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            PREFACE

          

        

      

    

    
      I’ll keep this one short and sweet. If you haven’t read Never Too Late to Play, the original book, stop here and go read that one. This book will make a lot more sense. This is actually the fourth book in this series, although the first three were published together in the aforementioned book.

      If that was an origin story for how this later-in-life couple discovers hotwifing, then this book starts their journey in earnest. No adventure is smooth (otherwise they wouldn’t be adventures). So true is the story of Julianna and Stephen.

      As you can see, this book is shorter than the first. I plan on publishing these vignettes as individual books, in serial fashion. I’ve completed the second one and will be publishing it where you bought this book. And hopefully there will be more to come.

      If you liked it, leave a review where you bought it, and thank you so much!
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      “Thanks. I’ll stick around after if anyone has more questions.” Julianna closed her laptop as the room filled with the soft clatter of chairs scraping back from tables.

      Julianna waited behind the podium, accepting some thank-yous. “Yes, I’ll make sure to send out my slides later tonight,” she said. It had been a smooth workshop, but she’d done this so many times now that she could have delivered it in her sleep.

      “Thanks again,” said a younger woman in scrubs. “Your section on executive dysfunction was incredible. I’ve already got three patients I’m going to try that visual sequencing trick with.”

      “That’s great to hear,” Julianna said, smiling. “Send me an email in a few weeks—let me know how it goes.”

      The woman left, and Julianna turned back toward the table where her laptop rested. She was halfway through coiling the charging cable when a smooth voice cut in behind her. “You somehow actually made cognitive rehab sound seductive.”

      She glanced up, only to find Grant Maddox there. He was the workshop sponsor and regional director of Cascade Rehab Group. Handsome in a straightforward, tall-guy-who-stayed-fit way. Gray around the temples, lightly tanned, with the kind of easy, practiced charm that usually came with fundraising responsibilities. He wore a sport coat over a white button-down, the collar open, no tie. Casual Friday executive.

      Julianna raised an eyebrow. She knew his type, and didn’t want to give him any leeway. “Not really my aim with these things.”

      He grinned. “Then maybe it’s something extra you brought to Idaho.”

      She laughed and shook her head. “Or maybe you’re seeing what you want to see.”

      Julianna didn’t miss the way he glanced along her body. She’d always had this effect on men, but lately she’d noticed it a lot more—noticed and felt a power trip from it. Not with Grant, though. Grant was fully off-limits.

      “You headed out tonight?” he asked, stepping closer.

      Despite officially becoming a “hotwife”—a term Julianna still found funny—and despite Grant being her type, it was time to shut this one down. First of all, he knew who she was. The world of occupational therapeutic consultancy wasn’t all that large, and she wasn’t going to risk outing herself and her private life. Also, he was just too cocky. It was too much.

      Still, it was flattering that he wanted her. That was one change this lifestyle brought: she no longer denied the fact that she could have whatever she wanted. Just knowing that was enough.

      Besides, she had other plans for tonight.

      “No. Heading back to the hotel,” she lied, slipping her laptop into her shoulder bag. “These things always wear me out more than I expect, and I’ve got another seminar tomorrow.”

      “Understandable.” He paused, hand resting casually in his pocket. “When do you fly out?”

      “Sunday,” she said, doing a quick review of her itinerary in her head.

      Tomorrow’s presentation was late enough that flying home after would have meant a red-eye, and Julianna didn’t do red-eyes anymore. That pushed her into the weekend, which meant that she could meet up with an old friend who’d moved to Caldwell years ago, which meant she wasn’t leaving until Sunday.

      “Long time to stick around in Boise,” Grant said, seeing an opening. “If you want, I could recommend a few spots nearby to go out and get a drink. Boise does a surprisingly good Old Fashioned.”

      She considered him again. He had nice, broad shoulders and she actually liked a man with smile lines around his eyes. But no.

      “Thanks, I’ll keep it in mind.”

      “You’ve got my contact info.” They shared a look, just a beat too long, before he gave her a courteous smile and stepped back. “Hopefully our paths will cross again someday, and thanks again for a fantastic session. You had the whole room focused, even after lunch. That’s impressive.”

      She watched him leave, that low thrum of attention still buzzing faintly in her chest. I could have you if I wanted, she thought, then rolled her eyes at her arrogance and exited the room.
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        * * *

      

      Two months had passed since Julianna had that fateful layover in Phoenix, when she’d shared the bed of another man for the first time in over thirty years. Now she was on the road again for the first time, and Stephen was at home, wondering what she was up to.

      Things had gone from a boil to a simmer in that time, but the water was still scalding hot. He’d continued to screen men who reached out through the dating app, Debauch, passing along the ones he thought had a chance to Julianna—or at least her hotwife persona, Ana. He didn’t think it would ever get old watching his wife receive a message from another man, seeing her head bent over, hair in her face, just taking in her smile as she read something naughty, as she typed something back, as she looked up at him with a mildly guilty expression on her face.

      They’d had sex almost every night since—something completely unheard of for a man and a woman in their 50s, married for 30 of those years.

      And it wasn’t just the new guys who were flirting with her through texts. Anthony was still there—her first lover, but probably not her last. He’d send her a message every few days, but would sometimes go dark for a week or so. Stephen could always tell when he popped back into her feed because she’d light up as she typed back.

      It was hard to describe what a thrill that was to watch. It turned every mundane moment into a potentially explosive one—a text at the breakfast table, a mention from her that she’d received some naughty messages while at work.

      In addition to Anthony, Cole was still around despite the disaster of a date that they had. She was courteous to him, always returning his messages with polite responses. She didn’t want to lead him on, she said, and kept things generic enough, but couldn’t find it in her heart to completely end things.

      There were other possibilities, especially as her visit to Boise came into focus. When they’d indicated in the dating app that she was “traveling” to Boise, the app lit up with some juicy possibilities. Sifting through them had been fun for Stephen, but watching his wife respond to the winners was even better.

      Tyler was one of those winners—a guy that Stephen knew that Julianna would like immediately. A physical therapist in his late forties who ran his own sports rehab clinic with two other partners, Tyler was polished, his photo well-selected and professional. He didn’t brag in his profile, but it hinted at success—photos from a trail race in Colorado, a bottle of wine from a vineyard in Paso Robles, a golden retriever curled at his feet in what looked like a very tasteful living room.

      His first message had simply said:

      Hey, Ana. Saw that you were coming my way. If you want a quiet drink and a break from small talk while in town, I know a place that won’t be full of networking types.

      Stephen flagged it immediately. Low-key, confident, and from the look of his travel photos, a man who could get on a plane if things ever moved in that direction. That was important to Stephen, at least because it opened up the possibility of meeting beyond Boise.

      Then there was Nick. Private security consultant, formerly military. Lived just outside Boise in a modern house on a few acres, the kind of setup that came from long contracts in places nobody bragged about. His profile was understated—one photo of him on a snowmobile in Jackson Hole, another sipping a whiskey with someone cropped out of frame.

      His message: Noticed you’re coming to Boise. If you’re looking for something uncomplicated, I’m around Thursday. Or I can be wherever you want me next week.

      Not great, but not terrible. Stephen had sent him on to Julianna along with half a dozen others, but only those two had made the cut. Now she was going to have a drink with Nick that evening and coffee with Tyler tomorrow morning before her next workshop.

      They’d discussed another “layover” in Phoenix on her way home, but Anthony had gone dark as the trip approached. His loss was Nick or Tyler’s gain.

      
        
        [Julianna]: Done for the day. Headed back to the room, and then out again.

      

      

      That was followed by a devil horn emoji. Stephen loved this part. He pictured her alone in the hotel room, pulling sexy clothing from her bag. He’d seen the lingerie that she’d packed. He knew her options. The transformation from wife to Ana came on in a rush, and he wasn’t even there.

      A new message buzzed in.

      
        
        [Julianna]: Showering now. Should I wear the black top?

      

      

      It was followed by a mirror selfie—her bare shoulders still dewy from steam, towel tucked under her arms, makeup bag open on the counter behind her. He could see the little black blouse folded neatly next to her curling iron. It was silky, with a low neckline that would be easy enough to slip from her shoulder if she leaned the right way.

      
        
        [Stephen]: Yes, that’s a good one.

      

      

      A beat later, another text arrived..

      
        
        [Julianna]: Or maybe I should wear that dress.

      

      

      Stephen exhaled slowly, feeling himself stir under the waistband of his shorts. That dress. She had a lot of tight, short dresses from her younger years that still fit. Stephen had figured that they’d mostly been relegated to the back of her closet except on very special occasions, but she’d pulled one out as she packed for this trip.

      
        
        [Stephen]: Yes, the dress please!

      

      

      He didn’t receive a response for the next twenty minutes. When the response did come through, it was of a photo of her in the dress—black, clingy, hem just above mid-thigh. The mirror behind her reflected the rest of the neatly made bed, her clutch open on the desk, and her sexy, tall heels.

      
        
        [Julianna]: Thought so.

      

      

      Stephen didn’t answer right away. He just stared at the photo, his pulse beating somewhere lower now, somewhere harder. This was the part he loved—the not-knowing. The in-between. When anything was still possible. When his wife was alone in a hotel room in a different city, getting ready for a drink with a man she’d never met.

      
        
        [Stephen]: You are amazing, you know that, right, Jules?

      

      

      He could picture her walking into the bar, cool and composed, and sitting on the barstool. He could picture her crossing her legs slowly, her fingertips lingering on the stem of her glass. Stephen could see it all. Could practically feel it.

      His phone buzzed again.

      
        
        [Julianna]: Who’s Jules? This is Ana.

      

      

      She’d included a winking emoji. It made Stephen chuckle.

      
        
        [Stephen]: Whoever you are, I love you.

      

      

      
        
        [Julianna]: I love you, too. But also, this is just a drink.

      

      

      
        
        [Stephen]: Of course. But it doesn’t have to be.

      

      

      Now he could picture her rolling her eyes at him. He knew that he pushed it sometimes, but she was used to it after thirty years together. She decided to ignore him, which was her usual MO.

      
        
        [Julianna]: Leaving now. I’ll keep you posted.

      

      

      Stephen buzzed with the anticipation of what came next. This was Phoenix all over again. Would this ever get old? God, he hoped not.
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      Julianna took an Uber to a bar in downtown Boise called the Violet Finch. The place had looked promising online: upscale without pretension, dimly lit and understated. She was long past hanging out at the bar of some meat market, packed with people half her age. She needed class, and was pleased to find that the place Nick had selected met her standards.

      Thinking about Stephen’s last text, she still chuckled inside. He’d gone from being terrified of sharing this fantasy with her, to being borderline obsessed. But that was how he got with things. He wasn’t the kind of man who did things part way. It was endearing most of the time, frustrating at others.

      As she stepped out of the car, cool breeze tickling across the exposed skin of her thighs, she decided that it was mostly endearing now. It let her do some wild and thrilling things. Here she was, alone in a city where almost nobody knew her, and if she wanted to, she could sleep with a man she’d been flirting with through Kik for the last month.

      Pushing open the heavy wooden door of the bar, she was met with the inviting sounds of soft jazz and the low hum of conversation. She used to frequent these kinds of places all the time, back when she was so much younger—back before her career and her family had taken over. She liked this place, like the relaxed elegance, all rich textures and shadows, copper fixtures above a dark marble bar. It was narrow, with small booths lining one wall, upholstered in deep plum velvet.

