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      The light was perfect, and Megan knew it. She closed her eyes and basked in it, feeling the warm amber light on her skin. It was the kind of light that made everything look good—even her after a long day on the road. She looked back at the valley dropping away from the scenic overlook where they’d stopped and knew they were in the perfect spot.

      She turned back to Tom and posed against the blunt nose of the Sprinter van.

      “That’s good. Lean into the bumper more. No, do it like you did before. It didn’t look like you were trying then,” he said.

      “That’s because I wasn’t trying. I was just waiting for you to get the camera ready.”

      The camera in question was a high-end iPhone. They’d tried actual cameras, but for quick-and-dirty shots, the iPhone still ruled.

      “Well, do that again.”

      “I wasn’t trying, so I don’t exactly remember what I was doing, hon,” she replied, rolling her eyes. Sometimes, Tom acted like he was Coppola. She wanted to tell him, We’re not shooting The Godfather.

      Tom had the phone up, framing the shot. Megan shifted against the van’s front bumper and tried to find that sweet spot between posed and natural. She leaned in to take full advantage of the ribbed white tank top’s scooped neckline, but she wanted the show of cleavage to be accidental, like it truly was when they started. She couldn’t pretend she didn’t know what they were doing anymore, but she knew the allure was that it wasn’t obvious.

      “Come on, Meg. You look like you’re trying to flag down a tow truck. We’re going for awe at the incredible view.”

      Megan smirked. “I think a lot of our followers would like to see me use my charms to stop a tow truck driver.”

      By our followers, she meant her followers.

      They both understood that no one followed their Instagram, YouTube, or TikTok accounts to hear Tom expound on the finer points of vanlife cooking. The numbers told the truth, and there was a reason their videos stopped featuring him over six months ago. The mini photoshoots, like this one, hardly ever showed him at all. The convenient excuse was that he had to hold the camera, but they figured that part out when they had to.

      “Are we moving to OnlyFans next?” He laughed. “I’m not playing the role of the tow truck driver.”

      “Who says I want you to? I’m sure I’d have no shortage of offers.”

      Megan blew him a kiss and watched the strange expression move across his face with the speed of a South Florida storm cloud. Tom always got that look when she teased him like that, and she thought she knew why, but he’d never admitted it, and she wasn’t going to force the issue. She didn’t need to. Knowing was enough.

      “Stop messing around, Meg. We’re going to lose the light.”

      She posed, annoyed that he wasn’t having fun with this, but she admired his dedication to getting it perfect. That was not her at all. Megan was definitely a run-and-gun, and hope-for-the-best girl. Their differences were what made them such a good team.

      “There we go, that’s awesome. Now turn just a little bit toward me. There! Perfect. Tilt your head—no, the other way. Yes! Hold that!”

      Megan held it. The breeze caught her hair—long, black, well past her shoulders—and pushed it across her face. She didn’t fix it because she knew that was the sweet spot of making it look like she wasn’t trying—and she knew it looked cute.

      After three years of doing this, she had a sense of what played. The messy hair, the golden light, the woman leaning against the adventure van, like she’d just climbed a mountain and was thinking deep thoughts about the horizon. That was the shot her followers wanted—her predominantly male followers.

      Her expression said she was lost in the epic tranquility of the perfect view, but in reality, she was thinking they had another hour and a half on the road before they got to their next campsite, and how much she hated setting up in the dark. She much preferred cooking on the outdoor setup that swung out from the rear of their van because the cooking smells didn’t get trapped inside their cramped living space, but that was much more difficult after dark.

      She held the pose while Tom rapid-fired through a bunch of photos, hoping the right shot was somewhere in there. At the end, she threw in some goofy faces and shifted her body, hoping they got something that was actually spontaneous. Their followers loved outtakes.

      Looking effortless took a lot of work.

      While Tom went through the photos, Megan walked around their van and actually admired the amazing view down into the river gorge. As a girl growing up in Neptune, New Jersey, she’d never even conceived of views like that, let alone thought she’d spend her life waking up to them.

      The whole geography of Utah’s deserts, canyons, and rivers looked like an alien planet compared to the flat, suburban subdivisions of her hometown. The golden hues and vibrant pinks were God’s color palette. She wished she could just climb onto the roof of their van and take it in forever, but business called.

      She loved life on the road as much as ever after three years, but sometimes she hated that they’d turned it into a business. Tom loved the business part of it. She suspected that he was far more engrossed by that than the adventure.

      The part about showing people the amazing things they found along the way in their travels was amazing. The constant grind to provide content, however, was exhausting.

      Megan wandered over and pressed against Tom to see his screen. He smelled like sunscreen and the cedar deodorant he’d switched to when they went on the road, and she felt a familiar warmth that had nothing to do with the Utah sun.

      “What do you think of this one?” he asked, scrolling back several images.

      “My boobs look huge in that!”

      He grinned. “They are huge, Meg. You have huge tits. That’s just a fact of nature, like the sun setting in the west.”

      “But they aren’t that big. It’s the angle. Or you did something with AI.”

      “I am not AI-enhancing your photos. Besides, you don’t need it.”

      “If we post that one, no one is going to pay attention to the view,” she complained. “We’re not about thirst traps.”

      Tom turned and gave her his best are you serious look. He’d been giving her that look more and more when it came to the business side of their vanlife adventure. She understood it, but she was still only grudgingly coming to grips with the real reasons for the popularity of their social media accounts. Understanding it and being comfortable with it were two entirely different things.

      Megan had never been a wallflower. She’d been an athlete going all the way back to middle school, pretty, but not girly. Boys started to notice her when her curves came in, and after getting over the initial annoyance, she was happy to notice them back.

      She liked being able to wrap a boy around her finger, but she’d never put a lot of effort into it. She liked being noticed, but she’d never been the type to put serious effort into it, so leaning into being hot—she had trouble with the very concept of it—was all new to her.

      The thing she didn’t quite understand was why her husband was so good with dangling her out there as bait for clicks and likes. Most of the guys she’d been with before him were athletes, and they all had a jealous streak a mile wide. Those boys were ready to start a fight if another guy so much as spoke to her at a party, let alone lingered on her body and told her exactly what they liked about it.

      Tom, however, was proud to show her off. More than proud, if she was honest. He seemed to revel in pointing out the things guys said about her online, even the dirtier stuff. He feigned anger when she said something was disgusting, but even then, she saw something in his eyes that said he was proud that these guys all over the world wanted his wife.

      “I accept what we’re doing now,” she added. “Really. But I don’t want to be obvious about it. There’s a difference between accentuating my assets and shoving them in people’s faces. I still want this to be about our adventure and showing people the cool stuff we find, not about me in tight tank tops.”

      “And it is. But engagement equals clicks and endorsements, and that equals real money. And that view, as amazing as it is, isn’t the thing driving our engagement. How much did that shampoo just pay us to be featured in four videos?”

      “Eighteen thousand dollars,” she grumbled, knowing he was right, but not liking it. “But it is about the view, too. Remember that mom of three from Columbus I was DMing with for a while? She loved that I was showing her a life she didn’t have.”

      Tom laughed. “She was just as thirsty as the guys, honey. Sorry.”

      “She was not! She was lovely.”

      “That’s why she went from asking about hiking shoes to your clothes to the swimsuits you wear on camera, to asking about lingerie? Face it, she wanted to do you, too. Why else did she keep asking if I read the DMs too?”

      “Whatever.” She rolled her eyes. “Fine, use that picture. Now let’s shoot a quick video before we completely lose the light.”

      He kissed her cheek. “Your wish is my command, my queen.”

      “Knock it off.” She heard the camera clicking as she walked away. “I hear you taking pictures of my ass. Those better not end up online.”

      “Don’t worry. They’re for my personal collection.”
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      Set-up in the dark wasn’t as bad as Megan thought it would be—once they found a good spot. Finding the spot was an issue. They were in a corner of a state park, and the first few clear spaces they tried weren’t level enough. Leveling the van in the dark wasn’t something either of them was interested in. They finally found a space they could get the van into, just off a turnaround, and decided it would do for the night.

      Megan slid out the outdoor kitchen at the rear of the van and began making dinner, while Tom busied himself with the other preparations for staying the night. Using the outdoor kitchen instead of the induction cooktop built into the counter inside meant they weren’t tripping over each other in the tight space.

      Dinner was a simple affair because of the hour, salad, and grilled chicken breasts—hardly social media worthy. In moments like that, she missed the convenience of their old life, with their Hoboken condo, but she wouldn’t trade the freedom of the road for the luxury of takeout that was available at any hour.

      When they hit the road three years ago, choosing the right vehicle for their vanlife experience was the most important decision, and they spent months agonizing over it. Whichever vehicle they chose, it would be expensive, and they had to get it right the first time.

      Size became their initial debate. Megan thought it was funny how the maxim size matters holds true through so many things in life. A bigger vehicle meant more comfort and options, but it also limited their mobility. Tom was all for one of those massive RVs that look like rock star tour buses, but that missed the point for Megan. It felt like they’d just be taking their current lifestyle on the road, and she was looking for simplicity.

      Once she moved him off that choice and they landed on a Sprinter van, they still had to pick a size. She loved the idea of a short van that would fit in a standard parking space because it would open up a lot of potential spots for them to camp, but Megan had to be practical. There were two of them, and she wasn’t ready to pare their lives back that far.

      Megan was so happy they chose a top-of-the-line Wildline 4X. It had more storage than she thought was possible to pack into such a tight space, and all of the little high-end touches that would keep them comfortable out there on the road.

      They ate dinner in their camp chairs under the stars, rewarding their hard work with a couple of beers. The wildlife chatter in the woods around them was the perfect soundtrack for their meal. She almost couldn’t believe that she used to think the view of the NYC skyline from their balcony was the ultimate sign that they’d made it. The thousands of bright pinpoints in the inky sky above them were the true sign that they’d arrived.

      Afterward, they were tucked into the van for the night. Megan was up in the pop-up reading and enjoying the nature around them through the vented mesh sides, while Tom was below, working on his laptop. He’d already edited the photo and video from earlier and uploaded them.

      He was going over analytics. His increasing focus on the business of their adventure was a sore spot. She wanted him all in on their amazing adventures—and on her. He did this most nights. It engaged the same part of his brain that working in private equity always did, and he tracked their social media engagement numbers like they were an investment portfolio, poring over things like engagement rates and revenue per post. It was the thing he was good at, and she let him have it.

      Megan hung her head down through the hatch to the van. Her raven hair was almost long enough to brush the top of his head. “What’s more exciting than being up here with me?”

      “Our male demo is up again,” he said, staring at the screen.

      “Hmm… Is that so?” She tilted her head, but wasn’t close enough to make sense of the graphs and numbers on his screen—especially upside down. “Is that a good thing?”

      “Any increase in numbers is good, but that depends.” He looked up, saw her hovering above him, and smiled. “We’re chasing a lot of attire and beauty deals. It would be better if our numbers with women were higher for that, and they’re up too, just not as much.”

      “Our numbers are up with guys because of the kind of pictures you took earlier.”

      “That pic has been up for about an hour, and it already has over a thousand likes. The video is climbing fast.” Tom grinned. He loved this stuff. “I knew going with the third take was the right call.”

      Megan already knew exactly how many likes they had across platforms. She’d been checking every few minutes while trying to focus on her book. Their numbers mattered to her almost as much as they did to her husband, but for different reasons—reasons she was reluctant to admit.

      “The one where I did the goofy thing like I was losing my balance by the edge?”

      “People love your goofy side, honey,” he replied, enlarging a graph on his laptop. “It makes you more relatable, especially to other women.”

      “Yeah? How do those numbers break down?”

      “Sixty-three percent men. Of those, seventy-one percent are between thirty-five and fifty-four.”

      Megan made a face because he knew exactly why her husband chose take three, and it wasn’t to make her more relatable to other women. “That doesn’t sound like what we’re looking for.”

      “It’ll shake out, Meg. It’s only been like an hour.”

      “Oh, something is shaking in that video. And don’t bullshit me about choosing that take because it’s more relatable to women.” She laughed when she said it, but her voice had an edge.

      “What?” he defensively replied.

      “Don’t play Mr. Innocent with me. We both know the way my body moved when I did that little stunt.”

      “It was cute! It was a nice little piece of improvised comedy.”

      “That made my tits shake like they were trying to escape from my top! Seriously, dude?”

      “Is that why you think I posted that? Meg…honey…you’ve got to get your mind out of the gutter.” He couldn’t keep the smile from his lips.

      “Oh, it’s all in my head?” She barked out a laugh. “You’re not pimping me out for clicks again?”

      Tom closed his laptop and set it aside to focus on his wife. When he looked up at her—really looked—she knew he was looking up—or in this case, down—her shirt. She’d already changed for bed, exchanging her road clothes for a baggy V-neck t-shirt and loose cotton shorts. Her loose, ripe breasts hung alluringly, the perfect targets for his attention.

      “What happened to you being on board with the way we do social media?” he asked, eyes flicking from her chest.

      “Oh, I am…I guess. But let’s not pretend we’re not doing what we’re doing, at least between us.”

      “Okay. Meg, if you want to change it up, we can go for a more explicitly inspiring, aspirational image for girls and women, but we’d have to shift our—your—presentation.”

      His gaze kept flicking back from her face to her chest while he spoke. She allowed it because she liked that he couldn’t keep his eyes off her. She was sure she’d see exactly how much he appreciated the view if she moved closer.

      “What does that mean?”

      “Don’t shoot the messenger, but we’d get more female engagement if you…uh…played up your femininity more. Do more stuff about cute looks for the road and the trail. I know you hardly wear makeup…”

      “Are you serious?” She felt the heat rising to her cheeks, and it wasn’t because the blood was rushing to her head from hanging upside down.

      “I love your look, you know that, hon. I think you’re sexy as hell, and it’s even hotter because you don’t even really try…”

      Megan swung around and climbed down from the pop-up sleeping on the van’s roof. She stood menacingly over her husband, who looked like he wanted to shrink into his captain’s chair. She braced her hands on her hips.

      “Do you think I don’t try? I could stop shaving everything and plucking, and you’d see what not trying really looks like.”

      “No one’s asking for that, Meg… I’m not saying I want to change you… It’s not about me…” His words came rushing out, and he even held his hands up in defense. “I’m just talking about the content that does well on social media…”

      “Weren’t you just telling me how our numbers are up?”

      “They are with guys. Women, too, but more with guys. And guys would love that content too, by the way.”

      “But you’re saying girls don’t like me?”

      “I’m just talking about the kind of content that’s tracking better with women right now. I didn’t say they don’t like you, it’s just…”

      “Just what, Tom? Tell me what my problem with women is.”

      “Shit, Meg…”

      “Tom?” She stared down at him.

      Her chest was right in his face, and she knew that was making it difficult to think. To her, that was an advantage she was willing to accept. But he surprised Megan and challenged her right back. One of the things she loved about her husband was that he was not a pushover.

      “If you want to be real, let’s be real and talk about this. Most of our views, the vast majority of them, are from guys who like to look at you. Thank God you’re most comfortable in leggings and cropped tank tops.”

      “Hey! I am not deliberately teasing anyone!” That was mostly true. She did wear what was comfortable—and what she liked—but she also understood how she looked in those outfits.

      “Hon, I was in the last video for twelve seconds. I timed it. You were in it for nine minutes. You know what the most replayed section was?”

      “Don’t.”

      “It was you climbing out of the swimming hole. Forty-seven percent of viewers replayed that section.”

      “I was demonstrating the trail access point.”

      “You were demonstrating your ass in wet shorts.”

      “I was not!” She kicked him in the shin, which didn’t do much in bare feet, except give her tits a cute jiggle that caught his attention.

      “I’m not judging. I’m just giving you the facts. I know you understand data even better than I do. And what I’m observing in the data is that we—sorry, you—are very popular with men who are old enough to have a midlife crisis and a decent internet connection. And then a healthy slice of them who see you as a cougar on the prowl.”

      “I swear, you’re out of your mind. At least, you didn’t call me a MILF.”

      Tom grinned slyly. “Well, we don’t have kids.”

      Megan glowered at him, but knew he wasn’t wrong. That was the problem. She understood the reality—the way men work—but she just wished it were different. From the time boys first noticed her, she wanted to be more than a pretty face and a good set of tits.

      “So, you’re telling me that the main reason we have so many followers is because a bunch of creepy guys are…”

      “Go ahead. Finish the sentence.” His smile grew wider.

      She didn’t want to give him the satisfaction. Again, she knew the way men work. She knew what they did when they watched videos of women on social media. All of the porn in the world could go away tomorrow, and guys would still be jerking off to fashion influencers, makeup tutorials, cheerleading squads, even women making home improvement videos. It was the modern equivalent of her older brother jerking off to the Victoria’s Secret catalogs that came in the mail for their mom.

      It was the dirty little secret of the influencer world. Even the parents of younger influencers had to deal with it. They certainly didn’t want to pimp out their daughters, but they also understood they needed the numbers to make the math work.

      “Cat got your tongue?” he asked, pressing when she didn’t answer.

      “Okay, I know what they do. I don’t have to say it out loud.”

      “And I don’t think there’s anything we can do about that, honey. All the baggy sweatshirts, all the messy hair, aren’t going to hide how hot you are.”

      Megan wasn’t about to hide her body to change her appearance for a bunch of creepy dudes anyway. That wasn’t what she was about. Sometimes it felt like her entire life had been about flying in the face of expectations. If anything, her rebel streak wanted to lean into it. She could really play it up until their brains melted. She had a couple of bikinis she’d never dared to wear on camera before.

      Still, it was weird to think that complete strangers were jerking off to her vanlife and hiking videos. And the thing she would never, ever say to Tom, or even fully admit to herself in the privacy of her own mind, was that she thought about it more than she should.

      Lying in bed at night while her husband slept, scrolling through comments on her phone, she’d find the ones that crossed the line—the ones that were graphic, specific, that described what they wanted to do to her or what they were doing while they watched—and her reaction was not purely disgust. There was disgust. It was important that she held onto that.  These men were gross and entitled, and she owed them nothing.

      But underneath the disgust, she felt something else. A heat. A pulse. The knowledge that somewhere in America, a man was looking at her body on his screen and touching himself, and that she had put her body there for him to see, and that she had done it knowing what he would do.

      That was the dirty side of her—the side of her that sought dark thrills—that she tried to keep locked in a box in the back of her mind. Everything Megan had ever been taught said it was wrong to indulge that side of herself. She trusted Tom more than anyone in the world, and she’d only let him see glimpses of it. But sometimes, God, did she want to let it out to play and see what happened.

      “You okay?” Tom asked.

      “Yeah, I’m fine. It’s just been a long day. You win. We’ll keep dangling my tits out there for clicks.”

      “Meg…”

      “But, you know…” she started, leaning against the ladder to the pop-up in what she hoped was a tempting pose. “Those guys only get to whack it to me. You get the real thing—if you’re done playing with your numbers, that is.”

      She made sure to stick her round ass in his face as she climbed the ladder back into the pop-up. All those thoughts of men using her videos and pictures had kicked her dirty side into overdrive, and Megan hoped it got her husband’s attention, too.
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      Tom couldn’t scramble up that ladder after his wife fast enough. He resented that he had to slow down and make sure all of the van’s doors were locked. They were deep in the state park, but you never knew who might come along.

      Megan waited for him, leaning back on her elbows with a smile that said, what took you so long? He’d loved that damn smile from the first moment he saw it across the conference room at her old Wall Street firm. And then her rich, unreserved laugh and that low voice—the kind of voice Lauren Bacall used to seduce Bogie in those old movies his grandfather loved—they made him determined to have her. He knew, even then, that it wouldn’t be an easy, casual thing with her. It never could be.

      “I thought you might leave me hanging,” she laughed.

      “Right. You know better than that. Besides, you would have started without me if that’s what you really thought.”

      “Would I now?” Her hand drifted to her bare thigh, just below her shorts, as she asked the question, rubbing in a gentle, suggestive circle. “Why do you think I’m that kind of girl?”

      Tom threw off his tank top and crawled out of the hatch and over her body. He smelled the long day on her—the salty tang of her hard work, the dustiness of the road—and he didn’t even care that she hadn’t bothered to bust out their outdoor shower. The earthy version of his wife was somehow hotter.

      “I know exactly what kind of girl you are, Mrs. Henderson. That’s why I know you doth protest too much when it comes to the social media stuff.”

      “Probably shouldn’t go back there if you want to get laid tonight,” she warned, smiling. “As you just pointed out, I don’t need you for this.”

      He leaned close and softly, slowly kissed her while his chest brushed hers. Megan had phenomenal tits. They were hard to avoid. He’d always been kind of proud of himself that they weren’t the first thing he’d noticed about her.

      “I can get you a sex toy endorsement whenever you want, honey. They’d love to get into bed with someone like you,” he teased between kisses.

      She held his face in both hands and kissed him back, longer and deeper. “Oh, and what kind of videos would I have to make to promote that?” Her smile was so wide that she had trouble kissing him.

      “I have thoughts,” he replied, pulling at her t-shirt.

      “I’m sure you do.” She twisted to help, and it was whisked over her head and tossed to the side.

      “Our engagement is going to go through the roof.”

      Megan grabbed him through his shorts, and he groaned into their kiss. He was humping her hand, and he wasn’t even embarrassed about it.

      “Hmm.” She giggled. “Someone is already pretty engaged.”

      “Do you think? Might need to dive deeper into the analytics.”

      “I am quite thorough,” she promised.

