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            A NEW CLIENT

          

        

      

    

    
      The woman who slides into the back of my Lincoln Continental is sleek and sexy in that corporate way that makes me think about stockings, and bras that matched thongs, and heels too tall to be practical. Her white-blond hair is tied and twisted into a tight bun—the kind of bun that could look severe one moment and sexy the next as she shakes it out. Right now, she’s definitely on the severe side.

      She fixes me with cool, blue eyes, her forehead furrowing just a fraction between her meticulously groomed brows. She says, “Who the fuck are you?”

      I clear my throat, ready to ask her the same, but she’s already on her phone, pounding away with her thumbs.

      “Nope,” she says to her phone. “You're definitely not Jerry Nguyen.”

      Jerry is one of my drivers for the limo service I operate, and he’s the guy I’m filling in for since he’s sick, so this lady is at least in the right spot. Still, I’m lost, so I decide to play her game.

      “And you’re definitely not Peter Mitchell…unless that’s a unisex name that I wasn’t aware of.”

      “Who are you?”

      I set my hands on the wheel of the car, refusing to give. “My contract says that I’m to pick up Peter Mitchell. Are you Peter?”

      If this woman could kill with her eyes, I’d be in the ground.

      But she gives first. “I’m his assistant, Veronica Larrson.” She smiles at me without warmth. “Now you.”

      “Brenden Hume. I’m⁠—”

      “The owner of Hume Limousines,” she finishes, already tapping away on her phone. I watch her, wondering what is going on. Patience reigns, though. Always does. This is a service job, and I’ve always prided myself on customer satisfaction. She says, “Okay, you’ll do. But I need you to sign something.”

      “What’s that now?”

      She reaches into her bag and withdraws a tablet. Flicking it open, she taps a few things before passing it to me. “Just an NDA is all. Feel free to read it, but it basically just says that you won’t talk to the press—or anyone, for that matter—about my client and what you may see or hear while acting as his driver.”

      “Oh...kay.” This is new. I take the tablet, glancing at all the legalese. In the back, Veronica is back on her phone, her red painted nails clicking across the glass. It is oddly sensual. “And this is for Peter Mitchell?”

      She smirks without looking up, but doesn’t answer. So I skim through the document. Fine. Whatever. If some rich guy wants to go to this length for privacy, I’m fine with that. I’ve witnessed some pretty crazy shit in the back of a limo before without something like this and would never dream of telling anyone other than my wife. If Peter Mitchell needs this assurance, I don’t care.

      “Done,” I say, passing the tablet back to her.

      “Excellent. Now was that so hard?” She presses something on her phone, smiles tightly one last time, and gets back out.

      “Let me get the door—” I start, but she’s already gone. I sigh and get out anyway, rounding the Escalade.

      Veronica is a tall woman, although part of that is the tall heels. She slides on a pair of sunglasses, and with her red painted lips, looks more “femme fatale” than “sexy corp” now. I try to gauge her age, but it’s impossible to tell. Her smooth skin suggests a younger woman, while her confidence adds a maturity that I rarely see in people closer to my age of 50.

      “So are we waiting for him?” I ask. She just nods toward the entrance to the hotel, where I notice the crowd for the first time, milling about, waiting. The cameras give them away for what they are—paparazzi.

      “Your client’s name isn’t actually ‘Peter Mitchell’, is it?”

      Veronica doesn’t need to answer. The doors to the hotel opened, and out he steps. Chase Morris. The Chase Morris. The country music rock star whose steely gray eyes, shaved head, and dark scruff-covered square jaw are literally on the cover of Rolling Stone this month. The man whose sex appeal transcends the country music scene. He is number two on my wife’s list of Celebrities That She’s Allowed to Sleep With, just between Idris Elba and Ryan Gosling. 

      The crowd around him swarms, asking for autographs and taking photos. He tips his black cowboy hat at the group, signs a few glossy 8x10’s—and even one woman’s shirt—before waving and heading toward my vehicle.

      Veronica nudges me with her elbow just before he arrives, snapping me out of my trance. I step to the side, open the door, and in slides the most famous person I’ve ever driven.

      Veronica looks at me as she moves to follow, a cute smirk warming her chilly beauty. “No, his name’s not actually Peter Mitchell.”

      I shut the door behind her and move around the car, still stunned.

      “Man, I love New York City,” Chase says. He’s got a Nashville accent, friendly and accommodating, yet deeply resonant. Tossing his cowboy hat onto an empty seat, he throws his arms over the plush leather and looks up through the tinted moonroof. Veronica leans toward me and gives me an address—a television studio off Time Square—and off we go.
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            THE LIST

          

        

      

    

    
      “You’ll never believe who I drove today.” It’s the first words out of my mouth as I walk through the door of our Midtown condo. “Chase Morris!”

      Maggie looks up from where she sits at the kitchen table, the glare of her laptop reflecting off her glasses. “What’s that, dear?”

      “Remember how I was covering for Jerry?”

      My wife’s brows go up as she quickly puts it together. “So it wasn’t some rich business guy?”

      “It was Chase Morris!”

      “Are you sure? Maybe it just⁠—”

      “I drove him to and from NBC, where he did a set and an interview. We can watch it tonight.”

      Maggie removes her glasses, setting them beside her computer. I love her studious, nerd-girl look, but I love seeing her rich, hazel eyes even more. She goes to say something, then stops.

      “Go ahead,” I say. “ask.”

      Her lips curl up and a dimple forms on her left cheek as she smiles. “So is he as hot in person?”

      “If you like that rugged, shaved head-goatee look⁠—”

      “I do.”

      “—then sure.” I laugh at her naked admiration. It’s not the first time she’s fawned over this man.

      She hops up from her seat, giddy. Like Chase Morris came in with me. She brushes her warm, brown locks over her ear and fixes me with a serious stare. “Did he wear the cowboy hat?”

      She laughs, and I laugh with her, infectious. “What is it with that hat? You know, I can buy a black cowboy hat, too…”

      “Mmm,” Maggie shakes her head. “Let’s not go there. Takes a particular kind of man to pull off that hat.”

      She’s joking, but I also know what she means. “Maybe if I grew a goatee…”

      She comes close, touching my face. “I like you just the way you are.”

      “But you’re lusting after my latest client.”

      She lifts an eyebrow, that corner of her mouth rising with it. “That I am.” She spins away.

      “I should be jealous,” I say, stealing a look at her ass. Maggie’s wearing a tight pair of dark jeans that hugs her small, round ass—not quite covered by her loose blouse.

      “No, I should be jealous.” She moves to the fridge, pulls it open, then pauses, looking over her shoulder. “You got to meet Chase Morris!” 

      “I get to drive him around.”

      “I’d like to drive him around,” Maggie giggles. Seeing my face, she adds, “Oh, come on. If I was working with Scarlett Johansson, you wouldn’t be making all these same jokes.”

      “No. I’d be making one about the two of you fooling around as I watched.”

      Maggie snorts. “Okay, yeah, good point, my voyeur husband.” She pulls a couple beers from the fridge,

      “So seriously, what’s he like?”

      “Seems nice enough. Honestly, I spent more time with his assistant than Chase.”

      “Ooo, first name basis with him. Look at you.” I roll my eyes at her. “Does he have any weird demands? Like he only drinks a particular brand of water or something?”

      “Well, he did say I could only take left turns when he was in the car.”

      “Shut up!”

      “Just kidding.”

      “Oh.” Maggie covers her mouth and giggles. She’s not normally so gullible.

      “There was one thing, though. He made me sign an non-disclosure agreement.”

      “An NDA? Really?”

      “So technically, I’m not supposed to even be telling you about him. I’m just driving a business guy named ‘Peter Mitchell.’”

      “Interesting.” She twists the cap off the long-neck bottle and takes a swig. “I take it you’re driving for him until Monday?”

      “How did you…?”

      “His concert is Sunday at the Garden.” She moves on before I can tease her about being a fangirl at 43. “Wonder what you may see that you’re not supposed to talk about…”

      “It’s probably just for privacy.”

      Maggie’s not having it. She taps her finger to her lips, thinking through what this could mean. “Maybe he’s having a gay affair with his assistant,” she jokes.

      “Maybe. Only two problems with that. A, he’s not married. And B, his assistant is a leggy blonde.”

      “Oh, well that’s it then,” she says with confidence.

      “What?”

      She tilts her head to one side and her hair tumbles free, falling across her face. She brushes it back. “Come on, Brenden.”

      “You think they’re fucking.”

      She laughs. “I was going to say that they’re sleeping together, but yeah. Duh.”

      “Well, they seemed pretty professional to me.”

      Maggie hands me the beer as she returns to her computer, typing and scanning away at something. I wonder about that idea. It’s possible that Veronica Larrson is sleeping with the country music star, but she seemed all business to me. I take a sip of Maggie’s Bud Light. Maggie loves her cheap, American lagers, no matter how much I try to turn her on to some of the local microbrews.

      “This her?” She swivels her laptop in my direction. There’s a photo of Chase Morris, in the cowboy hat, descending the stairs of his private jet. Just behind him, head in her phone, designer sunglasses shading her eyes, is his assistant, as corporate as ever in a white pants-suit that matched her white-blond hair.

      “Yeah, that’s her.”

      She turns the laptop back, narrowing her eyes as she scans this woman. “Yeah, she doesn’t look like his type.”

      When I round the table and see what she’s looking at now, I laugh. It’s not more photos of Veronica. She’s gone back to looking at photos of Chase Morris—in particular, his photo shoot for Rolling Stone.

      “So what kind of woman is his type?” I ask.

      “Someone a little more down-to-earth.” She hovers over a photo of him standing on stage, guitar slung low, grinning as he stands before the mic. “Someone a little closer to his age.”

      “Someone who drinks this stuff?” I hand her back her beer, and sit on the edge of the table.

      “Someone who looks like she’d actually like his music.” She sips the beer, her attention hopping around at the photos on the page. There’s one of Chase leaning against a pickup truck, in blue jeans and his cowboy. He’s got gray in his goatee, but manages the look annoyingly well.

      I cross my arms. “Someone who’s not afraid to get a little dirty?”

      Maggie looks at me, like she sees me for the first time. Her face goes crimson, but she doesn’t back down. She takes another swig off the long neck and nods. “He seems like the kind of guy who’d like that, yeah.”

      “You have anyone in mind?”

      “No one in particular.” She puts the beer on the table and slides her hand up the inside of my leg. “But I’ve been told that I can get…” Her hand slides over my crotch, where she feels my erection. “...a little…” And she pinches my zipper. “...dirty.”

      She pulls the zipper down and reaches inside. I jump as she gropes me.

      “I don’t know, Maggie. He is a...big star…”

      “Mmm, I do hope that he’s big.” My belt clanks as she opens it with her left hand, her eyes never leaving mine as she works.

      She pulls my pants open and my boxers down, freeing my erection. Without another word, she bends down and wraps her lips around my cock. Her eyes are closed.

      “That feels good…” I groan. It doesn’t really matter that she’s thinking of doing this with another man—not when the man was purely fantasy. Only he’s not just a fantasy. I met him today. Maggie could, too, one day.

      My gut twists at the irrational jealousy—at how into my wife is about my new client and his larger than life persona. Despite all my success and all the years that Maggie and I have together, I can’t compete with a man like him and his celebrity.

      I stroke her thick, dark hair as she bobs her head up and down my length, working me with her lips and tongue. Maggie’s always given great blowjobs—a skill that pre-dated me. She has no problem taking most of my erection, and what she doesn’t get with her mouth, she strokes with her hand.

      Maggie pulls back now, looking up at me with mischief in her eyes. She says, “I bet you see some slut do this to him in the backseat.”

      She runs her tongue up the underside of my cock and swirls it in a ring when she reaches the mushroom cap. She fans her lashes up at me and adds, “Wouldn’t be the first time you’ve seen that…”

      That’s true. Back before I owned my own limo business and drove for someone else, I used to have a lot more of these stories. The bachelor and bachelorette parties of the young and rich almost always got wild. Maggie loved hearing those after I got back. She’d stay up, no matter how late it was when my shift was over, just to hear the sexy details.

      It’s funny, thinking back on those days—back when we were more eager to get into each other's pants than to browse Facebook or Instagram or whatever. Back before the stress of owning a business. Back when everything was more carefree.

      “I need you,” I say, pulling her up to me. Our kiss is wet, her lips warmed by the blowjob. I can just taste the brininess of my precum there. It reminds me of those younger years.

      We undress in a hurry, Maggie shimmying out of her tight jeans and loose blouse as I quickly lose my pants. Her bra and panties are “built for comfort rather than speed,” as she says, but can’t hide the lean, athletic body she’s worked so hard to maintain. 

      I push a hand inside of her panties as we kiss again. She’s wet, and has to break the kiss as I push two fingers into her, gasping. Her eyes are closed, though. She’s thinking about Chase doing this to her, and I don’t hate the idea of it. I kiss her neck as I finger her, feeling her pulse race beneath my lips.

      “Uh… uh God!” she groans, shuddering as I work her. I pop open her bra, freeing her perky tits, and I immediately shift my attention to her nipples. She laces her fingers into my hair, holding me close.