      A couple sat at the far end, leaning close; a woman laughed softly, head tilted toward her companion. Julianna scanned the room casually, the familiar flutter of anticipation building low in her chest. It took only a second to spot him.

      Nick was seated alone at the bar, turned slightly away from her, a whiskey glass in one hand, talking quietly to the bartender. She took in his broad shoulders beneath a dark shirt, sleeves rolled neatly to his forearms, the confident set of his posture. He had tattoos on those arms, not something she usually found attractive, but they worked for him. He carried himself like a man who didn’t feel the need to impress anyone—exactly the reason she’d agreed to meet him.

      As if sensing her, Nick glanced toward the entrance, and his gaze caught hers immediately. He smiled, easy and assured, and gave a small nod of greeting. Julianna’s stomach fluttered as she smiled back, resisted the urge to tug at the short hem of her dress, and crossed the floor to him slowly. She was suddenly very aware of the silk against her skin, the tightness of the fabric, the curve of her hips beneath it.

      Sliding into the empty stool beside him, she said, “Can I buy you a drink?”

      Nick smiled at her and drained his whiskey in one throw. “Good timing. I’m in need of a refill.”

      Julianna felt giddy, but forced herself from actually giggling. That wasn’t the Ana persona. Only her husband got to see that side of herself. She turned to the bartender. “He’ll have another of those, and bring me a glass of Chardonnay please.”

      “Right away. Will you be starting a tab, or…”

      “You can put it on his card,” she said, winking at Nick. Normally she wouldn’t be so bold, but these meetings were so ephemeral. If Nick had a problem with her spending his money, there were, like, 50 other guys ready to buy her a drink out there.

      As it turned out, Nick didn’t have a problem with it at all. “I appreciate a woman who knows how to spend a man’s money.”

      Julianna turned slightly toward him, one elbow resting comfortably on the bar. “Well, money’s easy. I’m more interested in how you spend your time.”

      Nick’s eyes warmed with subtle amusement. “Carefully, mostly. I’ve reached the age where I’m picky about the company.”

      “And yet, here you are,” she teased.

      His lips quirked, slow and confident. “Here I am.”

      The bartender placed their drinks down quietly and retreated, leaving them in a pocket of soft intimacy.

      Nick lifted his whiskey, meeting her gaze as he took a slow sip. “To good decisions.”

      Julianna smiled lightly, raising her own glass. “Or at least interesting ones.”

      He laughed quietly, a genuine sound. “That’s fair. You travel a lot for work?”

      “Often enough. Mostly short trips—seminars, consulting. I guess you could say I specialize in temporary arrangements.”

      His smile deepened. “Well, I guess it’s good I’m flexible.”

      Her pulse quickened a little. Julianna liked him—liked that he wasn’t pressing, wasn’t trying too hard. He had a quiet strength, a steadiness beneath the tattoos and easy charm. Still, she wasn’t ready to rush anything. She didn’t need to. This was enough—the warm buzz of wine, the way his eyes lingered appreciatively, the charged space between them.

      He set his glass down, swirling the amber liquid slowly. “So how long do I have you?”

      She raised an eyebrow. “Tonight? Or in general?”

      “Tonight first,” he said evenly. “Then maybe we see about the bigger picture.”

      She laughed softly. “Tonight, you have me until this glass is empty.” She let the statement linger, holding eye contact, then added smoothly, “We’ll see how you do after that.”

      Nick nodded appreciatively, leaning in just slightly. “Then I’ll drink slowly.”

      They lingered over that one drink—which became a second, then a third—the conversation flowing surprisingly easily from flirtation into something more genuine. Nick talked about his work—private security consulting, mostly corporate contracts. Julianna found herself nodding along as he described assignments that had taken him all over the world: Dubai, London, Singapore. Like her, he’d spent years hopping from city to city, hotel to hotel, and he spoke of it with the wistful fondness of someone who had chosen to slow down, but still sometimes felt the pull of a suitcase by the door.

      “Settling down was a choice,” he admitted, swirling the last of his whiskey. “But I’ll be honest—I still get restless if I stay in one place too long.”

      Julianna smiled faintly, understanding exactly what he meant. “The trick is knowing how to balance the comfort of home against the excitement of something new.”

      He met her gaze thoughtfully. “Maybe that’s why we’re both sitting here tonight.”

      She held his eyes a beat longer than she needed to, feeling the soft pull of connection. She almost broke her rule about no sleeping with someone she first met—a rule that she’d just set. Stephen would be fine with that.

      In the end, she stuck with the rule. As eager as Stephen was for her to rush into this lifestyle, Julianna needed some barriers, and besides, the evening had already given her exactly what she wanted—the quiet thrill of possibility.

      They finished their drinks slowly, comfortably, neither rushing nor lingering too long. When they stepped out onto the sidewalk later, the warm air brushing against her skin, Nick touched her elbow gently.

      “I had a good time, Ana,” Nick said, using the name she used for this lifestyle. “Like, really. You’re a pleasant surprise.”

      “Didn’t think an older woman could be so much fun?”

      Nick snorted at that. “Please, don’t even try to play that card. And it’s not what I meant anyway. Let’s just say that I’ve had a lot of… experiences on Debauch, and you’re the first who’s actually who she says she was.”

      “I’d say the same about you,” Julianna said, “minus the ‘lot of experiences’ part.”

      “How long are you in Boise?” he asked.

      “Long enough for you to take me out to dinner Saturday night, if you’re free.” Now that had come from the drinks that she’d consumed, for sure, but she didn’t regret saying it.

      Nick broke out into a wide smile. “For you, I’m definitely free.”

      Her car arrived, sleek and black. Nick looked like he wanted a kiss. He’d have to wait.

      “See you Saturday then,” she said. He matched her parting smile with one of his own. “See you then.”

      In the car, Julianna released a breath that she’d been holding all night. She squeezed her thighs together and now, at last, allowed herself to giggle. For Nick, she could play the sophisticated adulteress, but her quiet chuckling in the back of that Uber was a lot closer to who she really was.

      She was surprised to find that Stephen hadn’t texted her for updates. He was learning to contain himself, maybe. A far cry from the last time, when he’d literally triggered the alarm on her phone. He deserved some reward.

      
        
        [Julianna]: That was fun. I liked him.

      

      

      Her husband’s response came almost immediately. So he was there, waiting, refreshing his phone. He just wanted to give her space.

      
        
        [Stephen]: That’s great! Heading back to the hotel room?

      

      

      
        
        [Julianna]: You know I am. I bet you’re tracking my location, aren’t you?

      

      

      They’d set up the Find My… app for safety. You could never be too careful when meeting strange men in strange cities. But she also knew that he probably obsessed over that, too, and also probably read a lot into her going back to the hotel.

      
        
        [Stephen]: This time, actually no. So are you alone?

      

      

      
        
        [Julianna]: Of course! I am a classy lady.

      

      

      
        
        [Stephen]: I don’t know. I got some stories from Anthony that suggest otherwise.

      

      

      Julianna still blushed at that. It had been her idea for Stephen to reach out to Anthony, her first… lover? Was that what he was? Stephen wanted details, and as far as they’d come in terms of sharing, she still felt self-conscious sharing those kinds of explicit details. So she’d put the two men in touch, and God knew what Anthony had told him. But she had been very unladylike with Anthony.

      And she realized she could very well also be highly unladylike with Nick Saturday night if things went a certain way.

      
        
        [Julianna]: Well, I did set up a date with Nick Saturday, before heading home.

      

      

      
        
        [Stephen]: !!

      

      

      Julianna giggled.

      
        
        [Julianna]: Calm down now. It’s only dinner.

      

      

      
        
        [Stephen]: Uh huh.

      

      

      At the same time, a new message slid into view on her phone, this one through Kik.

      
        
        NICK: Thanks again for buying me those drinks with my money. Had a great time.

      

      

      Again, there was Julianna’s giggle. She glanced outside, into the night, watching the lights of this strange city slide by. What a wild life she now lived.

      But Nick’s Kik message wasn’t the only one waiting for her. There was another. From Anthony. She didn’t want to acknowledge the effect it had on her—the quickening pulse, the flutter, the heat that crept up her neck. She should have been annoyed with him. She was annoyed with him. He’d ghosted her when she was planning her trip, when she could have arranged a layover through Phoenix again.

      She opened his text anyway, excitement thrumming through her. Nothing quite like your first affair.

      
        
        ANTHONY: How’s my favorite hotwife doing?

      

      

      No apologies. No “sorry I missed your messages two weeks ago and am only now just replying.” No explanations.

      And yet it was Anthony’s message she returned first. That said, she wasn’t about to let him off the hook that easily.

      
        
        ANA: New phone. Who dis?
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      Stephen was proud of himself. He’d kept his cool, unlike the last time Julianna had gone out and he’d freaked, triggering the panic alarm on her phone. He’d been good. He hadn’t even texted her this time. Instead, he spent the evening pacing the house, trying and failing to distract himself with meaningless tasks—loading dishes, sorting the mail, anything to keep his mind off his wife in that bar, flirting across a cocktail glass with Nick.

      It wasn’t jealousy. At least, not exactly. The truth was, Stephen felt both thrilled and unsettled. This was part of the draw. He liked the feeling of being unsettled almost as much as he liked the excitement. He liked living in that complicated in-between.

      Truth was, he’d been living there for thirty some odd years. Julianna was beautiful in such an effortless, effervescent way. She carried it in her confidence. She carried it in her poise. She carried it with how she handled life. Others noticed all the time. He saw the way men turned their heads. He saw them check her out. He’d managed the jealousy and angst, turning it into this fantasy, but some of it was still there. Some of it would always be there.

      Stephen picked up his phone for what had to be the fiftieth time that night, scrolling through the recent photos Julianna had sent him. The dress. That smile. The playful devil emoji. He imagined her crossing her legs slowly, leaning forward just enough to let the neckline do its job, holding Nick’s attention effortlessly.

      He switched over to Debauch, where another 25 messages waited, unanswered. And those were just the ones from today. “Ana” was so popular. Everyone seemed to want a piece of her.

      He opened a few on a whim, mostly for a laugh. The range in quality to these profiles was vast. There were the guys like Tyler and Nick, Cole and Anthony, who put a lot of thought and effort into their online persona. Then there was “Alex69” whose only photo was a driver seat car selfie, in a hoodie, with a message, “Hey sexy goddess, let’s do it.”

      Or “WestEndWolf”, whose primary photo was of him holding a bass fish in both hands—there were a surprising number of guys who led with photos of them holding fish—and whose other images were of him hanging out with his buddies at some outdoor BBQ (the buddies were all cropped out).

      “You’re in Boise? Tell me what hotel. I’ll book a room on your floor. We won’t even talk — unless you beg me to.”

      He filtered through a few of them—all of them got put on ice—before going back into his inbox, where Anthony’s texts from a while back waited. These were sanctioned texts, approved by Julianna because she knew that Anthony would share details of their time together that Julianna herself wasn’t fully comfortable sharing. It was a funny form of transparency, but Stephen had jumped at it.

      
        
        ANTHONY: Your wife sure loves to fuck.

      

      

      
        
        STEPHEN: How do you know? Did she say that?

      

      

      
        
        ANTHONY: She said she loved my cock.