      “That’s what I love about you, honey.”

      She started the job of pulling his shorts off, but he had to slide back to strip them off. Space was tighter in the pop-up than anywhere else in their van. It was wide enough, with large, mesh windows, but the angled roof was barely high enough for Tom to fully sit up. He couldn’t remember the number of times he’d hit his head—probably because of the number of times he’d hit his head. They had a Murphy bed below in the van, but they only used it when the weather prevented them from sleeping in the pop-up.

      As he beheld his wife’s pale body—they spent much of their lives outside these days, but she was religious about sunscreen—by the pale light of the bluish LEDs that framed the pop-up, he still couldn’t quite believe that a woman like her existed.

      Megan was a mass of contradictions that shouldn’t work, but somehow they all came together to forge this goddess of a woman. She was tough and earthy, but still sweet and tender and silly. She wasn’t one of those dainty girls, but thick and strong, but looking at her naked by that soft blue light, he swore there was no better embodiment of femininity. Those big, round tits, the soft curve of her hips, the powerful thighs that crushed his head when she got it between them. If she’d been born 10,000 years earlier, he knew she’d have been worshipped by her tribe.

      And she was his. He still couldn’t believe it sometimes.

      They lay side-by-side in the tight space, touching each other while kissing with a furocity they hadn’t experienced for a while. It was easy to get bogged down and distracted, leading the van lifestyle. His hands roamed her soft body. Their years together slaked his desire for his wife. Sex with someone new had its allure, but his intimate knowledge of her body was a gift. Knowing just how to touch Megan was like a superpower. He loved the way her body reacted to him.

      Tom mashed one of her tits and caught the dark, swollen tip between his fingers and drew it out. She made a low sound in her throat and gripped him harder. He kept tugging her nipple, and she jerked, like her body was pulsing. Her pumping hand slowed, but her grip kept tightening like she was trying to rip it off.

      “Hon…easy…it’s attached…” He moaned the warning.

      “So is that,” she gasped. When he eased up, she nipped at his bottom lip and purred, “I didn’t tell you to stop.”

      He didn’t want her to stop either, just take it easy. Although if she kept working his cock like that, he was going to spill all over her stomach, and she wouldn’t get what she wanted. Even after a decade of marriage, she could still make him come pretty easily.

      Tom rolled his wife more onto her back and bent to smother her tits in kisses. It was a major project. He scooped, bringing one closer to his mouth, and sucked in as much as he could, his tongue going crazy on her thick tip. She gasped and painfully tightened her fingers in his hair. The sharp sting only made him suck harder and drag his teeth across her nipple.

      “Ahh…babe…”

      Megan guided him from one breast to the other, ensuring both sides got equal attention, but he resisted her attempt to seize control. She always wanted to take over, and he felt like he let her do it far too often. When she tried to nudge him over again, he bit harder. She gasped and whined, but she didn’t pull him away or smack him in the head as he expected. He swore she tried to stuff more of herself into his mouth. He’d always wondered just how rough she’d take it, if he really pushed things.

      “Yesss…babe…”

      Tom tore away and slid down her body. They both laughed when he almost went too far and fell back through the hatch and down into the van. But then he hooked her leg over his shoulder and began kissing her thigh.

      “Babe…don’t…we didn’t shower…ohhh…”

      Her weak attempts to push him away didn’t deter Tom. He didn’t care that they hadn’t freshened up from the road. They’d had three years to get used to being funky from the road. Besides, if he let that slow him down, they’d never have sex. He spread her wide and dove his tongue deep inside her. He needed her tonight.

      “Ohhh…God…Tom…” she moaned, pushing her hips at his mouth.

      Tom wouldn’t—couldn’t—admit it to his wife, but their conversations about her online fans had him fired up. He’d gotten hard when Megan teased him about using her charms to flag down a tow truck driver, and his erection had never fully gone away. He knew it was weird, that it undermined the Alpha male swagger he’d adopted on Wall Street, but he liked knowing that other men wanted to fuck his wife.

      Okay, it was more than that. Lots of men liked having something other men couldn’t have, but it was more for him. Tom got off on the filthier comments her vans left about his wife—even as he scolded the posters and deleted their comments. He loved knowing exactly what men wanted to do to his wife. And sometimes, he liked to think about them doing it to her.

      “Tom…ohhh…babe…you’re… Ohhh, God, yes…”

      Megan was a little musky from the road, extra spicy as he liked to think about it, and made him want to devour her even more. He zeroed in on her clit with his tongue and slipped two fingers inside her. She was drenched. He knew what had him so ready, but wondered why she was so horny. His twisted side hoped it was the same thing.

      “Yesss… That… Ohh God, babe… Don’t…stop… Yes!”

      Tom suddenly realized that they were exposed up there in the pop-up. Megan was loud when she came, and she was coming hard tonight. The blue LEDs weren’t bright, but someone could see them moving up there. And she could be heard for miles. They were alone in the woods, but…

      “Okay,” she panted. “Stop messing around… You need to fuck me, babe…” Before he even had a chance to reply, she added, “Don’t make me go out there and find someone else to do it…”

      He laughed as he moved over her again, his erection leaving a sticky trail of excitement where it dragged over her smooth skin. “We’re in the middle of nowhere. I’d like to see you try.”

      “I’m sure you would.”

      The look in her eye when she said it required further examination, but he couldn’t stop and think about it because she was turning them over. Megan hit her head on the pop-up ceiling, but didn’t slow down. Tom felt seen by his wife in a way that he wasn’t entirely comfortable with.

      Those concerns were pushed out of his head when she straddled him and slipped his cock inside her. The enveloping velvety wetness made his eyes roll back and his brain shut down. Tom felt her muscles ripple around him and dug his fingers into her soft hips, sure he was going to come the moment he thrust up into her.

      “Easy cowboy…not too fast…I still need… Ohh god…yesss…babe…”

      “Is…that…what…you…need…”

      Megan was on top, but he was driving his cock up into her. He hadn’t totally given up control just because she’d mounted him. She was so flustered that she had trouble matching his rhythm, but when she finally found it, and they came together, it was magical.

      “Yesss…ohhh fuck…Tom…”

      The van began to subtly move with them. She rode him hard, hands braced on either side of his head while she rocked and slid back and forth on him. Her tits swayed between them, nipples dragging through his chest hair. They were too alluring, and Tom released her hips to grab them. He wasn’t gentle, and Megan rewarded him by driving even harder onto his cock.

      “Yes…yes…yes…oh fuck…yes…” She was chanting it as she fucked him.

      Tom spared a glance into the darkness beyond the mesh beside them. Only the dense trees waited out there, standing sentinel, but he couldn’t help thinking that if some lost hiker emerged from the woods, they’d see Megan up there, slamming her pussy onto his cock. Maybe they were even drawn by her loud moans into the still night.

      The idea of someone watching them—watching his beautiful wife in all her glory—was too much. Tom had had too much stimulation and too many dirty thoughts, and holding out any longer was impossible.

      “Meg…I can’t…”

      “It’s okay…babe…I’m almost…ohhh yesss!”

      Megan stopped moving and ground her hips, jamming him as deep as she could, and the power of her orgasm pulled him right along with her. Tom stared up at her—she was never more beautiful than when she was coming—and released, jetting his finish up inside her. Her pussy grasped him, like she wanted to milk it all out of him.

      Finally, with a tremor, she collapsed onto his chest. He struggled to breathe under her, but he didn’t even care. Tom wrapped his arms around her tight, appreciating just how lucky he was.
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      The plan was to head southwest. They’d connected with a nonprofit that built affordable housing in rural communities through their social media, and it had been a great partnership. The Hendersons had the chance to amplify a worthwhile cause and make a real difference in people’s lives. They got content out of their visits, of course, but they also did the actual work—unlike influencers who dropped by for a photo-op and went their merry way.

      They’d worked at three job sites around the country in the past year and a half, repairing storm-damaged houses or building new homes from scratch. Megan loved the chance to do something tangible to change people’s lives after more than a decade on Wall Street, where she’d made a small fortune helping rich people get richer.

      Sometimes, that work had felt like rearranging deck chairs on the Titanic. Swinging a hammer on a job site for a couple of days felt much more like real life than drinking mimosas with a bunch of tech bros in Patagonia vests. She tried not to hold it against Tom that he’d been one of those tech bros.

      This job site was outside of Bluff, a tiny town tucked into the red rock along the San Juan River that most people drove through without stopping. They were erecting a new prefab home for a single mom and her four children after their old house had been destroyed in the spring floods. When the water had receded, everything the family had owned was buried under four feet of thick river mud.

      Megan always found it sexy when Tom strapped on a tool belt and got sweaty. The contrast with his private equity days was a good reminder that he could be a real, rugged man when he chose to be. She would have liked to have seen more of it, but now that she was front and center in their social media, he spent most of his time filming her busting her ass to make a difference. She was a sweaty mess by noon on the first day and felt like she was doing all the work for both of them.

      The filming was icky to her—especially when Tom suggested she change outfits—but she understood that they had to play the game if they wanted the clicks, and this wasn’t just about her, but they were repping the charity. Their last visit had resulted in a huge spike in donations, so she sucked it up and put on the white, ribbed tank top and cut-off jean shorts with her work boots.

      No one looked at her like she was being obvious, but the outfit drew a lot of attention on a construction site with a lot of sweaty, dirty men who didn’t see too many women like Megan in their little town.

      They were impressed by her skills with a hammer, and she knew they were just saying that because they liked her tits. Her father had done all of the renovations on her family home back in Neptune, and he’d recruited his favorite tomboy daughter to be his assistant at an early age. The foreman was a leathery retired contractor named Dale, and his surprise at her perfect plumb only made Megan want to show off more.

      “Where’d you learn that?” he asked.

      “My dad, back in Neptune, Jersey.”

      Dale nodded like that explained everything. “Jersey girls.”

      “Watch out for this one,” one of the other men called out. “She’s from Jersey.”

      “Shit, that explains everything,” his friend laughed.

      The guys on the site accepted her into their group, and she proved she could give it back as good as she got it when the ribbing began. But becoming one of the boys didn’t mean they forgot she was a sexy little thing in a hard hat. She did her best to ignore the way they looked at her—or at least be disgusted by it—but she liked the attention of the rough and ready men more than she cared to admit. Feeling the heat of their eyes on her triggered a more visceral reaction than a bunch of hypothetical guys jerking off to her.

      The only person who seemed to enjoy Megan going back and forth with the construction workers more than she did was Tom. She caught the way he watched her with the volunteer construction workers while they tried to subtly flirt with her. He had that same eager look in his eyes that she saw when he discussed all the men following them online.

      Tom only turned sour when he overheard the men making digs about him holding the phone and taking pictures while his wife muscled a nailgun under control. Megan had caught the comments here and there and had chosen to ignore them. She understood these weren’t the most enlightened guys.

      “I’ve been doing work,” he complained when she pulled him aside. “I was out there with you guys.”

      “I know, baby.”

      “And they don’t get it, but taking pictures and videos of you is work, too. I’m not just taking pictures because you’re hot.”

      “But I am hot, right?” she asked, leaning up on her tiptoes and holding onto his t-shirt while she kissed him.

      “You’re so hot today, it’s almost indecent.”

      He stepped back to give her a once-over, which blipped on her radar, and she insisted that Tom show her the pictures he’d already taken. She only needed about three of them to see what he meant. Megan obviously realized that she was drenched in sweat, but she hadn’t known that the clinging tank top was so soaked-through that it had become translucent enough to make out the subtle lacy pattern of her bra. She was covered, but Megan felt exposed.

      “Jesus, Tom. Why didn’t you tell me everyone can see my tits?”

      “Because they can’t. No one can see your tits, Meg.” He must have read her expression because his expression rapidly went from amused to damage control. “It’s a trick of the camera lens. Seriously. The naked eye doesn’t see you the same way—like when a black dress looks sheer under a flash.”

      Megan grumbled. Tom wasn’t helping his case. Technically, he was right. The camera picked up details that a person would not, but when she looked down at her chest, the sweat-drenched tank top clung to her breasts like a second skin, and the pattern of her bra was faintly visible. She peeled it away, but knew it would be clinging again the moment she went back to work.

      Now she understood why the guys on the job site were paying extra attention to her. She didn’t mind the attention, but she didn’t want them to think she was a tease.

      “You could have warned me,” she said, turning away and walking back to the modular house to get to work. She wasn’t as angry as she seemed, but Tom could stew for a while anyway.

      Two days working in the heat left them drained and exhausted, but when the charity handed the keys to the new house to Destiny, the single mother whose home had been destroyed, Megan felt like the deep aches and exhaustion were worth it.

      The nonprofit asked Megan to hand over the keys, which felt wrong, but she did it when they insisted. They knew what the moment on her social media could do for them, and Tom readily agreed. But the moment felt dirty to her—dirtier than any comment left by a pervert on one of her videos—and she refused to let her husband post a video of the moment. A photograph was enough. She did not participate in the build for the clicks or the altruistic cred, and she didn’t want people to think she did.

      Megan loved connecting with people online, but it was yet another moment that made her question if she was willing to do it the way they had to do it.
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      They pushed west into New Mexico, which somehow felt like coming home to Megan. It was the furthest thing from where she grew up in suburban Central Jersey, but it felt like where she belonged.

      After spending the summers of her youth at the Jersey Shore, she always just assumed it was where she’d end up when she’d made her fortune and was ready for a simpler life, but the area around Jemez Springs felt like the place she’d been looking for her entire life. It was just another sign of how life on the road had taken her far away from who she thought she was and helped Megan find her true self.

      “This really is your place, isn’t it?” Tom asked, looking over from behind the wheel. He’d caught her getting misty-eyed as they began ascending into the mountains.

      “It’s just…everything,” she replied. “You see that, right?”

      His warm smile affected her just as much as the scenery around them. “When I see it through your eyes, I get it, Meg. This is beautiful country, and a woman like you deserves to be surrounded by beauty.”

      Every day, even when he got on her nerves—which was honestly more often now that they were confined to an extended Sprinter van with all of their worldly possessions—Tom found a way to remind Megan of why he was her person, and the way he looked at her when he gave that answer was a reminder that he got her in a way no one else ever had.

      The fact that he’d been willing to uproot his entire life and follow her onto the road was proof of that. She knew that he’d rather be in New York City, completely in his element, than in the vastness of mesas and scrub brush that was New Mexico, but that didn’t matter, because wherever Megan was, that was where he belonged.

      They made their way up into the hills on US 550, then onto Route 4 toward Jemez Springs. One of the things she loved most about the area was its weirdness. On one stretch, an old saddle shop sat right next to an upscale art gallery, both in the middle of nowhere on a dusty, desolate stretch of Route 4. A rundown bar—little more than a tin shack, really—sat across the street from both, in case the dust was too much for a traveler. Megan looked forward to stopping there for a cold one. And all of that was just down the road from a 5-star spa with one of the world’s most incredible hot springs.

      “Pull over. Up there on the right,” she directed, pointing ahead of them.

      “Why? We’ve been driving for hours. Don’t you just want to get situated at the campground and relax?”

      “That looks like a new boutique. I want to check it out. I promise I’ll be quick.”

      Tom gave into her excitement like a surrendering parent, the way he always did, and pulled into the small dirt parking lot with a sigh. They were in good company. He had to swing the van past a Range Rover and squeeze between a slick, silver Mercedes sedan and a Porsche Cayenne.

      She leaned over and kissed him. “Don’t be grumpy. I know you like watching me try on outfits. I promise if there’s one you really like, I’ll get it.”

      The boutique was wedged between a pottery studio and a place that appeared to sell exclusively turquoise, distinguished from its neighbors only by a sun-bleached wooden sign that said REVOLVER in hand-painted letters and a window display that was either explicitly oddly curated or complete chaos. She wasn’t sure which, and she loved it.

      Megan took a deep breath the moment she stepped inside. The scent was distinct and inviting—cedar and something faintly floral, but in the high-desert way, not fake or overpowering. The woman behind the counter had long, gray hair, held back with a simple silver cuff, and wore a long, denim dress, but she made it look stylish, not dowdy. She glanced up from her book when Megan walked in, but otherwise ignored her, which was perfect. Megan hated hovering saleswomen.

      The racks were filled with vintage pieces mixed with new pieces from local designers, alongside items that looked like her mother could have worn as a teenager—if her mother had been that cool. She went through a rack of dresses without much expectation. Megan didn’t find much reason to wear dresses on the road. Her wardrobe had become predictable and boring, but after years of dressing for a Wall Street job, comfort had become her number one priority.

      Finally, something caught her eye. She held it out in front of her and thought, Okay, this might do. It was certainly the kind of dress Tom would like. It was a dark rust-red cotton, nearly the same color as the canyon walls they’d been driving through. The color was uneven in spots, like it had been hand-dyed, which she loved. It was long, but she could leave as many of the tiny buttons that ran down the front open as she liked.

      “What do you think?” she asked, turning to her husband.

      He saw the length and made a face. “I found these, too.”

      Megan smiled at the options he’d chosen. They were predictably short or tight—or both. She would try them on to humor him, but they weren’t her. Not anymore.

      “Trust me, you’re gonna love this,” she said, taking his selections with her to the dressing room.

      Dressing booth was a more accurate description. The dimensions were tight, and she had to be careful when she moved, or she’d bang her elbows on the thin walls. Or worse, push out the loose curtain that protected her from being exposed to everyone.

      Stripping out of her leggings and tank top, Megan realized she hadn’t really looked at herself in a full-length mirror in days. She just didn’t do it much anymore. The last time was probably when they got day passes at that gym chain to shower. Her hair was messy in its loose ponytail, but freeing and fluffing it with her fingers helped. The wild, unkempt look worked for her. Her body wasn’t as tight as it had been when she went to a high-end Midtown gym four times a week, but she thought she looked stronger and healthier now. God, how did I find the time to even do that, working over sixty hours a week? she wondered.

      She tried on one of Tom’s suggestions first. She laughed to herself when she tried to tug it up her body. Does he really think my ass will fit in this? She pulled harder and got it up over her curves, but they were in danger of having to buy it no matter what because she thought a seam could burst at any second.

      The little silver tank dress fit her like a sausage casing. It was not flattering at all, which was why Megan was stunned by Tom’s wide smile when he saw it. He cannot possibly think this is sexy? Right? When he told her that she looked amazing, she shook her head and turned for the dressing room, giving him a perfect view of how it barely covered her ass, and fought the urge to tug the dress down.

      Tom’s second choice wasn’t much better, but at least it fit—sort of. It was crocheted and unlined, which was the first red flag. She could maybe see it as a beach cover-up, but not as a dress she’d wear in public. It was done in the colors of sunset, radiating out from the ring that held it together just below her breasts—barely held it together. It was backless and fit her butt okay, but with the deep halter neckline, Megan knew she’d have to keep pulling the dress in place, or she’d tumble out of it.

      She had to admit, she looked good in that dress, but it wasn’t anything she’d wear. Buying it would be pointless, especially when space was at a premium in the van. There was no room for clothes she’d never wear. But when she saw Tom’s reaction to her in it, she had to consider it a maybe.

      Finally, she modeled the dress she’d wanted all along for her husband, and he rewarded her with a reaction that admitted he’d been wrong and she was right. She’d left as many buttons open at the top as she thought she could get away with in the boutique—which required removing her sports bra—and truly was spilling out of the dress. She left enough buttons open at the bottom that when she posed, she nearly showed Tom everything.

      He loved the show so much that he tried to follow her into the dressing room, and she had to push him back. “If you’re patient, you might get lucky.”

      Megan left the boutique with her choice and the crocheted dress Tom loved. She convinced herself they could find space in the van for both, even though she couldn’t think of a time she’d wear either one.
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      Walking into the clean, upscale bathhouse, Megan knew that splurging to stay at the high-end resort was worth it. The campground section wasn’t as opulent as the resort proper, but the little details—like the bathhouse—signaled that they were somewhere nice. They stayed at a lot of campgrounds, all over the country, and most of the shower facilities they encountered ranged from I’ll suck it up and get through this to just no.

      The bathhouse at Ember & Stone at Jemez was altogether different. She wasn’t assaulted by the smell of mildew and antiseptic, and slowly rotting wood when she walked through the door, although the antiseptic was usually welcome because it meant that someone had cleaned the facility. The bathhouse instead smelled like eucalyptus and warm stone.

      The pine paneling on the interior, which led to stone-tiled surfaces by the showers, was all spotless. And the showers were four real stalls with doors, not poorly anchored plywood and a stained curtain. Instead of a long, low, narrow bench to balance her bags on, she found a wide locker room area.

      Megan didn’t consider herself a spoiled glamper, but looking around, she thought, I could get used to this. And she actually could. With their social media taking off, they suddenly had a lot more money to play around with. Even Tom, who was a strict budgeter, was loosening up.

      It had been a few days since the gym, and since no one was waiting for an open stall, she luxuriated in the endless hot water, letting the stinging needles of water scrub the grime and soreness of the road right out of her. Grooming on the road could be pretty hit-or-miss, but she made sure to get every spot clean and touch up her shaving down there since she had plans for her husband tonight. It had been a while since he’d gotten her smoothly shaved.

      Megan was brushing her hair at the long row of sinks when a redhead came strolling from the showers with a towel loosely knotted around her body. She’d heard someone else come in while she’d been in the nirvana of her own shower, and had been thankful there was no pressure or hot water drop-off. The woman took a toiletries bag from a nearby locker and joined Megan at the counter. The redhead seemed tiny next to her.