      We shift, and I get her leaning back against the kitchen table. My dick is so hard, swinging between her silky thighs. It’s Maggie who pushes her panties down and reaches for me. “Give me this,” she says, tugging me close.

      My cock brushes along her trimmed mound, so wet and ready to take it. Dick in place, I sink into her, and together we moan. “That’s… so good,” she cries.

      I fuck her on the edge of the kitchen table, glancing at the open laptop there and the gallery of Chase Morris photos. Then I look at Maggie. Her eyes are closed, her head tipped back. Her skin has already picked up a glossy sheen.

      She is thinking about sex with Chase Morris, and now I can’t stop, either. I hold a leg against me as I pull her to the edge of the table and start to fuck her harder. I close my eyes and there they are, Chase and my wife, going to town. He wears his cowboy hat and nothing else. She has on a tight, Chase Morris baby tee that’s pushed up to expose her tits, and they are fucking backstage in his wardrobe.

      I don’t last long. Neither of us do. It’s been too long since we last had sex. I wonder why we didn’t do this more often—that’s where we were in life now. Weeks sometimes stretched between sessions.

      Maggie shuts her eyes again as her climax takes her. She rocks her head back, shouting, “Come! Come! Oh, baby, please come!”

      I press my body to her, pushing with my toes as I thrust into her. I’m cresting. I’m coming. I squeeze my own eyes shut and see Chase Morris coming, too, taking her in his dressing room like a groupie. The image hits me like a blast of pure adrenaline. It surges through me like lightning, tingling in my balls and crackling up my spine. I love the illicit thought. I love this wild idea of my wife-turned-groupie.

      I pump into her, filling her with my heat, with my unspoken excitement. She launches into her own second orgasm as I bury my face into her neck. When I glance at her, I swear that she’s looking at the computer again, at all those Chase Morris thumbnails.

      First thing she says to me when I pull back is, “If I tuck my hair into one of those chauffeur hats and wear one of your suits, you think he’ll notice if I take your place?”

      I snort a laugh. Thinking of Veronica, I say,  “If he doesn’t, then his assistant certainly will. Nothing gets by the one.”

      “That’s a shame.”

      “You’re hopeless,” I say, scooping her up in my arms. “Come on, let me see if I can take your mind off of country music for a bit.”

      We head into the bedroom. Maggie insists on playing Chase’s latest album, and I only half think that it’s a joke.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            3

          

          
            ANONYMITY

          

        

      

    

    
      The next morning, Maggie is up before me, as usual. She works at the New York Times, which means that her wardrobe is more casual than most office jobs, reserving her pant-suits for more formal interviews or conferences. Today was like any other day—jeans and a loose blouse with the sleeves rolled up.

      Still, the jeans are tight enough to warrant a thong—and while the seamless, beige panties are as practical as they can be, they’re still a thong.

      “Come back to bed,” I say. The glow from the sex last night hasn’t worn away, though, and watching her get dressed is working me up again.

      “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” She chuckles, but doesn't come over as requested. “So you’ll be back late tonight?”

      “Yeah, how did you…?”

      She finishes cuffing up her sleeves. “He’s hosting SNL.”

      “Not the musical guest? Also, how do you know this stuff?”

      “I mean, it’s not too secret information.” She fastens her earrings on. “You know what would be really amazing? If you could score me some tickets for his show at the Garden tomorrow. I tried, but it sold out in like ten minutes.”

      “Not after being rejected just now,” I say, feigning a pout.

      Now she does come, climbing up onto the bed. “So all it takes to get some tickets is to suck your cock?”

      I’m hard, and for a moment, I think she’s actually going to do it. Instead, she pecks me on the lips. “Payment after delivery. Get me the goods and I’ll make it worth your while, stud.” She steps away. “I’ll be out late, too. Meeting up with the girls at Bar 9.”

      “Don’t tell them who I’m driving, Mags. I could get into real trouble.”

      “Don’t worry, I can be discreet.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      I pick Chase Morris up at noon. His vixen of a personal assistant isn’t with him as he climbs into the back and looks around. Today, he’s wearing a suit, but between the cowboy hat, the lack of a tie, and his swagger, he makes it all look casual.

      “Hey, man. Didn’t catch your name last night.” Chase has a deep, resonate voice that, like his music and his vibe, is a little rough around the edges.

      “I’m Brenden.”

      “Pleased to meet ya, Brenden. I’ve been told that when I’m in New York City, I should try some dim sum. You ever had that?”

      I tell him that I have, and know of a few good places. When I do, he just sits back and tips his hat to me. “Then let’s go. My treat.”

      I take him to a hole-in-the-wall place in Chinatown where they barely speak English and all the clientele is Chinese. Remarkably, no one recognizes the country music star. Chase loves it.

      “This kind of anonymity is priceless, man.”

      “Keeping the cowboy hat in the car probably helps with that,” I point out.

      “Yeah, but you wouldn’t believe how much paparazzi I sometimes get.” He holds out his hands. “I don’t mean that in some vain way or anything. I kind of hate it.”

      Kind of, I note. Part of him loves it. “Hard to have a personal life?”

      “Impossible.” We take some dim sum off a passing cart. Chase is surprisingly good with chopsticks. “Damn, that’s good stuff,” he says. “Not gonna ask what it is, though.”

      I just smile and nod. I get past the star-struck haze. Chase is a man, like me or any other. He’s famous, he’s rich, and he’s got the ego to go with it, but underneath it all, he’s human. Sounds obvious, but the epiphany still feels good.

      “So you’re married,” he says at one point, nodding to my wedding band.

      “Yup. Coming up on our fifteenth year.”

      “Goddamn.” Chase chuckles. “Got kids?”

      “Nope, no kids,” I say, adding, “By choice.” Most people just figure that a couple together for so long without kids meant some kind of medical issue. “I love kids, just, you know, other people’s kids.”

      Chase grins. “I hear that.”

      “How about you?” I ask. “Anyone special in your life?”

      He looks mildly surprised that I don’t know one way or another. “You don’t read the gossip sites, do you? I like that.” He sits back. “I had a thing with a celebrity who's moved on to a football player but that didn’t work out. Single life suits me better, anyhow. I like… variety. No offense.”

      “None taken. I’d probably feel the same way if I was you.”

      He says, “Old lady not treating you nicely?” I think about last night and can’t hold back the smile. Chase sees it, too. “Looks like she is. Lucky you.”

      “Yeah, she’s special,” I say. I consider telling him that she’s a fan, but wonder if that crosses some line. I did sign an NDA, so I hold back. “So what’s the plan for today? I wasn’t given an itinerary.”

      “Sorry about that. Veronica’s paranoid about the press getting hold of something like that. Sometimes I think she’s a little too cautious.” That tracks with my idea of the blond PA.

      “You pay her to be cautious,” I say.

      He nods, looking thoughtful. He glances about the place again. “I like this. Tell you what, Brenden. Today, I’ve got a whole lot of bullshit stuff to do. Stage check for the show tomorrow. Dress rehearsal for SNL tonight⁠—”

      “I did hear about that.”

      Chase nods. “Veronica packs it tight. But after, I’m going to need a drink in a space that I can unwind. Someplace where I can be…” He twirls his fingers around, indicating this restaurant. “You know what I mean?”

      “I do. I’m not sure I can find you a bar where no one’s going to recognize you, but I know a few where they’ll leave you alone.”

      “Well, if she’s pretty enough, I don’t mind being bothered, but yes sounds perfect. Most important thing is no press and no paparazzi.”
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      Driving for Chase is great. I can see what Maggie and the rest of the world sees in him. He really is that guy you want to have a beer with. He’s down-to-earth without being self-effacing. He’s confident without being arrogant.

      Veronica Larrson, on the other hand, treats me like just another member of the help. I’m used to that—I’ve driven for many years, and while I may own my business now, it hasn’t always been that way.

      “So how long have you been working for Chase Morris?” We’re hanging out in the Escalade, outside of 30 Rockefeller, where Chase is rehearsing for tonight’s Saturday Night Live show.

      We make eye-contact in the rearview mirror. Veronica’s on her phone, as always, scanning media feeds or whatever. She looks annoyed that I interrupted her. Clearly she doesn’t see herself as one of the help.

      “Mr. Morris and I go back long before he became Chase Morris.”

      I try to read something into that, but it’s hard. I could have believed that they had a D/s kind of thing going on, like from The Secretary, had I not met the man. After our lunch together, though, Chase Morris just seems too laid back for that kind of relationship.

      That didn’t stop me from imagining the blond minx in the back seat all tied up and getting spanked. I love my wife and would never dream of fooling around with anyone else, but she isn’t the only one with fantasies.

      Veronica, who’s gone back to her phone, seems to sense my lurid thoughts. She glances up into the rearview mirror again. I avert my eyes, but not before I catch her knowing smile. She doesn’t say a word.

      We go to Madison Square Garden for a sound check. I wait outside. This time, Veronica goes in with Chase, so I’m left alone, scrolling through Facebook. A few friends mention having tickets for tomorrow night’s performance. If only they knew who I am driving around now. Only one person I could tell, though.

      [Brenden]: Nothing crazy to report.

      My wife responds a moment later.

      [Maggie]: Not yet. It’s coming. Take him to a strip club tonight.

      I chuckle at that. She’s heard all my stories about taking clients to strip clubs, and while most of those evenings end quietly, driving some drunk guys back to their hotel room, hoping they don’t vomit all over the seats, there have been a few, very exciting exceptions.

      [Brenden]: Only if you join us.

      [Maggie]: Half tempted if you actually can get your rider there.

      “Your rider.” She’s so good, remembering discretion even in text.

      [Brenden]: Let me see if I can find a place with an amateur night.

      [Maggie]: Now you’re pushing it.

      [Brenden]: Only trying to help you out with your list.

      [Maggie]: Don’t tell me you found out your next client is Margot Robbie…

      Margot is on my list, just beneath ScarJo.

      [Brenden]: Sydney Sweeney, actually.

      [Maggie]: You need a brunette on that list, husband.

      [Brenden]: How about a hot reporter for the Times?

      [Maggie]: Financial reporters don’t typically get famous. Plus, you can have me any night. But thanks for the compliment. x0x0 

      Maggie works at the New York Times and she’s being modest. Many know her name—and even her voice from her guest appearances on NPR and The Daily, but she’s right. Any claim to fame she has isn’t the same as a guy like Chase Morris.

      [Maggie]: Have fun tonight. I may even be up when you get back. You know how it goes.

      When she went “out with the girls” and started drinking and gossiping—particularly with April, who’s single and has a wild side—she always comes home horny.

      [Brenden]: Oh, I’m counting on it. I’m waking you up regardless now.

      [Maggie]: I’ll make sure to sleep naked.

      I love this woman. I have the shit-eating grin even as Chase and Veronica emerge from the arena and make their way to the car. “You look happy,” Chase says as he ducks in. I’m not sure Veronica even sees me as she follows.

      I take them back to the hotel, where the paparazzi await—although it’s not as thick as it was when I first picked him up. I gas up, but don’t have enough time to go home before I need to be back here to take Chase to dinner, and then to the Saturday Night Live filming.

      I enjoy driving. It’s nice to get back to that. What I don’t love is all the time in between. It’s boring. I listen to podcasts and read my social media feeds, I park and take walks around the block, but it all gets tedious.

      Maggie helps, as usual, knowing how bored I can get.

      [Maggie]: Getting ready to head out to dinner. Do you approve?

      Along with the text comes a photo of herself in a green sundress that epitomizes her casual sexiness. It’s short enough to show off her long legs, with short sleeves and a bodice that wraps around her, hinting at cleavage without highlighting it. All of it was paired with black, ankle-high boots. Her thick, dark hair was pulled back into a long ponytail.

      [Brenden]: Acceptable.

      It’s not true. Tonight, she’s gorgeous in a way that makes me wonder how I could ever have taken her for granted. She’s accentuated her large eyes and applied makeup in a way reserved for dates and her nights out with the girls, and it slays me every time.

      [Maggie]: How about this? This just acceptable?

      The following photo must have been taken earlier, before she put the dress on. She stands before the mirror, dressed in nothing but a bra and thong, gossamer green and thin enough that I can see her nipples through the cups, and her trimmed up landing strip. 

      [Brenden]: You make me want to blow off this job and come home.

      [Maggie]: Don’t do that. My Uber is here. You’ll have to wait for me, anyway. See you later!

      I wouldn’t say that I married out of my league. We were both playing the field when we met. At a bar. For what we both figured was a one night stand. Turned out we had a few mutual friends and a whole lot of chemistry.

      I think back on those fond memories as I drive Chase to dinner, and then to the SNL set. This is the longest amount of waiting around. I park and hangout with some of the other drivers in the garage when Veronica comes and finds me.

      “There’s an extra spot in the audience if you would like to watch.” She doesn’t wait for my response, but turns and heads back. I follow, as I’m sure this woman is used to.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      The experience is amazing. For a country music rockstar, Chase’s acting isn’t half bad, and he’s pretty funny, too. I find myself genuinely clapping at the end of the show, along with the rest of the audience. It’s one o’clock before I know it, and I’m back out at the car, waiting to pick up my two charges.

