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Prologue
 
 
 
People always want to know if this was something she pushed me into accepting, or if I merely stooped so low that I tolerated her relationship with him out of some desperate attempt to protect our marriage.
The truth is, I had strong fantasies about my wife being free to sleep with other men long before she was ever tempted to do so herself.
Where did it come from? It’s a good question, and while I’ll never truly know, I think it had something to do with Brittany Snow.
I sometimes wonder where my ex-girlfriend is now—at the time, her misdeeds did make my life seem unlivable. I guess she was my first love, though time has now firmly quashed any desire on my part to see her again. We were together maybe nine months, and I’d been certain at the time that she was The One, that eventually marriage and house and kids and so on would result. I kept on seeing her hanging out with a guy from her French class, and my paranoia slowly built until I started receiving suggestions from a couple of my friends that they’d seen her doing a little more than just hanging out with the guy.
I broke off contact with her, and she didn’t come a-knockin’, so I figured she’d worked out that I knew about her and her fellow linguist.
After Brittany Snow, I did go into something of a mourning period, and even beyond the six-month grieving process I went through, it took months and months before I stopped fantasizing about taking Brittany back. She had been good in bed. Thinking back, perhaps the desire to have her back melted some of the icy jealousy I’d felt.
Did that experience set me up for the fantasy of my wife sleeping with another man? I’m willing to believe it.
I met Hayley in New York when I’d just joined my first law firm. She was a student at the NYC College of Performing Arts, and had already done a couple of off-off-Broadway productions. She even had a part in a TV pilot that had ultimately failed to secure a series. I was totally bewitched by the fresh-faced redhead, who was all smiles and full of energy.
But while she was marked out for success by her alma mater, on graduation she fell into the same hole countless other actors do when they attempt to launch a career in New York, rather than LA. Hell, it’s the same hole in LA, too, except the feeling of hope and optimism is stronger because there’s more happening out there.
Hayley was locked into waitressing and bar tending, with her only commitment to acting being her endless roles as an extra whenever a movie production was in town.
I saw her getting more and more downhearted about her chances as she hit her mid-twenties, and started worrying she was quickly becoming over-the-hill—the way the entertainment industry views women. My own career was surging ahead, keeping us in comfortable accommodation even while Hayley passed the time serving up cocktails and entrees.
Then came marriage, which provided a little distraction from her gloom. I guess things did settle down between us, we got caught in a rut. People seem amazed that anyone could find themselves in a rut with someone as beautiful as Hayley Martin, but when you’re with the same person for five years, you just get so familiar. Sex is good, but you abbreviate it, you take short cuts, you stop seeing your familiar partner with the same kind of awe and wonderment as when you first met her.
And then both of you get tired, and if one or both of you end up spending too much time in the evenings working, you don’t get to see as much of each other as you should….
Some of that was my fault, spending too much time at work. But some of it was also the fact that Hayley’s jobs at various bars or restaurants kept her out late at night, whenever the shifts were available.
But even if our sex life had been incredible the whole time, that wouldn’t have kept her from getting dispirited about her lack of success in the acting profession.
So how did my fantasy about her infidelity emerge? We had a big argument.
We didn’t tend to have arguments as a couple. Some people say that’s a bad sign for a marriage, but those are the kind of people who can’t keep from arguing. We were great at compromising, so invariably if there was any disagreement one or other of us would be able to see things from the other’s point of view, and step back.
This argument we had, though, I didn’t see coming.
Hayley got a role as an extra in a romantic comedy that was shooting in New York in the summer, and the role required her to sit on a bench in Central Park with a nice young guy, chatting mostly. And then she would have to kiss him.
When she first told me about the gig, I didn’t even particularly stop to consider exactly what it would entail. I just said, “That’s terrific, honey! Congratulations!”
It surprised me a little that she frowned and changed the subject after I reacted like that, but I wasn’t going to question her need to talk about something else.
A few weeks later, with her performance approaching, she seemed a little nervous. I tried to be reassuring one night across the dinner table. “It’ll be okay, sweetie. You’re going to be fantastic, I’m sure of it.”
She said, “You know it’ll take all day just to shoot that one scene.”
“Uh-huh.”
“And all I’m doing in that scene is chatting with this guy and kissing him.”
“Right.”
Just about here is where my manhood started noticeably thickening in my pants. I’d put money on the fact that this point right here was where my fantasy suddenly emerged in my head.
“What if I don’t like him? The guy?” she asked.
I shrugged. “Chances are he’ll be friendly, right? And the movie people aren’t going to cast an ugly guy….”
Then she looked at me in a slightly odd way, and said, “What if I like him?”
And here was where things in my pants were ratcheted up to Def-con Two.
Hayley blushed. “It’ll be really embarrassing, I mean.”
I was thinking about my beautiful wife spending all day on a bench in Central Park kissing some handsome wannabe actor, and my cock was hard as a rock.
“It’ll just be acting, right?” I said.
I was munching on a forkful of Caesar salad at the time, and trying not to reveal to her the strange exhilaration I felt at the thought of my wife having a fun little kissing party in the Manhattan sunshine, while probably trying to figure out why in Hell I was feeling that way about her.
And I don’t know if Hayley was just in a bad mood or something, having a particularly bad day. But she said sharply, “Don’t you care about it at all?”
“Huh?”
The standard response of the innocent caught dangerously exposed.
“You haven’t said anything about the fact that I’ll be spending all day kissing some other guy…. Don’t you care about me anymore?”
“Of course I do.”
She was just feeling vulnerable, I guess, tired of the rejection that surrounded her acting career like a toxic cloud.
“Aren’t you even jealous? What I’ll need to do for this role….”
“Should I be? It’s acting, isn’t it?”
She didn’t seem impressed.
I sighed. “Look, you’re a beautiful actress—I’ve always figured if your career took off in a big way, at some point you’d probably end up in some kind of romantic role….”
“‘If’ my career takes off?” she snapped. Inwardly, I groaned at the slip of my tongue. She knew what I meant, I knew what I meant, but in this kind of argument, there was no wiggle room. I silently scolded myself for not saying ‘when’ her career took off.
“Look,” I sighed. “Do you really want me to get all angry and upset over this role you’ve taken? Do you really want me to be that kind of husband?”
She was silent.
I added, “You’d really want me to be the kind of husband who might stop you taking your big break, because it involved a couple of love scenes with a co-star?”
“I just wish you’d care more,” she said, and it hurt like swallowing a bag of razorblades.
She ended up storming out, and I felt bad about myself despite the certainty I’d just been ambushed.
I sat there trying to figure out how I could possibly care more about my wife and her attempts to kick-start her career. What was I doing that was somehow insufficient? The trouble was, Hayley had never been the type of person who spoke up about what she needed, what she wanted. She wanted to get on and do it herself.
I left her to spend some time alone in our bedroom, and racked my brain as I cleared away the dinner plates and the mess in our tiny little kitchen, trying to figure out what I was supposed to have done to show I cared.
Was I supposed to have suggested she go back to school, study some new aspect of performing that might give her more opportunities? Was I supposed to become her manager and start working on signing her up for more auditions? Networking to get her some big break in a Broadway musical, when I had no contacts in the entertainment industry whatsoever?
When it came to me, it seemed suddenly so damn obvious I could have kicked myself. What was the major challenge Hayley had been facing all the time we’d been together, when it came to her career?
We lived in New York.
At that point, I took a deep breath and went into the bedroom.
I said, “Look, I’ve been thinking.”
She was lying there in the bed, her eyes red from crying, a small pile of tissues next to her, one in her hand. She looked up at me, and I could see from her expression she was regretting backing me into a corner, but that her pride had made it impossible for her to back down.
She was waiting for me to go on. I said, “I think it might be better for us to move.”
“Move?”
I shrugged. “It can’t be impossible for a young lawyer to find some kind of job in Los Angeles.”
Her face broke into open surprise. Los Angeles.
“What—” she said, unsure about whether she’d heard me right.
“Don’t you think it would be better all round if we moved there?” I asked.
With that, she was leaping up and squealing and flinging her arms around me, and that was the end of that particular argument.
But it didn’t put an end to that strange little response I’d had to the thought of Hayley having a little flirtatious fun with another guy. The next day I found myself zoning out a number of times, wondering how her shoot was going in Central Park. I’d find myself staring out of the window from my office overlooking Columbus Park, imagining how it might be going for her.
In my imagination, she definitely liked the guy she had to spend all day kissing. She felt her heart flutter every time they had to lean in and touch lips together, she felt all warm and syrupy inside at how nice it felt. And maybe, she started feeling a little sticky down below at the wickedness of kissing a stranger, a man who was not her husband, and the first man other than her husband since we had started dating.
Why did I feel that way about her?
The most obvious thing was that after being miserable for so long, it was nice to think that something pleasurable might happen to Hayley, something she could enjoy. And perhaps she needed someone else, other than her husband, to tell her how beautiful she was—to show her how beautiful she was.
Of course, subsequently, my reading around the subject has suggested all kinds of other reasons fitting in with my strange desire. For example, the fact that some heterosexual males respond to the knowledge their mate is being unfaithful by stepping up their own desire for her so that they can then mate with her afterward, thereby improving the chances of conceiving with her instead of the rival male. In this day and age, the aforementioned male might not consciously want a baby with his partner just then, but the biological urge would increase his attraction to his mate—and perhaps he would interpret his increased feelings of sexual desire as being tantamount to actively wanting his partner to be unfaithful.
But at the end of the day, back then, it was just a hot thought to me to have my wife responding sexually to some naughty little encounter with another guy.
The feelings I had went into overdrive toward the end of the day when Hayley sent me a text stating:
>Going out for dinner with a few fellow extras—probably be home late, eat without me! Xx
I was rock hard as I read that text message over and over on the way home to our little place in the East Village, having replied to her that I’d be fine eating on my own that evening and that she should enjoy herself. Dreaming that her day of kissing might have turned into something more, that maybe I wouldn’t even see her until late into the night as her dinner with a few extras turned into some kind of first date.
I really did like the idea of my wife coming back to me sexually fulfilled by actively being unfaithful. Crazy.
When she did eventually come back, it was only ten-thirty, and I felt strangely disappointed that she hadn’t stayed out late with her new boyfriend.
But there was a glow about her when she came back from her day’s movie shoot, and it wasn’t just the couple of glasses of wine she’d had with her meal.
“How was it?”
“Nice,” she’d replied to me as she came in the bedroom. Not ‘good’ or ‘okay’ or ‘as expected’, but ‘nice’.
“So you had a good time?” I prompted. “You liked him, the guy you had to kiss?”
She smiled, and gave a coy little shrug as her cheeks flushed a little pinker. “He was nice.”
There: I was hard again. I couldn’t help it. It probably didn’t help that she was looking gorgeous, wearing a little white t-shirt and dark blue shorts.
“He was a good kisser, then?” I said as I approached her, more hungry for her touch than I’d been for a while.
She smiled. “You really aren’t jealous, are you?”
I leaned in to kiss her, gently, feeling her soft, warm lips hesitate for a moment on mine, as though she was worried I’d discover some little secret she was holding—and then she was kissing me back, perhaps repeating what she’d been doing in Central Park all day, perhaps going further now that she was with a man she was permitted to go as far as she liked.
“Why should I be?” I said as we broke apart. One hand roamed her warm curves, tracing out her trim body, toned by daily runs. “I trust you, right? Just because some guy gets to kiss you all day, I know he’s not going to steal you away from me.”
“Mmm….” she moaned, curling a hand around my neck as we kissed again. “You don’t normally do this when I come home from work.”
I kissed her neck and stepped behind her to pull her t-shirt off over her head, then held her tight in my arms, my hands splaying over the white lace bra covering her breasts. I said, “You don’t normally spend all day kissing some guy in Central Park.”
She giggled, “And that’s got you all worked up?”
Running my hands over her shapely figure, it almost seemed as though I’d had my eyes closed for months, unable to see just how exquisite my wife was. I kissed the back of her neck and now fumbled with the button on her denim shorts, and it wasn’t hard to tell that she was just as worked up as I was after her day on that park bench.
She turned her head to kiss my mouth as I forced her shorts down her thighs.
“Mmm…. Maybe I should do it more often,” she joked. “Sitting on park benches, kissing strangers.”
With her shorts dropping to the floor, now I slipped one bra strap over her shoulder, then the other, before it also fell to the floor revealing her full breasts and nipples that were hard as pebbles.
“Maybe you should,” I said, and she moaned again as I touched her soft breasts, cupping them, fondling them.
She said, “Oh, I think you’d get jealous if I did that for real. If it wasn’t acting.”
One of my hands skirted down over the velvet skin of her stomach, and now found the soft white lace of her panties, and the heat that lay beneath.
“So what’s the difference?” I asked.
I stroked her burning sex through her panties, and as my fingers found the tantalizing topography of her pussy, it became abundantly clear that she was already very, very wet. More so than if we’d just started playing like this.
She caught her breath for a moment, then seeming distracted, asked, “Difference?”
“Between sitting there kissing some guy on a bench when you’re actors, and kissing some stranger for real?”
Hayley gasped as my hand slipped under the waistband of her panties, and dove into the sticky heat of her pussy. The soft patch of red hair over her mound, her tender lips, her underwear—all were saturated with her juices. She must have spent all day feeling increasingly turned on.
“Physically…I don’t know….” she said. “I guess we’re not using tongues. Some of the principals do, if the camera’s right on them, if it’s that kind of scene.”
I brought my hand up to caress her breasts, tracing some of her wetness over her soft mounds before I moved around to kiss her there, to lick her, to swirl my tongue around her stiff buds where I could now taste her arousal.
“You didn’t with your man today, then? Tongues, I mean?”
She shook her head, but seemed doubtful somehow. “I…don’t think so,” she said.
“Don’t think so?” I prompted, sucking increasingly firmly on her nipple.
She looked nervous, like it was some kind of admission, and it only made my cock throb in my pants.
“It was…I don’t know…kind of a blur, most of the time,” she said.
“But you said it was ‘nice’, he was ‘nice’.” I sat down on the corner of our bed, leaving her standing there before me.
“Are you mad at me?”
I smiled. “Does it look like I’m mad at you?”
I leaned in and kissed her lower stomach, peeling her damp panties down over her thighs. I kissed my way down to that tidy little triangle of soft red hair, and ran the tip of my tongue up her soaking groove, tasting her day’s excitement.
“Oh God….” she groaned as I lapped at her as long as she was able to stay on her feet.
I didn’t say anything more to her then, about her kissing another man in Central Park, though as she knelt before me and drew my hard cock from my pajama pants and took it in her hot mouth, I found myself wondering how I’d feel if she’d found a quiet place in some wooded part of the park to do this with her fellow actor that afternoon. And I have to report back that it only turned me on even more to imagine that she’d been so wicked, swirling her tongue around some other guy’s cock while pumping it with her hand.
And later, as she went on all fours on the bed, and I slid my cock deep into her beautifully tight pussy from behind, fucking her like some animal, I found myself curious about how it might be to watch someone else doing this to Hayley—would I get jealous then?
Holding her, claiming her, squeezing my particularly swollen manhood inside her, pumping my semen deep within her—I had to conclude that theoretically, at least, I wouldn’t object to my wife having a little fun like this with someone else, if she was ever tempted.
How reality would compare, however, was anyone’s guess.



 
 
 
Chapter One
 
 
 
We didn’t talk about Mr. Central Park again, or about how I’d been so turned on by her having such a ‘nice’ time with him during her movie shoot. I guess I wasn’t entirely comfortable with just how to talk about it with her—after a little more time to think about it, I became fearful that she would think me a freak, or that I didn’t love her after all, or some such nonsense.
But the main thing was the maelstrom of effort it took for us to wrap up our lives in New York completely, and move thousands of miles to another coast—and find me a whole new job in the process.
I think compared to a lot of folks, we were quite lucky. In the end, inquiries made through my law firm in NYC led me to a not-too-dissimilar role at an affiliated firm based out in Santa Monica. It wasn’t such a large company, and it wasn’t such a large salary as I’d been on, but it was something to get us started—and something to underpin the rent on a small but comfortable house not too far from the waterfront, just down the road in Redondo Beach.
Los Angeles was not a sudden short-cut to fame and riches, however.
If anything, the sense of moving out west, away from all our friends and family, pushed both of us to work even harder—and for Hayley that meant three waitressing jobs while she attended every possible open audition for which she could get her name on the list. She also made it to whichever acting workshops she could squeeze into her packed schedule—and every movie industry event that would have her, in the hope that a little networking might get her to the next step.
I admit that I ended up burying myself in my work, ostensibly to make sure we made the rent each month, but also because it was hard to watch Hayley slogging so hard without really seeming to get anywhere.
She was so unhappy, and I couldn’t undo it. No matter how many compliments I gave her—about her acting, about how beautiful she looked even when she was downcast—she would only ever thank me. Her eyes, however, said: you’re my husband, it’s your job to pay me compliments, so it doesn’t really validate me at all.
I’d sit in her restaurant or diner sometimes, when she had a late shift to do and I was concerned about her state of mind, and I’d see the other customers trying to flirt with her. I’d point it out to her, but she’d think I was kidding, or I was making things up to try to prove my compliments.
Under the surface, of course, I enjoyed seeing other men being attracted to her, I loved to see them flirting with her. This was my fantasy bubbling up again. Doubtless, I wanted to sweeten her ongoing misery with a little attention from other guys, but I also needed to lighten my load in terms of constantly trying to cheer her up.
I took a more subtle approach, suggesting she flirt back with this guy or that guy, and maybe she’d get a bigger tip. It worked, on both levels. She did get a bigger tip, but she also noticed that, yes indeed, these guys were actually flirting with her. The confidence boost in her was tangible, the glow about her once her shift was ended was irresistible.
“You’re crazy, you know that?” she’d say when we wound ourselves back to our little place a few blocks back from the ocean. “Most men would probably want to beat those guys up for checking out their woman.”
“Most guys aren’t married to a hot actress,” was my reply.
But she did continue with her new approach to dealing with customers—and seemed to enjoy it. Over the course of a few weeks, I noticed a change in her—at her work, and even in her acting, where two auditions even led to small roles in a commercial and in a small stage play put on during the Venice Beach Festival.
Watching her when I could, it was clear that she took my encouragement about it being okay to play off the attractions of other men, and ran with it. She grew more and more comfortable with the whole act of flirting with the opposite sex, seeing there was no harm in it. Certainly no harm in the size of her tips at the end of a night. No harm in the fact that she was head-hunted by a new upscale restaurant looking for any way to draw in new clientele. No harm in the way her new confidence got her acting in a more extroverted way, dressing in more stylish clothes—and instead of coming home after a long shift feeling dejected and despondent, she was all abuzz and full of giggles and smiles, not to mention horny as a minx.
I remember daydreaming one night when I was trying out her swanky new restaurant, discreetly watching her winning over the other diners with her charm and a scandalously short skirt—and my daydream turned this venue into a strip club, with my wife becoming the star attraction, taking her clothes off to the accompaniment of cheers and wolf-whistles. I think that was probably the first time my enjoyment of her flirting veered into the territory of a sexual fantasy. It was probably the first time that seeing her working the room actually made me hard.
When we got home that night, she forced it out of me. I was never any good at lying or concealing the truth.
“What’s that look for?” she said as she came to collect me from my shady little booth in the far corner of the restaurant.
“Oh, nothing. Good food tonight.”
“That’s not what that look says.” As I stood up, she leaned in for her customary kiss, and I was completely busted as she came into contact with the stiffness lurking beneath my pants. It made her gasp, and ask under her breath, “What is that for?”
“For you.”
“Seriously?” She led me toward the exit as though we were spies who’d fallen under the suspicion of the secret police. “You’ve watched me working often enough….”
“I don’t know…it’s that skirt of yours…and the way those guys were looking at you tonight….”
She looked around to make sure no one had spotted the tent in my pants—as if anyone could in the darkness of the room. We stepped out into the street, and she said: “And that turned you on?”
I shrugged, sheepishly. “I had a little daydream, I guess.”
“A dirty dream?”
“Uh-huh.”
“Soon as we get home, you’re going to tell me every detail.”
We hailed a cab, even though home wasn’t far at all, and although she refused to hear another word from me in the presence of the driver, she was surreptitiously stroking my hardness through my pants the whole way, making sure I’d be in the mood for something when we got back.
As soon as we fell into our apartment, she was tearing off my clothes, and demanding my full account of the daydream I’d had. Even in four years of marriage, we hadn’t really spoken of our fantasies with each other. I’d always been a little awkward about that kind of thing, and Hayley had always acted as though she never really had sexual fantasies. But she was all over me as I admitted I’d been imagining her in a gentleman’s club, taking off her clothes to the beat of the music, prancing and jumping and twirling to show her stunning curves off to the baying mob of lustful men.
“Your fantasy was a bunch of men watching me strip?” She couldn’t quite get her head around it.
“You’re just…I don’t know…really hot when there’s lots of attention on you. When you’re flirting.”
“But stripping?”
I shrugged again. “They’re just watching,” I said. “I was the one who got to go home with you at the end of the night.”
She was beaming, though. She liked the concept of me fantasizing about her being a sex object. She pushed me back onto the bed and started sucking my cock for all she was worth, as though rewarding me for casting her in the starring role in my sex dream.
When she straddled me and sank down on my pole, she was incredibly wet. It only turned me on more that she was so aroused after hearing my fantasy.
 
