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Dear Reader:

Pat Tucker has finally exposed the truth! While millions of men each year escape into their own little worlds during football season and leave their women to fend for themselves, the women often have a “game plan” of their own. Think about it! Women have always been better cheaters, simply because we have the ability to use both sides of our brains. To be given the space and opportunity without our men worrying about our whereabouts from September until February is priceless…if we want to get into some dirt.

In Football Widows, Tucker explores the “wild side” of the wives of coaches. If you think the players are busy, imagine how hectic the coaches’ schedules are. They get paid millions to bring home the ring and the trophy at the end of the season. If they don’t, they’re always the first to go. No excuses and no second chances, so their wives have to keep themselves busy…by “getting busy.”

But when one of them gets pissed off because of a betrayed friendship, all hell can literally break loose. Secrets can be revealed that were supposed to go with them to their graves, feelings can be hurt, and revenge can become the main pastime, instead of shopping for new Jimmy Choos together. Tucker does a great job of once again creating an entertaining, humorous look into the lives of unforgettable characters.

As always, thanks for the support shown to the Strebor Books family. We appreciate the love. For more information on our titles, please visit www.zanestore.com and you can find me on my personal website: www.eroticanoir.com. You can also join my online social network at www.planetzane.org.

Blessings,
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Zane
Publisher
Strebor Books International
www.simonandschuster.com/streborbooks
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“For all of the Football Widows out there;
it takes one to know one.”
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ONE

“Ww-what was that?”

B.J.’s pretty features twisted into a frown, and a perfectly groomed eyebrow rose. She tilted her head ever so slightly, straining to hear. B.J. needed a visual to go along with the foreign sound. It was so faint; it could’ve been her mind playing tricks. She stepped into her home’s foyer.

The cool, crisp air was a welcomed relief from the smoldering Los Angeles sun outside. Something wasn’t right; she could sense it. Maybe it’s nothing, she thought as she consciously stepped lightly on to the marble floor. In case someone was rummaging through her jewelry box, B.J. didn’t want to announce her arrival. Stranger things had happened.

There it was again!

This time, her heart slammed into her ribcage and her eyes quickly darted around the room. This was no figment of her imagination. She was certain she had heard something. She searched for anything that might be out of place, but nothing appeared to be. Maybe she should’ve grabbed something she could use as a weapon. She quietly closed the door and reached for her cell phone, fully prepared to call for help if needed.

Where could the noises be coming from? The house was supposed to be empty. Her husband’s car wasn’t in the driveway; she assumed he was still at the Los Angeles Sea Lions training camp. Their two young kids were still away with their grandmother so the nanny had been given some time off. B.J. herself was supposed to be relaxing at a resort in Palm Springs.

But it was like some evil force was trying to keep B.J. from her much needed mini-vacation. She and the other NFL coaches’ wives usually took a break before the hectic season began. But this year, things had started off on the wrong foot from the very beginning.

First, Ella Blu, the wife of one of B.J.’s husband’s assistant coaches, and the last person still willing to take the trip, had backed out at the last minute. Ella said her husband, Melvin, had begged her to stay home. Since they were having problems, B.J. figured she’d let Ella slide.

Determined to salvage the trip, however, she decided to head out alone. But then, as B.J. drove down I-10, her tire blew out. When her husband didn’t answer his cell, she was forced to wait nearly two hours for the AAA tow truck driver to come and fix the flat. Once on the road again, it was nearly an hour before she realized she didn’t have any of the paperwork needed to get into the exclusive resort. She reluctantly turned around and headed back home.

By the time she pulled up to her Brentwood home, she wasn’t sure if she even had the energy to venture back out today.

There it was again, that sound. Something told B.J. not to call out as she had started to do when she first heard the faint noise. She placed her designer Hobo on the bottom stair and followed the noises around the cascading staircase and toward the back of the house where the master bedroom was located. The sounds, although still faint, were becoming clearer.