      I text Maggie, letting her know that I got to watch.

      [Maggie]: Sounds amazing! You are living my dream!

      [Brenden]: Still out?

      It’s not unusual for these outings to last well into the early hours of the morning. I’m usually asleep when she gets back, waking me up because booze makes her horny.

      [Maggie]: You know it. Woo!

      I chuckle. Chase and Veronica arrive. Chase is amped up, throwing himself into the back seat and pulling off his cowboy hat. “That was fucking amazing. You get to watch, Brenden?”

      “I did. Thanks for hooking me up.”

      “It was actually Veronica’s idea, but sure, I’ll take the credit.” He grins and looks at his assistant. 

      I’m surprised by her generosity. I meet her eyes. “Thank you.”

      “The audience looks better when it’s full,” she says. But I’m beginning to suspect that there’s more to her than the cool, PR-focused exterior, despite her words. Her platinum blond hair is down now. She looks more relaxed. “And you’re also welcome, Mr. Hume. We like to reward discretion.”

      “Sure.” I turn the Escalade on. “Back to the hotel?”

      “Yes—” Veronica says.

      “Not yet,” Chase speaks over her. “I’m too revved up, man. It’s like after a show, I can never go right to bed.”

      “You really should go some rest tonight, Mr. Morris,” Veronica says.

      “And you need to stop worrying about me, V.” He takes her hand tenderly. “I have all day tomorrow to sleep in.”

      She purses her lips, but doesn’t say anything. Chase glances up at me. “I want to go somewhere low-key. Where I can be myself, without all the…” He waves about him. I get what he’s saying.

      “The media,” I say.

      He points at me. “Bingo. Like earlier, for lunch.”

      “You want to go to a bar in New York City where no one will recognize you?” I can’t keep the skepticism out of my voice. “You’ll have to lose the hat,” I say.

      “Naturally.”

      “And I can’t guarantee that you won’t be recognized, but how about we settle on not being harassed?”

      “Seems like a fair compromise.”

      I know exactly the place. I can see Veronica Larrson’s expression, too, and know that all of this is a bad idea. But I want it to work. And this’ll be fun.

      “I know a bar, kind of a dive, but at this time of night, everyone’s probably going to be drunk already. You should be fine.”

      “Sounds perfect.”

      “What’s the name?” Veronica asks, her phone poised so she can do her research.

      “Bar 9.”
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            HYPOTHETICALLY…

          

        

      

    

    
      “If it’s as important to be seen at a bar as it is to drink at the bar, then Bar 9 is not for you,” Veronica reads. “No fancy cocktails or craft beers here. No fancy people, either. Instead, as you descend into this friendly, neighborhood bar, you’ll find an authentic atmosphere with authentic people.” She looks up at me. “You’ve been here?”

      “A few times.”

      “Sounds perfect,” Chase says, looking out the window as the city lights pass by. “We lucked out with this guy, Veronica.”

      “I still don’t think that this is a good idea,” she says, but she knows her boss well enough that she’s not trying to change his mind. Instead, she straightens the lapels of his crisp, white button-down, the way a mother would a wayward child. “Remember, Mr. Morris, you need to be discreet.”

      I pull up to the bar on a quieter street in Midtown. Most of the restaurants here are closed at this time of night, although a few other bars have their windows open and people milling about.

      The sign for Bar 9 is printed on a faded, vinyl awning that may have looked nice at one point, but epitomizes the bar today. 

      Chase immediately loves it. He gets out himself before I can circle the car. “This is perfect.” He shuts the door and waves at a drunk guy ambling along the sidewalk. The guy gives him the finger and moves past. Chase repeats, “This is perfect.”

      “You’ve got Mr. Hume’s number?” Veronica asks him. She hasn’t gotten out of the car, but is speaking to him through an open window.

      “I do, yes.”

      “Call him when you’re ready to come back.”

      “You’re not joining me?” he asks, like he finally hears her fully.

      “I’m not. I think I would… call too much attention. Besides, I’m sober.”

      “We could fix that in a jiffy,” he says.

      “Good night, Chase. Remember: discretion. I better not read anything about you tomorrow in the tabloids.” She looks at me. “Take me back to the hotel. He’ll be fine.”

      “Of course.” To him, I point to a spot across the street. “I’ll be parked somewhere over there, in case you lose your phone or something.”

      Chase chuckles. “Man, it’s like you two don’t see me as a grown man.”

      I start to apologize, but Veronica doesn’t let me. She just says, “Have fun,” and rolls up her window.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      My intention was to text Maggie and say something cute to her, like, “Hope you’re having fun. Bringing you a little chaser,” or something. But since making the decision to drive Chase Morris to Bar 9, I haven’t been able to touch my phone. I’m the driver. I drive, not text.

      As we pull away, I watch Chase descend into the basement bar, nod at the bouncer, and head inside. I don’t even know if she’s still there. Well, if she is, she’ll be in for a nice surprise.

      I decide to make small talk with Veronica as I drive her back. “So I take it he’s gotten into trouble before?”

      Her phone is away and she stares out the window. She must actually be exhausted. “Not normally. Sometimes he picks up someone crazy and the paparazzi makes a bigger deal out of it than is necessary.” She fingers the light without turning it on. “But it always blows over. I just like giving him a hard time.”

      “That make you jealous?” I ask. I’m not sure why. Feels dangerous, though, like provoking a lioness.

      “I don’t like what you’re implying, Mr. Hume.” But there’s an edge there. I hear it, and know she’s trying to hide it. “Even if I did… get jealous…” She says the word like it’s a virus. “…these women never last more than a night or two.”

      And you are his constant, I definitely do not say.

      My phone buzzes in my pants pocket. It’s Maggie. Must be her. She’s either letting me know that she’s home, or that holy shit you brought Chase here!

      I can’t check, even as we seemingly hit every light on the way back to the hotel. More texts arrive. It feels like an eternity before I finally drop Veronica off at the hotel. A couple of guys smoking cigarettes with telephoto cameras stand up, but when they see it’s just Veronica getting out, they go back to their smokes.

      “Do you have another vehicle?” she asks before leaving me.

      “Of course.”

      “Switch this one out for that one.”

      “That’ll add about an hour to my return trip. I park them in Jersey.”

      “Bars close at 4?” She checks the time on an expensive-looking watch. “You probably have until then. But hey, drop him off in the parking garage. Especially if he’s got someone with him.”

      “Yes, ma’am.”

      She doesn’t seem to mind being called ma’am, and in fact seems to take a little pleasure in it. “I’ll be in touch tomorrow. I think Mr. ‘Mitchell’ is going to get a late start.”

      I watch her go, still unsure what her deal is. Stoic, realistic, but like it’s all a facade. I pull away, wave at the paparazzi, and start on the long journey to my garage. But not before finally checking my messages.

      [Maggie]: You brought him here! OMG! This is nuts.

      [Maggie]: So glad I stayed out. Everyone but Tony left. So glad I stayed!

      Tony, a gay man, despite still being a man, is always included in their girls’ night.

      [Maggie]: Where are you? You coming in? Or is this like… what I think it is?

      What she thinks it is? That one puzzles me for all of one second. All night, I’ve been so caught up in the thrill of delivering a celebrity idol to her that I’ve forgotten all about The List. But that’s just a silly hypothetical. She isn’t going to actually sleep with anyone else, celebrity stud or not.

      “It’s not,” I say. Trying out the words before my phone buzzes again and another text slides into view.

      [Maggie]: He bought me a drink! OMG, this is insane.

      And then:

      [Maggie]: I love you so much!

      I erase my own text. I know what a thrill this must be for her. She’s just having fun, getting chatted up by a celebrity crush. That’s all this is. At the end of the night, she’ll come back home and we’ll fuck all night. It’s no different than any other evening.

      [Brenden]: Love you, too. Driving right now, so I’ll be out of communication. Glad you appreciate my little surprise.

      [Maggie]: I promise I’ll make it up to you. If I ever interview ScarJo or Margot Robbie on their savvy investment plans, I’ll make sure to engineer something. Xoxo

      I chuckle. That’s the Maggie I know and love. It’s fine. It’s all fine. She loves me, and nothing is actually going to happen because the list is just a list.
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      It takes 43 minutes to drive out to my small garage, swap cars, and get back to Bar 9. Record time. I only speed a little. Until now, I’d been driving Chase around in a black Lincoln Continental, windows tinted for privacy. It’s my favorite car to drive in the city because of how well it handles and the size.

      I swap it out for the Escalade, which looks even more conspicuous than the sedan, but instructions are instructions, and I have no desire to cross the likes of Veronica Larrson. I almost forget to grab the cowboy hat, I’m so preoccupied.

      My mind is on Maggie and what’s happening in Bar 9. I drive like I’m in a fugue state, more by feel than anything else. I keep my phone up on the dash, unlocked and ready for incoming texts, but none arrive. No updates. No alerts. Nothing but deafening silence and the pressure in my chest as that silence grows and grows.

      I think about my wife, Maggie. I’m not a jealous man. Or try not to be. I know my wife is beautiful and that other men flirt with her. I’ve seen it before, and we joked about it after. I trust her. She’d never cheat on me. But would this be considered cheating?

      It’s a good question—one that I’m not sure how I would answer, let alone how Maggie would. I struggle with that as I roll up to the bar. I park where I said I would park and half-consider going in and seeing what’s happening when the doors open and Chase and Maggie spill out into the night.

      They’re laughing, hanging off of one another the way drunks do at the end of a long night. Chase pulls out his phone, drops it, and laughs some more as he picks it up. Maggie glances across the street and sees my car. It’s too dark to read her expression, but she points at it.

      Chase looks up, nods, and the two stagger across the empty street. I hop out, doing everything that I can to calm myself as my heart seems to be throwing itself against my rib cage like a caged animal. I open the door for them. “This is Brenden,” Chase says, letting go of Maggie and draping his arm around me. “And he is fucking awesome.”

      He smells strongly of liquor and sweat. I look at Maggie, who bats her lashes coquettishly at me. “Nice to meet you, Brenden,” she says. “I’m Maggie.”

      “Maggie is amazing.” Chase piles into the SUV, saying, “Wait, were you driving this before?”

      Maggie giggles, staying outside for a moment and looking at me. Now is my chance to ask her what her game is, or tell her to stop, or do something. But she’s so full of energy, a ball of excitement and fun and playfulness, and I’m not about to snuff that out. 

      I mouth, I love you. She mouths it back, and follows her celebrity crush into the backseat.

      I shut the door behind them and draw a long breath of the evening air around me. I’m not drunk, but I buzz. My hands shake. My skin tingles. I feel detached from myself, the way I sometimes get when I’ve had one too many. The world swirls, and my emotions can barely keep up.

      I get behind the wheel, and I’m myself again. I compartmentalize. I’ve seen so much in my driving days. This can be no different. “Where are we going?” I ask.

      I don’t know what answer I expect, or what I hope for—‘we’re taking this young woman home’ or ‘back to my hotel’ or what. “Just drive us around,” he says. “Show me the sights of the city.”

      But the only sight that Chase seems to care about is that of Maggie. In the back, turned to face Maggie, he holds up his black cowboy hat. “So you wanted to wear it?” he asks, continuing a conversation they must have been having in the bar.

      “You’d let me?” For a second, I wonder if maybe this isn’t my wife after all. Maggie didn’t do the whole simpering-fan-girl thing. Then she chuckles. “Well, I’ll have you know that I don’t wear just any guy’s hat.”

      Chase laughs, too, and slips it onto his own head. “Looks better on me anyway, although I like a sexy cowgirl.”

      “I’m a girl now?” she challenges.

      They were drifting closer to one another as they bantered. I did all I could to keep my eyes on the road, but every time I look into the rearview, they’re closer.

      “No,” he says. “You’re definitely a woman.”

      He moves in to kiss her. I hold my breath. If someone stepped out in front of the car, I probably would have rolled over them without noticing. Maggie turns her head at the last moment, pulling back. “What about him?” she asks, glancing at me.

      “Don’t worry about me.” I don’t plan on saying it, but when the words are out, I know that they are true. She shouldn’t worry about me, about us, about what may happen. I see her smile at me, and it’s like stepping into the sun.

      “He’s cool,” Chase says somewhere in the background of our moment.

      And then it passes. We’re back in the car. The light turns green. Someone honks. Chase is brushing her hair away from her cheek and kissing her neck. She doesn’t pull away. Chase adds, “Don’t worry, he’s legally bound to keep quiet. Just pretend he’s not there.”

      I swear, I see her eyes sparkle. She turns back to Chase. “And what if I like that he’s there?”

      Chase sees the green light. “Hey, you know how much I love an audience.”

      And this time when he closes the gap between them, she doesn’t balk. This time, when he presses his lips to hers, her eyes flutter shut, her fingers running along his facial hair, and she kisses him back.

      I don’t feel the whomp of jealousy that I expect. I don’t feel the urge to slam the brakes and pull this guy off of my wife. I feel… turned on. Really, really turned on.

      My heart hasn’t slowed. It beats hard and fast, pumping blood and heat through my body. It climbs up my neck and across my scalp. It fills my cock until I have to shift.

