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Chapter 1: The Encounter



I’d heard it called different things over the years. The “Famous Five,” the “Freebie List,” or sometimes just a “Hall Pass.” It’s the kind of thing that pops up in casual conversation after a few drinks, a playful what-if that most couples laugh off. By the time Lauren admitted, cheeks pink and eyes darting, that I was on hers, I wasn’t even fazed anymore. It’d happened before.

You get used to spotting them in LA—the out-of-towners. Living here, especially around the glitzy chaos of West Hollywood, you develop a sixth sense for it. Locals blend in; they’ve got that effortless cool, even when they’re trying. Tourists, though? They stick out like neon signs. Lauren and Ryan were no exception. I’d clocked them the second she tapped my shoulder at the bar, her touch hesitant but determined.

I swiveled on my stool, flashing the grin I’d perfected over years of fan meet-and-greets and red-carpet interviews. It’s warm, disarming—puts people at ease. “Oh my God, it’s really you!” she blurted, the usual opener. I gave my standard shrug, the one that says, Yeah, it’s me, no big deal. It’s second nature now, a reflex honed from a decade in the spotlight.

Real LA folks don’t bat an eye. This city’s crawling with familiar faces—actors, musicians, influencers. You can’t swing a yoga mat without hitting someone who’s been on a billboard. But venture into the tourist traps—Sunset, Melrose, the Walk of Fame—and you’re fair game. That’s where the wide-eyed visitors swarm, phones ready, voices trembling with excitement.

I don’t throw around “celebrity” too loosely. To the guy sweating next to me at the gym, I’m just Jake Carter, some dude who might as well sell insurance. But for women—and some men—pushing thirty-five to forty-five, I’m a household name. Or rather, Ethan is. Five seasons of Sunlit Roots on a streaming platform, playing a rugged landscaper from Boston who moves to LA. The show wrapped three years ago, and by the end, I was clawing to get out. I’d become “Ethan” to everyone—typecast, boxed in. Between seasons, I’d audition for films, only to hear, “We need more Ethan.” My agent’s scripts were carbon copies of the same damn role.

Lucky for me, our showrunner knew when to call it quits. Season five was the last, despite the fans’ uproar. I was relieved. Time to move on. Since then, I’d done a couple of indie flicks—critics liked them, I think—and befriended a director who swore he’d never cast me but taught me the ropes behind the camera. Last year, I directed a few episodes for a prestige series. I’m prouder of that than any scene I ever shot as Ethan.

The show’s success paid off, literally. After season three, the network renegotiated our contracts, and let’s just say I’ve got a cushy runway now. If I’m smart with it—and I am—I can take my time, pick projects I care about. Ethan gave me that freedom, and I’m grateful.

Sunlit Roots was edgy for its time—steamier than network TV, thanks to streaming. Women loved Ethan. A tough-talking East Coaster with a green thumb and a messy love life. I was one of ten main characters, but Ethan and a couple others broke out. By season three, we were a hit. I even dated a co-star briefly—Lila Hayes—which fueled the tabloids for a while. That’s cooled off now. I’m still recognizable, but the paparazzi don’t stalk me anymore.

Growing up on an Iowa farm kept me grounded. Hollywood’s got its claws—drugs, parties, egos—but I steer clear. I’ve seen it swallow friends whole. Still, I’m not immune to the perks. My business manager’s anti-marriage rants (“Avoid it like the plague, Jake!”) are probably overkill, but I’m in no rush. No steady girlfriend either, which is why I don’t mind turning on the charm when a pretty woman like Lauren taps me on the shoulder.

She was textbook Midwestern—open, chatty, a little flustered. “I’m so sorry to bother you,” she stammered, words spilling out. I could’ve written her bio myself: raised on flat land, cornfields, and Friday night football. Her husband, Ryan, lingered ten feet down the bar, watching. First trip to LA, she said. Vacation vibes screamed from her outfit—a clingy red dress with gold studs up the front, too flashy for a low-key spot like The Hideaway. Locals here nail that million-dollar look without trying. Lauren was trying.

