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  Foreword


"Her Husband's Homework" was originally intended to be part of an upcoming anthology of hotwife stories. As I began writing Jessica and Mike's journey, however, the characters took on a life of their own. Their story demanded more space to breathe and develop than the strict word count of that particular anthology would allow. 
Rather than cutting their experience short or relegating this tale to my archives where it might be forgotten, I decided to publish it as a standalone short book. Some stories simply refuse to be contained, and Jessica's awakening—along with Mike's discovery of his own desires—felt too genuine and compelling to compromise.
What began as a simple premise evolved into an exploration of how honesty and vulnerability can transform a marriage. Through Evan's unconventional coaching methods, Jessica and Mike find their way back to each other by first daring to reveal their deepest fantasies.
I hope you enjoy their journey as much as I enjoyed writing it.
Happy reading,
Paul Garland






  
  Chapter one
The Birthday Gift


Jessica lay on her back, staring at the pale ceiling, the sheets still tangled around her legs. Mike’s weight had only just left the mattress, but the warmth of his body was already fading, replaced by a familiar emptiness. Birthday sex, she thought. Obligatory, perfunctory, and over before her mind had even caught up to her body. She’d tried—arched her hips, whispered encouragements, even faked a gasp she hoped sounded convincing. But the truth was, her body had gone through the motions while her mind drifted elsewhere, cataloguing the day ahead, the emails waiting for her, the ache in her lower back. 
Mike kissed her shoulder, murmured, “Happy birthday, Jess,” and padded out of the bedroom, leaving her in the hush of morning light. She listened to his footsteps on the stairs, the clatter of plates in the kitchen. He was thoughtful, always had been. She knew he’d return with breakfast—croissants, maybe, or the cinnamon rolls she liked. He’d smile, make a joke, try to make her feel special. He was a good man. She loved him. But lately, loving him felt like remembering a favourite song from years ago: the melody familiar, the lyrics faded.
She pulled the sheet up to her chest, feeling the sticky evidence of their brief sex trickle down her thighs. She wondered if he noticed how distracted she’d been. If he cared. Or if, like her, he was just grateful to check “birthday sex” off the list. Thirty-eight today. She should feel grateful—healthy, married, secure. Instead, she felt restless, as if she were waiting for something she couldn’t name.
Mike’s footsteps returned, heavier now. She sat up, smoothing her hair, trying to summon a smile. He entered, balancing a tray: coffee, orange juice, a small vase with a single daffodil, and a wrapped box with a silver bow.
“Happy birthday, beautiful,” he said, his eyes bright with hope and something else—maybe nerves. He set the tray on the bed, leaned in to kiss her, and pressed the box into her hands. “Open it.”
She smiled, her heart fluttering with curiosity and a faint, desperate hope for surprise.
Jessica took the box, feeling its weight in her lap. The wrapping paper was smooth, the bow perfectly tied—a small but telling sign of Mike’s care. She glanced up at him, searching his face for clues, but he only smiled, watching her with an eager, almost boyish anticipation.
She peeled away the paper, being careful not to tear it, and lifted the lid. Inside was a slim, embossed folder. She opened it, and her eyes landed on a gift certificate—three months of private sessions with Evan Carter, “Certified Life Coach: Unlock Your Best Self.”
She blinked, reading the words twice. The card was heavy, expensive, the kind you’d expect for a spa or a luxury hotel. She looked up at Mike, uncertain.
“A life coach?” she asked, trying to keep her tone light.
He nodded, sitting beside her on the bed. “I know you’ve been… Well, you’ve said you’re feeling stuck. I thought maybe this could be something just for you. Someone to talk to, help you figure out what you want. Evan comes highly recommended—my boss’s wife swears by him.”
Jessica traced her finger over the raised gold lettering. She felt exposed, as if he’d seen through her forced smiles and polite laughter to the restlessness underneath. Part of her bristled at the implication—was she that transparent? But another part, deeper and quieter, felt a flicker of hope. Maybe this was what she needed: a push, a guide, someone to shake her out of her inertia.
She looked at Mike, his green eyes soft, searching hers for approval. She forced a smile, then let it relax into something more genuine. “Thank you,” she said, voice low. “It’s… thoughtful.”
He grinned, relief washing over his features. “I want you to be happy, Jess. I want you to feel… alive again.” He squeezed her hand, thumb brushing her knuckles. “And I’ll be here, cheering you on.”
She squeezed back, warmth blooming in her chest. Maybe this birthday would be different. Maybe, with Evan’s help, she could find her way back to herself—and maybe, just maybe, to Mike too.