      

      

      He often re-read this thread. It still got his blood pumping and his dick hard. He still couldn’t believe that it had happened. But it had, and this trip to Boise was proof of that. Not only was she getting drinks with one man tonight—drinks that seemed to last much longer than she said they would—but there was still coffee with Tyler tomorrow.

      The doubts were there, too—not so much insecurities but thoughts that maybe nothing would come of any of this. That maybe Anthony had been like catching lightning in a bottle.

      And the man was less than perfect, and far from reliable. He scrolled down to the end of their chat.

      
        
        STEPHEN: She’s traveling again, you know…

      

      

      No response. Surely a guy like that would have wanted another chance at Julianna, yet nothing. Stephen wanted to just ignore the man completely, but then the whole thread above and all the explicit details the man had shared were too tempting. So he wrote again.

      
        
        STEPHEN: She’s on the road right now. Too bad you missed a chance at another layover.

      

      

      He hesitated before pressing send. Julianna had been okay with them talking, but she explicitly told him not to collude. But this wasn’t colluding, and besides, the message would probably go nowhere.

      Surprisingly, a response came almost right away.

      
        
        ANTHONY: Yeah, she mentioned something about Boise. Didn’t line up with my schedule.

      

      

      Stephen scowled. You didn’t even respond, he thought.

      
        
        STEPHEN: She won’t admit it, but she’s disappointed. You should message her.

      

      

      A pause, longer this time. Long enough that a new message came in, this one from his wife.

      
        
        [Julianna]: That was fun. I liked him.

      

      

      He exhaled, a new form of tension taking over. He had his response typed out almost as fast as he’d read hers.

      
        
        [Stephen]: That’s great! Heading back to the hotel room?

      

      

      
        
        [Julianna]: You know I am. I bet you’re tracking my location, aren’t you?

      

      

      Stephen winced at that. He did do that sometimes. It wasn’t because he didn’t trust her. More like fuel for his ever-hungry fire.

      
        
        [Stephen]: This time, actually no. So are you alone?

      

      

      
        
        [Julianna]: Of course! I am a classy lady.

      

      

      
        
        [Stephen]: I don’t know. I got some stories from Anthony that suggest otherwise.

      

      

      Like how she sucked his cock before leaving his hotel room. Like how she couldn’t get enough of him.

      
        
        [Julianna]: I set up a date with him Saturday, before heading home.

      

      

      That was something. That had promise.

      They exchanged a few more messages back and forth when Anthony’s own response interrupted their flow.

      
        
        ANTHONY: Done.

      

      

      He’d messaged her. Stephen felt a twinge of guilt. It wasn’t colluding or conspiring, exactly, he told himself. More like a gentle nudge.

      It was a lie, of course, and Stephen knew there would be consequences, but he could deal with them later. After Boise. For now, he just wanted Ana to come out and play.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      
        
        ANA: New phone. Who dis?

      

      

      
        
        ANTHONY: Sorry, I missed your messages. These last few weeks have been crazy.

      

      

      
        
        ANA: Uh huh. Well, your loss. We could have had so much fun.

      

      

      Julianna wanted to ask him where he went, but didn’t. That was the other funny thing about this lifestyle: she could fuck these men, but she couldn’t know much about them. It was easier that way, though. Meant that he knew very little about her, other than that she was married and that her husband got off on her fooling around.

      
        
        ANTHONY: I know. Kicking myself now. I suppose it’s too late to change your flight plans?

      

      

      She could probably have done that, but she was still annoyed with him for going dark.

      
        
        ANA: Afraid so.

      

      

      
        
        ANTHONY: Then maybe we could have some fun now.

      

      

      Julianna sat on the edge of her bed, working off her earrings between messages. Where was this going?

      
        
        ANA: Where is this going?

      

      

      
        
        ANTHONY: I was hoping that it could go into your hotel bathroom. Have you showered yet?

      

      

      Julianna actually laughed out loud. “No,” she said to the empty room.

      
        
        ANA: I am not doing that.

      

      

      A request to start a video call flashed on her screen. She didn’t even realize that Kik could do that. She declined the call.

      
        
        ANA: You’re persistent, aren’t you?

      

      

      At the same time, she sent a message to her husband.

      
        
        [Julianna]: Guess who came out of the woodwork…

      

      

      Anthony responded first.

      
        
        ANTHONY: Not persistent. Just missing you. Maybe I just want to call and apologize.

      

      

      
        
        ANA: Maybe?

      

      

      
        
        ANTHONY: I’m sorry. Let me tell you face-to-face.

      

      

      She liked making him plead a little. Her husband messaged back.

      
        
        [Stephen]: Anthony?

      

      

      Good guess. Maybe too good? Something occurred to her.

      
        
        [Julianna]: It was you, wasn’t it? You pinged him?

      

      

      Julianna could have been upset. She just laughed instead. This was so Stephen. Sometimes, the man couldn’t help himself. It was like how he couldn’t resist going into the bag of chips at night when he was alone. It was why they didn’t keep chips in the house at all these days.

      
        
        [Stephen]: It’s possible?

      

      

      She grinned.

      
        
        [Julianna]: He wants to video call with me… and I think he wants to watch me take a shower. That your idea?

      

      

      
        
        [Stephen]: No, but I like it!

      

      

      
        
        [Julianna]: Of course you do.

      

      

      She should have shut this whole thing down. She almost turned off her notifications and headed to bed. That would put those two men in their places. But her flirtation with Nick still lingered—as did the drinks—so instead, she texted her husband back.

      
        
        [Julianna]: We’ll discuss your little conspiracy later. For now, you’re just going to have to go to bed, wondering what happened.

      

      

      And then she immediately opened Kik and clicked on the little video call button before she lost her nerve. Her heart raced. Her body tingled. And when the familiar face of Anthony blinked into view on her phone—dark hair, darker eyes—she felt a pulse down between her legs.

      “There you are,” he said with a smile. The stubble on his face looked good. He was somewhere dark, and she could see his bare shoulders and chest hair. “Just as beautiful as I remember.”

      “Here I am.”

      “And just as beautiful as ever. Did you put that dress on just for me?”

      She pulled the camera back so that he could see a bit more of the little black number. “No, I didn’t. But you can keep thinking that I did.”

      She could see him processing this, wondering if he’d already been replaced. Good. Make him work for it a little more. She rose from the bed, holding the phone out before her. “How’s Phoenix?”

      Anthony chuckled. “We doing this? Okay. Phoenix is hot. How’s Boise?”

      “Also hot.” They shared a smile.

      “God, I missed you.” The way he looked at her, even over the phone, was exhilarating. She felt seen. She felt wanted. “I really am sorry I didn’t write back. It seriously has been crazy.”

      “Don’t do it again, mister.” She rose from the bed.

      “Scout’s honor.”

      “You were a Boy Scout?”

      “Nope,” he said.

      She laughed.

      “I was never that good.”

      “Hitting on married women on planes. I’d say no.”

      “How about asking if they could take a shower and let me watch?”

      “Also not really a thing a Boy Scout would do.”

      He breathed a faux sigh of relief. “Definitely glad I didn’t join then.” He raised he brows excitedly. “So?”

      Her heart fluttered. “Are you naked over there?”

      “Maybe.”

      She leveled a stare at him.

      Anthony’s laugh in response was quick, and, for the first time in her acquaintance with him, sounded just a bit uncomfortable.

      She smirked, continuing to gaze levelly at him.

      “Okay, okay,” he laughed again. This one sounded less forced. “Yes. Okay? Happy?”

      Julianna broke into her most winning pageant smile.

      Emboldened, he ventured to add, “You should try it. It’s liberating.”

      Without responding she entered the bathroom slowly, doing her best to regulate her breathing. The overhead light cast a warm glow over the tile, bouncing softly off the mirror. The dampness between her thighs was undeniable now. She could remember their experience together, his voice in her ear, the weight of his body pinning hers to the mattress two months ago, the way he’d made her come with her hands pinned above her head.

      Julianna definitely knew this was wrong, but there was no turning back now. She wanted it, and even better, her husband wanted it.

      She set the phone down on the counter at an angle, pointed at the shower—then promptly turned away from it. If she let her eyes linger there too long, linger on the way Anthony stared at her through that little screen, she probably would have lost her nerve.

      Mercifully, he shut up, quieting the banter that he sometimes couldn’t stop. He seemed to know better than to ruin it with eagerness.

      She turned slightly, giving him a partial view in the mirror—and then, with the practiced indifference of a woman who knew exactly how she looked, she peeled the tight black dress off and let it pool around her ankles in one clean motion.

      All she wore beneath was a tiny black thong. It sat high on her hips, framing her ass in the mirror and leaving almost nothing to the imagination in front—a teasing little triangle of fabric, sheer enough that Anthony could already see the faint darkened patch of her landing strip.

      “Fuck me,” Anthony muttered.

      Julianna smirked, reaching for her hair clip and letting her dark waves tumble loose around her shoulders. She still didn’t look at the screen. She didn’t need to. She knew what he was seeing.

      “God, I love you in thongs,” he said.

      She pulled a makeup wipe from the drawer and slowly cleaned off her lipstick, her eyes finally flicking toward the phone.

      “Maybe I should just leave it on?” She said reached behind her to unhook the straps, but stopped just short, letting them rest on her thumbs.

      “Please no.”

      On the phone, out of the corner of her eye, she saw that he’d adjusted it some more. He was in bed, more of his bare chest visible. She could see his right arm moving steadily. He was playing with himself, and she wanted to see that.

      “You need to show me yours if you want me to show you mine,” she said, shocking herself.

      “My pleasure.” He adjusted his camera, and there was his dick in the foreground of the video, thick, hard, and ready for her. Julianna gasped. She normally didn’t go in for that sort of thing—didn’t go in for any of this. But she was caught up in the momentum of this moment. “Now you.”

      He groaned softly as the thong slid down her legs. She stepped out of it, leaving it draped casually on the closed toilet lid. She didn’t look in his direction, though. Naked, she opened the glass shower door and stepped inside, her body fully lit for just a moment before the steam and water claimed her.

      Anthony didn’t speak. But she could swear that she heard his shallow, rough breathing. When she peeked back, she saw him there on that small screen, jerking his cock slowly. This was wrong on so many levels, but she was so turned on.

      Water splashed on the tiled floor of the shower as she stepped beneath the water and wet her hair. It reminded her of how they’d showered together back in Phoenix. How he’d held her against the shower wall and fucked her. She knew that Anthony was thinking about it, too.

      She slipped one hand between her thighs and touched herself.

      “Yes.” Anthony’s response filtered faintly over the hiss of the water. It encouraged her. She rubbed slow circles across her clit and down along the smooth lips of her vulva, her other hand braced lightly on the wall. Her hips tilted forward. Her legs tensed.

      On the screen, Anthony’s hand was moving faster now. His cock was fully hard, thick and glistening, his jaw clenched, breath ragged. He barely made a sound, afraid maybe that if he spoke, she’d stop.

      Her breath quickened. She worked her fingers tighter, a rhythm building as heat curled low and deep. She let out a moan in a voice she barely recognized as her own.

      That was what undid him.

      Anthony’s body jerked. He grunted through clenched teeth as he came, hand still wrapped around his cock, come spilling onto his stomach just as her body trembled behind the glass.