She had dark hair, wavy, brushing her shoulders. Cute in a classic way, maybe more makeup than usual to match the LA vibe. Mid-thirties, I guessed. Ryan, in black jeans and a navy button-up, was lean, decent-looking. The dress hugged her curves—hips, a full ass, and generous, natural breasts. Hollywood’s obsessed with stick-thin, but I’ve never been into that. The waifish types I dated here were dull in bed, too wrapped up in kale smoothies and Pilates. Lauren was my type: real, soft, sexy.

She gushed about the show—“I miss Ethan so much!”—and I let her, sneaking glances at her figure. I’ve slept with fans before. It’s not exactly noble, but when they’re starstruck and I’m into them, I don’t mind playing along. If they want Ethan, I’ll give them Ethan.

Her excitement was genuine, not unhinged, so I waved them over to join me. Ryan ambled up, quieter than her, pleasant enough. They’d been in LA a week—Universal, the beach, a Clippers game. Staying at The Grand, a swanky tower on Sunset revamped by a chain. They’d hit the tourist traps for dinner, then asked the concierge for a “local” spot. The Hideaway’s my haunt—dark, tucked off La Cienega, mostly regulars. They’d had wine with dinner; she sipped a rosé now, him a Coors.

We chatted easily. She asked about Sunlit Roots, and I tossed out my go-to tidbits: almost canceled after season one, a big-name actress who got cut last minute. They ate it up. I shifted the focus to them—Lauren sold real estate, Ryan managed a BMW dealership. She laughed about LA’s glamour, how she felt frumpy in her one-piece at the pool next to all the string bikinis. I told her the city’s best spots aren’t on postcards and offered a list for next time. Ryan chuckled, said they were more “Gulf Coast” than “West Coast” after this trip. Lauren elbowed him, leaning in close—cleavage on display—and whispered, “He’s just mad you’re on my list.”

I played dumb. “Your list?”

“You know…” She faltered, blushing. “Like, a list of celebrities you’re allowed to…” She trailed off.

I leaned in, egging her on. “Allowed to what?”

She glanced at Ryan—his jaw tight—then back to me. “Have sex with. Consequence-free.”

“Ohhh!” I acted shocked, earning an Oscar in my head.

“It’s a joke!” she backpedaled, patting Ryan’s leg. “People you’d never actually meet!”

I nodded, then grinned. “So, who else is on it? Gotta know my competition.”

They laughed, tension easing. Her list was predictable—Ryan Reynolds, Harry Styles, the Hemsworths. “Good luck getting both Hemsworths at once,” I teased. Ryan’s turn: a few A-listers, plus my old co-star, Lila. “You’re in luck,” I said. “I know her. Same block back in the day.” He flushed. I mimed a call: “Drop you at Lila’s, then Lauren and I will catch you tomorrow?” He laughed, uneasy. She undid a stud on her dress, fingers lingering.

We talked another fifteen minutes. I finished my gin and shifted, hinting I might leave. Lauren caught it. “Stay for one more? We’ve never hung out with a celebrity!” I checked my watch—nowhere to be, just here to see my bartender pal, Sam—and relented. “One more.” She sent Ryan for drinks.

Alone now, I turned to her, grinning. “A sex list, huh?”

She groaned, hiding her face. “So embarrassing. As if you’d ever…”

I touched her knee. “Can I tell you something?” She nodded. I leaned in. “You’re totally my type. Fun, gorgeous, sexy. In any other situation, I absolutely would.” Her lips twitched into a smile. “And that one-piece? Bet you look fucking amazing in it.” I tugged her dress hem. “Been wondering what’s under this since you tapped me.”

She paused, then whispered, “They’re black.”

Ryan returned, drinks in hand.


