      The two in the back don’t take notice. Their wet, smacking kisses fill the cab, along with the muted rustle of clothing. A quiet moan escapes Maggie’s throat. I glance into the back in time to see Chase’s hand disappear beneath her dress. He’s kissing her neck again as she clutches his hair. His hat has fallen free.

      “Haahhh!” she gasps, shuddering. His fingers must have reached her sex. He’s touching her where only I have touched in years, and all I can do is watch with a hardon. “Oh—” She cuts her cry off, her breath catching, holding, and then, “Ohhh, yes!”

      And then they’re kissing again—deep kisses, hungry kisses, I-need-to-fuck-you-right-now kisses. I’m so distracted that I don’t realize I’ve just pulled down Time Square. Even at 2:30 in the morning, it’s crowded. Towering screens cast the short stretch of street in enough light that it could almost be day here. 

      We stop at a light. A group of young bar-hoppers starts cheering beside us at nothing in particular. Chase and Maggie look out at the group, no more than three feet away. “Can they see us?” Chase asks me.

      “Not through the tint. It’s as dark as I can legally make it.”

      Maggie sidles close to him. “What’s the matter? You worried about being caught with your pants down?”

      “My pants aren’t down,” Chase says. The banter between them feels so natural. That, more than the physical intimacy, fills me with angsty delight.

      “Let’s do something about that,” Maggie says.

      If the windows hadn’t been tinted, reflecting back the bright lights of the square, all attention would have been on what was happening inside the back of this Cadillac SUV. Maggie goes to work on his trouser pants. He helps with the belt buckle.

      “You know,” she says, “you don’t look half so bad in a suit?”

      “Don’t tell my assistant. She’ll burn all my jeans.”

      Someone honks behind me. I remember I’m driving, and press gently on the gas.

      “You look better in jeans,” Maggie says. I hear the whisper of clothing and the crunch of the leather seats as they shift. “Even better without. Look at that thing.”

      I glance in the mirror, catching his size for only a moment before I need to look back at the road. I see enough. He’s huge—longer and thicker than me.

      “It’s all for you, baby,” he says. “All nine inches. Think you can take it?”

      Her voice is husky as she answers, “Let’s find out.”

      The leather creaks again. I catch fleeting images in the backseat as I divide my attention between the road and the mirror. Maggie shifts, lowers her head into his lap. Her hair falls around her as Chase groans.

      Someone steps out in front of the car. I slam the breaks. “Jesus, fuck!” the guy yells, flipping me off.

      Maggie laughs in the back. “You okay up there, buddy?” Chase asks.

      “Yeah, sorry, just… distracted.”

      Chase chuckles. “Maybe we should go back to the hotel.”

      “Aw, that’s no fun,” Maggie says. She winks at me. “Thought you liked an audience.”

      With that, she takes him back into her mouth. He groans happily, reclining into the seat. I drive us out of the crowded Time Square and down 7th Avenue. 

      Watching Maggie’s head bobbing up and down in another man’s lap—even just glimpses of it—is electrifying. Her blowjobs are as much about the performance as they are about the sensation. I never realized that until now.

      She keeps her hair from her face, so when I do look back, I can see her lips stretched around Chase’s generous manhood. She takes about half of him with each bob, stroking the other half with her hand. Her tongue darts and swirls. Saliva dribbles over her fingers.

      Chase lounges back in the seat, staring up through the moonroof. Towering buildings glitter down at him, glass and steel voyeurs. He laughs out loud. “Fuck, I love this city.”

      Maggie takes more and more of him into her mouth. She makes a choking sound as it passes into her throat. I look back, just in time to see her press her lips into his trimmed pubes.

      She backs off, sucking in air. “Told you,” she says.

      I don’t know what she means by that. Chase says, “Guess I owe you another drink. You’re incredible.”

      Maggie laughs. “How about you let me wear the hat?”

      “Oh, for that, you’re going to have to do more than that.”

      “I like a challenge.”

      “Good, because I love challenging women,” he says. “Now get back to that dick.”

      I wince at the demand, but Chase seems to pull it off with his natural charisma. Maggie doesn’t balk. She slathers his cock, trailing her tongue down his shaft and over his balls.

      Chase sees me looking. “Love a chick who sucks the balls,” he says. “Don’t you?”

      Heat rushes across me. I’m embarrassed and turned on and jealous all at once. It’s been a while since Maggie bathed my balls the way she’s doing now, but I still remember the incredible sensation.

      Chase’s question is rhetorical, of course. He goes back to staring up through the moonroof as Maggie swallows him back into her throat. “This fucking city,” he says again.

      I drive, focusing on the road now as I weave us through the brightly lit streets. I’ve never come without touching myself before. I wonder if I’m going to now. What I’m hearing back there is almost enough—the gags and choking, the ragged gasps for breath, and all the moans she elicits from Chase with her mouth alone.

      Her left hand, I notice in one of my furtive, backwards glances, is buried under her dress, her wrist a blur. Chase notices a moment later. “Take the dress off. I want to see this body, baby.”

      She doesn’t hesitate or tease. She sits up on her knees and peels the dress up and over her head. Beneath, she wears the green, see-through bra that I saw earlier. Her thong, however, is gone. Even in the dim light cast but the buildings around us, I can see how wet she is, slick and glistening beneath the short landing strip of pubic hair.

      They kiss again. He pops her bra open. She wraps a hand around his spit-slippery cock and starts stroking. 

      “You want it,” Chase says.

      “You know I’m married, right?” she responses.

      “He going to be a problem?”

      “Well, you’re on my celebrity list,” she says. “But I’m not sure how serious that was.”

      She jerks him faster, rubbing her naked body against his. He seems desperate. “You talked about it. I’d… I’d take him at his word…”

      Maggie giggles. “What do you think, driver?” she asks me. “Do you think I should take my husband at his word? Or was the list just silly hypotheticals.”

      I appreciate the question, even after all that I’ve witnessed now. If I tell her that she shouldn’t, I know that she won’t. But that’s not what I want at all.

      “I say go for it.”

      Chase grins at me, as Maggie shifts over him, naked other than her ankle boots. “You hear that, big boy? Looks like you owe your driver a mighty favor. You have a condom?”

      “Yes,” he says, pulling one out of his discarded trouser pocket.

      Maggie tears it open and rolls it on as I watch, my gut tightening. We pull to a stop at a light, just in time for me to watch her line Chase’s cock up with her pussy. She doesn’t look over her shoulder at me. She doesn’t pause. One moment, she’s over him, her buttocks clenched. The next, she’s sinking down on another man’s dick.

      There are people close, milling outside a bar, smoking. They can’t see exactly what’s going on inside, but they might be able to see shapes. One looks over, does a double take. In the back, Maggie undulates on Chase’s lap as he runs his hands over her bare back.

      The guy nudges his friend and points at our car. The light turns green. I pull us away.

      “You feel huge,” Maggie says with a breathy laugh.

      “And you’re so tight, babe. Your old man not enough for you?”

      “More like you’re too much.” She braces herself on his shoulders and gyrates her hips. “Don’t you have a song about having too much of a good thing?”

      “Fun fact,” he says. “I wrote that about my dick.”

      She sinks over him, laughing and forgetting to fuck. “I knew it!” She giggles, quoting, “Winter, fall, summer, spring / Never believed in too much of a good thing.”

      “Those lines have never been sexier.” He cups her ass cheeks. She shifts, too, planting her feet on the seat on either side of him to squat in his lap. Their fucking takes off again, energized, frantic. “I want to go faster. Brenden, get us up to speed.”

      I turn us along Houston and pull us onto FDR Drive. The two lovers rut away, faster as we pick up speed. The back fills with the sounds and smells of sex. Chase pushes her back until she leans against the console. She grabs my headrest, her body exposed to the rockstar.

      He takes advantage, caressing her naked body, cupping her tits and teasing her clit as his cock flexes inside of her. Maggie gasps. She’s close to coming again. I know it. I recognize it. “Oh, my… oh, my God!”

      I feel her fingers tickle my hair. She may be fucking another man, but she hasn’t forgotten about me.

      “Do it, Babe. Don’t hold back.” Chase thumbs her clit and pinches a nipple, thrusting up into her. “I sure as hell… am not gonna… hold… back!“

      He thrust up and in, hard, his face red. My lungs cave. I forget to breathe. If I brush my hand over my pants, I’d probably lose it with them. So I focus on the freeway ahead of me.

      Maggie goes off. Her fingers tighten in my hair. Pain flashes through me, clearing my head enough not to crash the car. Her orgasm rises and rises and another man pounds her with his big dick. “Uh! Uhhh!” she groans, manic.

      “Fuck, you feel good,” Chase groans. “Fuck, fuuuck!”

      Maggie’s breath catches. Even through the condom, she must feel him, his large cock throbbing and pulsing as he grinds his pelvis against hers. He pulls her close to him and kisses her hard. She returns it, releasing my hair to clutch his own. The two tumble back into the seat, making out as he fills his condom.

      I find the exit to the freeway. I slow us all down. We’re all breathing heavily. My shirt is damp with sweat. The lovers in back are covered in it.

      Chase picks up his hat and places it on Maggie’s head. She looks sexy like that, naked but for the boots and the hat.

      “There, now you earned it,” he says.

      She giggles. “How about tickets for your show tomorrow?”

      “Hm… for something like that,” he says, and tips her hat up and away from her face, “we’d have to discuss your options back in my hotel room.”

      “I see.” She glances at me before snuggling into Chase. “But for this transaction, I’m going to need delivery before payment.”

      For a moment, Chase seems incredulous that she’s actually rejecting his hotel room offer. But then he grins. “You know the show sold out in ten minutes, right?”

      “So I heard,” she smiles. “But I also know that I’m worth the wait. This was just a teaser.”

      Chase laughs slowly. To me, he says, “Can you believe this, man?”

      “I like her,” I say. “She’s feisty.”

      “I do, too. Fine, Maggie. Give me a card or your number. I’ll be in touch.”

      Maggie’s last name is different than my own—being a reporter, she didn’t want to change her name. It makes this exchange easier.

      They pull themselves together, getting dressed as I pilot us back to the hotel. Maggie fishes a business card out of her purse, and Chase whistles as he reads it. “New York Times reporter. Maybe I shouldn’t get mixed up this. Can’t trust the media these days.”

      “I always keep my informants confidential,” she says with a laugh. “Don’t you worry.”

      I pull into the garage, skirting the front entrance entirely to avoid any chance of paparazzi seeing. The last thing I need is for the New York Post to feature a photo of Chase Morris kissing my wife goodnight. Instead, that kiss is reserved just for me, and it’s volcanic.

      “Someone will be in touch,” he says, plucking his hat off her head and setting it on his own. To me, he says, “Take her home. And Brenden, thanks again for taking me to that bar.”

      With a wink to Maggie, he slides out of the car.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            7

          

          
            RECLAMATION

          

        

      

    

    
      I’m nervous as I pull out of the hotel garage, now that it’s just me and Maggie. I glance at her in the rearview mirror, but she's already crawling into the front seat with me.

      This close, I can see the sheen of sweat that clings to her skin. The hairs along her brow are damp. “Hi,” she says as she awkwardly slithers into the passenger seat and kisses me.

      I can taste him on her mouth—his column, his spit, the hint of something new and different. Or maybe it’s all in my head. I can definitely smell his cologne all over her, and my chest tightens. It’s a good tightening.

      “Take me home,” she says.

      She had fucked another man. She had another man’s dick inside of her less than ten minutes ago. She could have spent all night with him, but turned him down. All these revelations ripple through my mind as I pull into the New York street. It’s now past three in the morning, but I’m not tired at all.

      Maggie looks at me nervously. “Are we good, Brenden?”

      “Of course we’re good.” I hate that she even has to ask. “More than good. God, that was like one of the hottest things that I’ve ever seen.”

      She relaxes into the bucket seat and releases an almost incredulous chuckle. “I still can’t believe that I actually slept with a guy on my list!”

      “Was it everything you ever fantasized about?” I probe.

      “To be completely honest, I never actually fantasized about having sex with Chase Morris. Like, I never thought about the literal, physical act. I fawned over pictures of him in tight shirts or whatever, or what it would be like to flirt with him, but never…” She waves into the back. “You know?”

      I hear her nervousness in the way she’s chattering, rushing through things, her cheeks flushed. “Okay, but was the sex good?”

      Now her face goes really red. “Yes?”

      “You mean you’re not sure?” I tease.

      Maggie rolls her eyes. “Yes, it was fucking great. You watched.”

      “I did, and you know what? It was fucking amazing. Watching you back there…” I’m hard and hot all over again, just saying the words.

      “Yeah, and you know what?” she asks. “That was the best part—you watching. Chase was good, and he knows how to fuck, but I got the most turned on when I looked up and saw you staring at me in the rearview mirror.”

      “Bull shit. You got the most turned on when he was drilling you. Save the sentimentality for someone else,” I say.

      “Fine, fine. But it was pretty cool that you were there. Seriously.”

      “I believe you,” I say.

      She runs her hand over the seat of my pants, feeling my erection. “You better,” she says. “God, I’m still so horny.”

      I laugh, prepared to say something about how Chase Morris couldn’t have been that good, when she starts to unzip my pants. “What are you doing?”