  
  Chapter two
The First Session


The lobby of Evan Carter’s office was a study in understated luxury—cream walls, leather chairs, and a single vase of white lilies on the reception desk. Jessica sat with her legs crossed, checking her watch for the third time. She’d dressed carefully for this first appointment: a navy pencil skirt, silk blouse, heels that made her feel taller, more confident. Auburn hair tied in a ponytail, loose enough to flow over her shoulder. Professional but not stuffy. She wanted to make a good impression, though she wasn’t entirely sure why it mattered. 
“Ms. Winters?” The receptionist, a young woman with a sleek bob, smiled at her. “Mr. Carter will see you now.”
Jessica nodded, gathering her purse and smoothing her skirt as she stood. She followed the receptionist down a short hallway to a door at the end. The woman knocked once, then opened it with a well-rehearsed gesture.
“Jessica, welcome.” The voice from inside was warm, resonant.
She stepped into the office and felt her breath catch in her throat. Evan Carter was not what she expected. In her mind, she’d pictured someone older, professorial—maybe with glasses and a beard. Instead, the man who rose from behind the desk was tall, broad-shouldered, with dark hair cut close at the sides and longer on top. He wore a charcoal suit that fit him perfectly, no tie, the top button of his crisp white shirt undone. His eyes were a startling blue, and they fixed on her with immediate, unsettling focus.
“Thank you,” she managed, extending her hand. His grip was firm, his palm smooth.
“Please, sit.” He gestured to a pair of chairs arranged near a window overlooking the city. Not across a desk, she noted, but side by side. “Can I offer you something to drink? Water? Coffee?”
“Water would be nice,” she said, settling into one of the chairs. He poured from a carafe on a side table, handed her a glass, then took the seat opposite her. His movements were controlled, assured.
“So,” he said, leaning forward slightly, “your husband arranged these sessions as a birthday gift.”
It wasn’t a question, but she nodded anyway. “Yes. Mike thought it might help me... find some… direction in my life.”
Evan’s lips curved into a smile that didn’t quite reach his eyes. “And what do you think, Jessica? Do you need direction?”
She took a sip of water, buying time. “I’m not sure what I need,” she finally admitted. “I have a good life. A good marriage. But lately, I feel...” She trailed off, unsure how to articulate the vague dissatisfaction that had been her constant companion.
“Unfulfilled,” he supplied, watching her closely.
She looked up, startled by his directness. “Yes.”
He nodded, as if he’d expected this answer. “Tell me about your marriage.”
“It’s good,” she said automatically. “Mike is kind, supportive. We’ve been together for twelve years.”
“And sexually?” The question was casual, professional, but it hit her like a slap.
“I—what?” She felt heat rise to her cheeks.
Evan’s expression remained neutral. “Physical intimacy is an important part of a relationship, Jessica. Often, it’s where we first notice when things aren’t working.”
She set her glass down, suddenly aware of her hands, her body, his eyes on her. “It’s fine,” she said stiffly. “Normal.”
“Normal,” he repeated, the word hanging between them. “And is ‘normal’ what you want?”
Jessica felt something shift inside her, a door opening to a room she’d kept locked. “No,” she said quietly. “I want more.”
Evan leaned back, his eyes never leaving hers. “Good,” he said. “That’s where we’ll start.”
Evan reached for a leather-bound notebook on the side table, his movements unhurried. Jessica watched his hands—strong, with long fingers, a subtle gold watch peeking from beneath his cuff. She found herself wondering what those hands would feel like against her skin and immediately pushed the thought away.
“Let’s be specific,” he said, his voice dropping to a lower register that seemed to vibrate through her. “When you say you want ‘more,’ what does that look like?”
Jessica shifted in her seat, crossing and uncrossing her legs. The silk of her blouse suddenly felt too thin, too revealing. “I don’t know if I should—”
“This is a safe space,” Evan interrupted, his blue eyes holding hers. “I’ve done this with thousands of couples over the past ten years. You have my complete discretion. None of what you say goes back to Mike. Nothing leaves this room. And I can’t help you if you’re not honest with me.” He paused, then added, “With yourself.”
She took a deep breath. “I want to feel... desired. Pursued.” The words came out in a rush. “Mike and I, we’ve fallen into… I don’t know. Whatever you want to call it after over a decade. Our love life is… comfortable, but it’s not exciting. When we have sex, it’s like he’s checking a box.”
Evan nodded, making a note. “And you? Are you doing the same?”
Jessica felt her cheeks flush. “I go along with it. Sometimes it’s good. Sometimes I fake... enthusiasm.”
“You fake orgasms,” he clarified, not a question.
She nodded, unable to meet his gaze.
“And what do you fantasise about, Jessica? When you’re alone, or when you’re with Mike but your mind wanders—where does it go?”
The question hung in the air between them. Jessica’s heart pounded in her chest. She’d never told anyone, not even Mike. Especially not Mike.
“I imagine... being with someone else,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “Someone who sees me as a woman, not just a wife. Someone who wants me so badly they can’t control themselves.” She swallowed hard. “Sometimes, in my fantasies, Mike is there. Watching. So he can see what he’s doing wrong.”
Evan didn’t react, didn’t judge. He simply made another note in his notebook. “And how does Mike react in these fantasies? Is he angry? Jealous?”
“No,” she said, surprised by her own certainty. “He’s... excited. Turned on. Like he’s seeing me through new eyes.”
Evan set his notebook down and leaned forward, close enough that she could smell his cologne—something woody and expensive. “What you’re describing is quite common, Jessica. Many women fantasise about being desired by multiple men, about being the centre of attention. And many men find the idea of sharing their partners intensely arousing.”
“Mike wouldn’t,” she said quickly. “He’s traditional. Possessive. A typical guy.”
Evan’s smile was knowing, almost predatory. “Are you sure? Men often surprise us with what they truly desire.” He held her gaze for a beat too long. “Before our next session, I’d like you to do something. Homework, if you like.”
“What?” she asked, her mouth suddenly dry.
“I want you to tell Mike about our conversation today. Not everything, but share one fantasy. Something that excites you. Watch his reaction carefully.”
Jessica felt a flutter of panic. “I couldn’t—”
“You can,” Evan said firmly. “And you will. That’s your homework.” He stood, signalling the end of their session. “Oh, and Jessica? Wear something that makes you feel desirable next time. Push your boundaries a little. Not for me—for yourself.”
As she rose to leave, he stepped
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