 
*
 
 
It wasn’t all plain-sailing, even though we both loved the constant California warmth and the smell of the ocean nearby. There were peaks and troughs.
But her little run at the Venice Beach Festival saw Hayley win herself the services of an agent—and from a reputable firm, too, albeit huge. Liona Fairbanks was friendly and bright and very complimentary of her new client’s capabilities. The fiery blonde was impressed at our ambitious coast-to-coast relocation, and over a few drinks after Hayley’s final performance at the Festival, she said we’d done exactly the right thing if we wanted Hayley to get anywhere in the business.
“I can’t guarantee anything,” she said, chomping on a lump of pineapple from her Pina Colada. “But you’ll have a much better shot at it, I’ll tell you that.”
And she wasn’t kidding. The most noticeable thing, early on, was that Hayley was able to get in a slightly higher class of audition. It was like she’d been pre-vetted, so could attend try-outs that were a little less than completely open to the public.
And it was at one of these that something quite remarkable happened.



 
 
 
Chapter Two
 
 
 
It came out of nowhere, a bolt from the blue. I came home from work one evening to find Hayley in the bedroom, sitting silently on the edge of the bed wearing nothing but a small pair of white panties, gazing into the full-length mirror in the corner.
“Hayley, honey, you okay?”
She looked gorgeous, perched there with her hands clasped between her thighs, her face perfectly made up, her long red hair flowing down over her shoulders, her pale face almost glowing, the sensual lines of her near-naked body tickling my libido.
But she was perched on the edge of that mattress as though Medusa had turned her into a statue. Didn’t even glance up as I appeared at the bedroom door. For a moment, I even looked to check her shapely chest was rising and falling just as it should.
Almost as though she was on drugs.
“I met Aaron Simpson,” she said at last, and her voice might have confirmed drug use had I not known her better.
“Really?” I smiled. I never knew my wife had a crush on Aaron Simpson. “He came into the restaurant today?”
At this point, my wife was no longer working at the Cheesecake Factory. These days, it was a more exclusive restaurant in West Hollywood, where it wouldn’t be too much of a shock that a Hollywood star ventured inside for a light lunch. As soon as she’d started in this town, Hayley had been looking to get into a place like that—even simply serving the tables somewhere that famous people gathered was another opportunity in her eyes. When there were thousands and thousands of budding actresses fighting for exposure, you had to take your opportunities in this town.
“Did he leave you a tip?” I added, then instantly regretted it, thinking she might take it as a put-down.
“He was at my audition,” she said, sounding so far away.
“That’s great!”
She probably did tell me she had an audition that day, might even have said what it was for. We tell each other everything. But sometimes, when I’m busy with work, a few of the details get missed as she tells me what she’s up to.
Auditions came and went, and when it sounded as though she thought she had a chance with one, I’d be all ears and all attention. But the other times, when she was more skeptical about her hopes of landing something, I’d be a little less energetic in asking her about it all. I’d seen her on stage often enough to know she had real talent, but her confidence sometimes slipped when there was too much pressure on her. She didn’t want me eagerly anticipating her big break every time she went for an audition, even out here under the California sun. I had to play it cool most of the time, trying to play down the importance of the thing if it didn’t go well.
There in the bedroom, she shifted her arms a little, and I saw how hard her nipples were. It wasn’t cold in there.
“So it’s one of his movies?” I hovered in the doorway, not quite knowing how to respond to my wife acting this way. “He’s the star?”
“And producer, which is why he was at the audition.” She looked shocked. It made me catch my breath, because the most obvious reason for her being this way was that she’d done so well at the audition, they had given her a role—or at least a second audition. But I still couldn’t pre-empt her telling me. Couldn’t afford her to think I was disappointed if the truth didn’t live up to my hopes.
“So it went okay?” I prompted.
“I was an idiot,” she said.
My heart deflated. I thought, if only I could be a successful movie producer instead of a corporate lawyer, I might be able to help my wife. I sighed and went to sit beside her on the bed. “What happened?”
“They asked me if I’d be willing to take my clothes off for the movie,” she said.
“They did?” I looked over her beautiful form in the mirror and couldn’t imagine how any movie producer could say no to Hayley gracing their project, with or without her clothes. “We’ve talked about that kind of thing before. I thought you were okay with something like that.”
She shrugged. “Only as it turns out, I didn’t hear the question properly.”
“So what, you said ‘no’?”
She shook her head. “I took off my clothes.”
I had to stifle a mixture of horror and laughter, although it wasn’t only her mistake that amused and disturbed me. This was pretty much in line with my sexual fantasies these days.
“You took everything off?” I asked, my pants tightening.
Hayley stood up, wearing nothing but those tiny little white cotton panties—practically a thong.
“I was just like this,” she said, tilting her hips this way and that as though trying on a dress. “God, I was so embarrassed.”
“I can imagine.”
“And that’s when Aaron Simpson came in. He wasn’t supposed to be there. Felt like showing up to lend his support.”
Hayley was still slightly flushed, the rosy cheeks joined by a pinkish hue over her chest. And with those stiff nipples, I wondered if she was turned on by all this, too?
“Well at least they must have noticed you,” I said, trying to make light of it.
“Oh my God, they must have thought I was so stupid,” she wailed, blushing. “I meet Aaron Simpson—the Aaron Simpson—and he thinks I’m this stupid girl who stripped off to try and get a part in a movie.”
I tried not to wince, instead stepping in behind her to offer my support. “They probably just thought you were really committed. You were showing your willingness. What did they say? What did he say, Aaron Simpson?”
“Just that he should attend more auditions,” she said.
“So he obviously liked you.”
She just stood there for a moment, furiously blushing. I was finding it hard to be the kind of sympathetic husband I knew I was supposed to be, simply because I loved the thought of my beautiful wife standing virtually naked in front of a row of other men.
I stepped up, circled my arms around her—protective, possessive, but also undeniably lustful. She smiled warmly as my eyes met hers in the mirror, appreciating my calm support.
“They must have thought you looked incredible,” I said, and couldn’t help but move my hands up to cup those breasts of hers, those nipples begging to be touched.
“You’re not upset? That I just stood there and stripped for them?” She could tell I wasn’t upset. I guess she was just testing me, prodding me.
“I’ve always figured you were going to be a successful actress, people would probably want to see a lot of you on screen,” I said.
She smiled again as I squeezed her soft orbs, fingers and thumbs closing in on her stiff little buds. “You’re sweet.”
As I held her firm breasts, I pushed my body up against her so she could feel the proof that I wanted her every bit as much as I had when we’d talked about her day in Central Park, kissing a stranger.
She moaned at the feel of my hardness pressing against her behind, and tilted her head back against my shoulder, turning to kiss my mouth.
Her kiss was so sweet, and so tender, and yet after a moment or two, became so much more forceful than she’d been in a while. One of my hands drifted down over her velvet skin, past her flat stomach, adoring the figure she worked so hard to maintain, and slipped under the waistband of her panties.
Her underwear was so wet, it couldn’t have been just from my touch, from our kiss. She might have been nervous, horrified, embarrassed, but my Hayley had been turned on stripping for Aaron Simpson and his fellow producers, and she’d been in a state of arousal ever since. My fingers glided over the soft little patch of fur covering her mound, finding it saturated.
And when my fingertips dipped inside her hot sex, it was dripping with her juices.
“You know they’ll give you a callback,” I said. She moaned as I eased as much of my middle finger inside her as I could.
“You got their attention,” I said. “You read for them, didn’t you?”
She grinned. “After they said I could put my clothes back on.”
“So there. They didn’t just send you away. They had you read some lines. You can bet you had their attention by then.”
She moaned again, her pussy clamping tight around my finger.
“What’s the movie, that they’d want you to take off your clothes?” I asked her, my hands sliding back up to fondle her breasts as I kissed her neck.
“I told you already,” she said with a smile. “Didn’t I? It’s about a woman who has an affair with the prison guard guarding her husband.”
“And it’s an Aaron Simpson movie?” I joked. “So what, the prison guard helps bust out her husband? They all have a huge car chase with the cops?”
Hayley laughed. “It’s not the usual Aaron Simpson movie, apparently. It’s more about the affair. She’s doing it because she needs the guard to protect her husband.”
“So there’s lots of sex?”
Hayley leaned forward and dropped her panties, then gave me the hottest come-hither look at me in the mirror I’d ever seen. Hands pressed to the glass, she looked so unbelievably good.
“I did tell you it’s an erotic drama?” she said defiantly. Was she daring me to tell her I hadn’t heard her say such a thing? Or testing my ongoing lack of jealousy?
“Okay, an erotic drama. I’d go see that.”
I ran my hands down the curve of her back, over the pleasing roundness of her behind. She might well have told me she was going for an erotic drama. I must have caught from her body language that she didn’t think she had a hope, or I’d remember. But what if she did actually snatch the role thanks to her little stunt today?
Jesus. My wife in an erotic drama. Showing herself not just to a few bemused movie producers, but to millions around the world.
I pulled open my fly, let my pants fall to the ground, and I was so incredibly hard for her. Hayley felt me, touched my hard cock between her buttocks, and her defiant stance melted into pure desire.
“So you forgive me?” she said with a wry grin. She groaned as I pressed my tip against the entrance to her pussy.
“Nothing to forgive,” I said. I jerked my hips to thrust into her with sudden force. She was definitely wet enough.
She squealed as I filled her so quickly. I began to move inside her, and all conversation died. My cute redhead of a wife clung to the mirror and whimpered as I took her, hard and deep, giving in to my base instincts to claim some kind of ownership over her.
“You’re still…not at all jealous…?” she asked a little breathless.
“It’s just acting, right?”
She gave me a fiery glance in the mirror. “I’d probably have to strip off and lie in bed with Aaron Simpson.”
“Uh-huh. You’d like that.”
“Not jealous at all?”
I could smell her arousal as I plunged into her, and it only fueled my lust, reminding me that she must have been so turned on by her strip show for those other men, for Aaron Simpson himself.
Her breasts shook as I pounded her, then she reached between her legs and touched her clit as I continued to fuck her. I’d never seen her need release as much as she needed it now.
When it came, her orgasm was intense—the culmination of an afternoon of arousal and fear. She stood there, both hands flat against the glass in front, and just shook like we were going through another earthquake.
And the last thought to pop into my mind before I let go, pumping my thick come deep inside her, was to wonder if my wife had just been imagining that Aaron Simpson was standing behind her, fucking her like there was no tomorrow.



 
 
 
Chapter Three
 
 
 
Was I surprised she got a call back from the Aaron Simpson movie? Not a bit. I’d have said her talent would have been enough, but her accidental strip show would have made her stand out.
We tried to be realistic in our approach to her second audition, however. Liona dropped by for a casual dinner the night before and seemed to spend the evening lowering Hayley’s expectations.
“They’ll call a number of actors back,” she said. “I have every confidence in you, Hay. It’s just—”
Hayley was grounded enough already in the art of dealing with rejection to know what Liona was trying to do. “I know, I know. You don’t want me to feel bad if they don’t give me the part,” she said.
Liona sniffed at her wine. “I mean, it’s not unknown for producers to make casting choices entirely independently of their auditions, with auditions held just in case something falls through with their number one choices. Or number two choices, for that matter.”
“We know it’s anything but certain,” I said. “But it’s good she got a call-back, right? I mean, that’s promising.”
“I’d say so,” the agent nodded. “And seeing as how small this town is, people will know you already as one of the call-backs for the Aaron Simpson prison movie.”
Hayley looked delighted at that possibility, though I could see she was trying to rein in any signs of excitement.
The day of the second audition, I kissed her goodbye and went to work as normal, but it felt almost as though I myself were about to face some critical test—more so than even the New York and then California bar exams I’d had to take. I found myself closing my eyes during quiet moments in the day, silently praying that Hayley did okay at her audition—that she would get something out of it, even if it was merely a lead that might open the door to some other project.
When I got home, I was ambushed by a squealing half-naked whirl of noise that instantly sent a wave of relief through my frame—it had gone well.
Once I’d managed to extract myself from a deep kiss, she said, all out-of-breath, “Liona called, like 20 minutes after I finished my audition to say that Aaron called her personally as soon as I was out the door.”
I smiled at her use of his first name, like they were already best buddies. But I was thrilled—and I knew from the moment she jumped me she’d gotten the part.
“So they confirmed which part they want to give you?”
“The lead!” she squealed again. “Can you believe it? The lead female role!”
She kissed me again, and this time my hands found their way around the smooth, soft skin of her body. She was wearing a little peach-colored bikini. I could smell the hint of salt on her skin and the ocean in her hair. She’d spent the day working on her tan, relaxing. The image made me shiver.
“And Aaron Simpson will be the lead male?” I asked her.
“Uh-huh,” she said, and suddenly looked apprehensive. “It is okay, right?”
“Of course.” I beamed, and my hand found its way between her thighs, where the temperature was already raised. “You’ve always liked him, haven’t you?”
She shrugged. “He seems like a nice guy.”
“A good-looking guy, a Hollywood legend. And you’ll be shooting a few love scenes with him, I’m guessing?”
“Sure. But it’s just acting.”
“Acting on a bed with him, probably without any clothes….”
“Seriously? Now you’re jealous?” I heard the edge of worry in her voice.
“Not at all.”
Then her hand fell to my crotch, and brushed over the hardness lurking there, making her catch her breath. “You’re so hard!” She said in barely more than a whisper.
“What can I say?” I said, her fingers curling around my shaft through my pants. “I kind of like it that my beautiful wife’s going to strip off for an erotic drama with Aaron Simpson.”
She grinned and blushed as my hand reached up to cup her breast through her bikini top, and then slip under the material to find her hard nipple therein. “He’s a very professional actor,” she said, caressing my hardness through my pants. “He’s done love scenes with dozens of actresses before.”
“And probably slept with half of them.”
“But they weren’t married,” she insisted. “I’ll be able to hold him off.”
“We’ll see,” I grinned.
She raised an eyebrow at that. “And you’re not even jealous about that?”
I shrugged. “I trust you.”
Then she said, joking, “You’d probably like it, wouldn’t you? Pervert. If I came home and told you Aaron Simpson wanted to date me? Have an affair with me?”
I don’t think she’d have quite believed me anyway if I’d said ‘yes’, but I was thinking it.
She kissed me deeply, her fingers crawling all over my swollen manhood through the black cotton of my suit pants, and I could tell she was quietly amazed and exhilarated that I was so supportive of her doing whatever was needed with Aaron Simpson. I guess other husbands might have been more challenging to deal with in such circumstances.
She turned her back to me, but led me away from the door, over to the white leather couch I’d never really cared for, but seemed more appropriate for our bright and breezy California home than the furniture we’d had in our New York apartment.
“He’s, what, ten years older than you?” I asked her.
“Twelve.” Her precise knowledge was telling.
“So you probably had posters of him on your wall when you were growing up.”
She smiled bashfully, then as some kind of diversion, pushed me down on the couch before climbing on me.
“So what if I did?” she said, kissing me. “Everybody did when I was a teenager.”
“All those nights you must have spent gazing up at him while you…well…took care of business…”
“And you just plastered every Playboy Pet on your wall—”
“Playboy Playmates. It was Penthouse that had Pets,” I corrected her. “But I don’t get to star opposite any of them in a movie. And in an erotic movie at that.”
We wrestled a little, and I ended up on top, lying between her legs.
“You really do like the idea of me doing an erotic movie?” she asked, still amazed.
I shrugged, and kissed my way down her chest. “I’ve learned to cope with what you do for a living,” I said.
“Sounds like you might have over-compensated a little,” she said, but though she was attempting to play it down, I could tell all this had her on fire.
Her nipples were so stiff, her chest flushed pink, and as I kissed my way over her flat, smooth stomach I could smell the dark scent of her arousal already. She moaned as I stroked my mouth and nose over the warm increasingly damp material of her swimsuit, inhaling her strong aroma.
“I can tell it turns you on.” I reached under her thighs and then up to hold her waist as I nuzzled against her wet pussy. “Even if they end up using body doubles for the really dirty parts, you’ll be in bed with him, you’ll have your hands all over him, right? And you’ll have to kiss him….”
“Well, it is a romance story,” she said, then moaned as I nosed aside her bikini bottoms and buried my face in her sopping pussy.
She placed a hand on the back of my head as I licked her slippery folds, tasting the salt of the ocean, lacing her tangy juices.
She said, “I’m not sure they’re planning on using body doubles, though….”
Was Hayley trying to push my buttons? Was she catching on to what my fantasy really was?
I ate her with abandon, slurping at her copious nectar, sucking on her sweet labia, pressing my nose against her clit though her little patch of down tickled me.
So what if they were filming sex scenes without doubles? Another man—Aaron Simpson—would be lying between her legs, butt-naked. His cock would be touching her, probably rubbing against her pussy, and there’s no way it wouldn’t be hard.
My fantasy of Hayley dating and sleeping with someone else had been borne of the need to make her happy while her career was in the doldrums. But now that she was going places, it wasn’t simply dissolving, it was adapting to a whole new extraordinary situation.
I liked the idea of my beautiful, naughty Hayley sleeping with a movie star. How incredible would it make her feel—and how incredible would it be to see her after such an experience?
She came powerfully on my face, her eyes closed, her head tilted back, her chest rising and falling as she gasped for breath, and I couldn’t help wondering whether her thoughts were being as faithful as her declarations. In her imagination, it wasn’t just me going down on her, it was a man she’d been fantasizing about for years.
After that, she seemed a little more level-headed as she moved to kneel in front of me and take my hard cock in her mouth.
“You do know it’s just acting, though, right?” she said, suddenly taking my spiraling imagination down a peg or two.
“Of course.”
“I wouldn’t really do anything with him that’s not acting for the movie.”
“Okay….” I said, groaning as she sucked on me. “But…if you did want to…have a little fun…you know it would be okay, right?”
She flashed her eyes at me. “You are a pervert,” she said with a grin, and dropped back down on my shaft. She almost seemed to be worshipping my cock as she bobbed up and down on it, one hand stroking and pumping the base of my shaft. Proving herself to me in the face of suggestions that she might be interested in a certain movie star.
I lay back on the couch as she climbed onto my lap, guiding my stiff cock to her sweltering entrance. I held her tight and we both began to move our hips, and the strange sense of hope that I would get to appreciate the infidelity of my gorgeous wife melded into the equally surreal realization that I was, effectively, now making love to a movie star.
A movie star I was almost certain that Hollywood legend Aaron Simpson was keen on dating.



