his embrace. It was always like this after a night of honey-trapping. In the hotwife world, which she now knew more about than ever, this was like reclamation-lite. Logan was here not just because he was excited to see her, but he was here to reclaim her as his wife after she’d spent all night seducing another man.

      “He turned you on, didn’t he?” Logan kissed her neck, his hand sliding down between her thighs.

      “Mmm, yeah.”

      “He wanted you so badly… and we have the proof.”

      “He did.” The shy Abigail fell away, and out blossomed the new her.

      “You were the hottest woman in the bar.”

      “I was.” It was only in these moments, hotted up by a night of flirting and being goaded on by her husband, that she could let her ego take control like this. “Now you better take care of me or I’ll go down there and find someone else.”

      Logan’s nostrils flared. He kissed her again, his hand finishing its journey between her legs. She groaned as he pressed his thumb against her clit, shielded only by the thin gusset of her thong.

      “You’re wet.”

      “Sooo wet—ah!”

      He pushed her panties to the side and caressed the smooth lips of her pussy. “Close your eyes.”

      They were already closed. They were already doing what he was about to ask her to do.

      “Think of him touching you here.”

      “Yes.” She was back in the bar, standing close enough to smell his musk, the uniqueness of this new and dangerous stranger. “That feels so good… Nick.”

      “Take your dress off.”

      She did this, pulling it over her head like a long shirt. Logan sank to his knees—only it wasn’t Logan in her mind. It wasn’t Logan who grasped her thong and peeled it down her hips. It wasn’t Logan who blew hot air across her silken sex.

      “Mmm, stop teasing…”

      “Only fair. You’ve been teasing me since I first saw you.” He licked the brief strip of dark hair she kept above her shaved pussy. “You on that elliptical in those tight, cropped pants.”

      “You like seeing a woman covered in sweat?”

      “Dripping.” He flicked his tongue, just once, across her clit. Her whole body bucked.

      “I loved watching you lift all those weights. So sexy.” She ran her fingers through his hair. “I played with myself in the shower after that, thinking of your big muscles.”

      Logan gave up on teasing. He buried his face between her thighs, driving two fingers deep as he covered her mound with his mouth.

      She had touched herself after the gym encounter, rubbing her clit in the shower as she imagined Nick coming in to join her. It had been hot then, yet tainted with guilt. It was molten now that she had permission to fantasize.

      She arched back on the desk as her orgasm seared through her. Throwing her head back, she bit back her moan and squeezed her eyes shut. Nick was there between her legs, his clean shaven face and crisp, blue eyes staring up at her.

      Before she could recover, Logan was pulling her up. He flung her over his shoulder and carried her, fireman-style, to the bed. This was Logan demonstrating that he, too, was strong. She laughed out loud as he manhandled her, playfully slapping his back. He flung her onto the bed and began peeling his clothes off.

      Logan had just turned 41, a little over seven years older than her, and was in great shape—better than when she’d first met him, even, back when he was a detective on the police force. They’d overworked him then, but with the new PI gig, he had time to be healthy.

      She also suspected that he was compensating extra hard due to the honey-trapping. There were other men to compete with now, and while she’d never done more than flirt and touch playfully, that was still a hell of a lot more than most married men had to contend with.

      Still, Abigail couldn’t stop the comparisons as Logan pulled his shirt off. While Logan wasn’t quite as tall or as lean, their builds weren’t the immediate difference. Their whole worlds were different. Nick was a business guy. He had soft hands and wore crisp suits. He probably saw the world like a spreadsheet, calculating not in a bad way, just a...way. He was beautifully fit, his body like a sculpture of what a man should look like.

      Her husband, on the other hand, was the man behind that sculpture. He wasn’t perfect. He was rough around the edges. His nose was crooked. He was never clean shaven. His body seemed hewn not in a gym but cut from life itself. Logan was an REI ad, Nick was GQ.

      “Thinking about him?” Logan opened his jeans, yanking them down along with his boxers. His cock popped free, obscenely erect. For her. For what she’d done. For the possibility that her thoughts may be straying to other men.

      “Yes.” It wasn’t a lie. “And you’re thinking about me thinking of him.”

      “Keep that going,” he said, advancing towards her, his broad shoulders hunched. “Flip over. Onto your hands and knees.”

      Abigail licked her lips, doing as ordered. Logan had always taken the more dominant role in bed, but orders like this were new. She looked over her shoulder as he mounted her, grabbing the meat of her ass.

      Flipping her hair, she clenched the sheets. “Do it. Put your big cock in me, Nick.”

      A year ago, she didn’t even fantasize about saying something like that. “Cock” was a dirty word that women like her didn’t use. “Fuck” was a pejorative, not a demand.

      “Yes… fuck me,” she spat as he lined his cock up and thrust forward. “I knew… I knew you’d be big.”

      “You like a big cock, do you?”

      “I love big cocks.”

      He didn’t ease in, didn’t take his time. Didn’t let her get used to his cock. She was horny enough that he didn’t need to, and just like all these trips, they’d been fucking non-stop since they arrived in this city.

      “That’s it. Don’t hold back.” He wasn’t, but she knew how to prod him even more. “Fuck me like you lift those weights.”

      That did it. He grabbed her hips, taking control of her body as he drove his dick deep

      It felt good… so good. This wasn’t married sex. This wasn’t familiar sex. This felt illicit. This felt new. “Yes… yes…” This felt extramarital. “Fuck me the way you wish you could fuck your wife.”

      Thumbs dug into her ass cheeks as he guided her hips along his length. She clawed at the sheets, clenching her teeth as he reamed her. It was hard—harder than ever. Hard enough to send the sound of their wet, slapping skin echoing through the room. And then⁠—

      SPANK!

      His hand glanced across her right ass cheek. She cried out. He’d never done that before. He’d squeezed her, fucked her, but never spanked her.

      “Yes. Do it again. I’ve been a bad—” SLAP! “—girl!”

      “You like that?” Logan’s voice was barely his own. It was low, harsh, possessed. “You like it rough?”

      “I like to be punished⁠—”

      Spank! Spank! Spank!

      The strikes came faster, timed with each thrust. None were hard, none hurt beyond a quick sting, but it was so… physical. When he reached out and grabbed her hair, yanking back, she completely lost it. She arched with him like a wolf howling at the moon, bending her head back as he pulled her hair.

      “Uh… UH!” She exploded into a gutteral exhalation. The man behind her—because surely it wasn’t her husband—was right there with her. With a fist full of her hair and the other hand on her reddened ass, his cock pulsed deep inside her pussy. It was the only warning she got before he flooded her with his hot seed.

      She yelped, cresting into another orgasm, another climax, another world of pleasure. Behind her eyes and in her fantasies, she’d shattered Nick Moore from his shell and turned him loose. That thought, unfaithful as it was, burned through her. It ended her.

      Once the swelter of the moment cooled, Logan had crawled limply to Abigail’s side. Exhausted and spent, she looked at him out of the corner of her eye. His face was red, his hair matted and damp. She wondered what she must look like.

      “You pulled my hair!” It came out like a hoarse croak. They laughed.

      “You’re the one who said you like being punished.”

      She pulled her hair over her face, embarrassed. “I can’t believe I said some of those things.”

      Logan swept her hair back. “I can’t either, but it sure is hot.”

      “This whole thing… my persona with these guys⁠—”

      “Gail?” he interrupted.

      “What?” she asked, confused. He’d never called her Gail in his life.

      “I think we should name her.”

      Abigail laughed. “Okay, but not Gail, please. Makes me think of middle school. Let’s go with… Abbie.”

      “Cute.”

      “Sometimes I get Abbie confused with Abigail.”

      “Know what I think?” he asked.

      She started to giggle before he told her.

      “That a part of you is becoming your Abbie.”

      “I think that’s what you want to believe,” she said.

      He shrugged and rolled onto his back. He knew, as well as she, that it wasn’t just Logan’s wishful thinking. She had started doing things because it was what “Abbie” would do, even when they weren’t on a job. She was working out more, and took care to wear exercise clothing that flaunted her body. She’d basically overhauled her entire lingerie drawer. She’d only ever trimmed her bush before the honey trapping—now she was wondering if she should shave it all off. What would Abbie do?

      “All I know is that it’s been a real ride,” he said to the ceiling.

      “Well, we have this room until the morning,” she said, glancing at the clock. “And it’s only ten o’clock.”

      “I was hoping to get some quality sleep in this luxury room before heading back to our little apartment, but I suppose I could be convinced to fool around some more.”

      “Goof.” She sat up and tucked her hair back. “Here, let Abbie do some convincing.”

      With that, she bent down and wrapped her lips around his semi-erect cock. It was something that Abigail never did—not after sex. Now, her pussy pulsed as she felt her husband’s cock begin to rise once again.
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      Six months later…

      Abigail picked a flute of champagne off of a passing tray. The caterer, a fit, young man of Southeast Asian descent, paused long enough for Logan to take one for himself before moving into the crowd of rich and successful people dressed in their finest.

      “To being fake rich,” Abigail said, her eyes following the caterer before raising her glass.

      Even the sound of their glasses tapping sounded expensive. “Fake it ‘til you make it, right?”

      “Why are we here again?” Abigail was laughing, but Logan felt the same way as they looked around—like they were complete imposters. Like there was a giant sign above them that said, “These two do not belong.”

      Logan said, “I feel like it’s a test, right? Has to be. Can we hang with this crowd?”

      Abigail’s laughter had a nervous, hysterical edge to it. “I feel like we’re failing?”

      They were in Washington, DC, at the Dawning Foundation’s Annual Donor Recognition Gala. Only they were neither donors, nor members of the Alzheimer’s Disease charity. They’d been invited here by Mrs. Kristiana Vanderkamp, who believed that her husband was not living up to his end of the marital bargain.

      It was odd, though. Most of the time these initial meetings were handled through email, a few Zoom meetings, and a final in-person meeting just before the honey trap was set. When Mrs. Vanderkamp asked them to meet her, Logan almost turned her down. It was a lot of money out of pocket on the possibility of a job. Then they looked her up and realized that she was worth over nine figures and decided that they could make a vacation out of it. It was summer. Abigail, who still occasionally substituted at school when she wasn’t managing the agency’s books or entrapping wayward husbands, was off for a few months, so why not?

      The other odd request was that Mrs. Vanderkamp wanted to meet both of them, not just him.

      “Well, you definitely fit in,” he told Abigail. She really did. She was in a designer dress from Rent the Runway—the only way they’d be able to have a chance at blending—and it made her look equal parts elegant and sexy. The long, black gown hung from her bare shoulders on delicate, spaghetti strings, cowl-necked in the front, low and skin-baring in the back. “Are you wearing anything beneath that dress?”

      “Wouldn’t you like to know?” She sipped her champagne. “Or maybe, you’d like some other man here to know, first?”

      Logan’s chest tightened, even as he laughed it off. “We’re here to work, remember?”

      “Ah, right. Work.” Her eyes lingered on his, as if to say, Work can be just as naughty. “So this is how the other half lives.”

      “More like the other one percent.”

      A string quartet played in the corner as men in tuxedos conversed with women on their arms. Women who were all dressed like Abigail. Most of the men were older. Most of the women were much younger.

      “You see our contact?” Abigail was nervous, although it wasn’t obvious. Logan knew her mannerisms—how she held her drink in both hands, squeezing the stem like she was trying to break it, how she seemed to stand so still, like maybe she could disappear into the woodwork. “You sure this is the right place?”

      “Not many other galas in this Westin,” he said.

      A woman stepped up to the rail on the second floor balcony, her red hair in a coiffed updo that left a wing of glossy bangs across her high forehead. Mrs. Kristiana Vanderkamp was stunning, and carried herself with the confidence of someone who knew it. She spotted the two of them, nodding slightly in their direction before disappearing from view.

      A moment later, she was coming down the grand staircase, her black gown parting around her long, shapely legs. She smiled and greeted people as she passed. Everyone seemed to know everyone else here, which was another thing that made Logan and Abigail seem to stick out.

      “You may want to close your mouth, dear,” Abigail said. “We wouldn’t want to attract any more attention.”

      He recovered quickly, shooting a look at his wife. “That’s not jealousy I hear, is it?”

      “No, I don’t blame you. She’s hot.” It was a very un-Abigail thing to say, but something not uncharacteristic of “Abbie”.

      “You want to try honey trapping another woman some time?”

      She didn’t look embarrassed. There was no color in her face. She just rolled her eyes and said, “I’m afraid that fantasy’s not going to happen.”

      “So what you’re saying is that one of these days, you will sleep with another man?”

      Before she could respond with something quippy, Kristiana Vanderkamp approached. They were on a job, and the clock had officially started.

      Up close, Kristiana Vanderkamp was even more of a presence. Her beauty held an agelessness to it, her face unlined and striking. If Logan hadn’t known that she was 48, he probably couldn’t have guessed. Her irises were blue-going-on-violet, and when she studied Logan and Abigail, he felt like she was reading his thoughts.

      “I have one question,” she began without so much as a hello. Despite possessing the statuesque poise and pale complexion of a Northern European, she had no accent. “Is your last name really Eaves?”

      “As far as my mom and dad told me,” Logan said. He’d gotten that in the past, even before turning to PI work that mostly involved eavesdropping on other people. Back in the force, on a surveillance detail, his partners always hassled him. “Guess I was born to do what I do.”

      “And what’s your maiden name, dear? ‘Jezebel?’”

      Logan winced as Abigail’s brows went up. This was one of the other reasons he never brought her along to these initial meetings. The friction was natural—after all, these women were hiring Abigail to seduce their husbands. While not fair, the cattiness made sense.

      “It’s actually ‘Not-a-Sex-Worker.’”

      This could have gone one of two ways—either Kristiana would feel even more threatened and more attacked, or she would be amused. Luckily, Kristiana decided on the latter. Her laughter deflated some of the tension. She actually apologized. “I’m sorry. My therapist tells me that I sometimes come off as aggressive. Let’s blame nerves.”

      “Sure,” Abigail said.

      Logan glanced at his wife, hoping she saw his warning. “Is your husband here? I don’t see him.”

      “Oh, no. Elias doesn’t come to things like this. He likes making money, not giving it away.”

      Logan and Abigail actually knew this. Elias LeBlanc was a successful film producer. He was a few years younger than Kristiana, his fortieth birthday coming up in a few weeks. Born in France, yet a resident of the US for the last decade, the two owned houses in LA, San Diego, and Tahoe, as well as a few in Europe. They’d been married for over fifteen years, had no kids, and were, as mentioned, extraordinarily wealthy.

      Kristiana said, “You are probably wondering why we’re meeting here, yes?”

      Abigail and Logan shared a look. “It crossed our minds.”

      “I’ve had you checked out. You were actually referred to me to by a close friend.” They both knew not to ask who. “With your background, Logan, it made sense. No offense, Abigail, but it was you who I was… less certain of.”

      “You wanted to check out the goods yourself,” Abigail said. “How do I live up?”

      Logan’s stomach fluttered as he watched Kristiana undress his wife in her mind. He wasn’t sure, but he swore that he saw a flicker of desire behind Kristiana’s green eyes. “You know how to look sexy, but I knew that already from pictures.”

      Logan shifted uncomfortably, wondering what pictures of Abigail were being shared out there.

      “But what I need to know is how you act. I’m hiring you to seduce my husband, and that’s something I won’t leave up to references alone.”

      “Okay…” Abigail glanced at her husband and licked her lips nervously. “How?”

      Kristiana Vanderkamp looked like this was the question she’d been waiting for all evening. “It’s very simple, honestly. I need you to make someone here think you’re going to sleep with them.”

      Logan should have known this was the test. In hindsight it was pretty obvious. When she did ask, though, the jolt was enough to stagger him.

      “Anyone?” Abigail asked. How was she so smooth with all of this?

      “Oh, goodness no. That would be too easy. No, he has to be someone who knows better. I need to see how convincing you can be.”

      “Who then?”

      Again came the knowing smile. “See the caterer passing the champagne?” She was referring to the same caterer that Abigail had checked out when they’d first arrived. “You’ve got thirty minutes to convince him to meet you in the coat closet.”

      “That’s it?” The way Abigail asked it set a charge off inside Logan, like this other woman had just asked her to pick up some milk on the way home from work. Even Kristiana didn’t seem to expect such a nonchalant response.

      She quickly recovered, though. “Tell me if he’s a good kisser.”

      “I think you missed what my middle name was.”

      Kristiana laughed. “I’m not asking you to fuck him. I’m asking you to kiss him. Of course, if you wanted to fuck him, that’s your choice.”

      Logan stood stonily, doing everything he could to ignore the rising erection in his tuxedo trousers. If he didn’t acknowledge it, maybe the problem would just go away.

      Kristiana raised her wrist and glanced at her diamond-encrusted watch. “Time is ticking.”

      “Give us a moment,” Abigail said.

      “Of course. I’ll be up those stairs. If you decide to go forward, please meet me up there, Logan. We can watch from the mezzanine.” She headed off.

      “What should we do?” Abigail asked.

      It’s just a kiss, he was tempted to say. But that was his dick doing all the thinking, and he’d watched enough men get into a lot of trouble when they did that to know better. “That’s up to you.”

      “Really? You’re okay if I kiss him?” No matter how many times he’d reassured her in the past, she still didn’t believe it.

      Logan took her into his arms. “I’m okay with it if you are. I’ll love you no matter what, and I know you love me, too. And yes, the thought of you making out in the coat closet is making me feel all kinds of things.”

      “And what about the thought of me fucking him?” Abbie was back, and with her presence, Logan was torn asunder. Jealousy and excitement were warring all over again. He felt woozy. He felt electrified. “You’d still be okay with that?”

      He took a fortifying breath. “I’d still love you.”

      The kohl around her eyes had some kind of sparkle that caught in the light. She seemed otherworldly in that moment, like the apparition of his wife, who was suddenly capable of anything. “This could be a huge contract,” she said.

      She was going to do it.

      “Very huge.”

      “It’s just a kiss.”

      “Just a kiss,” he repeated. “And I saw the way you were looking at him earlier. Not like this’ll be a chore for you.”

      She winked. “Oh, believe me, it won’t.”
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      Despite the calm that Abigail projected, her thoughts were all over the place. She could pick up a guy. She was confident that she could lure him back to the coat closet—or anywhere, for that matter. She had a plan for that even before Kristiana had finished speaking.

      But could she kiss him? All things considered, that was a much simpler task to achieve. Once he was somewhere private, kissing would be easy—and yet not easy at all! And yet... easy. The man was attractive. In another world, she would have loved to feel his lips on hers, feel his hands all over her body, feel how big she could make his cock.

      Just a kiss. It’s just a kiss. She tried to watch her alcohol consumption on these jobs, but she needed a little more to calm her out-of-control nerves.

      With a deep breath, she made her way to her mark, this time holding his eyes long before she was close enough to take a drink. Caterers were used to being invisible at functions like this, the food and drink that they carried more memorable than them. A little bit of eye contact went a long way, and when she shared a smile with him as she took the champagne, she knew she had him hooked.

      “Thank you,” she said breathily, her gaze lingering before she moved on. She could feel his eyes on the exposed back of her dress.

      She nearly drained the whole flute as she rounded the corner out of sight of him. People were gathering on the small stage where the band had been playing. The recognition program was starting and most of the crowd would be looking there. Perfect.

      She grabbed one more glass of champagne on her way to the restrooms, polished it off, and hid herself in a stall. The bubbly had done its job. She still felt the nerves just below the surface of her buzz. Shel could still hear her swarming thoughts as they frothed and tumbled, but she was no longer pulled down by them.

      Logan was fine with this, she could remind herself without having to deal with the immediate follow up question: why was he fine with this? She heard it and moved on. She had a job to do.

      In the privacy of the bathroom, she reached beneath her long dress and slipped her g-string off. Logan wouldn’t get to discover that surprise, but it was a small price to pay to land this job. She was a little embarrassed to find that it was damp as she balled it into a fist, and if it weren’t for the booze, she may have chickened out.

      “You’ve got this girl,” she said to her reflection. She fixed her makeup, reapplying her lipstick and making sure her eyeliner hadn’t smudged, snapped her purse shut, and left her empty champagne glass on the countertop.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            5

          

        

      

    

    
      Kristiana Vanderkamp was at the edge of the mezzanine’s railing, looking down over the rest of the ballroom as some guy named Gregory Hamilton gave a speech that amounted to how great it was to be rich. Logan barely heard it. His ears were ringing like he was suffering from an acute form of shell shock.

      “I don’t trust this guy.” Kristiana spoke without looking over at Logan, her eyes on the man giving the speech.

      “You know him?”

      “No. That’s the problem. I have no idea who he is, and right now he’s asking us to give him a lot of money.”

      “You don’t know me.”

      At last, she turns to Logan. “That’s why we’re here. So we can get to know one another before I give you a lot of money.”

      “You’re not very trusting, are you?”

      She shrugged. “Most people shouldn’t be trusted. I’d think that that’s been your experience with people, too.”

      He didn’t respond. Down on the main floor, Abigail emerged back into the room, quietly slipping through the door as every eye was focused on the front of the room. She glanced up toward him, smiled, and cut along the edge towards the back, where the caterer stood with his tray of drinks.

      Above it all, he could watch, and as he did, that now-familiar tightness began to squeeze his ribs and get his blood pumping. He watched as Abigail transformed herself into the seductress. It was subtle, but undeniable—the gentle sway in her hips, her upright posture that ever-so-slightly pushed her chest out and her shoulders back, how she tipped her head forward just enough that she had to look up through her lashes. These were all things that the Abigail that he met in her classroom did not do.

      “How about your wife?” Kristiana voiced the subconscious things he refused to acknowledge. “Should you trust her, too?”

      The caterer spotted Abigail approaching him, a smile blossoming across his face. There was no doubt who she was headed for as she navigated against the flow of attention.

      “Of course I trust her.” It was his automatic response. The real answer was much more complicated.

      He watched as Abigail stepped up to the caterer, taking a glass of champagne from him, but not stepping away as she did before. This time, she leaned close and whispered something. His brows rose, as did Logan’s blood pressure. He wished he had a shotgun mic trained on those two, although the mystery was almost as delicious.

      “I don’t think that you should trust her.”

      When he glanced at Kristiana, he found that she was staring at him, not at the seduction below.

      She added, “I don’t think that you want to trust her.”

      Below, Abigail pushed something into the caterer’s hand, whispered something else, and walked away. Logan shifted his attention between her, heading into the short hallway in the corner, and the caterer. Had she left him a note? What did it say?

      Abigail paused at a closed door, which was flanked by mostly empty coat racks. She looked around, and when no one was looking, slipped quietly inside. It was summer, Logan realized, which meant the coatroom was mostly unused.

      “Oh, naughty girl,” Kristiana murmured.

      Logan started to ask her what when he noticed what the caterer was holding—what his wife had pushed into his hand, what looked like a tangle of black string. His body seized up. Her panties.

      “No wonder she was so confident she could lure him back.” Kristiana was amused. “She had that one planned. Has she done that before?”

      Logan shook his head.

      “Wonder if she has when you weren’t watching…”

      “She wouldn’t.”

      “Hmmm. Not so sure about that, considering she just did. Oh! There he goes.”

      Looking around, the caterer discreetly walked over to the drink station, set the tray down behind it, and headed towards the short corridor without a word to anyone.

      “So Logan, how do you feel?”

      Like I’m going to vomit. “Fine.”

      “Looking a little pale. You sure you can handle it?”

      This was as much a test for him as it was for Abigail, he realized. Kristiana wanted to make sure that he wouldn’t lose his shit and ruin the trap that she was paying them to set.

      “I’m fine. We’ve done this before.”

      The pause before her response spoke volumes. “...you’re sweating.”

      “It’s hot in here.”

      “Ha.”

      On the other side of the room, the caterer paused before the door to the coat room. Logan found himself hoping he’d bail almost as much as he rooted for him to enter. He checked his hand, stroking what little silk existed on the g-string, and entered the room.

      “You want me to get you something to drink?” Kristiana was suddenly right at his side, her intoxicating scent heady in his nose. “You look like you could use it.”

      “I’m good.”

      He felt her eyes on him, boring into him as he desperately tried to keep his shit together. He stared at the closed door and kept his breathing under control.

      “Yeah, I think you are good,” she said. “You’re hired, Mr. Eaves.”

      “What?”

      “Hmm, or maybe not. For a detective, you don’t seem quick to pick things up.”

      Logan shook his head. “No, that’s not… before we agree to take your cases, I need to know what you need, the specifics of the case, and most importantly⁠—”

      “How much it pays,” she finished for him. “That, I can assure you, will not be a problem.” She then leaned in and whispered a figure that nearly dropped his jaw. “And that’s not to mention that it comes with all all-expenses paid trip to Valencia, Spain.”

      She turned to leave before he could fully recover. “But I’ll send you the rest of the details later,” she said over her shoulder. “I look forward to working with you.” She paused, glancing down towards the cloakroom. “And your wife.”

      When she was gone, Logan felt like a marionette with its strings cut. He caught himself on the banister, stared down at that closed door, and waited.
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      The coat room, despite the name, held no coats. Racks set on casters held rows of empty hangers. A few cardboard boxes had been stashed in here for storage, but other than that, there was no where to hide. The door she’d just shut behind her was the only exit.

      The heavy door blocked out all the sound, and in that silence, her heart beat like a marching band’s drum. Thump, thump. Thump, thump.

      She could have left. No job was worth doing something she didn’t want to do. But that was the thing. She wanted to do this. Logan wanted her to do this. Her skin tingled. Her sex, now left bare beneath her dress, buzzed.

      “You’ve been watching me,” she’d whispered to JP, as his name tag read. “And it’s been making me so wet.” She’d pushed her panties into his hand, and when he realized what they were, she’d whispered, “Meet me in the coat closet. And hurry while they’re all distracted.”

      Just the memory of saying that to another man should have embarrassed her. It didn’t. Not anymore. She smiled. She rolled her eyes at herself and how easy it was to manipulate men. But she barely even blushed when she delivered those lines now.

      The door opened, letting in the rush of applause for whatever was being said on stage. JP slipped inside, looking strapping in his black vest, crisp white shirt, and bow tie. He looked as uncertain as she felt, which helped boost her confidence even more.

      “You should lock it,” she said, leaning back into the wall opposite.

      “I shouldn’t be here.” But then he lifted the hand holding her panties.

      “You wanted to return those.”

      He opened his hand, letting the g-string dangle off his index finger. It was so tiny, so insignificant. He found his voice, and with it, a charming smile. “Wouldn’t want anyone getting the wrong idea.”

      Abigail pushed off the wall and approached him, trying to personify something feline and dangerous. He reached behind him, found the lock, and twisted it into place. Her body pulsed with the click. She paused about a step in front of him, setting one hand on her hip and holding out the other for her panties. When he passed them to her, she closed her fingers around his hand and pulled him against her.