      “It’s three a.m. I’m drunk. And I’m going to do something that I’ve always wanted to do.” She fished out my cock. “I’m going to give my limo driver road head.”

      With that, she drops her head into my lap and takes my cock into her mouth.

      I don’t think I’ve ever gotten back to our house in Queen’s faster.
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        * * *

      

      I don’t come. Somehow, I hold out on that fast drive home, despite Maggie doing everything she can to get me off. I don’t want to waste it coming in her mouth. I want—I need—to fuck her.

      We race into our bedroom, shedding clothing along the way. As she slips ahead of me, I take in her nude form. I’ve seen her naked every day for over fifteen years. I know how much I’ve taken this body for granted. As she turns to me and I check her out now in all of her full-frontal glory, it takes my breath away. How could I ever take those tits for granted, or the womanly curves that she’s earned in maturity. Her nipples are hard. Her pussy is pink and wet beneath the strip of dark hair.

      The last man to be with her wasn’t me. Time to change that.

      I’m upon her again, backing her up to the edge of the bed. We fall onto it as I focus on her neck. Her skin is so soft. I can smell Chase on her. It fuels my fire even more.

      There’s no more foreplay. That was in the car—both with Chase, then all the way home. We’re both more than ready to go, and when I slide into her, she definitely feels different than when I fucked her last. She’s slicker, slipperier. She’s been used.

      “Oh, you feel so…” She can’t finish her sentence. She’s lost in our motion, wrapping those long, powerful legs around me and pulling me tighter.

      She goes off, arching her back and throwing her hips into me. I’m right there with her, fucking her with short thrusts. I know this angle. I know just how she likes it. I drive into her g-spot, spinning her up and up until she’s screaming for more, more, more!

      I grunt, releasing myself, my worries and insecurities and all of it, and feel once again one with my wife. It feels good, pumping into her, making that connection, feeling her accept me and squeeze me tight.

      “I love you, Mags,” I sigh. “Always. No matter what.”

      “I love you, too, Brenden. You have no idea how much.”

      I roll away, onto my side. She turns to look at me, snuggling close. She pushes her knee between my legs so that our bodies entwine. “I think I have some idea,” I say. “After all these years, I like to think that I know you pretty well.”

      Suddenly she looks shy. “Pretty well, but you know, I’m still learning stuff about myself.”

      “Like tonight?” I prompt.

      She nods. A strand of hair falls across her face. I brush it away. “The List was always just a… It was never something that I thought was real, you know?”

      “Same.”

      “Even last night, when we were joking around, that was just… joking.”

      “And then I brought him to you,” I say.

      She lights up, shedding some of the bashfulness. “Right! And I couldn’t figure out if you were trying to tell me something. And, argh, you didn’t respond to my texts, and Chase was so charming, and Tony left us alone, and… and I’m so sorry. It got out of hand.” She laughs to herself. “That’s an understatement.”

      “Hey, hey, you’re spiraling.” I soothe her. “We were both there. I was there, right? We may not have talked about it in any serious way, but you didn’t do anything behind my back.”

      “I would never,” she says.

      “I know.”

      We snuggle. The late hour finally catches up with us. Maggie, after all the drinks, falls asleep before I do. I hold her, watching her chest rise and fall, looking so peaceful. Despite what just happened, I don’t think I’ve felt this close to her in ages. When I fall asleep, I’m smiling.
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            PRE-SHOW

          

        

      

    

    
      Maggie is still sleeping when I get up, face down, hair a jumble all over her pillow. I let her sleep, despite it being after 9 o'clock—well past our usual wake up time. Rather than make a lot of noise in the kitchen, I quietly get dressed and slip out to get coffee at a place around the block. It’s our lazy Sunday morning routine, although this Sunday feels anything but routine.

      “Late night?” the barista asks. We know each other by now—Vic.

      “Way too late,” I say, ordering a couple lattes.

      He’s got a croaky, smoker’s laugh. “That’s the problem with being in your forties,” he says. Vic is well past his forties. “You sometimes forget that you’re not in your twenties.”

      By the time I get back to our place, Maggie is up, although still in bed. She’s got her phone raised above her and is laughing at something that she’s reading. I think it’s something on her social media feed until she starts typing back with a devilish focus. My heart skips. I know.

      “Your famous boyfriend texting you?” I ask, carrying her coffee over to her.

      “Oh, my God, thank you for this,” she says, taking the coffee. With a sip, she says, “Now this is why I married you.”

      “And I didn’t even make the coffee,” I say.

      “You’d make a terrific intern at the Times.” She says it, but is mostly focused on whatever’s on her phone. I feel both excluded, and a little aroused by it.

      “So did he get you tickets for tonight?” I ask.

      “He did! Right up front, too. Says he wants to look down my shirt.”

      “Time to bust out the sexy bras.” I sip my coffee.

      “Yeah,” she says, typing away. “I was thinking of going shopping.”

      “If it involves you getting new lingerie, I fully support you.”

      She starts giggling at something she reads on the screen, and at last, I need to ask. “What?”

      “So the ticket,” she says, setting the phone down at last. “You remember what I’m going to have to do to repay him?”

      “He wants you to go up to his room after.” I say it calmly, even as I feel the wild jealousy writhe through me. I love it.

      “You know I can just not go, right?” Maggie says, checking in on me when she detects my anxiety.

      “I do, but I don’t want that. And I know you don’t, either.”

      “I want us to be us tomorrow,” she clarifies. “If that means not having extramarital sex, I’m okay with it.”

      “And I’m okay with the extramarital sex. Seriously.” I run my hand along her leg. “Seriously,” I repeat. “So what has you giggling?”

      “Well, I told him that while his scruff looks sexy, I’m not excited about what that’ll feel like between my legs.”

      “You did not,” I say, covering my mouth. “What did he say?”

      She blushes, then reports, “He said he’d shave if I would.”

      My stomach squirms at the thought of that. I think of her landing strip. “Are you going to?”

      “It’s been a little while since I’ve gone bald eagle. We’ll see if he follows through.” She grins. “You aren’t jealous?”

      “Should I be?”

      “I don’t know. Yes?” she says. “I think I would be.”

      “You have feelings for him?”

      “Of course not.”

      “And do you think he’s falling for you?”

      She shakes her head. “I’m just his New York girl.”

      “Then I’m not jealous.”

      Both of our phones buzz at once, but neither of us check them at first. Instead, we just stare at one another, soaking in the moment.

      When I check my phone at last, it’s from Veronica. Time to start my actual day.

      [Veronica]: Pick up at noon. Bring the stretch limo.
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        * * *

      

      When I pull the limo up to the hotel, it’s a different scene than late last night. This is a moment to be seen and recorded in the flashes and mobile phones of the crowd outside of the entrance. This is Chase Morris flexing in all of his charismatic glory—cowboy hat, black denim, boots. He stops to make statements to the press and say hello to fans. He poses for selfies. He signs autographs.

      Behind him, Veronica Larrson urges him forward, always so focused yet so discreet. I can’t read her. Not behind her sunglasses and coiffed facade.

      Even with her prodding, it takes Chase nearly ten minutes to cross the twenty feet between the hotel doors and the limo. It’s enough time for me to check, then confirm, that his ever-present five o’clock shadow is gone. He shaved.

      “Mr. Morris,” I greet, holding the door open.

      “Good to see you, Brenden.” Turns out, Chase cleans up very well. Without the scruff, he looks like he’d be more at home in LA than in Nashville.

      Veronica doesn’t give him room to say anymore, though. She launches into his itinerary. Mic-check at the Garden, podcast interviews before the show, makeup, costuming, the whole thing. He only half listens, and Veronica takes note.

      “Mr. Morris, I need you to focus please.”

      “Sorry, right.” He’s on his phone, and turns it to show her something on the screen. “Just… distracted.”

      “Ah, yes. Quite distracting.” She sounds bored, like he’s just shown her a photo of his dinner receipt. Chase knows her better, though.

      “Don’t be like that, V. I know you find her sexy.” His phone buzzes as another text comes in. This time I see the dilation in the blonde’s eyes as she takes in whatever it is. She glances up at Chase, reaching out to touch his smooth face.

      “You did this for her?” I can hear the jealousy now. “You disregarded your rugged, workshopped, focus-grouped, ‘Chase Morris’ brand for her?” Okay, so maybe it’s not jealousy that I hear, but frustration.

      Chase grins unapologetically. “You know how much I like the look.”

      Veronica has a haughty laugh, like she’s playing at being offended.

      He adds, “I know how much you like the look, too.” He glances at the phone. “And it’s even sexier because she didn’t do it for her husband.”

      That makes my insides squirm. I want to see what they’re talking about. It burns me up that I can’t, so I blurt, “We talking about the brunette from last night?”

      Veronica and Chase share a look, and in that look, they seem to have a whole conversation. These two have more going on than just a long, rich, and purely professional relationship. Veronica shrugs. Chase turns his easy-going smile on me, scooting towards the front of the limo.

      “Recognize her?” he asks, showing me the phone.

      I wait for a red light before looking. When I do, I realize that it’s not just a photo, but a video, played on repeat, of Maggie. Her skin glows the way she does when she’s just stepped out of the shower, although she’s not naked. No, she wears a lacy, black bra and panty set that I haven’t seen her wear in years.

      The clip is short—just long enough to show her swivel before the selfie-held camera, showing off how the thong plunges between her ripe buttocks, and, swiveling back, she pulls the thong away long enough to flash her hairless mound.

      It is one of the sexiest things that I have ever seen in my life. The car behind us honks. The light is green. I press the gas a little too hard and we leap forward. “Nice haircut,” I say into the back. “And that’s a good trade.”

      “See?” Chase says to his assistant. “Brenden approves.”

      She gives me a withering look before focusing back on Chase. “You don’t know anything about her.”

      “Something I plan on changing later tonight,” he says, waggling his brows at her.

      His words reverberated through my mind. I’m actually grateful for New York traffic for once because it gives me something else to focus on. Even still, it’s difficult. Here’s a man who’s been with countless women, truly excited to fuck my wife again later on.

      In the back, the debate goes on. “…if she’s crazy, like that girl in Dallas? Or she’s got an STI? There are so many things you might want to know if you stopped thinking with your little head.” Veronica is as stern as a school teacher, dripping with disappointment. “How about whether she’s got an angry husband somewhere?”

      That one, while fair, hits a little too close to home. Fear takes over where lust had reigned. What if we’re outed? What if these two discover our game?

      “Relax, V. This is just fun. A good time. Gone in the morning.” He plucks at the frame of the moonroof, smiling. He knows he’s getting under her skin and seems to be enjoying it. “Or maybe tomorrow afternoon, depending on how things go. When’s our flight again?”

      “You are impossible, you know that?” She sighs. “Just promise me that you will not take any videos. I have no desire to deal with a sex tape scandal.”

      Chase looks at her, and from what I can glimpse, it’s not entirely professional. “Mmm, yes. Let’s talk about your desires.”

      Veronica’s laugh is biting. She looks out the window. Chase seems to see something that I don’t.

      “You’re jealous!”

      She rolls her eyes. “You know I could care less about your tramps.”

      “No, not jealous of Maggie.” Hearing my wife’s name like that hits me like a bolt. This isn’t just a sordid conversation I’m overhearing. It’s a sordid one that heavily features my sweet bride. “You’re jealous of me. You’re jealous that I’m going to hook up with this sexy, smart, witty brunette—exactly your type⁠—”

      “Oh, look,” Veronica interrupts. “We’re here.” She smiles cuttingly at Chase. “I’m sorry, were you saying something?”

      I pull into the garage of Madison Square Garden, around to the backstage entrance. “This conversation isn’t over,” Chase says.

      “Yes, it is, Mr. Morris.” She’s back to her phone. “Now, you need to get up to the stage for the mic check and rehearsal.”

      I get out of the limo and open the door for them. Chase emerges. Veronica stays. “Where are you going?” he asks. I’m wondering the same thing.

      “I need to deal with something. Now go. I’ll see you in an hour for those podcast interviews.”

      Chase looks at me. I shrug. He says, “Hey, I never thanked you for bringing me to that bar last night. It was exactly what I was looking for.”

      There are others waiting to usher Chase into the building, but they stand far enough away that they probably can’t hear our conversation.

      So I say, “Or maybe you found exactly who you were looking for?” It’s not the kind of thing I’d normally say to another man, but Chase has this way of turning me into one of the guys. Guess that’s what makes him so successful.

      “Maggie, yeah.” Both the dreamy way he says her name, and that he’s saying her name at all, make me feel woozy. He rubs his clean shaven face, and I know he’s thinking the same thing that I am—Maggie’s clean shaven pussy. 

      “Okay, right. Now, take Ms. Larrson there wherever she needs to be taken. I’ll see you after the show.” He joins the people waiting for him. They snap into action and the building—and his many obligations—swallow him up.

      I climb back into the limo and glance into the back, where Veronica is scanning her phone once again. “Where to?” I ask.

      “Just drive me around. I mostly want to talk with you.”

      “Oh...kay.” The single word comes out with effort, like they weigh me down. Everything is suddenly weighing me down. Something isn’t right.

