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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
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