      It all happened so quickly. One moment, all she could hear was the beat of her heart and all she could feel was the heat consuming her body. The next, his body was against hers, his hands on her hips, his lips against her own.

      This was the first man Abigail had kissed, other than her husband, in nearly a decade. She’d forgotten what a rush that a kiss could bring. She’d forgotten how intense it was to feel another man’s tongue brush along her own.

      She touched his face, his cheek smooth and warm and so unfamiliar. She pulled out of the kiss slowly, reluctantly, their lips prying apart with a wet slurp.

      Abigail forced herself to open her eyes, to look this guy in the face. When she did, her Abbie persona waivered as the awkwardness of a first date rushed in. She was the girl outside her apartment building, kissing Logan for the first time and wondering if she should invite him up to her place. She hadn’t back then—she’d gotten cold feet—but she remembered wishing that she had. Would she now?

      The hot caterer didn’t seem to feel any such awkwardness. He smiled when their eyes met, his eyes glancing back down at her lips again, and then they were kissing again. Her hands moved of their own accord, traveling over his shoulders, down his back. He was built like a rock climber, his lean muscles like granite beneath the caterer’s uniform. She wanted to feel him everywhere, see if the rest of his skin was as hot as his mouth.

      He kissed her neck, his lips like fire on her exposed flesh. She felt the momentum. She knew where this was going. And she needed to stop it. Her mission was done. She needed to be done.

      It wasn’t until she felt his hand brush across her breast, only the thin layer of her dress separating his palm from her excited nipple, that she snapped fully out of it.

      “I’m sorry… we shouldn’t…”

      Outside, applause thundered. It was like her conscience cheering at her for doing what was right. The spell was fully broken. “We have to get out of here.”

      The caterer seemed confused. “I have a longer break in an hour,” he said in accented English. He ran his hand through his dark hair, smoothing it back where she’d mussed it. “Meet me at the catering van.”

      “No promises. My husband can’t know.” It was a lie, yet even saying it out loud like that sent a guilty thrill through her. Maybe this hotwife thing was worth exploring after all.

      He grinned and nodded, his eyes traveling over her body one last time. So thrilling. He paused on her neck, though, taking a sharp breath. “I… I’m sorry…”

      “What?”

      “I guess I may have gotten a little too excited. Your skin… it’s so⁠—”

      “Did you give me a hickey?” She wasn’t mad. She was far beyond simple emotions like that. Everything was absurd, everything made her want to laugh and scream and panic and smile all at once.

      “I’m sorry.”

      She rolled her eyes, finding her poise once again. She picked her panties up off the floor and stuffed them into the breast pocket of JP’s vest. “Since you left me a souvenir, here’s yours.”

      Abigail almost expected to emerge from the coat room to a staring, judgmental crowd. Instead, only one guy glanced her way before turning back to his conversation group. The presentation was over. Mingling had commenced.

      Up in the mezzanine, her husband was alone. She couldn’t read his face as she slowly made her way up the stairs. She felt like a high schooler creeping out from beneath the bleachers. She couldn’t see it, couldn’t even feel it, but she was very aware of the mark the caterer had left on her neck.

      Logan saw it immediately in the way his eyes flared, in the sharp intake of breath. Still, he didn’t say anything, and that scared Abigail. He wasn’t normally the silent type.

      “Say something,” she said quietly. “Are you angry?”

      He wet his lips, still drawn to the hickey. It was like it took everything to glance up at her, and when he did, he looked… hungry.

      “No,” he said, shaking his head slowly. “Not angry.”
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      The two crashed into their bedroom, hands all over one another. “So you kissed him?”

      Pushing the question out was like deciding to leap off a cliff. It was exhilarating and scary as fuck.

      “Yes,” Abigail said between kisses.

      “And?”

      They were at the bed, making out like newlyweds. Logan broke away, kissing down her neck, staring at the hickey—dark red going on purple, another man’s mark stamped into her unblemished skin.

      “I… I liked it.”

      “Fuuuck,” he groaned, and they were rabid animals again. “So you kissed. You made out. What else?”

      “You think more happened?” She asked, rubbing the juncture between his legs. This close, Logan could smell the guy on her, an unfamiliar musk that filled him with anxiety and excitement. “You hope more happened?”

      “What happened?”

      In response, Abigail sank to the floor between his legs. Still in her dress, still in her impeccable makeup, she smiled up at him. She was in full vamp mode. She was full on seductress as she opened his pants and pulled out his cock.

      “Did you… did you do this with him?”

      She was smiling as she took him into his mouth, her cheeks prominent before her lips conformed to his shaft. Logan groaned, bracing himself on his arms behind him as his whole body shuddered. Chances were, she didn’t do this to the caterer, but the thought that maybe she had was triggering. Just thinking about the attractive, young Southeast Asian guy with his wife nearly tipped him over the edge.

      “Oh, Abbie, that feels… you’re going to make me come…”

      She tightened her hand around his cock, exaggerating her bouncing head, and never once averted her smoky eyes from his. Come for me, they said. Don’t hold back.

      He glanced at her hickey again, at the sweep of dark hair and the way beads of sweat began to gather at the edges. Had this other man seen that? In that moment, he hoped that he had, the server’s dark-hued cock disappearing into his wife’s plump lips.

      He thrust hard—hard enough that his cock hit the back of Abigail’s throat. She choked, but before he could hold back, he was unloading his balls. She quickly refocused, tightening her lips around the base, and started swallowing. Her body rolled with each gulp of his come, and still she looked up at him with those smoldering, hungry eyes.

      She only released him once Logan was utterly spent. He flopped limply onto the bed “No, I didn’t suck his cock, but you were imagining that I was.”

      “Not just me.”

      He just loved that smile, so unapologetically guilty. “It did feel like he had a big one.” She crawled onto the bed beside him. “I wonder if Kristiana Vanderkamp’s husband has a big one, too.”

      “I take it you’re interested in the job?”

      Abigail laughed, and she was Abigail again, climbing beside him and snuggling. “I don’t trust her,” she said in response. “There’s something off here.”

      “Yeah, I sense it too.”

      “And I’m sensing a but,” Abigail said.

      “It pays a lot of money.”

      “How much?”

      When he told her, her eyes flew open.

      “And we get to go on a ‘working vacation’ in Spain,” he added.

      “That’s… wow…” She considered it for a few moments. “Do we have more details?”

      Logan could read between the lines. For previous assignments, she only teased the guys, tricked them up to her room to prove intent. That had been enough for the wives that hired them. Would it be enough for Kristiana? Especially if she was paying that much?

      “We’ll know more tomorrow morning. She wants to meet us before we fly out.”

      “Okay.” Abigail didn’t sound so sure.

      “We should at least hear her out.”

      “Of course.”

      Logan pulled her close. “Whatever happens, we’re in this together, always, okay?”

      She relaxed into his arms, turning to look up at him. She nodded. “Always.”
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      The luxury of the St. Regis downtown, just a few blocks from the White House, set the tone. If Kristiana had chosen it to say, “You are out of your depth,” she’d chosen well. They’d felt like impostors last night at the gala. This morning, they felt like beggars at the opera.

      Kristiana met them in her suite, which was surprisingly understated for such an opulent hotel. She had a view of DC, the low buildings giving way to the monument in the distance, and coffee waiting for them on an ornate sitting table by the window.

      Their prospective client had dressed down for this meeting, yet still managed to look elegant: her strawberry blonde hair was down, pinned back behind her ears, and she wore a pair of loose slacks and a smart blouse with one too many buttons undone. And heels, of course, tall and spindly. “Did you two sleep well?”

      She gestured to a soft leather sofa, and the two sat, anxiety prickling beneath their skin. “It was fine,” Abigail said.

      Kristiana poured coffee into delicate porcelain cups, a smile curling at her lips. “Just fine? I’ll need to speak with the management. How do you take your coffee?”

      “Black,” Logan said.

      Abigail nodded as well.

      “Naturally,” Kristiana said, “from a couple of hardboiled detectives such as yourselves.”

      “He’s the detective, not me,” Abigail said.

      “You just like it black.” If that was an innuendo, Abigail couldn’t tell. Everything about this woman was a fucking innuendo.

      “Enough with the pleasantries,” she said curtly. “Can we get to why we’re here?” And then, realizing how short she was being when Kristiana lifted her brows, she added, “Please?”

      “Of course.” The woman leaned back in her chair, crossing her long legs and lifting the cup to her lips for a sip. Her expression grew serious. “As you know, he’s done pretty well for himself as a film producer, but that’s only with the financial support and connections that I brought him. I foolishly insisted on a prenuptial agreement when we married, thinking that it would protect me. Now, it’s a noose.”

      Abigail and Logan had heard all of this before. Logan nodded for her to continue.

      “I’ve spoken with my legal advisors, and they've made it clear. We need undeniable proof of his infidelity for leverage to break the prenup.”

      Abigail’s throat tightened. She knew what was coming but dreaded hearing it spoken aloud. “What exactly does ‘undeniable’ mean to you?”

      Kristiana sighed softly and opened a slim, silver laptop on the table. With practiced ease, she turned it toward them. A paused video appeared on screen—grainy, explicit, and unmistakably intimate. “Something like this,” Kristiana said quietly, eyes on Abigail. “Clear, explicit footage. It needs to be irrefutable.”

      Logan shifted uncomfortably beside Abigail. “That’s… not legal. Can’t take video of targets in private places without their consent.”

      Abigail breathed a sigh of relief. Kristiana didn’t give her a chance to fully enjoy it, though.

      “We’ll be in Spain, remember? And besides, I don’t need this to be admissible in a court of law. Just the court of public opinion, which these days is a lot harsher to powerful men in Hollywood. Thank you, cancel culture.”

      Logan and Abigail exchanged looks. Logan nodded at her, reassuring. He got her. “Typically, you don’t need things to go this far. Suggestive evidence is enough. People will draw the right conclusion.”

      “I understand that,” Kristiana said evenly. “But Elias… Elias is careful. He’s not going to fall for one of your usual traps. We need this kind of proof. He needs the threat of public humiliation, or he’ll never compromise and release me from the pre-nup.”

      Abigail had heard enough. “I told you earlier, I’m not a sex worker.”

      Kristiana’s gaze softened, a flash of something like empathy crossing her features. “I know, Abigail.” She tapped the screen with the grainy evidence. “And maybe you can get me something like this without crossing that line. I’ve watched you work. I know you’re good.” Her eyes drifted to the hickey on Abigail’s neck, but she didn’t say anything. “But to be clear, the evidence must be irrefutable. No evidence, no payment.”

      “We get paid for our time and effort, not a particular result. Our job is to observe and document, not to generate incriminating evidence,” Logan insisted.

      “Isn’t that what your little honey traps do?” Kristiana smugly asked.

      “That’s not entrapment. We dangle bait. We don’t force anyone to take it. What you’re asking blurs that line.”

      “I’ll admit, this is an unorthodox case. But I believe the payout I’m offering is more than worth the risk. Don’t you agree?”

      Logan, looking between the two women, slapped his hands on his legs and started to stand. “Well, I don’t think we can take your case, unfortunately. There are some things that we will not⁠—”

      “We’ll do it,” Abigail said. She never broke eye contact with Kristiana’s challenging gaze, and when she contradicted Logan, the woman gave her an almost imperceptible nod of approval. “But we’ll do it our way.” She leaned in. “Now tell me everything about your husband and his many appetites…”

      ***

      “What the hell was that about?” Logan asked sharply as they stepped onto the sidewalk outside the St. Regis. The morning sunlight felt harsh compared to the carefully controlled lighting of Kristiana's suite. “What she wants us to do crosses a line, and you know that. I could lose my license if it got out.”

      Abigail hesitated, biting her lower lip as they moved slowly away from the hotel’s entrance. “I know,” she sighed, then repeated it. “I know. But… Logan, it’s a lot of money.”

      He stopped, turning her gently by the arm to face him, his expression serious. “It’s unethical. Illegal.”

      “Not in Spain.”

      “Do you know that? Because I bet it is. The BSIS won’t care where it happened if our involvement leaks.”

      “No one will know we were involved. If it’s not going to court, it doesn’t even need to be an official case,” she argued. 

      “Abigail…”

      Abigail’s jaw set. She knew she was getting stubborn, but couldn’t help it. Her husband seemed to know, too, and tempered his own aggression. He said, “She got under your skin.”

      “She did.” As she admitted it, Abigail let go of some of that dogged determination, glancing away for a moment before meeting his eyes. “There’s just… something about that woman. The way she looked at us, like we're beneath her—like we're just tools she can use and discard.” Abigail shook her head, irritation flashing in her dark eyes. “I can’t stand feeling so powerless. I want to show her she's wrong.”

      “By fucking her husband?”

      “Yes. No, I don’t know.” She groaned. “Look, there’s got to be another way to get her what she wants⁠—”

      “Which isn’t legal.”

      “But my point,” she continued, ignoring his interjection, “is that she doesn’t even think we will take it.” 

      She didn’t think that I would take it, she thought, but didn’t say.

      Logan watched her, clearly conflicted. His jaw tightened, then relaxed as he considered her words. He pulled her close as they waited for their Uber to arrive. “You really want to do this?”

      “I want to prove that we can.”

      “And if it means fucking Elias?”

      “I won’t do that, either.”

      “You know I’ve always been okay with you banging our marks⁠—”

      “Wow, did you really just say that?” The question was quick, but she was smiling as she said it.

      “No reason to be coy about this. She wants evidence that involves sex, and she’s hiring us. Ethical issues aside, what if we can’t find a way to do this without you fucking him?”

      “Then either we get an all-expenses-paid trip to Valencia, to go along with our all-expenses paid trip to DC.” She saw that he was starting to see her point. She pressed on. “But if we do figure out how to do it, it is a lot of money.”

      “At least tell me there’s the possibility that my wife turns into a hotwife.”

      Her eyes softened. The tension that she’d been carrying around eased. Laughing softly, she said, “I almost forgot I was married to a pervert.”

      Logan laced his fingers through hers and squeezed reassuringly. “Well, takes one to know one.” 

      They shared a quiet laugh, the tension slowly melting into something warmer, more familiar. Hand in hand, they walked away from the grandeur of the St. Regis, ready to explore whatever the hell was next.

      “Fine, let’s do it,” he said. “I guess I can live with the ethics because there’s nothing ethical about these people. It’s not like we’re screwing over someone innocent. But we do it carefully. We protect ourselves from blowback.”

      “You’re good at what you do. I trust you to figure it out. And for the record,” Abigail said, “I still don’t trust her.”
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      Valencia was unlike anywhere they’d ever been. Other than a trip to Vancouver for their honeymoon, neither Logan nor Abigail had ever traveled outside of the US. Now they were checking into La Estrella Blanca, a Spanish resort hotel on the azure blue waters of the Mediterranean Sea.

      Even the lobby felt unreal, like some kind of dream. Fancy cars were being valeted through a pair of open doors that let in the warm, salty breeze. Fancy people were walking through the sun-drenched, high-ceilinged room. Even the resort staff appeared fit and fancy. This was a far cry from a Holiday Inn.

      Abigail glanced at Logan, brows raised, reflecting his own feelings. We’re not in Kansas anymore.

      Neither of them trusted Kristiana, but a fully paid trip to Valencia was too good to pass up. It was a perk, as much as the five-star hotels that most clients paid for to set up their husband—just an extreme version of the perk.

      They arrived a day early, ostensibly to research. It was partly true. It was a scouting mission to figure out where each piece of the seduction would go down—the taste, the tease, and the trap. The latter two were usually pretty easy—the trap was always somewhere like a bar or club; poolside would fit perfectly for the tease.

      Finding a location for the initial meeting between the two—what Logan thought of as the “taste”—was always the hardest. It had to be organic—a glance across the lobby, for example, or a short and shared elevator ride. No words were usually spoken. This was the moment that Abigail insinuated her sexy self into their mark’s mind.

      Of course, arriving a day early also meant that they got to taste what it would be like to take vacations like this, to ease into their roles. And to fuck the hell out of each other in southern Spain.

      Abigail had already settled into her role. She wore a mint-green, satin, mini dress—high-necked and haltered behind her neck, but tight enough to show off her full tits and fit curves. Matched with a pair of heels, her legs seemed to go on for days.

      “I’m glad I’ve been tanning in the backyard,” Abigail said as they made their way up to the front desk. “Everyone here’s so beautiful.”

      “Including you.”

      She touched the seam of Logan’s linen shirt. Pushing her sunglasses up into her hair, she gave him a hungry once-over. “And you, my love. You clean up pretty well.”

      “Maybe we should take regular trips to Valencia.”

      “This job pays pretty well.” Logan kissed her softly. “But I’m not sure that well.”

      “Maybe it’s worth a splurge, though. I’m going to look around while you check in.”

      “Of course.” He watched her step away, seeing her the way all of their marks saw her. She was irresistible, and that dress didn’t hide the fact. She fit right in with the rest of this world.

      The young woman behind the counter greeted him in a sexy Spanish accent, taking his mind off of his wife for a moment. She checked him in and then went through the amenities—infinity pool, massage appointments, resort restaurant options, etc. Logan weighed each for their potential to entrap, rather than someone here on vacation.

      “I hope you and your wife have a lovely stay with us, Mr. Smith,” she concluded, using his alias. “Please let me know if you need anything.”

      Logan was pretty sure he’d imagined the emphasis, but stuttered a moment regardless. “Uh, thank you so much…”

      “Maria,” she finished for him.

      “Right, Maria. Nice to meet you.” Why had he said that? He stumbled away, turning to search for Abigail, feeling guilty and not quite sure why. She was by the windows that overlooked the sea, making small talk with a tall black man wearing the resort’s liveries.

      Even though it was as innocent as his exchange with Maria, seeing her smiling up at him still sent a jolt through Logan. This wasn’t their mark. This man was as far from Elias LeBlanc as it got. Logan hung back a moment before joining her at the window, though, enjoying watching her flirt with the other man.
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        * * *

      

      Abigail stared out of the windows that flanked the lobby, where the whole bay spread out like a postcard. Houses and homes dotted the crescent, hinting at a far different life than the one she lived. Not that she was unhappy, but a girl could still dream.

      “I could get used to this,” she said quietly to herself.

      “Maybe, but why would you want to?” A man at her side spoke, his words hinting at an accent that she couldn’t quite place. “New things are fun. It’s why we’re drawn to adventure.”

      The man had dark black skin that stood in stark contrast to his white resort uniform—a uniform that seemed to struggle against the thick muscles of his arms and chest. He was tall enough that her eyes landed on that chest first, and it was all she could seem to stare at. He had the body of a linebacker, seeming to possess muscles that she didn’t know existed, and yet he wore it all so well on his tall frame.

      When she did manage to look up at him, he was smiling at her knowingly. She knew what it felt like to be him—she’d caught men checking her chest out like that all the time. Being caught herself made her feel even more embarrassed, so she pretended to be checking his name tag instead.

      “That so, Andre?” she said, reading off the golden tag before meeting his eyes again.

      He just grinned back, with a row of brilliant white teeth, and nodded. He made sure to glance back out the window before adding, “The view is nice, too.”

      Abigail wondered if it was possible to actually die from embarrassment. Or, at least, the old Abigail would have. She took a breath and reset herself. She wasn’t here as the old Abigail, and this would give her some good practice. This time, when she checked out his chest, she did so openly. “Certainly is.”

      His smile only grew broader, comfortable with the innuendo. “You should see it from the resort’s pool,” he said. “Best time to go is in the afternoon.”

      “Oh? And why is that?” She knew what his answer would be before he gave it, because she knew what hers would be were their roles reversed.

      “Because I’m there in the afternoon.” He winked. “Think about it.”

      Now they were like co-conspirators, and even though he didn’t have a clue why she was there, he felt like a kindred spirit to her.

      Which made it even more startling when she looked over and saw Logan watching her from the check-in desk. “I’ll… uh… think about it,” she said. “It was nice to meet you, Andre.”

      “Please do.” He grinned at her. “Enjoy your stay.”

      Her eyes lingered on the man’s back as he left, how his resort uniform stretched over all those muscles, how his black skin glistened on his shaved scalp. As Logan finally joined her, wore the most annoying smile as he approached.

      “What?” she asked defensively.

      He just smiled more. “You know I don’t mind, right?”

      Abigail blushed. “Stop trying to distract me. We’re here for a job.”

      “We’re thousands of miles away from home, surrounded by strangers. If you want to have a little fun with the staff⁠—”

      “We have a job to do,” Abigail interrupted. “And we’re both professionals.” Abigail wasn’t sure if the ‘we’ in that statement was referring to her and Logan, or her and Andre. Didn’t matter. “This job’s too big to screw up.”

      “Funny choice of words.”

      Abigail giggled, despite her frustration. She knew one way to take care of this. “Take me to the room. I’ll show you just how funny I can be.”
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      This trip had a different vibe than their other honey trap jobs. Those felt like precision strikes—quick in-and-outs that lasted no more than two or three days. They had a week this time, and because of that, the expectations were high.

      They’d spent the last month preparing, which was one of Logan’s favorite parts. For this trip, knowing that so much of it would involve lounging by the pool or on the beach, Abigail started sunning in their backyard until her body was a rich shade of caramel… all over.

      Even her hair had changed. Her soft brown locks had lightened from the sun, now laced with golden highlights that shimmered when she moved—an unspoken reward for the hours spent soaking in the summer heat.

      She’d taken to prancing through the house in tinier and tinier bikinis, and even started hanging out at the public pool in those tiny bikinis just to build up her confidence.

      The sex was phenomenal after she returned from those places. Nothing was spoken yet everything was communicated. It turned her on when men looked at her. It turned Logan on, too. By the time the Valencia job rolled around, they were ready, both in preparation and attitude.

      “Can you believe this place?” Abigail stood out on the balcony of their suite, overlooking the glittering sea. With the sun framing her, she was a sexy silhouette, more distracting than any view. More tempting, too.

      “It really is paradise,” Logan said. With the sun like that, he could make out the shape of her thighs through the dress. He saw her the way he did when she was working a mark—a woman who could have had a grander life than married to an ex-cop detective.

      She smiled over her shoulder as he snuggled up against her back. Below, the manicured grounds of the resort nestled up against the building. An infinity pool went right up to the lip of the patio, where a path led to the beach.

      “Lot of potential spots for the initial meeting,” Abigail said.

      Logan kissed her neck. “I’m thinking the pool.”

      “You just want me wearing a bikini again.”

      “That too.”

      Logan spotted the black man from the lobby making his way along the winding path, headed towards the pool. Even at this distance, he looked fit as hell.

      “Now I see what you’re looking at,” he whispered.

      Abigail didn’t deny it, and when he felt her flinch ever so slightly, he was thrilled to be right.

      “You’ve never been with a black man.” He traced a hand up her body. The satin dress felt so thin, and beneath, her skin was so warm. “You think what they say is true?”

      “Logan, I’m not going to engage with your racial stereotyping.”

      “So why don’t you slip into your bikini and engage with him instead? What was his name again?”

      “I… I don’t remember.”

      “Liar.”

      Her nipples were hard beneath the dress. He could feel them pressing through her bra. They had a tradition before these jobs—no sex. At least not right before. It kept Abigail on her game and made the seduction more authentic. Her excitement, especially because she denied it, was making it hard to stick to tradition.

      “It’s Andre,” she admitted. Her hesitation was like an aphrodisiac.

      Logan stepped back just enough to ease the dress’s zipper down her spine. Her strapless bra matched the dress’s mint green color, satin and luxuriously new. So was the accompanying thong.

      Abigail glanced at Logan, hesitating a moment.

      “Spit it out. What’s up?”

      “So you’re sure about this?”

      And suddenly they weren’t talking about Andre anymore. Or maybe they were, but also the case, the men, the lines that might be crossed.

      “I’m pretty sure,” he said, pushing her hair over her shoulder to kiss the back of her neck. “But this isn’t my decision. So are you sure about this?”

      “Still processing.”

      “How about we process as we give your new friend down there a show.” He kissed around to the side of her neck, her skin hot beneath his lips.

      “Leave my dress on,” she said. “I’m not going to stand out here naked for everyone to see.”

      Logan grinned. He’d expected her to shut down his advances. Instead, he pushed his hands beneath her dress from behind and eased her thong off.

      Despite the nude sunbathing, she still had the trace of a bikini tan that cut across the center of her cheeks. She owned racier ones, but wouldn’t wear them to the public pools in the US. Here, though…

      “Did you pack the Colleen Kelly suits?”

      Abigail snickered. “You mean the ones that didn’t even cover my already tiny bush?”

      “Yeah, those.”

      She took his hand and guided it around the front of her body, shielded by the dress. When she pressed it against her mound, all he felt was the softest, smoothest, barest of skin. “I may have…”

      “That’s so sexy,” he gasped, tracing the spot where she had a landing strip just a few days ago.

      “Your fault.”

      “I accept full responsibility, ma’am.” He opened his pants and fished out his dick. “And your man down there is going to love it.”

      She gripped the railing harder and opened her legs just enough. Logan had to flex his legs to get the angle just right, but then⁠—

      “Oh, Logan,” she groaned as he pushed his cock into her.

      The black man stopped by the pool bar and put in some drink orders. The bartender was an equally fit Spanish guy, and the two laughed over something.

      “Or maybe you want to try all the staff…”

      “Or maybe… you should get… your mind… out of the gutter.”

      She said it, but Logan knew when she was turned on. And she was turned on. She even started to thrust back as he fucked her.

      “That’s not a fantasy of yours? Two guys? Worshipping you?”

      Her breath was shallow. He fucked her harder, edging her closer and closer. She worked best when she was keyed up. She was most free when she was denied that release. It made the reclamation sex in the end all the sweeter.

      But the thought of Abigail with the two staffers, riding one, sucking the other, their bodies glistening with exertion, was too vivid. He could practically hear her choking on a cock. Could see another man’s thick dick pumping into her pussy and⁠—

      “Fuck!” He was coming. Coming and coming and coming, balls tight, dick throbbing, seed filling her.

      She was close, too, moaning, driving her ass back against his pelvis as her knuckles turned white on the rail.

      He pulled free before she found that release. “No,” he gasped. “No, no. Not yet.”

      “Gah!” Abigail moaned, remembered how public they were, and stifled it. She reached back with her free hand, grasping at his ass, pulling him closer as she ground her hips back. But he was spent. He had nothing left except for his senses.

      She groaned in frustration as he stepped back. He said, “No, not yet, not yet, but soon. Soon…”

      “You’re a real asshole sometimes, you know that, Logan?” Abigail took a steadying breath, looking around. Looking down, towards the resort grounds. Towards the two guys. They weren’t looking, but had they? “I’m going to take a quick shower, then I’m going to explore the grounds.” She kissed him. “Starting with the pool bar. I’m suddenly very… thirsty.”