 
 
 
Chapter Four
 
 
 
There seemed a huge amount of waiting for Hayley to get through before things really started up in earnest for the shooting of the movie.
She quit her waitressing job, of course, partly since her first payment from the movie made any efforts dispensed on tending to restaurant tables meaningless. Though we knew she wouldn’t be paid anywhere near as much as her co-star in this production, the sum touted by Liona made even my salary as a lawyer seem paltry.
Back then, Hayley could still make the most of her lack of fame, heading down to the beach most afternoons to take in the rays and cool off in the surf. She also took it upon herself to lead the search for our next house. We were taking a conservative view on how successful her movie career would be, but even the pay packet from her first major project would be enough to allow us a considerable upgrade from the little starter home in Redondo Beach. We weren’t looking for the kind of Malibu mansions that Aaron Simpson called home, but we’d get somewhere with a little more floor space, and a decent-sized pool out back.
It was like a school’s summer vacation, when days seemed to stretch out and take weeks to get through. I even eased back on my workload, so that I might spend more time with my wife before the inevitable traveling took its toll on our time together. The movie would eventually break out of the studio to shoot in various external scenes as far afield as Europe and South-East Asia. There could be weeks at a time when I wouldn’t see her, so I soaked up all the time I could.
There was the occasional commitment—the movie sent a personal trainer to our house for an hour a day to help her prepare for the action components of the role, for example. There were occasional visits from Liona, or associate producers from the movie. There were script readings with the other stars now and then—some with Aaron himself—as they all made sure their dialog was locked down before there was any danger of facing a camera.
There were also wardrobe fittings every now and again to help break up the monotony.
The most exciting occasions, however, were when Hayley met up with Aaron himself. It happened three times during that pre-production process, initially for lunch, the second time for dinner, and the third time for a reading of the script together before a night out.
Each time, we treated it as just another business meeting, and each time it happened Hayley reported back how professional he was, how pleasant it was spending time with him, but that his interest was purely to engage with her creatively regarding their movie project.
Each time, though, I felt flickers of excitement watching her getting ready for her meetings with him, and I noticed that in each subsequent meeting with Aaron Simpson, Hayley’s clothing choice became tighter, shorter, more revealing, and more enticing for the male gaze.
Then suddenly, as the long vacation was coming to a close, there was a flurry of activity, and after all those weeks of Hayley having little or nothing to do, she was suddenly caught up in a maelstrom of hustle and bustle.
And suddenly, my time with her was very limited.
 
 
*
 
 
At first, though, things didn’t click with Aaron Simpson as filming got underway.
Hayley came home in a terrible mood—frightened, it seemed to me, of getting kicked off the movie. I didn’t want to pry too much, didn’t want to pile any pressure on her shoulders, though I tried to give her the space to talk to me if she needed to.
It took a long while—and half a bottle of wine a-piece—before I finally got her to open up.
“I don’t know what it is—it’s just really awkward between us,” she told me.
“You like him?”
“Sure, he’s a really nice guy. Really professional.”
“Good looking?”
“Sure.”
“So what’s the problem?”
She sighed. “I don’t know. We’re supposed to be passionate lovers—but I…I just freeze up, and then it’s…it’s really awkward.”
“So ask him out for dinner,” I suggested. “Get to know him a little more away from the movie.”
“What, just me and him?”
“You just need to break the ice a little.”
“What if he thinks it’s a date?”
I shrugged, but something in that idea made my blood start flowing faster. “Let him think that if he wants,” I said, but my mouth suddenly felt terribly dry. “If it gets the chemistry going between you two.”
She gave me a little look, that look of incomprehension at why I would volunteer my own wife for a date with a Hollywood superstar.
“And you’d be okay with that? Me going on some kind of date with my co-star?”
I nodded, tried to act calm though the butterflies were starting up in my stomach. “What’s the problem? I trust you.”
“Well okay…but if he thinks he’s getting something out of me that he’s plainly not…that might spoil things between us, don’t you think?”
“So string it out—flirt with him, tease him, but delay any actual rejection of him until…well, until you need to.”
The next night after the cameras stopped rolling, she’d done exactly what I’d suggested—asking her co-star out for a nice meal to try to get to know him. What should have been a fairly ordinary business meeting for my wife took on a whole different level of importance for me, because of the way she’d described it as a “date”. I knew there were different meanings for that word, different levels of emphasis. For one person “date” could be simply a night out in the company with anyone. For another person it was another way of saying “sex”.
That evening I sat at home trembling a little, one moment scared that I was going to lose my sweet wife to this legend of a co-star of hers—that he would prove a little too seductive for her with the implied suggestion that being with him instead of me might help her career—and the next moment hoping desperately that some spark might ignite between the two, with Hayley coming back to me with a confession about some small indiscretion, and even a request to take her new relationship a little further.
I found myself going online, suddenly concerned that I might be displaying symptoms of some kind of mental illness, which might end up ruining my marriage. And naturally the way the Internet works, my searches tended to bring up pornography, or erotic literature, which only strengthened the strange desire I was experiencing for my wife to sleep with another man. After a little more investigation, I was actually reassured that there had to be a significant number of other men out there with the fantasy of seeing their wives breaking their marital vows.
I also found true-life stories of men who had allowed their wives to see other people, which both opened my eyes to how powerful an experience it could be, as well as to the warnings of this wife-sharing fetish getting out of control, and leading to the end of marriages.
When Hayley came home to report that nothing had happened, that her date had been “a complete gentleman”, I had felt disappointment. But she did reveal that her co-star seemed under the impression that she was attempting to seduce him—and that he was obviously open to such an approach, though he was reluctant to make a fool out of himself.
“He suggested dinner again on Thursday night,” she said, and the flames of hope reignited inside me.
“That’s great!”
“I feel like a bit of a fraud.”
“Why? It’s just a date, he knows it doesn’t guarantee anything.”
She shrugged. “I’m stringing him along, though, aren’t I?”
“You’re an actress working on her craft. It’s no worse than method acting.”
Thursday night came, and I waited dutifully for her at home, wondering if I ought to have gone out to try to check up on her, to monitor her dinner with Aaron Simpson, to see for myself how it was going. I’m sure Hayley would have told me where they were going if I’d asked. Yet at the same time, I didn’t want to appear creepy. I wanted her to see the act of dating another guy as being nothing too extraordinary.
I waited, and reflected on the danger that this odd fantasy of mine might push Hayley to do something she didn’t really want to do, and damage our bond in the process. So I let it go, I didn’t press her. She came home feeling quietly pleased with herself, telling me that once again, it had been a nice dinner, but the flirting had remained courteous, the two of them aware they had to work with each other closely, both wary of doing anything to spoil things.
“But I do think he thinks I’m just desperate to sleep with him,” she grinned mischievously. “That maybe when the movie is finally in the can, something might actually happen.”
“Well that’s probably a good thing, right?”
“Uh-huh,” she said, and I could see in her eyes a little glimmer of excitement that she was obviously able to attract such a man as Aaron Simpson. That excitement had the knock-on effect of stirring me, too.
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A few days later, Hayley texted me from the movie set to ask if it was okay for her to go on another date with Aaron, and that set me buzzing. Once again, it was the word ‘date’ that set my heart rate racing. She wasn’t just hanging out with her co-star, checking out some hot new restaurant somewhere—she was dating him.
I spent another strange evening on my own, waiting for her to come back to me, wondering if she might stay out all night.
She came home after midnight, buzzing and tipsy.
“There was somebody from the New York Times on set!” she said, out of breath despite having taken a taxi back home.
She jumped on me as I lay on the bed, and kissed me ferociously.
“They interviewed me—said they’re doing a profile on me since I’m an up-and-coming actress.”
“That’s wonderful, honey!” I said, though the throbbing part of me between my thighs only wanted to hear what had happened on her date that evening.
“The director was saying how good I’ve been in the part, and how the chemistry I have with Aaron is so incredible….”
“Fantastic!”
Then she pulled away from me, her energy falling flat. “I kissed him,” she said.
I felt a jolt of energy surge through my chest. “You kissed him?”
She climbed off the bed, and I could see she was nervous. “I…I had a few drinks…we were both so over-the-moon about the Times interview…and I mentioned how we were going to have to kiss a few times in the scenes we’re about to shoot….”
“So, what, you were practicing a little?”
She nodded. “It just didn’t…quite seem like practicing.”
She was leaning back against the window sill now, as though she needed distance between us, anxious at how I would react to her full confession. “I don’t know….” she said. “I guess he thought it was the next step for us…and we’ll be shipping out to Europe in a couple weeks, so we won’t be able to do much…are you angry with me?”
I wasn’t angry, I was elated. But how could I tell her without making Hayley perceive me as some kind of freak. “Of course not,” I said. “It was me that told you to date him in the first place, right?”
“You did.”
“I knew there was a risk something might happen,” I said. “But I trust you, so….”
“You trust me? But I kissed him!”
“It’s just a kiss. And Jesus, you’re going to do more than that with him when you start shooting love scenes, right?” I felt it was my fantasy talking now, persuading us both that this was all great, that there could be no better conclusion that Hayley tumbling between the sheets with this Hollywood veteran. “This is just a work thing,” I added.
“You’re not insane with jealousy?” Hayley said, standing up, taking a couple of steps over to the full-length mirror in the corner of our bedroom.
“Should I be?” I asked her. “You’re not interested in him, are you? You don’t actually want to sleep with him.”
“I’m a married woman.”
“And even if you did, you wouldn’t want to leave me for him?”
“Of course not.”
I watched her looking at herself in the mirror, her hands running over her curves as though examining what Aaron Simpson might lust after—or what the audience in hundreds or thousands of movie theaters across the world would lust over when the picture was released.
“So then…” I said.
She laughed. “So wait. You want me to date my co-star, and I can kiss him if I like, and you’re not pissed at me at all?”
“I said: I trust you.”
She pulled her top up to reveal her fine midriff and her beautifully rounded breasts. What had happened to her bra? Then she slowly pulled it over her head. This was who I had sent out there to date another man. This is the exquisite beauty another man kissed tonight.
“You know, I think it worked?” she said, gently stroking her breasts in front of the mirror. “Having dinner with him…making him think I was into him….”
She turned to me, and I could see how hard her nipples were even in the low light from the single bedside lamp illuminating our bedroom. She enjoyed the effect she had on me when I watched her. The same way, I guessed, she enjoyed the attention of other men—including Aaron.
I watched her pull down her jeans, and underneath her panties were almost transparent. Jesus. I did get a little shiver of pleasure at getting to see such a thing when impressive men like Aaron Simpson could not.
“It makes him want you,” I said.
“It makes our performance more credible,” she corrected me as she came to sit on the bed next to me.
“So you have any more dates lined up?”
She shook her head. “I don’t think so. Although he did ask if I wanted to get together Tuesday, just before we head off to Europe.”
Hayley leaned over me, her hand slipping under the bed sheets, reaching for my crotch. She caught her breath as her fingers found their way around my raging erection.
“Somebody’s pleased to see me.” She was joking, but the way she bit her lip as she slowly peeled back the covers and then my boxer shorts was completely serious.
“It’s not every day he gets to see an actress profiled by the New York Times stripping off,” I said.
“A lot of days, though,” she grinned, brushing her red hair back over her shoulders, out of her face, before lying down to take my stiff shaft in her hands—and in her mouth.
“You are really hard.” She drew her tongue up from the base of my shaft to my tip. “It’s not always like this….”
My state of hardness drew her up, to quickly remove her panties and then climb onto me again, to take my cock inside her hot pussy, riding me reverse-cowgirl, facing my feet.
“You’re really wet,” I said, teasing her a little. “You’re not always like this….”
“It’s just how I get when the performance is going well,” she insisted.
“Or if the date with Aaron is going well.”
She paused, and it could just have been because she was dealing with the feelings running through her because my cock was filling her up so tightly. But my dark side, the side where the fantasy was imprinted in my circuits, persuaded me that it was because there was some element of truth in what I said about her date.
“That turns you on?”
I felt my cock throbbing at that, as the butterflies in my stomach were sent fluttering all over the place. Hayley laughed, so I guess she felt it, too.
I said, “I don’t know. I guess so.”
“And because I kissed him?”
The next throb of my fiercely hard cock was as good as an answer for her. It made her emit another a little gasp.
“And what if I’d let him touch me?” she asked. Her hips gyrated over me, coaxing my cock with her tight pussy. Again, I was throbbing at her words. “If I’d let him put his hands under my top, on my bare skin, on my breasts while he kissed me?”
Another throb.
“You’re not the slightest bit jealous?”
The thing was, I was jealous. A little, anyway. There was certainly a dark side to the way I felt about her being with someone else. And yet at the same time, it only seemed to add to the excitement, lending an adrenaline rush to what would otherwise only be sexual arousal.
“You know, I think I am a little,” I said. “It’s just…I know that I wouldn’t lose you. I do trust you.”
She said, “And if I let him take me home? Let him tear off my clothes? Fuck me on his bed?”
Again, more throbbing down below. Hayley prised herself off me, then turned around to face me, taking my cock back inside her to resume her bouncing on me. She wanted to see my face as she continued probing me about this strange little response of mine to her date.
“You want me to sleep with him, don’t you?” she asked. Again, my hardness betrayed my true feelings.
She was so flushed, shocked at discovering this dirty fantasy of mine. But perhaps it turned her on too to some degree.
She said, “You like the idea of me cheating on you?”
I held her waist and thrust my hips upward to drive my hardness deep inside her. “It’s not cheating if I know about it,” I said.
“And if you approve, right?” she panted. “What…is it about? You want…me to let you sleep with some other woman?”
“It’s nothing like that,” I insisted. I was actually a touch surprised that, from her expression, she was believing me fully. I guess trust works both ways.
“It…turns you on…the thought of me…being with someone else?”
I smiled. “I can’t really explain it, it just is.”
She grinned, and focused on the movement of her hips, fucking me hard, making the most of the enhanced state of my arousal that night.
She collapsed on me as the orgasm tore through us both, and we were rolling around coming and laughing and gasping for breath—I’ve never experienced anything like it before.
“You know…it could never happen, don’t you?” she said as we finally came to a halt, lying side by side, sweaty and exhausted.
“Uh-huh.”
“I’d never really be able to cheat on you—even if you said I could.”
“It’s not cheating—”
“—If you let me, I know,” she finished. “But even so, I’d feel too guilty. And I’d worry that if I really did it, perhaps you’d change your mind. The fantasy…well, it wouldn’t stack up to reality.”
“Nobody’s telling you to do it,” I said. And to be honest, I wasn’t sure whether I really wanted it to happen or not, either. Then I added, “It’s just…if you were ever tempted….”
She laughed. “You are crazy. I need to cool off with Aaron. Things are moving too fast.”
I sighed inwardly at that, though on the plus side, I knew the two of them would be shooting their love scenes soon enough.



 
 
 
Chapter Five
 
 
 
It wasn’t long before the New York Times profile on Hayley came out, and suddenly everything was changing. For a start, we had photographers lurking outside our little home in Redondo Beach—some of whom seemed to follow Hayley wherever she went.
As a result of that, the two of us moved into a hotel—the Belle Époque out in Beverley Hills—which was geared up to offer the rich and famous some protection from the paparazzi stalkers, although it didn’t help when Hayley was away from the hotel. Liona helped us find a suitable real estate agent to step up our search for a new home that would give us a little more privacy, but ultimately she told us: “Face it, guys, your lives are about to go completely strange.”
The Times profile led fairly rapidly to a day for Hayley spent with a photographer from GQ magazine. They wanted to capitalize on the Times profile, so GQ managed to squeeze a photoset into its very next issue. And it was quite a racy photoset, offering Hayley lounging around an apartment wearing nothing but expensive lingerie.
While I was at work one morning, a co-worker of mine, Adrian Bassett, came up to my desk. “Is that your wife doing a movie with Aaron Simpson?”
I’d kept the whole status of Hayley on the low-key at my office, so I was a little surprised Adrian came straight out and asked me.
“Uh-huh,” I saw no alternative but to confirm.
“Jesus, man! You are one lucky sum-bitch.”
I smiled, and stammered a brief thank you for the compliment, but I didn’t quite know how to handle it. Later that day, various people—mainly guys, but some women—approached me to comment about Hayley’s GQ spread. Only one person, a paralegal named Riley, warned me to be careful letting my wife get too close to Aaron Simpson.
“He is one hot piece of work,” the tall brunette said. “You wanna make sure she comes home at night.”
After that, I seemed to enjoy a little enhanced status at work, though I felt the need to downplay any talk about my wife, it was something of a distraction otherwise.
Hayley definitely enjoyed the buzz as her profile increased, however, and thrived off the attention. And all the trappings of fame came so suddenly that at first, it was entertaining. When we were sat at home together, we looked at online articles and magazines, not to mention gossipy TV shows, which were all becoming obsessed with the new star of Aaron Simpson’s latest picture.
“Jesus, it’s not even out yet!” Hayley protested, but she was smiling about it.
It might be irritating to live in a hotel until we could move into a more private residence, but at least it was a luxury hotel—and the movie studio was paying for it, so its star would be in form for the rest of the shoot.
There were ‘news’ stories about what dress Hayley wore to dinner at a certain restaurant. Stories about how everyone on the movie loved her, how Aaron Simpson couldn’t get enough of her, about various fictional movie offers that were coming her way as a result of her current role. There were also the bad stories, though at this stage they were more amusing to Hayley than anything. Stories about her having a bad hair day, when actually she’d been pictured in between shooting scenes where her hair had been meant to be that way. There were the fake family stories about some fictional uncle who was struggling with alcoholism, forcing Hayley to fly back to visit him and lend him her support every other week. There were the intrusive stories of what clothes Hayley was buying, what food she was eating, what music she was listening to.
And some of it was her new publicist’s work, of course. Jake was working with Liona to build up Hayley’s profile, so that when it came to negotiating fees for her next movie project, she’d get more than a C-list nobody.
There wasn’t much coverage even mentioning that Hayley was married—it seemed an aspect of her life that was simply ignored, with most pictures showing her with Aaron, or with other co-stars, hobnobbing with other celebrities where and when it happened. I was left out of the picture, though, and that was perfectly fine with me.
 