Her steps suddenly became heavy, each more challenging than the one before. By the time she made it toward the hallway that led to her bedroom, B.J. experienced a sudden surge of adrenaline. She could feel a lone trickle of sweat running down her back. Her heartbeat began to race, and her throat suddenly went dry, but still, she cautiously padded toward the bedroom.

“What the hell…” she murmured, struggling to believe her ears.

By the time B.J. reached the door and clutched the doorknob, there was no denying those were sounds of passion that filled the air.

B.J. felt her face burn, and the vein on the side of her neck begin to throb. She swallowed back tears that felt like broken glass gliding down her tightening throat, but she managed a rugged deep breath, then blew it out.

When she finally mustered up the strength to push the door open, her eyes instantly locked on those of a naked young woman who was riding her husband atop her king-sized bed. It felt as if the air had been sucked out of the room as she stood trying to process what she was looking at. B.J.’s mouth fell open, but she was too irate to utter a single word.

“OHMYGOD!” the woman cried and froze mid-stride.

At first B.J.’s own voice seemed trapped in her throat. Her eyes narrowed to slits and tears started to burn in their corners.

“I can’t believe this shit!” she spat, finally finding her voice.

“Oh, Jesus!” She heard Taylor, her husband, before she could actually see him.

“Don’t call on Jesus now, you bastard!” Sheer venom dripped from B.J.’s words. “And you!” she hissed toward the woman.

Suddenly, it was like a scene from a movie; everything seemed to be moving in slow motion. Taylor bolted upright and inadvertently shoved the woman to the floor. She tumbled down and quickly began to scramble for cover.

B.J. stood, still trying to comprehend the scene that played out before her eyes. As the wife of an NFL head coach, she’d been through quite a bit over the years, but nothing could’ve prepared her for the heart-wrenching situation she had stumbled onto. Her husband had brought another woman into their bed.

“I can, um, I can explain!” Taylor stammered as he also tried to find cover.

“In our home? In our bed? How could you?!” B.J. shrieked, utterly disgusted. “And of all people for you to stab me in the back with!”

Beside herself, B.J. grabbed the antique vase and flung it toward the headboard.

“You sick bastard!” she screamed. “And you, you backstabbing bitch!”

Taylor ducked and the vase smashed into the wall.

“Wait, B.J., hold on a sec,” he managed to get out. “Ella, get dressed and get out!” he instructed the woman. “Hurry!” he added.

By now, Ella had found her clothes. But she was huddled in a corner crying and shaking as she tried to get dressed.

“I’m so sorry, B.J. I’m so sorry.” She sobbed.

“You’re sorry!” B.J. screamed and lunged toward her. But Ella was way on the other side of the room.

B.J. was frantically looking around the room as if trying to find something else to throw at her husband. But this gave Taylor time to scramble up from the bed and tackle his wife before she could find another weapon. He cradled her body as she struggled to break free.

Ella quickly got up, stepped over them, and hurried out of the room as B.J. and Taylor continued to wrestle on the floor.
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TWO

“I don’t know about the rest of you, but I, for one, am glad it’s finally out in the open.” Jewel sighed, as if news of Taylor’s infidelity offered her some kind of relief. She turned to B.J. “Listen, lady, I’m so sorry Ella did this to you, but I’m glad the cat’s out the bag.”

Jewel Swanson’s husband, Zeke, coached the defensive backs for the Sea Lions. He was too handsome for his own good, and that meant Jewel had spent many late nights crying on B.J.’s shoulder when she couldn’t get in touch with him.

Jewel was the cutie of the group. She was small and petite, with the perfect smile, olive skin, dark curly hair, and dark features. She was one of the fittest people you’d ever want to know. She taught aerobics at a private spa and had a body that was out of this world. Jewel had a sweet disposition, and was a people pleaser. Her friends thought it was so unfair how Zeke treated her.

“This thing has been driving me mad,” Jewel added, shaking her head full of fluffy curls.

B.J.’s neck snapped in Jewel’s direction. B.J. surveyed her with a critical eye. A frown lingered at the corners of her lips.