      Julianna came quietly, one long, shuddering breath. Her knees nearly buckled and she would have fallen had it not been for her hand on the wall. She rode her orgasm out in silence, head lowered, the water washing everything clean.

      Neither of them spoke.

      The only sound was the running water and the occasional shift of breath on the line.

      Eventually, Julianna straightened, turned the water off, and stepped out. She wrapped herself in a towel without a word, picked up the phone, and glanced at the screen.

      Anthony was still there, although he’d pulled the camera back up to show just his face. She could see the sheen of sweat on his brow in the low light cast by the screen. “Now just think of what you could have gotten if we could have coordinated my layover,” she said.

      “I have regrets,” he said solemnly.

      “Good.” And she ended the call.
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      Stephen tried to sleep, just as Julianna had instructed, but thinking about her and Anthony had him tossing and turning—something that was uncomfortable considering he was also sporting an erection most of that time.

      He considered texting Anthony, but he’d already messed up once by messaging him earlier, and he wasn’t going to dig that hole any deeper.

      “We’ll discuss your little conspiracy later.”

      He really did feel bad about that. He knew his own personality and how he could get a little fixated on something—obsessed, Julianna sometimes said. Most of the time she thought it was endearing, but this obsession had a direct impact on her life. He needed to watch that.

      About an hour later, she finally messaged him back.

      
        
        [Julianna]: Well that was fun.

      

      

      Stephen fumbled for the phone, his heart racing. Did she really do the shower thing?

      
        
        [Stephen]: You did it?

      

      

      That moment before her response slid into view was torture, in all the best possible ways.

      
        
        [Julianna]: I did.

      

      

      Stephen was instantly, fully erect again. It was so crazy. So very unlike her—unlike the version of her that he thought he knew. Maybe it was Anthony drawing these things out of her, but Stephen didn’t think that was it. It was this game, this lifestyle. Nick, Tyler, Kik messages and images of hot guys wanting her. It was all of it.

      And this was just the beginning.

      
        
        [Stephen]: That’s so hot.

      

      

      
        
        [Julianna]: On that point, I definitely agree.

      

      

      She added a blushing emoji.

      He wanted to know more. So much more. What did she do in the shower? Did she just clean herself? Did she do more? And what was Anthony doing on his end? Showering as well? Just watching?

      He was trying to figure out how to ask all of that when a new message came on.

      
        
        [Julianna]: Honey? Don’t do that again. We need to do this thing together, okay? That’s the fun of it for me. You going behind my back to message Anthony didn’t feel like we were a team.

      

      

      At home, alone, so far away from his wife, Stephen winced. She was right. That wasn’t a very team player thing to do.. He needed to be better.

      
        
        [Stephen]: I’m sorry. I won’t. I just… I wanted you to have some fun tonight.

      

      

      
        
        [Julianna]: I AM having fun. And I was.

      

      

      He started to write back when a second message popped in from her.

      
        
        [Julianna]: But I’ll admit, having another man watch me shower naked was also… fun.

      

      

      See, that kind of vague and teasing statement was almost as unfair as him going behind her back and talking to Anthony. He needed to know more if she wanted this to truly be a partnership.

      
        
        [Stephen]: What happened?

      

      

      He was prepared to write a long response if she answered with something vague, like “I got clean as he watched.” He even started to write a response to the effect of: ’I’m feeling left out, I want to know more, I want to be part of your fun, too…’

      He always forgot how insightful she was, especially after knowing him for so long.

      
        
        [Julianna]: Well, I got in the shower, propping the phone on the vanity, and he started to jerk off. So I touched myself, too. It was so crazy. I’ve never done that. We have never done that. But also, it just kind of happened. And felt natural. And it was really exciting.

      

      

      Stephen read her response over a few times. It wasn’t explicit. He would have loved to have photos, or better, a video, but it was a start. A really good, really sexy start. It probably helped that this was over text, though, rather than face-to-face. Easier to compose something and just hit send, letting the internet take it away.

      Like how he responded.

      
        
        [Stephen]: Did you come?

      

      

      He didn’t think that he could have asked such a direct question in real life. He knew he wouldn’t have gotten such a direct response.

      
        
        [Julianna]: So hard.

      

      

      
        
        [Stephen]: And Anthony?

      

      

      
        
        [Julianna]: All over his chest.

      

      

      Fuck, that was hot.

      
        
        [Julianna]: I love you, honey.

      

      

      
        
        [Stephen]: I love you, too, Jules.

      

      

      
        
        [Julianna]: Heading to bed. Big day tomorrow.

      

      

      
        
        [Stephen]: Sleep tight.
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      Tyler was waiting for her just inside of a coffee shop just off of the Boise River Greenbelt. Like Nick from last night, he matched the description in his Debauch account—late-40s, hair mostly gray, but in a distinguished way, filled out his light blue Henley well. When he smiled, she liked the way his eyes crinkled, and he was smiling as she approached.

      “Morning,” he said. “You found it.”

      “GPS is a magical thing,” Julianna said. She was already dressed for her afternoon workshop because she didn’t want to have to travel all the way across the city again. Luckily for her, in her line of work, she could get away with a pair of black, capri-length slacks, a gray blouse, and a black jacket. This morning, the jacket was draped over one of her arms.

      He held a couple to-go cups. “You ordered for me?” she asked, lifting a brow.

      “Thought we could go for a walk along the river. It’s a nice morning.”

      “Active and outdoors. I like that. So what did you order me?”

      He passed her one of the cups, and she couldn’t help but notice that while he wasn’t wearing a wedding ring, he had the indentation of one. She didn’t say anything about it. They all had secrets.

      “I took a guess. Café au lait?”

      Not a great start, Julianna thought, but she’d come all the way out here. She put on a smile. “Mmm, close, but I usually drink my coffee black. No sugar.”

      Tyler winced. “So not close at all.” He handed his to her. “Take mine.”

      “It’s okay, I’m not too picky,” Julianna said.

      “And I’m not about to fuck this up before it even starts. Please, take mine. I haven’t even taken a sip, and it’s black, no sugar.”

      She didn’t know what to think about that. He’d assumed that she was the type that needed to water down her coffee with some milk, while he could take it? But again, she’d come all the way out here, and he looked apologetic enough.

      “What a gentleman,” she said, exchanging cups with him. Taking a sip, she sighed. It tasted so much better than the hotel brew she’d made for herself earlier, which was necessary after last night’s drinking and other… activities.

      “You up for a walk? I’ll take your jacket.”

      “Lead on.”

      Just behind the coffee shop ran the Boise River Greenbelt, a scenic tree-lined trail that wound along the river. She’d read about it in the hotel. It stretched through the heart of the city, connecting parks, neighborhoods, and some of the downtown districts—a ribbon of green that blended nature with urban life.

      The surface of the river caught flashes of the sun through the tree branches, reflecting the late morning sun. The path was paved but edged in packed dirt and crushed leaves, worn smooth by joggers and cyclists. People were about, walking their dogs, sitting on benches, having coffee just like the two of them. They blended, only they had a secret.

      “How long have you been on Debauch?” Julianna asked, hoping to catch him off-guard.

      “Oh, um, about two years now. But I’m not that frequent a user. You?”

      “Not that long. I’m still pretty new to this whole… lifestyle.”

      “And that really was your husband who first responded?”

      ”Yeah, he screens all my calls.” It occurred to Julianna that this wasn’t a usual thing. “I take it most women don’t have their husbands involved?”

      “First time for me.” They walked side by side, coffees in hand, their pace unhurried. The path curved gently with the river, flanked by tall cottonwoods whose branches swayed in the breeze. A cyclist passed them, nodding. A dragonfly buzzed low across the water. Tyler seemed to consider the situation. “How does that work, if you don’t mind me asking?”

      “I don’t mind, but I’m not sure I’ll have much of an answer for you. We’re still trying to figure that out, too.”

      “I see.”

      “Your wife doesn’t know, does she?”

      Tyler only hesitated a moment before answering. “No. We’re not… intimate anymore. But I love her.”

      Julianna nodded, processing this. And yet you’re here with a woman that you’re hoping to bed, she thought. She placed herself in that relationship: the homewrecker, the other woman. How would she react if Stephen went on Debauch to find another plaything? Not well…

      She quickly decided to quit pulling at that thread and left it alone. Plenty of time to deal with that quandary later. Here she was, just a woman out for a stroll and a coffee. She looked around at the trail and the water. She sipped her coffee. “It’s peaceful here. I could get used to this.”

      “I love it. Probably could make more moving the PT business somewhere bigger, but…” He shrugged.

      “You’d have more competition, too. And you seem to be doing pretty well for yourself.”

      They strolled along, talking about his work and physical therapy. She dropped in a few hints that she worked in an adjacent world, but didn’t give specifics. Julianna was still wary of giving away too much personal information, but she needed to make conversation.

      The whole walk had the feeling of an interview—Julianna trying to suss out whether he’d be brought back for round two. By the end, she still hadn’t decided whether he would be, but he’d more than made up for the “café au lait” incident.

      “Can I give you a ride back to your hotel?” he asked once they’d made it back to the coffee shop.

      Julianna already had her phone out and was getting an Uber. “Thank you, but I’ve got that covered.” She tapped the confirm button and turned to him. “But you can wait with me while my car arrives.”

      Tyler had a nice smile, with a row of straight, white teeth. It was the kind of smile that encouraged her to smile back. “You think you’ll be back to Boise?”

      “It’s possible.” But not likely.

      Tyler heard her unspoken addendum, too, and nodded. “I sometimes travel.”

      “I saw from your photos. What’s your favorite place to go?”

      “Glacier is amazing. Some great hiking there, and spectacular views.”

      “I’ve always wanted to go,” Julianna answered truthfully. “But I’m also more of a beach girl.”

      “Then you should get to Big Sur if you’re ever out in California. Amazing beach, big waves. It’s the Pacific, so it’s a little cold, but so worth it.”

      That’s what sealed it for Julianna. He wasn’t angling to get her somewhere, and he wasn’t feeding her the exact answer that she wanted to hear. He didn’t tell her that his favorite destination was the US Virgin Islands or Puerto Vallarta.

      Her ride share app showed her car turning the corner. She could see it now. So she stepped up to Tyler and gave him a kiss on the cheek, like they were two kids at the end of a movie date.

      “Thanks for the coffee, Tyler. Maybe we’ll meet up again, in Big Sur.”

      His face lit up. “I’d love that. Nice to meet you, too, Ana.”

      Her ride arrived.
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      Friday afternoon’s workshop came and went on autopilot. She’d gotten pretty good at these things by now, and everyone seemed eager to get home for the weekend anyway. No questions asked, no need to linger.

      Her morning coffee with Nick did linger in her mind, though. He was nice enough, but he was also married. On the one hand, getting together with him would make her an enabler and a homewrecker, and she didn’t love that idea. On the other, she was on a dating app for married people. For all she knew, all the guys who’d messaged her were married.

      Anthony said he was divorced, but he was also M.I.A. for suspicious stints of time. Cole was married. They couldn’t all be hot, single men on Debauch.

      She’d talked about this with Stephen. He made a good point that it was probably better this way. A married man on that app wasn’t looking for the next thing. They didn’t want complications, they just wanted sex with hot, equally attached women. Still, she was in a transition period with this whole lifestyle.