 
*
 
 
A couple days before production moved thousands of miles away to Europe, I came back to our hotel suite to find Hayley gazing in the mirror at herself, standing there in a pair of jeans and a black-and-white floral top, and for a moment I paused, not wanting her to know I could see her.
Here was this “ordinary girl” that I’d always known, who was now shooting a major Hollywood movie opposite Aaron Simpson. Her life was changing beyond all recognition. Was she the same girl she’d always seen in the mirror?
Her thumbs dipped beneath the waistband of her jeans, pulling them slightly down to reveal a band of midriff—and then, startling me a little as I watched—the top of her bush, the tidy patch of hair leading down to the delights beneath.
While one of her hands held down the front of her jeans, she started stroking the soft hair on her mound with the other. Then she forced her jeans down a little more, and was stroking her muff with both hands, teasing the hairs with her fingers.
I took another step up the stairs, and it duly creaked rather loudly underfoot.
Hayley didn’t try to hide herself, or cover up what she’d been doing.
She said, “Hey,” as though she’d known I was standing there watching her all the time.
“Hey,” I said. “What’s up?”
She pushed her jeans down, and I saw that she wasn’t wearing any panties. Had she really gone commando for her latest read-through with Aaron Simpson?
“I’m going to have to wax it,” she said, and I stepped up behind her to watch her stroking her pubic hair in the mirror.
“For the movie?”
“Uh-huh.”
I felt a little ripple of arousal. She’d never waxed for me. But she was doing it so that when it came time to lie with Aaron Simpson, she was completely hairless down there. I guess she would have millions of people watching her when the movie came out, too. It was exciting to think of her doing something so intimate because she was going to show off her nakedness to other men. There was no other reason to wax her pussy other than to ensure that when other men saw it, it was a turn-on.
I liked her having a little hair down there. But I couldn’t get away from the fact that it seemed more than slightly naughty for her to want to wax it, and not for my benefit as her husband. That had me going.
I hugged her gently from behind, nuzzling into her neck, one of my hands slipping round to find its way to her mound, my fingers easing into the soft hair to replace her caresses there.
“So you need to do this because it’s right for your character in the movie, right?” I smiled.
“Something like that,” she said, and wriggled out of her jeans completely as I continued to tease the hair above her pussy.
My fingers slid lower, finding their way to the moisture and the heat of her sex, making her moan as they dipped inside her. I slumped down to my knees, pulling her jeans down the rest of the way to the floor, breathing the intoxicating smell of her excitement as I helped her step out of them.
“When are you doing it?” I craned my neck to touch my lips gently against the soft fuzz over her pussy, breathing in her spicy fragrance as I began to caress her doomed pussy hair with my face.
“I have an appointment in the morning.” She lifted one of her legs, so that her thigh rested over my shoulder, her foot touching against my back—controlling me so that my mouth was over the dewy lips of her pussy, locked in place under her.
“You know I’ll enjoy it one way or the other,” I said.
“Okay, because it’ll take a while to grow back,” she replied, leaning back against the cold glass of the mirror as I tended to her smoldering sex.
By now, it was almost expected that when she was done with her day’s shoot with Aaron, she would be horny, and I would get back to deliver her sweet release from any frustration that built up. I loved it—who wouldn’t, as beautiful as she was? But it was also a sense that she needed me, despite her overnight success, she still wanted me, she still loved me.
I came home the day of her waxing appointment, and she was waiting for me in her workout clothes. She stripped off to show me her new look.
“Wow, you really didn’t leave any at all.” I marveled at her as I slumped to my knees before her.
“It’s kind of expected these days.” She stroked her strangely smooth mound as she looked down on me, smiling a little self-consciously.
“Is it right for your character in the movie?” I grinned, leaning in to touch the back of my fingers gently against her soft, soft skin.
“She’s…I guess she’s a little younger than her husband in the movie, a little trashy perhaps….”
“And younger than the prison guard she has an affair with?”
“Well, of course,” she smiled at my dig at Aaron Simpson. “So you like it?”
I stooped slightly, and kissed her bare mound. “I like it both ways,” I said. “It’s nice to be a little different, though.”
She moaned as I kissed my way down to her smooth, smooth pussy lips, but warned: “Careful. It’s still pretty tender down there.”
But she didn’t stop me as I teased apart her pussy lips, playing with her gently, getting a feel for her waxed flesh. She also didn’t stop me as I pressed my mouth to her tender folds, and tasted the slickness that was already appearing. Wow. My wife had waxed her pussy for the purpose of appearing naked in a movie that would be seen by thousands.
I slipped a finger inside her as I sucked gently on her clit, and felt how wet she already was.
She sighed as I got myself familiar with her new look, as I indulged in the difference in her. She wasn’t kidding when she said she was still tender from the waxing, though. I had to stop, and then she would consent only to going down on me. While she took me in her mouth, though, she had me lie on the bed so she could lie over me, allowing me to gaze at her sweet hairless pussy until I was pumping my thick cream down her throat.
 
 
*
 
 
I wasn’t sure what would happen when the movie shoot headed abroad, and her confidence-boosting, libido-strengthening bursts in front of the cameras took place thousands of miles away from her husband. I bought her a brand-new luxury vibrator to help when I wasn’t available. She was happy enough at my gift, but I was quietly hoping she might relieve her tension with her co-star instead.
I did notice as Hayley moved through the production stage of the movie was that her confidence level shot through the roof. I wouldn’t say that it made her sexually dominant, but knowing that men really did adore her—from the fact she had been cast in that role, and the way she was treated on set—meant she made the most of her body, rather than coming to the process of sex as the shy girl I’d married.
When she came home, there was none of the self-consciousness that had occasionally seen us making love in the dark back in the early days. None of the reluctance to accept oral sex that had come from a deep-seated fear that men didn’t like it.
Now, she came home, sometimes she’d be stripping off before the front door had closed behind her, and called for me out of the need for my mouth on her pussy, or my hard cock inside her. If she felt like it, she’d stand while I sat on the ground beneath her to service her, she’d hold my head and ride me like a seat on a carousel. Or she’d pounce on me while I was lounging on the sofa, scrabbling to pull out my cock, or hopping up to deposit her soaking pussy on my face, with or without underwear. She’d come home in skirts that were so short they were virtually belts, drop her panties and bend over the kitchen counter demanding my attention.
And every time I’d ask her if something had happened with Aaron, something that might have got her particularly wound up, she simply smiled and said ‘no’, reminding me as I plunged my hardness into her quivering sex that Aaron was ever the consummate professional. That he was clearly interested, but that the business of making movies came first for him, and as producer he wasn’t one to mess with the help.
 
 
*
 
 
What she did when she went to Europe was to call home on Skype, and we’d do our best to relieve our tensions long-distance.
Video technology being as good as it was by now meant it was often as though we were in the same room. Only we couldn’t touch each other.
She’d watch me, demanding that I strip for her, that I touch my cock for her, that I get hard watching her slowly removing her clothes. I’d instruct her to remove her top, her skirt, and lie back to stroke her pussy through her panties as she watched my physical response to her.
“How’s Aaron?” I’d ask as she slowly took off her bra, revealing stiff little nipples I longed to take into my mouth.
“He’s fine,” she’d say, adding some description of a scene they were shooting—escaping through fields or remote country lanes, for the passage after the great prison escape, or enjoying the glitz and glamor of Paris as the prison guard romanced the wife of his inmate even to the extent of foreign travel.
“You had to kiss him today?”
“Not today,” she’d say, “but I think I will be tomorrow.”
And I might continue, “How was dinner last night?”
She’d say, “Very nice.”
“Aaron invite you back to his room for some script rehearsals?”
“I told him I was a little tired.” She’d blush, or tilt her head, or some other sign that she was hiding something, though I was okay about her taking her time in finding the strength to tell me all. Or maybe she wasn’t hiding something, and she was simply teasing me, knowing that I was on the edge of my seat every moment now, hoping that she’d relent and just try a little fling with another man.
Some nights, she might have had a few glasses of wine, and while I’d watch her lying there on her hotel bed, her legs parted, hand slipped inside her panties to stir circles around her beautifully waxed pussy, she’d be more in a mood to tease me.
“We were kissing a lot today,” she’d say. “He’s a pretty good kisser.”
“Great, it would be disappointing if he wasn’t,” I’d reply.
“I’m not sure it’s strictly stage kissing,” she’d beam, stretching the black lace of her panties this way or that to expose little glimpses of her pink slit to me across thousands of miles of space. “I mean, the director wants us to make it realistic, so you know…there’s tongues, there’s lips, there’s…”
She’d slide her panties down her thighs, and I’d see how wet she was. I’d see the faint white traces in her panties that she’d been wet at some point earlier that day.
“It’s nice, kissing him?” I’d ask her. “I bet it gets you all hot inside.”
“And wet. That’s what you want to hear, right?”
Then her panties would be gone, and she’d lie there breathing deeply, her fingers massaging her pussy, tracing out the length of her labia, circling around her clit, making wet noises through the crystal-clear microphone.
“And you know what,” she might say if I was really lucky. “When we were pressing against each other, and sucking face like there was no tomorrow…I could feel his…thing….”
This from my wife, who ruled out dating Aaron Simpson, but apparently enjoyed feeling his hard cock pressing against her while they filmed romantic scenes.
“I bet you’re tempted to offer him a little personal time in your trailer,” I’d say.
She’d smile and say, “But I’m a good little wife, I would never do something like that.”
Or if she was in a friskier mood, she’d say something like, “If I got him to take that thing out of his pants, filming would be so delayed it would probably make the movie go bust.”
I trusted her, she had no reason to lie. If she had wanted to fuck Aaron Simpson, she knew well enough that she could, and that I’d be happy with it, hoping she’d tell me the details when she was ready.
I’d watch her pulling out her vibrator, trailing its tip around her wet pussy as though it were some guy’s dick trying to get in. I’d watch her slide it inside her, and imagine that she was allowing Aaron Simpson to take that final step, to become the only other man inside her since we started dating.
“You think he’s as big as your vibrator?” I’d ask her.
“Bigger. Much bigger.”
We enjoyed teasing each other.
Driving each other crazy until one of us came first—like it was some kind of competition.
You could say we adjusted to the pressures placed upon our marriage.
The next series of pressures, though, included the return of the movie production to local studio space—and the start of the last stage of principal photography: the sex.



 
 
 
Chapter Six
 
 
 
It was when production came back to Los Angeles and I knew they were getting to the final scenes—the sex scenes—that I started feeling the fear that Aaron Simpson was really about to sleep with my wife.
I say fear, but there was still that sexual excitement in me every time I thought about my wife going away from me to be naughty with someone else.
But here there would be about a week where Hayley would do little but lay around a bed with Aaron Simpson and the guy who played her husband.
Frustratingly for me, when she returned home she refused to allow me to touch her sexually, for fear that it would affect her one way or another before the incredibly intimate work she was about to perform.
“I’ll make it up to you,” she promised. “Once these scenes are in the can, we should go away together.”
And Hayley wouldn’t even be staying at home when the scenes were shot: the studio put her up in a luxury hotel close to the set, so that she and Aaron could be brought in at any random time of day or night to continue filming once a shot had been set up.
The first evening she went away, her agent Liona turned up on our doorstep. I assumed as soon as I saw her that she would be accompanying Hayley to the hotel, and would be perhaps chaperoning her as the rest of the movie was shot. But to my surprise, after Hayley finished up straightening her casual-but-not-too-casual charcoal gray dress, checking the waves of long red hair flowing down her back, and perfecting her make-up in the mirror by the front door, before a little air-kissing goodbye to yours truly, she was escorted to the limousine by the chauffeur alone, leaving Liona to hang back with me.
“You’re not going with her?” I asked as we waved farewell to my exquisite wife.
“It’s a closed set,” said the sharp blonde in reply. “Authorized cast and crew only. And only a few of the crew at that.”
“Because of the sex scenes?”
She nodded, and smiled. “But I’m not here for her,” she said, surprising me. “Come on—I have a table booked at La Provençale.”
I wrinkled my brow. “For you and me?”
She grinned. “Would that be all right? Hayley asked me to keep you company a little this evening.”
“Uh…okay, I suppose that would be fine.”
She drove so I could drink, and I guess I did need a strong glass or two. It was a nice discreet restaurant with low-lighting and the kind of booths that could keep everyone but the waiting staff from intruding on a private conversation.
“So, how are you feeling?”
“Good. I think.”
Liona was sympathetic to my plight. It felt nice to have a reassuring person to talk to. “You know it’s just a movie, right?”
“Of course.”
“So I don’t have to tell you they won’t be…you know…fucking…for real?”
“I know.”
She nodded. “And most of the time they’re shooting, they’ll be wearing underwear anyway….”
“Most of the time?” I attempted a wry grin.
She broke out into another broad smile. She was one of those blondes who made you feel like you’d achieved something impressive just to make her smile like that. It warmed me a little inside, at least, where my nest of vipers was currently squirming.
We ordered our food—salad for Liona, who didn’t appear to be eating properly, merely for show—and a fish dish for myself—with the waiter providing some exceedingly speedy service.
“It’s really very awkward,” she said. “Shooting sex scenes. Not sexy at all.”
“You seen many?” I chomped on breadsticks while she didn’t even seem to want to consume water while we waited for our meals, and I suspected she was on some kind of special diet—one of those Hollywood women, paranoid about their weight.
“A few,” she said. “And I hear about them from my clients, of course. You’ve got dozens of people standing around tending to this or that, repositioning you, lighting you, the director yelling instructions, guys running in to blast you with fake sweat between takes. You’re trying not to stumble over your lines and not to get in the way of the other actor’s light…all while trying to seem like you’re so passionate about him, so completely into the sex…it’s really not an enjoyable experience for the actors.”
“I suppose not.”
“Everyone’s kind of embarrassed about it, and the things the director’s shouting seem kind of dumb all the time, and the actors are both wishing they were somewhere else—anywhere else, and they’re imagining that everyone around them is judging them—and they’re not, but you can’t get away from feeling that. It’s nothing like you’d imagine seeing the footage at the end.”
“I guess it takes great acting, huh?” I smiled.
“But they have incentive to get it over with as fast as possible.”
“A week, though,” I laughed. “And they’re only mostly wearing underwear while they’re doing it.”
She laughed. “He’ll probably be wearing a little flesh-colored thong when they’re doing the actual fucking parts,” she said.
“Dry humping all week with Aaron Simpson,” I chuckled. “Some girls would kill for that.”
“You’re a good guy, David, supporting her in all this. You guys should get well rewarded, too. I think Hayley will really make it with this movie.”
“I hope so. She deserves to.”
“She has the talent, she has the looks.”
 
 
*
 
 
I took it as a good sign that Hayley came back from her week shooting sex scenes, and she wasn’t in the mood for real sex for a while.
“God, I never want to do that again,” she said, as she slumped down with me in front of the TV wearing baggy sweatpants and a hooded top. “It was, like, the most awkward thing I’ve ever done.”
“You got to spend all week in bed with Aaron Simpson!” I chuckled. “Your teenage self would have killed for that.”
“My teenage self wouldn’t have imagined doing it with 50 other people in the room, stopping and starting all the time for days straight, someone yelling at you all the time to put your hand here or there, move your shoulder this way, put your knee over there and bend your head some impossible way….”
“Sounds pretty horrible.”
“It was. I mean, you get through it. You kind of get used to it after a day or so—but you don’t really see it as sex, somehow. It’s not romantic, it’s…I don’t know…very scripted, very planned, and you’re just following every instruction and then waiting for the next one.”
I guess it was something of an anticlimax for someone like me, increasingly obsessed with the idea of my wife enjoying a little liberated sexual fun outside our marriage.
The next time we were actually in the mood for a little physicality with each other, I raised one of the key questions whirling around my head ever since that dinner with Liona when Hayley had gone off to shoot her sex scenes.
“Was he hard while you were doing those scenes together?”
Straddling me, she sat pressing down on my hardness, though I wasn’t yet inside her. Her pause suggested that she needed to figure out how to tell me, there was no way it was something she’d struggle to remember.
“Some of the time,” she said. “But you know…we were both wearing these flesh-colored thongs, and I had a kind of pad thing on my…you know….”
“A pad?” I smiled. “Now that sounds sexy.”
She shrugged. “But you know, he’s a guy, and I was almost naked…you have to expect there’ll be some…stiffness….”
“Was he big?” I asked
She rolled her eyes, but now started grinding against me. “You’re probably happy he was pressing that thing against me, huh?” she joked, though it wasn’t entirely a joke.
“You have a problem with that?”
She smiled and shook her head. “I guess it could be worse, I could have a husband who denounced me as Satan every time I did a mild love scene with another actor.”
“I don’t think I really believe in Satan.”
“But you know,” she said, taking my swollen, throbbing cock inside her tight little pussy now, “I’m only yours, David. I’ll only ever be yours.”
“I know.”
“Even if you have some weird fantasy about me cheating on you.”
“How many times do I have to say it?” I grinned. “It’s not cheating if I know about it.”