      Logan laughed, watching her as she strolled toward the bathroom, dropping her dress along the way.
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      Logan and Abigail spent the rest of the day strolling arm in arm through La Estrella Blanca, scouting potential spots for the first encounter. It was fun to pretend to be part of the elite that was here. Abigail felt like an impostor, but Logan assured her that everyone else was buying it.

      The rooftop Solstice Bar had its allure—moody lighting, ambient music, the kind of place where glances lingered over the rims of wine glasses—but it was too social, too watchful. The Garden Terrace Lounge was more private, lush and dreamy with its trailing vines and flickering lanterns, but they agreed it might come across too staged. Down on the private beachfront, Abigail dipped her fingers into the surf while Logan snapped reference shots from a shaded cabana.

      The water of the infinity pool shimmered like glass, reflecting the endless horizon at dusk. With low loungers arranged in pairs and staff who knew when to linger and when to vanish, they both knew this location would work great for a first meeting.

      A lone swimmer in a designer swimsuit dove in at one end and began to swim laps. On the opposite side of the pool, Andre worked the bar. He gave them a nod, but nothing more, going back to fixing a drink for the couples around him.

      “You’re right, this could definitely work,” Abigail said.

      “As long as you can keep your eyes off the help,” Logan teased.

      “Stop, you,” she giggled. She linked her hand into his and guided him away.

      They had dinner at La Estrella Blanca’s candlelit garden restaurant, where they'd shared a bottle of Tempranillo and pretended to be a rich couple on vacation.

      Back in their suite, they'd showered together, slick and pressed close under the hot cascade, his hands gliding over every inch of her. She could feel her climax building, a deep, electric need coiling inside her, but then—again—he left her alone beneath the spray, gasping and aching for the release he denied.

      They didn’t make love that night, though they continued to fool around—just enough to drive Abigail crazy. It was more maddening than if he’d not touched her at all. Logan had a way of teasing her to the brink—his mouth lingering on her clit, his fingers tapping that sweet spot inside her in rhythmic bursts that made her toes curl—only to pull away when her body arched for more.

      Logan meant well. At one point, it may have even been Abigail’s idea to push things off and deny. But here, in paradise, she just needed to come.

      “Please stop teasing,” she groaned as he ran his fingers along her smooth gash.

      “We’ve already cheated once,” he said. “Save it for tomorrow.”

      “When I cheat for real?” Her tease was designed to tease and tempt him to go farther. It almost worked. He pressed his fingers into her and her back arched, ready for release, when he abruptly pulled away again.

      Abigail sighed in frustration, her body throbbing with unfulfilled need. But beneath that surface irritation lurked something deeper—an unsettling realization. Tomorrow wasn't just another playful flirtation. Tomorrow’s flirtation might one day lead to her crossing a boundary she'd always carefully maintained. The thought of truly being with another man, of fully stepping outside her marriage, both terrified and excited her in ways she couldn’t yet articulate.

      “So the infinity pool for the first meet and greet?”

      She sighed, pushing the troubling thoughts off for another day. Again. “Maybe. But you know how this works, honey. We need to play it by ear.”

      He nodded. There was always the temptation to rush things, to force them. Under normal circumstances, with only a day or two at most, they had to orchestrate the first meeting more deliberately. But here, they had to be flexible. They didn’t know his routine beyond the little that Kristiana had shared. They didn’t even know his ETA.

      “But how about this,” she said, turning into him. “Make me come now, and I’ll wear my tiniest bikini to the pool for you.”

      It was Logan’s turn to groan. “So tempting, but I’m going to call your bluff.”

      “And what’s that?”

      “You want to wear that bikini anyway. You’re just looking for an excuse.”

      “And an orgasm. Don’t forget about that.”

      Logan chuckled. “Don’t worry, we’ll get there when we get there.”
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      Elias LeBlanc arrived the next morning.

      Logan was already stationed in the hotel’s lobby restaurant, half-finished espresso in front of him, a newspaper he wasn’t reading open on the table. He kept his gaze angled toward the entrance, watching for their mark.

      He’d studied the man’s photos and social profiles extensively before this job, but seeing someone in person always hit differently. Elias LeBlanc was effortlessly handsome—salt-and-pepper hair swept back and curling slightly at the ears, a well-groomed beard that looked about a week old, and dazzling white teeth that he flashed liberally at the staff. Especially the women.

      Logan caught him chatting up the same saucy brunette from yesterday at the front desk. He stood with one hand casually resting on his suitcase handle, the other accepting a pair of keycards from her.

      “…suite sixty-five, señor,” she was saying with a polite smile. “Enjoy your stay, Mr. LeBlanc.”

      “I always do, Maria,” Elias replied in a smooth, French accent, his eyes lingering a second too long on her neckline.

      Logan moved in, timing his approach. He slid into line behind Elias, just close enough to catch the suite number. She noticed him instantly, straightening with a small, guilty smile and a faint blush.

      “May I help you?” she asked, shifting her attention from Elias.

      “I’m sorry,” Logan said with an apologetic shrug. “Left my key in the room. Could I get a replacement?”

      “Of course. Just a moment.”

      Logan watched the man go, sizing him up—not just his looks, but his walk, his confidence, the way he glanced over his shoulder to see if Maria was still watching. It wasn’t hard to guess this wasn’t a man burdened by monogamy.

      As Elias disappeared around the corner, Logan pulled out his phone and texted Abigail:

      He’s here. Suite 65.

      Logan didn’t return to the restaurant. He’d studied the floorplans of the resort well enough to know where he needed to go. Making his way up a quiet service stairwell, he stepped out onto the third floor landing—one level above Elias’s room.

      The hallway was mostly empty this time of morning, the hum of distant housekeeping carts the only sound. He moved to the far end, where a floor-to-ceiling window overlooked the inner courtyard and the corridor that led directly to Suite 65’s door.

      Perfect.

      He’d already clocked the line of sight during their initial walkthrough of the property, marking it as an ideal stakeout spot. From here, he could see the suite door, the hallway, and even a sliver of the elevator bay if he leaned to the right.

      He slipped into an alcove near the fire exit—a blind spot in the camera coverage—and pulled out his DSLR fitted with a long lens. The camera bag beside him contained his backup gear, plus a thermos of strong black coffee. This part of the job was never glamorous. But Logan liked the rhythm of it. The quiet. The waiting. The hum of adrenaline under the surface.

      I’m in position, he messaged.

      On standby, came Abigail’s response.

      Logan stayed put, watching the door.

      Twenty minutes passed before it opened.

      Elias stepped out, dressed casually now: aviators, swim trunks that were shorter than anything Logan would dare to wear, a linen-button-down worn open to reveal chest hair as gray as the sweep of his impressive hair.

      Logan chuckled to himself and picked up his phone. He’s headed for the pool, he typed. I knew it.

      He watched the man turn onto one of the garden paths that led toward La Estrella Blanca’s pool deck, snapping a few photos for good measure. His phone buzzed.

      [Abigail]: Guess I owe you a blowjob.

      Logan laughed.

      [Logan]: Let’s start with you wearing that tiny bikini, as promised, yeah?

      She didn’t respond, although he didn’t expect her to. He switched his vantage point, slipping along the shaded corridor near the Mirador spa, his telephoto lens catching glimpses of Elias as he approached the pool. Even from a distance, Elias exuded a kind of relaxed charisma that made women turn their heads—and the man knew it.

      Elias took his time choosing a lounger—surveying the crowd with the lazy confidence of a man used to being watched. A pair of tanned young women noticed him immediately. One of the resort’s staff brought over a towel and a chilled bottle of sparkling water. Elias thanked her with that same megawatt smile and settled in, stretching out with a novel he clearly had no intention of reading.

      Logan adjusted his camera, zooming in on the mark’s face. Relaxed. Alert. Already scanning.

      The trap was set.

      Then, she appeared.

      Abigail stepped through the arched entrance from the garden path like a goddess strolling into a lesser realm. The sun hit her just right, turning the gauzy wrap around her hips into something nearly translucent. Her bikini—barely there, metallic gold—hugged her curves with scandalous precision. The thong left nothing to the imagination. Her top might as well have been painted on. A pair of oversized, black designer sunglasses masked her expression, but Logan didn’t need to see her eyes to know exactly how she was feeling.

      She was on.

      A man to Elias’s left dropped his phone. Another nearly knocked over his drink. Heads turned.

      Logan held his breath and lifted the camera.

      Click. Click.

      Elias looked up. The moment their eyes met, something subtle shifted in his posture—an unconscious squaring of the shoulders, a slight adjustment of the hips. His interest was immediate.

      Logan lowered the camera just enough to watch without a lens.

      Abigail didn’t look directly at Elias. Not yet. She walked slowly, every step deliberate, hips rolling with the grace of someone who knew the power of her body and exactly how to wield it. She bypassed the open loungers and claimed the chair two spots down from Elias, close enough to catch his attention, distant enough to play coy.

      She dropped her beach bag with a soft thump, peeled off her wrap, and laid it across the back of her chair before lowering herself with practiced ease. Her skin gleamed in the sunlight. She tilted her head to the side, adjusted her sunglasses, and stretched her legs out in front of her like she had no idea half the pool deck was staring.

      Logan felt the tightening in his chest. The familiar mix of pride and heat and something a little more dangerous. His pulse quickened. Part of him dreaded seeing Abigail actually cross the line, but an even larger part couldn't help the thrill that burned beneath his skin at the thought.

      She looked unreal.

      And the mark had definitely taken notice.

      Logan clicked a few more photos and muttered under his breath, “Game on.”
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      Abigail still couldn’t quite believe she was wearing this bikini in public.

      It was smaller than most of her underwear—two shimmering triangles of gold on top, and on the bottom, a thong so minimal it was practically a rumor. The gossamer wrap tied loosely around her hips fluttered in the breeze but didn’t cover anything of consequence. She might as well have walked in naked.

      And honestly? Everyone around the pool knew it.

      There wasn’t a man—or woman—glancing her way who didn’t immediately clock that she’d have to be waxed bare to wear a bikini like that. It left nothing to the imagination. And that was entirely the point.

      She stepped into the sunlit pool area with the confidence of someone who owned it. Not a glance at anyone. Not yet. But she felt the eyes.

      She loved the eyes.

      Heads turned. Drinks were forgotten. Conversations faltered. She walked with that same slow, unhurried rhythm she used during seductions—an easy sway of the hips, shoulders back, chin lifted just so. She wasn’t strutting. She didn’t have to. She was the show.

      This was business. This was the job.

      Funny how that now meant flaunting her ass in a microscopic bikini while making bored husbands forget their wedding rings—but Abigail didn’t mind. Her body was hers, and she’d worked hard to make it look like this. She took pride in the way men looked at her—young ones, old ones, rich ones who thought they couldn’t be tempted.

      She took an imperceptibly short breath as she approached Elias, heart thudding. The playful, hypothetical conversations she’d had with Logan suddenly felt desperately inadequate. The line she’d never crossed loomed starkly in front of her. Then she was Abbie again, owning her world.

      She picked her lounger carefully—two chairs down from Elias LeBlanc. No eye contact. She simply laid out her towel, lowered herself onto the chair with feline grace, and opened her book like she hadn’t just sent half the pool deck into cardiac arrest.

      She didn’t look at him. But she knew he was looking at her.

      She’d seen his photos. Knew he was attractive. But Elias in person had presence. He carried himself like a man who was used to being noticed—and used to taking what he wanted. Abigail couldn’t help but smile to herself behind her sunglasses.

      This one would be fun.

      But before the seduction came the tease. The taste.

      Thirty minutes passed. She let the sun warm her skin, let the anticipation build. Then, without fanfare, she set her book aside and rose.

      All movement around her seemed to pause.

      She walked slowly to the edge of the pool, every inch of her on display. Her bare thighs, her toned stomach, her perfectly waxed skin that glistened beneath the sun like oiled silk. This was intentional. This was for them.

      And it was absolutely for him.

      She didn’t look back.

      At the water’s edge, she dove in cleanly—no splash, no wasted motion. A perfect line of grace and heat slicing through the blue.

      She swam just beneath the surface, letting the cool water soothe the heat rising inside her. Still, she could feel the attention she’d earned like a second skin.

      When she emerged, she did it slowly.

      Water cascaded from her hair, over her shoulders, along the curve of her ass. She climbed out and walked with bare, wet elegance back to her chair. Aware of every eye. Every breath that caught in her wake.

      Finally, as she picked up her towel, she let herself glance toward Elias.

      He hadn’t moved.

      She smiled at him, slow and wicked. Just a flick of her lips and a glint of heat behind her sunglasses.

      That was all it took.

      Pleased with herself, Abigail gathered her things and slipped away from the pool deck, still humming with the thrill of the performance. Sunlight shimmered on her damp skin as she crossed into the hedge-lined path that wound back toward the suites.

      Once out of view, the confidence slipped just slightly. Her heart was still thudding—not from nerves, exactly, but from the heady rush of being watched, desired, envied. She let out a breath, slowed her steps.

      Then she rounded a bend—and walked straight into a wall of muscle.

      She gasped, stumbling back. Strong arms caught her before she could fall.

      “Didn’t see you there,” the man said.

      It was Andre.

      Abigail blinked up at him, her pulse doubling down as her brain caught up to what her body already knew. He let her go, slowly, but his hand lingered an extra beat.

      “It’s… okay,” she murmured, suddenly hyper-aware of how little she was wearing. Her wrap clung sheer to her thighs, her bikini top still wet, her nipples undoubtedly visible through the thin gold fabric.

      Andre’s eyes flicked down, not with hunger, but interest. Not leering. Just... noticing.

      “Nice day for a swim,” he said, the corner of his mouth tugging into a smile.

      She returned it before she could think. “That’s one word for it.”

      He gave her one last look before continuing down the path, the scent of sun and salt and something warm lingering in his wake.

      She stood still a moment longer, watching him go.

      Then she exhaled—long and slow.

      Definitely not part of the mission.

      But she’d be lying if she said he hadn’t shaken her more than Elias ever could.
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      Logan and Abigail spent the rest of the day doing normal couple things. Their cover was that they were there as a couple, as themselves, married for eight years, here on vacation to enjoy themselves. Elias wouldn’t look too hard into the backstory, and La Estrella Blanca was known for its discretion even if he was curious.

      They had lunch on the shaded terrace, appearing to be more lost in their phones than each other. Really, they were exchanging texts.

      I still can’t believe you wore that bikini.

      I can’t either! See? I’m so much better than Carmen ever was.

      We still dwelling on the past?

      Carmen was Logan’s old partner, and the first person he’d worked with when he started the honey trapping jobs. Abigail never liked her.

      Point is, Abbie, it worked. You had all the eyes on you, and I’ve got the photos to prove it.

      I’m going to have to ask you to destroy those, mister. Can’t have something like that getting back to the fam.

      Negative. Those go right into the vault.

      Abigail glanced up at him over her coffee and shook her head, as if to say, I don’t know why I put up with you.

      Logan just gave her an incorrigible wink. Because you love me.

      A table tent ad for couples massages at Mirador, the on grounds spa, sat between them. He nodded toward it. “How about it?”

      She picked it up. “You never liked massages before,” she said.

      “Maybe I want to watch someone rub their hands all over you.”

      “I should have known you would have said that.” She set it down. “But sure, I’m game.”

      The room smelled of eucalyptus and soft floral oils. Two tables were propped up, side by side. Soft music played, lights dimmed to a golden haze. Logan’s masseuse was a petite woman with practiced hands. Abigail’s, he noticed, was not.

      The man was tall, tanned, with broad shoulders and long fingers. European, probably. He introduced himself in a low, accented voice that Logan didn’t catch. Abigail nodded politely, shot him an electric look, and climbed onto the table, the towel barely covering her curves.

      Logan lay down and tried to relax.

      Tried.

      But he couldn’t keep his eyes off of his wife as the man’s hands glided over her back—slow, firm strokes that started at her shoulders and worked their way lower. Her body shifted with each pass, her breathing soft and deep. The towel rode lower. Her skin gleamed under the oil.

      It was all perfectly professional, yet he swore that Abigail was hamming it up slightly. She made a soft sound at one point—a hum of satisfaction—and Logan’s cock stirred. It was a performance, and yet he loved watching another man’s hands explore his wife’s body. And she loved it, too.

      When the massage ended, the masseuses stepped out with a quiet murmur, leaving them alone. Logan rolled onto his side and studied her.

      “You relaxed now?” he asked.

      Abigail looked over her shoulder, still half-draped in the towel. Her smile was lazy, satisfied. “Mmm, I am. And you… you’re not. Did we just waste several hundred dollars?”

      “No.” Logan still saw the masseur’s hands on Abigail. “Definitely worth every penny.”

      Back in the suite, Abigail disappeared into the bathroom to get ready for the evening. Logan sat on the edge of the bed and scrolled through his camera roll. Old photos. The job folder. Some surveillance shots. Then the ones he’d taken at the pool.

      He zoomed in on the way Elias looked at her. They were all looking at her in that dental floss bikini. And even behind her sunglasses, she preened.

      One photo caught his attention and he flagged it for later—Abigail strolling by Elias, turned just enough that she had to be looking right at him. And he looked back.

      “So hot,” Logan whispered to himself.

      “What’s so hot?”

      Abigail emerged from the bathroom looking radiant. She wore a bronze dress, so silky and fluid it clung to her body like it had been poured on. A single, thin strap wrapped behind her neck, leaving her back entirely bare, and the deep plunge in front revealed the swell of her breasts. The dress hugged her waist and hips with just enough looseness to whisper of what was beneath, while the slit up one thigh promised everything else.

      “You. You’re so hot.”

      She gave him a slow, knowing twirl. “You like?”

      He swallowed. “Too much.”

      She winked and crossed the room to check herself in the mirror, turning one way, then the other. She studied the way the fabric moved over her hips. She touched her collarbone, adjusted a strap, then let her hands fall away like she’d decided there was nothing left to fix.

      There wasn’t, and Logan knew that she knew it. He stepped behind her, admiring her in the mirror. For a moment, neither of them spoke.

      “You’re getting good at this,” he said at last.

      Her gaze was unwavering. “I love a good massage.”

      “Huh,” Logan chortled. “Let’s go turn some heads.”

      She smiled at their reflection. “Already did.”
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      The Solstice Bar glowed like a jewel atop La Estrella Blanca, bathed in the soft, golden light of hanging lanterns and the lavender glow of a sun slipping beneath the sea. Unlike so much of the resort experience, the rooftop bar was something that Abigail and Logan had experience with. This was the kind of place where they liked to lay their traps—an atmosphere ripened by the expensive cocktails, secretive glances, and all that delicious possibility.

      Abigail and Logan entered the bar together, although all eyes were on Abigail and her molten bronze dress, the fabric catching the candlelight with every breath she took.

      Logan sat beside her, drink in hand, every inch the man who knew exactly what he had—and dared the world to try and take it. That, too, was part of the con. According to Kristiana, Elias liked his women married. The more untouchable, the better.

      Abigail crossed her legs slowly, letting the slit fall open just a little more than necessary, and reached for her martini glass. Her nails, painted the same deep wine red as her lips, curled around the stem with idle grace.

      “Do I look too much?” she asked him quietly, without turning her head.

      “You look like trouble,” Logan said.

      “That wasn’t the question.”

      He took a slow sip of his drink. “You look perfect.”

      Then—on cue—Elias LeBlanc arrived.

      He stepped through the open archway as though he owned the bar, not a wrinkle in his pale linen shirt, the top two buttons undone just so. His hair was pushed back with casual effort, and his eyes scanned the terrace like he was selecting from a wine list. When he found Abigail, he smiled—not at her dress, not at her face, but at the effect she had on the room.

      If the poolside tease hadn’t solidified it yet, that glance did.

      Abigail didn’t react at first. She took another sip. Ran a finger along the rim of her glass. Tipped her chin slightly so that her sun-lightened hair swept over her bare shoulder before gently pushing it back into place. Her engagement ring—a fake one to match the size of all the other rings in this place—caught in the light.

      She met Elias’s eyes, just for a moment, and smiled.

      Logan saw the exchange in the mirror behind the bar. He let the moment settle in the back of his throat like good bourbon, fiery yet delicious. Her skin glowed in the bar’s light like it had earlier, on the massage table, golden and slippery.

      It all lasted for less than a moment, but he saw Elias take the bait as he moved past, to the opposite side of the bar where they could still see one another when the crowd shifted just so.

      “Nice job,” Logan said to Abigail. He could feel Elias’s eyes on them as he stepped close to his wife. “He definitely wants you.”

      Abigail giggled—an exaggerated laugh designed to make Elias jealous. “They all do, honey.”

      It was definitely not a thing that she normally would have said, and Logan liked it. “You know, while we’re not ready to trap him tonight, maybe we could have a practice run. Pick a guy and he could be yours.”

      It was part joke, part genuine offer, and it sizzled through him as he made it. He felt her tighten up at the offer, too, like she was actually considering it. These little teases had been different since she’d kissed that man at the gala. They’d taken on an authenticity. In the silences between question and answer, Logan swore that she was really considering now.

      “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” she whispered back.

      “You would, too.”

      She didn’t correct him as she laughed and turned away, lifting her martini glass to her lips again.

      Over the next half hour, Abigail hooked Elias as surely as a master fisherman. Every glance, every calculated tilt of her chin, the slow, sultry way she shifted in her seat like she didn’t care who saw her thighs—all of it was for him.

      Not him, Logan.

      Him—Elias.

      Elias never approached. They weren’t expecting him to. Not with Logan there. But their mark was hooked—his scotch going untouched, his gaze flicking toward Abigail over and over again. Logan could feel the hunger radiating off of him—silent, controlled, but unmistakable.

      And Logan? He was hard. Not just aroused—hard. That painful, twitching, inconvenient kind of arousal that made it hard to breathe without thinking about her. About that dress. About how good she was at this. Too good?

      His own form of jealousy and arousal coursed through him. He kept his composure, kept up the guise of aloof husband as he shifted against her, pressing his knee against hers under the bar. She played her part, too, smiling as they pretended to talk about trivialities, laughing when it seemed right to laugh.

      “I like your hair like this,” he said, brushing her hair back from her face. In the bar’s lantern light, her golden highlights stood out even more, streaks of blond, lightened from all the sun. “We should probably go soon.”

      Abigail nodded, turning to sip her drink. He caught the slight flick of her eyes past his cheek, looking once again at Elias.

      “You know, maybe we could get this over with,” he ventured. “I could leave. Go get the equipment. You could lure him away, somewhere semi-private where I could get a vantage on the two of you, and…” Logan was overheating even as the words came tumbling out. “…and mission accomplished. We spend the rest of our days here in paradise celebrating.”

      Abigail pulled back to look him in the eyes. “You’re letting your little head do the thinking. Let’s not get ahead of ourselves. Stick to the plan.”

      “Good things come to those who wait,” he said.

      “Emphasis on ‘come’?” she asked with the lift of a brow.

      “You’re dangerous, you know that?”

      She leaned back on the bar, facing out, and finished off her martini. Without even looking at him, she said, “You didn’t bring me here to be safe.”

      He almost laughed at the glib retort. Instead, he exhaled slowly and ran his hand over her smooth, bare back. “No,” Logan murmured. “I guess I didn’t.”
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      It was early the next day. Dew still hung on the shrubs and flowers out front of the resort. Birds sang their morning songs. Abigail stretched, preparing for a jog through the streets.

      According to Kristiana, part of Elias’s routine when he came here was to run in the mornings. The man was an avid runner and watched his health obsessively. A jog through the streets of this Spanish town was the perfect way to get to know him. He got to know the important parts of her by wearing a pair of tiny jogging shorts and a racerback running top that showcased just how flat her stomach was these days and how large her tits were.

      Now that they’d established the “taste” by the pool, and subsequently last night at the bar, they went into the “tease” phase of the seduction.

      The goal here was to get Elias more comfortable around Abigail—while not directly offering the possibility of sex. They’d conducted these follow-up meetings in gyms, on commutes, even at a wine-and-painting class. In Valencia, with the time they had, they planned a few thanks to the intel from Kristiana.

      Problem was, Elias didn’t show that morning when they thought that he would, and she could only stretch and delay her run for so long. Fifteen minutes passed and it became too long. Glancing into the lobby, where Logan was watching her over his newspaper, she gave a shrug and turned to start her circuit anyway.

      Abigail loved running. She loved the freedom that came with it. She loved how universal it could be, and when she traveled, it was one of her favorite ways to explore a new place.

      Valencia was by far the most exotic locale that they’d gone to, so she wasn’t going to miss this opportunity. She’d already laced her runners on yesterday morning and jogged through the streets—partly to scout out a route with Elias, but also just for herself.

      Running through the European city and its mix of old and new structures, she was definitely not in the US. She loved it. She loved the different smells. She loved the different sounds. People were biking out on the street, going about the routines of their lives, and she loved diving into that anonymity.

      Abigail also let her mind wander—to the now, to the past and future. She was once a teacher. She loved the kids, but many of their parents spoiled it, and she knew it would never be a career for her. It did bring her Logan, though.

      She still remembered that day when Dawn brought her uncle in for career day. He had this great way of talking to the kids that was as much of a turn on as the uniform and the five o’clock shadow. He had this direct way of talking about things that inspired courage. Inspired her so much that when she saw him in his patrol car outside of school at the end of the day, she decided to go right up and ask him out.

      The rest was history—although if someone had told her that history would lead to her being the honey in a honey trap setup, she wouldn’t have believed it. It also wasn’t what she pictured herself doing for the next five years. Not exactly something you can put on a resume. Which led her back to wondering what to do next.

      “Hey, you left the resort.”

      Andre joined her in the jog, emerging from a side street and easily matching pace. His white resort uniform was gone, though. In fact, all clothing other than a pair of running shorts and his shoes were gone, and dear god was he impressive. His black skin sparked in the morning sun, chiseled, cut, sculpted—pick your Michaelangelo-inspired metaphor. She loved Logan’s body. She really did. But Andre was just hard in places where Logan wasn’t, and harder in  places where Ethan was. The man didn’t seem to have any body fat on him—pure muscle, pure tone.

      “Uh…” She didn’t know what to say, so fumbled for something more than “uh.” “So did you.”

      “Believe it or not, I don’t live there,” he said. “The pay doesn’t quite support it. Mind if I join you?”

      “Sure.” Abigail hoped that she didn’t sound completely like a giant fan girl. “I have a route, but you probably know the area better.”

      “Little. How far we running?”

      She checked her watch. “I’ve put on about a mile and a half. Was thinking five?”