      “Sorry,” Megan said, pausing her brushing to sweep her things into a tighter area with her arm. “I have a tendency to sprawl when I have room. I think it’s a side effect of living in a van.”

      “I hope that’s not a van down by the river,” the redhead joked.

      Megan laughed. She was impressed that the woman even knew the reference. That SNL sketch had to be from the early 90s, and she didn’t look quite old enough to have been alive then. “Sometimes,” she answered with a shrug.

      The redhead joined her laughter. “I’m not throwing shade. Bobby and I are nomads, too. I get it. Take up all the room you need. I hope I’m not crowding you.”

      “No, you’re good. I’m Megan, by the way.”

      “Hey, Megan. I’m Alicia.”

      The women exchanged smiles, and Megan was struck by Alicia’s startling blue eyes. They were the kind of eyes men left their families for. With those eyes and her pretty smile and petite body, Megan was sure Alicia had left a trail of broken hearts in her wake.

      “If you’re on the road a lot too, you’ve got to appreciate those showers,” Megan said. “They’re heaven. Am I right?”

      “Oh my God! Are you kidding me? When I felt that water pressure, I wanted to move in! Seriously, that may be the most amazing thing I’ve felt in a long time.” Alicia smiled slyly. “Well, maybe not the most amazing thing. But outside of Bobby, it was.”

      Megan tried to mask her surprise—and failed. She considered herself on the upper end of the sex positivity scale, but she was not prepared for a woman she’d known for all of two minutes to tell her how amazing her husband—lover?—was in bed. She discreetly checked Alicia’s finger and found a ring there, but wasn’t sure it was a wedding ring. Regardless, the redhead’s frankness about her man’s prowess in bed was quite a gotcha moment.

      “Okay, then,” Megan replied, eyes wide. If I run into this Bobby while we’re here, I’ll be sure to give him a pat on the back.

      Alicia smiled. “Bobby is one of a kind. Trust me, you’ll know it if you see him. He’s the kind of man who lingers in your mind, if you know what I mean. But I’m sure you feel the same way about your husband…”

      “Tom,” Megan answered without thinking, wondering how Alicia knew she was married, but then, she was wearing a very obvious wedding band. It was lined with diamonds. “Tom is…”

      She hated that she paused. She was satisfied with her husband. It wasn’t that. Tom took care of all of her needs, and he did it very well. But she couldn’t muster the enthusiasm that Alicia was brimming with. She wondered how long the couple had been together, because the redhead was absolutely lovestruck.

      Megan couldn’t quite remember the last time she’d felt that way. Her love story with Tom was more of a slow burn. They met while she was working in M&A on Wall Street, where she was helping his VC firm with an acquisition. She’d never been the type to get giddy over a boy anyway. At least, not for love. There had been, however, a handful of boys who’d fucked her silly and left her giddy—like Tyquan, the track and field star she met while competing in college. He’d gone on to the Olympics, and Megan thought his gold medal was well earned.

      “I’m sure Tom is amazing, too. You wouldn’t settle for anything less, would you? We ladies deserve a man who can rock our world, right?”

      “Yeah, of course we do,” Megan replied, still feeling guilty about pausing. “My husband…Tom…he still rocks my world. We’ve been together almost fifteen years, and I love him just as much as I did in the beginning.”

      “Oh my God! I’m sorry! Am I making you uncomfortable? Bobby says sometimes words bypass my brain and just come out of my mouth.”

      Alicia reached over and laid a hand on Megan’s arm. The caress was warm and so tender that the taller woman noticed. The motion also made the redhead’s carelessly-tied towel slip, exposing her pert, perfect left breast in all its glory. Megan played sports all through high school and college, so she was very used to locker room nudity, but caught off guard, she ended up staring at Alicia’s pale, puffy pink nipple for way too long. She only snapped out of it when she realized she was staring.

      “No, not at all. It’s refreshing, actually. I like it when people are comfortable enough to just be themselves.” It was true, although Megan might have preferred it if they’d known each other a little bit better before sharing how amazing her sex life was and exposing herself. Alicia didn’t seem to be in any hurry to cover herself either. Megan politely cleared her throat and said, “You’re losing your towel.”

      “Oh, sorry. I really need to pay more attention.” She slowly tugged her towel back into place, but her smile said she’d known she was hanging out of it the entire time.

      Megan laughed. “Let me guess, Bobby tells you that, too.”

      “I know I talk about him too much.” She giggled. Megan hadn’t heard a grown woman giggle in a long time, but Alicia was so cute that it worked for her. “But I swear I’m not one of those little ladies who just makes their man their whole world…”

      “Like a trad wife?”

      “I don’t know what that is,” Alicia finished. “Bobby and I have been together six years, but I swear it still feels like we’re newlyweds. If we run into each other around the campground or the spa, you’ll see it for yourself.”

      “I’m not judging. I think it’s great that you two are like that. More couples should hold onto that energy.”

      “You and Tom must still have it.” She paused to take a slow, deliberate look at Megan, who oddly got the same vibe as when a guy was checking her out. She wasn’t in a towel like Alicia. She’d changed into a tank top and leggings. Megan wasn’t opposed to that sort of thing—even if she’d never done anything about it—but it was unexpected since the redhead was all about Bobby. “Yeah, with a wife who looks like that, Tom definitely must still have that energy for you.”

      “Stop…please. I’m just a woman, like anyone else. Just like you.” Megan felt heat rising to her cheeks. Plenty of guys online agreed with the redhead, but she wasn’t used to hearing it from a real person so directly. Alicia couldn’t be flirting with her, but still…

      “And I know I’m hot,” Alicia replied.

      “Okay then,” Megan said, staring. “I like the confidence.” She couldn’t argue that a woman as pretty as Alicia had every right to it.

      Both women laughed, and it was a good palate cleanser. Megan was ready to talk about something less weird.

      They moved on to talking about life on the road. Megan learned that Alicia and Bobby were full-time, just like her and Tom, not tourists like the Boomers in the humongous $500,000 RVs. The other couple sounded like they were also very much go-with-the-flow types like her and Tom, which made Megan like her new friend even more. She was a little jealous, too. Alicia didn’t have to deal with the pressure of being an influencer. She could just enjoy the road. Megan missed those days.

      Megan checked the time on her smart watch and realized she had to get moving. She hurriedly gathered her things. It was a ten-minute walk back to their campsite.

      “How long are you guys here for?” Megan asked.

      “A couple days, at least. We need to take a minute and figure out where we’re gonna head next.”

      “Isn’t that great? I could never go back to working a real job and having to worry about keeping a house. I was made for this life.”

      Alicia beamed. “Me too. I always felt out of place when I was trying to be who my family and my teachers and friends thought I should be. I know how it sounds, but meeting Bobby changed everything for me.”

      “I think it sounds sweet. In the right relationship, your partner supports you becoming your fully realized self. You’re lucky, Alicia. I hope we do run into you guys. I’d love to meet your Saint Bobby.”

      The redhead smiled cryptically. “Be careful what you wish for, Meg.”

      Megan hurried back to the van, wondering what exactly to make of Alicia. She was fascinated and a little scared—with just a dash of envy. She wished she could find her inner free spirit.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            six

          

        

      

    

    
      Tom was outside at the slide-out prep table tossing a salad while Megan was in the van getting dressed. A timer was set on his phone, so he remembered to flip the steaks on the wood-fired grill at the right time. Sometimes he got distracted if there were too many things going on, and glancing across the dirt road running through the campground, he kept catching glimpses of a little redhead who was definitely distracting.

      The campsites at Ember & Stone were partially screened by scrubby mountain mahoganies and tall grasses to give each site a little privacy. They were nicely spaced as well, rather than those cheaper campgrounds that slapped campsites right next to each other in long rows.

      Tom kept spotting the redhead when she walked around the front of the old RV parked across the way. It was a road-worn Coachman that had to be at least twenty years old, and he thought a woman that pretty deserved to be riding in a better vehicle. She was wearing a light green sundress that showed off that she had amazing legs, despite being so petite.

      He didn’t feel guilty about checking out the other woman. A guy could appreciate a little variety every once in a while, couldn’t he? This woman was Megan’s polar opposite. Besides, he never forgot that he was married to the hottest woman on the planet.

      The redhead caught him looking and gave a little wave. He returned it and hoped he seemed neighborly and not creepy. She didn’t realize he’d been staring at her ass, right? He loved his wife’s ass, but the redhead looked like she had a very tight ass.

      Thinking of his wife made Tom wonder what was taking so long in the van. It was not like Megan to take forever to get ready. Even back in their days going out in the city, she’d always been able to be effortlessly gorgeous in under an hour. He’d dated some very high-maintenance women before her, and that was one of the things that impressed him the most about her.

      Although she could put a little more effort in than she does these days. No one appreciated the way Megan filled out a tank top and leggings more than he did, but he missed the days of his wife doing her hair, throwing on a little make-up, and wearing one of those cocktail dresses. She’d had a closet full of them. Watching her try on dresses in that boutique had been a nice throwback.

      The alarm went off, and he went over to flip the steaks. The fresh sizzle when they hit the grill again was so satisfying. The heat reminded him of Megan on that worksite, and he realized he was being unfair. She looked incredible in that white tank top and those Daisy Dukes—she would never call her cut-offs that, but he preferred to think of them that way.

      Tom would never admit it aloud, but the best part was that the other guys building that house appreciated the view even more than he did. They were all good, Christian men—building a house for a family that was truly in need—but that didn’t mean they were above staring at Megan’s tits when she started sweating hard, and that tank top got soaked. But they might have loved the view when she bent over to grab a tool even better.

      He’d thought the grabbing tools pun several times on the worksite. He wasn’t proud of it.

      Watching the men watch Megan was like their video comments coming alive. No one said the things he read online—not out loud, at least—but he knew they were thinking them. He imagined those looks on their faces were the same ones their viewers had right before they jerked off to a video of Megan doing something innocent like swinging into a lake on a tire swing.

      The guys from the jobsite went home and jerked off to his wife. Tom was sure of it. At least, they were thinking of her when they gave their wives the best three minutes they’d had in years. He sympathized. Sometimes he had trouble lasting when he stared at his wife’s tits.

      “I hope dinner’s almost ready. I’m starving,” Megan said from behind him. He hadn’t noticed the sound of the van door sliding open.

      Tom turned and nearly dropped the spatula. She posed with a sandaled foot on the ground and one of the van’s runners. And she was clearly posing. He felt like a heel for whining in his head that she wasn’t putting the effort in lately, because she’d put all the effort in tonight.

      The dress wasn’t the crocheted one he’d picked out, but he didn’t even care. He’d only taken it off the rack because he wanted to see her in it. He didn’t seriously think she’d ever wear a see-through dress.

      The rust-colored dress she chose was perfect. He hadn’t been impressed at first because the dress was long, and he liked it when Megan showed off her long legs, but she left enough buttons open below the waist that the dress fell open and nearly showed him everything. He would have seen what color her panties were if he’d had the right angle. She’d left enough buttons open at the top that she might tumble out of the dress any second, and she clearly wasn’t wearing a bra.

      I wonder if she’s wearing anything under that, he thought. His wife was no stranger to going commando.

      Megan smiled at his reaction and raked her fingers through her long, loose, dark hair. “Did you forget I don’t like my steak well done?”

      “Oh, shit. Sorry.”

      Tom grabbed the plate he’d set on the rock beside the grill and rushed to rescue the steaks from the flames.

      “I guess it’s not your fault. You’re just a man,” she laughed, her chest giving a bounce when she stepped down out of the van.

      “Yeah, you know exactly what you’re doing.” He laughed, too.

      “Do I?”

      “Always, honey.”

      One of the sexiest things about his wife was that while she was very much a tomboy and the girl-next-door, she’d been gifted with the body of a fertility idol, and she didn’t try to hide it like she was ashamed, the way a lot of women did. He rarely pried the truth out of her, but Megan enjoyed her effect on men as much as he enjoyed seeing it.

      Tom took the steaks to the picnic table and fetched the salad, while Megan dug into the cooler for two cans—a Surfside for her and Stella for him. He was sure she took her time bending over to reach into the cooler because her entire chest was hanging out for his enjoyment. He almost tripped and face-planted.

      The sun set while they ate at the picnic table and made small talk. The sunsets really were stunning out there. He was still more of a city guy, but he got what his wife saw in the open country. Tom deliberately avoided business—no talk of demographics or sponsorship deals. He knew the business side of their roaming lifestyle was taking a toll on her. Megan loved posting content, but she hated that it had become a job. He sympathized, but his practical side couldn’t ignore the money.

      They had plenty in the bank. They’d both done extremely well on Wall Street and then padded that nest egg when they sold almost everything and bought the Sprinter van. But the money coming in from their social media content meant that they didn’t have to touch the principal on their money. They would have been fine without the extra income, and sometimes he questioned if it was worth the conflict with Megan, but he reasoned that if she put her foot down, they would stop. When that happened, they would go back to posting for fun whenever she felt like it. He would miss that side of it, but he would suck it up for her. He’d do anything for her. That was why he was out in the middle of nowhere New Mexico, living out of a cramped van in the first place.

      Tom’s dirty little secret was that he was bored with the vanlife. He’d been totally into the planning of it, getting their condo on the market and figuring out the finances, picking and customizing the van, organizing their things, but life on the road rapidly became tedious for him. He loved visiting interesting places and spending so much time with Megan, but those hours and hours of driving from place to place were just mind-numbing. And as much as he loved his wife, spending that much time cooped up in a constricted space with anyone was bound to lead to conflict.

      Which was why he gave himself a pass on checking the redhead out earlier. It wasn’t that he didn’t love his wife, but he liked having something different to appreciate.

      Megan was telling him about how amazing the bathhouse was when the redhead walked into view again across the way. Sitting at the picnic table, he could see deeper into the other campsite, and there she was, talking to some hulk of a man with a beard. Tom wasn’t sure because of the distance, but the man looked like he was covered in tattoos. It wasn’t just the RV that he thought she could do better on.

      “What’s got your sudden attention? There’s not a bobcat, is there?” Megan asked.

      “No, nothing. Just, we’re not quite alone out here anymore. Someone is occupying the site across the road now.”

      “I saw that earlier. It’s also hard to miss their music. Hope they turn that down soon.” Loud, country music had been floating across the road from the other campsite for a while. “But we’ll still have plenty of privacy, babe,” she replied, leaning forward to draw his attention back to her. It was a temptation he couldn’t resist.

      Megan followed his eyeline as he looked down her dress, and he was caught. Tom began formulating excuses, but he didn’t need to.

      “Hey, that’s the woman I was telling you about, Alicia. What a weird coincidence that she ended up right across from us.” She paused like she was evaluating something and added, “And that must be the famous Bobby.”

      “Famous Bobby?”

      She laughed. “No, not really. He’s her boyfriend, and she couldn’t stop going on and on about him. Sounded maybe a little co-dependent, but I don’t want to judge. He obviously makes her happy.”

      Tom couldn’t see how a roughneck like that could make the petite redhead happy, but it was her life. He didn’t stop to examine why he seemed a little bit jealous of the famous Bobby, but maybe it was because Megan clearly paused to check him out. He’d been eyeing up Alicia for the past forty-five minutes, and his wife didn’t seem to notice, which was a good thing. He’d take the win.

      “They look a little…” he started.

      “Be nice. Not everyone was born with a silver spoon in their mouth like you, babe.”

      “I was not. I grew up just like everyone else…”

      “Everyone else whose family had a house at Cape Cod, and sent them to The Hill School.”

      “I am not a snob!”

      Megan leaned across the picnic table and kissed him. “I appreciate that you like the good life. It means I have nice things.”

      “Can you imagine being on the road in that?” he asked.

      “It’s not shiny and new, but it’s fine. It’s got more room than our rig.”

      “We could have gotten an RV, Meg. You wanted…”

      “That wasn’t a dig. I’m just saying it’s a perfectly fine RV.”

      He let it go because he didn’t want to be the snob she accused him of being, and he didn’t want to do anything to jeopardize getting her out of that dress.  He was turning his attention back to his steak when he saw Bobby staring back at them. They’d been caught looking, and the man didn’t seem happy about it.

      Tom thought that Bobby looked like the sort who wasn’t happy about anything. “Oh, shit. Is he mad? Are they going to come over here?” He wasn’t a pussy, but seeing a man like Bobby made Tom lean into the flight side of fight or flight.

      “No, why would he be mad? We’re just looking across the road. He couldn’t possibly have heard you from that distance, especially over their music.”

      He wasn’t so sure that Megan was right, but then Alicia lit up and waved with the enthusiasm of a teenager. She doesn’t look that young, Tom thought, wondering how old the redhead was. From across the road, she looked like she could have been anywhere from eighteen to thirty, and anything in that age range would have been too young for Bobby.

      “See, there’s no problem,” Megan said, returning the wave.

      Alicia started toward them. Bobby sullenly followed. Tom had at least one thing in common with the bearded man. They were both at the mercy of their women.

      “Meg! Hi! Are you guys really staying here?” Alicia called out.

      “Right here,” Megan answered with a tight smile. She was friendly, but Tom knew she didn’t want their plans interrupted any more than he did. His wife was a force of nature when she wanted sex, and God help anyone who got in the way.

      Now that he had a closer look, Alicia and Bobby looked like even more of a mismatch. Alicia was clearly younger than her man—Tom noted the absence of wedding rings—and although she wasn’t as fresh-faced as he’d thought from a distance, she was still too hot for her mountain man boyfriend. Tom tried not to dwell on what a tight little package Alicia was and sized up her man.

      If Alicia looked like she was between twenty-five and thirty—Tom narrowed his estimate now that she was close—Bobby looked like he was at least forty. The man had some serious miles on him if he wasn’t. The beard was much bushier than Tom’s, but it wasn’t unkempt. It was just big. Bobby looked like one of those prepper guys who was always ready for trouble. His eyes—green or gray, it was hard to tell in the fading light—were similarly alert, haunted. His thick arms were covered with tattoo sleeves, mostly of military imagery, with some tribal stuff thrown in for good measure. Tom assumed Bobby had to have served. No one would have the nerve to sport that many military tattoos without having earned them.

      Alicia pulled Megan right into a hug, which seemed like a lot of familiarity for someone his wife had just met. Fortunately, she was also a hugger. Megan pulled the smaller woman into an embrace, and Alicia clung tightly to her. The hug lingered longer than a standard friendly hug, but Tom didn’t mind watching the women pressed together.

      “Hey, bro, I’m Bobby,” the large, bearded man said, offering his hand.

      “Tom.”

      The handshake was crushing, as expected. Bobby looked like the sort of guy who wanted to prove his dominance that way, but Tom held his own. He wasn’t a rock like Bobby, but he kept fit—even if vanlife made that harder sometimes. He was pleased when the other man gave a tight nod, showing respect.

      “I’m so happy you guys are so close. We’ll have someone to hang out with. This end of the campground seems deserted except for us,” Alicia said.

      “I’m sure most of the people who come to Ember & Stone stay at the hacienda, although I saw some very nice RVs closer to the main facilities. I guess those people don’t want to walk,” Megan replied, releasing the redhead, who clung for an additional moment before letting go.

      “Don’t they all tow a golf cart anyway? It must be crazy to have that kind of money and privilege. They go camping, but not really.”

      Tom stayed silent. He would have been perfectly happy if their vanlife included one of those luxurious mansions on wheels. They had the money, but that was not their path. Megan insisted that hitting the road was all about simplifying their life. As usual, she got what she wanted.

      “Right?” Megan agreed. “If you’re basically taking your house with you, what’s the point? I want to be out living in nature, not hiding from it.”

      Standing back from Megan, Alicia took her in and said, “Wow, I love that dress.”

      “Thanks. I got it just down the road. I don’t know if you guys noticed that boutique on the way up. They had some cool stuff there. You should stop on your way back down.”

      Tom saw his wife glowing from the compliment. She was humble on the outside, but she low-key loved attention. That was one of the things that was so appealing about her. She knew she was sexy, but she didn’t seek out that kind of attention. To him, that meant it was even sexier when she received it.

      “Maybe you and I can run down there tomorrow, and we can do some shopping together,” Alicia suggested.

      Tom saw that his wife was surprised and trying to hide it. Running for a shopping trip with a woman she barely knew wasn’t something Megan would ordinarily do, but she pasted on a smile and replied, “Maybe, if there’s time. I’m dying to get into the spring pools and just stay there. That’s what my day looks like.”

      Alicia lit up. “Me too! It’s all I’ve been thinking about on the drive here. Isn’t that true, Bobby?”

      The bearded man cracked a sly, sideways smile and agreed. “Yeah, she won’t shut up about it. I don’t know if it’s my thing, but I’ll do it if it makes my Ali happy.”

      “Oh, baby. You’re so good to me.”

      The redhead plastered herself to her man and boosted on her tiptoes, pulling him down into a kiss. It wasn’t a quick, appreciative peck a couple might share with others around, but a deep, lingering kiss. Tom and Megan exchanged a look while the other couple made out. She had a can-you-believe-this expression, while Tom’s cheeks flushed because he found watching the cute redhead making out—even with that guy—to be a turn on.

      The couple pulled apart, and Bobby had a cocky grin, while Alicia looked as flush as Tom felt. She pressed her hand to her wet lips and said, “Sorry, sometimes I just can’t help myself, and I get carried away.”

      “Don’t hear me complaining,” Bobby said.