 
 
 
Chapter Seven
 
 
 
On the way to Hollywood wearing my best suit, I sat there being warned yet again it was only a movie, that I had to remember at all times while watching it, that it wasn’t real. It was a shock, nevertheless, when it came to my first moments seeing her up there on the big screen making love to another man.
None of it seemed real, from the very beginning. Turning up at a theatre on Hollywood Boulevard for the Premiere, the stretched limo pulling up in front of a crowd of baying fans, flashing cameras and the red carpet. Hovering awkwardly behind my gorgeous, glamorous wife, far enough away from her to give her room for the photographers, the lights were dazzling, the noise stupefying, the stage fright intimidating.
It was a relief to step inside the lobby of the Indian Theater. Even if it was already crowded with people from the movie, publicity hounds for the studio and various invited guests in assorted evening wear, it was more civilized than the chaos outside.
“Hey, how’s it going?”
“Great to see you!”
“This is hubby? Oh. Hayley!”
God. Every glance included some bewilderingly famous person within it—I felt a fraud to be here, I was put in the shade by so many bright stars around us.
“There you are! Fabulous to see you, sweetie!”
“How are you?”
“Oh, you know. Bannerman’s was closed this afternoon for some God-unknown reason, so my nails are simply frightful!”
There were lots of air kisses as we circled the crowd, clutching Champagne flutes and fancy canapés, uttering brief nothings in greeting and admiration to people Hayley might have known, but I suspect she didn’t.
I felt like the invisible man: eyes flicked onto my face for mere fractions of seconds before deciding I was nobody, and then it was as though I wasn’t even there. I didn’t mind too much—it wasn’t my world.
Hayley, on the other hand, was like some bright gravitational force, drawing all energy toward her, with even the brightest of stars obliged to take her in, and attempt to meet her. She drew plenty of complements on her dress, of course, since she did look pretty incredible in the tiny little crimson sequined thing. I still found it more than a little shocking how much skin it showed off.
I couldn’t blame the men in there. The sweet girl-next-door, as I usually saw her, had been temporarily replaced by a devilish seductress in a tiny dress and nylons. Her red hair was highlighted with strands of honey and gold, almost strawberry blonde. And she hadn’t gone for the usual understated make-up strategy, playing up her wholesome friendly charm—her elfin face was accented by mascara and heavy eyeliner, her lips splashed with sinful scarlet.
When we’d been just about to leave home, it had left me stunned to see her walk out of the bathroom looking like this, like some life-long sexual fantasy.
“My agent said I need to flaunt it,” she’d said.
“Wow,” was all I could really say by way of judgment.
“You do know it’s an Aaron Simpson movie?”
“How could I not?”
“So then,” she’d shrugged, and I had had to concede that this new look of hers did fit with the kind of brazen pin-up dream-girl chic that Aaron Simpson’s leading ladies usually displayed.
Confusing seeing her that way, though. She’d never dressed up for me like that. But then, she’d become a different woman through the process of her film shoot. She’d started out a polite, mousey girl who probably wouldn’t have said ‘boo’ to a goose, and she’d come out the other end a divine Hollywood starlet, a goddess in human form—with all the supreme confidence that came with it. She had come out of her shell, and her body was almost public property now. And she had to respond to the expectations that were laid on her, at least the ones laid on by her agent, her new publicist, her new manager, her new personal trainer, her fans.
Seeing her like that, as we left our little house on Redondo Beach, it made me wonder how she looked in the movie itself. The audience was going to see her in full Technicolor—and without any clothes. There was something exciting in that, though I still couldn’t quite comprehend why I felt that way. The six-figure check—and her agent’s promises of future seven-figure checks—probably helped.
But there was something flattering in knowing I’d made the right choice in my wife, that she was so gorgeous—as I’d seen while she’d been still waiting tables—and she was mine, but the world would now recognize it, too, while she adorned their posters and screens.
“Hayley, my how spectacular you look tonight!”
“Thanks Reggie!”
“Give my love to Aaron. He’s been looking for you.”
I felt like telling all these guys at the party who kept slipping surreptitious glances Hayley’s way: I got her first. I noticed her when the world didn’t.
There weren’t just surreptitious glances, there were outright stares, and there were smiles. I saw Hayley returning some of those smiles, and my stomach lurched. Hayley flashing expressions I had never seen before—suggestive, naughty, dangerous. Oh, I knew it was Hollywood, it was all make-believe, she was an actress. But the looks she was giving men all around the room hinted that she might be available later if they had a few minutes and a darkened room.
I caught myself, recognizing how ridiculous I was, hoping for and fearing the possibility that all this would tempt my beautiful wife into some naughty indiscretion. This was just business. It wasn’t what you knew, it was who you knew, and like any actress plucked from nowhere to star in a major motion picture, Hayley had to make connections fast, else she’d quickly slip off the fast-track career ladder.
“Haaay-leeee!”
And there was Aaron Simpson, Jesus. A man I had been watching in darkened movie theaters since I was a boy.
“Oh my God!” He was making a beeline for us. Jesus.
“Hey, Aaron,” Hayley was all smiles, of course. The perfect networker.
“My God, you look good enough to eat,” the Hollywood megastar said, unconcerned that she might have a date on her arm.
“This is…uh…my husband.”
Aaron Simpson turned his hundred million dollar smile toward me. He did a good job faking friendliness, but his practiced smile didn’t quite touch his eyes.
“Nice to meet you, sir,” he said, full of false enthusiasm.
“Uh… hi. Great to meet you—I’ve seen all your movies,” I said, feeling small, pathetic, that last comment slipping through my lips without thinking, embarrassing me as it turned out.
“Good to know,” Aaron nodded, making me feel he’d heard such platitudes so many times before, it wasn’t worth commenting on these days. He turned back to Hayley, undressing her with his eyes.
“Listen, sweetie, I wanted to talk to you about another project we might do together,” he said.
Hayley’s eyes lit up, a faint flush appearing in her pale face. Jesus, she looked like a schoolgirl with a crush who had just noticed her and suggested they go out for coffee some time.
“I’d…I’d love to,” she said, slightly out of breath, dazzled by this most famous of men despite having worked with him so closely for so many weeks. A moment passed, and she realized her utterance wasn’t quite fully professional. She clarified herself: “I mean, of course. We’ll have to set up a meeting.”
Aaron nodded, smiling warmly this time, genuine when it was directed at Hayley.
For a beat, they just stared at each other, as though flirting telepathically.
“Enjoy the movie,” Aaron said to me as he turned on his heels and sauntered away. I couldn’t fault the guy, he was charming.
 
 
*
 
 
I watched my stunning wife silently observing the superstar floating off into the crowd, feeling faintly nauseated and yet elated by just how bewitched she seemed to be by him. As I excused myself for a moment to visit the restroom before the movie began, I also found to my surprise that I was quite unbelievably erect in response to the way this other man so thrilled Hayley.
Even after a while of experiencing this fantasy, I couldn’t really tell whether I’d actually be able to cope with it happening right before my eyes. It was complicated.
“See you in there?” her voice now broke me from my thoughts.
“Uh…sure,” I said, concealing the confusion circulating inside me.
“Don’t take too long—it’s supposed to start in five minutes.”
“Sure, honey. Won’t be a minute.”
I didn’t really need the restroom. I just needed a breather. I wandered upstairs, and found another bar catering to a similarly stellar crowd, though without Hayley on my arm I could slip in undetected. People stared through me—I was the invisible man. It was fine: I headed to the quietest corner of the bar and ordered an iced water, and at least there I felt I could just pause and think for a moment or two.
Hayley was a professional actress now, and by the signs of it, her career was really starting to take off. The sense I got from the people surrounding her in this party was that she had a future. There were so many people trying to butter her up, get on her good side. Of course she was going to come up against some of the most attractive men around. I’d always known I’d have to deal with it at some stage—I’d always had confidence she’d make it someday, even while she’d been merely waiting tables at a coffee shop in the East Village.
She deserved recognition for her hard work, her considerable acting talent—and, yes, for her beauty too.
I took a few deep breaths, calming myself, though strangely happy about the prospect of other people recognizing what a beauty my wife was—how that might build her confidence, add to that sexy little glint in her eye. Oh, I felt the jealousy, like acid in my stomach. I felt the cold fear that any moment, Hayley might become a bona fide celebrity, and therefore subject to the rules of celebrity, namely that marriages involving famous people always failed.
Yet the thought that someone as high and mighty as Aaron Simpson might envy me my wife made me feel curiously satisfied. The idea that Hayley could drive a man like that wild on set, and then come home to me, made me feel immense pleasure.
A couple of guys I didn’t recognize filled the space at the bar next to me, and I hardly gave them a second look. I couldn’t fail to hear their conversation, though.
“The critics won’t like it, but when has Aaron Simpson ever bothered with pleasing the critics?”
“He gets the box office, that’s the important thing.”
The tuxedo-clad guys seemed oblivious to who might be able to overhear their conversation just then. I just sipped my iced water and pretended I was off in my own world.
“It’s a happy coincidence that when he chooses a movie just so he gets the chance to bang another hot little starlet in front of the cameras, the audiences like it, too.”
I caught my breath, my heart rate suddenly picking up.
“Happy coincidence indeed. Well, apparently he’s stretched the boundaries to the full this time. It’ll be interesting to see how the audiences react.”
Sitting there listening to the conversation, I found myself recalling Hayley’s continued mantra: It’s only a movie. She’d said it so many times before they’d finally come out for this screening. But I was anxious about what the movie would finally be like—and how people would treat Hayley after seeing it.
“The money men have already signed up for a sequel, even before seeing the finished cut.”
“Jesus. He’s doing a sequel?”
“Supposedly. I heard he commissioned a script the moment he first laid eyes on his new leading lady.”
“Seriously? What’s her name? She’s nobody, right?”
“Hayley something. Marvin or Martin or Urchin or something like that. Supposed to be quite a looker. She was in GQ apparently, but I never saw it. Really got into the physical side of the love scenes, know what I mean.”
Drinks in hand, the two guys drifted back away from the bar, lost in the crowd, leaving me quivering there at the bar.
It’s only a movie, she had said.
She hadn’t mentioned anything about a sequel. Exactly how intimate had her sex scenes been with Aaron Simpson? What if he really did steal her from me, not least with the promise of making another movie?
I stood clutching my empty glass, and for a moment had to keep my stomach from evacuating its contents. Maybe I would need to find a restroom after all, if I was going to sit through three hours in which I would not be able to take a bathroom break, since I was the husband of one of the stars. Yet I was rock hard at the thought of Hayley being taken by someone else, and no amount of calm breathing was going to make that flag pole go down sufficient to use the bathroom.
I waited a few moments and decided just to head back downstairs to find my feet. Returning down to the front lobby, I found a dwindling number of people flocking into the main theater. The screening was about to start.
For a gut-wrenching few moments, I couldn’t see any sign of Hayley. My paranoia started creating scenarios in which she had slipped out the back of the theater with Aaron Simpson, to jump into a private limo for a quick ride to his hotel room.
I drifted into the auditorium, but there she was, near the front, turned to watch for her returning husband. I felt relief, but also the creeping hand of anxiety enclosing my heart at the thought that I was about to see, what it was that she’d done with her co-star in this damn movie.
“It’s only—” she whispered as the lights dimmed.
“A movie, yes, I know,” I finished her sentence, which seemed to satisfy her that the message was received and understood.



 
 
 
Chapter Eight
 
 
 
I was worried for a moment that Hayley would hear my pounding heart beat in the silence, as the initial credits appeared on screen. I just about managed to keep my breathing calm, regular.
Then, there she was. Jesus. She looked stunning.
I had seen Hayley on TV before, as an extra in various things, in her failed TV pilot. I’d seen her on stage, of course, too. But none of that quite prepared me for seeing her beauty up there on the silver screen, ten feet high.
Somehow, my beloved fresh-faced girl-next-door—with her pixyish face and freckles, her red hair tied loosely in a ponytail so she was forever tucking strands behind her ear—looked completely different, completely grown up, completely glamorous.
I was at once besotted, crushing hard on this actress the like of which I’d never seen before—and also knocked out of the park by the fact that this uncommon beauty was my wife.
Whatever the critics would say about the movie and its plot, Hayley was a natural up there on screen, and couldn’t fail to turn the heads of casting directors across Hollywood with this turn.
The movie was actually a lot more powerful a drama than I’d been expecting, though there were also the action sequences for which Aaron Simpson was better known. Hayley seemed to dominate the screen time since the story revolved around her and her relationship with both Aaron Simpson’s prison guard character and her character’s husband. I felt butterflies in my stomach each time she appeared alongside that Hollywood superstar, particularly as she began to charm and seduce him.
I found myself quietly gasping as I saw her fluttering her eyelids at him, playing with her hair, biting her lip to see a glimpse of his manly chest as the top button of his shirt came undone, or the way she was so flustered around him, flushing when he spoke to her.
It wasn’t real, and yet it was real because her acting was so good.
The growing bond between Hayley’s character and Aaron Simpson’s prison guard caused a little trembling in me to start with, but after a while, I was able to suspend my disbelief and see the two only as their characters, not their real life personas.
That was until the characters finally threw caution to the wind and kissed.
My stomach folded in on itself. Hayley was so beautiful, kissing the grizzled prison guard tenderly, caressing his cheek, pressing herself up against him. It was so real, his tongue snaking out, hers too, invading each other’s mouths, so depraved. He was fucking her mouth with his tongue.
This stranger who was not her husband.
In real life, sitting next to me, Hayley held my hand and squeezed gently, as though attempting to remind me: “It’s only a movie.”
But the kissing was only the beginning. As the plan developed, and the prisoner’s wife finally seduced the prison guard to persuade him to help them, I watched as she almost forced him to engage with her, slipping off her top as they sat together on a faded couch, turning to him, her bare breasts poised, nipples stiff, begging for his attention.
I was telling myself, it’s only a movie—but it was hard to believe seeing Hayley’s stiff nipples there on screen.
Kissing him, straddling him, melting the prison guard’s resolve, enticing him to respond, grabbing her, tearing off the rest of her clothes.
Oh God, seeing Hayley lying there bent over the couch, naked other than a tiny little thong, which Aaron Simpson now dragged down her smooth, coltish thighs. He ducked down to kiss her beautiful rounded rear, sweeping his hands over her soft skin, leaning down to press his face to her most personal area. The prison guard was tasting the wife of one of his inmates, kissing her sex before he pulled off his pants and lined up behind her.
Before he slid his cock inside Hayley from behind.
In real life, in the darkened theater, Hayley’s hand was all but crushing mine as though she was trying to distract me from the shocking infidelity I was watching in giant size before me.
As the prison guard turned her over, fucking her missionary style on that couch, the camera work exquisitely sophisticated and artful. I recognized the familiar moles on her upper chest, that little scar that was almost imperceptible on her knee—this was no body double.
There might not have been any actual penetration, though if there was it was perfectly hidden, but Aaron Simpson was naked on top of my lovely young wife, and whether or not it was acting, she was responding in blissful rapture, her face strained with sexual gratification, her moans so lifelike, her heaving chest and rock-hard nipples hard to put on so realistically.
I could see no flesh-colored underwear on either of them, though I conceded that computer graphics guys were very clever these days at digitally altering things on film.
And Jesus, it just never seemed to end. Soon she was on top of him, riding him, her thighs and her butt squeezing as she stirred with his hardness deep inside her.
She was kissing him, and then he was rolling her over, quite unmistakably powering to an orgasm—to apparently come deep inside her, with no hint of protection.
And as it all came to a powerful conclusion, she was crying gently: “How do you make me feel that way?”
And: “I’ve never felt like that before.”
And: “No one’s ever made me feel so good….”
I was shocked, stunned, breathless, but my cock strained in my pants, harder than it had ever been before at the wicked and glorious sight of my wife making love to another man, gaining her sexual freedom, indulging in the kind of physical exploration that wasn’t available to her as a married woman.
Taking real pleasure in this illicit encounter.
I wanted more, wanted to watch her adored by this Hollywood idol, wanted to see her pleasured by him, wanted to know she was being sexy and wicked, and experiencing something incredible as the result of my consent.
“You still love me?” she whispered as the sex scene came to an end. I turned my head to look at her, and there was no hint in her expression that she’d asked me that in jest, or irony, or anything other than straight concern.
She looked downright terrified.
Something about her obvious concern reassured me, seeing that I still meant something important to her.
“Of course,” I whispered in return.
Her expression turned to puzzled hope, that I wasn’t lying, that I wasn’t angry with her, even that I fully understood it was only acting.
The rest of the movie was something of a blur—the plot was, at least. I only saw Hayley and Aaron Simpson, how they looked at each other, the fiery chemistry they had with each other—chemistry that could not be faked, could not be acted. There were more sex scenes, of the detective calming the witness after an attempt had been made on her life, his quiet affection turning quickly to burning passion.
I was recognizing Hayley’s naked body while this other man—this famous man, this handsome, rich actor—kissed and licked her all over. It was no body double, she was no Julia Roberts, she really had another man lying between her thighs, pressing his cock against her, whatever state it was in.
And the way she acted in those sex scenes—it wasn’t the Hayley I knew so well from our own love-making. Here on the silver screen she seemed so brazen, so wicked, so alive. She might have started out in the movie as a demure innocent, but by the end of it, she was kneeling before him to take him into her mouth, straddling his lap as he sat in a chair, presenting her rear so they could have a quickie in a dark corner of the street, leading him into the bedroom where she could ride him, or be ridden, giving herself totally to him.
And there in the dark auditorium, in real life, Hayley just kept squeezing my hand, her eyes darting sideways to register my expression as I witnessed her Hollywood debut.
 