“C’mon, guys, she knows now,” Jewel encouraged, looking around at the others for help. But only stone-faced stares peered back at her.

Eyes grew wide and everyone else held a long, collective breath.

B.J.’s own bright brown eyes darted from one woman to the next. She was searching their faces for any sign of what she suspected, but hoped wasn’t true. Had they known about this all along?

“Whoa,” Lawna protested, holding up a muscular arm that could rival that of First Lady Michelle Obama. “Bobbi, before you go into a complete tailspin, at least let us explain!”

It was no surprise that Lawna immediately jumped into compromise mode; that was her specialty. She was a former beauty queen who had done print work before marrying the team’s offensive coordinator, Davon Carter. She and B.J. had grown closer when she’d confided in B.J. about all of the things she was doing to save her marriage. And none of them had been pretty.

But B.J. listened without going off, even though she was hotter than an overheated radiator. Lawna knew B.J. had an explosive side that very few ever cared to encounter, but in her own time of need, she had found B.J. a supportive confidante.

“We wanted to tell you,” Jewel offered.

“But, well, we weren’t sure how to go about telling you. No one knew for certain. At first, it was just a rumor, so we agreed…” Mona Brown’s voice trailed off after picking up where Lawna had left off.

As one of the leading marriage motivational speakers in the country, Mona probably thought better of the excuse she was about to give, realizing it went against everything she preached.

The truth was, just about everyone knew Bobbi’s husband, Taylor, had been having an affair for the past eleven months with one of the his assistant coaches’ wives. Or at least that’s when they’d found out about it. But while everyone secretly suspected the other, none had any hard proof of which one it was, except Mona. She and Ella had been best friends and Ella had recently confided in her that she was, in fact, the one sleeping with Taylor.

That had put Mona in a compromising and awkward position. She couldn’t betray her friendship with Ella, and there was no way she could discuss it with the others, so she’d played along with everyone else.

Hours earlier, B.J. had held the entire room captive as she told the story of how she’d crept up to her bedroom, slid the door open quietly to find her husband and his mistress, who happened to be their friend Ella, in her bed.

The women had hung on her every word and listened intently. As the self-designated leader of the coaches’ wives club, B.J.’s presence alone commanded attention. But to hear her tell a story was like having a front row seat to the action itself.

As if her dramatic facial expressions weren’t enough, she’d used detailed and descriptive words. Then with arms flailing all around, she’d emphasized those words to the fullest.

“So you bitches let me go on and on about walking in on the two of them and you knew about it all along?” B.J. gawked in sheer disbelief. If looks could kill, the room would’ve been turned into a makeshift morgue instantly. With her eyes, B.J. threw lethal daggers at each of them.

“Dang, girl, it’s not what you think,” Lawna defended. “You make it sound like we made some conscious effort to…I dunno.”

B.J. frowned; she looked as if she had been struck dumb.

“We came together and talked about it. This mess, the whole situation, put all of us in a very uncomfortable position. Think about it. We knew what Ella was doing was wrong, and all we could hope was that she would stop. When she wouldn’t or didn’t, what were we supposed to do?” Lawna explained. “Besides, in the beginning, we thought it was a friggin’ rumor! If we all reacted every time we heard a rumor, you know damn well our lives would be miserable! And then to learn it was one of us?”

But the more she talked, with her words stumbling out all at once, the more enraged B.J. became. All B.J. heard was what a fool she had been for months on end, walking around like the leader of the pack when everyone saw her as the silly, unsuspecting wife.

And the fact that she and Ella had grown so close, that she had even counseled the woman about the trouble in her own marriage, infuriated her all the more. B.J. cringed at the thought that Ella had been using her all along to get next to her own husband.

“So no one thought it necessary to send me an anonymous note?” She shrugged. “Maybe drop a hint some kinda way?”

“We didn’t want to believe it was even true,” Lawna admitted, her head now hanging low. “And we definitely couldn’t believe it was Ella.”

“We all need to come together and talk about this,” Mona said.