      “Did you say you’ve been together six years? I think it’s awesome that you’re both so into each other,” Megan replied, and Tom hoped that wasn’t a hint of envy he heard in his wife’s voice.

      We’re still that into each other? Aren’t we? he wondered. He couldn’t stop thinking about tearing that dress off her—even when he was momentarily distracted by Alicia.

      “I’m sure you guys are still all over each other. How could you not be, Meg, when you’ve got this guy?”

      Tom stiffened when Alicia reached over and tickled her nails down his chest. Even through his shirt, it sent a current through him that brought his cock to full attention. Although, to be fair, he’d already been halfway there. He expected a man like Bobby to fly into a jealous rage, but instead the other man had a serene look. It was more than that he didn’t mind. He seemed to be enjoying the effect his woman had on Tom.

      “Yeah, I don’t know how I ever resist him.” The words dripped with sarcasm. “I walk around with a constant lady boner.” But then Megan leaned in and kissed him—albeit not in the same way Alicia had poured herself into Bobby.  She pulled back, smiling. “Seriously, you know I love you, babe, right?”

      “I know,” he replied, giving her another quick kiss.

      “Hey, you gotta keep them wanting it, or they’re going to look for it somewhere else. Am I right?” Bobby punctuated the question with a hard slap to Tom’s chest. Tom just managed to absorb it without staggering back.

      “I think I know how to keep Meg’s attention.”

      “You know you do,” she replied with a purring sound—and a toned-down hint of sarcasm.

      Alicia glanced at the picnic table like she’d just noticed it. “Oh, my god. Did we interrupt your dinner? I’m so sorry. Bobby, we should go.”

      “It’s fine, really. We’re almost done anyway,” Megan replied.

      Didn’t we just start? Tom wondered.

      “No, we’ll let you guys be. But why don’t you come over in about an hour? We’ll have the campfire going…some good tunes on…we’ll have some beers. It’ll be awesome.”

      “I don’t know, we were on the road for a long time today, and it’s getting late,” Tom complained. He’d have loved to keep checking Alicia out in that dress, but he really needed to make love to his wife and relieve the pressure.

      Megan looked torn, surprising him. He was sure she wanted it just as much as he did. She was more social than Tom, but that didn’t outweigh being horny. At least, it never had before. But now that he was really paying attention, he was sure he caught her giving Bobby a longer look—just the way Tom had been checking out Alicia when he thought he could get away with it.

      No way. She’d never… he thought.

      “Don’t be a pussy, bro. I know you can hang,” Bobby said, his rumbling voice encouraging, not mocking. Still, Tom didn’t like being called a pussy.

      “He’s right. I want to get up early tomorrow, so we should try to get our rest tonight,” Megan added.

      “Aww, come on, Meg. We’ve both been on the road with only our guys—sorry boys—for company. I don’t know about you, but I could use a little girl time.”

      “One beer, bro. And then if you feel like you need to get to bed…” Bobby paused for a glance at Megan that said he knew exactly why Tom wanted to get to bed. “…take off with your lady. No hard feelings.”

      The look Bobby gave his wife made Tom even harder, but it made his scalp tickle with danger. The bearded man did not seem like someone who’d stop at looking. He knew Megan was faithful, but did part of him—maybe—wish she wasn’t.

      No, that was insanity.

      “Maybe tomorrow night, guys…” Megan said.

      “Okay, let us wrap up dinner, and then we’ll stop over for a minute,” Tom interrupted.

      Megan shot him an are you crazy look, but the damage was done, and she forced a smile. “We’ll stop on over as soon as we’re done with dinner.”

      “Awesome! I can’t wait!” Alicia replied, literally bouncing with excitement.

      “The ladies always get their way, don’t they, bro? We’re just along for the ride,” Bobby said.

      “Somehow they do,” Tom agreed. “They always do.”
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      “Jesus…Meg…now?”

      Tom was barely holding it together. He knew he was going to get laid before the night was over, but events had taken an odd turn. After their campsite neighbors returned home, they did not finish dinner, they did not clean up dinner, but Megan shoved him toward the van and didn’t even fully pull the door closed before she unbuttoned the top of her dress to show him that she wasn’t wearing a bra. He barely had time to take that all in before her next move.

      Megan sank to her knees on the van floor, yanked his shorts down, and took his cock in her mouth.

      He was pretty sure it had been months since his last spontaneous blowjob. Looking back, he thought it had been at a rest stop in the Texas Panhandle when he’d agreed to do the rest of the driving for the night. She’d stretched herself over and swallowed his load right there in the driver’s seat. She didn’t even stop when he’d warned someone was walking by, but paused, as if going motionless would make her invisible.

      Megan stared up at him, pretty dark eyes blazing as she took him deeper and deeper with every bob of her head. Her grasp on his base was tight, and she pumped it in time with her sucking mouth. She gave a masterclass blowjob when she was in the mood, and something had obviously gotten her there.

      Christ, it wasn’t Bobby, was it?

      The thought came out of nowhere, but the way he’d caught his wife looking at the other man was still in his head. The possibility gave his stomach a little flip, but made his cock surge in her mouth. He sure as hell wasn’t going to ask her about it and break the mood.

      Tom rested his hand on the back of her head, but she pushed it away and slowed her bobbing. She was fully in control. He moaned and sagged back against the wall. Her eyes crinkled with a triumphant smile that her mouth was too busy to convey.

      Megan slipped him nearly all the way out, intensely sucked the head while she stared at him, and plunged him back deep, nearly into her throat. She never quite took him into her throat, but a woman like her didn’t need to deep throat to get a guy off. Tom was sure she was the best blowjob any of the men before him had ever had.

      “Meg…Meg…I…shit…Meg…” he gasped. He was trying to warn her because if he blew his load in her mouth, it was going to be a minute before he could give her what he knew she wanted.

      The blowjob stopped as abruptly as it had started. Megan gave his tip a lip-smacking kiss and wiped her mouth on the back of her hand, sitting back on her heels. Her tits hung out, full and ripe, like they were taunting him. Tom’s head spun. He didn’t know what was going on. If she wanted to stop to fuck, she didn’t have to do it that suddenly.

      “Now you get to be as frustrated as I am until we get back here,” she said, slowly buttoning up her dress and putting her breasts away—but not quite. She left it as open as before, so she was nearly exposed if she moved wrong.

      Tom stammered, speechless from whiplash. Finally, he managed, “We can stay here. What are they going to do?”

      “Nope, we said we’d go over, so we’re going over. And you can think about this the whole time we’re there.”

      His brain was still working very slowly because all of his blood flow was directed lower. Instead of arguing, he said, “Don’t you think you’d better…uh…button up?”

      Megan smiled. “I don’t know. Bobby seemed to enjoy the view earlier. But you should put that thing away.”

      Tom looked down at his dick like he didn’t know it was still hanging out. It twitched with his pulse. He hadn’t seen this side of his wife in a very long time. And it scared and excited him as much as it always had.
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      He wants to fuck her… I think she wants it, too… Christ, why is that so fucking hot…

      The thought scrolled through his head like one of those tickers at the bottom of a cable news channel, while he drove his cock down into Megan as hard as he could. Her legs were up over his forearms and sweat poured off him, despite the cool nighttime breeze coming through the screens around them. They were making love in the pop-up bed on top of the van. Calling it making love was a stretch when Tom was doomscrolling the way Megan and Bobby kept looking at each other all night.

      “Yes…God yesss… Harder, babe… Oh God…harder, babe…”

      Tom tried to find another gear, but he was already throwing himself into her as hard as he could. The van rocked beneath them, and he fancied that they might even dent the roof under the pop-up, but he couldn’t keep the intrusive thoughts at bay.

      He could give it to you harder… He could probably break you in half…

      An image of the bearded, former Navy SEAL on top of Megan popped into his head, and Tom groaned, nearly spilling his seed. The idea of that hairy, tattooed man with his pretty, cheery wife was so wrong, but…

      “Yes!” she cried. “Yes…babe…just…like…that…”

      They’d both gone over to see Bobby and Alicia all revved up, but their evening with their campsite neighbors had been unexpectedly sexy. Tom got the vibe early on that it wasn’t going to be just a couple of beers.

      It had been so long that Tom wasn’t even sure that Alicia was flirting with him at first. They were all doing the usual get-to-know-you small talk, but there was an undercurrent. She was a nice suburban girl who met Bobby while on a girls’ weekend in New Orleans, and the rest was history. She fell head over heels and left her boring life—the English degree from Rosemont College had only gotten her an admin assistant job—behind to hit the road with her knight in tarnished armor.

      But was she so head over heels? Tom noticed the way she smiled at him from across the fire early on. Once he figured out it wasn’t all in his head, he allowed himself to return the smile. Alicia was very interested in his background, and he was surprised to find out they’d had similar upbringings. He couldn’t believe a girl like her from a nice Main Line, suburban Philadelphia family was with someone like Bobby. The mystery deepened.  He didn’t want to believe it was because the man had fucked the sense out of the redhead, not with the way Bobby was openly flirting with Megan.

      Bobby had been in the military, as Tom suspected, but he wasn’t just a grunt. He’d been a Navy SEAL, because of course he’d been. That explained the trident on his bicep. Megan had been more impressed with that than Tom liked. The military man shied away from what he’d actually done while in the SEALS. His shrug was casual—like it was no big deal—but the look in his eyes said he’d seen some shit. Tom couldn’t even imagine. He didn’t see himself as a beta, but he felt like a pussy next to Bobby.

      That haunted look had passed the moment the SEAL turned his attention to Megan. The other reason Tom had missed Alicia’s flirting was that he’d been fascinated watching his wife actively flirt with another man. Jealousy had bubbled in his gut, but he tingled with an excitement he’d only felt once before.

      Bobby was deeply interested in what Megan loved about being on the road, reacting like they were kindred spirits. Tom thought his wife couldn’t be more different from the military man, but the way she deeply engaged with him suggested that she saw it Bobby’s way, not his.

      “Oh God… Yes! That’s it! Don’t…stop… Don’t…you…stop!” Megan cried.

      Tom didn’t need the instruction. He had to assert his dominance with all those thoughts of Bobby and Megan in his head. And thinking that Alicia wanted to fuck him—just maybe—gave him a little extra juice.

      When he’d gotten up for his third beer, Alicia and Megan had changed positions at the fire, putting the redhead in the camp chair beside Tom, where his wife had been. He hadn’t had the chance to ask Megan what Alicia had said to get her to move, but he didn’t think she’d needed much convincing.

      The beautiful woman demanded his attention. Her pale, freckled skin glowed in the firelight, and her copper hair seemed to have a life of its own in the dancing light and shadows. Her blue eyes sparkled with a challenge, and he was afraid to find out exactly what that was. He reminded himself more than once that he was a married man.

      He should have reminded Megan.

      Her chair was close to Bobby’s, but she’d leaned closer, her hand resting on his tattooed forearm. Tom saw the other man staring down her dress—right at her tits. Bobby had kept looking up to stay engaged with Megan, but his eyes had kept drifting back down. She had amazing tits. Tom didn’t blame him at all. But the hunger for Megan he’d seen in Bobby felt like trouble.

      Tom had poured his jealousy and discomfort into Alicia, and she ate up the attention. She seemed like the kind of woman who’d do anything for attention, which the darker parts of Tom found very appealing. He liked a pliant woman, and Megan had never been quite that—not for him anyway.

      Alicia didn’t seem to be wearing much more than Megan under her dress. The fire had highlighted the sharp points of her nipples in the thin fabric of her tiny, floral summer dress. It covered so little she’d have been freezing without the fire. The outline of her slender body had been clear through the dress in that firelight, and all he’d been able to think about was seeing her out of that dress.

      By the time they’d stumbled back to their van, the Hendersons had been all over each other. Tom had pinned Megan against the side, and she’d pulled her dress open while they made out. She’d never gotten out of it. The dress still hung from her shoulders while they fucked in the pop-up.

      “Yes! Yes! Ohmygod…yes!”

      “Meg…you’re…they’ll…” Tom grunted, short of breath from the effort to make his wife come, which she was doing at full volume, shouting her orgasm into the dark, high-desert night.

      She obviously didn’t care if the couple across the narrow road overheard them. Does she want him to hear her? Does he like hearing Meg come? Tom stopped worrying, realizing that he wanted Alicia to hear how hard he made Megan come.

      Megan tightened her sheath around him, and Tom knew he was just about done. He dropped her legs from his arms, and she immediately locked them around his waist, pulling him down into her. Her nails dug into his back, and her eyes were closed in concentration. He realized they’d been closed the whole time.

      “Don’t stop…babe…don’t… I’m… I’m… Ohmygod! Tom!”

      He was certain she was coming again, right on the heels of her first orgasm, and that was it for him. She could beg for him to keep going as much as she wanted. Tom’s lust for his wife was too great.

      “Meg…I’m…shit…I’m…”

      He buried himself deep and unleashed with a low groan. Tom always sounded like he was dying when he came. Megan had been teasing him about it for years. And when he’d drained his balls in his wife, he went limp.

      “Oh God, that was so good, babe,” she said, her voice soft and unsteady, and full of joy like it always was when she came particularly hard.

      “Yeah?” he panted.

      “Oh, yeah.” She laughed. “You were inspired tonight. Wonder why?”

      He stiffened. Megan couldn’t possibly be angry that he was flirting with Alicia, could she? She wasn’t usually a hypocrite. “What?”

      She pushed against his shoulders. “Get off me. You’re all sweaty, and I need to breathe.” Once he rolled onto his side, she took a deep breath. He loved the way it made her tits move. “I think you were inspired by a certain little redhead.”

      “Meg…”

      “Relax. I get it. She’s really cute. It would be weird if you weren’t looking at her in that dress. And you weren’t terrible about it. Honestly…I don’t know…maybe there was even something hot about seeing the way you lit up.”

      “The way I lit up?” he chuckled. “I thought you might climb into Bobby’s lap.”

      “That’s… No way… You’re crazy. I was not…”

      “Hey, I don’t mind either. If flirting with a Navy SEAL makes you fuck like that, I’m not going to complain, Meg.”

      “I was not… He’s not… That’s not why I…”

      Tom caressed her hot, bare thigh. “It’s okay. Really. Don’t be defensive about it. We’re married. We’re not dead.” He wasn’t going to tell her he understood the attraction like she complimented Alicia. He got it on some level, but he did not get why a woman like his wife would be attracted to a brute like Bobby.

      “I’m not admitting anything, but did we just have sex thinking about other people?” Megan sounded a bit shook.

      “Without admitting anything…maybe? Married people fantasize. It’s not unusual.”

      She turned onto her side, fixing him with an intense look. “Do you do that often? Think about other…”

      “No. I don’t need to. Christ, Meg, I don’t need to fantasize about other women with a wife like you.”

      His gaze trailed down the long line of her curves. It was the partial truth. He hadn’t been thinking about Alicia—much—while they’d been having sex. He was thinking about Megan, but he wasn’t going to admit what he’d been thinking about her.

      “I’ll accept the lie because I like it.” She laughed. “God, they totally heard us, didn’t they?”

      “Us? Not us.”

      Megan managed to look sheepish, but she couldn’t blush. She was still flushed from the sex. “Sorry. I just kinda let go.”

      “Never apologize for letting go during sex. Besides, after the way Bobby was looking at you all night, I think it’s good for him to hear what he’s missing out on. Let it haunt his dreams.”

      “That’s not nice,” she fake-pouted. “I’m sure he was all about Ali when we left. Those two are crazy about each other. They probably did it on the picnic table. They seem like the type.”

      “Yeah, he probably bent her over it.” Tom got a twitch back in his cock picturing it. He honestly didn’t need any other women in his head besides Megan, but thinking about the redhead getting railed was fun.

      “Yeah,” Megan wistfully replied. “She’s a tiny thing. I bet he tosses her around.”

      “She is. I wonder if he’s even up to the challenge of a woman like you.”

      “Do you?”

      “No… It’s just a figure of speech.” He knew it wasn’t. “I didn’t mean…that.” He took a deep breath and tried to take a left turn. “But they are swingers, right? I mean, that’s why I…”

      “Oh yeah, babe. They totally want to fuck us.”

      The way she so casually said it was a little frightening, but it was a relief that he wasn’t losing his mind. He’d been picking up that vibe all night. “Glad it’s not just me. I swear that’s why they invited us over. We’d be in their shitty RV right now if that was our thing.”

      “Be nice, babe.”

      “Yeah, yeah. Sorry.”

      “Is it? Our thing?”

      “Meg… What…”

      “I’m not saying we should’ve… Or that we should…”

      “Right. We definitely should not be over there fucking Alicia and Bobby right now. Who would be in the bunk over the driver’s compartment?” He nervously laughed.

      “You guys? Bobby’s pretty big.” Megan made a face.

      “Jesus, Meg.”

      “I’m just saying… If we did…which we’re not…Bobby’s probably too big to fit up there…”

      Tom took a deep breath. “Are you saying that you want to…”

      “No! God, no! We talked about it, but we figured out that’s not us at that club in the city. Didn’t we?”

      “Yeah, that wasn’t us, Meg. That night didn’t go great.”

      They were both silent, and the sounds of the high desert around them became deafening. Tom thought he heard Alicia moaning in the night, but decided it was just wishful thinking.

      “Are you saying you’re having second thoughts about…” he said softly.

      “No, I’m not saying I want to…” she rushed to answer. “Are you…”

      “I haven’t been thinking about that, but if you want to talk about it… If you’re interested in…them…”

      “I’m not saying I need that—or even want that. I don’t need anyone but you, babe. But I have thought that maybe we shouldn’t have just quit after one night. There was a lot of pressure on that night, wasn’t there? This…if we even did it…we don’t even know they want to…”

      “They want to,” he reassured her.

      “If they want to, it would be so different, right? We got all dressed up and went to that club in the city—we had those single-night passes with that creepy fox head on them—and there was so much pressure. If we…I don’t know…with Bobby and Ali, it would be so different. Casual…like friends hanging out. But I’m not saying I want that. I know how you felt last time… I felt that way, too… I’d never want you to do anything you didn’t want to do, but I saw the way you looked at Ali…”

      Tom listened to the torrent of words pouring out of his wife and wanted to hold and to calm her. He squeezed her thigh. And he thought about Bobby all over her. He thought about Alicia sucking his cock while he watched them.

      “Meg, take a breath. I haven’t been thinking about trying again either, but I’m open to it if you are. We can just see what happens with them, and if we’re right and it goes there…”

      “Sure, yeah. We can see what happens, and if it goes there…and you’re okay with it…”

      “I’m okay with it, Meg. I love you, and I trust you.”

      “Me, too, babe. I love you so much.”

      Christ, what are we getting into, he wondered.
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      The hot spring was everything Megan had promised herself it would be. She’d been following Ember & Stone on Instagram since long before they’d hit the road, back when she was still waking up at five a.m. for a Midtown commute and saving dreams to her phone for the day she convinced Tom to quit the rat race.

      The pool was carved from natural stone and fed by a geothermal spring that kept it at a steady 104 degrees, and it sat at the edge of the hacienda’s lower terrace with an unobstructed view of the canyon. Cottonwood trees lined the creek below. The canyon walls were the color of dried blood in the morning light.

      She felt a deep sense of peace, despite the fact that getting Tom out of bed that morning had been a battle. He was hungover and exhausted from their night with Bobby and Alicia, and would have stayed in bed. It was only when she reminded him that if she got what she wanted that he might get what he wanted that Tom finally roused himself. She was proud of him for getting up and going.

      The morning coolness was evaporating as the afternoon heat began to press in, but she didn’t even care. She was in heaven. The world had narrowed to warm mineral water and the sound of the creek below and the heat loosening every muscle knotted up by hours on the road. Tom had even felt it. Once he’d slipped into the water with a deep sigh, he’d admitted it was worth getting out of bed for.

      But she was alone now, and she savored every moment. Tom had wandered off to get them smoothies at the juice bar, and she’d stretched her arms along the pool’s lip, tilting her head back. The sky was the flat, saturated blue that New Mexico did better than anywhere on earth.

      She was so lost in the moment that she didn’t even look over when she heard footsteps on the path. Tom would just slip back into the pool beside her.

      “I told you we’d find her here,” Alicia said, voice full of excitement.

      Bobby laughed. “Meg said they’d be here. It wasn’t a mystery, Sherlock.”

      Megan gave up her view of the sky to see their campsite neighbors standing beside the pool. She wasn’t surprised to see them. Alicia seemed determined to turn up wherever she was. She gave them a lazy smile and said, “Tom went to get us drinks. He should be back at any minute. I could text him and ask him to get you some.”

      “Nah, I’m good,” Bobby replied, raising a can of Red Bull.

      “That would be great, if they have mango,” Alicia said.

      “Sure.”

      Megan texted her husband: Bring back a mango too. She didn’t specify why. She wanted to see the look on his face when he came back and found Bobby and Alicia there. They hadn’t spoken about last night, but she was sure it was just as much on his mind as it was on hers.

      “Can we join you?” Alicia asked.

      “I think there’s enough room for four,” Megan replied, thinking that there was probably room for six. She didn’t know if she was disappointed or relieved that they wouldn’t be packed together in the pool.

      “Cool,” Bobby said, tipping back the Red Bull can to finish it. He tossed it into a nearby trash can.

      “Yay!” Alicia said.