 
*
 
 
Afterwards, I was quiet for a while.
I was silent in the car journey to the after party, as a show-biz journalist with a studio-agreed exclusive came along for the ride, talking so animatedly to the “hot new star” that Hayley hardly managed to get a word in.
I was even feeling a little moody at the after party, as the pitying glances rained down on me, all of those watery looks offering me sympathy for being the husband of the actress who did that with her co-star.
Moody was only for a few minutes, though, before I looked at Hayley toiling so hard to work the room—ever aware that she was now technically between jobs again—and pulled myself together.
I wasn’t actively angry with her. The silence, the mood, the strong desire to crawl away and hide in some dark corner where nobody could see me—that was more to do with my dealing with the overwhelmingly strong feelings flowing through me.
I had enjoyed the sight of my wife sleeping with another man. I just didn’t know what it meant now that my wife was about to leap onto the Hollywood A-list.
At the after party, I took a deep breath and excused myself to the rest room once again. I just needed to step out, take a break, and then go back to the party to provide Hayley with the support she needed at this daunting yet exciting moment in her career.
Hayley flashed me a look of concern, but I gave her a smile that attempted to be reassuring.
I was thankful to find my way down a flight of stairs to a less busy restroom. Only a couple of guys were in there, and they were on their way out.
Inside a stall on my own, I sat and just breathed, not even caring about the strong scent of cleaning products.
It was only a movie, I told myself. And my fantasy was only a fantasy: I didn’t have to have it come true, I didn’t have to risk the loss of my incredible wife.
Yet while I had been watching her up there on screen—as she acted as though she were now unconstrained by the expectations of her husband, playing up her sexuality, her femininity, her desirability for a new man—my body had been craving the reality of this fantasy, desperate for this to come true.
But my head told me that Hayley couldn’t do anything even remotely risky now that she was a celebrity.
I heard the door of the restroom bang, and male voices coming to spoil his moment of isolation.
“Apparently they were inseparable during the shoot. He was like her puppy dog.”
“Hound dog, more like.”
“Oh no, you know she played hard to get?”
“You’re serious? With Aaron Simpson?”
My ears were burning, my heart palpitating, knowing who they were talking about. My cock thickened uncontrollably.
“Okay, you breathe a word of this….”
“Hey, bro, who d’you think I am?”
“Well you know she’s married.”
“I heard that.”
“She spent the whole shoot flashing her ring at him. God, she was driving him crazy!”
I smiled, and felt pure relief wash through my body. Clinging to the toilet like that, knees now up awkwardly under my chin as though I was worried one of those guys would look under the door to check they weren’t being overheard—I did look faintly ridiculous.
“But they were still together the whole time?”
“Oh, it was so obvious she’s into him. He’s never had anyone turn him down before, so he’s into her, too, like you wouldn’t believe.”
“Jesus, he must have gone nuts. Here.”
There was a pause, and then I heard the sound of a rapid inhalation of air—a sniff—and then a long sigh. Jesus, were they doing—
“Shit, that’s good.”
“I told you, right? Super pure.”
My face went red. I knew this was the movie industry, but I guess I hadn’t considered the side that involved such casual drug use.
“So anyway, rumor is he got the writers to put together a fourth sex scene just to get a little more skin-time with her.” More sniffs. How much blow were these guys doing out there?
“Fourth? There was no fourth—”
“Oh, you can bet it ended up on the cutting room floor, would have got the movie an NC-17-rating straight off, maybe worse.”
I felt my blood run cold. A fourth, secret sex scene? She hadn’t mentioned anything…but then, she probably didn’t know that it had all been a ploy. What was in that lost sex scene? What had she done with him?
Listening, I tried to keep calm, thinking about Hayley’s explanation: It’s only a movie. Not real. Away from the cameras, she’d turned Aaron Simpson down, rejected his advances.
“Woulda liked to see that scene.”
“It’ll surface one day, I’ll bet. Beautiful—God, she is so fucking hot.”
“With tits like that, she’s gonna go far. Like into Aaron Simpson’s bed.”
“Oh, she’s clever. She held out on him, so he’ll get a sequel together so he can have another pop. She’ll get another zero on her pay check, too.”
“Clever.”
“Then once that check clears, he’s not gonna take ‘no’ for an answer.”
“Can I quote you on that?”
“Bud, don’t even joke about that shit….”
The bathroom door banged as it closed, and I let out my breath.
Was Hayley really playing Aaron Simpson like that? Was she going to have an affair as soon as the sequel was confirmed?
I shook my head. She wasn’t like that. She was my Hayley, my wife, I could trust her to the ends of the earth. She’d simply been leading Aaron Simpson on, as I had encouraged her to do. An extra zero on her pay check, though—that was quite serious temptation for her to try something behind my back.
I stood up, about to lift up the toilet lid to use the facilities—but again, I was so hard, there was no way I’d be able to pee, not for a while. Jesus, here I was thinking about my wife actually being tempted to cheat on me, and I was turned on like never before.
I couldn’t deny it, couldn’t lie to myself. While my stomach burned with jealousy, and the fear quietly chilled my blood, I couldn’t stop the pictures running around my head of Hayley, so stunningly beautiful, making love to Aaron Simpson. It terrified me, but it thrilled me more than I could even understand—making me want her more than ever.
I just didn’t want her to do it behind my back.
I couldn’t help being turned on by the thought of Hayley as seductress, as a sexy devil intent on corrupting men. Her lithe, elfin form writhing as she rode another man, the wicked glow in her cheeks from her own thrill at breaking the rules, giving in to her sexuality and the craving for a huge cock that was not her husband’s.
Jesus. A therapist might suggest this was a coping mechanism, my brain putting up defenses against the inevitable loss of my wife to a Hollywood megastar. But I couldn’t halt the feelings, and the curious fascination that was developing inside me to have Hayley actually take Aaron Simpson up on his offer, to have an affair with him.
Was I resigned to losing her? That prospect crushed my heart as I made my way back through the crowd, finding it easy to locate my beautiful bride, since she was apparently the center of the party.
I saw her need for me to be a politician’s spouse, nod and smile gratefully at all the people congratulating her, only so pleased to tell anyone who wanted to know what it felt like to be married to the girl of the moment, Hollywood’s next hottest property, the woman who had tamed Aaron Simpson on screen.
Hayley seemed to have quickly moved on from any concerns about how her husband felt about her on-screen debut, or her in-someone-else’s-bed-debut. But I saw that once again, it was a pretense—every time she looked at me, our eyes connecting, there was apology in that gaze of hers, worry, love.
“So when do you start shooting the sequel?”
“Oh, they still have to finalize a script, I think.”
I realized two things as we were floating around the hordes of glamorous people sipping Champagne and wearing designer clothes and smiles as fake as their conversations. Firstly, this was Hayley’s life now. People would adore her, men would lust after her, naked co-stars would share beds with her on screen.
The second thing I realized was that the pitying glances occasionally landing on me were not because my wife had just acted her way into Aaron Simpson’s tightie-whities. They perceived me as the nice young man whose wife was just about to hit the Hollywood A-list, and who therefore would be merely counting the minutes before she divorced him for a partner of her equivalent caliber.
“I hear Scorsese is looking at you for his next picture, Hayley, dear.”
“I’m sure he isn’t. Wouldn’t say ‘no’, though!”
Of course Hayley deserved someone so much better than me, she should have whichever Hollywood A-lister wanted to put a ring on her finger. The prospect of losing her terrified me.
I saw her air-kissing famous men in that after party, and wondered if she might want to marry them.
I saw her glowing when they said how beautiful she was, how fantastic she looked in the movie.
I saw her blushing when they said she was brave doing all those love scenes, but that they had turned out so perfectly, so wonderfully, so damn delicious.
Somehow, all of these emotions whirling around me, the glitz and the glamor, the pressures of seeing Hayley being snapped up by this impossible life, by this world of magic and lights and beauty—it was all adding up to the strangest reaction inside me.
I was walking around that after party with a hard-on.
I just wanted to get Hayley back to our bedroom, tear off her clothes, reclaim her from all this.



 
 
 
Chapter Nine
 
 
 
I was silent in the car after it picked us up in the small hours, and at first it seemed Hayley was just going to let me stew in silence. Well, she had to have been exhausted, she needed some down time.
Then, as we hit the freeway, she said, “So how did you really feel about it?”
I wasn’t sure if she was referring to the movie, or her sex scenes with Aaron Simpson. In the darkness, I got the sense that it was the latter, that it didn’t matter what I thought of the movie as a whole.
I stared at her, trying to read her in the semi-darkness, the orange streetlight flashing on her face through the sunroof. There were tears in her eyes.
I wanted to tell her how unbelievably sexy she was, how thrilling it had been to see her like that with Aaron Simpson.
But I was tired, my brain wasn’t firing on all cylinders, I didn’t know how to express myself after hearing those guys in the bathroom talking about my wife. And suddenly the fear was a little too much for me—the fear that I would have no hope of competing against such a man, that I might lose her for good.
But at the same time, I didn’t want to discourage her and her sexy new self confidence.
“I wasn’t expecting there to be quite so much…you know….” I mumbled.
She sighed, and I felt instantly that I’d said the wrong thing.
“You know it was only a movie, right? Not real,” she said. I’d heard her say it a hundred times, but now that I’d seen the movie, it was difficult to fully reconcile her insistence with the scenes I’d witnessed. Only a movie, yes, she kept saying that. But was she saying that to downplay the fact that what was going on there was more than just a movie?
I felt antagonized, though not by the idea of her being with Aaron Simpson. More by the idea that she would deny it, she would bend the truth in insisting there was absolutely nothing between her and her co-star. So I felt a little more argumentative than I really meant to be. I blurted out, “You must have felt something. You were lying on him, naked.”
“I guess so.”
Another sigh. As though she was resigned to this, she’d been expecting to have this conversation with her husband. Was it my paranoia to think that her exasperated, tired tone reflected her having grown tired of me? Was she thinking it was time to drop her old life and become the big-time celebrity, free to date other big-time celebrities? Had I already lost her? Did she still love me?
The fear gripped my chest like a vice—and yet my loins were still burning at the images of my wife on that big screen, romping with another man.
She said, “You knew this could happen when you married me. I’m an actor.”
“I knew. Your body is your canvas. I’m not angry, honey.”
“You sound angry.”
“I’m not angry. I’m just tired.” God, let’s not get into a debate about what emotion I am or am not feeling just now, I thought. That particular debate is a no-win situation every time.
I knew I had to be more positive, that was what she needed to hear right now.
“You want to know the truth?” I asked her, perhaps pointlessly, though it was more an attempt to restart the conversation.
“Of course.”
“I’ve never seen anything as sexy in my life as you up there on screen.”
There was a pause, and I wondered if she believed me, if she thought I was merely flattering her because she was my wife. Or if she thought I was just being weak and glossing over my feelings of jealousy at what I’d seen.
Then she said in the darkness, “Seriously?”
Hollywood might be the land of make believe, riddled with liars and cheats and fakery, but I suddenly felt my only hope with Hayley was strict honesty.
I said, “You know how I’ve felt since….”
“About me cheating on you?”
I sighed. “Not really cheating….”
“But sleeping with another man. Whatever you want to call it,” she said.
“Tonight it was like it was real. Nothing like that crappy TV pilot of yours—this was right there in front of me, on a huge screen.”
“So now you hate it?”
I shook my head. “I’m probably supposed to, huh? As your husband. I probably should be incensed with anger, or whatever. But I’m not.”
I suppressed the part about my being afraid, but then what was the point of telling her that?
I said, “Actually, I thought it was pretty hot. Hottest thing I can remember.”
“Seriously?” she said, seeming shocked, as though she’d rehearsed responses to everything negative her husband might throw at her after seeing her movie for the first time, but she’d never expected the script to include approval.
“I guess it’s kind of weird, huh? Every guy in that theater wanted to see you strip off and sleep with Aaron Simpson, and I guess I did, too.”
“You did?”
Her disbelief wasn’t helping me deal with the fear. Was I saying the wrong thing? It was hard to read how she was reacting to what I’d attempted to say.
“You were so beautiful and sexy and you nailed every single scene in that movie. I was so proud of you. It was a little overwhelming at times, but it was…well, a turn-on. You know, the spicy parts.”
“The spicy parts?” It was going to be hard to respond to her if she just repeated my key words in this conversation. But perhaps she realized this, added, “So you’re not angry that…that I did all those scenes?”
“Of course not. And it was in the script, wasn’t it?”
I reminded myself of those guys talking in the bathroom about the fact that Aaron Simpson might have added to the movie’s sex scenes to give himself more time with Hayley. Or about the missing sex scene that was too hot for the final cut.
“You’re disappointed I did it?” she asked.
“No, not at all. I loved it.”
“You loved it? Seeing your wife naked in the arms of another man? Making it look as though we were…fucking?”
Was she angry at me now, for being so approving?
Well, what was the point of lying now? I said, “I’ve never watched you like that before. I’ve thought about it, but when we make love, I’m so close to you, I can’t appreciate you like that. It was just different, you know? Sexy.”
“Sexy.”
“You were the hottest thing I’d ever seen in a movie, and it was okay to fantasize about you because you’re my wife.”
She laughed. It was like the most magical thing I’d ever heard. “You were fantasizing about me?”
“Of course,” I said, feeling a little relief that the tension seemed to have dampened down between us. “Like every guy in that room. And probably plenty of the girls, too.”
“But you’re my husband. You don’t fantasize about me. You get to have me.”
She put her arms around me now, and I’d have freaked out that she wasn’t wearing her seatbelt, except that the limo was moving along at little more than walking pace on a freeway that was choked with traffic.
“Well now I do, hopefully,” I said, breathing in her sweet perfume. “But I couldn’t while I was watching that movie, right?”
She kissed me, and it took me aback at just how soft, just how sweet her lips were. Had it been so long since we’d kissed this way, with such tenderness?
“So it didn’t make you feel at all bad, seeing me with Aaron like that?”
“No, honestly,” I said. “I know I should have felt terrible, but I didn’t. Maybe because he’s a big movie star, larger than life, you know?”
“You weren’t jealous?”
“I think I was, a little, but…I don’t know…it felt good. The jealousy…well, it’s just that I was more turned on by what I was seeing than jealous.”
She kissed me again. “I thought you were going to be angry with me. I mean, I know what you’ve been saying, but I was sure the reality of seeing it would make you feel differently.”
“It’s my job to support you anyway. We’ve been working our socks off for this for ten years, getting nowhere, and now you come along and do this job for three months and pay off our mortgage.”
“Is that what this is about?”
“Not at all.”
“You’re just happy about the money?”
“No, it’s nothing like that.” I sighed now. Hayley had always been able to twist things, to put words in my mouth and make it seem like things were worse than they were. I paused for a moment, tried to recall exactly what I’d been thinking while watching his wife in her movie. I said, “I think I responded to the way you seemed in that movie....”
“I don’t get what you mean—”
“You looked so happy, so excited to be with him in that movie. I know it was only your character, you were acting. But I couldn’t help but think you must be feeling something like that yourself, you know? You’ve made it to the big league, and now you get to sleep with Aaron Simpson—”
“It’s not—”
“I know, I know, it’s not real. But it must be pretty exciting for you to be doing what you’re doing now. I love that you get to have this experience—you so deserve it after the years you put in waitressing and being an extra, all that community theater….”
“I guess it has been pretty exciting.”
“It’s kind of weird to say, but I want you to enjoy yourself, I want you to have these amazing experiences, even if it means being with someone like Aaron Simpson instead of me.”
I felt his stomach tighten again at that thought of Hayley taking the freedom that was on offer, and actually dating Aaron Simpson in reality. My cock suddenly bloomed into a full strength erection. Jesus.
“You’re very sweet,” she said. “But if I take this sequel, you have to know it’s still only a movie. I wouldn’t do anything to risk what we have.”
“I know you wouldn’t,” I said, only it was a little white lie. If I was strictly honest, I couldn’t say for absolute certain that Hayley would never go for the unbelievable offer that Hollywood now presented her. These days, it was almost expected of a Hollywood star that their marriages would not last.
Still, it felt good to me that she said it, that our marriage did still mean something important to her.
She kissed me, draping herself over me, her breasts so full they were threatening to burst out of that little dress of hers. God, it was incredible kissing her, what an experience. It always had been, but now she was a bona fide star, the new sense of confidence about her just made her that much hotter.
I felt her arm brush over my hard cock, and she made a warm purring sound.
“Mmm….” Her fingers splayed all over my lap, feeling out the immensity of my full hardness. She let out a little gasp. “I love how hard you get when you think about me being naughty….”
She glanced behind, looking at the traffic, at their ridiculous lack of progress toward home, and at the limo driver. Her hand never left my lap, her fingers remaining locked around my shaft, squeezing it through my pants as though if she lost contact, it would disappear.
She had to reach the switch with her foot, to trigger the raising of the window between them and the driver, lending them privacy.
The limo was driving so slowly I could hear her unfasten the zip before she retrieved my bare cock from my fly.
“Seriously?”
“It needs some air,” she said. “It’s getting tight in there.”
“We’ll get arrested.”
“The windows are black—nobody can see.”
I groaned as I felt the wet heat of her mouth envelop the tip of my cock, her lips squeezing around my full girth. It was like she was starving.
She looked up at me, attempting to smile though her mouth was stuffed full of my manhood. So pretty, so hot seeing my hardness penetrating her pixie face.
Well, we hadn’t had a lot of sex recently. She’d been so anxious about how this picture would come out—and apparently how I would react to seeing how erotic the picture was. And I, of course, had been working seriously hard just to feel I was still contributing to this relationship having had my wife suddenly dwarf me in the earnings stakes.
But the way she was licking me, caressing my length with her soft face, rubbing the tip of my cock around her mouth, her cheeks, her neck, as though trying to use my pre-come as perfume, made me wonder whether she might be responding to the sight of her own movie as much as her husband.
It had probably aroused her to watch Aaron Simpson making love to her, even if it was only a movie.
Was she thinking about Aaron Simpson at all, while she sucked on my cock? Fantasizing about how it would be to really sleep with him?
It was exciting to think of her as this sexy creature, who would use her body to drive other men wild. To drive Aaron Simpson wild.
I stroked her hair as she bobbed on my length, but worried that I was going to finish soon if she kept this up. It was kind of hot doing it in a car, with other cars all around us. Naughty.
She came up for air, and I said, “You’re going to finish me pretty soon, you keep that up.”
She offered me a mischievous smile, and wiped her chin.
“You want me to stop?” she asked.
“That’s not what I said—”
Another smile, at the sense of concern in my voice, Hayley thinking I was worried I was about to talk her out of this entirely.
She glanced over her shoulder again at the driver, who was facing forward as I always had been, looking relaxed enough, though he had to know something was going on in the back since we’d closed the partition.
Then she pulled herself up from the floor, one knee on the seat beside me and then a leg over my lap, this beautiful woman I knew so well, and yet seemed different now, a goddess incarnate, steeped in power.
I could smell the earthy, exhilarating scent of her arousal as she straddled me, her dress pushed up, her panties gone, revealing the perfectly groomed little pussy that so many people on her film set must have seen, including Aaron Simpson.
She was wet, needing no hands to position me as she sank down, enveloping my column inside her, the heat of her intense. She was already keyed up from the buzz of the evening’s event, perhaps the continuing interest from Hollywood’s biggest action hero, and now to find out her sex scenes were not only approved by her husband, but actively turned me on.
She moaned as she took me fully inside her, even before beginning any movement, just from the feeling of my hardness filling her up.
I gripped her bare behind as she kissed me again, pulling her down onto me, my cock throbbing in her tight confines.
I loved how she smiled as she kissed me, and could not stop as she broke from it, leaning back to look at me, look at us doing it in a limousine. The old Hayley wouldn’t have been as bold as this, I was certain. But she’d bared herself completely before a film crew, and tastefully before the viewing public. She had a new confidence that was oh-so-sexy.
Sitting up, hands sweeping her hair back out of her eyes, her breasts so prominent and hardly contained by that tiny dress.
“Was he big?” I asked now.
For a moment, she flashed confusion. It wasn’t difficult to tell what I was talking about, though.
“I’m not sure….”
“Come on, you spent a week lying naked with him in a bed,” I chuckled.
“No, I’m not sure I should talk about it,” she said, and somehow it made my loins pulse that she didn’t deny having intimate knowledge about her co-star’s appendage.
“Why, you think I’m going to tell anybody?”
“I guess not,” she said. I could see in her eyes she was trying to work me out, decipher this strange fascination of mine.
“So, was he?”
“Not particularly. I guess he wasn’t so different from you.”
Stirring a little on my length, I saw her face change, her eyes widen, her mouth open, and knew that she sensed me throbbing inside her in response to her discussing her co-star.
“Was he hard when you were with him?”
Another slight pause.
“I’ve told you....” she said, confused.
“Tell me again.”
“Yes, he was. Sometimes.” She let out a little gasp at my response to her words.
“I guess you liked that.”
“It just happens to actors—most actors doing that. It’s nothing important,” she said, rocking her hips very gently.
“I’m just curious. Did you like it?”
I moved my hands up to her breasts, squeezing her through the thin material of her dress, feeling those little buds hard beneath.
“Like it?” she moaned, looking down at me.
“Filming those scenes—did you enjoy it? I mean it was Aaron Simpson, and there you were making him all hard for you.”
She moaned again, but said: “It wasn’t like that. It was work.”
“But you must have been a little turned on yourself.”
My tone attempted to reassure her, avoiding any hint of the judgmental, any ounce of negativity that might be construed as disapproval.
“I told you when it happened. It wasn’t sexy.”
She let out a cry, and for a few moments just rode me, slowly, forcefully, as though she really hadn’t ever felt me as hard as this, and now wanted to make the most of it.
I thought it was time to let things lie, to just enjoy this intimacy with her. But I couldn’t stop myself. I said,
“Were you trying to make me jealous? Inviting me to this premiere—making those scenes in the first place?”
She looked uncertain for a moment, as though she was a schoolgirl caught smoking under the bleachers.
“Those scenes were in the script,” she said, referring only to part of my accusation.
“But you did kind of want to shock me, by inviting me tonight?”
“I don’t know. Maybe.”
She nodded, lifted off me, readjusting. She turned, straddling me again, but now facing away, facing the direction of travel. Presenting me a great image of her spectacular rear before she dropped down, that sweet pussy swallowing my hardness.
I groaned as she just sat there, as though merely the vibrations coming up from the road through my cock was enough to set her off.
“God, you’re so hard….” she breathed.
“And you’re so wet,” I chuckled. “You thinking about him?”
“Hey!” she turned to me, flashed me an amused warning glance.
Then she was fucking me, her legs stretched wide over my parted thighs, her hands reaching up to support herself on the low roof of the vehicle. I reached around to fondle her breasts, but found my hands naturally dropping to her mound. Fingers drawn to her little button, nudging it, massaging her hot flesh around it, stirring the whimpers and cries from her as her thigh muscles pumped to move her on my shaft.
“So you really wanted to make me all green with jealousy, huh?” I said. “I bet that made you feel a little naughty.”
“Maybe.”
“How did you hope I’d react to it? That I’d be jealous, but then what?”
Her long red hair whipped me as she rode me. I felt so powerful. Aaron Simpson wanted this. Most of the guys at that premiere had wanted this—but I was getting to make love to this exquisite creature.
“I guess I was hoping you’d get jealous…and then you’d want to take me home and fuck me,” she said, her use of the f-word somehow incongruent with the old Hayley I knew, that she seemed to revel in it.
“So you got your wish,” I said.
Her right hand moved to mine, gently positioning it where she wanted it just then. I was happy to be shown, happy to take her guidance.
“Oh yeah…oh just like that….”
Her fucking became little more than a slight bounce on my lap, though it was all right for me, I felt the need to cool it a little or else I was going to lose it way before we got home.
“So you were turned on when you were shooting those scenes with him, weren’t you?”
I slipped the question in gently while she was wailing at the little circles I was running over her clit, hoping to ease her inhibitions.
“I was thinking about you….” she said, a nice try.
I laughed. “You were pretending to fuck Aaron Simpson, and you were honestly thinking about your boring husband back home?”
“I was!” She laughed, seeing how far-fetched it might seem that she was picturing her husband while acting out the fantasy of a million women with Aaron Simpson. “I don’t know…I guess even then, I was thinking about your fantasy, and what it might be like for you to see me with Aaron. How much you’d want me after that.”
“Want you? You thought I didn’t want you already?”
I pulled her down hard on my huge swollen cock as though to make the point.
Hayley cursed, and for a while was lost in the sensations coursing through her trim frame. Then she said, “When I started shooting that movie...I still felt like a waitress….”
“A waitress shooting a multi-million-dollar picture with a Hollywood legend.”
“But at the time…”
“And who just paid off our mortgage?”
“I felt like I’d wake up one morning and the director would tell me he made a mistake, it wasn’t me they wanted to cast....”
“So what, you thought I wasn’t interested in you because of that? I’ve never seen you as just a waitress.”
Hayley turned to face me again, slipping my hard cock back inside her.
“Back in New York, when we went to that New Year’s party, and there were all those people from your office there….” She was referring to something that happened so long ago, it seemed like a different life.
“That made you jealous?” I was a little taken aback at my wife, that a party with my co-workers might make her feel bad about herself.
“I just felt…inferior,” she said. “All those women you worked with…well, some of them…definitely had their eyes on you….”
“I only have eyes for you, honey. I only ever did, you know?”
“I know. But I used that jealousy...to drive my performance in the movie.”
“To motivate you, huh. So tell me….”
“Tell you what?”
“You were motivated, weren’t you? You were seriously turned on when you were making those scenes with him, right?”
We were both getting so close. She looked at me, and could see I wasn’t trying to trick her, I was as turned on as she was.
“A little,” she said, then giggled as she felt my throbbing cock respond to her admission.
“A little. Your nipples were like bullets in those scenes.”
“I was thinking about you, sweetie.”
“Honey, I told you, I’m not upset that you were. You were beautiful in that movie. I love those scenes. I love how hot you were in them, I love that you were turned on when you made them.”
“You do?”
“I can’t entirely explain it…it was just hot.”
“Seeing me with him?”
“Watching you like that—from a different perspective.”
“So what would you think of me doing it again? During the sequel. “
That was enough to set me off, pumping deep inside her. It triggered her own, shuddering climax.
“I’ll take that as a ‘yes’, then,” she said, breathless, as she collapsed on me.
Pulling our clothes back on straight, we saw that we were already at the hotel. How long had the limousine been parked there, the driver waiting for his passengers to exit the vehicle? Who knew. When we did finally vacate the long, black car, both of us were laughing and giggling like naughty teenagers, and feeling alive.