B.J. turned to her. “You, of all people,” she hissed. “You can’t sit here and tell me you didn’t know; the way two of you are hitched at the hip.”

“Let’s talk about this,” Mona insisted.

B.J.’s eyes narrowed to slits. “You knew all along; don’t even try to lie. So you had to choose between me and her,” B.J. continued.

“B.J., you’re getting all worked up, I think you should calm down. We’ve all been going through a lot, myself included.”

“Oh, honey, you ain’t experienced a damn thing yet,” B.J. promised with a cold snicker.

“Well, c’mon now, B.J., what’s that supposed to mean?” Jewel wanted to know.

B.J. rose from her seat and placed the oversized wineglass onto the coffee table.

“I can show you guys a whole hulleva lot better than I can tell you,” she shot back harshly. B.J. looked around the room again. “Everyone in here has a secret or two. But by the time I’m done, you’ll wish like hell you had found a way to confide in me about the sleazy skank my husband was fucking!”

“You can’t be serious!” Mona cocked her head to the side, and rolled her expressive eyes in the most dramatic way. “What are you planning to do? Air all of our dirty laundry because we didn’t tell you about Taylor’s suspected affair?” Mona shook her head. “What does that make you, B.J.?”

“It makes me hell bent on revenge; that’s what! And as we all now know, it wasn’t a suspected affair; it was all too real! First, I plan to take Taylor’s ass to the cleaners, but I swear I will make each and every one of you sorry you ever decided to cross me! Especially you and that skank Ella Blu!” B.J.’s doe-shaped eyes narrowed as she locked them on Mona.

She kept her murderous glare focused on Mona, then she put up a say nothing else hand. Before anyone else could utter another word, B.J. grabbed her designer Hobo and stormed out of the room.
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THREE

Days later, a well-dressed and confident B.J. sashayed into her lawyer’s office located downtown in L.A.’s financial district. The impressive glass tower office building instantly made her feel like she was part of a winning team. On the twenty-seventh floor, she walked down the long, carpeted corridor and past a sleek, glass-enclosed conference room. B.J. liked everything about the swanky firm, but mostly she liked the bulldog in a skirt who had already told her over the phone that they had a great case.

B.J. was led into Samantha Sloan’s office. Samantha Sloan was a world-renowned divorce attorney, known throughout the city as a ruthless champion for women’s legal rights. She only represented women, and her client list read like a Who’s Who in entertainment and old money worldwide.

Samantha had on a khaki pencil skirt that looked like it was sewn specifically for her thin frame. She wore an impeccably tailored, crisp, white, Anne Fontaine shirt and a wireless headset that allowed her to move around the office as she wrapped up a phone call. She did a silent, three-finger wave to B.J. and smiled.

“Listen, my eleven-thirty is here. Let’s talk more later, and remember what I told you,” Samantha said into the mouthpiece.

B.J. sat quietly and stared out of the massive floor-to-ceiling window. This high up, she was looking through a haze of smog, but the view was still breathtaking. She could see the downtown Los Angeles skyline as far as her eyes could see from the sofa in Samantha’s office.

Soon, B.J. was watching as Samantha wore a path through the carpet.

“So you are absolutely sure you want to do this, correct?” Samantha asked. She was squeezing a pressure ball as she walked and talked.

“I’ve given lots of thought to everything we talked about on the phone and I believe this is the way to go. I’m ready, and I think they both should pay!”

B.J. said it with such conviction Samantha didn’t question her intent anymore. But as she stood squeezing her pressure ball, she looked at her client like she was trying to size B.J. up.

“Okay, so you do realize that this lawsuit will bring you more media attention than you’ll know what to do with, right?”

“I’ve considered that.” B.J. actually knew simply being Samantha’s client would bring its own amount of publicity.

“And you understand that people are going to be coming out the woodwork. I’ve seen things like this before,” Samantha said. “You should expect people you’ve only met in passing to try to figure out a way to profit from this. It can get really crazy!”