Chapter 2: The Invitation


This wasn’t my first rodeo. Being recognizable—thanks to five seasons of Sunlit Roots—meant women hit on me more often than I’d ever admit to my mom back in Iowa. Most of it’s noise—Hollywood’s shallow and desperate, and I’ve got no patience for the fake giggles and Botox stares. Ninety percent of what comes my way I shrug off without a second thought. But every now and then, someone catches my eye. Someone real.

Lauren was that type. Wholesome, curvy, a little awestruck but not crazed. I’d slept with fans before—call it the actor’s version of a rockstar banging groupies. It’s straightforward: they want a story, I want a night, no strings. Over the years, I’ve honed a radar for who’s worth it and who’s a headache. Star-struck types who can’t stop quoting Ethan lines? Pass. But a woman on a vacation, buzzing with excitement and no agenda beyond a thrill? That’s my wheelhouse. Especially if she’s got a body like Lauren’s—soft hips, full ass, tits that don’t need a surgeon’s help.

I used to think a boyfriend or husband was an automatic red light. That shifted a few years back at Sundance. I was there pushing an indie film—gritty drama, good reviews—when a guy named Tom cornered me at the bar. Mid-thirties, polite, nervous as hell. He downed half his bourbon before spitting it out: “Would you sleep with my wife?” I blinked, waiting for the punchline. None came. He was dead serious. Said she was a huge fan, fantasized about me, and—get this—he liked watching her happy. “She’s not leaving me for you,” he said, half-laughing. “If it’s gonna be anyone, might as well be Ethan.”

Curiosity got me. I followed him to meet her—Jess. She was hot, but not what I expected. No sultry vixen, just a Denver mom with a shy smile, leggings, and a sweater that couldn’t hide her figure. She was jittery all night, barely relaxing until I sweet-talked her out of her nerves in their hotel room. Once she loosened up, she was determined—quiet but focused. Sucking me off while Tom watched from an armchair, she gave it her all. Later, I fucked her on the bed, glancing over as he jerked himself, pants around his ankles. He came in the bathroom halfway through, then slumped back to watch me finish her off. I blew my load across her chest, kissed her, and split. The power of it—the husband just watching—stuck with me.

Since then, I’ve had a few more couples. A woman in Vegas, husband downstairs at the bar. Another in LA, her Brit husband sulking as I took her against their hotel window. One crew member from a directing gig—her New York boyfriend knew, even watched once. Each time, the dynamic flipped a switch in me. Fucking a woman while her man’s forced to deal with it? It’s a rush no solo hookup can touch.

So when Lauren whispered about her black panties, I knew the door was cracked open. Ryan handed me a beer, oblivious, and we slid back into small talk. I watched her, though. She was giddy now, fumbling with another stud on her dress, her flush deepening. That Sundance memory flickered—Tom’s resigned nod, Jess’s moans. I’d missed signs like this before, assuming couples were off-limits. Not anymore.

After a bit, I excused myself. Spotted my buddy Nate across the bar—artist, runs a gallery in Silver Lake—and used it as cover to step away. From the corner of my eye, I tracked them. Lauren leaned into Ryan, hand on his thigh, talking fast. No yelling, no storming off. She kissed him twice, lingering. When she started scanning for me, I clapped Nate on the shoulder and wove back.

Sliding onto my stool, Lauren met my eyes with a soft smile. I opened my mouth—something about Nate’s gallery—but she cut in, voice low. “We were wondering if you’d join us for another drink… back at our hotel.”

I raised an eyebrow, holding her gaze. Silence stretched, deliberate. I didn’t ask questions; my stillness said I got it. Then I shifted to Ryan. “You sure?”

He froze, unreadable. Swallowed hard. Cleared his throat. A faint nod, barely a “Yes.”

“Then okay,” I said


























cover.jpeg
Y EVELINA ROS

<
e curious couple, encourages
vife and then cucks Qusband

\Q\ IV