      Out of the conference and heading back to her hotel, she turned her phone on and checked her messages. There were a few from Stephen asking about her day, one from her Boise friend, Amy, confirming the timing for their brunch tomorrow, and then a bunch in Kik.

      She waited until she was back in her hotel room before checking those. 7 messages. Her heart pulsed at the sight of all those men wanting her. It did that every time.

      
        
        COLE: TGIF, right? Been quiet around here. LA misses you.

      

      

      Julianna chuckled at that one. Her date with Cole—the first man she’d actually gone on a date with—had not quite been a disaster, but it wasn’t successful, either. He was nervous, he’d later assured her, and gone on and on about himself. He was a cute enough guy, but there wasn’t the spark that she was looking for. She typed back an innocuous message about being happy that it was Friday and left it at that.

      
        
        TYLER: Hope your workshop went well.

      

      

      That was nice of him. If she had more nights here… but she didn’t. And how crazy was that to even consider? She’d gone from being 100% monogamous to considering being with two different men over two days.

      
        
        ANTHONY: I’m free tonight. Let’s do a repeat. This time, we can both take showers.

      

      

      As tempting as that was, Julianna couldn’t do it again. She wanted to abstain, if only for the night, before meeting up with Nick. Besides, Anthony needed a taste of what it was like to be ghosted. She doesn’t even respond to that one.

      The next three were from other prospects that she’d been communicating with, guys from across the US that Stephen had screened first and sent along.

      
        
        MARCUS: How’s the conference grind? Don’t let those hotel walls swallow you whole.

      

      

      
        
        GAVIN: Hey, I’m traveling to NYC in a month. Any chance we could meet up?

      

      

      
        
        CALEB: Your husband mentioned that you would be in the Chicago area soon. I can make that work.

      

      

      Julianna didn’t have a ton of experience in this realm, but it did seem like guys fell into one of three buckets. First, there were the try-hards. There was a line between playful and vulgar banter, and this group tended to fall a little too far on the vulgar side of things. They eventually just got ignored.

      Then there were those who didn’t try too much. Maybe they were too scared or too worried to show the effort. They get stuck talking about work, hobbies, even the weather. Guys like Marcus. Julianna gave them the benefit of the doubt for a bit, but there were too many options out there to put in too much work. She was already thinking of cutting Marcus loose.

      Most, however, routinely checked to see where and when it might be possible to meet. It made sense. It was why Debauch was even a thing—guys looking to add some more sexual excitement to their lives, and Julianna was that special someone. But there was only so much time she had to offer, only so many trips that she took, and she wasn’t going to bring someone to their hometown.

      The seventh message was from Nick, her date tomorrow—the man looking to add some sexual excitement to his life and, if he played his cards right, he probably would.

      
        
        NICK: Still on for Saturday? I’ve made a reservation at the Fig.

      

      

      He’d mentioned the place in an earlier conversation, and Julianna had looked it up. It was a small, members-only wine cellar in the basement of a brick building on the outskirts of downtown. There was very little information about it online, but seemed very discrete, and very expensive.

      She wrote back.

      
        
        JULIANNA: Still on. 8pm?

      

      

      
        
        NICK: That’s the time. And there’s a dress code.

      

      

      
        
        JULIANNA: You just want me wearing something slinky.

      

      

      
        
        NICK: Yes, that too.

      

      

      Julianna laughed and shut her phone down. Now to find some dinner for tonight.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      The nerves had already begun to buzz for Stephen, and he still had a full 24 hours before her date with Nick. Stephen thought that he’d learned to temper expectations after LA and the big failure with the date with Cole, but his expectations with Nick had never been so high.

      At the same time, he was already preparing for a different kind of disappointment—that of being on the outside again, of getting no communication, of having to wait on the other side of the metaphorical door as all the fun was happening on the other side.

      Stephen didn’t have the same kind of relationship with Nick as he had with Anthony. He’d screened him, had exchanged a few back-and-forth messages, and then passed him along to Julianna and her Kik account. That was their system. But he didn’t have the same connection that he had with Anthony, a man that Stephen had met in person. He didn’t have the same kind of back channel to Nick as he did with Anthony.

      Speaking of Anthony, the guy never wrote back after last night. No “your wife was an animal” or “thanks for telling me to reach out.” He got nothing. Which was probably a good thing.

      They’d chatted before her workshop. She’d told him about Tyler and their walk along the river. He sounded like a decent guy, although Julianna had been concerned about his wife. That could get messy, he’d acknowledged, although it also meant that he’d be discreet.

      “But you liked him?”

      “Yeah. It’s kind of fun being able to talk shop with someone. Not that I told him exactly what I do.”

      Privacy and anonymity were a huge deal to Julianna. She was now more wary about being outed than about any other aspect of this “lifestyle.”

      At the same time, she clearly needed an outlet with someone. Julianna was a social creature, and Stephen had learned long ago that he couldn’t be her only release. He’d suggested opening up with Lori, Julianna’s friend who’d recently divorced their other friend, Luke, after she cheated on him. But Julianna was still trying to figure out how she felt about Lori.

      “You’re still planning to see Amy tomorrow, right?”

      ‘Yeah. It’s been ages.”

      Stephen remembered Amy. She’d been in their wedding party. She was also in the group of women who used to go out to clubs when Julianna and Stephen had started dating.

      “You could talk to her about… everything.”

      That got a laugh from his wife. ”I don’t think so!”

      Stephen had left it at that.

      The day progressed. Night fell and his nerves rose. Tomorrow, his wife would be in a private dining room at an exclusive wine bar in Boise having an experience that she never would have had before. This was their life now, and he loved it.

      
        
        [Julianna]: I’m heading to bed.

      

      

      It was relatively early there, but normal bedtime where Stephen was.

      
        
        [Julianna]: And yes, alone.

      

      

      Stephen smiled at that. She knew him all too well.

      
        
        [Stephen]: Get some rest tonight. Hopefully you won’t be getting much tomorrow!
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      “You look great, Jules. Like… really great.”

      Julianna hadn’t seen her friend, Amy, in over a decade, although they picked up without missing a beat. That was how it went with a girlfriend that you’d known for over thirty-five years.

      “You’re not so bad yourself,” Julianna said. It was true, Amy had the unfair advantage of having Chinese parents, which meant that she only had a few wrinkles around her eyes even though she, too, was 55.

      “To a couple of old broads who still look hot,” Amy said, raising her mimosa.

      Julianna toasted to that, once again wondering why she was drinking so early on a Saturday. That was the effect that Amy always had on her, though, way back in the days when they used to go out dancing.

      “But seriously, Jules, you’re, like, glowing.”

      “Oh, I don’t know about that⁠—”

      “Hold on.” Amy leaned forward, studying her friend. “You’re having an affair.”

      Julianna’s blush betrayed her. “No, of course not,” she stammered, but there was no hiding it.

      “Ho—ly—shit. You are!”

      “I’m not. Ames, I’m not. I promise.”

      “You…” Amy said, raising her mimosa. “…are a terrible fucking liar.”

      Julianna looked around, worried that others would overhear, but there was no one close by. They were sitting in an enclosed porch at a brunch place in Caldwell, a city about a half hour from Boise. Like her stroll with Tyler along the Greenbelt, this porch overlooked a trail that ran along a placid river. In the distance, snowy mountains rose into the sky.

      “You know, I never thought much of Idaho, but it’s really beautiful out here.”

      “Nope. Uh-uh. You’re not changing the subject.”

      Julianna sighed and turned back to her friend. She’d given a lot of thought to what Stephen had said yesterday, about her opening up to Amy. She knew what he was doing—he knew his wife too well. she wasn’t the kind of person who could just bottle a secret like that up forever. But she also didn’t love the idea of anyone knowing, and she hadn’t intended to tell Amy a thing.

      And then the drinking had started.

      And then came her friend’s insightful accusations…

      “I’m not having an affair,” Julianna said, but before Amy could interrupt her again, she added, “but you’re not entirely wrong.”

      “Julie, you minx! Tell me.”

      “Do you know what a hotwife is?”

      “A sexy woman who’s married?”

      Julianna was still wrapping her head around the whole thing, so she had to pause to reach for the words. “Not quite. A hotwife—one word—is a woman who’s free to sleep with other men. With her husband’s knowledge and approval.”

      Amy’s brows went up. ”Stephen⁠—?”

      “Knows. It’s kind of his fantasy.”

      ”Well that’s…” Amy searched around for the word she was looking for, finally landing on: “unexpected.”

      “It’s kind of your fault, in a way.”

      “Mine?” Amy stared. “I have been accused of many things, but wherever this is going is brand new.”

      “Well, not entirely your fault, but you remember how we used to go out dancing? Back when I first started seeing Stephen?”

      “Those were fun times,” Amy said, her eyes unfocusing for a moment. “I miss those times.”

      “Well, anyway, he used to get so jealous. But he bottled it all up. And I guess that jealousy turned into a fantasy at some point.”

      Amy nodded. “And now it’s not a fantasy anymore?”

      Again, Julianna’s blush gave her away. “No.”

      “Wow. That’s… God, now I’m the jealous one. If I had a man like that, I wouldn’t have had to divorce him.”

      “You’ve been divorced three times,” Julianna pointed out.

      “Exactly!” Amy started to piece it all together. “Wait a second, is that why you’re still here? In Boise? And not heading home as we speak?”

      “I extended my trip to have brunch with you, Amy.”

      Amy ignored her. ”Oh, my God, you’re meeting someone tonight!”

      “Yeah, I am. But seriously, I did decide to stay longer mostly to have lunch with you.”

      “Damn… is he hot?”

      Julianna considered Nick and felt warm all over again. “Yeah, that’s a pretty good word to describe him.”

      “Show me.”

      “I shouldn’t. It’s confidential, and besides, he kind of lives in the area.”

      Amy just stared at her flatly until Julianna relented. She pulled out her phone, brought up Nick’s profile, and passed it over to her friend. Amy devoured the photos, her smile broad and hungry.

      “Tattoos,” Amy said, handing the phone back to Julianna. “Thought you didn’t like tattoos.”

      “They work for him.”

      “That they certainly do. Gives him an air of danger.”

      “But he’s not really dangerous,” Julianna assured.

      “And that’s the perfect kind of dangerous. You haven’t fucked him yet?”

      “Amy!”

      “What? How do you want me to ask it? Have you ‘made love’ yet?”

      Julianna cracked up. She’d had enough mimosas for now. “No, we haven’t done… it… yet. But maybe tonight.”

      “Oh, yes please. Can you invite me, too?”

      “Funny, but no.”

      “You were never great at sharing, Jules.”

      “What can I say, I’m a selfish bitch.”

      Amy snorted. “Yeah, yeah, yeah. How did this all start?”

      Julianna gave her the abbreviated version: Phoenix flight with Anthony, the date night when Stephen had left her alone, and later the layover encounter.

      “Wow, that’s so… I’m so… impressed. It’s like the old version of Julianna I knew, back before Stephen.”

      “I was never this wild.”

      “That the lie you tell yourself to sleep at night?”

      “It’s not a lie. I mean, sure, there were guys, but I was always exclusive to them.” She thought of Stephen. “And believe it or not, this is as much about the two of us as it is with guys like Nick or Anthony.”

      “So Stephen’s there? Like a threesome? Damn, that’s even hotter⁠—”

      “No, not a threesome. But… I’d never do this if he didn’t want me to, and if he didn’t get⁠—”

      “Off on it?”