“Sam, this is only the beginning. I realize everybody and their mamas will be talking about this, but since I’ve decided to do the tell-all book, I figure it’ll get me ready for my multi-city tour.”

Samantha stared at B.J., and suddenly B.J. wasn’t sure if she had said something wrong. She didn’t want to turn Samantha off; she needed a really strong and powerful ally in her corner. Everything she had learned about Samantha made B.J. confident that they would make a great team, and that Samantha would fight tooth and nail to get her everything she wanted.

B.J. released a huge sigh of relief when suddenly, Samantha’s face broke into a huge grin.

“I like the way you think, and that’s how you’ve got to approach this entire thing. It’s only a step to get you to the next level. By the time we’re finished, you’ll be the poster child for why a woman should think twice before she screws a married man!” Samantha said.

“Now, you’re talking.” B.J. laughed.

Samantha quickly switched gears and jumped into battle mode. She picked up a small digital voice recorder and started talking into it. She noted the date and time, then said B.J.’s full name and the case.

“Bobbi Almond, versus Taylor Almond and Ella Blu.”

“I love the sound of that,” B.J. said. “I really do.”

For the next two hours, B.J. and Samantha mapped out a plan that involved taking their decision viral, discussing when B.J. should start talking to the press and exactly what bullet points she should focus on from here on out.

As if she’d nearly forgotten, B.J. turned to the bag she brought with her. It was stuffed with papers and documents she had gathered specifically for this meeting.

“Oh, this is the stuff I told you about,” B.J. said.

“Let’s see what you have there,” Samantha said. She clicked off her recorder and focused on the items B.J. started pulling from her bag.

“It’s everything we talked about. I have copies of his cell phone records, credit card receipts, and tons of proof that establishes the fact that the bastard and his mistress, Ella Blu, have been at it for months!”

“Bobbi, I wish more women were like you,” Samantha said.

“How so?”

“You’re not merely suing that lousy husband of yours for divorce, but you’re suing his mistress as well!” Samantha smiled and rubbed her hands together. “And you’ve done your homework. In many of these cases, women are so emotionally distraught they can’t even think straight, much less compile information that establishes a pattern and helps to prove our case.” Samantha glanced at some of the papers as B.J. passed them along. Occasionally, she’d nod or an eyebrow would go up.

“This is all really good,” Samantha said.

“I’m glad to hear it.”

“Well, all I have to say is, buckle up, honey; this is about to be one hell of a ride!”

• • •

A few days later, B.J. was back in her hotel room going over another stack of valuable materials. These emails, phone records, and tons of flight receipts were items B.J. thought might one day come in handy. Never in a million years would she have guessed she’d be using them to back up some of her friends’ deepest and darkest secrets. But that’s exactly what was going on. She was preparing to write.

News of B.J.’s lawsuit and the forthcoming juicy tell-all book, Blowin’ the Whistle, had spread through their little circle like an out-of-control wildfire in the Malibu hills. Everyone was beyond nervous, and the phone calls had been nonstop ever since.

Her cell phone rang again, but it had been doing that quite a bit over the last few days.

This time it was Mona leaving a voicemail.

“B.J., come on now. I realize that you’re upset; I would be, too. But let’s think rationally; you can not be serious about writing this book, or even suing Ella! It’s too damn much! All of it! How tacky would that be? Call me so we can talk. We all want to talk to you, and Ella. We need to work this thing out, but not like this. Besides, we’re all so worried about you. Call me.”

Then she had the nerve to chuckle a bit, like this was a mere misunderstanding that a good bottle of wine and a major bitchfest could fix. Oh, no, not this time, B.J. thought as she hit the delete button and erased the newest pathetic message.

She had listened to each and every one of them. The worst by far was from her scumbag of a husband, Taylor. He had called every ten minutes and left one tearful message after another.

“Please let me explain,” he cried. “It was just something that happened; it meant nothing. A divorce? A divorce, Bobbi? This whole lawsuit thing, you gotta stop this!” He sounded desperate. But B.J. wasn’t the least bit moved by the passion in his voice.