      I drive us out of the garage and onto 31st Street. She’s back on her phone, her thumbs a blur as she deals with something that’s probably important. She’s a force. Her white-blond hair tied back into a ponytail that breaks into loose ringlets and her red lipstick against her pale skin makes her look almost vampiric.

      “I don’t need to remind you that you signed an NDA, do I, Mr. Hume?”

      Ah, this is about what I saw last night. “Of course not. I’m a professional.”

      “Hm,” she says dismissively. “And what about your wife? Is she also a… professional?”

      My heart falls into my gut. “What?”

      “Your wife, Maggie.”

      How is it possible for my mouth to lose all moisture so quickly? “I…”

      “You don’t know what I’m talking about,” Veronica says flatly. “We can drop all of that now, please. What I would like to know is what your game is. Tell me, Mr. Hume. What’s your game?”

      “No… no game.”

      “You took my client—and yours—to a bar where your wife just happened to be having a drink. They then ended up fucking in the back of your limo—while you drove them—before bringing Mr. Morris back to the hotel.” She ticks through all the details like a prosecutor addressing a particularly slow jury. “So I ask you again, what is your game?”

      I lick my lips. “Look, it’s not… I never… it wasn’t…” I feel like I’m going to burst into flame. I pull the limo over. People stream along the sidewalk, some glancing our way, but no one stopping. This is New York. “There’s no game. Not really. We didn’t plan for anything to happen, it just kind of… fell into place.”

      “So you’re a cuckold.”

      “Huh?”

      “A man who likes to watch his wife fuck other men.”

      “What? No! That’s not it.”

      “So you’re going to blackmail Mr. Morris? Because I wouldn’t advise that.” I hear the edge in her voice.

      “Blackmail? No, it’s not… there’s no ulterior motive. Chase⁠—”

      “Mr. Morris,” she interrupts.

      “Right, Mr. Morris… he wanted to get a drink somewhere lowkey. I don’t actually know many, that’s all Maggie’s—my wife’s—area of expertise. So I took him where she was. And he’s… he’s on her list.”

      “Her list?” Veronica asks.

      “Yeah.” I lick my lips, tasting the sweat on my brow. “Like, a celebrity list. It’s a silly thing, a… a game, I guess. But we never thought we’d actually act on it.”

      “I could ruin you,” Veronica says. “Your business is based on referrals, right? I could make it so even a bunch of dumb teenagers wouldn’t hire you for their prom.”

      Fuck! “Look, you don’t need to do that. I signed an NDA, and Maggie… well, she’s not going to go bragging about having an affair, even with a man like… like Mr. Morris. She’s got a reputation to uphold, too.”

      “Oh, I know. Probably wouldn’t be great for a senior financial reporter for the New York Times to get that kind of press.” Of course Veronica had done her homework. “Not a good look for someone with her reputation,” Veronica says.

      “You don’t need to make threats.” She’s starting to get under my skin. “It’s not like that.”

      “You just get off on your wife fucking other men, and he’s on her list. Got it.”

      Something occurs to me, though. “Does Ch—Mr. Morris know?”

      Veronica’s laugh is biting. “No. Not that it would make much of a difference. Mr. Morris’s tastes are pretty indiscriminate.” She’s already bored, having satisfied herself that we weren’t threats. 

      I start to drive her back to the Garden when I blurt out, “What’s the deal with the two of you?”

      “I’m not sure what you’re implying. I work for Mr. Morris, and I protect his public image.”

      I can’t let it go, though. “And he also shares naked photos of the women he’s fucking?”

      “We have a close working relationship.” There is nothing defensive in the way Veronica talks about it, and for the first time, I see her smiling.

      “So it’s more like locker room talk,” I say, meeting her smile with my own. “And my wife’s your type?”

      “This is hardly an appropriate conversation, Mr. Hume.”

      “Not much of this job’s been appropriate,” I say.

      Veronica sighs in the back. “Welcome to my life.”
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      I don’t see Maggie before the show. There’s too much driving around, too much actual work to get back home, although she does send me a few texts of her getting ready.

      [Maggie]: How’s this? Do I look like a groupie?

      The photo is of Maggie, in the mirror, wearing a pair of tight, Daisy Dukes, a denim top that showed off plenty of flat midriff, and her cowboy boots. Her hair is down, full and glossy around her made-up face, and her legs look extra shapely in those boots.

      [Me]: I didn’t know you owned a shirt like that.

      [Maggie]: I told you. I went shopping. Have to keep up with the other skanks backstage.

      Chase doesn’t bring her up as I shuttle him around, although he spends a lot of his time on his phone, grinning and chuckling to himself. It ties my stomach into knots. Veronica, at his side, watches me with a knowing smile.

      During the actual show, I waited in the backlot with the other drivers. I know a bunch of them, running in the same circles, and they give me shit about driving my own clients around. That is, until they hear that I’m driving for Chase Morris.

      “What’s he like?”

      “You know, pretty normal guy. Just like everyone else we drive, they’re all people.”

      “Sure,” another driver said, “but he’s also a fucking famous rock star. Any dirt?”

      I think of Maggie. I think of sex in the limo. “No dirt. Pretty boring, honestly. He’s got a P.A. that keeps him on a tight schedule.”

      “Shame, man. Total shame.”

      At one point, unable to resist, I talk my way into the wings of the arena just to catch a glimpse of Chase Morris, his show, and most importantly, the crowd. The arena is packed with screaming fans—most of them women—and sure enough, I see Maggie in the front, arms in the air, swaying to Chase’s most recent ballad.

      She looks phenomenal, so lost in the music. While she developed a crush on Chase later on, it was his music that drew her in.

      And then there is this moment as Chase gets down on one knee and belts out his soul-filled refrain—Good God, I can’t escape you, no matter how hard I try—I swear he’s singing right to Maggie. She opens her eyes, her smile bright and broad, and she fans herself with her fingers. Even the people around her seem to take notice of the exchange.

      Then Chase is back on his feet, pacing the stage as he transitions into his more upbeat hit song, Summer Heat.

      The moment lingers for me in all the best ways for a man with this fantasy—like an ache that I want to keep feeling. I return to the limos, waiting for the band to finish their multiple encores. I don’t see Chase first, though. I see Maggie, following a stiff-looking Veronica. The blonde points towards my limo, but doesn’t follow her all the way over to me.

      Maggie can’t wipe the smile from her face as she approaches me. Up close, she looks phenomenal in her tiny jean shorts and her denim top. The sleeves are cuffed to her elbows, and only a single button is clasped. The rest of the top tied together to leave her midriff bare. “Hey, Mister Driver,” she says. She flips her soft brown hair, which springs around her shoulders. She points to my limo. “I’m supposed to wait in there.”

      I nod, and open the door for her. “After you, Ma’am.”

      She giggles as she disappears into the cab. I shift, doing my best to hide my erection. A few of the other drivers note the new passenger, but they know better than to question it. When one guy raises his brows, I just shake my head and he leaves the matter alone.

      I do slip into the limo at one point, though. Maggie is right there. I can’t not chat with her. She smiles as she sees me get into the driver’s seat.

      “How was the show?” I ask as I pull the door shut.

      “It was amazing! He’s even better live than I thought.”

      “That’s what I’ve heard,” I say. “He sounded good from out here.”

      She nods. She looks relaxed enough, sitting in the back seat, long legs crossed. “Ready for what comes next?” I ask.

      Maggie nods. She toys with her jean blouse. “I should be asking you that question,” she says.

      “I’m ready,” I say firmly. “It’s been crazy, standing back here, thinking about what comes next.”

      Maggie leans forward, nodding. “I can only imagine. But good crazy?”

      “Great crazy.”

      The door opens before we can pursue his line of conversation more. “There you are,” Chase says to me. Then he glances at Maggie, waiting for him, and says, “You trying to steal my girl?” There is no animosity there, no jealousy. It’s a joke to him, and an ironic one to us.

      “I wouldn’t dream of it,” I say. “Just trying to keep her company.”

      Chase climbs all the way in, accepting my explanation. He’s now fully focused on Maggie, and I’m once again the driver, the help, the background noise. “You enjoy the show?” he asks her.

      “You know I did,” she says with a coy smile. Chase tugs the door shut and practically leaps to her side.

      “You looked so fucking tempting there in the front row,” he says, running a hand up her leg. “I swear, you almost made me drop a few lines.”

      “You sounded good to me,” she says, but before she can finish the statement, he’s kissing her. It takes my breath away. I just sit there and wait for instructions. Chase seems to remember me after a moment, breaking the kiss. “Oh, shit, sorry. Bring us back to the hotel.” He looks meaningfully at my wife. “This one’s got a debt to pay.”

      I swallow hard and shift the car into gear, pulling the limo out of the garage. We get snarled in the rest of the traffic leaving the venue, which gives me more time to stare into that rear view mirror to watch my wife making out with a country music legend.

      “This is all I could think about,” he’s telling her between kisses. “I couldn’t wait to get you alone.”

      Maggie laughs. “I doubt that. Me? No…”

      To me, Chase says, “Don’t you love a lady who doesn’t know how hot she is?”

      “My favorite type,” I say. “And if you don’t mind me saying it, I’m pretty envious right now.”

      I pull out into the street at last, and it’s like the traffic opens up. We glide through the streets.

      Chase tells Maggie, “See? Everyone seems to want a piece of you, honey. The driver. You’ve even created a bit of drama with my PA.”

      “Who?”

      “The frosty blonde, Victoria. You’ve met her.”

      Maggie nods. “Yeah. Sorry about any drama. I promise you, I’m a drama-free gal.”

      “And that’s what’s so special about you.” Chase kisses her some more. I drive, forcing myself to focus on the road.

      After a bit, though, Maggie can’t help but ask. “So are you and her…?” She’s followed Chase through all the gossip magazines, but this has never been discussed. Victoria works entirely behind the scenes.

      “You trying to dig up some dirt?” Chase asks, but he’s grinning.

      “Just curious. As a fangirl, I mean. She seems very protective.”

      Chase chuckles. “That’s a generous word for her. She’s a good… personal assistant.”

      The hotel isn’t far from the Garden, and before this conversation can progress, I’m pulling into the garage and away from all the paparazzi. Still, there’s a few reporters stationed down here, and see the arriving limo.

      “Fuck, they’ve smartened up,” Chase says, flopping into the backseat of the limo. He looks at Maggie, knowing that if he gets out of the limo with her on his arm, it’ll be all over the New York Post by morning.

      I slow the limo before it reaches the side entrance, pulling it up short, and shift it into park. Turning back to the two of them, I say, “I’ve got an idea…”
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      When I step out of the limo, the flashes are blinding. The photographers seem to come out of nowhere. I pull the hat over my eyes to shield them, but it’s barely enough.

      “Chase, how has your trip to New York been?”

      “Chase, rumor has it that you’re single now. What happened between you and⁠—”

      “When’s your next album coming out?”

      “What do you think your chances are at another Grammy?!”

      I lift my hat away, and they all realize that I’m not Chase Morris at all. In fact, as they all take in the situation, they see that I’m dressed in a black suit, have sandy blond hair, and am not as tall as the world famous country music star.

      “I’m sorry,” I say in an outrageously exaggerated Texan drawl. “I think ya’ll got me confused with another fella?”

      The photographers lose interest almost immediately, grumbling as they put their cameras away. One does peer at my driver—who is of course the real Chase Morris. But thanks to his clean shave and the chauffeur cap, he looks completely unassuming.

      “Flattered, boys,” I say. “But I’m pleased as punch to answer your questions.” Maggie emerges behind me. “I’m not single, though. Meet my wife.”

      They are mostly already looking towards the entrance ramp for another limo to arrive. I do worry that someone here might recognize Maggie through her newspaper connection, but she fixes that by plucking the cowboy hat from my head and setting it on hers. “Come on, hubby. They seem to be after a bigger steer to wrangle.”

      I nearly start laughing at her even more fake Texan accent. The limo pulls away and we enter the hotel without incident. Despite that, my heart races. “Did that really just happen?” I whisper as the air conditioning of the hotel lobby hits us.

      Maggie, completely out of place in this upscale hotel in her all-denim outfit, finally seems to start feeling self-conscious. “Just get me upstairs please,” she whispers.

      It’s late. The lobby is mostly empty. The bar is closed. Still, we hustle across the floor, towards the gold elevator banks. I pull out the keycard the Chase had given me, and up we go. Maggie pulls me to her as we ascend. I can smell Chase’s cologne on her as she kisses me. I swear I can taste him on her mouth.

      “You’re a sexy man in that hat, you know,” she says, although she keeps the hat to herself. “Maybe we should get one for you.”

      I chuckle. “Say it again with that accent.”

      The elevator doors ring open. “Maybe we can wrangle up a rootin’ tootin’—”

      I cut her off. “No. Too much.”

      Maggie laughs, squeezing my arm and pulling me out. We hustle down the hall of doors to Chase Morris’s suite. Maggie whistles as she steps inside. “Wow… not so bad for a limo driver.”