      She hoped to impress somewhat, but he nodded without judgement. “Perfect.” That was the impression that Abigail was forming of the man in general—he didn’t judge. At least on the face of it.

      “So how long have you worked at the resort?”

      “At this one, about a year.”

      “You like it?”

      “Yeah, I do. Not like my dream job, but the perks are pretty good.” He smiled like he was sharing a joke with himself.

      “So what is your dream job?”

      He glanced at her thoughtfully, as if seeing her for the first time. The spotlight felt warm. “I think I’d like to open a bakery.”

      Not the answer she was expecting at all.

      “I’ve always loved that feeling of accomplishment, pulling something warm out of the oven and watching everyone’s reaction as I place it on the table.” He jogged in silence, thinking of this hypothetical future with a smile on his face. “Would be nice. Thanks for asking.”

      “Thanks for sharing.”

      “Most people don’t really care to know about that side of me. They either want me to bring them another drink, or want me to take their clothes off for them.”

      “Really?”

      Andre grinned at her naïveté, and she cursed herself. That wasn’t the role she was trying to fill. “Not that either of those things are bad.”

      “So you’ve… done that?” Suddenly this whole jog became sweltering.

      “I’ve brought plenty of drinks.” He jogged to a stop at the street corner and turned to her. He was very tall, very sweaty, and very hot. “This is my place. Want to come up?” His question was like a match to her. “For a glass of water.”

      “I… I should get back to my…”

      “Husband?” he helped out. “Funny, that. You seem to spend more time apart, with him watching, than together.”

      Busted.

      He held out his palms, like he was dealing with a skittish animal. “I don’t judge. I see it all the time, believe it or not, and I’m not opposed to a cuckold lifestyle.”

      Abigail suddenly saw how all of this looked to his eyes. “Oh, God, I’m sorry. That’s not why… I seriously just went for a jog… I wasn’t⁠—”

      “I know. You seem like a genuine person. I like that. It’s… quite a turn on.”

      Abigail’s heart pulsated.

      “I don’t know what you’ve got going on with your man. I can be discrete if you don’t want him knowing.”

      In the abstract, Abigail knew she could have any man that she wanted. That she had permission. But it was always presented as a hypothetical—if you meet someone, go for it. Logan insisted that she could sleep with a mark, but until Elias, she’d never seriously considered it. Even with him, she was still pretty sure she could entrap him to his wife’s satisfaction without sex.

      But here, now, in this moment, nothing was abstract or hypothetical. Andre was real—a slab of muscled godly man, confident enough to just put the offer out there, casual enough to know that she could walk away and nothing would change. This was a man she could fuck if she wanted to fuck him.

      She wasn’t entirely sure that she didn’t.

      And the most absurd thing that kept going through her head was, “You’re not supposed to offer sex during the tease…”
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      What was taking Abigail so long? Logan paced that front lobby, waiting, checking his watch, feeling the opportunity slip away again.

      Elias didn’t go for a jog because he’d signed up for the morning yoga on the beach. He was there now, doing initial stretches as the rest of the class filled in. Logan has signed up Abigail, too, had her yoga mat ready. Now he just needed an Abigail.

      She came jogging up the street with a smile of satisfaction—like she was recounting a particularly good cup of coffee. Logan met her before she was even fully in the resort’s turn about.

      “Where have you been?”

      “Well—“

      “Never mind.” He pressed her yoga mat into her arms. “You’ve got five minutes to get down to the beach. Yoga class with our new friend.”

      “But I need a shower.”

      He gave her a once over. Her skin was indeed glistening with perspiration, and her hair was matted with it. She looked sexy. “You look perfect.”

      “We should talk⁠—“

      “After. Later. I signed you up. Come on. Four minutes now.”

      “Right. On it. Business first.” She took the yoga mat from him and sauntered off without even a kiss. He stood in the driveway, watching her ass sway until a car barked at him.

      Logan realized how terse he came off as when he was on his way back up to the room. It’s funny how normalized this whole honey trapping thing could get after doing it for a couple of years. He could still remember the first time they gave the setup a shot, and how he’d actually vomited the first time she went off and flirted with someone. He could still remember that day, as clear as a cloudless day.
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      Two Years Earlier

      “Are you sure about this?” Logan studied his new bride in the dim confines of the car. He couldn’t read her expression, so had to resort to questions. “We can still pull out. I can find someone else.”

      “No, I’m sure.” He wasn’t sure how to process Abigail’s lack of hesitancy. “It’s not like this is the first time that I’ve picked a guy up at a bar.”

      That line stuck with him through the years, delivered like she was talking about a trip to the grocery store. She probably meant it as a way to reassure him that everything would be fine. Instead, he realized that there were things about her that he was still learning.

      This was two years ago. His first honey trap case. He had a woman he’d been working with to do the seducing, but she came down with a cold—not the sexiest trait. Abigail offered to step in. This was before they had developed their process—before they had any process at all. It was just Logan with his camera and his wife improvising.

      Logan wasn’t a huge fan of improvising. Sometimes it was necessary, but he preferred running things by the books. It’s why he enjoyed his time in the police—and probably why he ultimately parted with that career. He should have joined the army instead.

      It was also why Abigail was such a good partner. She was spontaneous when she needed to be, yet always organized and thoughtful. He had no doubt that she went into this with eyes wide open, even if she didn’t have a clue what they’d actually be doing.

      “So what exactly are you going to do?” he asked.

      “Get some evidence that this guy’s a cheating bastard, of course.” She kissed him on the cheek. “Have that camera ready.”

      She slipped from the car and out into the chilly night. Despite the weather, she wore a short, gray dress that Logan had bought her as a gag gift for his own birthday last year. She’d only ever worn it in their bedroom. Now, she was strutting towards the parking garage stairs that led towards the hotel with the clingy number on and the whole world seemed to swallow her up.

      That was around the time that the first bout of nausea set in. Unsure what to do, he shut off the car, made sure that his telephoto lens was stuffed into his bag and that his iPhone was at the ready, and followed her up to the hotel’s bar.

      The place was packed. He arrived just in time to see her take a seat beside their mark, a guy named Walter Stockton, and seemed to ask him to buy her a drink. He looked only mildly surprised before waving the bartender over.

      It wasn’t a great spot to take photos, but he did what he could. He found a high top far enough from the bar to appear anonymous, and pretended to check his smartphone while snapping surreptitious shots of Abigail very convincingly flirting with Walter.

      Walter wasn’t a bad looking guy, just a normal looking guy. He didn’t look like an adulterer. He didn’t look like a womanizer. He looked like the kind of guy who would return home from this trip with some souvenirs for his kids and maybe a nice piece of jewelry for his wife, more excited to relax with a beer in front of the television than getting reacquainted in the bedroom.

      Yet he was receptive to Abigail, his eyes dipping into her cleavage, leaning close to whisper into her ear, his hand straying to her knee when she didn’t push him away. Whatever she was saying, he was loving it. Whatever she was saying, Logan wasn’t.

      Logan managed to catalog most of it—the whisper, the hand, the way it started to creep up between her thighs before she stopped him. He managed until he couldn’t, until he had to shuffle into the bathroom and throw himself into a stall, emptying his guts into the porcelain.

      “Rough night,” a guy at the urinal said. “Been there.” He zipped up. “Maybe I’ll be there later.”

      Logan just smiled wanly at him before exiting. When he had, Abigail and Walter Stockton were gone. The bile was back in a flash. “Fuck!”

      His curse drew some eyes. He ignored those, pulling out his phone to text his wife. Then he hesitated. What if the guy saw the message come in? What if she hadn’t silenced her phone?

      There was already someone else in the spot that they’d been, a man who had just started drinking his beer. They couldn’t have been gone that long, but he didn’t know where they went. He wished they’d established a better plan. Next time, they’d agree on where to lure the mark.

      Seeing him just standing there, the bartender asked if he needed something. “I’ll take a lager,” he said, not wanting to seem out of place. “You didn’t see where that last couple went, did you?”

      “Nope,” the bartender responded as he set the pint of light amber beer before him. “Tab?”

      “Nah.” He set enough bills down to cover the drink, picked it up, and wandered to a spot that looked out into the hotel lobby. He couldn’t see the elevators , but he could hear the chime as the doors opened and closed just around the corner. Was she on her way up?

      His stomach squirmed again. He felt the heat begin to rise, right along with his anxiety. Only this was different than before. This felt more like that sensation that accompanied the slow ratchet of a roller coaster’s first incline. Things were building, and not all of it was bad.

      That’s when he remembered that he had GPS. He pulled up the Find Phone app, looked for her phone, and there it was—not in the hotel space, but off where the parking garage abutted the hotel.

      He drained half his beer, set it down on his way out, and followed. That sense of excited dread continued to grow. He stepped out into the chill air and followed the dot, rounding a bend of cars, scanning where the ping was originating. It could have been coming from a level above or below, he reasoned, when he saw a splayed hand slap the inside window of a sleek, black Mercedes sedan across the aisle.

      He jumped—nearly screamed. His heart was suddenly in his throat, and he shied back behind another car. The details slowly started to fall into place. That hand smeared along the inside of the fogged up glass. The car was rocking steadily. And now that all his senses were open to it, he could hear the unmistakable sound of a woman moaning.

      Logan knew this was wrong. He knew that he should go over there and pull his wife out. But he was also so turned on. He was hard. He was breathing hard. And he had a job to do, after all, so rather than behave like a possessive Neanderthal, he switched his phone to camera mode and recorded the car sex.

      “You think that’ll be acceptable evidence?”

      “Fuck!” This time, he did shout. The rocking of that car didn’t stop, though.

      “I’m pretty sure that’s what’s going on,” said Abigail behind him. “And I’ve got some video and photos to make that narrative convincing.”

      She lifted her own phone before him, where a video showed Walter Stockton and a curvy blonde walk out to the very Mercedes in which they were now fucking. A few other photos showed them making out before climbing into the car.

      Turned out, the man already had a date lined up. Abigail’s flirting was interrupted by the afforementioned blonde. Walter invited Abbie to join them, She turned him down, then discreetly followed them. No need to trap him. He’d done all the work himself. Logan didn’t learn any of this until after. In the moment, he was all amped up and not thinking straight.

      “You took these?” he asked, staring at the evidence.

      “Mm hmm. Our boy Walter’s quite a naughty one.”

      “Come on;” he said. “We’re parked one floor below?”

      Abigail appeared just as horny as he was. They scampered down to where their car was parked. “I don’t know that we should be doing this,” she whispered as he opened the back door of their Subaru. Logan was confused for a half-second. “You’re married, and I just met you.”

      Then the heat was back on. They nearly fell into the back seat of their car, Abigail climbing atop him, sucking face and plucking at clothes. Pretty soon, it really was Abigail’s hand smearing the built up condensation that covered the window, and their bodies rocking the shocks of the car.

      Nothing was spoken then, but all kinds of seeds were planted. Logan relived that short moment when he thought his wife was getting fucked hard in someone else’s expensive car. He came thinking about it that night, and he came many nights after at the recollection.

      But it wasn’t just a fantasy planted for Logan. Abigail got an itch, too. She was just as turned on by the night—and even though she didn’t successfully lure Walter Stockton into her bed, she knew she could have. She wanted to lure future Walters. She wanted to see what the vixen inside of her could do.

      She knew it, and Logan saw it. And that led them all the way to this moment.
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      Abigail was still catching her breath when her bare feet touched the sand. The class had already begun, half a dozen resort guests spaced in even rows across yoga mats, their bodies stretched skyward in a slow, sun-kissed salute.

      She scanned the group, found the only empty mat—of course, the one next to Elias LeBlanc.

      He didn’t look over as she approached. He didn’t need to. She could feel his awareness prickle along her skin, the unmistakable shift in air pressure when one beautiful body registers another.

      Abigail lowered herself silently onto the mat, her sports bra still damp with sweat from her jog, hair messier than she’d intended. But somehow, she felt more powerful because of it—unfiltered, flushed, real. The kind of woman who didn’t need perfect eyeliner to turn heads.

      She moved into position a beat behind the instructor’s voice, letting her hips sway deliberately as she arched into a downward dog. The breeze brushed the underside of her thighs. She hadn’t changed out of the tight little pair of running shorts that clung to her ass. She was aware of every exposed inch. Aware of him.

      Elias finally glanced over during warrior pose. Just a glance. But it lingered.

      She caught it out of the corner of her eye. The way his gaze moved, slowly, like a man appreciating a painting more than a pose. There was no leering, no overt hunger. Just that subtle, practiced appreciation that meant he noticed.

      She met his eyes for the first time when they moved into a seated twist. His smile was warm and unreadable, his breathing steady, his mouth curved with amusement.

      She smiled back. Cool. Distant. With just a flicker of curiosity beneath.

      And then she looked away.

      That was the game. The taste had been delivered.

      Abigail stayed on the beach after class broke. No words were exchanged between her and Elias. They weren’t at that stage yet—but they would be soon. She already had the next move mapped out. Whether he offered to buy her a drink or take a walk along the beach, she’d pretend to consider it, then ultimately turn him down. That was how this part always played out.

      But Elias felt different. He seemed more cautious than the usual marks—more watchful. Those men had needed only a little prodding before they were eager to meet her in a hotel room. Elias studied before he moved. Calculated.

      He had more to lose than the others, of course. And he didn’t seem naive. That made him dangerous.

      Still, like all men, he could be unlocked. She just needed to find the key.

      Usually in these situations, the game was about pushing right up to the line without crossing it. She liked that line. It gave the whole thing its thrill.

      But lately, she was starting to wonder if there even was a line.

      Or maybe that was just her lack of orgasm doing the thinking.

      She hadn’t actually considered going up to Andre’s apartment—at least, not seriously—but the thought had flickered through her imagination. She could still feel the warmth of his fingertips brushing hers, could still smell the heat on his skin.

      If she was going to potentially fuck Elias—and if Logan was okay with that—then what was one more hot dick?

      Was it cheating if you had permission? Was it betrayal if you both wanted it?

      Maybe that was the real danger. Not Elias. Not Andre. Not even Kristiana.

      Maybe it was Abbie—the part of herself that didn’t see a line at all.
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      “Can I get a Negroni?” Logan asked at the outdoor bar that overlooked the pool. “Single ice cube.”

      “Nice choice.” Elias was sitting a few chairs down. He lifted his own glass of the dark red Campari drink.

      Logan regarded him coolly. “We seem to have similar tastes.”

      “What’s that intended to imply?” Elias wasn’t ruffled. He didn’t seem like the kind of man who got ruffled. But he also wasn’t going to back down.

      “Saw you eye-fucking my wife last night,” he said casually. “At the bar.”

      This did cause the slightest of blanches. The bartender set the Negroni down with a “sir” that implied, “Don’t cause trouble.”

      Logan waved his hand between them, clearing the bad air. “It’s all good, my man. She has that effect on people.”

      Elias took a slow sip of his Negroni, watchful over the rim of his glass. He nodded slowly, as if unsure what to make of Logan.

      Logan glanced over the railing, down into the pool area. “And there she is.”

      Abigail was stretched out on a lounger, glistening with a light sheen of oil, one hand holding a book, the other idly twirling the stem of a half-empty cocktail glass. The bikini she wore was one of the more scandalous ones they’d packed—a deep, shimmering bronze that matched the golden tones in her skin and practically vanished against it. The top was two tight, triangular scraps of fabric that barely contained her, the kind of thing that made every man wonder how it stayed in place at all.

      The bottoms—if you could call them that—were cut high and narrow, a single thin strap riding up over each hip, leaving the curve of her ass nearly exposed in full. It wasn’t a bikini you wore for swimming. It was a bikini you wore to be watched.

      And she was being watched. By the bartender, by the resort staff, by the guy three chairs down pretending to read a book. And now, by Elias.

      She tilted her head just enough to adjust her sunglasses, the move lifting her chest and arching her back. Logan could almost hear the breath catch in the throats of half the men down there.

      Beside him, Elias tracked the movement. Logan didn’t look at him—he didn’t need to. He already knew what he’d see in the other man’s eyes.

      “I see why you’re up here, keeping an eye on her,” Elias said.

      “What do you mean?”

      “Just… that’s the kind of wife to worry about.”

      As if she could hear their conversation, Abigail’s hand slid absently down her thigh, fingertips skimming the sun-warmed skin just beneath the strap of her bikini.

      Logan have a small laugh. “Nah. She’s faithful. Not that she doesn’t like attention—but she’s not the type to act on it.”

      “Still,” Elias said, “I’ve seen men lose everything over smaller assumptions.”

      Logan sipped his Negroni. “I’ve known her ten years. She doesn’t even flirt unless I’m watching. It’s part of our thing. Play the tease. Keeps it interesting.”

      He didn’t elaborate. Just smiled to himself and turned his eyes back to the pool.

      He could feel Elias watching him, though. Could practically hear the gears grinding, before turning to look back at the pool with Logan.

      Abigail laughed at something a staffer said. Tossed her hair. Adjusted the strap of her bikini top again.

      “Seems like we have another thing in common,” Elias said.

      “How’s that?”

      “I have a wife much like yours. I thought she was faithful, too.”

      Logan thought about Kistiana Vanderkamp, with her long red hair and haughty demeanor. So she wasn’t faithful? It wasn’t much of a surprise, but it still surprised him.

      “I take it you learned that she’s not?”

      “I travel a lot. She has needs.”

      “So you have an open relationship?”

      “Quite the opposite. We have a prenuptial agreement that forbids such behavior.” Logan heard the bitterness in the man’s voice. This was interesting. The man most likely was a serial cheater, but for the first time, Logan considered the possibility that he wasn’t.

      “So she’s not holding up her end of the bargain,” Logan surmised. “Doesn’t sound very fair.”

      Elias shrugged. “I’ve no proof.”

      “How do you know she’s not actually faithful? That it’s not just jealous imagination filling in the blanks?” Logan could almost be asking himself the same question. Of course, he knew the answer.

      Or at least was pretty sure that he did.

      “It was a driver,” Elias said.

      Logan looked over. Elias wasn’t watching the pool anymore—his eyes were on the melting ice in his glass.

      “Two months ago, we were in Monte Carlo for a premiere. Kristiana insisted we hire a private driver instead of a car service. Said she wanted someone ‘personal.’”

      He swirled his Negroni slowly. “Fine. We hired him for the week. Young guy. Tall. Didn’t say much, but he was always… attentive.”

      Logan nodded once, silently encouraging.

      “They got close. Closer than I liked. Always had these long conversations in French when they thought I wasn’t listening. I came back to the villa one afternoon—she’d taken the car to ‘run errands.’ Only she didn’t know I was back early.”

      He paused.

      “The car was still idling in the drive. They were inside the villa, talking, laughing, two wine glasses on the table. I watched her touch his arm. Lean in. Whisper something.”

      “You saw them?” Logan asked.

      “No.” Elias looked over. “But I know what it looks like when a woman has already made up her mind.”

      “You asked her about it?”

      Elias nodded. “She smiled. Said I was imagining things. That I was insecure.” He took another sip. “Maybe I am, but it’s not like that was the first time I’d been suspicious. Just the most flagrant.”

      The image Elias painted settled uncomfortably in Logan’s gut. Abigail had laughed like that once, just like Kristiana. She’d leaned in close to a stranger, told him a secret—just to sell the moment. Just to play the part.

      But lately, she didn’t need to play as hard. Lately, Logan wasn’t always sure when the performance ended.

      Down at the pool, a staff member approached Abigail’s lounger. Not just any staffer.

      Andre, in his crisp and tucked shirt, bowtie knotted with perfection. Abigail looked up as he approached, smiling in recognition. Not too much. Just enough.

      Andre bent down and said something, and Abigail laughed.

      Logan finished his drink in one long swallow.

      “See? Not so different,” Elias said.

      “She’s just flirting. It’s her style. Trust me, just like I trust her. Go chat with her. See for yourself.”

      Elias chuckled.

      “Anyway,” Logan said before Elias could prolong the conversation. “I’ve got a half-day charter booked out on the marina.”

      “You fish?”

      “Love it,” Logan lied. “Nothing clears my head more. Nice chatting with you, and sorry about your wife.”

      As he made his way down to the pool, doubts sloshed inside him as surely as the Negroni. Elias’s story was two months ago, according to him. That would have been just a few weeks before Kristiana invited them out to DC.

      Aside from that, of course, was his own wife. The job was one thing, but they were doing that together. Did she have a driver of her own?

      He felt exposed as he approached her along the pool, grossly overdressed even in his polo shirt and shorts. “Hey, honey. I’m about to cast off.”

      She shifted on the lounger, her barely covered body glittering. “I saw you up there, watching.”

      He nodded. “Had an interesting conversation with our friend.”

      “Oh?”

      Logan leaned in, kissing Abigail on the corner of her lips. “Something’s definitely off here.”

      “You’ve been drinking,” she said.

      “So have you.” He gestured to the new martini that Andre had delivered.

      Abigail shrugged. “I’m just playing my part. You wire up the room?”

      “I did.” He’d spent the morning adding cameras and mics around their suite, just in case they needed that kind of evidence. Now that she was asking, though, a sliver of anxiety lanced through his gut. “Why? You planning on closing the deal?”

      “Just want to keep my options open. If we get it done on day three, we can spend the rest of our days enjoying all this.” She turned her head to take in the pool. He couldn’t see her eyes behind her sunglasses, but was sure that she lingered on Andre at the bar.

      “So I guess that means you’re okay doing… that?”

      “I didn’t say that I’d sleep with him. Just that we’ll get our evidence.”

      “You’re a mysterious one, Abigail.” He kissed her again softly—chastely, knowing that Elias was still up there watching them.

      “Good thing your profession involves you solving mysteries, eh, Sherlock?”

      He looked at her and held his thoughts to himself. Something is definitely afoot.
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      Abigail waited for Elias to join her. He was still watching from the bar, biding his time. She knew he’d join her as surely as she knew that the tide would come in. These moments were always a turn-on for her, but this was on an entirely different level.

      Andre was also there, his shift having just started at the bar. He’d fixed her first drink, which she’d requested, and brought her a second, which she hadn’t, yet welcomed.

      She shut her eyes and breathed to calm her racing heart. The air smelled like sunscreen, salt, and citrus. The sun felt warm against her glistening, sweat-dappled skin.

      When she opened them, Elias was there, towering above her, the sun at his back, his own sunglasses on. His linen shirt was unbuttoned, showing tanned skin, toned muscle, and silver-threaded chest hair.

      “Well, hello again,” she said.

      “I brought you this,” he said, holding up yet another drink. “Consider it a peace offering.”

      “For what?”

      “For staring at you earlier.”

      Abigail pretended to think about it. “I didn’t notice.”

      “That’s not true,” he said. He sat down in an empty lounger beside her and held out the drink. “You noticed.”

      She reached for the drink—something citrusy and sharp—and let her fingers brush his as she took it. Just enough contact to spark tension.

      “Do you always stalk women at the pool after yoga classes?” she asked.

      “Only when they look like you did in that final pose. What was it called?”

      “Reclining goddess.”

      “Fitting.”

      She sipped. “So what’s your story?”

      “Mine?”

      She cocked her head just so. “If you’re not interested in small talk, I could ask the next man who sits beside me.”

      “Okay then. I’m a producer—occasionally creative, mostly executive.”

      “A producer, huh? I imagine that usually gets women excited?”

      Elias chuckled, seeming to enjoy the challenge she presented. “What makes you think my goal is to excite women? You should also know that I am a married man.”

      “And you should know that faithful men turn me on.”

      Elias chuckled. “What a coincidence. Faithful women get me going. You know I just spoke with your husband up there?”

      “I saw.”

      “Nice guy. Confident. Seems to trust you.”

      “Shouldn’t he?”

      “That’s what I’m trying to ascertain,” Elias said. “What do they call you?”

      “Abbie. And you are…?”

      “Elias.”

      “Nice to meet you, Elias. So this is a scouting mission? Why does a faithfully married man need to know whether a married woman is also faithful?”

      “Maybe I’m concerned for your husband.”

      “You don’t strike me as a man concerned about anyone but yourself.”

      “Ouch.” He didn’t sound hurt.

      “So what have you ‘ascertained’ so far?”

      “That you’re not like the other wives here,” he said. “They tan. They drink. They gossip about their nannies. You? You study people. You watch.”

      “You’re projecting.”

      “I’m mirroring.”

      Abigail laughed softly. “You really are a producer.”

      Elias smirked. “You like to play games. You come on holiday and pick out a man, and try to seduce him.”

      She did her best not to show just how close to home he was getting. “I do, now?”

      “And you’ve selected me as your mark.”

      “Ah, now you’re definitely projecting. Saying a thing doesn’t make it the truth.” And how had she suddenly finished off her entire drink? “I am not going to sleep with you.”

      “I didn’t say you would. You see, that’s part of the game, too. You want me to want you, and you like being wanted. You see just how far you can push it, but in the end, it’s just a game. One that I don’t think you’ve played to completion.”

      She shifted, then cursed herself for showing that he’d gotten to her. “So you think I should go up to your room to prove something to myself?”

      Elias chuckled, low in his throat. “I’m not soliciting anything.”

      Interesting choice of words, Abigail thought. He was a careful one, that was for sure.

      “This is only a scouting mission, remember?” He stood, slow and deliberate. “It was nice meeting you officially, Abbie. I hope to see you around.”

      She didn’t watch him go. Just let her head tilt back against the lounge chair, the heat simmering across her chest and thighs. Her pulse was still racing.

      “Another drink, miss?”

      “Andre,” she said, smiling up at the fit black attendant. “You seem to always be there.”

      He had nice teeth when he smiled. “I work here, remember?”

      She ran her eyes along his right uniform, that little bow tie, the way it barely contained his arms, and thought, How could I forget?

      “I’ve had three drinks already,” she said.

      “And your third is now empty.”

      She shouldn’t be flirting with the bartender. But Andre made her feel wanted in a way that was uncomplicated, and maybe that’s exactly why it was dangerous.

      She giggled, his smile making her wet. Or perhaps it was all the flirting with a lack of sex and release that was the culprit. “Sure, why not? Surprise me, Andre.”

      “My pleasure.”
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      By the time that Abigail started to make her way up to her room, she was actually drunk. While this job did involve quite a bit of drinking and socializing, she’d rarely gotten drunk. Not that she was swaying and stumbling up the garden path or through the resort lobby. It was just that she had to be very deliberate to not sway or stumble, and she found it hilarious that she had to.

      Thing about drinking is that once it started, it never seemed like a bad idea to keep drinking. Andre’s one more drink turned into a fifth, and when he settled onto the lounger that Elias had vacated because he was on break, she’d liked that, too.

      That man was hot, and he thought that she was hot, too. This wasn’t the same as the guys she’d trapped before, the Nicolas Moores or the Walter Stocktons of the world. They were husbands trapped in their relationships and easier to tempt. Andre was single, young, and could have any of the trophy wives lounging around the pool out there, yet he’d fixed his sights on her.