“We can work this out,” he protested. “Please come home so we can talk and work this thing out,” he insisted. “I don’t want to lose my family.”

“Bullshit! Bullshit!” B.J. had screamed as she listened to his series of sobbing excuses.

B.J. was still burning with anger, but she wasn’t sure what to be mad about the most—the cheating, or her friends who had betrayed her.

It was a massive dose of sheer humiliation and betrayal that she couldn’t get over. Ella had dined at her table; they’d shopped for lingerie together. As a matter of fact, Ella had discussed some of her dirtiest deeds with B.J., and all along, this woman had been fucking her husband right under her nose. The audacity!

She couldn’t stop thinking about what everyone must’ve been saying behind her back all along. B.J. cringed at the thought of what Sasha Davenport and the other players’ groupies, girlfriends, and wives, must’ve been thinking.

Sasha Davenport was a twice-divorced vixen who moved between players with no shame and seemingly no regrets. Rumor had it she was once again on the prowl and on the hunt for her next victim.

She also seemed to go up a bra cup after each breakup, and had to have had a plastic surgeon on speed dial. She had an hourglass figure that was voluptuous on the top and the bottom, which her tiny waistline accentuated.

If Sasha weren’t such a lowlife, she would’ve been somewhat tolerable since deep down, Bobbi felt like she was simply trying to find someone to love her. She was pretty enough, but the way she aggressively went after men, made her come off looking cheap and desperate. Sasha looked like a darker version of the talk show host Wendy Williams. Except Sasha’s high cheekbones, cinnamon skin, and dark, long hair made her stand out. B.J. sat thinking about how messy and ghetto Sasha was; her name was always caught up in the latest drama. Then there were Sasha’s trashy clothes that did nothing to help her image. It seemed as if she thought she had to dress like a slut to remain in the spotlight.

The coaches’ wives usually held themselves to a higher standard. This was the kind of behavior they expected from the young rich jocks and the gold diggers like Sasha who went after them.

And how the hell were they able to keep that secret for so long? B.J.’s husband wasn’t the brightest bulb in the socket when it came to matters of the heart, but he was a genius on the gridiron.

Taylor had been a rarity in the NFL. A head coach at the age of thirty-seven meant he was the youngest head coach in the league’s history. There was such fascination with him and his story, the press couldn’t get enough of him. Everyone seemed to fall in love with him instantly. He had spent ten years in the league as a decorated player, until an injury had sidelined his playing career.

But in Kansas City, Taylor was immediately offered an offensive coordinator position, which he had held for two years. That was followed by a short stint on ESPN as a celebrated analyst and then they spent two years coaching in Oakland. But their lives changed dramatically when the Los Angeles Sea Lions owners shocked the world and named Taylor as their new head coach midseason the year before.

B.J. and Taylor were the toast of Tinseltown. They had celebrity friends, access to exclusive parties, and the best of everything. B.J. realized she was walking to the head of an already closely knit group with the assistant coaches’ wives, and she knew she’d have to work extra-hard to gain their trust. But she didn’t mind.

It didn’t take long for B.J. to ease into her rightful spot atop the coveted pedestal afforded to the head coach’s wife. But the title didn’t come without its share of problems. Sure, NFL coaches’ jobs pay millions, but the toll taken on families is often immeasurable.

Coaches live and operate under a win-now-or-you’re-fired specter. They’re driven to around-the-clock work hours while being judged by more than just their win-loss record.

The legendary late Coach George Allen who coached the Rams when they were in Los Angeles, the Redskins, and San Jose State University, once said, “I always called the opposing coach at ten o’clock Wednesday night. If nobody answered, I knew we’d win on Sunday.”

But make no mistake about it, it is the coaches’ wives who keep the households together. They’re the ones who maintain the finances, move the family from city to city, then befriend the neighbors because their husbands are always gone.

This time, when her cell phone rang, B.J. quickly reached to answer. It was her literary agent, Darlene Douglass.