      It is the largest hotel room that I’ve ever seen, and judging from how much a standard room costs in this place, must be worth a small fortune. The main room is as large as a luxury apartment, and while there’s not an actual kitchen, it has a dining area, a table large enough to seat ten people comfortably, a sectioned off lounge of plush sofas that surround a huge television, and a small bar area. There’s a bottle of champagne waiting on ice, along with two empty flutes.

      The curtains are pulled open, affording a view of southern Manhattan, where the tall buildings rise in their glittering majesty. I’ve lived in New York almost all of my life, and have never seen a view of my city like that.

      Maggie goes to the champagne, picking up a folded card that leans against it. “Enjoy your night,” she reads. “No scandals please. V.” Maggie sets it down and looks at me. “They’re fucking, right?”

      “They have to be.” I lick my lips as my nerves surge. “She knows who you are.”

      Maggie’s hand freezes on the card and she half-turns to me. “What does she know, exactly?”

      “That we’re married.” I cross the room to her. “She knows what you do for a living. She’s done her research.” I see how scared she looks. It’s exactly how I felt just a few hours earlier. “But I don’t think she’ll do anything. She’s just protecting her interests.”

      “Fuck,” Maggie mutters. “I should go. We should go. This suddenly got way heavier than it ever should have been.”

      It’s almost funny, considering that she’s in another man’s suite, waiting for him to arrive so he can fuck her.

      “He doesn’t know. As far as I’m aware, she hasn’t told Chase, and I don’t think she will.” I gather Maggie into my arms, running my hands along the bare skin of her midriff. “We don’t have to go if you don’t want to.”

      She looks up at me, the hat tipped back, and meets my eyes. “I mean, sane people get out of this scenario, right? I’d rather not get between a big-headed celebrity and his possessive personal assistant slash possible lover.”

      “I’m sensing a ‘but’ here.”

      “I guess none of this is what sane people do,” she whispered. Her eyes never waver from mine.

      “You’re so amazing, Mags,” I say.

      “Says my husband, who’s letting me do this.”

      I brush a strand of her hair back. “He’s on the list. Rules are rules.”

      “You know that’s definitely not true, right?” she asks.

      “I do.” I kiss her softly. “But it’s fun to pretend that we have to do this. Also, you did make a deal for those tickets…”

      “Yeah, totally prostituted myself for front row seats.”

      “My beautiful working girl wife.”

      Maggie raises her brow. “New fantasy?”

      “Hadn’t thought about it much. There may be something there…”

      The lock beeps. I step away from her just as Chase slips into the room. “Whew, boy,” he says. “That was some good thinkin’, Brenden. Seemed like they fell for it.” He sees us over by the drinks, and for a second, I worry that he’s going to accuse us of getting close. But he just grins and says, “Open that bottle. You deserve a celebratory round. And Maggie, see if there’s a third glass. You don’t mind if Brenden stays a bit longer, do you?”

      Maggie surprises me, looking from Chase to me, then back to Chase. Her smile is full of suggestion. “Oh, I don’t mind if he stays. It was pretty hot, having him watch us.”

      Chase considers this as Maggie adds a third champagne flute to the bartop. “Unconventional, but he does have an NDA… Victoria’s gonna hate it, though.” He pulls off the chauffeur hat and tosses it onto the sofa. “But if I’m bein’ honest, that’s actually more of a pro than a con.”

      I open the bottle and fill the three glasses. “To New York,” Chase says, raising his glass. Maggie says, “To Chase Morris.”

      I clink my glass against theirs, suddenly uncertain of where this is going, and who’s going to take the lead.

      “Now,” Chase says, putting an arm around Maggie. He glances towards the double doors that lead into a spacious bedroom. “Shall we?”

      He doesn’t wait for an answer. He starts to lead her towards that room, saying, “Follow along, Brenden. Let’s give the lady an audience.”

      I only have a moment to wonder if this is really happening, but I don’t rush in after. I refill my champagne glass, throw it back, and take a big breath. I’m so hard.

      Maggie’s laugh floats over to me from the bedroom like a tickle along my spine. I consider another glass, but know that later I’ll need to drive. It’s what I do. I drive. Wiping my mouth, I fill their glasses and carry them into the bedroom.

      Maggie’s already on the bed, lying on her back as Chase eases her tight shorts off. He leaves her thong on, though, for now. He slides his hands along her slender body, right up to the button of her denim top. Maggie glances at me as I enter, just as Chase yanks open the top. The button goes flying. I hear denim rip. Maggie gasps.

      Beneath, Maggie isn’t wearing a bra, and her dark nipples are hard and high on her chest. Chase grins, sitting back and tugging his shirt off over his head, blocking my view of my wife with his muscular back.

      “Incredible,” I hear her murmur as she takes in his fit frame. I like to think that I’m in shape, but I can’t compete with a man with a personal gym, a personal trainer, a personal dietitian, and the leisure time to take advantage of all of those things.

      I can’t see Maggie, but I can see her hands as they trace Chase’s body. She’s already been with him once, but it was in the dark cab of the Escalade. Now, in the soft lights of the hotel room, she can see him in all his glory. 

      Her reaction stirs my own. My dick swells. I set the glasses of champagne beside them, circling them just in time to see Maggie grab Chase by the back of the neck and drag him down to her for a kiss. He yields, and she seems to delight in it.

      “Thank you,” she says to me between kisses. I’m not sure if the gratitude is for the champagne or this experience, but I have a hunch.

      “You’re quite welcome, ma’am,” I say. Then I go to a fancy chair that sits along the side of the room and settle into it—my own form of front row seats.

      Despite the setup—the shameless voyeurism, being the third wheel, the fact that Maggie’s my own wife—none of this feels awkward. It’s like watching my own fantasy made manifest before me. Porn come to life.

      Maggie’s hands work down between Chase’s legs as they kiss, getting more desperate as she struggles to open his jeans. He takes over at some point, sitting up and pushing his pants off. His boxers go with it, and his dick springs forth, semi-erect and already thick.

      “Now,” he says,” let’s check in on our side deal.”

      He goes down between her legs, takes hold of her thong, and pulls it free. I see her bald pussy just before he drops down to devour her.

      “Ah!” Maggie cries, caressing Chase’s head. “Yes!”

      “You taste good,” Chase grunts.

      “And you feel…” The rest of her thought is lost in a moan.

      I can’t stop myself from playing with my dick through my pants. My heart trembles. My stomach flutters.

      “Glad I shaved?” Chase asked between licks. “I sure am happy about the exchange.”

      “Oh, God…”

      Maggie is close, just like that. Chase gets her off without even using his fingers. But he doesn’t immediately crawl over her and ram home. He stays between her legs, letting her recover just enough that she doesn’t push him away when he goes back to eating her. This time, he uses his fingers. This time, her orgasm builds to something so much louder.

      “Oh, my… you’re… oh!” Maggie twists and gasps on Chase’s mouth. His technique is not mine. His touch is different. There is no doubt that she’s fucking her stud celebrity fantasy man.

      “This is better than playing a guitar, baby,” Chase says as he works two fingers deep in her. Maggie plays with her tits, rubbing her nipples as she arches her back. She’s close again, but Chase knows how to prolong this moment.

      “Please,” she begs. “Please let me come.”

      Chase chuckles. “Since you asked so nicely.”

      He redoubles his attack. I’m rubbing myself so fast that I can feel a cramp forming in my hand. I consider pulling my cock out completely, but before I can, Maggie crests.

      “Oh, yes!” She’s screaming as she comes, clamping her thighs around Chase’s Sexiest Man Alive face. “Oh my—-AH!”

      I almost come with her. My balls tighten. My chest catches. I want to. She’s glorious. She’s so sexy. But I hold out. If I spend myself now, I don’t know how I’ll feel after, and there’s still so much more to come.

      Chase stands and goes to his suitcase, completely unashamed by his nudity—and why shouldn’t he? He’s a true specimen. I can see Maggie staring at him as he retrieves a few condoms. She senses me watching her, and turns to me, her eyes saying, ‘Can you fucking believe this is happening?’

      “I should write a song about you, Maggie,” he says as he rips open the foil and rolls the protection on. “My New York girl.”

      “Oh, please,” she blushes.

      “I’ll keep the identity secret, of course, but it could be fun.” He climbs back onto the bed. “Country boy, city girl.”

      Maggie snorts. “I’d hardly call you a country boy.”

      “Mmm, you’re right.” He kisses her aggressively. “Too trite, anyway. Better if the country boy teaches the city girl a few…” He lines his dick up against her pussy. “...new…” He eases into her, staring her in the eyes. “...tricks.” With that, he pushes forward, sinking into her welcoming sex.

      “Fuck!” she groans. “Yes. Show me… show me those tricks!”

      I can’t just watch and touch myself through my pants. I need something more. I overcome any inhibitions and open my pants, pulling out my own cock. Chase can judge all he wants, but I need to jerk off at the very least as he fucks my wife.

      Maggie is too consumed with the sensation of Chase rutting over her to see me. At first, anyway. He makes her come hard, hissing and tightening beneath him, before she glances my way. I have to slowly pump myself, worried that I’ll come too quickly—but I can’t not touch myself.

      She bites her lip when she sees what I’m doing. “I love that he’s watching,” she says.

      “I can tell,” Chase says. “Too bad he can’t join in. He’s spoken for.”

      It’s funny that he remembers that I’m married, given the fact that I’m jerking off as I watch him fuck a woman that I presumably don’t know.

      “I like a man who stays true to his marital vows,” she says, grinning at my cock in my hand. I shake my head at her with a grin. I’ll get back at you, I say with my eyes. She just winks and adds, “I think fidelity is so sexy.”

      Oh, the irony. 

      Chase pulls out of her and flips her onto her hands and knees. “I’m all for anything that makes you feel sexy,” he says as he drives right back into her. This time, though, aware of me, she keeps looking over, keeps smiling at me. 

      “You know what would be really… hot…?” she asks between moans. She looks at me. “I want to see you come. Can you… can you do that for me?”

      “Do it for her, man!” Chase says. I can hear that he’s close, his breathing shallow.

      I start to beat off faster, watching as their bodies sway and undulate. She takes a deep breath, clinging to the sheets beneath her as Chase fucks her harder.

      “Uh, uh, uhh!” she gasps.

      I beat off. I stroke faster. Sweat builds between my shirt and my skin. My forehead prickles.

      “I’m close,” I gasp.

      “Me too,” Maggie gasps. She reaches between her legs, touching herself, fingering her clit as she rides the edge.

      “Do it, you two!” Chase demands.

      Maggie goes first, resting her cheek against the bed as she shuts her eyes and cries out. I follow a moment later, stroking, pumping, feeling my balls tighten. I can’t stop it. I can’t stop the deluge.

      Chase pulls out of Maggie and tears the condom off. With his dick in hand, he pumps twice before he starts coming all over Maggie’s naked back. I pop, too, spraying my shirt with pent up desire.

      Maggie plays with herself as she rides out her orgasm, curling her fingers inside of her as Chase sprays her back. 

      “That was good,” Chase says as he drinks back into his haunches. “I love a good sport fuck after a show.”

      Maggie twists around, rolling onto her back and smearing Chase’s come all over the duvet. I think about the housecleaning here, and wonder how often this happens.

      Chsse flops down beside her, running his fingers through her damp hair.

      “Thank you for the ticket,” she says. 

      “And thank you for being there in the front row. As a performer, I do the same sets in different cities all the time. You helped make New York special.”

      Maggie shifts closer to him, and their intimacy is thrilling. I do my best to clean up my come, but there’s no getting around it—I’ve made a mess. At least I have a jacket that I can pull shut to hide my splooge. 

      They see me move, the lovers turning to me. “I’m going to leave you two, if that’s okay,” I say. It’s a question for Maggie, although it’s directed at Chase.

      “Right on,” Chase says. “Maybe pick up in the morning?”

      I look at Maggie, who’s studying me intensely. “I’m good with it if you are,” I say.

      I love you, she mouths to me with a wide smile. 

      Chase looks at me funny. “Of course I am,” he says. “Didn’t I just suggest it?” He chuckles.

      “It was nice to meet you, miss,” I say to Maggie. “Thanks for letting me watch. I don’t think I’ll ever forget this night.”

      “Thanks for watching,” she says.

      It’s weird to leave her without kissing her goodbye. That’s a habit so ingrained that I almost do it anyway. Instead, I zip up and walk out of the room, my neck burning and my dick already getting hard. 

      What a night.
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      Back home, all alone, I consider going into the bedroom and jerking off. I resist. Helps that I've already done it once. In the bedroom, Maggie’s things are still spread out—a few discarded dresses on the bed, her makeup kit open in the bathroom. It’s like she just stepped away. Only she wasn’t going to be back. Not tonight.

      I manage to sleep, but only in fits and starts. My dreams are wild and vivid, but when I stir, they fade fast.

      There was a time, early on in our relationship, when Maggie and I were not exclusive. I was just realizing that maybe I was falling in love with her, but too stubborn to acknowledge it. When she mentioned dates with other guys, I trained myself not to be jealous. I didn’t mind a little competition, and if anything, it made our sex life that much more explosive. In the end, I won her.

      Maybe that’s why I’m not crippled by jealousy now. I don’t know. I can’t say. Probably has something to do with it.