 
 
 
Chapter Ten
 
 
 
I woke up to the sound of TV news—though largely of the gossip variety. Hayley was awake and perched on the edge of the bed, flicking through channels. I didn’t need to listen too long to tell that she was scouring the cable for coverage of last night’s premiere.
“…the crowd couldn’t get enough of the stars of Aaron Simpson’s new prison drama, The Prisoner's Wife, last night in Hollywood….”
I zoned out for a while as she contented herself with what, by the general sounds of things, appeared to be very positive views on the movie.
“…some are even tipping some of the stars for Oscar nominations—a first for any Aaron Simpson movie. But how will the Academy feel about some of the more explicit scenes…?”
I guess I drifted in and out of sleep for a while, still tired from the previous night, and happy to know that we didn’t have anything to get to today.
Then after a while, something filtered into my ears and suddenly spiked my last remnants of sleep:
“…Aaron Simpson and the beautiful Hayley Martin arrived separately at the theater, but some reports have claimed that this was purposefully engineered to head off suggestions that the world-famous Hollywood hunk has fallen for his talented co-star….”
Okay…
Hayley changed channels again.
“…are Aaron Simpson and Hayley Martin getting it on in real life? Their new movie is about a woman having an affair with a prison guard, but some insiders are now saying the movie’s two leads are having an affair off-screen as well as on….”
I opened my eyes after that one. Hayley changed the channels again, and after a number of channels of nothing, came another report on the premiere:
“…and don’t forget that Hayley Martin is married herself, so is it a case of life imitating art? Jordan Montgomery is live for us now on Hollywood Boulevard….”
Jesus.
I sat up. My heart was beating quickly. Even with my limited dealings with the celebrity world, I knew well enough that the gutter press liked to make up stories. But after what I’d heard in various restrooms last night about the secret attraction between Aaron Simpson and my wife, it had me on edge.
“It’s not true,” Hayley said, turning to see that I was awake.
“That you’re tipped for an Oscar nomination, or that you’re having an affair with your leading man?” I asked, smiling, trying to reassure her.
She smiled back. “You know what I mean,” she said.
I shrugged. “Sounds pretty good, what everyone’s saying about the movie.”
“It’s pretty amazing. But I don’t know where all that other stuff is coming from,” she sighed.
“There’s always a load of BS surrounding movies when they come out, right?”
“I suppose so.”
Then I said, with perhaps a little more acumen than I probably meant, “Perhaps a load of media outlets thinking you and Aaron are having an affair would be a good thing—I mean, you know, lots of free publicity, right?”
Hayley nodded. “I guess so. But everyone’s going to think I’m cheating on you!”
I shrugged again. Moving up to sit with her on the edge of the bed, I put my arm around her. “Anyone we really care about, we can tell them the media’s making it up. And if they’re important to us, they’ll believe us.”
“I suppose the media does make up quite a few stories….”
A loud knock on the suite front door interrupted her.
“Oh, that’ll be Liona and Jake,” she said, jumping up from the bed. She was wearing nothing but a long t-shirt and panties, but that didn’t seem to stop her scampering off, out of the bedroom and through to greet her agent and publicist.
I wasn’t going to complain that she hadn’t told me we were expecting visitors that morning. I rolled out of bed and tracked down a shirt and pants, not wishing to be seen in just my boxers, however close we had become to Hayley’s little posse.
As I dressed, I could hear them greeting her, babbling excitedly about the media response to the premiere.
When I padded through into the suite reception room to join the throng, I could hear Jake bringing them all back down to earth. “Well, we’ll have to wait until the movie actually opens, but the momentum is there.”
“Here he is!”
I liked Liona and Jake. They were good people. They weren’t just the usual air-kissing fakes who seemed to fill the movie industry. They seemed like they genuinely cared. And here they were praising my part in the premiere. That kind of made me laugh, though.
“I didn’t do a single thing,” I pointed out. “I just stood there and said very little.”
“And that is the perfect strategy for the movie-star spouse,” said Jake, a small balding guy who always seemed to remind me of somebody from Sex and the City. “Stand out of the way so the star can claim the limelight—it’s no easy thing to achieve, you know.”
But now, ordering a decent brunch from room service was the performance I was tasked to achieve, allowing Hayley time to chat with her little team about the early reviews that were beginning to be put out—and already seemed glowing.
My guess was that we wouldn’t have had such a pleasant little gathering if the reviews had all come in stating that the movie stunk. But hey, Hayley and I were going to enjoy it while it lasted.
“You guys closer to finding a new place?”
“Oh, the new realtor has found a few places—nothing’s really grabbed us yet, though,” Hayley said.
“The market’s just getting ridiculous right now, you might even do better taking your time….”
It wasn’t until the tail-end of the meal that the issue of the day seemed to surface. I wondered if that was a ploy of all those in attendance—not wishing to spoil the brunch by bringing up the awkward question.
Hayley, eventually, brought it up.
She said, “So you see what everyone’s been saying about me and Aaron this morning?”
The way Liona and Jake looked at each other, and hesitated before responding to their client, made it seem as though this was the one thing they’d needed to speak with her about during this particular meeting, and that everything preceding it had been simple small-talk.
Liona said, “They’re just trawling for something tangible to say about the movie.”
And Jake piped up, “It’s the human angle, right? Something the viewers can really engage with. It’s no bad thing at this stage.”
Liona smiled at me, knowing that in all of this, I was potentially the damaged party. She said, “It’s just the whole soap opera surrounding Hollywood, right? And Hayley’s close to being a major cast member.”
I shrugged. “Reporters always did make up a story if the truth wasn’t exciting enough, huh?”
“Right,” Jake nodded, and glanced at Liona again as though checking that their strategy for this meeting was on track. Then he said, “We did talk to some of the people from the studio this morning, and some of Aaron’s people, too….”
Liona jumped in, saying almost apologetically. “They’re kinda of the opinion that all the talk about an affair…well, it might actually help build interest in the movie.”
I looked over at Hayley, and she raised her eyebrows at me in a kind of “well, what d’you know?” expression.
“Okay….” Hayley said, “So what does it mean for us?”
Jake said, “They wanted us to sound you guys out…about maybe going along with it. You know—making people out there think it’s possible there really is some kind of affair going on.”
Hayley laughed, and I couldn’t help but smile myself. “You’re saying we fake an affair to help promote the movie?” she said.
“I don’t know…” Jake searched for words. “It’s the kind of thing where…you know…maybe you don’t necessarily fake an affair, but maybe you don’t do certain things that might definitively rule one out as possible.”
“Meaning?”
Jake gave an awkward laugh. “You know…maybe you avoid being pictured in a loving embrace with your husband for a little while.”
Hayley put her hand to her mouth, her eyes wide. “Seriously?”
“I don’t see a problem,” I said. “It’s not like I’m particularly keen to be photographed anyway.”
The pretty blonde agent flashed me a supportive—and perhaps grateful—smile, then said, “Aaron’s team were wondering if he might meet you for lunch tomorrow, Hayley. You know, to talk about it all.”
Hayley looked at me, and I felt the faintest flicker of jealousy at the thought of her meeting her co-star with all this talk of an affair floating around the airwaves. “Alone?” she asked.
Liona said, “If that would be okay.”
“I’m guessing a few paparazzi would be quietly invited to witness it?” she said with a slight edge to her voice.
“That would be my guess, too,” the agent nodded.
Hayley looked at me. “It would probably be okay,” I said. “Just let them have their fun. We want a successful movie, right?”
“Right, but—”
I smiled. “It’s not going to affect us, is it? I know you love me, and not him, and you know it, too. So meet him for lunch.”
I felt a stirring in between my thighs—this argument was one of the arguments when considering the possibility of my fantasy, and it seemed to parallel this idea of a fake affair closely.
“We’d be meeting with a few photographers able to monitor what’s going on, right?” Hayley said. “So no doubt I’ll have to at least look as though I’m flirting with him, or it won’t fit with the narrative, huh?”
Jake nodded, but said, “It doesn’t have to be much. Just laugh at his jokes, smile at his compliments. The press will select the pictures that fit the story they want to tell—so if there’s a brief moment where you’re gazing longingly into his eyes, they’ll find it.”
“Right.”
“Just don’t look miserable through the whole meal,” Liona said. “That’s the only thing that would wreck it.”
My wife looked at me again.
“Why not?” I said.



 
 
 
Chapter Eleven
 
 
 
I was at work the day that the pseudo-affair started. It felt almost like a normal day, other than that little flutter in my heart every time I paused for breath, from knowing that my beautiful wife was meeting with Aaron Simpson, with the express purpose of making the world believe they were dating.
That afternoon, I found myself checking the web for any possible media mentions of the lunch meeting—I had no clue how fast it would take for the paparazzi to record the noonish rendezvous and get their pictures to some form of news organization.
Then, just before I headed home, I found a single article on the website of Us Weekly: “Has Aaron Simpson Found Love With His New Co-Star?”
There was nothing but a few paragraphs in the article itself, stating that “Hollywood Heartthrob” Aaron Simpson had been caught in an intimate embrace with “Gorgeous Redhead” Hayley Martin while enjoying a “secret” lunch meeting out in West Hollywood. But one thing I did read—that seemed to set fire to my insides as I read it—was that she’d removed her wedding ring during her lunch date.
“…And Hayley was seen without her wedding ring—a sure sign her marriage is heading for the rocks!” the article helpfully blurted out.
There was an image showing the front page of the Us Weekly print magazine—dated the following day—which was dominated by a picture of Aaron and Hayley together while they were at the movie premiere. A smaller picture inset on the page showed Hayley and Aaron at the restaurant where they were having lunch earlier that day, and sure enough they were holding each other and kissing fairly plainly for all to see.
The magazine’s cover line screamed out in bold yellow lettering: “Aaron Finds Love With Beautiful Co-Star!” and beneath it came the explanation: “Hollywood stud in steamy affair with his MARRIED co-star—and he just can’t get enough of her!”
There really were precious few details other than Hayley’s age, 29, and Aaron’s age, 41, the fact that they’d just starred in a “steamy” prison drama together that was about to hit the theaters—and the invitation to pick up a copy of the latest issue of Us Weekly magazine on the newsstands the following day.
I glanced around my desk to make sure no one was looking my way, and for a moment or two just gazed at the picture of my wife in the arms of another man. They did look good together—and it wasn’t just the fact that they were both very good-looking members of humanity. They really seemed to have chemistry.
It was fully believable in that picture that my wife was having an affair with her co-star.
I closed the article, but then set up a personal Google News alert to let me know when any more news stories about Hayley and Aaron came out online.
I was shaking a little as I left the office and drove up to the hotel. I couldn’t get that image out of my head, even though it was supposed to have been faked for the benefit of this new marketing campaign. Hayley really did look happy fooling around with her co-star. Like she’d now made it, and everyone would soon know how talented and how beautiful she was—and she was getting to hang out with a man she’d fantasized about since she was a teenager, a man who we knew probably wanted to embark on an actual affair with her.
In that photo, she was lapping up the adulation of her former pin-up, and secretly, the adoration of the world at large.
On the way home, my cell phone went a little crazy with all the emails coming in from Google News. I didn’t glance at any of the headlines until I was safely stopped and parked, but I knew what they were about. The “secret affair” had gone viral, and the world was lapping it up.
When I got to the hotel, there were photographers waiting outside the entrance. They took a few shots of my car as I drove down the ramp to the parking lot. Jesus.
My heart was thumping in the elevator up to our suite. Inside, there was Hayley, lounging on the massive bed in our suite, a smile plastered all over her face as she flicked through the gossip TV shows. They all seemed to be featuring that Us Weekly cover and the single paparazzi shot the magazine had so far released.
“Can you believe it?” she beamed as she saw me, and leapt up to greet me. “Everyone thinks I’m dating Aaron Simpson!”
“So how did it go?” I asked as she flung her arms around me and kissed me.
“Great—he’s such a sweetheart,” she said. I noticed that she was wearing her wedding ring, whatever had been the case during her lunch meeting. “I can’t believe someone like that really…well, wants me.”
“You know? I can believe it.”
“It’s all happening so fast.”
“So you guys had a nice lunch together?”
“Yeah. It’s a nice place. We mostly talked about how it was going to be, and he was telling me how to deal with, you know, the whole media circus.”
“That’s nice of him.”
She smiled. “He said we’d have to do a certain amount of stuff to maintain the whole charade, and I guess we do have to make it seem real.”
I looked her in the eye and said earnestly, “You do what you need to do with him, sweetie, as long as you come back to me afterward. You know that.”
She gave an appreciative nod. “I’m not going to sleep with him,” she insisted. “But I might have to do whatever it takes so we seem like a real couple.”
“You kissed him today. You enjoyed it?”
“It was just acting.”
“You can still enjoy it,” I insisted.
She gave me a guilty smile, hinting that she had enjoyed it, that there was nothing she could do to avoid enjoying it, whether it was acting or not.
“You just need to have some fun with him,” I suggested, and could feel my cock growing hard at the thought of allowing Hayley to play lovebirds with another man, even if she wasn’t going to take it all the way.
She kissed me, showing gratitude as well as affection. “He’s so down-to-earth, sweetie. You’d like him if you really got to know him.”
“I suppose that’s a little out of the question now that I’m playing the part of the spurned husband,” I joked. Still, my head was spinning from it all.
There was a bleep-bleep as Hayley received a text message. She pulled it out to show me that it was from none other than Aaron Simpson:
>You were absolutely adorable today. I can’t wait to spend more time with you. xx
I couldn’t deny that there was a little pang of jealousy to see the kisses he left at the end of his text message to her. But I could see how it made Hayley feel, and the whole sense that she was going on a wonderful thrill ride was somewhat intoxicating to me.
“You are okay with all this, aren’t you?” she said.
“Of course,” I replied. “This is all about your career now. You’ve got to go for it, I understand that.”
She gave me a glance that featured some trepidation, even pity. “The whole world’s going to think I don’t really love you, that I don’t really want you any more.”
I shrugged. “What does the world matter? We’ll get through this…you’ll have a little fun…the movie opens this weekend… and then we’ll move on to the next thing.”
 