      “I was going to say ‘get excited’ but sure. It’s like a thing for both of us. Like foreplay?”

      “That’s some wild foreplay.” She stopped teasing long enough to add, “But I think I follow. It’s your thing. Some couples are season ticket holders to the theater. Others like watching their partners fuck other people.”

      Julianna laughed. “I don’t think I could handle watching Stephen with another woman.”

      “Still being selfish.” Amy grinned.

      “I’m being honest. I didn’t go to him with this fantasy. It was his idea.”

      “And you’re benefiting.”

      “You just wanna tap that,” Julianna said.

      “He is quite a handsome guy. I’ve followed you on Facebook. He looks even better now that he’s shaved his head. Love that look, especially with the goatee.”

      “You’re not sleeping with him, Amy.”

      Amy pouted. “Fine, be that way. What are you going to wear tonight for your date?”

      Date. The word alone felt illicit, yet it was also the most fitting description of what tonight was. She was going on a date with another man.

      “I haven’t decided yet. I brought a few things.”

      Amy was thinking. “You know what? Let’s go shopping. If you’re not going to let me fuck your husband, and you’re not going to invite me along for a threesome with this tattoo guy, at least let me help you pick out an outfit.”

      “I feel like there’s a flaw in that logical progression.”

      But Amy was already ordering them another round of mimosas. Once she got going there was just no stopping her old friend.
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        [Julianna]: I bought a new dress for tonight.

      

      

      When the text arrived, Stephen was watering the plants, mostly empty planters this early in the season. The followup text was a photo of the dress itself on a hanger.

      
        
        [Stephen]: It’s red.

      

      

      
        
        [Julianna]: Your powers of observation are so sexy.

      

      

      
        
        [Stephen]: Have you been drinking?

      

      

      
        
        [Julianna]: I’m with Amy.

      

      

      He checked his watch. The time change always threw things off for him, but this made sense now that he thought about it. Although they’d been having brunch for an awfully long time.

      
        
        [Stephen]: How’s she doing?

      

      

      
        
        [Julianna]: Same old Amy. She’s single again.

      

      

      Then, unprompted:

      
        
        [Julianna]: I told her. About us. And Anthony. And Nick.

      

      

      Even though it had been Stephen’s suggestion, it still twisted him up inside. Amy was the first person from their “real” life that knew about this. But also, she lived hundreds of miles away, and until this weekend, Amy and Julianna hadn’t talked in over ten years.

      He shut the water off, plants forgotten.

      
        
        [Stephen]: I’m glad. How did she take it?

      

      

      He was glad. And a confidante like Amy was the best kind of confidante. She might give Julianna the push that his wife sometimes needed.

      
        
        [Julianna]: She wanted me to bring her along for a threesome.

      

      

      That got Stephen’s heart racing.

      
        
        [Stephen]: You should definitely do that. At the very least she could take pics!

      

      

      And then:

      
        
        [Stephen]: Wait, have you done that before?

      

      

      
        
        [Julianna]: We’ve gone over this before. I don’t share well, and while you can keep asking, I don’t swing that way.

      

      

      
        
        [Stephen]: Fine, fine. But also, I’m glad that you have someone to talk to.

      

      

      
        
        [Julianna]: Me too.

      

      

      That was followed by a smiling emoji.

      
        
        [Stephen]: So a new dress, huh? Do I have Amy to thank for that?

      

      

      
        
        [Julianna]: You do.

      

      

      
        
        [Stephen]: Thanks for sharing.

      

      

      He thought about last night, and what he wanted. Seemed like now was as good a time to ask as any.

      
        
        [Stephen]: Hey honey, if all goes well tonight, I’d love to get some more from you.

      

      

      He immediately wished that he could retract the text, but was also happy that he’d sent it.

      
        
        [Julianna]: Some more?

      

      

      Stephen felt his face go all hot, but he was in it now.

      
        
        [Stephen]: A photo or two? Maybe even a video?

      

      

      She took the longest time to answer. Was she discussing this request with Amy? Or was she just mulling it over in her head. Julianna had already acknowledged that she wasn’t the greatest at the sharing part—so much so that she’d told him to reach out to Anthony the last time for more details.

      But if this was a partnership, this was how he wanted them to move forward as partners.

      
        
        [Julianna]: No promises. But… I hear you, honey.

      

      

      Stephen breathed a sigh of relief.

      
        
        [Stephen]: Have fun tonight!

      

      

      
        
        [Julianna]: That is most definitely the plan.

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      The first photo was Julianna posed in front of the hotel mirror wearing nothing but a sheer, black lace push-up bra and matching thong. He’d helped her pack it, carefully tucking the delicate lace into her suitcase, but seeing her actually wearing it—especially knowing she’d chosen it to please another man—sent his pulse into overdrive.

      Stephen studied the photo, mouth dry, chest tight. Her dark hair spilled in glossy, chocolate-brown waves down around her shoulders, and the bra lifted her breasts together in a deep, lush cleavage—soft curves that no dress could fully contain. The thong was pure elegance, a barely-there La Perla number that had cost a small fortune and had been worth every penny.

      The warm glow of sunset filtered through the tall windows of the hotel room, washing over her skin, highlighting its smooth, honeyed tone. He imagined Nick looking at her exactly like this later, slipping that luxurious lace aside with practiced fingers, tasting the warmth of her skin.

      Another image followed, clearly taken by propping her phone up on the nightstand. Julianna was standing with one slender foot resting on the edge of the hotel bed, rolling a sheer black stocking slowly up her leg. The stocking was delicate, almost transparent, barely registering as black, almost like it was designed to be discovered rather than for any practical purpose. Stephen’s mouth went dry imagining Nick’s hand sliding up her thigh later tonight, past the smooth silk of her stocking, finding her bare skin, and realizing exactly how little stood between him and what he wanted.

      Stephen was painfully hard now, and outside—hundreds of miles from Boise—it was already dark. He stood quickly, closing the bedroom curtains, his breath shallow as he returned to sit heavily on the edge of their bed, phone clutched tightly in his hand. Another message appeared.

      He exhaled sharply at this next photo, the one showing Julianna’s complete transformation. She’d finished dressing now: the elegant lingerie paired with a silky black garter belt, stockings attached at the thigh by satin suspenders. On her feet, those dangerously high, spindly Louboutins—black patent leather, vivid red soles—her long legs showcased to perfection. She posed effortlessly, eyes sparkling in the reflection, lips parted, looking pleased with herself and undeniably excited for the evening ahead.

      This was Julianna at her most intoxicating. She had never lost the quiet command she held over her beauty from her days modeling. She could downplay it when necessary, but when she chose to show it off, she knew exactly how to do that.

      Stephen didn’t realize he was holding his breath until the final image arrived, and he let it out slowly.

      She wore the actual dress now—tight, red satin that molded to her body, plunging in the front just enough for the push-up bra to do its work. Julianna stood with one hip cocked slightly, her left hand gracefully raised to the thin strap, fingers gently curled so the diamond on her wedding ring caught the light—a subtle but intentional tease.

      Stephen swallowed, aching at the undeniable confidence radiating from his wife’s reflection. Her expression was playful, almost mischievous, as though she knew exactly what this was doing to him.

      Stephen hearted the image.

      
        
        [Stephen]: Thank you for this.

      

      

      She hearted his message. Then:

      
        
        [Julianna]: Maybe more to come!
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      The Fig was discreet, exactly as promised. Julianna descended  the narrow brick stairs into a dimly lit vestibule. Most of the buzz from her brunch with Amy had worn off, but it was replaced by a new one—an energy that she hadn’t felt in ages. She was on a date.

      Every nerve in her body was alive, dancing and shifting as she descended those stairs into the dark.

      A young woman stood at the host stand, perking up as Julianna stepped up to her.

      “Your name?”

      “Ana,” Julianna said. No last name. They didn’t do last names in this world.

      The woman didn’t bother checking a list. She just nodded. “Follow me.”

      This was why she was doing this—this feeling that she couldn’t put a name to, but was drawn to it. Looking around at the restaurant—a converted wine cellar with low ceilings and small, private alcoves—it wasn’t a place that she’d normally visit. And that was part of the fun.

      Because this was fun. Stephen was okay with it. She could unshoulder any guilt that she carried around and just go with it. Amy had helped her come to that conclusion, too.

      Nick was already waiting at a corner table in the far back, tucked beneath an arched brick bay. Like their meeting at the bar, his posture was relaxed yet confident, one hand lightly circling a glass of deep red wine. When he looked at her, she didn’t miss the way he checked her out in her red dress. It was intoxicating.

      “You’re late,” he said gently, standing as she approached.

      “I’m worth it,” she said, slipping into the leather chair he offered. That was out of character for her, but so was all of this. And it wasn’t at all out-of-character for “Ana.”

      “You are,” Nick agreed.

      He sat close, their knees nearly brushing beneath the small, intimate table. Julianna’s pulse quickened. Her wine arrived swiftly, a full-bodied Malbec chosen by Nick. They clinked glasses, his eyes never leaving hers as they drank.

      “I thought about you all day,” he admitted quietly.

      “Did you?” Her voice carried a lilt: soft, inviting. She crossed her legs beneath the table, silk stockings whispering. She couldn’t stop smiling as she asked, “What were you thinking about specifically?”

      “I wondered what you’d wear.” His gaze flicked down into her cleavage. “Both to the restaurant, and beneath.”

      Julianna felt herself flush. “That’s forward of you.”

      “You’re the one who asked,” he countered.

      She found herself pushing her shoulders back subtly, emphasizing her cleavage. “Hope you approve.”

      “Very much.”

      “As for what I’m wearing beneath… well, let’s talk about that.”

      Julianna almost giggled as she watched his breathing hitch up a notch. Nick composed himself, forcing that confident smile back on. “Okay.”

      Julianna was used to dealing with guys like this. They littered her life from an early age. Confident men who thought they were entitled to beautiful women. She’d always enjoyed putting them in their place. When she was single, sometimes that meant making them chase her before she decided whether to take them home or not. When she was married, it meant making them understand that she was off limits, no matter how white and straight their teeth were.

      But now, the game had changed. Now, she could have both.

      “My husband wants a video. Of us.”

      Nick’s eyes flared ever-so-slightly. He was in security. He was cagey. This could be a dealbreaker for him, which would have been a shame, but there were other men out there. So many men.

      “I see,” he said slowly.

      “And you will, but more importantly, my husband needs to see. If you’re good with that, then you’ll discover that I love stockings.”

      Julianna recrossed her legs, feeling the hem of her dress rise.

      Nick’s eyes darkened. He leaned in, a hand going to her knee. “I’m good with that.”

      “Then we’re going to have a lot of fun.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Stephen wasn’t expecting to hear from Julianna until either much later that night, or even the next morning. He continued to work on coming to terms with that.

      Conceptually, it was actually pretty hot. His wife of so long, a sexy, mature woman, was caught up in a moment of passion with a new man in a new city. It was everything that Stephen had always fantasized about, and never thought possible.

      Only now that he had it, he wanted more. Just so much human nature. He knew it was shitty, though, so here he was, doing his best not to get his expectations up.

      He did watch her on GPS, where her dot didn’t move for an hour during dinner. Even that felt deliciously angsty. It wasn’t just sex, but dinner, a date, an intimate evening with another man that could lead to sex.