      The redhead set her tote down beside the pool and peeled the black, sleeveless cover-up over her head. When Alicia revealed her body, Megan felt bad that Tom wasn’t there to witness it. She’d grown up spending every summer on the beach at the Jersey Shore, and wasn’t easily shocked, but it had been a long time since she’d seen a bikini as tiny as the one the redhead barely wore. The bikini was nothing more than a series of frilly green-and-white triangles connected by white string.

      Not many women could have pulled that bikini off—especially once they were out of high school—but the petite redhead had the figure for it. Megan felt like a nun in her red two-piece by comparison, but she would have been indecent in a bikini that skimpy. It would have never restrained her breasts.

      Megan tried not to stare, but it was a lot of pale skin on display. She thought about Tom staring at Alicia last night and cattily thought, I’ve got way nicer tits than she does. She spied a small tattoo on the woman’s side. It was a storm cloud with the words Not Afraid of Storms inscribed inside. She’d have to ask about the meaning of that.

      “Can you get me, baby?” Alicia asked Bobby, bending over to fetch a bottle of sunscreen from her tote.

      Okay, my tits are nicer, but I’d kill for her ass, Megan thought.

      Watching Bobby apply sunscreen to his girlfriend—neither of them wore rings, and they hadn’t mentioned being married—was an experience. His big hands were everywhere, covering the petite redhead and massaging the lotion in with enough strength to leave marks. Megan’s thighs tensed reflexively, and she worked overtime to not think about those hands on her. The talk with Tom last night was already leading her places she shouldn’t go.

      “Thank you, baby. You take such good care of me,” Alicia cooed, pulling Bobby into another one of those kisses they shared like no one was watching.

      But Megan was, and suddenly she wondered if his beard would bother her if they kissed.

      Bobby was wearing a tank top that showed off his thick, tattooed arms, and black trunks. While Alicia stepped into the pool, he shed the top, and Megan was staring again. The former SEAL was built. There was no other way to describe it. And he was hairy the way a man should be. He looked like he could step right back into his old team if he shaved and got a haircut. Her gaze traveled down his treasure trail, like they were drawn there, and his trunks were snug enough that Megan saw Bobby was thick everywhere.

      Megan quickly looked away when she realized that Alicia had caught her looking. The redhead gave her a smile that said, I get it.  Alicia slipped in on Megan’s left with a happy sigh, and Bobby lowered himself in on her right, which put Megan between them.

      “Oh my God,” Alicia breathed, sinking to her chin. “This is literally the best thing that’s ever happened to me.”

      “Just wait until you’ve been in for an hour,” Megan told her. “I thought the showers were amazing, but I might live here now.”

      “I’m never getting out.” Alicia turned her face to the sun with her eyes closed and her red hair spreading out on the surface of the water.  “Bobby, baby, we’re moving here.”

      She looked like a Maxfield Parrish painting. Megan’s mother loved his work.

      “Sure,” he replied casually, which seemed to be his standard response to Alicia’s enthusiasm.

      Bobby was sitting close. The pool had plenty of room for all of them, but the couple had chosen to settle near her. Heat radiated off his body, impossible for Megan to ignore. He spread his arms on the pool’s rim. He wasn’t touching her. He was just close in a way she couldn’t help but notice.

      Once Megan adjusted to their closeness, they fell into an easy conversation. Mostly, Alicia chatted, and they listened. Megan didn’t mind. It was hard to concentrate with Bobby so close anyway. The redhead was much smarter than Megan had given her credit for. She hadn’t caught that the night before, but they’d all been drinking then. Alicia talked about her favorite books and how she had so much time to read on the road, since Bobby did all of the driving. Megan admitted that she wasn’t much of a reader.

      Bobby only spoke when he really had something to say. The way he talked about the drive through the mountains and how he loved camping up in the Rockies with nothing but a tent and his music made Megan feel like they were kindred spirits. She didn’t expect a man like him to have such inner stillness.

      Between the coming afternoon heat and the mineral water soaking into her, and Bobby’s deep, rumbling voice, Megan was so loose and relaxed that she kept laying her head back on his arm without realizing it and pulling back. She didn’t want Tom to come back and find her like that.

      Where is he anyway? she wondered. It doesn’t take that long to get smoothies.

      “What I really love is the still of the night,” Bobby said.

      “I’m with you. I swear I could fall into a trance listening to nature’s soundtrack,” Megan agreed. She closed her eyes, and she could almost hear it.

      “I don’t think that was nature we heard last night, baby,” Alicia giggled.

      “Be nice, baby. That was the most natural thing in the world,” Bobby told her.

      Megan stopped breathing and kept her eyes closed, wishing she could just slip under the water. It had been one thing to shout into the night in ecstasy in the moment, but she didn’t think about being confronted about it.

      “Oh my God… Guys, I’m so sorry,” the words tumbled out. Megan felt her cheeks burning, and it wasn’t the heat. “That was rude. I was just in the moment. I wasn’t thinking. I promise we’ll be better tonight.”

      “Not sure it can get much better than that, Meg,” Bobby chuckled.

      “Please…stop…”

      Alicia laid a hand on Megan’s thigh, and she jumped. “Really, Meggy, it’s fine. I’m glad you had a good time.”

      Meggy? Megan thought.

      “A very good time, from what I heard. Good for Tom,” Bobby said.

      “We were up in the pop-up… We should have stayed down in the van, but we don’t sleep down there…” Megan kept babbling. This was the perfect example of how the risk of being caught was sexy, but actually being caught was awful.

      “Take a breath,” Alicia counseled. “We didn’t mind at all. I wish we had a pop-up where we could have fun and enjoy the night air. It was not a problem. We didn’t mind at all. Actually, we enjoyed it.”

      “What she’s trying to say…”

      “Baby, don’t be a dick,” Alicia warned her man. “We enjoyed it. Let’s leave it at that, okay?”

      “You guys…” Megan paused mid-question because she didn’t need to ask it. Everything suddenly clicked into place. They enjoyed it. “Oh…” She felt her embarrassment being replaced by something rawer and unexpected.

      Alicia leaned in close. “If you ever feel like sharing, I’d love to know what Tom did to make you shout like that.”

      Sharing secrets, or sharing… Megan wondered. Her chat with Tom last night was feeling more real by the second.

      “Oh, hey. I see you have company.”

      Tom’s voice carried down from where he descended the stone steps, carefully balancing three smoothies in his hands. Megan leaned forward to make sure that she and Bobby weren’t touching. She hadn’t been doing anything, but still felt caught.

      “Tom,” Bobby said coolly with a nod, like he hadn’t just been discussing how the other man made Megan scream in bed last night.

      “Bobby,” Tom replied. Megan had a sense of two dogs sniffing each other out.

      Her husband stood beside the pool like he couldn’t figure out where to go. The other couple had left no room to squeeze in beside Megan. She was about to move to sit with Tom when Alicia waded across the small pool and reached up to take her smoothie from him.

      “Let me help you, Tom. Come in, the water is amazing,” Alicia gushed.

      “Yeah, I was in before,” he replied with confusion.

      “Which one is Meg’s? I’ll give it to her, so you have a free hand.”

      Tom held up the green smoothie, and Alicia brought it across to Megan before turning back to herd Tom, where she wanted him. Megan was reminded of last night, when Alicia insisted that they swap seats so that Megan wasn’t in the path of the smoke. It had only been when Tom came back and sat beside the redhead that Megan realized what was happening.

      Once he noticed how close Megan sat to Bobby, Tom seemed happy to settle in beside the redhead. Jealousy twisted in Megan’s gut like a knife. There was something exciting about seeing her husband over there with Alicia, but she didn’t miss that the redhead was younger and skinnier than she was—or how much Tom seemed to appreciate that.

      Megan kicked herself inside. That wasn’t fair. The redhead had turned the full brightness of her attention to Tom, and even Megan saw that it was irresistible. Wasn’t I just staring at Bobby’s package? Take a deep breath. We agreed to see what happens, and nothing is going to happen here. We’re not all going to start fucking in this pool.

      With her husband there, Megan relaxed—a little bit anyway. They were both social people, but Tom knew how to really turn it on when he needed to. The skill had been essential in his venture capital days. He could work any room, and he turned to charm to their new friends. If Alicia was bright and shiny, Tom was the mirror that reflected it all back and made her glow brighter. Megan’s jealousy faded as she remembered how hot it was when Tom did his thing.

      Bobby went from taciturn to chatty with Tom present. Megan saw it as more dick measuring. The former SEAL knew Tom had worked on Wall Street from last night, but now he had more questions about exactly what Tom had done in finance. They could be there all day. Tom loved to talk about the deals he’d pulled together. Bobby seemed impressed that he’d heard of some of the companies Tom had financed, and said he’d have to pick the other man’s brain for advice. Bobby had been doing construction work off-and-on since the military, and he was thinking about getting into flipping houses.

      The exchange seemed to melt away the intimidation she’d sensed from her husband, and Megan was glad. Nothing could happen if Tom felt less than the other man. That had been a major complication last time.

      Alicia hung on Tom’s every word, another confidence booster. She laughed at everything he said, which might have seemed performative from someone less genuinely engaged, but Alicia laughed the way she did everything—fully, without reservation. She touched his arm when he made a point. She touched his chest when she laughed, pressing her face into his shoulder and then away again, acting as if they’d known each other forever.

      The most surprising thing for Megan was that she could be both proud of her husband and happy for him—he looked like a conquering hero was all of Alicia’s attention focused on him—and still be burning with jealousy. The strangest part was that those conflicting emotions blended to give that same high she always felt when the rollercoaster was climbing just before it plunged.

      “I think your man has a crush,” Bobby said, leaning in so that only she could hear him—close enough that she felt his breath on her neck, and it gave her chills.

      “Aren’t you jealous?” she asked. He felt like hot granite when she pressed closer to him.

      “Should I be? Is your husband the kind of man who’d try something with another woman?” Bobby sounded amused by the thought of it.

      Megan smiled. “I think your girlfriend—Ali is your girlfriend, not your wife, right?—is doing everything she can to encourage him. Is she the kind of woman who’d try to steal someone else’s man?” She set a hand down under the water, and it inadvertently landed on his thigh. It was as hard as the rest of him.

      “We don’t need a piece of paper to tell us what we already know. Ali is mine. I’d never doubt it. And I don’t think you can steal someone who isn’t already available. But you didn’t answer me, Meg.” His hand moved to her shoulder. It was the kind of move a boy might make on a first date, but the touch felt much more dangerous coming from Bobby.

      “Tom is a good man. I don’t worry about him cheating. But I don’t think that’s really what you meant, is it, Bobby?”

      “Maybe not,” he allowed.

      “And you’re not jealous, seeing Ali all over Tom like that? You said she’s yours.”

      “That’s why I’m not jealous. I know who Ali is—what she needs. I’ve been all over the world, met all kinds of people—fucked all kinds of people. I know that sometimes fucking is just fucking.”

      “You’re quite the philosopher.” Megan laughed.

      On the other side of the pool, she heard Alicia’s laugh, quick and bright, and heard Tom’s lower response, and felt the tightness in her chest pulse once before she let it go. They were only a few feet away, but it felt like the other side of the world. She felt so distant from her husband.

      Bobby laid his hand over hers, and moved it higher, and inside his thigh. Megan gasped when she felt him. She instinctively curled her fingers around it, and felt it pulse. What she’d seen before he got into the pool had not been an optical illusion. He was the real deal. She was more than fine with what her husband had, but she’d forgotten that they came so thick. He kept his hand over hers, but it wasn’t necessary. She wasn’t trying to pull away.

      Megan glanced over at their partners. Neither had taken notice of what they were up to. Tom was lost in Alicia’s glacier blue eyes—and her cute little tits. The redhead didn’t seem to care what her man was up to with Megan.

      “Do you agree, Meg, that fucking is just fucking?” Bobby began playing with her hair, and she purred when his fingers brushed the nape of her neck. He’d barely even touched her, and she was tingling everywhere.

      “It can be…sometimes.” Her voice was a low rasp. She was very thirsty. Overheating. “But it’s not always that easy, or safe, is it? It feels like it’s just fucking—until it doesn’t.” Her grip on him tightened, and she barely resisted the urge to stroke him. She wanted to see if he still had room to grow. “If it’s good—really good—you don’t want to stop. And then it’s a problem.”

      “Sounds like you know what you’re talking about. Are you and Tom…”

      Megan gave him a solid squeeze, and her core tightened when she felt him surge in her hand. “We don’t know each other well enough to share those kinds of secrets.” She had to force the words out. Her entire body was throbbing as hard as Bobby’s cock.

      “I feel like we’re going to get to know each other pretty well, Meg.”

      Dizzy with lust, she jerked her hand away because she wasn’t sure she was ready to cross that line. Or, maybe she was, and that was the problem. All she knew was that between the hot pool and the warm afternoon sunshine, and Bobby’s hotter body, and his thick cock, she was not thinking straight, and she wanted to be sure before she crossed that line again.

      Glancing over, it didn’t look like Tom shared her doubts. Alicia was practically in his lap. She almost impulsively grabbed Bobby again, but she abruptly stood and announced, “I just realized what time it is. I need to rinse off or I’m going to be late for the massage I scheduled.”

      Alicia unwound from Tom long enough to ask, “Would you like me to join you? I’d love a massage!”

      “Sorry, Ali. You have to make the appointment in advance,” Megan lied. She had no idea how booked the spa was.

      “Should I walk you over?” Tom said. He was flushed and sweaty. She knew it wasn’t from the heat.

      Megan was torn about leaving her husband with the other couple—Alicia specifically—but she had to go. She had an hour before her massage, but she had to go. “No, stay here and hang out. I don’t want to ruin your good time. We’ll hook up later.”

      “If you’re sure…” he replied.

      She wasn’t sure about anything, but she was already gathering what she’d brought to the pool. “Really, I don’t want to break up the party. I’ll text you when I’m out. Love you.”

      Megan didn’t wait for a response. She took off, taking deep breaths as she wondered what Tom and Alicia would do while she was gone. Maybe Bobby’s one of those guys who likes to sit back and watch. He doesn’t seem like it, but you never know. She walked away and didn’t look back, trusting that Tom was a good man who’d do the right thing—whatever that was in this circumstance.
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      Megan spotted her husband in a lounge by the large pool on the hacienda’s side patio, with a bottle of beer beside him. She was relieved to see he was alone. She went to the bar and got herself a drink before she went over to him.

      She needed a minute after one of the strangest massages she’d ever had.

      Getting a full-body massage after such an erotically charged soak in the hot spring pool was not the best idea. Gabriela, her massage therapist, was an older woman with strong hands that expertly sought out all of Megan’s trouble spots. The woman was nothing but professional, but as she tenderized and manipulated Megan’s body, Megan had to continually bite back moans. She was so primed that any touch felt good in the most inappropriate way.

      Megan found it impossible to avoid thinking about Bobby with those strong hands on her nude body. She thought about his hand over hers, putting it on his cock, and what it would feel like if he made her do other things with those hands. Gabriela had noted Megan’s trembling and asked if she was okay. Megan had barely whimpered a yes.

      She had left a generous tip.

      The thing she felt for Bobby was dangerous. She could just sense it. Megan remembered the last time she and Tom explored this, at the club in NYC. She’d met several men and felt chemistry with a couple of them, but it was nothing like what Bobby conjured inside her. The sex in the club had been good to a point, and when it was, Tom couldn’t seem to handle seeing her let go like that with another man. She didn’t know how her husband would react if her chemistry with Bobby was as potent as it seemed.

      Megan watched him by the pool. He was scrolling on his phone. Tom was supposed to be setting business aside while they were at Ember & Stone, but she suspected he was checking on their engagement stats. When he smiled, she had an intrusive new thought: Is he texting with Alicia? The possibility made Megan want to charge over and assert her dominance.

      It was that very feeling that she left the pool with that inspired Megan to do an unusual thing. She impulsively purchased a new bikini at the resort’s boutique. Not all of her bikinis were frumpy—in her estimation anyway—but they were more functional than sexy. The two-piece she’d been wearing earlier was a cropped tank top and a bottom that provided full coverage.

      The new bikini was not remotely functional. Megan owned another string bikini or two, but this one was a fun sangria red, with a subtle floral pattern and a cute little metal flower pendant that hung between two beads from the string connecting the triangles. She didn’t feel like she was falling out of the top, but it exposed a lot of skin. If she dove in it, she might not come back up with the bikini top in place. The bottom was not connected by strings, but with her ample rear, Megan was not comfortable exposing it the way Alicia had earlier.

      It was a bikini twenty-year-old Spring Break Megan might have worn. It was decidedly not a bikini that she’d even consider since she’d turned forty—not until today, anyway. She’d had to talk herself into the purchase while she’d been evaluating herself in the changing room mirror, and even sitting at the bar she second-guessed it and tugged the triangles of the top a little closer together. Megan wasn’t shy about her body—she’d been an athlete forever—but she didn’t lean into displaying it either.

      Megan took her mojito from the bartender—it was already sweating in the afternoon heat—and strode toward her husband with her shoulders thrown back and her head held high. Ember & Stone mostly catered toward an older, wealthier clientele, and she felt the eyes of men old enough to be her father tracking her across the patio. That wasn’t her target demo, but she used it to boost her confidence anyway.

      Tom looked up, like he sensed her approach, and even with his sunglasses, she saw his eyes go wide. He liked seeing Alicia in that bikini, but the redhead didn’t get the reaction Megan was eliciting from her husband. Her smile widened.

      “Must have been one hell of a massage, Meg. You look like a new woman,” he said, looking up when she stopped beside him. For once, she didn’t mind that a man couldn’t get his eyes above her chest.

      “I feel like one. It’s only the afternoon, and it’s been quite a day.” She posed with a hand on her hip. “Do you like it?”

      “Christ, Meg, your tits are on full display.” Tom paused, leaving her to wonder how to take his reaction, but then he smiled and added, “I love it. I love having a wife no one can take their eyes off of.”

      “I know you do, babe. This is all for you.”

      Megan bent deeply forward when she sat on the lounge beside him, straining the bikini top’s construction.

      “Is it?”

      The question stopped her cold. She hadn’t been thinking about Bobby when she chose the bikini. It was entirely a reaction to watching her husband with Alicia, which she wasn’t proud of or ready to admit. But now she thought about what Bobby had said about Alicia earlier, and echoed it to Tom.

      “I’m yours, babe. Don’t ever doubt that.” The sudden, serious tone of their conversation made her want to cover up, but all she had was the white linen sarong slung across her hips.

      “I don’t, Meg. I really don’t. Sorry, I was trying to be playful, and I guess I got it wrong. I was trying to lean into…whatever it is we’re doing.”

      She reached over and took his hand. “It’s okay. I get it. This morning has me a little on edge, too. Seeing you with Ali this morning, when she was practically in your lap... God, I feel silly. Why do you think I bought this bikini?”

      Tom sat up and slowly kissed her. It was the soft, sweet kind of kiss that always made her heart race. He was a master at it. “I can’t believe you’d ever feel like you have to prove anything. Guys can’t get enough of you.”

      “Men following me on social media isn’t quite the same thing as you being here…wanting me.”

      “I’m sorry if I got too carried away with Ali. It’s a nice ego stroke that a girl like that…her age…is giving me that kind of attention.” His pause showed he got the sensitivity of the age thing, and Megan loved him for it. “But she still doesn’t hold a candle to you.” He paused again, like he was carefully weighing his next words. “I thought you were too preoccupied with Bobby to even notice that Ali and I were there.”

      “That’s not…” She was going to tell him that’s not fair, but knew it was entirely fair. Her jealousy was the worst kind of hypocrisy, but they’d waded into waters where logic had no place. Instead, she said, “Maybe this isn’t a good idea.”

      “I’m pretty sure it’s not,” Tom replied with a chuckle. “But we knew that when we talked about it last night, and we still decided to be open to whatever happens.”

      “But should we be?”

      “Do you want to be, Meg?”

      “Do I…we…want to do this is not the same question as should we.”

      “We don’t have to do anything. Hell, we could go back and pack up the van and be out of here in about an hour. We can remove ourselves from the temptation altogether.”

      When he said it like that, it made all the sense in the world. But despite all the queasiness and uncertainty, Megan didn’t want to make sense. She wanted to be reckless, and it was easier to choose that on the road. This stage of their lives was all about taking risks and chances.

      It also raised her suspicions. Is there a reason he wants to get out of here? she wondered. “Have we done anything?” Tom looked confused, and she continued. “After I left, how much fun did you guys have?”

      “Oh.” He looked like someone who wanted to avoid a confession. He sipped his beer and made her wait. Megan knocked back half of her mojito out of nervousness. “Nothing really happened, but Ali laid it out there, told me that they’re up for a good time, and they really hope that we are, too. I asked Bobby if he agreed. He didn’t say much, but he gave me the nod.”

      Megan ignored everything else and went straight to nothing really happened. The really was doing a lot of heavy lifting. Her stomach dropped, and she tried to fill it with the rest of her mojito.

      “What does nothing really happened mean?” she asked.

      “I didn’t fuck her, if that’s what you’re asking.” He was defensive. “I wouldn’t have done that without you there. I would have at least double-checked with you, but I’ll admit, I thought maybe you were trying to make something happen by leaving me alone with them.”

      “I wasn’t.”

      “Well, I didn’t do anything more than what you saw. Ali was grabbing me under the water. I think she wanted to make me come in the pool, but that wasn’t happening. I touched her a little bit, because why not? It didn’t go further than that. We talked about possibilities. They only stayed about a half hour after you left. I know Bobby had no interest in being there without you. Oh, and she kissed me when they left. Like, a real kiss.”