      Every time I stir, I check my phone for texts or messages. I get nothing. Not at five. Not at six. Not at seven. I finally get up after that and take a cold shower. 

      I contemplate texting her, but don’t. Too risky. I keep looking towards the door each time a car passes down the street, half-expecting her to walk in, exhausted and well-fucked. She doesn’t.

      When the text does finally arrive, it’s not from Maggie, but from Veronica. Need you to come and bring Mr. Mitchell’s friend home. It’s nearly ten when the message comes in, and while I imagine that they could have spent most of that time sleeping, I highly doubt it.

      I tell her that I’m on the way, I get into the Escalade I still have from last night. 
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        * * *

      

      I’m nervous as I drive into the city. Like, first date nervous. Like, junior prom nervous. So much happened last night. So much more must have happened since I last saw my wife. Did it change us? Was this a giant mistake?

      Maggie stands at the entrance to the hotel, mixed in with the others waiting for Ubers or Lyfts or taxis. I almost don’t recognize her, and almost circle away. 

      I don’t know anything about designer clothing, but what Maggie is wearing is definitely designer. 

      The black and silver dress is short—much shorter than anything Maggie would normally wear. It’s asymmetrical all over, the short hemline swishing as she saunters up to the car. She looks like a model, not a woman making her walk of shame.

      I get out of the car and open the back door, as if she’s a client. She rolls her eyes at me. “I think I’d prefer riding up in the front, with you, and I’m not climbing over the seats in this dress.”

      I shut the door, but before I can move to open the passenger side one, she grabs me by the shirt, pulls me close, and kisses me hard.

      She tastes like toothpaste and lipstick, yet smells of cologne. My chest squeezes the air from me. “Take me home,” she says.

      I float around the front of the limo in a daze, carried on the breeze. She had fucked another man. She is coming from his bed. She is coming back to me.

      “So, um, that’s a nice dress…” I’m not sure how to start this conversation.

      “It’s Veronica’s.” Glancing at her, sitting beside me, her legs crossed, it’s so short. She fingers the high hem. I don’t miss the ring of familiarity when she refers to Veronica Larrson. “My shirt is… unsalvageable.”

      I remember how Chase tore it off. “And the Daisy Dukes?”

      She lifts a small bag. “Everything else’s here. It’s not much, though.”

      “So Veronica keeps a dress like that in Chase’s suite, huh?”

      “No, not exactly. When we realized that my shirt was ruined, he called her and she brought it by. But it was… it was kind of awkward.”

      “Yeah?”

      “She walked in on us, um, together,” Maggie says. I glance over at her, and she’s bright red. 

      “Sounds like a fun scenario,” I say suggestively. Maggie’s laugh carries some nerves in it. “Wait, did something happen?”

      “Uh, no. But I guess it could have. The way she looked at me…” I can hear Maggie’s breathy sigh. “There’s definitely something going on between those two. They seemed to have whole conversations with a few words and a glance. I think they were feeling me out.”

      “You should have gone for it!” I say.

      Maggie laughs at my enthusiasm. “I was, um, tempted?”

      “No!”

      “These last few days have felt like reliving part of my youth—a part of my life I thought I’d closed the book on. But Chase’s lifestyle kind of defies all that.”

      “Okay, right, but let’s get back to the whole ‘tempted’ thing.”

      “So single-minded, dear.” She leans over to me and caresses my neck. “It’s been a long time since I’ve been with another woman.”

      “I had no idea…” I’m so hard.

      “College was fun,” she giggles. “But you know why I didn’t?”

      “Tell me.”

      “Because if I’m going to have my first threesome since getting married, it’s going to have to be with you.”
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      Back at our place, I once again admire Maggie in the dress as I follow her into the bedroom. Despite the designer cut, she still wears her cowboy boots from last night, and the incongruous look is oddly sexy. “I really like that dress,” I say.

      She tugs at the short hemline. “Feels like lingerie.”

      “Doesn’t look like it, though,” I reassure. It doesn’t. “You pull it off.”

      “Not as well as Veronica Larrson, I’m sure. Plus, this thing probably costs more than a month’s paycheck at the Times.”

      I move up behind her, enfolding her in my arms. She feels solid and warm and real. This isn’t a dream. Everything that came before happened. I can smell it in the hint of another man’s cologne, and beneath that, another man’s musk.

      I whisper against her ear, “So you’re saying that I shouldn’t rip it off of you?”

      She laughs throatily. “Not unless you want to piss off a client.”

      She kisses me softly on the lips. Stepping back, she undoes some buttons in Veronica’s designer dress, pulling it open. Beneath, she’s completely naked.

      I can smell more than just Chase. I can smell soap and unfamiliar shampoo. “You showered,” I say, even as I unleash my cock from my trousers.

      “I did.” She helps pull my shirt off. “I wanted to be clean for you.” She stares up at me, mischievously.

      “He fucked you again, after the shower?”

      “Actually, no. Not quite, although there may have been some fooling around…” She pushes me off. I refuse to go when she adds, “Just let me get this dress off. It really is probably over a thousand bucks. Then, you can do whatever you want with me, big boy.”

      I sit up as she pulls the dress off her arms and lays it gently on the nightstand. As soon as she does, though, I’m back on her, kissing and spooning her. “So when did you go to bed?” I whisper as I nip at her ear.

      “I have no idea.” She turns under me, grabbing my dick. “There wasn’t much sleeping that went on.”

      “Tell me what happened,” I say as I push into her well-used pussy. “After I left, what happened?”

      “We actually took our first shower after. He said he was still hot and sticky from the show, and I had… well, you know. I was also sticky.”

      “I remember.”

      “He did me up against the shower tile.”

      Her words spur me on like a jockey’s whip. I fuck her like I have something to prove. I guess I do, in a way—I’m her husband, and I can fuck her better than any playboy rockstar celebrity because I know exactly what she likes.

      I fuck her the way I wanted to as I watched her last night, and all the hours spent alone in the bed. As sore as she must be, she welcomes my cock and comes hard right along with me. “Yes,” she cries. “I want to feel you come, baby! I want to feel it all hot inside of me!”

      “You want it?” I grunt.

      “Ngh! Yes! Give it to me. Make me yours. Make me… yours!”

      I come as she comes. I rock as she rolls. I feel nothing but Maggie and her familiar yet new embrace, and I give everything to that sensation.

      I collapse beside her, exhausted but already eager for more. I’d spent all night imagining. Now I wanted details. “So what happened after he fucked you in the shower?”

      “We went back out into the bedroom, totally naked, and lounged there on the sheets for a bit. Then, he went down on me again.” She smiles at the memory. “Guess he really liked that I shaved for him.”

      “I like it, too.”

      Maggie runs her hand along her bare mound. “Turns out Chase’s mouth isn’t good for just singing.”

      I laugh at her. Despite meeting her fantasy man, she still seems to idolize him, and I think it’s cute. Maggie turns to me, though, worried that maybe she’s gone too far. “So you’re really not jealous?”

      “Should I be?” I ask.

      “I don’t know. Yes?” she says. “I think I would be.”

      “You have feelings for him?”

      “Of course not.”

      “And do you think he’s falling for you?”

      She shakes her head. “You heard him. I’m just his New York girl.”

      “Then I’m not jealous.”

      She kisses me. “You are crazy, though,” she adds. She squeezes my cock, confirming that it is, indeed, hard. “It doesn’t make you jealous that, after he ate me out, he fucked me for—I swear to God—a solid hour? I think I may be developing feelings for his personal trainer.”

      “Wow, impressive.”

      “After coming twice, he could last, too, although I suspect he had some Little Blue Pill help. Not that I’m complaining. After that, we did sleep for a bit. I woke before him.” She smiles. “Gave him a good morning BJ.”

      “Okay, now I am jealous.”

      “We had breakfast in bed. Fucked some more. Had our shower. Fucked in the shower.”

      “You’re insatiable.” 

      She opens her mouth to say something, then hesitates. 

      “What?” I prompt gently. It’s rare that Maggie holds back anything from me, and that makes me anxious, too.

      “It’s silly, just…”

      “You are falling in love him⁠—”

      “No, you idiot.” She takes a deep breath. “This is going to sound awful, but last night was… like, I still can’t believe it happened. For all kinds of reasons.” She kisses me. “First time I’ve been with another man in decades. First time I’ve been with a celebrity. First time in a limo. But you know what I keep coming back to? The thing that really gets me thinking that this is all just one kinky dream?”

      I shake my head.

      “Chase Morris could have picked anyone in Bar 9. There were a lot of hot, young things in there, looking for some fun. Of all of them, he bought me a drink.” She suddenly squints at me. “You didn’t set that up, did you?”

      “Are you accusing me of conspiring with my famous client to hit on my wife? Why the hell would it even occur to me to do something like that?”

      “I don’t know? I didn’t expect you to get hard as I relate my torrid affair to you, either.”

      I kiss the bridge of her nose. “That surprised me, too. And I swear, Chase wanted a local dive bar feel, so I took him to the one I knew. I thought it would be fun to get him close to you. I never thought he’d end up inviting you back to his room.” I gather her close to me. Her tits are warm on my chest, her nipples hard. “But he did say that you’re his type, so maybe I should have been more cautious.”

      Maggie pushes me onto my back and climbs into my lap. I’m hard again. She’s ready. I stare up at her, late morning sunshine all around us. 

      “I feel like I’m going to owe you for the rest of my life.”

      “Well, you did mention a threesome,” I say. “And I do have my own celebrity list…”

      “Now this is an exciting idea,” Maggie says.

      My phone buzzes. Maggie groans as I reach for it, stilling her hips over me. It’s Veronica.

      [Veronica]: Mr. Morris and I need a ride to the airport. Be here in an hour. And bring my dress.

      “Shit, that’s very little time. Need to get back on the road,” I say, reluctant to leave Maggie’s side. I show her the phone and muse, “I wonder if Chase knows Scarlett Johansson.”

      I actually feel Maggie’s pussy tighten around me. It’s thrilling, realizing that there’s this whole other side of my wife that we can explore now.

      “Not until I get off,” Maggie says. “Now tell me, who else is on that list of yours…”
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      Castaway Wife: A Survival Game of Passion
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      Reality Television Meets Fantasy Hotwife

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

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

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

      Find Castaway Wife at any major online retailers.

      
        
        (Also, note, maybe a certain celebrity host of this fictitious show, Castaway, is on Brenden’s list? Who really know…?)

      

      

      

  






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

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

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

      Find Everyone’s a Winner online.

      

  






      The Blonde in 3C
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      From neighbor to friend to wife to… hotwife?

      Cooper always had a crush on Annika, the blonde in apartment 3C. She was friendly. She was pretty. Best of all, she had loud sex with her boyfriend, Brett, that Cooper could hear through the floorboards. He never thought that one day, he would marry that sexy blonde.

      But first impressions are hard to shake, and Cooper's first impression of his future bride was of an insatiable woman he could never fully satisfy. He was always waiting for the other shoe to drop, for a new man to take his place, for him to lose it all. A hotwife fantasy was born and it grew with their marriage.

      The things that Annika did for love always surprised her, but that was just who she was. She gave all of her energy to a relationship. She'd done some wild things for her hedonistic former boyfriend, Brett. She was still trying to figure out Cooper.

      When they attend Brett’s wedding, Annika and Cooper are put to the test. Will Annika be tempted by the past? Will Cooper’s repressed fantasy explode into the open?

      Find The Blonde in 3C online!

      

  






      Bull’s Eye Series (5 books)
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      Paul Sharpe, self-avowed bachelor, works hard and plays harder—always looking for a new conquest. Blondes, brunettes, redheads, he enjoys them all as long as the pursuit is fun and they’re up for a good time. He’s fine being disposable. Life is simpler that way.

      Until he meets a woman who opens his eyes to a whole new world—the world of hotwives and cuckolds and the games that they play. After that, he sees it everywhere. At bars, at clubs, at his company’s gala, he sees men furtively watching other men hit on their wives.

      Can he be the other man? Can he be the bull?

      Follow Paul’s epic journey over five books as he evolves from the bull to so much more.

      Bull's Eye 1: Discovering the Hotwife Fantasy

      Bull's Eye 2: Exploring the Hotwife Fantasy

      Bull's Eye 3: Enjoying the Hotwife Fantasy

      Bull's Eye 4: Consequences of a Hotwife Fantasy

      Bull's Eye 5: Beyond the Hotwife Fantasy

      

  






      Training to Love It Series (3 books)
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      Can a wife-watching fantasy be trained?

      When Erin comes home from the gym and lets slip that her new personal trainer is a man, Tom doesn’t know how to react. When he overhears Erin admitting that she’s attracted to AJ, her trainer, he becomes even more confused. He wants to be supportive, but he feels jealous. He wants to be understanding, but he doesn’t even understand his own feelings. Every time he thinks of Erin with AJ, his heart begins to race. Every time she says his name, his breath catches in his chest.

      AJ ends up pushing more than just his wife’s physical limits. As Tom watches this newer, stronger, more assertive woman emerge with each training session, he realizes that this other man is pushing the limits of their marriage and their happy life. How far would they go for a fantasy? And whose fantasy is it? And what happens when things go too far?

      Training to Love It series
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