“B.J., how are you holding up?” she asked.

Darlene Douglass was a legend in the literary industry. She led a stable of celebrity authors whose stories quickly catapulted them to various bestseller lists. And the projection for B.J.’s book was similar. The buzz her forthcoming book had already generated was like nothing anyone had seen in quite some time. And the lawsuit meant people would be talking about what to expect between those pages.

The players’ wives and girlfriends, gossip columns, entertainment shows, and even the sports shows were discussing some of the scandals that were sure to make the pages of Blowin’ the Whistle.

B.J. had already been pressed for interviews. But her team had yet to decide when she should start talking about the suit. As far as the book was concerned, the publisher was planning to go all out, with strategic marketing and a tour to coincide with the upcoming football season.

The thinking was, while the guys were engrossed with the games, the women, and even some men, would have their noses buried in B.J. Almond’s new tell-all book. The publishers would milk the lawsuit for as much and as long as they could to garner even more publicity for the book.

“Oh, I’m wonderful, Darlene. How are you?”

“I’m well. And the reason I’m calling is because I wanted to tell you, your editor and the publisher are so excited about this lawsuit. The press you’ve already received is so unprecedented; they of course are looking for a way to fast track this book. They’re talking about bringing on a ghostwriter to speed things up a bit.”

B.J. wasn’t sure how she felt about a ghostwriter. She wanted to tell this story herself, but if they wanted to speed things up, she was at least willing to hear Darlene out.

“What exactly would that entail? Working with a ghostwriter?” She had heard of some big-name authors using ghostwriters, but she never understood how the process worked. And more importantly, B.J. didn’t want anyone turning her story into something it wasn’t. She wanted to tell this story her way; the only she felt it should be told.

“It would be someone to help streamline this story. Since news of the book leaked, the NFL commissioners are already trying to figure out what, if any, recourse they have to block it, so we don’t want to give them time to get their ducks lined up,” Darlene offered.

“Well, I’m at the Four Seasons, and I’ll be here for at least several weeks. I think I can get it done in, say about four weeks,” B.J. offered.

“Are you sure about that?” Darlene asked, her voice sounding uncertain.

“Between me, you, and these walls, I had been keeping somewhat of a journal anyway, so I think it should be easy enough,” B.J. said.

“A journal?” Darlene’s voice jumped an octave.

B.J. hadn’t shared that little morsel with a single soul. It wasn’t that she was planning to turn on her friends all along, but there was so much going on. And when the other wives kept coming to her for advice, sometimes she felt that writing things out seemed to help her think straight. It helped her gather her thoughts to give them the best advice possible. B.J. really cared about the women she considered friends. She knew that when they looked to her for guidance, she couldn’t take that lightly. She rarely told them what to do based solely on an emotional reaction to whatever was going on at the time. B.J. took notes, weighed the pros and cons of her own suggestions, then warned that this was just her advice and nothing more. She never expected to take those notes and turn them into an actual book.

“How about we have you team up with the ghostwriter at the end of those four weeks? Once he does a read-through, we talk with the editor and see where we are. How does that sound?”

“That sounds fantastic, Darlene,” B.J. said.

“Okay, well, I’ll let you get back to work. Call if you need anything.”

When B.J. hung up the phone, a smile made its way to her face. Her head was so full of scandalous juicy stories, she could hardly decide where she should start first.

“Would the visit to the doctor’s office in Bakersfield be a good start? I remember we thought a two-and-a-half-hour drive would be enough to help hide the treatment for an STD!”

B.J. shook the thoughts away with a hearty laugh.

“No, maybe I should start with the swingers weekend in Hedonism? It was so good, someone decided she needed to run back there again, but this time with a sexy rookie!”

She took a deep breath and fired up her laptop.
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FOUR

Writing was therapeutic for B.J. She was still hurt by the double betrayal she had suffered, but writing helped take her mind off it and the drama that was sure to come. What wasn’t helpful was being holed up inside a hotel room all alone.