      Given everything else—her hand had been on Bobby’s cock—a kiss didn’t seem like a big deal, but the way Tom just dropped it in there seemed like he thought it might be. She closed her eyes and imagined it, Alicia pressed against him, pulling his lips to hers the way she did with Bobby. It caused a deep, visceral reaction that wasn’t entirely jealousy. The danger turned her on.

      “Good to know we were right. You’ve always been good at reading people. They want to hook up with us. Is that what you want?” she asked.

      Tom’s hesitation was his answer, but then he said, “Not fair…turning my question back on me.” He grinned. “I want us to be safe and happy. I know you’re always looking for the next adventure, but is the reward worth the risk? I don’t know.”

      Megan thought about how thick Bobby was in her hand. That reward was worth a lot of risk, which was something she would never admit to her husband. Instead, she told him, “It’s okay to admit you want to fuck Ali. I won’t be offended.” She smiled to match his. “I have eyes.”

      “She’s hot, yeah… She’s a little young.” He looked away. “Never thought I’d have another chance to fuck a girl in her twenties. Sorry, that just slipped out. But we’re being honest, right?”

      “Should I have feelings about that? I’m the last girl you fucked in her twenties.” She laughed and added, “I’m kidding, babe. I see what Ali does for you, and I want that for you.” In her head, she added, I think… “And trust me, I never thought I’d be with anyone like Bobby.”

      “But you would… You’re attracted to him?”

      Megan was, exactly because Bobby was so inappropriate. He was the kind of guy she might have hooked up with during a drunken night at the Shore, definitely not a man she would consider when she was sober and making good decisions. But his rawness, his haunted energy was doing it for her in a way she’d never have suspected.

      “If Bobby is what you want,” he started. Saying it seemed to pain him. “If you want to fuck him, I want that for you, too.”

      “But what if it’s like last time? You thought you were okay with it, and then…”

      “It won’t be. That was years ago. We were different people then, living different lives. Seeing you…like that…it was such a rush of…I don’t know…emotions? But I’ve felt it. I’m ready for it now.”

      “We don’t have to do it in the same room—or vehicle, I guess.” She laughed at that. “We can each go off and…”

      “Is that what you want, Meg? To do it separately?”

      She could see it wasn’t what he wanted, but honestly, she did. Everything in NYC was fine at first. Tom went off with that pretty Asian woman, and Megan was still trying to choose between her suitors. The trouble arose when Tom was finished and came to find her, and found her in that room… Tom thought he wanted to see, but she didn’t know if he could handle it. Besides, she didn’t know if she could totally let go with another man if her husband was present.

      “I want it to be good for both of us—if we’re going to do this. I think maybe it’ll be less distracting if we’re each on our own. We can do our thing, come together after and compare notes.”

      Tom nodded, but he didn’t look thrilled. “And then we can pack up and roll on out, and we never have to worry about seeing them again. There isn’t even a reason to worry or be jealous, they’re practically strangers. Maybe this is the best way to try it again.”

      Megan saw he was trying to convince himself, and she let him. He would have been jealous and hurt if he knew what she felt when she touched Bobby’s cock, but he was right that the situation was ideal. She didn’t worry that she’d fall in love and want to run off with Bobby, but since they were on the road—two RVs passing in the night—the other couple wasn’t a threat. They could do what they wanted without the risk that once wasn’t enough. Bobby would be a thousand miles away, and it wouldn’t matter if Megan wanted more.

      “Okay then. Let’s see what happens,” Megan said.
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      Tom hadn’t expected closing the deal with Alicia and Bobby to feel so much like closing a deal on Wall Street. In his VC deals, everyone danced around signing the papers, pretending that they were ready to walk away from billions of dollars at any moment over a hundred here or a hundred there. All sides acted as if closing the deal was not all they could think about.

      The four of them had the same energy. They all wanted to close the deal, but no one wanted to be too eager and scare off the other party, so they played the game and acted like it was just another night of drinks by the campfire.

      The last time the Hendersons did this, at Nox Venari in New York, the vibe had been entirely different. Everyone working the room at the club had been open about cruising for someone to take to bed—predatory even. Watching those men slide up to Megan in that slinky, barely-there black dress and try to win her had been intoxicating. He’d also been disturbed by how fully she threw herself into it.

      She was an erotic goddess that night. That dress, her hair and make-up, her sheer attitude had been the embodiment of every dark fantasy he’d ever had about his wife. That Megan seemed like an entirely different person, a world away from the woman he knew now, who rarely wore make-up or varied from her leggings and tank tops.

      He had a glimpse of the old Megan tonight. She’d transformed herself into that goddess once again, and knowing that she’d done it to lure Bobby to bed did things to Tom that he couldn’t even fully name.

      Megan had chosen the crochet dress that he thought she’d never wear in public. He’d only asked her to try it on in the boutique because it was unlined—see-through—and he wanted to see her in it. When she’d bought it, he hoped that she’d slip into it one night to turn him on. He hadn’t dreamt she would be wearing it to entice another man. The material was an ombre of sunset colors, so it wasn’t immediately obvious that there was nothing under all the tiny holes in the crochet pattern, but Bobby had picked up on it the moment he saw her. And the dress was actually two pieces held together by a wide wooden ring just below her chest. She was only wearing a thong under her dress, after insisting that a bra would show. The structure of the dress was never intended to handle curves like Megan’s, and he saw that ring straining to keep it together. He ruefully thought that if it burst, she’d be served up to Bobby on a platter. He wouldn’t need to undress her. He didn’t fight her on it. Both women were ready to go.

      Megan already looked like she was being served up.

      They’d been at the Lopinos’ campsite for maybe forty minutes. Bobby had built the fire up and opened a fresh bottle of mezcal, and they’d been working through it with the urgency of people who needed a bit of liquid courage. Tom and Megan were, anyway. Alicia was totally at ease, even eager about what they all knew was going to happen. Bobby remained unreadable to Tom—except that he very obviously wanted to fuck Megan.

      Alicia kept catching his eye across the fire, and it wasn’t just the flames Tom saw dancing in them. It was the promise of delights he couldn’t even imagine—except that her charms were on full display.  If Megan’s dress was a quiet suggestion of what Bobby would have later, the redhead’s dress was shouting it.

      The short blue dress matched Alicia’s eyes and was tight through her body, with a loose skirt and a bodice that tied in her cleavage. The back of the dress was a string that criss-crossed and was knotted by her waist. Tom wondered how much of a tug it would take to open that dress up. Alicia was obviously braless under it, and he suspected she wasn’t wearing panties either. Her flaming hair was loose and wild in an intentional, unintentional way.

      He wasn’t an insecure man, but he was beginning to worry about living up to her expectations.

      Tom and Bobby, being men, hadn’t put nearly as much effort into their appearance. Tom tried, but he was a guy in his late forties. There was only so much he could do, but he broke out the nicest shirt he had and a clean pair of cargo shorts. Bobby threw on what might have been his only clean t-shirt—a vintage Black Sabbath concert shirt—and a pair of shorts.

      “I’ve always heard that finance is such a boys’ club,” Alicia said, pointing her mezcal glass at Megan. “Did you use that against them and leverage your assets?”

      Megan laughed. “Assets?”

      “Did you ever use—” Alicia made a vague gesture that somehow encompassed her entire body.

      “I didn’t have to. I was the smartest person in most of those rooms, and I knew it. Flirting to distract someone during a deal would have been unprofessional.” Megan said it with a smug smile that contradicted her words.

      Tom knew his wife better than that. No, she never really used her assets to get ahead, but she knew the effect she had on men, and she wasn’t above using it. He was proud of her for it. Tom was a capitalist and believed in using any advantage to get ahead. And Megan knew where the line was. She wouldn’t spread her legs to close a deal.

      Of course, he’d had fantasies of his wife alone with a finance team in a boardroom late at night.

      “I love that,” Alicia said. “I love that you know your power.”

      “I love that you love it,” Megan replied, and their eyes held for a moment that Tom felt in his chest, then lower.

      Bobby refilled Tom’s glass without asking. “She always this sharp?”

      “Sharper,” Tom said. “I’ve watched her take apart men twice her size in a negotiation. It’s terrifying and incredibly hot.”

      “I bet.” Bobby’s eyes moved to Megan across the fire, and the hunger in them was open enough that Tom’s jaw tightened. The former SEAL caught it and asked, “Are we good?”

      “Yeah, we’re good,” Tom replied. He wasn’t sure it was the truth, but he didn’t know what else to say. He didn’t want to stop. He drank his mezcal.

      The fire had burned down to a dim, pulsing orange glow, and the mezcal bottle lay empty and forgotten on the ground. The campsites were located in a cirque above the main resort grounds that isolated them from the lights and noise of the hacienda. It felt like they were the only four people in the world. Alicia had turned down the music—currently Fleetwood Mac’s Rumours—to a murmur in the background. The moment was ripe for something to happen.

      Thinking through the haze of mezcal and desire was getting harder by the second. Tom had slowed down because he needed his wits about him tonight, so he wasn’t completely impaired—he was sober enough to know what he was doing—but he was gliding. He watched Bobby and Megan with dark thoughts. She sat on the top of the picnic table, and he stood beside her, a hand planted next to her hip so he could lean close. Tom wished he could hear their discussion, so he knew why Megan kept smiling like that.

      Megan’s going to fuck him tonight.

      The thought was incomprehensible because they were married, but he knew it was true. His wife was going to fuck another man. He was taken right back to the feelings that wrecked him years ago at Nox Venari. Tom was so fixated on it that he didn’t even think about the other side of the equation.

      He was going to sleep with Alicia.

      Is Meg struggling with the same doubts? he wondered. It didn’t look like it when she laughed and pressed her forehead to Bobby’s shoulder.

      Alicia grabbed two bottles of water from a cooler and stood in front of Tom, offering him one, and he shook his head. He had to fight the urge to look around her. She wasn’t lacking. He just had to know what was happening with his wife. The redhead was persistent.

      She settled onto his lap.

      Tom was already hard, but he surged when she settled her tight ass onto his lap. He finally tore his attention from Megan and gave it all to Alicia. Christ, her blue eyes are heartbreaking, he thought. She smelled like woodsmoke and something sweet, like strawberries. She was so petite that it was an entirely different experience than having Megan on his lap.

      “Hey,” she softly said.

      “Hey.” He felt dumb for not having a better reply.

      Alicia didn’t need him to be witty. She kissed him.

      For a moment, Megan was out of his head. Tom kissed her back on sheer instinct at first. But as his brain woke up to what was happening, he kissed her back with all the fury of a man who hadn’t kissed anyone but his wife in four years. His fingers wound into her fiery locks, and he aggressively slipped his tongue into her mouth. She seemed happy to let him take the lead, which was so different from Megan. Alicia whimpered into their kiss and ground her ass into his lap. Tom moaned when his cock surged. Everything felt like it was moving too fast. He was ready to carry the redhead into the RV and solve the mystery of her panties.

      “Baby, that was so hot,” she breathlessly moaned, pressing her forehead to his.

      Hearing Alicia’s sweet, girly voice broke the spell for a moment, and he snuck a look past her. Their partners hadn’t been idle. Tom’s heart nearly stopped when he saw them.

      Bobby was even closer to Megan than before. He grinned as he said something that made her eyes go wide. His hand rested on her bare thigh and was traveling higher. Her thighs relaxed, and she smiled. He couldn’t process what he was seeing.

      She’s going to stop him, isn’t she? he thought. Meg won’t let him…

      The thing that scared Tom the most was that he didn’t want her to stop Bobby.

      That hand—another man’s hand—disappeared under his wife’s dress, and a moment later she tensed, the motion pushing her tits at Bobby. Tom couldn’t hear it, but he knew she moaned. The former SEAL grinned and whispered something that made Megan shake her head. His hand moved again, and she gasped and nodded.

      Tom hated Bobby’s knowing smile. The other man thought he had Megan all figured out. But maybe Bobby was right, because she closed her eyes when he found a steady rhythm with his hand. She closed her eyes and her lips slightly parted, and Tom felt like he was unraveling.

      Meg’s letting him finger her… Right out here in the open… Where anyone can see… Where I can see… Christ, he’s going to make her come… Then he’s going to…

      Alicia turned his face back to hers with two fingers on his jaw. “Hey,” she said softly. “Stay here with me.”

      Tom kissed her again and stayed there. It was all he could do to keep his sanity.

      He lost track of exactly how much time passed. Long enough for the fire to burn down to embers. Long enough to discover how easily that knot on the back of Alicia’s dress pulled free. Long enough to discover her pale nipples were pierced and learn how she trembled when his fingers brushed the tiny golden hoops. Long enough to confirm that she was nude under that dress.

      And long enough for Bobby to coax a sharp cry out of Tom’s wife.

      The sound broke the spell, and he pulled away from Alicia’s lips to see Megan clinging to Bobby with her arm around him, while her other hand tightly gripped his forearm. The crocheted dress was off one shoulder, and one of her big tits was almost completely exposed. The former SEAL was pumping his fingers hard, and her thighs were locked around his hand. She was shaking her head, but then she cried out again, trying to muffle it against his chest.

      Tom heard it loud and clear anyway. Bobby had already discovered that Megan was multi-orgasmic. How easy did she come for him? Tom wondered.

      Alicia needed more force to pull his mouth back to hers this time. Tom returned the kiss, but he was distracted. With one eye, he saw Megan pull Bobby’s hand from between her legs, and then sag against him. She was shaking.

      “I think it’s time we move this inside. Never know when security might roll by on their golf cart,” Alicia said, her lips still against Tom’s.

      “Yeah.” It came out as a low growl.

      “Baby,” she called out to Bobby, half turning on Tom’s lap. If she was disturbed by what she saw, she didn’t show it.

      Megan was sliding off the picnic table. She took Bobby’s hand, the one that just made her come, and led him toward the road—toward the Hendersons’ van.

      “Baby, we’re going over to the van. You guys can have the RV,” Bobby said, with a grin that Tom would never forget.

      Megan looked at Tom, and something passed between them—a current, a question. He wasn’t sure. But he did know this was his last chance to stop her from fucking Bobby.

      Tom watched her walk away with the former SEAL.

      In the quiet night, he heard their van door slide open. And then closed.

      “Tom.”

      Alicia.

      It seemed impossible, but somehow he’d forgotten all about the sexy, twentysomething redhead parked on his lap. Tom gave her an apologetic look.

      “Come on, baby. Let’s go inside. We’re gonna have so much fun you won’t think about them for a second.”

      Tom glanced toward their campsite one more time. He couldn’t see anything past the landscaping. Was it too soon to see the van rocking? Would Megan fuck Bobby in the pop-up, so Tom could hear her come? He forced all of that away.

      “Yeah, let’s go, Ali.” He brushed one of her hoops with his thumb. He loved the way she bit her lip and trembled. “I need to see the rest of you.”

      Alicia kissed Tom and hopped off his lap. She smiled and let the dress drop to the dirt. Wearing nothing but her flip-flops, she turned, put a wiggle in her hips, and walked inside the RV.

      Tom scrambled to follow, mercifully distracted.
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      “Are you going to at least let me open the door?” Megan asked, gripping the handle tightly. Bobby was pressed in behind her. He fidgeted with the ring holding her dress together like he thought it would detach.

      “We could do it out here. Have you been fucked up against the side of this van yet?” Bobby rumbled in her ear, nibbling on it.

      She and Tom had thoroughly christened the van when they’d bought it, but they had not had sex against the outside. Bobby’s hands on her were a major distraction, and she took a deep breath to focus and pull the handle. The door clicked open.

      Megan was lucky they’d left it unlocked. The key fob was in Tom’s pocket.

      Thinking about her husband was a dual gut punch. She had no idea what he was doing over there with Alicia, and she didn’t know how he felt about her leaving with Bobby. The look on Tom’s face when she’d led her new lover away suggested he wasn’t as ready for this as he claimed.

      Bobby’s hands, and his lips on her neck, dissolved her worries. She pressed back against him instead of pulling the door open.

      “Not out here. Let’s get inside,” she softly replied, fighting the inclination to let him do whatever he wanted.

      “You don’t seem to mind people hearing you…or looking at you…” He cupped her breast from underneath, and she swooned when he squeezed it. He sought her nipple through the crochet, but that area was the only place the pattern fully covered her. “…but okay. Whatever you want.”

      Bobby separated enough for Megan to slide the door open. He palmed her ass—under the dress—when she stepped up into the van. His calloused hands on her bare skin felt so different from her husband’s. The men couldn’t have been more different. Tom was cerebral, careful but not timid, refined. Bobby was all physicality, with a chaotic energy.

      The thoughts of her husband cropping up were inconvenient for what she wanted to do, and she felt guilty about it, but she kept pushing Tom out of her mind.

      “Pull the door closed,” she told Bobby.

      Megan was proud of how they’d designed the interior of the van. They’d maximized storage space, made sure they had ample batteries, and still had room for the amenities they wanted, but all of that meant that space was tight inside. She and Tom spent most of their time outside of the van when they weren’t driving.

      A big man like Bobby seemed to completely fill the space. She switched on inset lighting under the cabinets, and when she turned, he was right there. His strong hands on her hips made Megan vibrate with need. She grabbed his t-shirt and pulled him into a kiss. The hunger when he kissed her back made her weak in the knees. His beard, bushy but well-kept, was surprisingly soft. She’d always found kissing a man with a beard irratating in the past, but the masculinity of it consumed her this time.

      Oddly, it was their first kiss.

      Bobby made her come twice on his hand outside before he even kissed her. He was so confident when he slid his hand under her dress, she’d just let him do it. She’d already been soaked, and it never occurred to her to ask for a kiss first. It had been decades since she’d been so reckless with a guy. She groped for the front of his shorts. She wanted to feel his thickness again.

      Megan started when Bobby effortlessly lifted her onto the counter with the inset induction cooktop. Not a lot of men could toss her around like that. It was sexy as hell. She painfully banged her head on the ceiling and cursed, but he captured her mouth in another kiss and slid his hand back between her thighs.

      The curse became a moan.

      Bobby may have been the best kisser she’d ever been with. She got why Alicia couldn’t help herself, even when other people were around. He had a little trick of hanging back and letting the woman chase the kiss, but once Megan threw herself into it, he turned the tables and came on aggressively. The push/pull of it made her forget everything but the kiss.

      “So fucking ready, Meg…” he managed to rumble before she demanded another kiss. Their tongues were locked in a battle for dominance. He ran his fingers up and down her slick furrow. Her thighs were already soaked from the two orgasms she’d had outside.

      “God…Bobby…yes…don’t you stop…” She moaned the words between flicks of her tongue. She didn’t care how easy she seemed.

      Bobby laughed, it was warm and dangerous. “Oh, I’m not going to be done with you until the sun comes up. I bet you’re fucking wild.”

      Megan didn’t know how Tom would feel about Bobby keeping her until morning. Will Alicia keep him occupied that long? It was so wrong, but she wanted it. She didn’t think her husband still considered her wild, and she wanted to prove she was.

      Bobby did stop. His fingers wound into her thong. The underwear had been uncomfortable since he’d yanked it aside, but now it bit into her soft body. Megan whimpered his name. There was a sharp pain when he snapped it, but then she was free—and totally exposed for him.

      Megan laughed. “God, you’re an animal, aren’t you?”

      A dark cloud passed over his face, but it was gone as soon as it came. The intensity in his dark eyes had her heart pound. “Only if you want me to be, Meg. I’ll show you an animal if you want it.”

      It almost felt like a threat—one she wanted fulfilled.

      Bobby slipped to his knees and found a way to fold himself into the tight aisle.

      She laughed, a breathless, disbelieving sound. Megan was giddy with need. “I’m impressed. Didn’t think a big man like you was so flexible.”

      “Heh. You have no idea, Meg.”

      And then his mouth was on her, and she stopped laughing and stopped thinking and grabbed the ceiling above her with both hands and held on.

      He was unhurried about it in a way that made her insane. No hesitation, no fumbling, just a man who knew exactly what he was doing and was in no rush to give Megan what she wanted. He held her thighs open, and his tongue attacked her clit with a precision that made her body bow toward him. She pressed her feet to the cabinets beneath her, desperate for leverage to force her pussy at Bobby’s taunting mouth.

      “Ohmygod…Bobby…yesss…ohmygod yes… Ohhh… Ohhh…”

      Megan grabbed the dress and wiggled her butt until it was out from under her, and then she pulled it over her head and tossed it aside. The pain when she banged her knuckles barely registered.

      Bobby pulled one of her legs over his shoulder, like he wanted to get even deeper. She was so wet, she heard him slurping. It was almost embarrassing how she melted for him. He pushed two fingers back inside her, and she was so full. Almost as full as she’d be when he… Megan tried not to think about that. She didn’t want to beg him to fuck her.

      He didn’t need to fuck her anyway. Bobby made her come so easily without even taking his cock out.

      “Yes! Yes! Oh God… Yes! Bobby…God…I’m…”

      “You’re coming, aren’t you, sweetheart?” He looked up at her from between her thighs, his smile glazed with her excitement.

      “Yeah…yeah… Oh God…yeah… Bobby! Goddamit!”

      Megan stopped moaning the words and shrieked because she couldn’t find any words when she was coming that hard. A man she hardly knew was wrecking her. That hadn’t happened since her first year on Wall Street, when that broker took her out to Long Island for the weekend, and she met that NFL player.

      Bobby kept kissing her pussy and working it with his fingers until she turned to jelly, and she thought she might just slip off the counter. She could barely breathe when he stood and smiled down at her.