      She giggled as she stood in the elevator, staring at her reflection in its mirrored walls. She’d fastened a wrap about her waist, but God knew it barely covered a thing.

      When she’d walked through the lobby, she’d caught a man standing by the coffee station staring at her ass and the plunging thong of her bikini. She smiled to herself now, in the private confines of the elevator, thinking about how she’d deliberately run her fingers along the straps at her hips, adjusting the tiny bottoms, feeling the thin material dig into her pussy lips.

      That wasn’t the actions of Abigail. Not the teacher. Not the wife. That was Abbie—flushed and wild, with glittering thighs and a mouth that had said too many flirty things to too many dangerous men.

      The doors opened and she stepped out onto her floor—and nearly bumped right into Kristiana Vanderkamp. Their client looked radiant and mysterious as ever—her stylish dress cut tight along her slim body, a wide brimmed hat casting her porcelain face in shadow. Her lips were painted blood red.

      “Oh, hello there,” she said.

      “Mrs. Vanderkamp,” Abigail said, suddenly knocked off balance. “You’re here?”

      “Very observant, dear. I knew there was a reason I hired you.” Behind Abigail, the elevator doors slid shut, and she realized how close she was standing to Kristiana. “Your husband was just as surprised.”

      Kristiana’s gaze flicked down the hall in direction of their room—an implication Abigail didn’t care for one bit.

      “Does Elias know?” Abigail asked.

      “Of course not. I’m not a fool.” She smiled faintly. “But you still haven’t answered my question.”

      “What question?”

      Kristiana tilted her head. “How’s the seduction going?”

      Abigail kept her expression neutral. “Fine.”

      “‘Fine’?” Kristiana echoed. “That doesn’t sound very promising. I trust he’s been… receptive?”

      “He’s definitely interested,” Abigail said, chin lifting slightly. “But he’s not an idiot. He’s playing it careful.”

      “He is careful,” Kristiana said. “He’s also stubborn and suspicious. He doesn’t like being manipulated.”

      Abigail smiled faintly, thinking, Then he shouldn’t have married you. “And he won’t feel manipulated. Don’t worry.”

      Kristiana let out a soft laugh. “You’re very good, Abigail. But don’t forget why you’re here. The goal is evidence. Not ego.”

      “I haven’t forgotten.”

      “Good,” Kristiana said, her tone lilting but with a steel edge. “Just don’t get too caught up in the performance. Sometimes actresses forget who they are.”

      “Going down?” Abigail asked, ready to call the elevator and be done with this conversation.

      “Oh, I’m going up, darling,” she said. “Not all of us make our living by going down.”

      Mercifully, the elevator was still there, the doors sliding open as soon as she touched the up button. “You should get some rest,” Kristiana said as she moved past. “You want to be at your best for tomorrow.”

      Abigail grinded her teeth as the other woman waved goodbye, the elevator doors sliding shut. Her drink-fueled warmth had curdled into something tighter, sharper. That woman was trouble. Why the hell was she here? And what was she doing talking with Logan alone?

      Not that she didn’t trust him. She did. She knew that. But Kristiana knew how to twist the truth just enough to make the impossible seem plausible—and Abigail hated how easily the seed of doubt had been planted.
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      Logan was still recovering from Kristiana’s visit when Abigail threw open the door. He drank in her scantily clad body—her wrap was barely tied, her bronze bikini practically painted on—and for a moment, all he could think about was how fucking hot she looked.

      Her eyes, however, were sharp as knives.

      “What is she doing here?” she demanded.

      “I really don’t know.” Logan licked his lips nervously, playing the part, but also buying himself a second. “She just… showed up.”

      Abigail stalked inside, slamming the door behind her. “She said she saw you. That you were surprised. Did she come from this room?”

      Logan held up his hands. “I swear, I wasn’t expecting her. She knocked, asked to talk. I didn’t invite her in—she invited herself.”

      Abigail frowned, hesitating, folding her arms beneath her breasts halfway between upset and uncertain. “And you just let her?”

      Logan swallowed. “What was I supposed to do? Slam the door in her face? She’s the boss.”

      Abigail gave a bitter laugh and turned away, pacing. “She’s trying to screw with us.”

      Yeah, no shit, Logan thought. But he didn’t say that. Instead, he stepped closer, lowering his voice, adding weight. “That’s not all. You took your sweet time coming back.”

      She froze, then slowly turned toward him. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

      Logan nodded toward the balcony, where the ocean shimmered black and silver in the moonlight. “I saw Elias leave the pool an hour ago. He went inside. Alone. And yet you stayed…”

      “Just keeping up appearances. I’m here on vacation, not here to just interact with one man.”

      Logan ran his hands through his hair. “But you are here to interact with one man. That’s literally what we’re here to do.”

      “What’s gotten into you?” she asked. She seemed all too eager to change the subject from her time by the pool. Logan didn’t let her.

      “I saw you talking with your bartender friend again.”

      Abigail rolled her eyes. “I talked to a lot of men.”

      He stepped up behind her, put his hands around her body. That close, she smelled like gin and sunscreen.

      “Look,” he said, his tone rougher now. “If you’re getting off on this—on playing house with that guy—just say it.”

      Abigail’s lips parted, stunned. “You think I’m enjoying this?”

      “You seemed pretty comfortable down there.”

      “I was doing my job.”

      “Were you?” He ran a hand through his hair. “Because from where I stood, it looked like more than that.”

      A beat passed. Her jaw was tight. Her shoulders rigid. And still, even in her fury, she was stunning.

      She took a breath, turning in his arms. But the tension was still there. She wasn’t backing down. “So what about you? She came up here, didn’t she? Spent time in this room. What did she say? What did you two do?”

      “Oh, Jesus Christ, Abbie. Nothing happened. We talked. I filled her in on how the case was going⁠—”

      “I’m sure you wanted to ‘fill her in,’” Abigail shot back.

      It was so absurd. Logan felt his lips tug into a smile, a hysterical laugh nearly ready to explode from him, before he got himself under control. “Seriously, honey?”

      She turned away again, wrapping her arms around herself as she crossed to the mirror—staring at her reflection as if unsure who was looking back.

      Logan stayed where he was, letting the silence stretch. Letting the scene settle into its jagged shape.

      “So what’s next?” she asked.

      Logan stared at her reflection in the mirror until she finally met his eyes. Only then did he respond. “It’s time to give them both what they want.”
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        * * *

      

      Dinner was a quiet affair, awkward and stilted.

      Elias was there, eating by himself at the same patio restaurant. He seemed comfortable in his solitude, a man used to enjoying time alone. Logan wondered why a man who Kristiana was so certain was a womanizer wasn’t with a woman right now.

      Abigail noticed him too—of course she did. Her gaze flicked to his table as they were seated, lingered a beat too long, then darted back to her wine glass. She said nothing. Neither did Logan.

      Their food came. They picked at it, Logan’s steak knife scraping across his dinner plate. Abigail stirred her pasta without ever really eating it.

      The silence between them stretched, filled only by the clink of silverware and the distant sound of waves. Occasionally, a laugh would ring out from another table, or the soft strum of guitar from a live musician in another part of the resort. But at their table, nothing.

      Logan avoided looking at Abigail directly, worried that he’d start laughing at the absurdity of the moment. “He seems… relaxed,” he said finally.

      Abigail’s mouth curled up in a smile she quickly fought back down. She, too, wasn’t looking at Logan. “Maybe that’s his charm.”

      They sat in silence for a while longer, the candle between them flickering in the breeze.

      Then Abigail spoke, so softly Logan almost missed it. “You ever wonder if maybe some of these guys aren’t cheating?”

      Logan blinked. “What?”

      She kept her eyes on the ocean. “That we’re not catching them so much as giving their wives the excuse they need to be done. That maybe we’re… facilitating an exit. Making it clean.”

      Logan didn’t answer right away. He’d wondered the same thing that she had, at times, yet time and time again, the men and their actions convinced him that no one was innocent. He thought of Elias on the balcony that afternoon, swirling the ice in his Negroni, describing Kristiana’s laughter and the way she touched the driver’s arm. He thought about telling Abigail, but held his tongue.

      Instead, he said, “Is there a single one you’ve doubted? You don’t actually think Elias is innocent, do you? I saw how much he flirts.”

      Abigail turned her head, met his eyes. “Well,” she said quietly, “I flirt too. Don’t you think that I’m innocent?”

      That was a complicated question, and one that came with complicated emotions. He was hard. But he also didn’t want to admit that, too. Keenly aware of Elias watching them, Logan looked away and didn’t respond. The silence returned.

      They didn’t make love that night.

      They didn’t even fool around.

      Emotions were high, and Logan—stubborn as ever—held to his rule: no sex until after the case.

      Abigail lay beside him in silence, facing away. Even after her hot shower, her skin still smelled like the pool and citrus gin, and her thigh brushed his every time she shifted. He was hard, but he didn’t give in. Tomorrow could be a big day. It could be the day, and they were still under a microscope. There was no room for error.

      Despite being wired, somehow, he managed to fall asleep.
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      They were still on US time and mornings still came early—especially after having too many drinks the night before. Still, a few drinks didn’t mean that Abigail wasn’t still on the clock. She was acutely aware how under the microscope she was. She could feel Logan’s eyes on her as she silently got out of bed and slipped into her running outfit. She glanced at the air conditioning vent high up along the wall, then at the charging block on the desk, then at the alarm clock that was definitely not the one provided by the resort.

      “Going for a run?” Logan asked groggily.

      “Elias may actually go on that jog this morning.”

      “I’m beginning to wonder if Kristiana gave us bad intel.”

      Abigail finished lacing up her sneakers. “Maybe she doesn’t know her husband as well as she thinks she does.”

      She left him alone, heading down to the lobby again for warmups. He didn’t show, but Abigail wasn’t all that surprised. She waited around for about ten minutes, stretching her shapely calves. Pulling her hair into a ponytail, she looked one last time towards the elevators, shrugged, and hit the streets of Valencia again.

      Andre didn’t randomly join her. That would have been too much of a coincidence, of course, but nevertheless, Abigail felt a pang of disappointment as she jogged alone. She always enjoyed running. It helped get her head straight, and right now, she needed it straightened out. She worried about her and Logan, those doubts creeping in. This game that they were playing, the honey traps, the flirtation with hotwife, all felt like they were hurtling towards some pivotal moment. She didn’t doubt that the fantasy turned him on—she had more than enough evidence that it did. But reality was sometimes a different beast.

      Her path took her by Andre’s apartment. By that time, she was sweaty and panting. She flirted with the idea of going up there, knocking, and asking for a glass of water. She could almost imagine his wide, open smile as he surveyed her body, clad in only a pair of short joggers and a sports bra. It left her stomach tingling.

      She jogged by, shaking her head. Get your head on straight.

      Elias was at yoga again. She wondered if this was a new routine. It tickled her a little, knowing something about Elias that his own wife didn’t.

      He wasn’t doing much yoga, though. He was lounging at the edge of the garden terrace where the class was set up, wearing a pair of sunglasses and nursing a hangover with a smoothie. He leaned against a column, linen shirt partially open, and raised his glass to her when she looked over at him.

      “Namaste,” he said with a grin.

      “No sun salutations this morning?”

      “I like this view more.”

      “Uh huh.”

      “You’re very disciplined,” he said. “Saw that you just came back in from a jog.”

      “Discipline’s kind of my thing,” she said, letting a small smile play at her lips.

      “Is that so?” He seemed to catch her double entendre, his brows lifting ever-so-slightly behind his sunglasses. “Join me for lunch,” he said. “We can discuss your discipline in more depth.”

      Abigail felt her face grow warm. This was easier than she thought. “Lunch? I don’t know. I’m married, and with my husband, remember? What would he think if he saw me eating with another man?”

      “I thought he trusted you,” Elias said. “But I was also thinking about lunch not at the resort, and away from prying eyes.”

      “In Valencia?”

      “It’s a beautiful city,” Elias said. “Lots of people to get lost in.”

      Abigail pretended to consider it, but this plan was just about perfect. Logan would be able to get some great shots of them together, and depending on what Elias had in mind, they could close this case.

      ”Okay, yes. I’ll tell Logan that I want to go shopping. No chance he wants to go along.”

      Elias grinned, his eyes moving across her body. “His loss. I bet shopping with you could be a lot of fun.”

      “Oh, you…” Abigail hated how simpering and air headed she sounded, but Elias seemed to eat it up.

      “I’ll have a car ready at noon.”

      “Uh uh. You tell me where to meet you, and I’ll meet you there. I’m not getting in a car alone with you. I hardly know you.”

      He finally pulled his eyes off of her tits. “Well, we’ll have to rectify that, won’t we?” He pushed off of the column. “Then I’ll see you at 12:30 at Vintana. Any driver you get from the front desk will know the place.”

      “See you then.” Abigail stood there, heart hammering the way it always did at this point on every one of these jobs. She didn’t particularly like Elias, and it didn’t help that he was a smarmy older man who cheated on his wife—regardless of how she felt about his wife. But there was always something exciting about these setups, a thrill to the chase, to the possibility, to slipping into Abbie again and seeing what she could do.

      She glanced towards the resort balconies, where she knew Logan was watching. Maybe Kristiana, too, in some higher level.

      You can do this, girl. She turned back to the yoga class. She really needed to get her mind straight.
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        * * *

      

      Abigail found Logan nursing a black coffee at the little café just off the lobby, flipping through one of the resort’s tourist brochures without really seeing it. His sunglasses were on, but she could feel his eyes tracking her the second she walked up.

      “So?” he asked as she slipped into the seat across from him.

      “Progress.” She glanced around, making sure that they weren’t being overheard. Logan scratched the side of his face, where his facial hair was becoming more beard than scruff. She nodded. “He asked me to lunch.”

      “Of course he did.”

      “Some chic new bistro on the opposite side of the city. The man’s a cautious one, that’s for sure.”

      “I take it you said yes?”

      “It would be rude to say no.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            20

          

        

      

    

    
      Valencia’s old town was a labyrinth of sunlit alleys, shaded courtyards, and stone-walled cafés that spilled onto narrow streets. Abigail’s car dropped her off as close as it could get, and she walked the rest of the way.

      She found Vintana nestled in a courtyard that blended the new with the old, its glass and steel facade somehow working with the updated storefronts around it. Upscale boutiques and high end chains populated the buildings around the square.

      Abigail wore a white sundress with spaghetti straps and no bra. The heat of the day made it practical. The fact that it clung to her hips when she moved was a bonus, the short hemline brushing along her upper thighs.

      The sun soaked into her bare shoulders, a gentle breeze tugging playfully at her hair. She’d left it loose today—wild, feminine—just the way she knew men like Elias preferred it. Her sunglasses shielded her eyes, she completed baiting the hook by letting her mouth curve into a knowing smile.

      Elias was waiting for her just inside the restaurant, secluded from passersby, yet clearly still public enough to make her feel safe. He wore dark slacks and a pale blue shirt rolled at the sleeves. No tie. No jacket. He stood as she approached, his frame cutting a clean, masculine silhouette against the modern decor. He smelled of something expensive—bergamot, sandalwood, maybe. As he leaned in to kiss her cheeks, she caught the faintest whiff of it, and for a second, she let herself imagine what it might be like to wear his scent home.

      He glanced at his Rolex. “Wasn’t sure you’d make it,” he said, his voice lazy, pleased. He glanced at his drink, something clear and filled with ice. “Already started.”

      “I needed to realistically get away from my husband, and also make myself presentable. You can’t always see me in my workout clothes.”

      “I don’t mind it.”

      Abigail snorted.

      “Was it a problem getting away from hubby?”

      “Not at all.” She took a seat across from him and fixed him an even stare. “So buy me a drink. I’m thirsty.”

      They ordered wine. Something crisp and dry. They ordered other food too, but the wine came first, so the buzz quickly followed it. Abigail looked out at the courtyard surrounding the restaurant. This was so different from anything she’d experienced in the US. The smells, the sounds, all of it was new and novel. She began to understand why so many people enjoyed traveling so much. She could get used to it.

      “This city is great,” she said.

      “Isn’t it? So many come all this way and just stay within the walls of the resort. I like that you like leaving it.”

      “Thanks for coaxing me out.”

      “This your first time in Valencia?”

      “Yes. First time in Spain, even.” First time out anywhere other than Canada, she didn’t add. He didn’t need to know that much of her story.

      “The rest of the country is fine. Clubs in Madrid can be fun, but this…” He waved his hand toward the broad expanse of the Mediterranean. “…this is old school.”

      Their lunch stretched on. The conversation wandered. Elias had some crazy stories about celebrities and parties that had Abigail’s eyes wide and her mouth open. He was a good conversationalist, and he seemed more than willing to talk about himself. She decided to run with that.

      “You know, you’ve actually met my spouse. What’s the story with yours?”

      Elias hesitated. It was the first time he’d even paused during their afternoon of playful banter. “In my world, everyone’s always acting. You’d think I’d be used to it by now—directors, agents, the whole machine—but it’s different when it happens at home.”

      “You mean with your wife?” Abigail asked gently.

      Elias nodded slowly. “Kristy, she knows how to play the part. Perfect smile. Flawless dress. But half the time I feel like I’m talking to a publicist, not a wife.” He gave a small, bitter laugh. “And the other half, I’m not sure she’s even listening.”

      Abigail remained quiet, giving him space to sift through his demons. “She loves many things about our life, our marriage. The couture, the cameras, the guest lists. She’s never missed an opening. She’ll wear the diamonds, say all the right things. She loves it.” He paused. “I just don’t know that she loves me.”

      Abigail knew all of this, but it was one thing to read it between the lines in his file, and another to see it emotionally written across his face. “Do you still love her?”

      “I don’t know what love looks like anymore. Not with her.” He swirled the wine in his glass. “It’s strange… when someone pulls away so slowly, one day you find yourself wondering when it started. And what you missed.”

      Abigail nodded. “Have you asked her?”

      Elias hesitated and looked down at the table. “I don’t need to. She’s… careful. Always has been. Too careful.” His voice dropped, intimate and worn. “When you live in a world built on illusion, you learn to recognize it. And when someone close to you becomes a stranger—eventually you feel it. Even if you can’t prove it.”

      Abigail remained quiet, letting the emotion settle between them. The breeze stirred her hair, and for a moment, neither of them spoke.

      Then Elias looked up. “And you? You don’t suspect your husband of playing on the side?”

      It almost made her laugh—until she thought about Kristiana Vanderkamp visiting Logan yesterday. She was there at the resort even now, and here she was, across the city, with a literal body of water between them.

      “I… doubt he’d be capable of it.”

      “You’d be surprised what men are capable of.”

      Actually, she thought, on that subject, very little surprises me anymore.

      She trusted Logan. He’d never given her reason to worry. Not really, anyway.

      “You’re thinking about it,” Elias said, reading her too well. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to plant a seed of doubt.”

      “No doubt. It’s… it’s nothing.”

      It had been nothing, but now that she was thinking about it, she couldn’t stop. Back when Logan left the force and started picking up P.I. jobs, he’d worked with his former partner, Carmen Malone. Abigail hadn’t loved the idea—especially once they started taking on honeypot cases.

      When Carmen got sick, Abigail stepped in—partly to help, partly to push her out. She knew nothing had happened between them, nor would it. But still, if there was one thing the last two years had taught her, it was that men were weak when confronted with a smile and a nice pair of tits.

      “I’m not one to judge.” Elias’s hand was on her thigh—perhaps for support, but more likely for suggestion.

      Her breath caught. This was the moment—the one in which she usually turned her head away at the last second, just before a line got crossed. A line her husband insisted didn’t exist.

      With Elias, she still wasn’t sure what she’d do. Their eyes met—suddenly shy, like teenagers in a melodrama. She waited, letting him make the first move. That was the rule. That was the trap.

      But the kiss never came. Just a smooth smile, an awkward clearing of the throat, and then his hand slipped from her knee. She wanted to scream.

      She wanted to scream. Instead, she blushed and looked away. “Enough about our spouses. Let’s take your mind off of all of this and you can buy me a new dress.”

      He brightened at that. “I get to choose?”

      “You see? I can give up control... when it serves a purpose.”
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        * * *

      

      They wandered the streets after, the lazy warmth of afternoon encouraging aimless exploration. She knew Logan was somewhere in the crowd, following her at a safe distance, making sure that she was okay. She knew that she would be. She had Elias pegged pretty well now, and he wasn’t the type to force himself on her.

      They stopped at stalls and shops along the way. They window shopped until they arrived at a small boutique—the kind of place where there were only a few curated racks of clothing hung, holding dresses that probably cost ten times what she’d normally pay. It smelled faintly of citrus perfume, chill electronic music playing low.

      Elias pulled a dress from a nearby hook. It was a barely-there, black cocktail dress that didn’t look like enough fabric to actually be a dress. He held it up with a crooked smile. “Try this.”

      He was challenging her. “Alright. But give me your phone.”

      “Why?”

      “So I can document me putting it on.”

      He hesitated only a second before slipping it from his pocket and placing it in her palm.

      Abigail disappeared into the dressing room. Inside, she let the curtain fall closed, her heart already picking up speed. She peeled her white dress off, baring her full breasts before the mirror. Her nipples were already hard, her breasts swollen with excitement. It was the danger, she told herself, and not that Elias was just beyond that curtain.

      She wiggled the dress to the floor, knowing that Elias probably saw it crumpled beneath the curtain. Turning her back to her reflection, she opened his camera app and snapped a photo of herself, covering her face but leaving her bare back and thong-clad ass exposed.

      Picture taken, she swiped up on the phone. Despite being able to open the phone app, though, she didn’t have access to the rest of the phone, and the Face ID didn’t recognize her face. Enter Passcode.

      Abigail bit her lip, thinking. She tried 123456.

      Incorrect, but she didn’t think that he’d be that careless.

      She grabbed the dress, making sure to rattle it on the rack as her mind raced through what she knew about Elias LeBlanc. She considered his birthdate: July 14, 1984. Bastille Day.

      071484.

      Incorrect. She licked her lips, glancing towards the curtains. She set the phone down and stepped into the dress. It was not something she would ever consider buying for herself—or even for Logan. It was black and comically short, but behind that, the cowl neck hung so low between her tits that she swore you’d be able to see her belly button at certain angles.

      She tugged it into place and posed, making a kissing face at her reflection like this was an Instagram shoot. She felt silly, but also… she looked fucking good.

      “How’s it going in there?” Elias’s French-accented question came through the curtain, close enough to reach out and touch. She could, if she wanted. She could pull him into the changing room. Maybe even use his phone to take selfies. Problem was, how would she get them off?

      “I’m not sure about this,” she said, sliding the curtain aside to show herself off.

      “Damn, you look magnifique.” He was holding another hanger, this pink dress looking even smaller than the black. “One more?”

      Something about his accent shook something loose in her head. He was born on Bastille Day. She remembered thinking how interesting that must be for a Frenchman. But of course, he was French, and Europe had a different way of formatting dates.

      “I’ll take my phone back, please?”

      “Or you could get a video of me removing this dress first?”

      She could almost see Elias’s eyes dilate with lust. He licked his lips.

      “It’s the least I can do to repay you for buying me these two dresses.”

      He chuckled. He hadn’t promised to buy them yet, of course, and now that was all he was thinking about, not why she needed the phone.

      Before he could respond, she yanked the curtain shut again. She did film herself slipping out of the black dress, of course, being coy at first, hiding her tits until she couldn’t. Her near nakedness fell into view before the phone. Her heart raced. He was right there, right behind her. Again, she thought about pulling him in, of getting this over with.

      Instead, she ended the video and tried the correct formatting of his birthday.

      Fourteenth of July, 1984.

      140784

      Wrong again. Fuck. It had been a long shot anyway. She put the first dress on the rack and started to reach for the pink one when she decided to try one more thing.

      Wedding date. First love, first failure.

      She thought back to the file. What was that date again? September something. First day of Fall. And they’d been married for fifteen years. September 22, 2010.

      Abigail tried 092210.

      Just as she entered the last digit, she realized that she’d entered it the American way again. Only that was four attempts in such a short time. One more and the phone would lock. She couldn’t guess. Not again. It was too risky.

      She felt dizzy as she thumbed the digits into the phone.

      220910.

      The phone unlocked with a soft click.
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        * * *

      

      Logan watched from a gift shop across the street and two bays down, wearing a fedora and sunglasses, trying his best not to look too much like a tourist.

      He’d seen Abigail and Elias go into the boutique—but how long had it been now? Ten minutes? Longer?

      The boutique’s windows were tinted, its display minimal: two mannequins in draped linen, a handful of shoes. He’d watched them pick out a dress, and then they vanished—gone past the line of sight. He was blind. And he hated it.

      His mind, unhelpfully, filled in the blanks. Elias stepping into the dressing room with her. Brushing her hair aside. Unzipping a dress. Palming her bare breast.

      Logan clenched his jaw, forcing himself to breathe.

      She was in control. She wasn’t going to let Elias take advantage. She knew exactly how far to go—how to bait the hook without swallowing it.

      He’d seen her do it a dozen times.

      And yet—his gut twisted. The boutique was small. Quiet. Private. It wouldn’t take much for a kiss to happen. For a line to blur. For her to step past it.

      His pulse kicked harder. He hated that part of himself. The part that always wondered—not if she would cheat, but if he wanted her to.

      A shadow moved beyond the glass. Then the door swung open.

      And Logan forgot how to breathe.

      Abigail stepped into the late afternoon light, and the pink dress she wore didn’t so much cover her body as frame it. The fabric was soft, nearly sheer in the sun, clinging to her curves like a secret she wasn’t trying to keep. The hem barely cleared her thighs. The strapless top framed her breasts like they’d been poured into it.

      He strained to stare at her knees, wondering if they were red. Wondering if she’d knelt before Elias in that poor excuse of a dress. Wondering if he’d missed it.

      He was so hard.

      Then Elias stepped out behind her, smiling, boutique bag in hand. He said something—Logan couldn’t hear it—but Abigail laughed.

      And Logan’s stomach dropped.

      He’d seen her flirt. Seen her tease, seduce, whisper filth into strangers’ ears. But this… this felt different. Not because she meant it.

      But because it looked real.

      Had something happened?

      Was that extra sway in her hips there because she’d crossed a line?
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      Abigail’s body throbbed by the time she walked back through the gates of the resort. All the teasing, all the almosts, all the days of denial were hitting home with a full, cumulative effect. She was walking around with a permanent buzz, her thighs slick, her thoughts turning everything to something filthy.

      Wearing this pink dress wasn’t helping. She never thought she could pull off a strapless bodycon. She was wrong, and all the looks were evidence of just how wrong she was.