      He tried to take his mind off of it all by catching up on his reality TV shows. Julianna wasn’t a big fan, preferring scripted stuff, and claimed that it was all fake, but Stephen just loved them. Big Brother, Love Island, Castaway, they were all trashy and probably completely staged, but he just loved the drama.

      He did keep his phone handy, though, on the off-chance that she messaged.

      He was rewarded about halfway into the second episode of Castaway.

      
        
        [Julianna]: It’s on.

      

      

      Stephen immediately forgot about whatever dynamics were going on with the people on the island, his blood pressure spiking. It’s on. He checked the GPS dot, surprised to see that it wasn’t just moving, but it had moved. A lot. All the way back to her hotel.

      He wondered if he should write back. He didn’t want to break up the flow of the night, but he also couldn’t help himself.

      
        
        [Stephen]: Date went well, I take it.

      

      

      He was surprised to see her typing back almost immediately.

      
        
        [Julianna]: He likes the dress.

      

      

      He’d be an idiot not to, Stephen thought. Before he could even compose a response, though, he got another alert on his phone. This one was a FaceTime call. It was like waking up one morning and realizing that Christmas had arrived, and yet he didn’t know what to do. He almost missed accepting the call.

      “There you are,” Julianna said, her beautiful face filling the small screen of his phone. He cursed himself for not grabbing his iPad, but things were already in motion.

      “Hey,” Stephen said, suddenly very aware that another man was with her and feeling self-conscious about it. It was one thing to chat with Nick over texts. Now he felt exposed.

      His wife just smiled in response. The phone shifted a bit as she propped it on what must have been the nightstand. When she stepped back, he got a clearer picture of the room. It was her hotel, tidy and generic and completely anonymous. Even her suitcase, which had been on the desk, was tucked away out of sight somewhere.

      But that’s not what he was focused on. No, it was Julianna, tucking her dark hair behind her ear as she stepped away from the nightstand. There was the red dress, tight and sexy, and there was another man stepping into the frame.

      Stephen’s breath caught, and he must have made a sound loud enough to draw their attention his way. Julianna looked slightly unnerved, but Nick seemed unfazed. He just smirked before turning back to Julianna. “Shall we continue?”

      Nick didn’t wait for a response, and Julianna wasn’t going to offer one anyway. Just like that, another man had his arms around Stephen’s wife, one hand on her stomach, the other sweeping up to cup a breast. He captured Julianna’s lips with his own as she turned fully into him, trapping his hand between them as they started to make out.

      Stephen was still standing in his living room, nearly hyperventilating. Julianna, his wife, mother to his child and lifelong partner, was making out with another man. And she was really into it. Even on the little screen of his phone, with the lighting low and the quality not great, he could see that their tongues were alive in each other's mouths, her hands tangling in his hair, her body pressed against this other man’s.

      Nick was the one to break it, and for a second, Stephen thought that Julianna would complain. But his lips trailed along her jawline, nipping lightly as his hands explored her, moving up to her shoulders. He gently pushed the straps of her dress off, exposing the black of her bra as the dress slid down her body, pooling at her feet.

      Both Nick and Stephen gasped as they took in Julianna’s body and her sexy lingerie—and Stephen had already seen it all. The black lace bra lifted and accentuated her full breasts, her matching thong plunged between her cheeks, and the garter belt and stockings were the finishing touches.

      “You’re fucking perfect,” Nick growled softly. Stephen nodded in agreement, watching as this other man drank in his wife’s nearly naked body.

      Julianna, apparently, wanted to unwrap her own present. She reached for his shirt, fumbling slightly as she worked through the buttons, revealing the firm planes of his chest and abdomen. Nick was a little younger than them, definitely more muscular than Stephen, and covered in tattoos. She’d always told Stephen that she didn’t like them, but he wondered how true that was as he watched her run her palms appreciatively over his inked skin.

      She didn’t linger too long, though, her hands finding his belt quickly and making short work of it. Was this happening? Was this really fucking happening? Stephen stopped blinking as he watched Julianna sink down to her knees before another man. Stephen actually wanted to cower, worried that the guy would glance his way with some smug look, but Nick only had eyes for Julianna, who was staring back up at him as she tugged his pants down.

      Only when his cock was free did she look, his thick, firm dick bobbing to life before her. He wasn’t huge, but he was different from Stephen, and Julianna seemed to like what she was seeing. She wrapped her hand around him, her fingers just meeting.

      Stephen stopped breathing entirely. He swore that his heart stopped beating. Then she leaned in and wrapped her lips around Nick’s cock—a stranger’s cock—and Stephen nearly exploded in his pants.

      Julianna was great at sucking cock. She even seemed to enjoy it. “Oh, fuck, yes,” Nick groaned in approval. He threaded his fingers into Julianna’s dark hair as she bobbed along his length, shifting his feet wider to plant himself.

      Now the man did look in Stephen’s direction, and the smirk was just as bad as Stephen thought it would be. It said: Look at what your wife is doing to me, she’s loving it.

      The glance was there and gone in a flash, but for Stephen, it lingered. He didn’t… hate the feeling. He didn’t particularly love it, but he would have eaten glass to watch what he was watching, so it was worth it.

      “Ana, baby, any more of that and I’m gonna pop.”

      Julianna blew him for a few more strokes before pulling off with a slurp and staring up at him. She didn’t stop jerking him with her hand, though. “You only good for one round?” she challenged.

      Nick chuckled. “Don’t worry. You’re pretty inspiring.”

      “Then give me your come.”

      Stephen’s jaw fell open. She’d never been that forward with him before, but clearly she meant it, returning to Nick’s dick, her head bouncing faster as she jerked him in time with her lips.

      “Fuuuck,” Nick groaned. He squeezed his eyes shut, trying to hold his orgasm at bay. It was no use. Stephen nearly came with the man as his wife’s lips glided along Nick’s shaft. Her free hand, Stephen noticed, was between her legs and inside of her thong, circling her clit in a blur as they all raced to their ends.

      Nick, of course, arrived first. With a hand in her hair, he thrust his hips forward, threw back his head, and howled as he came. Julianna never released him, and Stephen knew that she was swallowing his come, milking it out of his balls and using the tip of her tongue to toy with him.

      Nick stumbled back once he was emptied. A sheen of sweat now covered his tattooed body, and his cock never fully softened. He kicked off his pants, which had been around his ankles, and Stephen finally got a look at the man in complete nudity. He was fit, but not in the way young gym rats were. It did make Stephen remember that he needed to use the gym more, though.

      “Your turn,” Nick said. He pulled Julianna back into a deep kiss. If he was put off by the taste of his own spunk, he didn’t show it.

      Stephen remembered to blink, and when he did, he realized how parched he was. He reached for his beer, but it was empty. Glancing towards the kitchen, he considered getting some water, but it was too far, and the action too good.

      Nick was guiding Julianna towards her plush bed, his hands making short work of her bra. He tossed it aside, cupping her tits, thumbs grazing over her hardened nipples. They kissed some more before he eased her down onto the bed and climbed in between her legs.

      “You’re so wet,” he said, touching her over her thong.

      Julianna whimpered.

      He lingered there, teasing her at the edge of her panties, pressing gentle kisses along her inner thighs. At last, he pulled the lace aside, his tongue flicking over her clit. Julianna cried out, her back arching, her fingers once again going into the man’s hair.

      Stephen had shaved his head years ago, when he’d started to go bald. There was no way she’d confuse this man between her legs with her husband. Stephen wondered about that as Julianna made a fist in Nick’s salt-and-pepper hair. Did that newness make the moment even more intense?

      “Uhhh, yes!” she cried out, her hips bucking slightly as pleasure spiked through her. She cupped her breasts, teasing her nipples as he ate her out. “Uh my God, yes!”

      Nick, however, didn’t finish her off. He pulled back when she was trembling beneath him, her breath ragged. She whined as he sat up, reaching behind him for something in his pants pocket. A condom wrapper.

      Stephen stared at it like a loaded gun. This was the moment. This was a line. She’d already crossed it with Anthony, but she’d never crossed it in front of Stephen. It was easy to think of his wife having extramarital sex in the abstract. It was entirely different when another man was tearing open a condom as his wife shimmied out of her thong and opened her legs to him.

      Stephen wanted to memorize this moment forever. He wanted to remember every little detail—the way Nick rolled the condom down his length with practiced ease, the way Julianna watched him, unblinking and unbreathing, the way he crawled along the bed, kissing her deeply as she positioned him between her legs.

      The picture quality could have been better. The screen could have been larger. The angle wasn’t ideal. But when Stephen watched Nick thrust forward, watched Julianna’s body shudder and her lips part, he knew that another man was inside of her.

      And Stephen exploded inside his pants.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      “Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Ohhhhh, FUCK!”

      Julianna surrendered herself completely to Nick and his powerful thrusts. Her hips rose instinctively to meet his, urging him deeper, crying out for more. The sensation of a new man inside of her was intense in all the best ways. Kissing had been fun and novel. Fucking was entirely next level.

      He was different from Stephen. He was different from Anthony. He was just different, and she was into that newness.

      Nick knew what he was doing, his driving hips controlled and rhythmic, but not in the wild and possessive way that Anthony had been. Nick was a man who probably fucked a lot of women, and Julianna was currently the beneficiary of that experience. She wrapped her legs tightly around his hips, pulling him deeper with each stroke, her nails digging into the muscles of his back.

      Oooh, those muscles. She could get used to that. Even the tattoos worked for her. Here was the bad boy that she never had when she was younger.

      “Faster,” she hissed. “Harder.”

      Nick obliged.

      His thrusts grew quicker, harder, more insistent. Julianna felt every stroke deep within her, each one sending sharp, intense pulses of pleasure radiating through her entire body. Her fingers tightened against his skin, leaving red marks along his shoulder blades, evidence of her complete surrender to pleasure.

      “Oh my god, Nick—yes, yes, YES!” Her cries became louder, more desperate, matching the rapid rhythm of their bodies slamming together. She felt the tension inside her building to a fevered pitch, her entire body tightening in anticipation.

      “Come for me, Ana,” he growled in her ear, his voice rough with need. The command, combined with the raw intimacy of hearing her name—even her fake name—on his lips, pushed her over the edge.

      She arched her back, head thrown back in ecstasy, screaming his name as she climaxed fiercely, waves of overwhelming pleasure washing over her. Her muscles contracted tightly around him, urging him to follow her into oblivion.

      Nick gave a few more powerful strokes before groaning deeply, his body going rigid as his own orgasm overtook him. She felt his dick throb and swell inside her. A moment later, she felt him fill the condom.

      Julianna flopped back on the bed, satiated and basking in the aftermath of great sex. She nearly laughed with the giddiness of it all.

      When she glanced back, though, and saw her husband’s disembodied head floating there on the nightstand, she cried out in surprise. “Jesus!”

      Nick followed her eyes to the phone and chuckled. “Your husband’s name is Jesus?”

      “No,” she said, reaching back and grabbing the phone. It had been distracting enough putting that thing on the nightstand and forgetting about it. She wasn’t a porn star or anything, so being watched didn’t come as second nature, but Stephen had wanted to be included. The floating face there, though, was too much. Next time, she’d ask him to turn off his camera and mute himself.