      “I knew you’d be like this, sweetheart. Wildcat waiting to be unleashed.” The words were silly, but he could have said anything, and she would have agreed—if she’d been able to speak. He pressed his slick fingers to her lips, and she licked them, then she opened and started sucking them. His proud smile made her suck harder. “There she is. Such a good, needy girl. Show me how much you need it.”

      Instead of telling him to fuck off, Megan sucked his fingers harder, slowly bobbing on them, licking them clean, like she had to prove herself to him. She tasted tangy. It had been a long time since a guy wanted Megan to taste herself. Tom would never…

      “Can’t wait to fuck you so hard,” he promised, but he seemed content to watch her suck his fingers all night.

      Megan drew his fingers out and very deliberately ran her tongue up and down them. She smiled. “Are you going to keep talking about it, or are you going to do it?”

      “Fuck, I love a dirty girl like you, Meg.”

      She pushed past him and began climbing the short ladder to the pop-up. Megan knew the view he had of her ass and paused, looking back over her shoulder. “You might want to undress down here. It’s a little cramped up there”

      She only got up another rung or two before Bobby was on her again.
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      Alicia’s blue eyes shone up at him. Her nose was buried in his pubes, and his cock was embedded deep in her throat, and she wasn’t struggling one bit. Watching his dick disappear between her pretty lips was almost too much to bear. She was truly a beautiful girl.

      Tom knew he wasn’t huge, but he was not small. The redhead was doing incredible work. He’d met a lot of eager girls in college, and then in his time working in VC, but he’d never experienced someone so skilled with her mouth.

      “Christ… Goddam, Ali… Gonna suck it all right out of me…” he groaned.

      She pulled all the way back, rubbing his wet head against her lips while she inhaled deeply through her nose. Her pale cheeks were flushed, and she sounded congested from what she’d done with his cock, but Alicia was as enthusiastic as ever—maybe more so.

      She smiled against his cock.

      “If I’m lucky, baby. You’ll get hard for me again if I swallow it all, won’t you?”

      Christ, she sounds so damn young, not like a thirty-year-old, he thought. He’d decided she had to be around that age, based on what she’d shared about her life. But she was putting on an act, and it made him feel dirty and wrong—like he needed help with that tonight. Is Meg being even dirtier over there? Christ!

      “Yeah,” he gasped out, hoping he sounded more confident than he felt. He was usually good for Megan twice in one night, if properly motivated, but he needed a good bit of recovery time in between. He was sure that Alicia could motivate him.

      “Good.” She grinned like he’d promised her a pony. “Then I don’t have to hold back.”

      Alicia opened wide and took him deep again. No hands. It was all her mouth, and she had the suction of a black hole. The redhead had Elvin features, which meant that when she hollowed her cheeks, they looked like they might collapse with the effort. She bobbed on him smoothly and relentlessly, like she could do it all night.

      Tom didn’t think he could last another five minutes with a blowjob like that. Giving head was truly the redhead’s vocation.

      Alicia moaned with appreciation when he laid his hand on her head. He somehow knew that she’d love it if he started forcing her—fucking her mouth. But she was so good on her own. He didn’t need to do it. Instead, he closed his eyes and tried to hold out a little bit longer.

      When his eyes were closed, it wasn’t Alicia sucking his cock that he conjured. An image of Megan on her knees in their van popped into his head. He saw Bobby towering over her and feeding her his cock. And he’d demand what he got from Alicia from her. Tom saw the former SEAL winding Megan’s long, dark hair around his fist and using it as a handle to fuck her throat. And in his dark, dirty fantasy, his wife never faltered. He had no idea if she could deep throat a cock, but Megan did it for Bobby in Tom’s paranoid fantasy. His heart felt like it was going to seize in his chest.

      Tom tightened his fingers in Alicia’s hair without realizing it. He was jacking his hips off the bed, aggressively using her mouth the way he imagined Bobby was using Megan’s. He only snapped out of it when he felt the redhead’s nail dig into his thigh. When he looked down, her eyes were tearing, and her cheeks were bright red.

      “Shit, sorry, Ali. I…” He loosened his grip.

      Alicia put her hand over his, keeping it in place. She pulled back, spit dripping from her lips, just enough to gasp, “Don’t stop. I want you to use my mouth, baby.”

      Over the years, he’d been with a lot of women, but none of them had ever said that to him. He wasn’t a prude, but he still found it a bit shocking. That didn’t stop instinct from taking over. Tom tightened his grip in her hair and started driving his cock into her throat. The obscene sounds he pushed from her throat made him thrust harder. He would have felt bad about taking his aggression out on the redhead, but she seemed to love it.

      Tom felt his balls tighten and his heart felt like it was going to explode out of his chest. He warned Alicia that he was there, but when he tried to pull her head back, she locked her lips around his shaft and sucked harder.

      “Ali…dammit…I…I’m…fuck…”

      Alicia gagged hard when he blasted into the back of her throat. He thought she was going to heave all over him, but she kept his hand on the back of her head, and she fought to swallow his release. Cum bubbled from her lips and ran down his shaft, but she kept working, and somehow got most of it. When his balls were drained, she coughed and sniffled, but the moment she could breathe, Alicia licked the cum she’d missed off his cock.

      Tom marveled at the woman. She was a mess, and he couldn’t imagine Megan allowing Bobby to do this to her, no matter how badly she wanted him. But seeing Alicia like this was one of the hottest things he’d ever seen.

      “I’m sorry, I tried to warn you… I didn’t mean to…”

      “Shh.” Her lips were still against his head when she did it, and the vibration gave him chills. He was so sensitive from her incredible oral skills. “You’re giving me what I wanted, baby. And don’t ever apologize for taking what you want. Strong men are sexy as fuck. You used to close million-dollar deals. I know you have balls. I don’t know what Meg likes, but tonight I want you to show me how you take charge. That’s what I like about older men, baby. You’ve got it all figured out. Share it with me.”

      Tom laughed, and he was a little winded, even though she’d done all of the work. He wasn’t even naked yet. Alicia had stripped down before they were even inside, but he still wore his polo shirt. “I don’t know that I have anything figured out, Ali.”

      She crawled up over him, rubbing her slender, nude body against him. Her small tits brushed over his chest, and he needed the polo shirt gone so he could feel her. He roughly grabbed her tight ass. Alicia was the polar opposite from his wife. He loved Megan, but back in his younger days, Tom couldn’t get enough of tight little things like her.

      “Do you know what you want right now?” she asked, her face inches from his.

      Tom wanted all kinds of things from her. He didn’t know where to start. He grinned. “Yeah, I can think of a thing or two.”

      “Then show me, Tommy. Show me every dirty thing you want to do that Meg won’t do for you.”

      He hated the reference to his wife, but her words still sent a forbidden thrill through him.

      Tom put his reservations aside and decided he’d have no limits. Megan was surely having her fun over there with Bobby, and he was going to have his.
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      Megan was unraveling. Her entire body throbbed in time with Bobby’s deep, powerful thrusts. Her face was pressed into the sleeping bag on top of the pop-up’s mattress, and her ass was in the air. He was low over her back because the van’s pop-up bed had no headroom to speak of. He held her in position with a steel grip on her shoulder, keeping her pinned, while his other hand on her hip helped keep her exactly where he wanted her.

      And Bobby took her pussy at his leisure.

      He stopped her on the ladder, pushing his hand between her thighs and his fingers inside her. Megan swooned. He kept her in place with a firm hand on her back and brought her right to the edge. She’d squirmed when his thumb brushed her asshole, but she didn’t stop him—even though she hadn’t done that since college. He’d told her that he loved her juicy ass, and she’d told him that he’d better do something about it.

      Her head was swimming. She would have been furious that he gave her no say in how they started—if it didn’t feel so damn good. Better than good. Megan was in ecstasy from the first time Bobby thrust his cock inside her. What felt big in her hand—through his trunks—felt huge inside her. He was stretching Megan in a way she hadn’t felt in ages.

      Bobby grunted with every thrust, like he was putting all of his power into it, and she felt that. Even with her forearms braced on the mattress, Megan felt like he was going to collapse her. But he wasn’t hurried. His slow, devastating rhythm was designed to drive her mad before she came, and she knew it. Bobby was a man who knew how to take control and fuck. His strength and control were intoxicating.

      “More…oh God…more… God yes…more…Bobby…” It was her scrambled way of asking for it faster. He was keeping her orgasm just out of reach, and it was destroying her.

      “Fucking need it, don’t you, Meg?” he grunted. He was exerting himself, but he didn’t sound winded. It made her think he could go all night.

      “Yesss…God, yesss… So, give it to me… Don’t hold back…”

      “Can’t hold back with a woman like you… Built to fuck, Meg…”

      “So…fuck me… Oh God…Bobby…fuck me…”

      “There she is. Love the begging.”

      Megan was not begging him for it. She was demanding it, but she wondered if Bobby heard that often. Alicia was definitely the begging type. Either way, she felt him pick up the pace. She tried to thrust back at him, but each motion of his hips was so devastating.

      “Not begging… Just…fuck me…”

      Bobby chuckled. The arrogance infuriated and thrilled her. A cocky man was annoying in everyday life; that had always been one of her major weaknesses in bed. She’d married Tom because he had the perfect balance of confidence and humility, but sometimes a girl just wanted an asshole to manhandle her.

      The hand on her hip slid down under her. His fingers slipped between her slick folds, and when he found her clit everything changed.

      Megan wailed. His fingers rolling over her clit were as rough as the rest of it—almost too rough—but it was exactly what she needed at the moment. Bobby knew exactly what she needed.

      “Good girl… Give it up for me, Meg… You’ll fucking beg…”

      “Bobby…God…ohhh…”

      “How bad do you need to come, sweetheart?”

      “God…Bobby…” She was panting so hard that she could hardly form words, but she still fought giving him what he wanted. “Fuck me…”

      “Need it, don’t you?”

      “Yesss… Ohmygod… Yes!”

      “Can’t wait to feel your tight pussy come on my dick…”

      “Ohhh… Oh God… Please…”

      The last word just slipped out. He’d kept her on the edge for too long. She was right—she needed it. Megan didn’t understand how someone she’d just met could control her body so easily, but Bobby seemed to have super-human powers.

      “That’s my girl…”

      Bobby had what he wanted, and like flipping a switch, he made Megan come so hard the world tilted on its axis for her. The orgasm felt like one of those old films of A-bomb tests she’d seen in school—a bright flash followed by searing heat of pleasure, and then utter devastation in its wake. Megan knew she was wailing, and that Bobby was still fucking her, but nothing registered—except for the climax that consumed her.

      Megan was still pulsing with pleasure when Bobby pulled out. She needed a moment to catch her breath, but she still moaned with disappointment. She’d been so full, and she wanted it back. She folded to the mattress, weak and trembling, without his support.

      “You’re feeling it, aren’t you, sweetheart? I can fucking see it.” He rolled her over. The hunger in his eyes made her want to give him everything he wanted. It was like a drug for her. “Sweet Lord, Meg. That fucking body… Don’t be offended…” He winked. “…but you look perfect on your back, sweetheart. Those tits…those hips…God made you for one thing…”

      She whimpered his name, still trying to pull herself together. The version of her that had ruled meetings full of Alpha males on Wall Street rebelled at the idea she was made to be on her back—just like it did every time he called her good girl—but that night, in that van, Megan was proud to be the woman Bobby saw—the one he couldn’t get enough of.

      “Now, let’s see how many times I can make you come tonight, sweetheart,” he told her.

      Bobby bent her in half, pressing her legs to her chest, and buried his cock deep inside her. Megan’s eyes rolled back into her head. He kissed her while he ground his cock impossibly deep into her, and Megan grabbed his hair like she wanted to pull all of him inside her.
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      If his cock wasn’t locked in the vice grip of her pussy, Tom might have thought this was all a dream, because that vision rising over him, bouncing up and down on him, could not be real. That young, stunning redhead could not be fucking him. There were so many reasons it could not be true, the least of them being that he was married to someone else.

      But his wife was also fucking someone new. Alicia was incredible in bed, but Megan was never far from his thoughts. Tom couldn’t help it.

      Part of him was a complete mess, fearing he’d made a horrible mistake by agreeing to this. Alicia really was a dream, but she wasn’t worth losing his wife over, and he had real fears that Megan would not come back the same after a night with that edgy ex-SEAL.

      And then there was the other part of him, the part that thrilled at the idea that  Megan was so free, so horny, so—dare he think it—slutty, that she was over there fucking someone she hardly knew. Bobby being so rough around the edges made it even hotter, because Tom knew that he would return Megan thoroughly used.

      To his shame, that was what he wanted. He didn’t just fantasize about his wife being with another man. Tom wanted it to be someone who’d push her limits and reveal her true inner slut. Bobby fit the bill, even if Tom couldn’t figure out why an intelligent woman like Megan would want someone like him.

      “Baby…feel so good inside me…ahh yeah…fuck me…love your cock…” Alicia cried.

      Even while thoughts of his wife played like a soundtrack in his head, Tom found it within himself to give the redhead her proper due. A woman like Alicia did not deserve to be the runner-up to anyone. Besides, he wanted her—God did he want her. He just couldn’t keep the buzzing thoughts of Megan and Bobby out of his head.

      “You’re so damn…goddamn hot… Ali… Christ… can’t believe…”

      Tom tightened his grip on the slender redhead’s hips and bounced her on him harder. Alicia was on top, riding him with a perfect roll of her hips, but he couldn’t passively lie there and let her do all the work. That isn’t what Bobby would do, he darkly thought, wondering how an Alpha like Bobby was faring with a strong woman like Megan.

      Alicia leaned forward, bracing her hands on either side of his head and deeply kissing him. Her tits brushed his chest, and her hips never stopped moving. He kneaded her round cheeks, feeling the hard muscles working his cock. She had incredible control of her body, making him wonder how she stayed so fit on the road.

      “Believe it, baby… I’m here, and I’m real… You’re gonna make me come so hard…”

      “I want you to come, Ali…”

      “Spank me…”

      Tom was confused. He would have stopped in his tracks, if Alicia wasn’t controlling the motion. “What…”

      “Spank me… Do you think I’m a dirty little whore…”

      “Ali… I… No… Shit…”

      He cursed when she tightened her sheath around him. It was a good thing she made him come once with her mouth, because he would have never survived her magical pussy otherwise. Megan could do amazing things with her body, but Alicia fucked like a pro.

      Alicia broke the kiss and smiled. “It’s okay, baby. I am a dirty little whore.”

      Tom slapped his hand down hard on her ass. She yelped and clenched so hard around him that he nearly came. He did it again, and she whimpered, “Harder.” The crack rang through the RV when he spanked her again, and with his fingers knotted in her hair, he pulled Alicia down into a fierce kiss.

      She breathlessly moaned into the kiss. She obviously loved this. Tom’s head spun. Being about to take all of his anxiety out on Alicia was liberating. He knew how deep down he wanted Bobby to treat Megan, and it felt like balance was restored if he could treat the redhead the same way. He’d never have dreamt of it if she weren’t so into it. That wasn’t who he was—not ordinarily.

      “You want to be used like a whore?” he gasped, the words surprising even him.

      “Yes… Oh fuck yesss… I’ve been such a bad girl…”

      Alicia pushed on his chest to sit up again and began slamming down onto his cock with all her weight. Tom watched her intensely. She was flushed from the waist up, and she embodied that old canard: she doesn’t sweat, she glows. The interior of the RV was suddenly stifling.

      Her cute little tits bounced with every thrust. They were so different from his wife’s big, soft, round breasts, but Alicia’s perky tits were perfect in their own way, untouched by gravity so far. He’d forgotten how perfect a set of tits could be at that age. He covered them with his hands—and he could truly cover them, unlike his wife’s rack. The little rings piercing her pale, puffy nipples dug into his palms.

      “Harder, Tommy… I can take it… Ahhh yeah, harder…”

      Tom tentatively tugged on her nipple rings. Alicia winced, and he released them. He didn’t really want to hurt her, and didn’t know her well enough to know how to play her games. That was one of the drawbacks of a one-night stand—even in the swinging world.

      “Don’t…fucking…stop… Harder… I want it… Don’t pussy out…”

      Tom was a civilized man, but he wasn’t a pushover. He wasn’t a pussy. He pressed his thumbs into her nipples, pressed those piercings, and Alicia shrieked. This time, he didn’t stop. He flicked the rings with his thumbs, and felt her pussy flutter around his cock. Her already incredible, tight pussy worked his cock like it had a mind of its own as she rode him harder.

      “Yeah…yeah… Ahhh fuck… Yeah…”

      “Take it… Fucking take it…” he growled, jacking his hips up into her, but struggling to keep up with her unfettered pace.

      The crazy thing was: Tom was growling those words to Megan. He was too far gone to process if they were from him directly to his wife, or if he imagined Bobby saying those things, and Megan responding to them exactly the way Alicia did.

      It would rend his soul if he knew Megan took that from Bobby, but the darkest part of him wanted there to be a version of her that would. And he knew how wrong it was for his wife to pop back into his head while Alicia was giving him everything she had, but he couldn’t help, and the wrong was oxygen to his fire. He pulled those piercings harder.

      “Ahhh fuck! Fuck! Yeah! Fuck…Tommy!”

      Alicia shrieked so loudly when she came that their partners had to hear it in the van on the other side of the road. He knew sound carried. Megan told him that Alicia and Bobby had heard them. And the redhead kept shrieking. It seemed like she would keep coming if he kept torturing her nipples with those rings.

      But Tom couldn’t go on any longer. Her pussy milked him like it was demanding his come. He surprised himself with how hard he came, how much he pumped into the petite redhead. He just gave a raw shout and let go. Alicia kept milking him. Her pussy worked him until she had every last drop. He swore she started coming all over again when she felt him flood her.

      He never thought about pulling out. Tom should have. He knew it. Christ, he should have used a condom. He and Megan hadn’t talked about that, but he assumed because it was unspoken. But he didn’t protect himself, and then he made it worse by pumping his load into a young woman he’d never see again.

      Tom prayed Megan had more sense.

      None of that mattered in the moment. Tom drained his balls, and Alicia snuggled up against him afterward, and it all felt so good, even though it was so wrong. And uncharacteristically, he let himself enjoy it.

      He could overanalyze and worry about what Megan did with Bobby later. For the moment, he just basked in the afterglow of having had incredible sex with a beautiful girl in her twenties.

      And then, in the still night, he was sure he heard Megan coming.
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      “Don’t stop… Don’t stop… Ohmygod… Fuck me…”

      Megan muttered it like a mantra. She was out of her mind.

      “You’re gonna come again, ain’t you?”

      Bobby grunted it, his lips by her ear. Even he was starting to sound winded. It felt like they’d been going at it forever. He’d already come once—all over her tits—but she didn’t think he’d even really gotten soft. And after a few minutes in her mouth, he wanted more.

      “Yesss… Ohmygod yesss… I can’t… I can’t…”

      “Stop saying that, sweetheart. You’ll come as many times as I make you.”

      “Ohmygod… Yesss…” She loved that he didn’t make it a choice. She’d come as many times as he made her, and they both knew it was true.

      Bobby was behind her, spoon-fucking her in that way that only a truly large man can. He had one of her legs pulled back, and he was groping her chest and rubbing her clit in tight circles while he slid in and out of her.

      All of it at once was overwhelming.

      The stretch of his cock was incredible, and at that angle, he was stroking that spot inside her—the one that always makes her lose her mind—with every thrust. He was rough with her tits—pulling on her nipples in a way that Tom never would—and it even hurt a little, but Megan liked it. The little sting made the pleasure so much more intense. And the rubbing her clit? That was just to prove that Bobby was in complete control, that he could make her come at will.

      “Good girl… Such a good fucking girl… Knows just what she needs…”

      “Yesss… Oh God, yesss…”

      “Tell me, sweetheart. Tell me what you fucking need.”

      Bobby subtly shifted his angle, and Megan came apart. It was like he could have done it at any time, but held back, made her wait for it until the time was right. Part of her hated him for it. The rest?

      “I need… I need… Ohmygod… I need to come…please… Fuck me… I need…you…to…fuck me…”

      Megan was shameless because he’d made her that way. She never told her husband to fuck her. She certainly never begged Tom to come. But Bobby stripped away all of that pressure to be good, to be proper. He got at the core of what she needed.

      “Fuck, Meg… I’m right there with you this time. Fuck… Fuck…”

      Bobby did not warn her and pull out this time. He didn’t blast a thick load all over her chest. He buried himself as deep as he could and pinned Megan in place with his hand rubbing her clit, and he unleashed a torrent of cum into her with low, satisfied moan.

      Megan couldn’t panic because she was too busy coming with him. She’d actually started a beat before he did, and then he filled her, like his body was responding to hers. And God help her, she ground back into him, working her lips, working her pussy, pulling him as deeply as she could while she contracted those muscles and it drew it all out of him.

      She did the worst thing, without reservation, and it made her come the hardest she had all night. She wailed, not even caring if Tom and Alicia heard her at the other campsite. Bobby was pulsing his load inside her, and Megan’s body did what it was programmed to do—take the come from a large, powerful man.  It was insane, and went against everything she was about, and it was perfect.

      “Good girl…taking what you need…taking all of it… You’re fucking wild, Meg. Don’t think I can get enough of you.”

      Bobby buried his face in her hair from behind and held her tightly against him. He was slowly softening, but he was still inside her. Megan snuggled into it. She wasn’t going to pretend the moment wasn’t what it was. She accepted what her night with Bobby had been, what it had unlocked in her.