      Elias never came into the dressing room. If he had, she wasn’t sure what she would have done. If he’d kissed her, she was pretty sure she would have kissed him back. If he’d wanted more, she probably would have given him so much more.

      But he hadn’t. He’d flirted and clearly enjoyed it. She didn’t think that he was innocent, but maybe he wasn’t as flagrantly guilty as his wife wanted him to be.

      She caught up with Logan by the pool. Maybe it was because no one else was wearing actual clothing poolside, but she felt more exposed in her dress than her barely there bikinis. Her husband was at the bar, and she was keenly aware of Andre tending it with a pretty female attendant.

      “Nice dress,” Logan said. “That new?”

      Abigail couldn’t keep up the ruse, snorting a laugh. “This old thing? You don’t remember me wearing it to Church last Sunday?”

      Logan’s own smile disappeared as quickly as it was there, and he turned back to his drink. Which was empty. “Maria, could I get another Scotch please?”

      “Not very tropical,” Abigail said with a frown. She settled onto the stool beside her husband and turned to the bar attendant. She looked familiar, her dark hair parted down the middle and falling in straight curtains around her pretty face. Her striking blue eyes stood out against her Mediterranean complexion, framed by thick, dark lashes, and lips were plump, the way Abigail imagined Logan enjoyed. “Maria, could I get a Mojito?”

      “Of course, señora.”

      “You know that’s a Cuban drink, not a Spanish one?” Logan said.

      “Thanks for the mixology lesson. I want it because it tastes good.”

      Maria set Logan’s glass of whiskey before him. He picked it up, swirling the amber contents. “All I’m saying is don’t go judging me for ordering a non-local drink when you do the same.”

      Abigail could tell that he was actually slightly annoyed with her. He was most likely just as pent up as she was, though. There was something about this honey trap case that put everything on edge. Things weren’t going according to plan, and that usually rankled her husband.

      She flattened out her palms, her fingers laid out along the shiny plane of the bar. They were lacquered in pale pink and tipped with white. She’d never had a huge thing for having her nails done, but appreciated a nice French manicure. She wondered how to play this, glancing over at Andre and Maria, who seemed to be doing everything they could to appear not to be listening.

      “You enjoyed this afternoon?” She asked it quietly, a hand on Logan’s arm, her eyes set on his. She felt him tense, his biceps tighten as if her touch infuriated him. He didn’t answer.

      “Don’t be like this, Logan,” she said. “You know what we signed up for.”

      He picked up his glass of whiskey, swirled it, and took a sip, glancing quickly at the resort staff. “Sure.”

      She got closer to him. “You like watching, Logan. You always have.” She watched him wet his lips as he listened. “But it only works for you if you’re still the one in control.”

      “That’s not true…” He didn’t sound as confident as he normally did.

      She’d hit close to a truth, and considered backing off. She glanced at Andre, who was cleaning the same glass over and over at the other end of the bar.

      “And right now, you’re not in control. And that’s hard for you.” She slid her hand up the inside of his thigh, brushing it along his erection. He was indeed hard.

      “Abbie, stop.”

      “I’m so fucking horny, baby,” she whispered. “Come on, give me release.”

      “Why don’t you go find Elias. I’m sure he’d love to help you out.”

      “I would have thought so, too, but the man’s playing coy.”

      Logan’s phone buzzed. He flipped it over on the bar top and read it, sighing.

      “What?”

      He turned his phone her direction.

      [Kristiana Vanderkamp]: Come to my room. We need to talk. Just you.

      Beneath the bar, with her hand still on his thigh, she gave him a tight squeeze. They turned and looked at one another, lungs tight, breaths held. Abigail released hers slowly like she was slowly opening a valve. Logan gave her a nearly imperceptible nod.

      She looked at the phone again, the message. “Just you?” She asked. The tension was still there, as taut as a balloon the moment before it pops. She narrowed her eyes. “I’m going.”

      “Why? Don’t trust me?”

      She didn’t answer immediately, very aware of their conspicuously inconspicuous audience. “Okay then. Go ahead.”

      Logan gave her a chaste kiss, looked like he wanted to say something else then he seemed to realize they had an audience, stood quickly, and left.

      She stared at Logan’s retreating back, her thighs still clenched. It was Andre, not Maria, who set her Mojito on the bar before her. “That’s quite a dress, miss.”

      “Hm?” She looked up at him, then remembered the dress she wore when she saw his eyes dip down to her breasts. She flushed red from more than just the heat. Then, feeling bold, she said, “What would you say if I told you I actually got it for you?”

      He flashed his bright, friendly smile at her. “I’d say that I was flattered.”

      “And then?” She looked at him expectantly, calmly, even as her heart raced. She squeezed her thighs together, knowing what came next.

      “And then, I’d tell you that my shift ended five minutes ago.”

      Abbie, not Abigail, lifted the Mojito to her lips and sucked down half of the rum drink through her straw. It probably tasted wonderful. She had no idea. Her mind was elsewhere.

      “Well, isn’t that interesting.” She stood, glancing over at Maria, who watched them with knowing eyes. “I was just about to head back to my room.”

      Without a backwards glance, she started towards the hotel, and knew that Andre was just behind her.
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        * * *

      

      “What do you want, Kristiana?”

      Logan wasn’t in the mood for games. Not as he thought about Abigail down there at the bar in that dress with that man. He knew how he’d left things. It was all he could think about as he wound his way through the resort’s grounds, through the lobby, up the elevator.

      “Well that’s not very professional,” Kristiana Vanderkamp said imperiously. “Don’t you remember who is working for whom?”

      Logan took a breath and forced his heart rate down. He pinched his nose and tried again. “How can I help you, Mrs. Vanderkamp?”

      “That’s better. Come, sit with me.”

      Logan finally had a moment to look around. Kristiana’s suite was perched on the top floor, with the same luxury trappings as the one that he shared with Abigail. Only hers was about twice the size. She had a wraparound terrace outside that overlooked the Mediterranean, large enough for a small dinner party of its own.

      The space smelled faintly of jasmine and expensive perfume. Modern art hung on the walls—bold, abstract strokes in gold and black—and a white velvet sectional was arranged around the floor-to-ceiling windows like this was the set from an old noir film. The air conditioning purred quietly, but the room still felt warm, decadent, and faintly malevolent.

      Kristiana wore a backless silk jumpsuit in deep emerald green, the fabric so fluid it looked poured on. The plunging neckline framed her pale skin like a jewel setting, and delicate gold chains traced her collarbones, disappearing beneath the low cut. Her stacked stilettos made her look even taller than she already was. A crystal tumbler in her hand seemed tailor made to accompany her ensemble, and her red hair was swept up in a loose twist that looked effortless but probably took time.

      She looked like wealth and poison distilled into a single, slow-moving silhouette, and here she was, gesturing for him to sit beside her.

      “I’d rather stand,” Logan said.

      She made a disapproving sound as she settled into the sofa, a hand over the back, her legs crossed. Raising her glass, which was empty, she said, “Then at least fix me a drink.”

      Logan sighed. This woman was always playing power games. When he took the glass, she made sure to run her fingers over the back of his hand. Those fingers were dry and warm.

      “What’s your poison?” he asked.

      “Bourbon,” she said, glancing towards the bar. “I bring my own.”

      “Pappy,” he said, glancing at the label. This bottle probably cost close to a thousand bucks. “Expensive taste.”

      “You should know that about me now, dear.”

      He refilled her glass, then poured one for himself without asking. She didn’t object, and if anything, looked pleased at his boldness. “So why did you want to see me?”

      From the sofa, she gave Logan a very suggestive once over, lingering on his broad shoulders before meeting his eyes again. “You’re a fun one to see.”

      He kept his cool, taking a sip of his expensive bourbon. Was this how Abigail felt on these jobs—objectified and kind of proud that she was? Kristiana was a very good looking woman, statuesque and poised, if not marred by all that calculation. He wondered if there had been a time when she smiled more, when her beauty had softer edges, when Elias first fell for her.

      “Tell me, Kristiana, what makes you think that Elias is an adulterer?”

      This wasn’t a question that the redhead seemed to expect. Her brows rose up her high, pale forehead. “He’s a Hollywood producer. He travels all the time, and is surrounded by beautiful women, many desperate for their first big break.”

      It was an interesting answer, and spoke volumes. ”That’s all circumstantial.”

      “That’s why I hired you, dear. You bring the evidence. Speaking of, where is my evidence?” She batted her lashes at him behind a pleasant smile, but nothing about that look was friendly.

      “Still working on it. We made some progress⁠—”

      “Your wife’s still resistant to doing what needs to be done?”

      “It’s not that⁠—”

      “So it’s you who’s holding her back?”

      Logan ground his teeth. He didn’t like it when people cut him off. “I trust her judgment. I’m the one with the camera, but she’s the one in the field.”

      “Hm,” was all Kristiana said. That irked him almost as much as her cutting him off.

      “You know what I think?”

      “Oh, please do tell,” she said with a fake smile, her eyes lighting up.

      Logan took a seat on the perpendicular arm of the sectional, legs splayed, whiskey balanced on one knee. “I think you need Abbie to sleep with your husband to break a prenup. You’re locked out of most of what he’s made, but if he cheats, that agreement is null and void.”

      “Of course that’s what I want,” she said with a laugh. “Isn’t that what all your clients hire you for?”

      “But I also don’t think that Elias has ever cheated.”

      Kristiana didn’t miss a beat, but didn’t deny it, either. “I’ve watched your wife in action. He will. She’s quite good.”

      That was a back-handed compliment if there ever was one.

      “Oh, come on, Logan,” she pouted. “You ruin marriages for a living. Don’t look at me like I’m the villain.”

      “We uncover the truth.”

      “You entrap men at their weakest moments. Don’t tell me you really believe that they were all guilty before your sweet, sexy, slut of a wife waltzed into their lives.”

      Logan hesitated, glancing out the window. The sun had set at some point during their talk, the darkness already overwhelming the eastern half of the horizon.

      Kristiana grinned into his silence. “It’s part of the name of what you do. Honey trap. You catch them all—the innocent, the guilty. They’re all prey, yes? Elias is no different, and in the end, he’ll do what they all do—he’ll fuck your wife.”

      It was a bold statement. There was no ambiguity to it. No games. Even for Logan, who harbored a secret fantasy of seeing his wife with another man, it was enough to make his stomach drop. “They don’t all fuck her⁠—”

      “I think he will. And I also think that she has. With others, anyway.”

      “No, Abigail would never⁠—”

      “You trust her. Why? In your line of work, haven’t you learned not to trust anyone? They all cheat in the end. Even you, I imagine.”

      His eyes inevitably dipped down into the plunging neckline of her green jumper before he could help himself. When he met her eyes again, he actually fucking blushed. She smirked like she’d won. Fine, let her keep thinking that.

      “Why am I here again, Mrs. Vanderkamp?”

      “Because this is how it works, right?”

      The hairs on the backs of Logan’s arms and neck started to rise. His heart started to beat like it was trying to break loose.

      His client checked the time on her expensive, gold watch, nodding to herself before picking up the television remote. “You get your client to witness the infidelity of their spouse, yes?”

      He followed her eyes to the television, which sprang to life. Only instead of the resort’s dashboard of amenities resolving on the display, there was a scene that Logan couldn’t quite process at first.

      It was a bedroom, the angle high, as if the camera was positioned in an air conditioning vent. It was his room.

      “This is the kind of proof I need,” Kristiana said.

      The room wasn’t empty. The bed wasn’t empty. Even in the shadows of the waning light, Logan could clearly see the black man at the center of the bed, naked and muscular.

      Logan’s gut twisted even harder as he watched. He knew what he was seeing, but still couldn’t believe it.

      A slender, feminine arm reached around, French-tipped nails racking along the man’s broad back. Her long legs wrapped around his back, heels digging into his bare buttocks.

      “No…” Logan squeezed the denial out.

      “Oh, sorry, there’s sound, too,” Kristiana said. “You did such a good job wiring up your room.”

      She pressed something on the remote. “There, that’s better.”

      “OH! OH! Fuck me, fuck me!”

      It was Abbie’s voice, Abbie’s cries, Abbie under all that hard muscle. Andre shifted over her, just enough that Logan could see her face, eyes squeezed shut, mouth open as she moaned.

      “Fuck, you are so fucking big!”
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      Abigail was on fire as she walked through the lobby. Her body tingled from each individual follicle of hair all the way down to the tips of her toes. Energy and excitement throbbed along her spine, nuzzling between her legs, dancing across her clit.

      Behind her, she could sense Andre, who kept his discrete distance. It felt more like a panther stalking its prey, although Abigail didn’t feel much like prey.

      She tapped the elevator button, her engagement ring catching in the light. It’s fake, she reminded herself, although the simple, gold band that nestled against it was her real wedding ring.

      Logan. She thought about Logan, who’d gone upstairs to meet that snake Kristiana Vandencamp. Jealousy nearly overtook her when the doors slid open before her. She stepped in. She couldn’t trust that woman, and she now understood how easy it was for men to fall victim to seduction. Except for Elias.

      She turned and tapped her floor. The doors started to close when Andre thrust his arm in and held it open. He nodded at her as he stepped inside, like this wasn’t a setup at all. She nodded back, and couldn’t stop from smiling.

      He didn’t bother pressing a fake floor, although they rode the elevator up like they were two strangers.

      Her palms were so damp, her breath too short to feed her the oxygen she needed. She started to feel dizzy as she stepped off of the elevators. Andre, of course, stepped off with her.

      She looked back at him—at his white livery stretched taut across his broad and muscular chest. Fuck, he was sexy. She’d seduced half-a-dozen men for Logan, and every time it had been flattering. But none of them had ever looked as good as Andre, and it was exhilarating to see him right there, just as eager as she felt.

      Her door lock beeped and disengaged as she pressed her keycard up to it. Her hand shook as she twisted open the knob, half-hoping that Logan was in there.

      Instead, the room was dark and empty. She entered, and Andre followed, and the door latched behind her quietly. She took a silent breath through her nose, releasing it slowly through her mouth, doing everything to get her pulse down below 100. It wasn’t happening. Not when another man stepped up behind her, his unfamiliar musk spicy and exciting. Not when he placed a hand on her hip. Definitely not when he bent down to kiss her bare neck.

      She sighed, shutting her eyes, and gave in to the moment, even as a voice in the way back of her mind screamed:

      This.

      Is.

      Wrong!

      Andre stepped closer, his body like iron as it pressed against her back. She could feel his erection. She could sense his excitement. She turned her head and met his lips for a kiss—a kiss that she wanted to get lost in.

      This kiss was as much for her as it was for the role. The lines had blurred there in the darkness of her hotel room, with this Adonis of a man pressed against her, ready for her, wanting her. She turned in his arms, kissing him harder, pressing herself closer. She felt tiny against his body, and couldn’t help but think of what that would mean when they hit the bed.

      Abigail’s fingers curled against Andre’s chest, gripping the firm muscles beneath his uniform as if holding on for dear life. Every breath felt labored, thick with anticipation and something deeper, something forbidden. She trembled as Andre guided her toward the bed, her heart thundering so fiercely she thought he could surely feel it. She glanced over toward the lamp, switched off and dark, and then up along the ceiling, wondering what Logan was doing.

      The backs of her thighs touched the mattress, and she sank down willingly, the kiss unbroken, growing more desperate, more fevered. Andre leaned over her, his powerful frame engulfing hers, his touch firm and possessive as he eased her back, pinning her beneath him. Abigail felt small, vulnerable—and achingly alive.

      His lips trailed from her mouth down the sensitive curve of her neck, each kiss igniting sparks along her skin, leaving her dizzy and breathless. She arched her body instinctively, desperate to feel more of him against her.

      Andre’s hands roamed her curves hungrily, that thin pink dress doing nothing for coverage. It was strapless, making it so easy for him to tug down and bare her full and enticing tits. Her nipples were so hard. Her breathing so quick and shallow. His mouth moved lower, capturing a hard tip between his lips, teasing it gently with his tongue. Abigail thrust her chest forward, a sharp gasp escaping her parted lips.

      He peeled her dress away completely, exposing her lace thong, which barely concealed her most intimate areas. Abigail shivered as his fingertips traced along its delicate edges, his gaze heavy and dark with desire.

      “You are magnifique,” he breathed, his voice low and accented.

      Her breath hitched sharply as he hooked his thumbs beneath the thin strings of her thong, sliding it slowly down her thighs, leaving her fully exposed. Abigail flushed, keenly aware of her complete vulnerability—smooth, freshly shaved, entirely bare.

      Andre's eyes widened slightly with appreciation, his breathing noticeably quickening.

      He rose in the low-light cast through the windows. The day was done, but there was still enough light filtering in that she didn’t need to turn on the lights. She sat up on her elbows, just enough to watch as Andre unbuttoned his tight shirt and showed off his chiseled, muscular upper body. It was like he was sculpted from a block of ebony, his smooth, hairless skin catching the dim light.

      But it wasn’t his upper body that she wanted so desperately to see, and Andre didn’t tease her any more. They were long past that. He unbuttoned his trousers, tugging the zipper down with purpose. Boxers and pants went at the same time, and his large, black dick sprang free. Her breath caught, and a wave of heat surged between her thighs. He was huge, unmistakably so.

      And that would be inside her soon.

      They’d talked about this, her and Logan. They’d played out this very scenario, again and again. He had the fantasy, of course, but reality was always different. This was different. Andre wasn’t Elias, and there hadn’t been time to clear this moment ahead of time.

      Andre reached into his discarded trousers and retrieved something. A small, square wrapper. A condom.

      She put Logan aside, quelling any rogue thoughts that maybe this was wrong. It was wrong. She made a living by ruining men’s marriages this way. But now all she wanted was to get fucked.

      Andre tore the wrapper open as Abigail watched him roll the latex along his impressive length. Her mouth was suddenly so dry. He grinned at her as he worked the protection on, that friendly smile that had lured her in the first day that she’d arrived. She wiggled into the bed, elbows behind her, legs slightly parted.

      Andre had swagger, that was for sure. He eyed her up like they were in a club or a bar, upper teeth biting his lower lip, thumbing his nose as he rolled over towards her. He said something in French that Abigail only caught part of, something about tan lines. Then he was settling above her, pressing her thighs apart.

      She drew a shaky breath, gripping his thick arms tightly, her heart nearly bursting from her chest as he positioned himself at her entrance. Abigail’s pulse surged with an intoxicating blend of fear and excitement, knowing this was it—the irrevocable moment where everything changed.

      There was no mistaking this man for her husband. He was so much larger, so much bigger, so much… blacker. He smelled differently—spice and coconut and sweat.

      Abigail gasped sharply as Andre entered her. She arched her back as he pushed into her, inch by exquisite inch, stretching her deliciously, deeper and fuller than she’d ever imagined possible. Her eyes widened, a shocked moan escaping her lips as she experienced the profound sensation of another man filling her completely. It was like plunging off the edge of a cliff into free fall, thrilling and terrifying all at once.

      “Oh, God,” she whispered, voice shaking, nails digging into his skin. She surrendered completely as Andre began to move inside her, each thrust pulling her deeper into the abyss of pleasure, guilt, and exhilarating liberation.

      Andre’s rhythm quickly intensified, his movements powerful and deliberate. But he didn't rush, clearly intending to drive her wild with sensation rather than simply satisfying himself. Abigail wrapped her legs around his waist, meeting him stroke for stroke, driven by a wild, almost reckless need to feel, to live fully in this forbidden moment.

      He shifted angles, each thrust expertly designed to send waves of electrifying pleasure crashing through her body. Abigail whimpered, then moaned louder, her nails raking down his back. “Yes,” she hissed. “Oh… oh yes…”

      Andre responded, controlling her body with intoxicating mastery, pulling her hips tighter against him, maximizing every sensation.

      Their breaths mingled, ragged and desperate, bodies slick with sweat, gripping each other fiercely as the intensity built higher and higher. He pinned her hands to the bed above her, holding her in place as he drove harder and so much deeper than she’d ever been fucked before.

      “OH! OH! Fuck me, fuck me!” Her voice was raw, uninhibited, her world reduced entirely to the powerful man above her and the overwhelming pleasure he gave.

      “Fuck, you are so fucking big!” she screamed, delirious as another orgasm shattered her senses, leaving her trembling violently beneath him.

      He didn’t give her time to recover, though. He withdrew, leaving her gasping from the abrupt emptiness, but only for a moment. Next thing, his hands were on her hips, firm and in control. He flipped her onto her stomach and pulled her hips upwards, knees beneath her, ass high. He entered her again from behind, and somehow he felt even bigger, definitely deeper. She screamed out loud, still not fully recovered from one orgasm as yet another rolled over top of it.

      This time, there was nothing gentle about his fucking. He didn’t ease into her. He wasn’t slow. He wasn’t tender. He was there to fuck, his thrusts rough, primal. His palm landed sharply on her ass. She cried out, jolted and surprised, her ass stinging. When he did it again, her surprise transformed into something else—not quite pleasure, but definitely not entirely pain. She found herself holding her breath, waiting for the next slap to inevitably come.

      “AH!”

      “You like that, don't you?” Andre growled.

      “Yes.” She wasn’t lying. She’d been doing a lot of that lately, but not this time.

      “Tell me how much you love it.” His voice dripped with dominance.

      “Yes! I love it,” she repeated, moaning breathlessly as he owned her body.

      When he tugged sharply at her hair, forcing her head back, she was now fully into the dominance. Logan had never pulled her hair, and when he’d spanked her in the past, it was never quite like this. Abigail lost herself completely, thrusting her hips back into Andre’s cock, her head tipped back, her breathing ragged.

      He slapped her ass again, sending a shiver of pleasure through her body. “You like it rough.”

      “Yes,” she hissed. “Do it to me hard. Do it to me rough.”

      Abigail’s voice surprised her—raw, needy, and completely out of control. Andre’s grip tightened on her hips, fingertips digging possessively into her skin as he thrust even harder, each powerful stroke sending her senses spiraling wildly. Her vision blurred, sensation overwhelming her ability to think clearly, to breathe steadily, to remember who she was beyond this moment.

      “Uh! Uh! Uh!” she cried out shamelessly, lost entirely to the intoxicating power Andre held over her body. Each thrust of his cock felt impossibly deep, impossibly satisfying, obliterating every trace of guilt or hesitation.

      He pushed her head down onto the mattress and grabbed her arms, pulling them back behind her like the long reins of a horse. She felt helpless like that, face down, ass up, as he slammed his cock into her again and again, but holy fuck did it feel good.

      “This body is built for fucking,” he said as he pounded her.

      “Yes! Yes! Fuck me!” This was the role that they’d practiced, Abbie in her most evolved state, and yet she didn’t need to pretend at all. “Use me!”

      He shifted again, pulling her up against his body as he slid his knees in around her until she was sitting on his powerful thighs, his dick still deep. His hands were all over her bouncing breasts, squeezing them, pinching her nipples, as he continued to rock her world.

      “You like being fucked by someone else’s cock, don’t you?” he teased darkly, his voice low and dripping with authority.

      “Yes!” Abigail moaned loudly, no longer able to distinguish between truth and fantasy. Then her mind flashed to the recording system Logan had installed in this room, and her heart leapt.

      “I fucking love your cock. God, yes! Andre! Fuck me!”
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      Logan was riveted as he watched his wife fucking another man. He sat on the edge of the sofa, drink forgotten in his hand, as Andre flipped Abbie over and entered her from behind. When he spanked her, Logan winced. When the other man pulled her hair, he couldn’t believe how into it she was.

      When she cried out, “Logan never fucked me like this!” he winced. That wasn’t part of the script, but then again, so little of this job followed any kind of script.

      “Ouch,” Kristiana said at his side, reminding him that she was even there at all. When he glanced in her direction, though, she’d moved closer, sidling along the sectional until she was just at his side. “I’m sorry you had to learn this way.”

      He licked his lips as he glanced over at her. She was getting pleasure out of this, and that was what separated her from them. Maybe entrapping men wasn’t the most noble of jobs, but they never enjoyed ruining marriages. Kristiana did.

      “OH! OH! Fuck me, fuck me!”

      Logan stared at the screen, the sound of Abbie’s uninhibited cries echoing in his ears. He felt mildly feverish, and incredibly turned on. He knew that the reality wasn’t something that he could actually prepare for, like how you could never know what that first drop of a roller coaster would feel like, but this was even more intense than anything that he’d ever imagined.

      “Fuck, you are so fucking big!”

      “Hurts, doesn't it?” Kristiana whispered, her voice velvet with sympathy masking a sharp blade of triumph. Her fingers moved lightly across his thigh, trailing upward, a touch designed to inflame and distract.

      Logan turned to face her, fury and desire warring within him. He caught Kristiana’s wrist abruptly, gripping it tightly enough to elicit a sharp gasp from her lips. She tilted her chin up defiantly, meeting his eyes without flinching.

      “You think this is funny?” he asked, voice low and dangerous.

      “Not funny,” she murmured, leaning in until her lips brushed his ear. “Just illuminating, don’t you think?”

      Logan released her wrist, turning back to the television as Andre pulled his monster of a dick out of his wife. Even Kristiana gasped at the sight, thick and long and sheathed in pale latex. The muscular man lifted Abbie onto her hands and knees, positioning her like she weighed nothing, and in the blink of an eye slammed back into from behind.

      “You know, I don’t think this is her first time?” Kristiana said, sounding delighted at the prospect.

      Logan didn’t say anything. He remained as stoic as he could while he watched the wild fucking on the screen. He didn’t need to fake the agitation that coursed through him, although it was for entirely different reasons than what Kristiana had assumed.

      “She’s just too good at this job, don’t you think?”

      “We’re not all like you,” Logan spat back.

      Kristiana brushed her hand up across Logan’s pants, finding his erection. “Me? What makes you think that I’m a cheater?”

      Even as she said it, her hand groped him, tracing the outline of his dick as she dared him to stop her. He didn’t move, remaining stiff, back straight. “Because you’re fondling me right now?”

      “And you like it,” she said, getting closer to him, misinterpreting his hardness.

      Not that she didn’t turn him on. He just hated giving her what she craved above all else: control. Yet sometimes, you need to give up a little control to get the upper hand.

      SLAP! “AH!”

      His head whipped around to the screen, where Andre landed a hand across Abigail’s ass. His desire to bolt from the room, to rush down there, was as swift and harsh as that spank.

      “You are such a white knight,” Kristiana teased. Andre spanked Abbie again. “Don’t you remember that Guinevere ended up being a cheating slut?”

      “You like that, don't you?” On the screen Andre loomed large over Abbie, his muscled form nearly blocking his wife’s naked body.

      Logan held his breath as he waited to hear Abbie’s inevitable response. “Yes,” she hissed.

      “Tell me how much you love it.”