B.J. was used to commanding a vast ship at home, which meant constantly being on the go. She rarely had a moment to spare, much less a moment alone. If she wasn’t busy with the kids and making sure their routines ran smoothly, she was overseeing the staff that helped around the house. Then there was always whatever project she was working on.

If she wasn’t heading up a charity event for one non-profit organization, she was organizing a literacy event to stay true to the mission of the foundation that carried her husband’s name. Being alone would be a challenge, but B.J. told herself this was the life of a real writer. Writing was a lonely profession. In order to create the kind of juicy tell-all her publishers were hoping for, she needed to buckle down and get busy.

If only she could stop thinking about what Taylor and Ella had done. How could she not have known he was cheating? B.J. wondered if maybe she had overlooked some obvious signs. Sometimes she would get so wrapped up in the kids she felt guilty, thinking she was neglecting her husband, but she didn’t think he’d cheat and then with her friend?

B.J. started thinking about the week before her world was turned upside down.

“Where’s my tie? The blue one,” Taylor asked as he rushed into their bedroom. He looked frantic, as if only that tie would do.

“Did you check the tie rack in the closet, near the left corner?” B.J. turned her attention back to what she was doing. She was reviewing a computer program that was designed to teach toddlers how to read.

“I already looked there; it’s the blue and gold one. You haven’t seen it?” He sounded irritated.

“I’m really trying to focus on something right now,” B.J. said calmly.

Taylor stopped in the middle of the floor as if he was about to throw a tantrum. He huffed and said, “B.J., I could really use your help. I have this meeting with the new General Manager and I have no idea what he wants to talk about.”

“And your blue and gold tie is going to help how?”

“For once, B.J., can I get a little support here?”

Only then did B.J. look up at her husband. He couldn’t be serious. Did he just say ‘for once’? She ran back and forth to the cleaners to make sure his khakis were perfectly starched; when he couldn’t find a shoe, she dropped to all fours, crawled on the floor and dug for it beneath their bed. When he lost his documents without backing them up like she suggested, she recovered his work, no matter how many hours it took away from her or the kids. Sometimes B.J. felt like Taylor was kid number three.

In a dramatic fashion, B.J. set the laptop on the table, pulled herself up from the chair, and sashayed into their massive walk-in closet. A few seconds later, she walked out holding the tie between her thumb and index finger.

Taylor frowned. “I looked in there.”

Without saying a word, B.J. rolled her eyes, walked back to the sitting area, sat and picked up the computer.

“I don’t know where you found that, but I swear, I looked in there,” Taylor said, pointing toward the closet. “You know, if you didn’t use up the majority of the space in there with handbags and shoeboxes, I might be able to find my stuff when I need it.”

B.J. glanced up to see him fixing the tie around his neck. She didn’t say anything; she wondered why men behaved so helplessly at times.

“Let’s go to dinner this evening,” Taylor said as he twisted his neck and tightened the knot in his tie.

“No can do. I’m interviewing piano instructors this evening, remember? We agreed we’d get the kids started early,” B.J. said, barely looking up from the computer.

Taylor grunted and walked out of their bedroom.

If she had to, B.J. could recall so many other incidents like that one. She was by no means tired of her husband, but sometimes, she wanted him to fend for himself. Was that her mistake? Was she wrong to feel like that? Is that what drove him into her friend’s arms? Would Ella have dropped everything to hunt down his tie? Would she have cancelled instructor interviews to go out to dinner? At the time B.J. thought nothing of it, but now looking back, she wondered if a bunch of little things weren’t so little when they all began to add up.

B.J. started thinking about her life and the lives of the other wives during the season. They affectionately referred to themselves as “football widows,” and for good reason. During the season, the men were so focused on the game that their partners often felt widowed.

Football widows are usually, but not always, women and in most cases, the “widow” has little interest in the sport itself. So it didn’t take long for B.J. and the other wives to understand that while they might be married to their men, for half the year, their men were married to the game. And it didn’t help that there was a constant rift between the coaches’ wives and the players’ wives.
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