      Smiling at her husband through the phone, their love spanning all the miles in between, she answered Nick’s question. “He’s more like my holy ghost.” She winked at Stephen and said, “Hope you enjoyed the show. Love you, honey.”

      “Love you, too, Ju⁠—”

      She ended the call before he slipped and used her real name. She felt a little bad about that, but Nick and his hard body quickly made her forget all about it.

      “Shower?” he asked. “Give me a bit and I’m pretty sure we can go for round three.”

      “I’m starting to think maybe there’s something to Boise, after all.”
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      It took Julianna almost all of Sunday to travel home from the West Coast. Between the time change, a couple of flight delays, and a rebooking, her plane didn’t touch down until 12:30 am.

      Stephen met her at the airport, just as he always did. This time, he was even more eager than ever, and besides, he was wired. He’d followed her journey on his phone, watching the flights, helping her rebook a missed connection, chatting with her over text. He couldn’t wait for her to return. He was still buzzing from his experience last night.

      The only regret he had was not figuring out a way to record some of the FaceTime. Or even take a few screen shots from his phone, some stills to remind him of her epic night with Nick.

      Her flight was the last to land in their sleepy airport, and the handful of passengers—mostly commuters at this point—trickled out of the gate, heading on to their own destination. Julianna was among them, pulling her silver roller bag out into the chilly Spring night.

      Her face lit up when she saw him. “Welcome home,” he said, meeting her halfway.

      “Thanks.” Her smile said it all—tired but real, spreading across her face and lighting up her eyes. “It’s so good to be home.”

      They kissed, and it felt good. Right. He wanted more, but knew that would have to wait. “Good trip?” He pulled her bag along to the parked car.

      ”Everything up until I headed for the airport,” she said. “Travel isn’t what it used to be.”

      “Did sound like everything else was pretty successful,” Stephen agreed, unable to help himself.

      Julianna chuckled. They got into the car, and he could feel her eyes on him in the dark. “And last night… you’re really okay with it?”

      Stephen’s turn to chuckle. ”I’m definitely really okay. It was amazing. I still can’t believe that I got to watch that.” He pulled out of the airport, the soft purr of the engine humming.

      “So right, about that…”

      He felt his own disappointment begin to grow. He’d been waiting for this. “Yeah?”

      “Oh, don’t worry, honey, I kind of liked you ‘there,’ but in the abstract. Maybe next time, though, could you turn your camera off?”

      ”Right.”

      ”And… mute yourself. We could hear your heavy breathing… sometimes…”

      Stephen blushed. Hard. “Oh, right.”

      ”It was mostly just… a little alarming to look over and see your floating face on the night stand is all.” She laughed, and when she did, Stephen found himself joining. That felt good. So she was okay letting him watch, after all.

      “Right, I’m pretty sure I can turn it off.” He drove in silence. It felt less than a moment had passed when Julianna put a hand on his inner thigh.

      “But you liked watching?” Her question was teasing. She knew the answer.

      “Production quality could have been better, but for a pilot, it wasn’t bad⁠—”

      “Oh, you…” Julianna giggled. She squeezed his thigh one last time before pulling away and glancing out the window.

      “So did he stay the whole night?” Stephen asked. They’d talked over text a lot during the day, but everything had been about travel logistics. He wasn’t sure what kind of answer he was hoping for here, either.

      “No, not the whole night,” she said.

      That was as good an answer as any—good enough to get his pulse moving.

      “I sent him home after a couple more hours. I needed to get up for that damn flight.”

      “After a couple hours? Like, a couple more after you ended the call?”

      Stephen could almost sense her blushing. “Yeah,” she admitted.

      He just smiled. “I’m glad. Bet that was fun.”

      “It… was. Yeah, a lot of fun.” Yes, she was definitely blushing.

      “And the workshops?” He decided to help her out, changing the subject. At least for the duration of the car ride.

      “The workshops were actually pretty good…”

      The airport wasn’t very far from their house, only about a half hour, and they easily killed the time talking about work. Stephen wondered if she’d be too tired for any more fun that night, but it was Julianna who put her arms around him as soon as they were inside the house.

      “Thank you,” she said, staring up at him with a bright smile. “For being an amazing husband and giving me this chance.”

      “Thank you for taking it,” he said. They kissed softly. “I wish I’d confessed earlier in life.”

      “I don’t. I’m not sure I would have been open to it back then.”

      That was a fair statement. Stephen nodded, taking her by the hand and leading her towards their bedroom. There, they kissed some more, his hands gliding over her body. For the travel day, she wore a pair of yoga pants and a light sweater—which he made short work of.

      “God, I missed you,” he whispered, kissing her neck as she ran her fingers up his bare scalp. She smelled good, even after spending all day on a plane. She smelled like herself.

      Stephen stared into her deep cleavage, realizing that another man had enjoyed this same view just 24 hours earlier. He unclasped her bra, leaning down to lick her hard nipples as his hands ran across her ass. He was surprised not to feel anything beneath, pulling back to raise his brows at her.

      She just laughed. “What? I wanted to be comfortable, and these are too tight to wear regular undies.”

      “Mmm, very practical,” Stephen said, kissing her again as she freed him from his shirt. “Also, good forethought for now.”

      When he went for her tights, though, she murmured, “Stephen, there’s… something you should know.”

      A shiver of fear ran through him. He pulled his lips away from her skin, glancing at her and seeing her nerves. “Yes?”

      “Well… after I stopped the video call, Nick and I took a shower…”

      “Okay,” he said, not quite following.

      She took a breath and pushed her thumbs into her yoga pants, easing them over her hips. Beneath, she wasn’t wearing panties, just as she’d said. But that wasn’t all. The landing strip that she’d left home with was gone.

      “You shaved,” he said.

      “Nick requested it.” When Stephen finally pulled his eyes away from her pussy, he saw how nervous she looked. “It’ll grow back⁠—”

      “It’s so sexy,” Stephen said, kissing her passionately as his brain tried to catch up with his tingling feelings. It wasn’t just the look, although he’d always liked it. It was the fact that Nick had requested it. Fuck, he almost exploded without even getting to the good stuff. He ran his fingers across her mound, and Julianna gasped at the sensation. “You should keep it this way.”

      “It is kind of sexy.”

      Her admission drove him to action. He pushed her onto the bed, kicking his pants off like they annoyed him. “Definitely more than kind of,” he said, climbing onto the bed with her. “So he shaved you⁠—”

      “I shaved me. I barely trust you with a razor down there.”

      “Okay, you shaved, then…”

      “He ate me out, right in the shower, as a thank you.”

      “Well, thank you,” Stephen said, starting to do the same. Julianna grabbed him and guided him up to her.

      “It’s been a long day, and I have one more orgasm left in me,” she said. “I’d rather it be on your cock.”

      Stephen positioned himself between her legs, the smooth skin of her freshly shaved pussy feeling new against his cock. Her naughty request, along with her admission about Nick, about the shower, about him tasting her first, had him already at the edge. It took all his willpower to resist coming as he eased into her slowly, feeling her warmth wrap tightly around him, he couldn't help but groan with pleasure.

      “God, you’re wet,” he murmured, beginning a slow rhythm.

      She smiled up at him, eyes hooded and heavy. “It’s been a good weekend.”

      He chuckled, bending down to capture her lips as he sank deeper inside. Julianna’s legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him even closer, her nails trailing lightly down his back.

      Their rhythm intensified quickly, both driven by pent-up anticipation and desire. Stephen couldn’t get the image of Nick and Julianna together out of his mind—the visuals from last night burned vividly into his memory. He was thrusting into the same woman another man had enjoyed only hours before. Far from jealousy, the thought fueled his passion, heightening every sensation, sharpening every nerve.

      Julianna’s breath hitched sharply, her hips rising eagerly to meet his movements. “Harder, honey. Harder,” she gasped, her voice ragged and desperate.

      He obliged, gripping her hips firmly, pounding into her with long, powerful strokes—the same strokes he’d watched her take last night. Julianna’s cries grew louder, her head thrown back, mouth open, fingers clenching the sheets beneath her. That was new to her time as a hotwife—the volume. She’d always been so quiet. Now, when she fucked, she didn’t hold back.

      “Ngh! Oh! OHH!” Her body shuddered beneath him, muscles tightening as she climaxed intensely, pulling him over the edge with her.

      Stephen collapsed onto the bed beside her, breathing heavily, exhilarated. Julianna curled into his side, her fingers lazily tracing circles on his chest.

      “So,” Stephen managed after catching his breath, “next time—camera off, mute myself?”

      Julianna laughed softly. “Always eager for the next time. Don’t want to just live in the moment?”

      Stephen hugged her close. “Are you actually telling me that you’re not already thinking of the next time, too?”

      “Well, I didn’t say that…”

      They spent a long, silent moment staring into each other’s eyes. Then at exactly the same moment, they burst out laughing.

      Together.
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          [image: Everyone’s a Winner]
        

      

      Who says a couple can't have new adventures after two decades of marriage?

      When Lauren heads to Las Vegas alone, Eric encourages her to explore their hotwife fantasies. What ends up happening is a series of experiences that cross lines that Lauren never thought she would, and leave Eric wondering who he married and how he got so lucky.

      Follow Lauren and Eric's journey, and find out just how everyone wins.

      Check out Everyone’s a Winner.

      

  






      Never Too Late to Play

      If you’ve read all the way to the end of this book, I really hope that you’ve also read the first three parts of Julianna and Stephen’s story. If not, though, go now and pick up the setup for Never Too Late to Play.
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      Who says hotwife fantasies are just for the young?

      After twenty-five years of marriage, Stephen Reeves has learned to keep his deepest desire locked away. What started as a pang of jealousy slowly transformed into something else—an obsession. He fantasizes about seeing his stunning wife, Julianna, with another man. But he’s never dared to tell her. She’s devoted, traditional… she’d be scandalized if she knew.

      Julianna may be in her fifties, but she still turns heads. She notices the way men look at her, the lingering glances, the harmless flirtation. And she enjoys it—nothing more, nothing serious. She has no idea that her husband secretly longs for her to take it further.

      Then, on a cross-country flight, a tall, dark, and handsome stranger takes the seat beside Julianna. And for the first time, Stephen does something he’s never done before. He plants the seed. He nudges open the door.

      And once that door is open… there’s no turning back.

      Never Too Late to Play is a book about a couple who realizes some fantasies aren’t just for the young. Because sometimes, the best adventures happen when you least expect them.
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          [image: Cover of In Too Deep]
        

      

      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.

      

  






      Castaway Wife: A Survival Game of Passion
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      Reality Television Meets Fantasy Hotwife

      Have you ever wondered what it’s like to be the husband to a beautiful woman on a reality television show? Millions obsessing over her. Guys on the show hitting on her. No way to interact. All you can do is watch. All you can do is hope that in the end, she comes back home.

      Andy certainly never considered any of that when he encouraged his wife, Chelsea, to live her dream as a contestant on Castaway. The six weeks of separation that followed were hard enough. The months that followed were even more difficult. She wasn’t allowed to talk about the show, but as each episode unfolded and he saw how close she got with Todd, a fireman from LA, he began to wonder how much was editing and how much was real.

      Everything comes to a head as the final episode of the season airs before a live audience. The winner is crowned. The contestants reunite. And Andy learns just how much the spotlight has changed his wife.

      Find Castaway Wife at any major online retailers.
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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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