      She would deal with that later.

      If Tom asked her for details, she wouldn’t lie. But she prayed he didn’t ask.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            thirteen

          

        

      

    

    
      Someone was shaking Tom’s shoulder.

      He surfaced slowly, through layers of deep sleep, and for one disoriented moment he had no idea where he was. He was not in their van. Or their old condo. He was in  the bed at the back of some outdated RV with a strained ceiling and  blonde wood cabinets that looked like they were right out of the 90s.

      And a large, bearded man was standing over him. He felt motion beside him and saw a spill of red hair on the pillow. That was not Megan.

      Everything clicked into place before he started to panic. Well, before that panic kicked in. Realizing where he was and that it was morning, Tom felt a whole different kind of panic.

      “Hey.” Bobby nudged him again, until Tom focused on him. “I’d like to get in my own bed, if you don’t mind.” He didn’t sound angry, but was as calm and measured as always. He may have even had a slight smile.

      “Yeah, shit. Sorry. Didn’t mean to…”

      Tom was tangled with Alicia, and he had to gently roll her over to sit up. Her perky tits were exposed to the little bit of light that came in through the shade. He was self-conscious looking at them in front of Bobby, which was silly after…

      “No worries, we were having fun. I wasn’t exactly rushing back over here,” Bobby replied. He definitely had a smile then.

      Tom would have punched him if he didn’t think it would get him killed.

      “Did you have fun, baby?” Alicia sleepily asked. She cuddled up against Tom again, who fought the urge to push her off him. He loved her naked body, but it didn’t seem right to be like that with Bobby right there.

      “Yeah, baby. Meg was fucking great. You’re a lucky man, buddy, to have a woman like that. She’s very…enthusiastic.” Bobby paused to sip the Red Bull he held, which Tom took to mean she wore me out. “But I’m not telling you anything you don’t know.”

      Tom had no idea what to say to that.

      “We had such a good time, baby. Tommy knows what a girl wants.” Alicia grabbed him under the sheet, and he jumped.

      “Nice.” He slapped Tom hard on the shoulder. “I hoped she’d be taken care of. Hate to see my girl let down.”

      Is that some weird threat? Tom questioned. He was not in the mood for Bobby’s weird energy. He threw back the sheet and tried to turn to shield his dick from the former SEAL’s sight. The RV was roomier than their van, but Bobby still had to step back from Tom to get out of bed. He looked around in confusion for his clothes.

      “Oh, here,” Alicia said, digging his shorts, underwear, and shirt out of the sheets.

      Bobby seemed amused by his scramble to get dressed, which just made him more frantic. He turned back to Alicia when he finished. He couldn’t leave without saying anything, but he didn’t have the words. Especially not in front of her man.

      Tom looked at her for a moment — the scatter of freckles across her bare shoulder, the red hair, the absolute ease of her sleep — and felt something he couldn’t name and didn’t try to. The pull he felt toward her—and what she allowed him to be—felt real, risky.

      “Last night was really good, Tom. I mean it,” she said softly, reaching for his hand. He gave it to her. “Thanks for everything.”

      “It really was, Ali. I…” Again, he wasn’t going to say anything he wanted to in front of Bobby. Instead, he leaned in and kissed her. Let Bobby deal with that, he thought.

      “Don’t be a stranger,” she said when he pulled away.

      Bobby showed him to the door, and offered a hand. Tom took it and put everything he had into matching Bobby’s grip. “Seriously, Tom. Thanks for trusting me with her. Meg’s… That woman deserves anything she wants.”

      Tom didn’t take the bait. She didn’t need Bobby. Instead, he replied, “I’m her husband. I know it. You’re welcome.”

      The high desert sun was already bright, and Tom had to shield his eyes when he stepped outside.  He had an intense flashback to his single days, when he’d leave some one-night stand’s apartment in the early daylight and have to make his way home to shower before work. It was a feeling he never thought he’d experience again.

      Looking across the narrow road at his campsite, where Megan waited, Tom dreaded the walk. It was only a short distance, but it felt impossibly far.

      Time to face the music, he thought, starting across.
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      The Sprinter sat exactly where he’d left it, backed up to the tree line. His surprise was surprising. Tom didn’t think Megan was going to unhook everything, take up the leveling jacks, and leave him there after one night apart.

      A night where they’d fucked other people.

      Tom was guilty for having stayed out all night, but it wasn’t like his wife wasn’t busy with Bobby. She didn’t rush over to find him. But he still felt wrong for being out all night.

      He reached for the key fob in his pocket as he grabbed the handle to the van’s sliding door, but it had been left unlocked, which meant Megan was definitely in there.

      And Bobby had left it unlocked on his way out. When he was done with her.

      The first thing that hit Tom when he stepped inside was that the van reeked of sex. It was a tight space and strong smells were always a problem for vanlife people, but he and Megan had made love countless times in their van, and he never remembered it smelling quite like that. Maybe he never noticed it because he was a part of it, but his brain rejected that. He was smelling the distinctness of Megan and Bobby together. It wasn’t just the other man’s cum he caught. There was the tanginess of his wife’s arousal, too. He was sure of it.

      He tried to contextualize it. It wasn’t like he’d come home and his wife had been cheating. Megan walked across the road with Bobby while he watched. He knew what was going to happen. She had sex with the man. But knowing a thing and  encountering the evidence of it were two very different things. He couldn’t control his visceral response.

      While he was trying to take slow, calming breaths—filled with the scent of them—he saw that crocheted dress on the floor, tossed away like she couldn’t strip fast enough for Bobby. His stomach roiled again.

      You slept with Alicia, he reminded himself as he tried to calm his rebelling gut. He kept acting like that didn’t matter when he tried to deal with his feelings about his wife and Bobby.

      Tom heard movement from above, but Megan didn’t say anything. She had to have heard him come in. He steadied himself and climbed the ladder.

      The sight of his wife in the bed they shared, so obviously used by someone else, landed like a body blow. Her hair was wild, and it wasn’t just bedhead. She was on her back, and the thin sleeping bag—the one they used in warmer weather—was half-draped over her. She was bare from the waist up, and one of her legs stuck out. He looked at his wife, and all he saw were signs of how Bobby had used her.

      Megan had red marks all over her pale skin—obviously where he’d grabbed her and held her. He hadn’t been gentle. Her nipples were dark and swollen, like he’d been sucking them right before he came over to kick Tom out of his bed. Her face was swollen too, and her eyes were red, like she hadn’t gotten a second of sleep.

      Did they literally fuck all night? he wondered. He’d passed out with Alicia. He regretted that for so many reasons. He could have enjoyed the redhead for much longer. And he could have come home earlier and reclaimed his wife.

      Tom watched Megan’s closed eyes and shallow breathing and wondered if she was asleep now. Bobby taunted that she was waiting for him, but maybe he’d left her so exhausted that she’d passed out before Tom could return.

      “I was starting to think I’d have to organize a search party,” she said, eyes still closed.

      Okay, not asleep… he thought.

      “Sorry.  I know we didn’t discuss spending the night. I just assumed we wouldn’t. It wasn’t intentional. I just fell asleep when we were finished.”

      Megan smiled. “I guess Ali wore you out, huh?”

      He didn’t say that she looked like Bobby had more than worn her out. “I guess you guys did, too?”

      “Yeah, we fell asleep.” Her tone suggested she’d omitted an eventually. She looked like she’d had about five minutes of sleep. “I get it. I understand. I was a little surprised when you didn’t come back, but we’re adults. You knew what you were doing. I wasn’t going to come chase you down in the middle of the night.”

      “You could have texted if you wanted me to come home.” Saying home and referring to our van still felt weird to him.

      “I told you, Tom. It’s all good.”  She sounded annoyed, like he was the one belaboring the point. After a pause, she said, “Guess you had a good time then, if Ali fucked you unconscious.” Another pause. “Sorry, that came out harsher than I meant it. I really do hope you had fun. Did you?”

      Tom wasn’t proud of it, but he was relieved to see that Megan was struggling with what they’d done, and it wasn’t just him. “Yeah, it was good. You know, sex is good. Ali is attractive. It was good.”

      Megan laughed, but it was a tired one. “I’m not a delicate flower, babe. I went into this with open eyes, just like you did. I’m sure you were excited to be with Ali. I know how you’ve been looking at her. She’s a sexy, young redhead. It’s okay if you enjoyed your night with her.”

      “It was great. Yeah, we had a great time. She’s a little…out there…so it was very different.”

      “I’m glad you don’t think I’m out there. Out there how?”

      Tom was so surprised that he nearly stumbled off the ladder and decided it would be safer to climb up. He sat beside the hatch, not too close to his wife. He didn’t understand why he was being so careful with her. They’d been together for fourteen years. They’d even been through this before.

      “Are you asking for details, Meg?”

      She looked horrified by the thought. “No, I don’t want details of…what you did. It’s just, you said she’s out there, and I wonder how, but I’m not asking if she wanted some weird sex thing from you.”

      Tom rushed to tell her, “She didn’t… We didn’t…”

      They were quiet after that. They’d fought before, obviously, but this was different. It was even different than how they’d been after Nox Venari. There’d been anger then—from him, then much hotter from her. This time, they were both working overtime to contain themselves, and he didn’t know how to navigate that awkwardness with her.

      “Did you have a good time?” he finally asked, after a pause.

      Megan took a long time to answer. He saw the worry etched on her face, and every moment of hesitation made him panic a little bit more on the inside. Finally, she spoke.

      “It was good,” she replied, very guarded. She must have realized she was underselling it too much. “It was great. Bobby’s… Bobby knows what he’s doing. He was in the military, so he’s been all over the world. I guess he’s learned things.”

      Tom sat with that. Bobby had learned things, and it sounded like he taught them to Megan. Tom’s mind started going to dark, dangerous places. Does she want something I don’t do, and he did it? If she asked me… No, that was crazy. Meg’s happy with me. Isn’t she?

      He was quiet far too long. She caught the way he was looking at her and pulled the sleeping bag over her, but it wasn’t casual like she probably hoped. Tom felt like that was a bad turning point between them, when his wife felt like she had to cover herself in front of him.

      Tom remembered how rough it had been after the last time. Things had been bad for weeks. They barely spoke, then they interacted like roommates. Then they tried to act like nothing had happened. And it had all been his fault. He knew it. But when he went to find her in that dark club, checking almost every room before that stunning Southeast Asian lady pointed him in the right direction, he was stopped cold by what he’d seen his wife doing.

      He’d steeled himself for the possibility that he would see his wife with another man. He knew it might be difficult, but a huge part of him was excited to see it. He’d had so many fantasies. But the reality was so different. And Tom had not been prepared for that.

      Megan was in that large bedroom, with the door wide open, which invited in a small crowd—which he had to elbow past to see her—and she was something he didn’t recognize—something wild, unbound. Feral. And she was between two men.

      Two men.

      She was a competitor, and she only knew how to go big or go home, but Tom did not expect her to go that big. Megan was on her hands and knees, a little hard to find between the two men on the bed with her. The Black man behind her was especially huge—like Bobby. He held her hips and was slamming forward so hard it looked like he was trying to fuck his way through her. The other one held her hair out of the way, so everyone could see her deep-throating him. But he wasn’t making her do anything. The man behind Megan was fucking her throat onto the man in front.

      Tearing her mouth from the thick cock in her mouth, she’d demanded, “Don’t you dare stop… Harder… Harder, you bastard…” The Black man had laughed and told Megan that he’d teach her to regret that. Megan had to find her voice between breaths, but she’d told him, “Then you’d better start fucking me for real.”

      Tom had literally staggered. He’d never unhear that. Never unsee his wife being manhandled by two men. Two things happened in a very distinct order. First, he nearly came in his pants without touching himself. And that was so intense, he thought he was having a heart attack.

      When he stumbled, one of them near him helped him into a chair. A topless woman in a peacock mask—everyone was masked in the club, including Megan and her lovers—brought him water. He still had a clear view of Megan getting railed from that chair, and she never stopped.

      Tom couldn’t get any of that out of his head in the aftermath. And when he wasn’t jerking off to it, it sickened him. None of that was Megan’s fault. They’d gone to the sex club, and she’d indulged her fantasies—given him exactly what he’d thought he’d wanted, actually—and he’d punished her for it, almost ruining their marriage in the process.

      Even that hadn’t been enough to push those fantasies out of his head, and years later, Tom thought they were mature enough to try again. They were older, he told himself. More mature. Being on the road had mellowed them. It was two couples swapping—in a campground—totally different from Nox Venari. He was going to get to fuck a sexy, young redhead. He had no reason to be jealous.

      And Tom sat there and saw Megan self-consciously cover herself, and he knew that he was on the verge of screwing it all up again, and he knew he had to get his feelings in check. He could not do this to Megan again. She was his world.

      “Great,” he finally said. “I’m glad you had a good time. You deserve it, honey.”

      Tom knew how weak that sounded. It wasn’t like she’d just returned from a girls’ weekend in Nashville. He couldn’t calibrate his brain because he looked at the pop-up bed and all he could see was Bobby fucking her so hard, for so long, that their entire van smelled like sex. Long after Tom had passed out in bed with Alicia, the former SEAL was still filling Megan with cum.

      About that. He was dying to know if she’d been smarter than him, but he didn’t dare ask, because he didn’t want to have to answer the question himself.

      “Look at me, Tom,” Megan said, with that tough tone she’d learned as a lifelong athlete—the one he knew she used when she had to tell a teammate to get their shit together. “If you’re melting down, if this is a problem, tell me. We can talk about it. But you’re not going to passively aggressively put me through hell again.” Warily, she added, “I knew this might be a mistake.”

      “It wasn’t a mistake,” he replied, forcing the confidence he didn’t feel. “We talked about it. We went in with eyes wide open. I’ve got a lot in my head, but it’s fine. You must have questions, too, right? Don’t you have any feelings about me…”

      “Not really, Tom. I know what I don’t want to know. Do you? Do you want to know what I did with Bobby?” She clearly didn’t buy his false confidence. She sounded annoyed.

      “No. Don’t… No,” he spat. He did…but he didn’t. “I’ll listen to anything you want to tell me, but I’m not asking what you did. I’m fine, really. I had an amazing night with Ali. It was crazy. She…”

      “You said. She’s out there. Must have been interesting.”

      Megan hardened. He watched it in real time. Tom replayed the last minute in his head. Fuck, he thought. Did it sound like I was throwing Ali in her face? I didn’t mean…

      “Meg…”

      “It’s okay, Tom. I don’t think either of us is awake.” It was clearly not okay. She threw off the sleeping bag and crawled past him to slip down the ladder. “I need a shower.”

      “I’ll set up the outdoor shower for you.”

      “No thanks. I want to go to the bathhouse. I need a real shower after last night.” She stretched as best she could in the confines of the van before sniffing one of his t-shirts and throwing it on. “And the walk will do me good. I need to stretch.”

      Megan threw a few things into her shower bag. Tom was panicking inside for a whole new reason. He knew he’d fucked up.

      “I can walk over with you,” he suggested.

      “I’m good. Why don’t you throw on some coffee? I’m sure we both need it.”

      She hopped out of the van, and Tom watched her walk out of view from the pop-up. He promised himself he’d fix it when she got back. He’d take the time to get his shit together, and he’d fix it.

      But I need a real shower after last night had been a dig.

      His temper flared, but he tried to let it go.
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        Tom and Megan Henderson never saw the real danger coming.

        One wild night by the campfire. Two couples. No strings, no consequences, no looking back. Bobby and Alicia were charming, exciting, and exactly what the Hendersons needed to shake up their comfortable life on the road. And when it was over, Tom and Megan did what any sensible couple would do — they packed up their van and drove away before anyone got attached.

        But some attachments linger.

        Miles down the road, with the high desert in their rearview mirror, the Hendersons are trying to get back to normal. But normal is easily shattered and difficult to put back together. Megan can't stop thinking about what Bobby brought out in her. And neither can Tom. They can’t say it aloud, but they’re both worried they broke something that can’t be fixed. At least they removed the temptation.

        Then Bobby and Alicia show up again.

        The Hendersons accept the wild coincidence, at first. Megan’s pull toward Bobby is too strong to question it, and Alicia easily distracts Tom. When the couples come together again, it’s even wilder, more intense.

        But was it a coincidence? When Alicia and Bobby show up again, Tom starts to wonder. Is the chaotic couple they can’t shake incredibly lucky, or is there something more sinister happening?

        It isn't a coincidence. It was never a coincidence. The couple the Hendersons thought were just a little wild, just a little intense, just a little hard to shake — they aren't any of those things. Bobby Lopino is a former Navy SEAL with a very particular set of skills and no intention of letting the Hendersons go. And Alicia McAnally, the sweet, free-spirited redhead who charmed them both, is something far more dangerous than she appeared.

        On the open road, far from safety, the Hendersons must deal with a couple that won’t let go—and their own complicated desires.

        Can they walk away from the wreckage—or is this their last road trip?
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        She walked away from the life. Now the life needs her back.

      

        

      
        Madison Sinclair was one of the CIA's best. Then she chose love over the field, traded covert ops for carpool lanes, and spent sixteen years behind a desk in Langley. She told herself she didn't miss it.

        She was wrong.

        When Deputy Director Bristow summons her, Madison is pulled back into a world she thought she'd left behind. A Russian hacker collective called Glacier Flame has built Null:Echo, a quantum cipher key capable of cracking any system on earth, instantly and without a trace. The buyer? Kharabat, one of the world's most dangerous state sponsors of terror. The CIA has one shot to stop the deal, and it needs Madison to take it. The target, Prince Zaydan, has a very specific weakness: older, married women. Madison fits the profile perfectly. Operation Scarlet Phantom is born.

        So she's handed a new identity, a new "husband," and a mission that will push every limit she has.

        Her husband? Damien Kane — her former partner, former lover, and the man she walked away from sixteen years ago when she chose Charles. Their last mission together nearly killed them both. This one might finish the job.

        As David and Michelle Richardson, Madison and Kane infiltrate Nox Venari, an elite, international sex club where the Null:Echo deal is set to go down. Madison must seduce the prince, neutralize the threat, and keep her marriage—and her sanity—intact.

      

        

      
        Undercover Wife is the bestselling erotic thriller series from Kirsten McCurran, The Queen of Sexy Suburban Secrets.
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        From the mind of one of hotwife erotica’s most loved writers comes this bestselling collection of 5 sultry stories featuring sexy suburban couples exploring their sexuality with their friends and neighbors. These very good wives behaving very badly could be the woman you see at the grocery store or the president of your local PTA. Kirsten McCurran specializes in pulling back the curtain on everyday couples’ most forbidden desires.
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        When Jeremy Sampson lands his dream job, it seems like a golden opportunity for his family. His wife, April, reluctantly gives up a life she loves for the shiny promise of a new adventure.

        The Sampsons’ luxurious new house on Milford Court is a dream home, but as they settle in, April can't shake the feeling that something is off about their glamorous new neighbors.

        Sultry secrets lurk everywhere. April discovers the wives of Milford Court share a very special bond, one they’re eager to share with her. As she delves deeper into the secrets of the gated community, April uncovers a world of forbidden temptations and dark desires.

        Can April and Jeremy resist forbidden games played by the couples of Milford Court? Will Jeremy's dream job become a nightmare when he learns the real reason behind his good fortune? Get ready for a thrilling journey into the exclusive world of Milford Court, where nothing is as it seems.

      

        

      
        The New Wife on Milford Court is the latest adventure from bestselling author Kirsten McCurran, The Queen of Suburban Secrets!
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        Lauren Curry is a skilled massage therapist who finds joy in relieving her clients’ pains. If anything, she's too giving, putting her clients first whenever she can. When a longtime family friend, Dylan, injures himself working for his father during college summer break, Lauren offers to treat him without hesitation.

        Lauren is always the consummate professional, even when an attractive man is on her table—not that she sees Dylan as attractive. He's just a family friend. She’s known the young man for ages. But once she gets her hands on the college athlete's body, Lauren discovers just how sculpted it is. Lauren admires his physique with professional detachment until Dylan turns over, and she discovers that he's enjoying her treatment a little too much.

        Can Lauren do the right thing and keep it professional? Or will a hot college baseball player help this suburban wife find her inner cougar? Dylan is a family friend. He’s forbidden fruit. Can she resist picking it?
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      “Kirsten McCurran” is the pen name of a wife and husband team exploring the sexy secrets of middle-class, suburban couples. This couple has their own dirty little secret: they have lots of fantasies about what all their friends and neighbors are up to behind closed doors, and they turn those sexy fantasies into the stories they love to share with the world. The Mrs. could be the sweet mom you see in the stands at the soccer game or the pretty woman at the supermarket you wonder about as she's squeezing the melons. The Mr. could be your kid’s little league coach.

      Most of their stories are about married women looking to bust out and explore their wild side, often with the encouragement of their husbands—and sometimes without it. The strength of the couple behind Kirsten McCurran is that husband and wife writing together can uniquely capture the feelings of both partners in their couples as they explore their most forbidden desires. The Mrs. is all about exploring stories of daring women of a certain age exploring their sexuality, and the Mr. captures the feelings of the men who love them.

      Kirsten McCurran has written over 60 books, which can be found at major booksellers. You can reach Ms. McCurran by email at kmccurran@gmail.com.

      If you’d like other ways to support Kirsten McCurran’s writing, visit her website for links, books.kirstenmccurran.com.
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