      “Yes! I love it.”

      “There’s your princess,” Kristiana said. “Worth saving now?”

      “I hate you,” he said, staring sharply into her dancing green eyes. This close, he could see the light lines on her porcelain pale skin, around her eyes and at the corners of her mouth. So she wasn’t flawless at all, yet somehow that made her even sexier.

      “You like it rough?”

      “Yes. Do it to me hard. Do it to me rough.”

      This exchange played out in the background as Logan had his own battle of wills with his employer. This was a trap. He’d been in this game long enough to recognize the shape of it. But she wouldn’t be stupid enough to record evidence on herself, which meant this room was clean. And so she’d feel safe.

      Logan yanked her close, kissing her brutally. He knew he was right as soon as she melted into him, her mouth fierce and hungry, her body pressing urgently against him.

      This was the first woman that he’d kissed since his very first date with Abigail all those years ago, and it was easier to succumb than he ever imagined. How frail we are, came a thought somewhere in the back of his mind. All it takes is a pretty face and the right amount of pressure.

      “You like being fucked by someone else’s cock, don’t you?”

      Andre’s question was for Abbie, but it could have been asked right there in that room. Logan didn’t look at the television. He pulled back and looked right at Kristiana.

      “Yes!” Abigail cried out. “I fucking love your cock. God, fuck me!”

      “And you?” Logan asked, voice low and husky. “Does Mrs. Kristiana Vanderkamp like being fucked by someone else’s cock?”

      The redhead laughed haughtily, rising off of the sofa, getting to her feet. Logan held his breath. Had he pushed too hard?

      “Are you asking if I’m a cheater, like your wife is?” As she asked, she unbuttoned the front of her jumpsuit, the fabric loosening and sliding from her shoulders to reveal her flawless upper body beneath. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and her pert breasts hung soft and perfect on her lithe frame, pale nipples hardened into tight peak.

      “That’s exactly what I’m asking,” Logan said, sitting back and watching her strip.

      The redhead continued to work at the jumpsuit, tucking her thumbs where it caught on her narrow hips and wiggling it free. The legs were wide enough that she could step out of the pooled cloth and keep her stilettos on. Beneath, all she wore was a black thong.

      He drank in her near nudity—her graceful beauty more akin to a honed and hewn blade. She was dangerous, and she knew it.

      “I have told you already, honey,” she said, sauntering forward, climbing into his lap. “We’re all cheaters.”

      When she moved to kiss him again, he put a hand between them, his thumb tracing the soft tissue between her jaw and neck, his fingers splayed out along her high cheekbones. “You’re awfully smug about it,” he inclined his head in the direction of the television. “And pretty damned judgmental about your fellow sinners, for that matter.”

      He changed tack before she could respond. “You don’t actually think Elias has ever cheated on you, do you?”

      If Kristiana was disturbed by the force in his hand, she didn’t show it. If anything, the way she leaned into his touch suggested that she loved it.

      “He will with your slut,” she said. “He’s playing coy, but she is very… convincing.”

      As if in response, Abbie cried out behind them. “Fuck, I’m coming. I’m… fucking coming!”

      “Yes, very,” Logan agreed. He released her face and their lips crashed into one another again. He ran his hands over her body. She was skinnier than Abigail, leaner, harder.

      She clawed at his shirt, fighting to get the buttons open, to feel him, to see his barreled chest. When she ran her fingers through his chest hair, she cooed with approval.

      “You like what you see?” he prodded, helping her shrug off his shirt.

      “Mmm, very nice. Very manly.”

      “In a way that your husband isn’t?”

      “My husband isn’t bad,” she murmured, lips hovering inches from his. “But I like them younger.”

      Perfect. Logan grinned. “Show me.” He made as if to kiss her, then pulled back as she leaned in. “On your knees.”

      He didn’t wait for her to comply. Setting his hands on her shoulders, he urged her down between his legs. She went with it, her eyes locked onto his as she eagerly unbuckled his belt, pulling down his trousers to free him.

      “Mmm, very nice,” she said, her delicate fingers wrapping around his rigid length expertly, lips parting with obvious anticipation.

      “Bigger than your husband?”

      Kristiana snorted. “Most of them are.” She leaned down and swirled her tongue along the head of his dick. “Your wife will soon discover that so much of his confidence is just him coping.”

      “How about you start coping,” he said, grabbing her head and pushing her down onto him. She swallowed him eagerly, her mouth hot and skillful, sucking hungrily while teasing with her tongue. Her eyes never left his, dark and filled with triumph. “Fuck, you’re a good cocksucker. Plenty of practice?”

      He didn’t release her to answer. Instead keeping her pinned and gagging on his shaft as his eyes drifted back to the television.

      Abbie was now on her knees as well, Andre gripping her hair tightly, guiding her mouth roughly onto his cock. The parallel scenes made Logan’s blood boil with raw lust, pushing him to grip Kristiana’s hair just as firmly, guiding her mouth along him.

      There was something about the angle of the camera that made the whole scene even more lurid, but also, it reminded him that he had installed those cameras, yet Kristiana had gained access to them. Just as he figured that she would.

      “I assume you have the other cameras on here?” he asked, holding her head against him with one hand as he reached for the remote with the other.

      He incremented the channel, and sure enough Camera 2 came online. This one was hidden in the alarm clock by the bed, which meant that Abbie was mostly obscured by Andre’s body perched on the edge of the bed.

      The view from the third camera was perfect, though, set into a lamp on the desk. There was Abbie on her knees, her head bent down, bobbing enthusiastically in Andre’s lap. He could even see the way her free hand played with her pussy as she blew him.

      Logan nearly lost it. He surged inside Kristiana’s mouth, into her throat. Kristiana moaned softly, sending vibrations through him. Driving him close to the edge. He had to push her off before he popped. She glanced over her shoulder, seeing what he was seeing, and giggling with delight. “She can’t seem to get enough.”

      “Did you hire him?” Logan demanded.

      “Who? Andre?”

      Andre. She said it like she knew him, and not from just overhearing Abbie yell it out.

      “I hire a lot of people,” she continued. “I hired you, didn’t I? And besides, he would have done your wife for free.” She rose, running her hands down her svelte body, tugging at the edges of her lacy thong. “Now, I’d like to get my full money’s worth.”

      With a shimmy, she pushed her panties down her thighs. He wasn’t surprised to find her pussy bare, waxed, no doubt to smooth, pale perfection.

      “You want to get fucked, do you?” He rose, cock in hand, and his fury at her rose with him. Even when she gave up control, this woman somehow managed to keep it.

      “Mmm…”

      He almost walked out. That would have wiped the smirk off her face, but he couldn’t leave it alone. He needed to grudge-fuck this smirking woman.

      “Condom?” he asked.

      She reached into her purse, fishing out a wrapper.

      “Naughty, naughty,” he said. ”A married woman who carries around protection. Does your husband know?”

      “We have a need-to-know understanding.”

      “You need to know if he’s a cheater, and he doesn’t need to know that you are, too?”

      “So smart, Mr. Eaves. So percept—AH!”

      He spun her around and bent her over the coffee table before she could finish the thought. He was done with her quips and her condescending attitude. Swiftly rolling the condom on, he pinned a hand behind her back, and entered her with a single, punishing thrust.

      Kristiana’s smirk was insufferable, even pinned beneath him, bent over the coffee table. Logan gripped her narrow hips tighter, driving himself into her with each savage thrust, intent on wiping that smug look from her face.

      He could hear Abbie’s cries from the screen, mixing dangerously with the sharp gasps and moans coming from the woman beneath him. The parallel sensations—watching his wife surrendering to another man while dominating the manipulative bitch who had steered the both of them into this current situation—created a cocktail of emotions he could barely parse.

      “Harder,” Kristiana taunted breathlessly. Her fingers gripped the edge of the table as she pushed herself back to meet his thrusts.

      Just beyond her, just over her shoulder, Abbie had Andre on his back, and she was mounting his glistening form. Logan switched back to camera two, just in time to watch her roll a fresh condom onto his big, black dick.

      “She can’t get enough, can she?”

      Logan snarled, tossing the remote down and tangling his fingers into his client’s fiery red hair, yanking her head back roughly until her back arched against his chest. “You talk too much,” he growled in her ear, biting down on the sensitive lobe hard enough to make her gasp sharply. “I don’t want to hear your voice unless you’re begging.”

      She laughed, a throaty, provocative sound. “Oh, Logan, I’m not the begging kind.”

      “We’ll see about that.” Logan thrust deeper, angling his hips so his cock struck deeper, drawing a sharp cry from her lips. She squirmed, nearly bucking away from the intensity, but his grip on her hair and hip was unrelenting.

      Up on the television, Abbie started to ride Logan, her eyes shut, head tilted to one side as she lost herself in another man’s dick. Her submission to Andre was raw, complete, and breathtaking. Logan closed his eyes for a second, savoring the pain and pleasure of watching her “betrayal.”

      Kristiana started to thrust back, elbows on the glass, trying to regain control. “Come on,” she whispered, the mockery returning to her tone. “Make me feel it.”

      “What’s the matter? Your hotshot husband not do it for you?”

      She scoffed bitterly. “Even when he was younger, he barely knew how to use his pathetic excuse for what he calls a cock.”

      Even Logan, who wasn’t a fan of Elias, winced at that. He released her hair, shoving her roughly down onto the table. The cold glass pressed against her cheek, and she gasped in genuine surprise. He slammed into her with renewed force, primal and relentless, as she clung desperately to the edges.

      “Fuck, Logan,” she cried, a hint of genuine desperation in her voice now. “God, you’re brutal.”

      “Beg,” he demanded again, slowing down slightly, torturing her with near-withdrawal.

      “Fuck you.”

      He withdrew entirely, enjoying the way she whimpered, suddenly empty and frustrated. She twisted around to glare at him, but her eyes betrayed her—hungry, vulnerable, and needy.

      “Say it,” he ordered, flipping her onto her back, the slick glass squealing beneath her. He pressed his swollen cock against her bare mound. “Say you want me to fuck you because your cuckold husband can’t.”

      She bit her lip, eyes blazing. Behind them, background to the real betrayal, Abbie cried out as she rode Andre. “Uh! Uh! Uh!”

      “Say it, Kristiana.”

      “Uh, fuuuck…” Abbie gasped, on the cusp of another orgasm. “Fuck me with that big dick.”

      Logan rubbed his cock along her slit, teasing her clit. She was so smooth down there, the kind of perfect thing that Logan wanted to wreck.

      “Fuck me,” she finally spat, voice raw and angry. “Just shut up and fuck me like Elias never could!”

      Satisfied, Logan thrust into her once more, deeper and harder than before, their bodies colliding with bruising force. He lifted her legs over his shoulders, folding her in half as the ferocity built, driving Kristiana towards a vicious, uncontrollable climax. Her breath hitched, her body shuddering violently as he pushed her over the edge, her voice breaking into a helpless, trembling moan of pleasure.

      “That’s right,” Logan growled triumphantly, following her quickly over the precipice, his release shattering through him in waves of fierce satisfaction. “I told you I’d make you beg.”

      He withdrew, breathing heavily, as Kristiana slumped forward, her body slick with sweat, shivering and spent on the table. On the screen, the lovers were hastily cleaning themselves up. Andre already had his clothes back on. Abigail had already found a fresh thong.

      Logan pulled up his trousers and grabbed his shirt. His skin was sticky and humid beneath the clothes. He could have used a shower, but that wasn’t in the schedule. They were in the end game now.

      He checked his phone, tension draining from his body at what he saw. He slipped it back into his pants, looking down at Kristiana, who slowly rose, gathering her discarded clothing with quiet dignity.

      “Well that was fun,” she said. “I had a feeling you’d be good, but that was something special.” She glanced over her shoulder, where Andre and Abigail were kissing at the door to the hotel. “I always love when I discover the right buttons to push in my lovers.”

      Logan picked up the remote, switching off the screen, the image of his own wife wrapped up in another man’s arms burned into his retinas.

      “You are not a good person, Mrs. Vanderkamp.”

      ”Did I ever pretend that I was?” She buttoned up her jumpsuit, that low plunge tempting his eyes despite seeing her tits naked just moments again. “So when do I get my evidence?”

      “Tomorrow.”

      “Don’t make promises that you cannot keep.”

      “Don’t worry. This one is all but guaranteed.”
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      When Abigail got back down to the bar, Logan still hadn’t returned. Her heart sank. She needed him now more than ever, and if he wasn’t here yet, it meant that he was still up there with that snake. She ordered a cocktail from Maria and watched the attractive young resort attendee mix the drink, wondering if she was also a spy.

      It’s funny what this assignment had done to her, and how she couldn’t trust anyone anymore.

      Logan joined her just as Maria was delivering her drink.

      “Productive meeting?” She couldn’t quite keep the jealous edge out of her question.

      “I’d say so.” He looked at Maria. “Can I get a Bacardi on the Rocks?”

      “Certainly, señor.”

      Rum drink meant that their theory was correct—Kristiana was doing exactly what they worried she’d been doing. She was setting her husband up. The ice in his drink meant that there was even more to the story that he couldn’t necessarily say here.

      “So you were here the whole time?” he asked.

      Maria set his drink down, and Abigail was keenly aware of the woman listening. “The whole time,” she lied, giving her drink one slow stir with the straw, clockwise—just once. Their quiet little code for: I’m not telling the truth. Then, “What took you so long?”

      Logan pressed his lips into a thin, straight line. “Our employer is anxious to wrap this job up.”

      “I just bet the bitch is,” Abigail muttered.

      “Put these on the room please, Maria,” Logan said. He rose. “Come on, let’s go walk on the beach. You look agitated.”

      Maria watched them go, and Abigail was pretty certain she’d be on the phone as soon as they were out of sight. Or maybe she was just being paranoid.

      They walked along the manicured “jungle” path to the combed beach front. The bay curved out, the shoreline dotted with lights. A few ships were moored out in the harbor. The night was still, only a gentle breeze rolling in from the Mediterranean.

      “Logan?” Abigail asked, feeling her heart start to race. They could have been watched, but she didn’t care. This ruse was wearing on her. Kristiana wanted the job to be over tomorrow, but Abigail needed it to be. She slipped her hand into her husband’s and squeezed. “We okay?”

      They’d arrived at a neighboring resort’s beach cabanas. The chairs were still out, the umbrellas stacked in a pile by the empty lifeguard chair. Glancing behind them, seemingly satisfied that they weren’t being followed, Logan pulled her into one of the cabanas and tugged one of the walls shut.

      “We are, but you need to know something, honey…”

      Her stomach tightened. She knew what he was going to say. They’d actually talked about it before, in secret, in the short moments when they weren’t being observed. Still, the reality hit home harder than she expected.

      Logan took a seat on the rattan sofa that was sitting in the sand, and Abigail climbed into his lap. She had many feelings racing through her, visions of clawing that woman’s eyes out. “Tell me you at least made her scream.”

      Logan put his arms around her, holding her close, exploring her curves through the tiny pink dress. He didn’t manhandle her the way Andre had. He knew her better than that.

      Logan leaned in, kissing her neck. Whispering, “She begged, actually.”

      “She did not.”

      “I have the audio recordings to prove it.”

      Abigail wasn’t sure she was quite ready for that yet, but she liked the idea of the other woman begging.

      “Good. Now get these pants off. I need to reclaim my husband.”

      “Based on what I saw, this is a double reclaim,” he said as he pulled her dress up and over her head.

      Her nipples stiffened as the evening air hit them. “I was hoping you’d watch.”

      “You were right, Kristiana couldn’t resist showing her hand. Showing that she’d been watching us in our room the whole time.”

      That had been Logan’s idea—to wire up the room and to leave out the access code for Kristiana to discover. For a manipulative cunt, she certainly was easily fooled. It had actually been Abigail’s idea for Logan to fuck her. She still couldn’t believe that she’d suggested it, but it seemed like the easiest way to get the woman to drop her guard completely.

      “But enough about her.” He lowered his voice. “Tell me about Andre.”

      Abigail freed his dick, thick and swollen and ready for her. She positioned it against her, sinking onto him with a groan. Andre had been huge, but Logan felt right.

      “I shouldn’t have liked it as much as I did, but…” She settled all the way over her husband, feeling his cock swell at her words. “...but, well, you saw.”

      “I did. He was rough.” His fingers squeezed her butt, possibly unconsciously, before releasing them. “I didn’t know you liked it so rough.”

      “I didn’t think that I did.” She started to ride Logan, nuzzling her forehead to his, their noses touching. She opened her eyes and looked into his. “But I did.”

      “Want me to start spanking you?” He tapped her ass cheek with the palm of her hand.

      “I’m open to some experimentation.”

      “I’ll say,” Logan said, kissing her deeply, hungrily—a complex kiss that held it all: ownership, openness, curiosity, hunger most of all. Both hands found her hips, guiding her up and down his dick, quickening their pace. Her bare thighs gripped his legs as she rode his lap.

      “I hope I didn’t look too much at the cameras. Don’t want to make her suspicious. I just… I just liked the idea of you watching—in the moment or later on, I knew you’d see them one day. It was like you were there in the room with us.”

      “You did fine. Only someone who knew to look would see it.”

      She kissed him again and again, riding him harder, with more urgency. They kissed until they couldn’t anymore. She tossed her head back, feeling her orgasm build as he worked her neck. The breeze off the sea licked their skin. Her body moved like she needed to show him she was still his, and he was hers.

      “I’m yours,” she whispered. “Even when I let someone else inside… I’m yours.”

      “And I am yours, baby,” he growled.

      Their rhythm built, quickened. Logan’s hands came down hard on her ass, not just to guide her but to claim her. She gasped, her eyes lighting with surprise and something darker. “Harder,” she said, and he obliged. A firm slap, then another. She whimpered and ground harder against him.

      “Fuck me, baby. Take me back!”

      He pulled her down and kissed her, his mouth rough, his scruff scratching her lips. Her nails raked his shoulders as she chased her orgasm. His cock filled her just right, just deep enough, just his. She tightened around him, moaning into his mouth as she came, and he held her tight as she shuddered.

      “You’re not just Abbie,” he whispered. “You’re still my Abigail.”

      “I’m both,” she gasped. “And I love you.”

      That did it. Logan came hard, gripping her hips as he emptied himself inside her, lost in the heat of her, the scent of sex and sea salt, the sound of their breaths in the still cabana.

      They stayed like that for a long moment, foreheads pressed together, the storm between them finally spent.

      When she slid off him and curled against his chest, he held her like she might disappear. No performance. No pretense. Just Logan and Abigail, under a moonlit sky, wrapped in sweat and secrets.

      “Alright, so now we’re in a bit of a bind,” Abigail said at last. “We have dirt on our employer rather than our target.”

      Logan chuckled. “Kind of works against our case.”

      “Makes it hard to get paid, anyway,” Abigail said.

      “Guess you’ll just have to sleep with Elias after all.”

      She nudged him in the ribs with her elbow. “Remember what I told you. Andre’s the exception to the rule. And besides, I’m pretty sure Elias is wise to us.”

      Logan ran his hands along her arms, where goosebumps had formed now that their sweat had cooled. “Maybe we can sell this dirt to him,” he joked.

      “Pretty mercenary,” Abigail said with a laugh. Then she sat up straight, staring into the distance for a moment. Then she turned a conspiratorial smile on her husband. “But hang on, I have an idea…”
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      Abigail was sitting at the Garden Terrace Lounge, staring out at the horizon late the next morning. She had a lot going on, so it wasn’t hard to look contemplative. Today was a big day for her and Logan. Hopefully this would be the last day having to deal with Kristiana and her husband and that whole mess.

      Elias arrived on the terrace at 10:30, just as she knew he would. It was his routine, she’d learned. Turned out he didn’t actually jog—that was a ploy by Kristiana to get Andre close to her. He did do yoga, albeit infrequently. But late morning coffee on the terrace was a ritual for the French producer.

      “You keep showing up in all my favorite places.” It was Elias coming over with a cup of coffee in his hand, along with his usual charm. “Are you stalking me?”

      “There are only so many places at this resort.” She smirked, shifting back into her Abbie persona. “Besides, I thought that was your move.”

      He chuckled. “Then perhaps it is… serendipity. May I?” He gestured to the chair across from her..

      “Please.”

      He took a seat, unapologetically relaxed. Completely unruffled. He studied her before saying, “You know, my wife and I knew a guy whose wife hired someone to seduce him.”

      Abigail managed to maintain her cool, even as explosions were going off in her head. “That sounds extreme,” she said evenly.

      “Maybe.” His eyes never left hers. “But he was an asshole. Definitely got what he deserved. He was one of those guys who came off as so squeaky fucking clean, yet was completely rotten inside. He treated her like she was the help. He was a non-presence to the kids. And he had a woman in every city.”

      “Doesn’t sound like a great friend.”

      “I didn’t say he was. I said my wife and I knew him.”

      “And now?”

      He shrugged. “I could care less.”

      “And you’re telling me this because you think I was hired by your wife?” She had to be careful here, drawing on her yoga experience to keep her heart rate down.

      Elias laughed. “After what happened to Nick, I think every woman who says hello to me was hired by my wife.”

      “Sounds like you two have some trust issues.”

      “As you know, marriages… they have their ups and downs, no?” He glanced at her ring. “Mine is just trending towards mostly down. You’ll have to forgive me when a beautiful woman shows up out of nowhere.”

      Abigail chewed on that, feigning indecision when in reality, she and Logan had given this a lot of thought. This job was definitely not what it seemed. Almost since they had taken it, she’d begun to question whether they really were doing the right thing.

      Were they really just uncovering the truth? Or were they in the employ of a woman who was trying to manufacture a new truth?

      “And what if I was hired by your wife?” she asked, keeping her tone light, even as her pulse quickened. This was a calculated risk, but she and her husband had both agreed it was the only way out of this mess.

      Elias blinked, visibly caught off guard. For the first time since he sat down, he seemed less in control. “If you were,” he said slowly, “I’d say that was a serious breach of our prenuptial agreement.”

      “Oh?” Abigail tilted her head, feigning innocence. “So it would be worth a lot of money? Hypothetically speaking?”

      A small smile curled at the corner of Elias’s mouth. “At the very least, it would save me a lot of my own money, yes. Why are you asking?”

      She let the silence settle for a moment, then bit her lower lip and leaned in slightly, her voice dropping just enough to change the texture of the air between them.

      “Then I have a proposition to make…” She didn’t clarify. She didn’t have to.

      He watched her, studying her eyes, her posture, the calm way she sipped her now-lukewarm coffee. For a man who prided himself on staying cool, Elias suddenly looked warm around the collar.

      Abigail’s smile was all invitation and mystery.

      “I want you to buy me a drink,” she said at last.

      Elias arched an eyebrow. “Haven’t I done that plenty of times for you already?”

      “No, you see, this one will be a celebratory drink.”

      “And what are we celebrating?”

      “Freedom.” Abigail drew a lazy circle on the rim of her cup. “So?”

      ”We French enjoy celebrating freedom as much as you Americans. What will you drink?”

      She shook her head. “Not here, not now. Tonight. 9 o’clock. Solstice Bar. I’ll be alone.”

      ”Wearing the black dress?”

      “Of course.”

      He stood. “I’ll see you then, stalker.”

      Abigail’s smile widened, but behind it, she was breathing a sigh of relief. Step one complete. They were in it now.
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      “Tell me why I’m here again?” Kristiana didn’t look happy being exposed like this, even if they were tucked into a semi-private alcove in a closed section of Solstice Bar. It overlooked the main bar below, and was blocked off with ropes that indicated that it was closed. Lattice screens and cascading greenery sheltered them even further.

      “You wanted your proof. It starts here,” Logan said. He was checking the settings on his DSLR while the redhead fidgeted at his side. It was clear that she wasn’t built for surveillance. She didn’t have the patience for it.

      “I don’t see why I need to be here, though. This is what I’m paying you for.”

      Logan looked up at her and grinned. “Where’s your sense of adventure?”

      “In more private locales,” she said, scooping up a glass of crisp white that seemed to match her mood.

      “Oh, here they come.” Logan lifted his camera and snapped a photo of the grand entrance.

      Abigail wore a scandalous black dress that clung to her curves, its loose, cowl front dipping dangerously low between her tits, showing off nearly the entire inside curve. Not only that, but it was short. Like short. He was proud of her for owning it and not tugging it down her thighs, which shimmered under the golden bar lights—lotioned, glossy, immaculate. Heels, hair, makeup, it was all done in a way to make everyone in the room notice her.

      Even Kristiana noticed her. “Damn, doesn’t she look ready to earn her paycheck.”

      Elias was beside her, wearing a tailored navy jacket over an open white shirt, no tie, no socks and dress shoes. He was a smooth one, rich and successful and wore it as well as the jacket.

      They moved towards the bar with the casual intimacy of two people who had already decided how the night would end. She set her clutch down on the bar between them and ordered a drink.

      Logan lifted his camera, capturing Abigail’s profile, the curve of her mouth as she smiled at Elias. She tilted her head, leaned in close. Whispered something that made him laugh, then touched his arm. Light, playful. Electric.

      Andre was working the bar, fixing the two of them their drinks. The man did a pretty good job looking neutral, although Logan hoped that a part of him suffered from jealousy. At least a little. Last night had been hot, and Logan had been dreaming of his wife crossing that line for years now, but he still got a little pleasure in the other man’s discomfort.

      Elias ordered something brown—neat. Abigail stirred a martini with her finger before licking the drop from her skin. Logan got a nice shot of the three of them in the frame, pulling the camera back so he could admire the unlikely trio. When he looked back, he remembered that he had ears on, too.

      “Here, wear this,” Logan said, fishing an earbud out of its case and handing it to Kristiana. She looked disgusted at first, only grudgingly inserting it into her ear after he did.

      “How did you get away from your husband this time?” Elias’s voice was crystal clear, thanks to the mic in his wife’s clutch, and he sounded borderline skeptical. Like it was a joke between them. Careful, Logan thought.

      “He actually had to go to Madrid for work. Won’t be back until tomorrow after lunch.”

      “Well, too bad for him,” Elias said.

      “What about me? He’s left me all alone. What ever will I do?”

      Kristiana snorted. “She’s good,” she admitted grudgingly as she leaned forward to stare at their magnified image in the viewfinder of Logan’s camera, her eyes no doubt glued to her husband. In doing so she leaned close enough for Logan to take in her scent, and she smelled good. He thought back to last night, and despite his own intentions, he felt himself stir. He used that energy, directing it into his act.

      “Too good,” Logan grunted. “Fooled even me.”

      “You know, I am also all alone tonight,” Elias said.

      “So you are.” Abigail reached out, touching the buttons of Elias’s shirt. “But honestly, I don’t think I can be teased any longer, Eli. I don’t know that you’re the man for this job.”

      “Ah, appealing to his competitive side,” Kristiana said. “No better way to get him going.”

      “Like I said, I was not so sure about you,” Elias went on. “You seemed too good to be true.”

      “And now?”

      He got close, running his hand along her completely bare back. “Now, I don’t care.”

      Logan snapped a shot of that, the two of them close and intimate. They looked like lovers, and Logan’s heart raced. Abigail picked up the martini glass, drained it quickly, and turned fully into Elias, who was now looming right up against her.

      “To be crystal clear,” Abigail said, her voice syrupy, low enough that the mics just barely picked it up. “When I take you to my room, you’re going to strip me naked, bend me over the bed, and fuck me until I scream. Okay?”

      “Oi, mademoiselle.”

      “Fuck, I love French. Especially the kisses.” She leaned in, as if to kiss him right there. He tilted his head to meet her lips, but she slipped right past him, catching his hand in hers, and tugging him towards the entrance.

      The camera got it all, every frame, all the emotion. It was Logan’s finest work.

      They disappeared from view, heading towards the hotel, towards the next step in the night. Kristiana leaned back, eyes locked on the empty doors. Her knees had pressed together. Her wine glass was empty.

      “Well,” she murmured, “that’s a good start.”

      Logan put away his camera, trading it for his phone.

      “But you require even more hard evidence than that, yes?” he asked, his voice low, deliberately phrased to sound like foreplay.

      Kristiana tilted her head toward him, lips parted slightly. “Show me,” she said.

      He tapped into the surveillance feed—the same one she’d accessed in secret, the same one they’d baited her into believing was still private. The screen lit up with the wide-angle view of Abigail and Logan’s room: soft lighting, rumpled bed, champagne bucket on the table. The room was empty.

      “Thought your wife wasn’t a whore,” Kristiana said.

      “I didn’t think she was either,” Logan replied. “Until last night.”

      Kristiana's gaze flicked to the screen again. It only took a few minutes.

      Abigail and Elias entered the suite slowly, like a couple who’d done this before—who weren’t in a rush because they knew the night was theirs. Abigail tossed her purse on the bed casually, then crossed to the minibar, hips swaying, that dress leaving so much skin bare—her legs, her back, her cleavage. She opened the mini fridge, bent just enough to offer a perfect view of her ass—barely covered by that slip of black fabric.

      Kristiana exhaled sharply. Logan noticed she’d crossed her legs tighter.

      Abigail poured two glasses of champagne, holding one out to Elias as he wandered casually toward her things—curious, almost reverent. He touched the edge of her open suitcase, lifted a silk camisole between his fingers, and glanced toward her with a faint, disbelieving smile.

      “He’s still trying to figure out how authentic she is,” Logan murmured.

      “Sounds like maybe you are, too.”

      Logan didn’t bother with a response. Let her think that things are still strained between them.

      On-screen, Abigail handed Elias his drink, and the two toasted. She reached for his jacket lapel and tugged him closer—not urgently, but like she was claiming him inch by inch. Her lips grazed his cheek, not quite a kiss, more like a taste. Her free hand slipped beneath the hem of his shirt, fingers running over the skin above his waistband.

      Elias set his glass aside. Then, he put his hands on Abigail’s shoulders and gently pushed her to her knees. Logan darkened the screen before the scene could play out any further.

      “What the fuck?”

      Logan put his hand on her back and smiled. “Don’t you think this would be more fun to watch back in your room?”

      For all her cold and calculating ways, Kristiana seemed to melt at the idea of a repeat performance of last night. Logan chose to take it as a compliment.

      “Well,” she said, “I suppose we could. For old time’s sake.”

      As they left the Solstice Bar, following the same path that their spouses had just taken, Logan glanced over at the redhead. “Shouldn’t you be more upset? Most of the wives I’ve worked with were angrier.”

      “They were weak and naive.”

      “They were betrayed,” Logan pointed out.

      “You mean they let themselves be betrayed. Just like you let yourself be betrayed.” The elevator rang open. Kristiana stepped in. Logan stewed outside for a moment longer before following. He really didn’t like this woman.

      In the privacy of the elevator, though, Logan stepped right up to her. “Right. About that. When you wire me my money, I have a separate account for you.”

      “Don’t want to split it with your sweet and innocent wife, do you?”

      He handed her a slip of paper with a bank and routing number. “I don’t think that’s any of your business.”

      She took it, snapped a photo of it, and texted it off to someone. “Done. My accountant should have your money to you within the hour.” She grabbed him by the front of his shirt, pulled him close, and kissed him. “Consider this my down payment,” she whispered, tongue brushing his lip. “Time for our show.”

      As if on cue, the elevator doors opened before them. Kristiana grabbed his hand and pulled him down the hall towards her room, ready to watch their spouses cheat while they cheated. He pushed her against the door, right there in the hallway, and kissed her hard, the wet sound of their lips echoing along the corridor.

      “Fuck,” she murmured. “I need you inside me. Now.”

      She fumbled with her keycard. Logan took it from her, swiping it along the lock. It clicked open. She reached behind her, shoving down on the handle even as her other hand latched around him. They tumbled into the hotel room, arms wrapped around each other, lips locked.

      But the room wasn’t dark. And it certainly wasn’t empty.

      It was Elias who cleared his throat. Kristiana nearly jumped out of Logan’s arms, whipping around so fast that Logan stumbled back.

      “What the⁠—?”

      Logan peered around her. They were standing in the sitting room of Kristiana’s expensive suite. Abigail held a camera, pointed at the door, recording their incriminating entrance into the room. Elias was standing by the bar, hands on his hips, frowning. Two others were present—the lawyer they’d hired, last minute, an elderly woman with graying hair and a cynical frown permanently stamped to her face, and someone from hotel security.

      “Surprise,” Logan said. Abigail turned the camera off, ejected the SD card, and handed it to the lawyer.

      “That should be enough evidence to prove intent,” she said. “But we have more.”

      Kristiana shot a look backward at Logan, then at the rest of the room. “Can someone tell me what the fuck is going on?!”

      “For someone as smart as you, you’re being awfully dense.” Abigail took extra pleasure in delivering the line. But it was Elias who clarified.

      “I’m divorcing you. And you’re not getting anything.”

      Logan and Abigail looked at one another, silently conferring. Do you want me to? Or do you want the honors? “Has he paid?” Logan asked.

      “Money’s in our bank account,” Abigail nodded.

      “Then go right ahead with the final reveal, honey.”

      Abigail turned to the room, smiling, giddy. “Actually, it’s not quite as simple as that.” She picked up the remote and pressed something without looking at the television. Behind her, the large display mounted to the wall flickered on, and on that screen, a text thread. “I mean, don’t get me wrong,” she continued. “You two absolutely should get divorced. We’re just not sure how it’ll shake out.”

      The messages were blown up, screenshots from Elias’s phone. Logan had read them over and over, and Abigail had selected the most incriminating for this reveal.

      [Elias LeBlanc]: I think she’s trying to honey trap me. LOL

      [Caroline Moore]: Seriously? After how angry she was at me for doing that to Nick? What hypocrisy! Just be careful.

      [Elias LeBlanc]: If I was careful, I never would have gotten mixed up with you.

      [Caroline Moore]: Now where’s the fun in that? You just love how much better I suck your cock than the ice queen.

      [Elias LeBlanc]: You’re insatiable.

      [Caroline Moore]: Only for you.

      [Elias LeBlanc]: My favorite bad decision.

      Logan mostly watched the reactions in the room, rather than what was on the screen. Abigail had moved into place beside him, putting her hand into his. “Probably we should go?” she whispered.

      “Hold on. One more screen,” he said.

      The text thread rotated on to the next.

      [Caroline Moore]: Your wife really doesn’t know about us?

      [Elias LeBlanc]: If she did, she wouldn’t be my wife anymore. She’s clueless.

      “YOU HAVE BEEN FUCKING CAROLINE FUCKING MOORE?!” Kristiana screamed.

      “There are pictures, too,” Abigail said, almost sheepishly. It didn’t matter. Kristiana was no longer looking at the screen, even as the next image slid into view: their former client, Caroline Moore, ex-wife to Nicolas Moore, on her knees between Elias’s legs. He even conveniently held her hair out of her face so that the camera got a nice image of her sucking his dick.

      The guy from hotel security stepped in before things got too out of hand. The lawyer witnessed the whole exchange.

      “Okay, now we should go,” Logan agreed.

      And together, the two slipped out of the room as it descended into chaos.

      They didn’t speak until they were in the elevator, alone, descending floor by floor as the sounds of a marriage going up in smoke gradually faded behind them.

      Abigail leaned against her husband, the tension finally leaving her shoulders. “I think I’m done with this kind of work,” she said quietly. “No more honey traps. No more fake identities. I just want to be me again.”

      Logan slipped an arm around her waist, pulled her closer. “And just when you broke your hotwife cherry.”

      She smiled. “I didn’t say I was done with that, silly. We can be real now.”

      He kissed the top of her head. “Especially now that we got paid by both of them,” he said. “I’d say we’ve earned a break.”

      The elevator doors slid open. Together, they stepped into the night.
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      Logan was waiting for Andre to emerge from his apartment the next morning for his routine jog. There were fewer threatening things than letting someone know you knew exactly where they lived.

      Andre came out, shirtless and wearing tiny jogging shorts. He stretched for a moment before he saw Logan standing there, arms folded. His smile fell for a moment before he regained his composure.

      “Ah… you are the husband, yes?” When he read Logan’s expression, he licked his lips nervously, maintaining that open smile. “Your wife, she told me… you were into it. I do not take what is not offered.”

      Logan’s eyes narrowed. “Did you know that when you took the rich lady’s money to bang her?”

      Andre’s palms lifted in mock innocence. “Eh, it was not personal. Just business. You know how it is.”

      Logan stepped forward. “You’ve done this before.”

      Andre tilted his head. “It is not so rare, this… fantasy. Many couples, they enjoy the drama.”

      “And most couples do it together.”

      “Not always.” Andre’s jaw twitched. “Look, I don’t judge.”

      Logan reached back to his old cop instincts and let a slow smile creep across his face. The kind he used to wear just before cuffing someone too stupid to run. “Wow. You have been a lucky guy, haven’t you?”

      Andre smiled—tightly. “Look, it’s over, no? You won, and you got to watch your girl get⁠—”

      Logan raised a hand. Not to hit. Just to stop him.

      “Just so we’re clear. You don’t get a second shot. Not with her. And maybe, next time you do this again, consider the repercussions. The next husband may not let you off so lightly.”

      A pause. Then Andre gave a single, respectful nod. “Entendu.”

      Logan clapped him on the shoulder—hard. “I’m glad we understand one another.”
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        * * *

      

      “Tell me you didn’t hurt him,” Abigail said as soon as Logan stepped into their room. She’d spent the morning packing up their things and taking down all of the surveillance equipment.

      Funny how once they’d stressed about how expensive the specialized cameras and microphones were, and now the cost amounted to interest on their bank holdings. Their lives had changed. She just hadn’t come to terms with how much. Neither of them had.

      “Are you really that worried about your boyfriend?” Logan asked.

      She went over to him, studying him carefully. He wasn’t upset, although she could almost smell the adrenaline pumping through him after his encounter with Andre. “He’s not my boyfriend,” she said. She reached up, touched Logan’s face. She liked the beard that had formed over the week. “He’s my lover.”

      She felt Logan’s jaw clenched beneath her fingers before he released his tension and chuckled. “You’re hilarious.”

      “Thank you.” She kissed him chastely on the lips, but Logan wasn’t having it. He wrapped his arms around her body and pulled her closer, deepening the kiss. She melted against him, enjoying the feel. When it passed, she said, “But seriously, you didn’t hurt him, right?”

      Logan laughed. “Oh come on. A big guy like that? If I’d hit him, I’d probably have broken my hand.”

      Secretly, she was pleased that he’d tracked him down and confronted him. It reminded her of his earlier days, when he was more cop than cynical PI. She was a modern woman, but there was something profoundly sexy about being with a man.

      Abigail took his hand in hers and pulled him towards the bed. She was wearing a simple white sundress with narrow straps at the shoulders, sweet yet sexy like the version of herself that had arrived in Valencia.

      “You were just letting him know that I’m yours, not his?” There was sarcasm in her question, but also simmering satisfaction. “My big caveman husband?”

      Logan grunted, playing his part.

      “I like that you get jealous.” She slipped a strap of her dress from her shoulders. “And I love that you’re not the type who sits back and just takes it.” The other strap went. It was Logan who reached out and tugged the dress down her body, baring her breasts. She leaned in, like she was seducing a mark, lips close without touching. “But you need to understand one important thing.”

      ”What’s that?” His breath was shallow.

      ”You. Don’t. Own me.”

      And then she did kiss him, her hand on the back of his neck, curling into his hair. She kissed him like she owned him, but that wasn’t right, either. This was a push-and-pull. When he was on the attack, he attacked, ruining her dress. She tore at his shirt, popping at least one button in her eagerness to feel his hard barrel of a chest against her palms.

      All she needed to do was think of Kristiana Vanderkamp touching him this way and she was back on the attack, wanting to make him hers as much as he wanted to make her his. They’d already reclaimed each other after the first night. They’d done it again last night, after leaving Kristiana’s suite—late into the night. Yet still, she couldn’t get enough of this man.

      “Take me back,” Abigail hissed once they were naked. She pulled him onto the bed over her. “Be my man.”

      “I’ll always be your man.” He guided his cock into her, stiff and thick and just what she needed. He didn’t hold back. Maybe it was his confrontation with Andre. Maybe it was just energy from the last few days. But Logan fucked her hard, and Abigail was there for it. She wrapped her legs around him, digging her heels into his back with each thrust, trying to feel him deeper and deeper.

      “Fuck,” Logan breathed against her throat. He seemed to want to say more, but left it at that.

      “Mmm, I agree.” She pressed her heels against him. “Fuck.”

      They did, until her muscles were sore and Logan couldn’t thrust any more. It was like they wanted to use up every ounce of energy. They didn’t want to leave a single drop in the tank.

      When he came, she moaned and came with him. She’d lost count of how many orgasms she’d had, but it only just made up for all the days preceding it, where he’d denied her.

      Spent at last, Logan collapsed on his side. They were covered in sweat. The sheets were a wild mess around them. Sunlight streamed through the windows, catching on their glistening bodies. Those windows had been open. Anyone around them would have heard them. The old Abigail would have blushed. The new one hoped that anyone listening would have been inspired.

      “I’m going to miss these,” Logan said. She turned to look at him, watching his fingers trace the faint lines on her hips where her tan ended. “You looked so fucking good laid out on that beach. Like a goddess.”

      Abigail laughed, her eyes half-lidded. “Then take a picture.”

      “I did,” he said. “So many pictures.”

      He traced the tan line over her hip and down between her thighs. She shivered as his hand slid along her freshly shaved mound. “And this?” he asked. “Still thinking about keeping it this way?”

      “You like it?”

      “I like you any way,” he said. “But yeah… this?” His thumb circled her clit. “This is dangerous.”

      Her breath hitched. “So you want me to keep it?”

      He kissed just above her mound. “Maybe it’s a good reminder of Valencia.”

      “Other than the huge stash of photos and videos of Valencia, you mean?” she pointed out with a giggle.

      He slid two fingers inside of her, shutting her up with a moan. Abigail tilted her head back, eyes fluttering shut. God, yes. Right… there…”

      “I’ll always be there,” he said. “Always.”
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        * * *

      

      “Did you enjoy your stay?” Maria was back at the front desk when they checked out, her Spanish lilt giving every word a certain warmth—like a caress made of vowels. Even the simplest question sounded like an invitation.

      “Oh, it was wonderful.” Logan set their room keys on the polished desk and met the woman’s playful blue eyes. “Very… relaxing.”

      “I am so happy to hear this,” Maria said, smiling wider. She turned to Abigail. “And for you, señora? Everything… to your liking?”

      Maria had been working the pool bar the night Abigail left with Andre. She might not have been Kristiana’s spy, but she’d definitely seen things. Still, instead of playing coy, Abigail leaned in with a wicked little grin.

      “I made full use of the amenities,” she said. “You’ll tell Andre I said goodbye?”

      Maria didn’t even blink. She gave a subtle nod, her eyes sparkling. “Claro que sí. I will give him your regards. Would you like a printed copy of the factura?”

      “Just send it to Mrs. Vanderkamp,” Logan said. “For her records.”

      At his side, Abigail let out a short, amused breath. “Thank you again.”

      “Our pleasure,” Maria said, her voice lowering just a notch. She scooped up the room keys and smiled. “And please… come again.”

      Logan glanced sideways. He could feel the double meaning. And from the way Maria was watching them, he was pretty sure it wasn’t an accident.

      But it was Abigail who answered—without ever looking away from her husband.

      “You know,” she said, a playful lilt in her voice, “that’s always good advice.”
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      “He just arrived,” Logan said. “How are you feeling?”

      “Good.” Abigail’s voice was clear in Logan’s earpiece. “Surprisingly nervous.”

      They were back home in LA, although they were in the process of buying a new home—they just needed to figure out where they wanted to settle down. The money that they’d gotten between Elias and Kristiana had been great, although not quite enough to retire on, after all was said and done.

      Abigail wasn’t going to go back to being a teacher. That life was over. Logan had taken an odd job here and there, but they were both trying to figure out what came next.

      Logan was positioned across the street from the rooftop bar where Abigail waited. He was in their hotel room, camera in hand, recording this moment. Old habits die hard. He panned the upscale crowd and found the man.

      He was a good looking guy, black and fit, although taller than Andre had been. Seemed that Abigail had a thing for black men after Valencia. That idea was thrilling to Logan.

      The man scanned the crowd, but it was easy to spot Abigail. She wore a tight, short red dress that left her shoulders bare. Her hair was still sun-streaked with blond, but her tan lines had faded.

      ”Going dark,” Abigail whispered, removing a small earpiece and slipping it into her purse.

      “Good luck,” Logan said, even though he knew she wouldn’t be able to hear.

      That moment—first contact—was always the riskiest. And the sexiest. Logan would never get tired of it. He hit record just as the man approached and slid into the seat beside her.

      “Hey,” the man said. For such a tall guy, his voice was gentler than expected. No accent. Smooth, but not performative. “Abbie, right?”

      “That’s what I’m sometimes called.” She lifted her glass without quite looking at him.

      The man chuckled, charmed. “And what are you called the rest of the time?”

      She turned then, gave him the full force of her smile. “That depends on how good you are.”

      Logan laughed to himself. He zoomed in, watching her hand brush the man’s thigh—deliberate but brief. She wasn’t working him. She wasn’t faking. This wasn’t a trap.

      This was play.

      He kept his earpiece in place, but shut the camera off, swiveling it around to point it at the bed. That was for later. Then he headed downstairs. As fun as it was to watch from afar, he wanted to close the distance between them. He wanted to be at her side.

      “You’re wearing a ring,” Logan heard the man say.

      “That a problem?”

      “Not for me.”

      “Then it’s not for me, either.”

      “So tell me a little about yourself, Abbie. What do you do?”

      Logan was sweating by the time he crossed the street and headed into the restaurant, losing some of the dialogue as he told the hostess that he was just heading to the bar.

      “…I’ve been to Spain, too, but not Valencia,” the man was saying. “I’ve heard amazing things about it, though. You like to travel?”

      “I’m getting a taste for it, yeah,” Abigail said. Logan was up on the rooftop with her now. He could see her lips moving as she flirted with the man, although still needed the mics to hear. “I’ve found I like to taste new things.”

      Logan could see the man grin at that. He reached out and ran his hand along her jaw, thumb tracing her cheekbone. Logan’s heart jumped. He found an open table along the back of the bar that gave him a decent angle on their flirtation.

      Someone came and took his drink order. He didn’t even remember what he ordered, he was so riveted on the scene.

      After Valencia, they’d come back to LA. True to their word, they decided to shut down the honey trap jobs. They’d evolved past that, and Abigail was right—entrapping men wasn’t the most noble of pursuits. Still, they had all this surveillance equipment. It was Abigail’s idea to give it a new purpose.

      “So you don’t mind if I record… us?” Abigail asked. Consent was the law in California, after all.

      “It’s a little kinky, but I’m down.”

      “Just a little kinky?” Abigail said. “Feels like you’ve got some stories to tell.”

      ”Oh, I’ve got plenty of those.” Logan watched the man get even closer to his wife. He was tall enough that she had to look up at him, and he would have a clear shot down the front of her dress. “But I’m more into making new stories.”

      “Yeah, I’m a fan of new stories, too.” Abigail took his hand into hers. “Come on, I’ve got a room across the street. Let’s head over and do some… story-boarding?”

      “Brainstorming?” he offered.

      “Fucking,” she said.

      “That works.”

      Abigail chanced a look towards Logan. She knew he’d been there the whole time. She was a perceptive one, that girl. She winked, and then disappeared into the crowd, her tall, black lover in tow.

      Someone set his drink down before him. “Whiskey, neat.”

      Was that what he’d ordered? He tore his eyes away from the crowd to thank the server when he stopped. He recognized the woman, her hair dark and sleek, her eyes blue. But that couldn’t be. Her accent was all wrong.

      The brunette took a seat across from him, reclining in the chair, relaxed. She wore a tight, black catsuit with a zipper designed to maximize her cleavage. “That is what you ordered, right?”

      She definitely didn’t have an accent, and without that accent, she looked all American. “You’re… Maria?”

      “I was.” She had a whiskey of her own. “In Spain.”

      “What the fuck is going on here?” Logan started to stand. He knew danger, and this whole situation was dangerous. The brunette didn’t jump up to calm him. She just sat there, cool as a cucumber.

      “Calm down, Logan. I’m a friend. This isn’t a trap.”

      “Sure feels like one. You’ve been spying on me?”

      “It’s… kind of what I do. And I had to be sure about you… and your wife.”

      “What’s she have to do with it?”

      “We have…a mutual acquaintance. Ty Lawrence,” she said, naming an old friend of his from the LAPD. “He speaks very highly of you, and told me what you’ve been doing the last few years. But I still needed to verify with my own eyes. So I followed you on your latest job. Very impressive, and very clever. For a second there, I honestly thought that couple had you two fooled.”

      “So you don’t work for Kristiana?”

      “Oh, goodness no.” She lifted her glass, but paused before taking a sip. “I’m actually between employers at the moment.” Now she did sip. If the hard liquor burned, she didn’t show it. She might as well have been drinking water. “Freelancing, if you will. Trying that out.”

      Logan got his heart rate back under control, now that he knew that this woman wasn’t an immediate threat. He realized he had been holding his breath, and slowly let it out.

      She leaned in. “I need your help, and you and your wife come with the exact qualifications for what I need.”

      “We’re done with the honey-trapping.”

      “Oh, this is bigger than that.” She laid a card on the table. It was blank, except for a phone number printed in the center. “But I’ll leave you to your night. Whatever you’ve got planned, sounds like a lot of fun.”

      “Who are you?” he asked as she got up to leave.

      She paused. Her outfit clung to her body, lean yet with curves in all the right places. “Oh, I’m sorry, how impolite of me. My name’s Amanda. Hope that we can work together soon.”

      And with that, she vanished into the crowd.
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      David hasn’t seen his wife, Amanda, in two months—not since she went undercover on a dangerous, highly secretive case. He doesn’t know where she is, what she’s doing, or who she’s pretending to be. He only knows he misses her—her laugh, her touch, her kiss.

      Then one night, David finds himself in a strip club... and finds her on stage.

      Seeing Amanda like this—seductive, confident, and far more uninhibited than he ever imagined—awakens a cocktail of emotions: confusion, desire, jealousy... and a craving for more. And then suddenly he's dragged into Amanda’s dark and thrilling new world, where every move could shatter her cover—and their marriage.

      Can they survive the lies, the danger, and the temptation? Or has Amanda already crossed a line that neither of them can undo?

      Packed with explicit, pulse-pounding passion, intrigue, and a unique take on not just the hotwife genre, but the mystery-thriller genre, this is one story you won’t forget.

      In Too Deep is a two-part book series available everywhere that you purchase your ebooks.
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      From neighbor to friend to wife to… hotwife?

      Cooper always had a crush on Annika, the blonde in apartment 3C. She was friendly. She was pretty. Best of all, she had loud sex with her boyfriend, Brett, that Cooper could hear through the floorboards. He never thought that one day, he would marry that sexy blonde.

      But first impressions are hard to shake, and Cooper's first impression of his future bride was of an insatiable woman he could never fully satisfy. He was always waiting for the other shoe to drop, for a new man to take his place, for him to lose it all. A hotwife fantasy was born and it grew with their marriage.

      The things that Annika did for love always surprised her, but that was just who she was. She gave all of her energy to a relationship. She'd done some wild things for her hedonistic former boyfriend, Brett. She was still trying to figure out Cooper.

      When they attend Brett’s wedding, Annika and Cooper are put to the test. Will Annika be tempted by the past? Will Cooper’s repressed fantasy explode into the open?

      Find The Blonde in 3C online!

      

  






      Bull’s Eye Series (5 books)
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      Paul Sharpe, self-avowed bachelor, works hard and plays harder—always looking for a new conquest. Blondes, brunettes, redheads, he enjoys them all as long as the pursuit is fun and they’re up for a good time. He’s fine being disposable. Life is simpler that way.

      Until he meets a woman who opens his eyes to a whole new world—the world of hotwives and cuckolds and the games that they play. After that, he sees it everywhere. At bars, at clubs, at his company’s gala, he sees men furtively watching other men hit on their wives.

      Can he be the other man? Can he be the bull?

      Follow Paul’s epic journey over five books as he evolves from the bull to so much more.

      Bull's Eye 1: Discovering the Hotwife Fantasy

      Bull's Eye 2: Exploring the Hotwife Fantasy

      Bull's Eye 3: Enjoying the Hotwife Fantasy

      Bull's Eye 4: Consequences of a Hotwife Fantasy

      Bull's Eye 5: Beyond the Hotwife Fantasy

      

  






      Training to Love It Series (3 books)
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      Can a wife-watching fantasy be trained?

      When Erin comes home from the gym and lets slip that her new personal trainer is a man, Tom doesn’t know how to react. When he overhears Erin admitting that she’s attracted to AJ, her trainer, he becomes even more confused. He wants to be supportive, but he feels jealous. He wants to be understanding, but he doesn’t even understand his own feelings. Every time he thinks of Erin with AJ, his heart begins to race. Every time she says his name, his breath catches in his chest.

      AJ ends up pushing more than just his wife’s physical limits. As Tom watches this newer, stronger, more assertive woman emerge with each training session, he realizes that this other man is pushing the limits of their marriage and their happy life. How far would they go for a fantasy? And whose fantasy is it? And what happens when things go too far?

      Training to Love It series
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