 
*
 
 
Lying in bed that night, unable to sleep for everything that was going through my mind, I found myself thinking about how it had felt when Hayley and I had started dating in New York, back when she’d still been a college girl and I’d been a young law school graduate.
I remembered how long it had taken for us to get from the kind of dates that could have been enjoyed by fully platonic friends, to the first time we’d actually made love.
I’d gone along with her pace, never wanting to force her to go further than she was comfortable with going. And she didn’t ever make it seem like she was rejecting my advances, but somehow it took us a while to get to that first kiss. And from that first kiss, it was a couple of months before I first took off her bra, and saw those beautiful breasts of hers, before I kissed my way down her shapely stomach, and she reached down to pop the fly on her jeans.
I remembered how nervous and yet excited we both seemed as I’d first seen her in her panties, then removed them to kiss my way up her bare legs for my first taste of her womanhood.
The giddy feelings we’d both shared during those early explorations, the intense arousal as we’d taken each next step—it had all settled down as familiarity had crept in, as we both knew we could just quickly strip down and take each other every time we felt like it, sex still seeming enjoyable, but not that out-and-out incredible experience.
But now, I felt certain that my beautiful wife would get to experience those giddy feelings again, and this time with a stranger she’d been dreaming about since she dreamt about any men.
The night after I learned that the world was about to know of her adultery, I perceived that giddy energy about her again, the exhilaration from the start of a new relationship. Though I wasn’t experiencing that directly myself, the way it presented in Hayley made me feel as near enough to it as I could have, without cheating on my wife.
It hadn’t been long before she’d discovered how hard I was simply to perceive her like that, all flushed and smiley. She ended up taking me in her mouth as I watched the TV anchorwoman posing as many questions as she could about what was going on between Hayley Martin and Aaron Simpson.
And seeing that one image of Hayley in passionate embrace with another man, seeing that she looked exactly as I’d remembered her from the time we’d only been as far as the kissing stage, I found myself wondering how long my cute redhead of a wife would be able to hold out before all that kissing with Aaron would lead to her allowing him to fondle her breasts, and to pressing his hard cock against her body, and to pulling off her top and her bra. To going all the way.
 
 
*
 
 
In the morning, there was breaking news that Hayley Martin’s poor husband had swooped into the hotel in a desperate attempt to win her back, or save the marriage, or denounce her as an evil whore, depending on which news organization you believed.
In reality, Hayley and I lounged in bed, called our parents to assure them that all the hubbub was just a great fiction designed to market the movie, but that they shouldn’t tell anyone. We instructed them to just avoid any questions if they came up, until things were eventually straightened out as the movie publicity tour came to a close.
It was hard to lay it all on our parents, that was true enough, and we both regretted not talking it through with them before it all started—but really, it had gotten going so fast.
At work, I felt a mass of consolatory glances from co-workers, and had the “David, are you okay? Do you need to take some time?” concerned question from my boss. I just nodded and dismissed any worries headed my way—how could I tell them it was just marketing fluff?
Of course deep down, I did actually like the idea of Hayley having an affair with her co-star, but the publicity that surrounded their fake affair was wincingly oppressive. At the end of the day, it was a little difficult for me to get any work done just from the attention it sent my way—I ended up taking my boss’s offer of a little time off work.
The media strategy governing Hayley’s affair with Aaron started out based around that one series of photos exclusively sold to Us Weekly, accompanied by a series of official denials from both sides that anything was happening beyond a friendly meeting between co-stars about to embark on a world tour to publicize their new movie. Of course, there were “friends” and “sources close to” both Hayley and Aaron—who as far as I could tell were probably Liona and Jake, and their equivalents on Aaron’s side—dropping little confirmations to the media that Aaron was “besotted” with Hayley and that Hayley was “desperately in love” with Aaron while having to deal with the little complication in the form of her marriage.
Frankly, I was shocked how everything developed so quickly. Aaron Simpson was a huge star, that was true. And the world couldn’t get enough of Hayley’s beauty and grace.
It was quite intrusive how the photographers lined up outside our hotel, and then outside the next one when we moved in an attempt to throw them off the scent. I couldn’t go to work without being followed, though in those few weeks there was only so much interest the media had in the unfortunate wretch who was married to the gorgeous Hayley Martin now that she was an item with Aaron Simpson.
While the official teams continued to deny there was any link between the two lovebirds other than their roles in the movie, I watched my wife sprucing herself up before more “secret” meetings with him—some of which would be noticed by the paparazzi, but some of which would actually be kept secret, so the two of them could help each other through this media frenzy.
And she might have insisted that it was strictly platonic between them, and that she had no intention of doing anything serious with him—despite what the media was saying—but I still watched Hayley choosing sexy underwear and short skirts for meetings with Aaron, and as she spent more and more time with him, I felt certain some connection was building between them.
At night, she’d show me the text messages they were sending back and forth with each other, and I have to admit Aaron was charming and certainly not pushing her into anything she didn’t want to do. He wasn’t in any kind of desperate rush to suggest their affair turn real.
But the way he constantly complimented her, and the way she responded, hinted at some kind of forbidden attraction, a desire that went beyond the agreed bounds, a secret wish to be together freed from the bonds of Hayley’s marriage.
And when she came back to me after meeting him, she always had that glow about her, that bubbly, giggly energy of a young woman in lust—and she was always wet and craving my hardness deep inside her.



 
 
 
Chapter Twelve
 
 
 
Hayley was in relatively close contact with Aaron most of the time, even while their affair was officially being denied by the studio, the stars and their representatives. The two of them were meeting up every day or two, starting out with a little celebration of the fact that their movie opened big, taking the number one spot for that weekend.
But there were secret romantic meals together, afternoons hanging out at Aaron’s mansion in Malibu, night-time visits to exclusive nightclubs where they could dance until the small hours, stirring the rumor mill all the time they were with each other. Then there were the official engagements, of course, the interviews and appearances scheduled to continue promoting the movie, including their Tonight Show appearance.
I was feeling a constant buzz from the sense that my wife was happy in this strange new arrangement, receiving all the benefits of a new relationship except for the sexual part. I was also happy that she was open with me about what was going on, including how much she was enjoying herself with Aaron—although she was still a little reluctant about detailing how she enjoyed kissing and cuddling with him when it was required.
I could even follow their text messages and email conversations if I wanted to, though for the most part in the early weeks they were little more than businesslike, setting up future meetings and activities where they might be “accidentally” seen together.
There was a while where I just left them to it—I was enjoying following their media coverage, which tapped into my fantasy of sharing Hayley with another man, despite it all being set up.
The “smitten couple” were jetting off to all kinds of romantic getaways, apparently, despite the fact that I knew they were both in LA, with Hayley perusing various scripts being sent her way, and Aaron working on various projects—including a potential sequel to the prison drama—in the final few days before the promotional tour around the world for the Prisoner’s Wife.
I even managed to get my head down and get on with some real progress in my work, which provided me with some distraction for a while as Hayley spent more and more time with her co-star instead of her husband.
Then two nights before they were due to fly out to London ahead of the UK premiere for Prisoner’s Wife, I came back to find Hayley packing a suitcase.
“He wants to take me on his private jet,” she said.
I scratched my head. “I thought you were all booked to fly out on Tuesday.”
“He wants to fly out tonight, and get the official confirmation out…about our relationship.”
“Okay….”
“It’ll give a little more time for the news to sink in before the UK premiere.” She looked at me as though I had to give her permission.
I chuckled. “You know it’s not up to me where you go with Aaron.”
“You should have some say,” she insisted. “I am still your wife.”
Standing there, I saw her packing underwear into the suitcase lying on the bed—and it wasn’t just ordinary underwear, but fairly expensive-looking lingerie. Jesus. When did she buy that? And why would she need such fancy lingerie if she was only faking her affair with Aaron Simpson?
My stomach felt as though it was being squeezed by a vice—and yet at the same time, my cock seemed to be thickening within my pants.
“You’re heading off right now?” I asked.
“In Aaron’s private jet,” she agreed.
“I thought we’d get to spend a little more time together….”
“I know. I wanted that too. But Aaron thinks it’ll be much easier to get out of LA before the announcement breaks, and he wants a little more time before the premiere. It’s going to be so intense.”
The whole worldwide promotional tour had crept up on me—I had been expecting a couple more days to get my head around it all, to cope with the idea of my wife being away from home again for so long, spending all that time with Aaron while the world believed they were a couple.
“Here, take this one….” I heard a familiar voice from the bathroom, and lo and behold, Liona emerged holding up a few scraps of crimson lace that just about took my breath away.
What was Hayley’s agent doing persuading her to take such scandalous underwear on her promotional tour with Aaron Simpson?
The sharp blonde stopped in her tracks, surprised at my arrival.
“Seriously?” I laughed, though the thought of Hayley wearing something like that got my blood pumping quickly.
Liona said to me, “There’s been a change in strategy.”
“Yeah,” I nodded. “I heard. You’re making the announcement tonight.”
The blonde handed her chosen lingerie to Hayley to pack into the suitcase. “That’s not all. There are rumors floating around that Aaron Simpson’s putting his feelers out for his next major project.”
I sighed, and slumped down in the armchair in the corner of the room to get out of the way of all the furious packing activities. “I thought he was up for a sequel to Prisoner’s Wife?”
Liona said, “Oh, he is. At least, we hope so. But we need to work on the assumption that there’s a danger he’ll decide to do something else instead.”
“Something without Hayley?”
The agent nodded, and now perched on the end of the bed as Hayley went into the walk-in closet to fetch more of her clothes. “It’s standard tactics when you’re about to start negotiations for contracts for something like the Prisoner’s Wife sequel,” she explained. “You add an element of uncertainty to put yourself in a stronger position.”
“So what does that mean for us?” I asked. “He wants to force Hayley’s price down?”
Liona shook her head. “Oh no. She’ll make triple what she made on Prisoner’s Wife, I can guarantee that. You guys will be set up, even if Hayley doesn’t do another movie after that. It’s something else he wants.”
“Hayley.”
“Exactly.” Liona glanced toward the walk-in closet. “Of course, we’re not supposed to know any of this, yet. Hopefully that means we can take advantage, get a few moves ahead.”
“You think he’s going to decide on a different movie if he doesn’t get Hayley properly?”
“I think she’s driving him crazy, and he’s bound to start getting a little frustrated.”
My ears started ringing, my whole body trembling as adrenalin surged through my bloodstream. “So what’s the strategy?”
“I’m afraid Hayley’s going to have to do everything in her power to make Aaron Simpson believe she really wants him, and that at some point in the future, this little pretend affair of theirs will become real.”
“He’s never going to actually come out and say we can’t do the movie if I don’t sleep with him,” Hayley yelled from the closet.
“No, but if he gets the sense from you that you will eventually go for it, he’s much more likely to stay on course, and not start looking around at other cute actresses he could have if he wanted.”
“You just have to make him believe you’ll sleep with him,” I said.
Hayley ducked her head out of the closet door and smirked at me, knowing exactly how I felt about that.
“I just have to keep him interested until we get the contracts signed,” she insisted.
I nodded, though it seemed like a strange strategy to me. I said, “Hence all the fancy underwear, huh? You’re really going to let him see you in it, honey?”
Hayley emerged fully from the closet, and dropped another pile of clothing—mostly underwear, it seemed—in her suitcase, including the tiniest g-string I’d ever seen. When had she bought all this stuff?
“You don’t mind me wearing a few sexy little numbers for him, do you?” Hayley flashed her eyes at me and came over to sit on my lap.
“Of course not,” I said, feeling her gently pressing her body down against my hardness, feeling out how I felt about her flying off with another man bearing a whole array of lingerie in her luggage.
She kissed me, and it felt so sweet, I wanted to just throw her down on the bed and take her—but Liona was sitting right there, checking on her cell phone. It didn’t help that Hayley was wearing a short red-and-white floral summer dress that was just asking to be pulled up—or torn off.
“The limo is waiting downstairs,” the bright blonde said, and I heard Hayley groan, and not in a good way.
She broke away from me, but continued to press herself against my throbbing cock through my pants. She said, “Will you be okay…you know…without me?”
“I’ll struggle through, I’m sure,” I said, then turned to Liona. “Wouldn’t it just be simpler to…well… give Aaron what he wants? I mean, I’d say that nobody needs to know about it, but the world kind of believes it’s already happened.”
Liona smiled, and I could see she thought I was simply making a joke. “Well,” she said, “I’m sure if we could change things so that she wasn’t married married, that she’d never met Mr. Right until she was 35 with a few blockbuster movies already under her belt, things would have been a lot easier. But—”
“I love you, and only you,” Hayley said, kissing me again. “I can hold Aaron Simpson off.”
There was a knock on the door, and a uniformed bellhop emerged tentatively. Hayley hopped up to zip up her case, and hand it over to the guy—who already had a trolley with him bearing six suitcases that were identical to the crimson-and-gold suitcase that was apparently mostly filled with underwear.
“Uh…are you sure you’ve packed enough, sweetie?”
She laughed. “They don’t charge per case on a private jet,” she said. “And anyway, it’s a long tour.”
Being a celebrity is not an environmentally-friendly activity, I can tell you. Limousines, private jets, bus-loads of luggage. And to think, this time the previous year we were still both traveling economy class, sharing a single suitcase and making the most of our carry-on space allowance.
Jesus, she bent down and made me appreciate just how low-cut her dress was—it showed off a heck of a lot of cleavage. I couldn’t work out who was going to face the greatest degree of teasing—me waiting back at home for her or Aaron Simpson, who would apparently be getting glimpses of Hayley’s sexy underwear, while being prevented from actually sleeping with her.
Hayley said goodbye, and promised to call me every night before she went to sleep, and I stood there actually hoping she’d give in to temptation and fuck her poor multi-millionaire fake lover at some point soon. I even imagined how wild it would be if she would come back to me, freshly fucked, apologetic for breaking the agreed boundaries of her fake affair, but ready for some serious make-up sex.
There was just something inherently hot about the concept of a naughty wife in my view.
“I love you,” she said earnestly before she was gone.
“I love you too, honey,” I replied. “Have a great time—and if anything happens…well, enjoy that, too.”
She smirked at me. “You are a pervert, you know that?”
And then she was gone.
For a moment, I just stood still, feeling the strangeness of knowing that my beloved wife was going away with another man on a tour around the world. I mean, I didn’t know much about movie junkets back then, of course, or that it was basically little more than transferring from hotel to hotel around the world, occasionally escaping the hotel to attend movie premieres or TV studios or wherever there were promotional opportunities. Hardly a sightseeing tour.
Still, for a woman who had so very recently done little more than serve food and drinks to people, it would certainly be an experience.
I didn’t even realize that Liona was still with me in the suite until she piped up.
“You’re really okay with it if she goes ahead and sleeps with him, aren’t you?” She sounded a little amazed now that she’d processed my final exchange with Hayley.
I looked over at the blonde—she was still perched on the edge of the bed—and shrugged a little sheepishly. “I just like the idea of my wife…letting go.”
Liona raised her eyebrow. “She said something to be about you wishing the affair was real—and I thought she was kidding.”
“You think I’m a freak?”
“I think you’re a wonderful husband,” she smiled, and in that moment I really recognized just how pretty Liona was. “But you know how dangerous this is, right? Letting her do as she wants with Aaron?”
I shrugged again. “It’s really not up to me,” I said. “She’s not my property.”
Dressed in a smart but sexy business suit—a power suit, you might say—Liona casually stroked a nylon-clad thigh, though I don’t think she was actively trying to entice my eyes to her shapely leg. She said, “It’s one strategy, I guess. Set her free, and if she really loves you, she’ll come back to you.”
“Something like that.”
“There’s rumors of other Hollywood couples trying it, too. Those kind of guys spend so much time apart if they’re off shooting movies.”
“Uh-huh?”
“There were always stories about Will Smith letting Jada do as she pleased while they were away from each other. Other stars, too, but I don’t know if any of those stories were ever confirmed.”
“Well, probably not something you want to publicly acknowledge,” I said, not quite sure why Liona was hanging back, why she was staying with me.
She said, “Just then—the way Hayley was teasing you. It’s not just that you’re okay about her having an affair, is it?”
I stood up to grab the TV remote and flick on the set, unsure of what I was supposed to be doing with Hayley’s agent still there. I was a little surprised to see pictures of our hotel being displayed on E!, along with the headline: “Hayley Martin in last-ditch attempt to save marriage”.
I sighed, and slumped down in the chair again as the TV channel showed video footage of yours truly arriving at the hotel just a little while previously, which a caption explained: “Hayley Martin’s husband arriving for last-minute talks on their marriage”.
Jesus.
“So if it came down to it, you’d really be okay with her sleeping with him?” Liona said.
“It’s not up to me.”
“But you’d…enjoy it? If she wanted to do it?”
“It’s just a thing….” I said. I supposed I could trust Liona to keep our little secrets confidential. “I’ve always liked the idea of Hayley being…well…liberated. Free to see other people if she wanted to. And if she wanted to tell me what happened when she saw them…or let me watch…well, it would be kind of hot.”
“You’re a voyeur. Most guys are, apparently. It’s why porn is so popular. And Hayley’s always said ‘no’ to this?”
Liona looked puzzled, as though her client had to be crazy to be offered the chance to sleep around and still keep her husband content.
I shook my head. “She always said she wasn’t that kind of girl, so I never pushed it. And I think she may have doubted if I could actually handle it—”
Liona nodded. “And could you?”
“I don’t know,” I sighed again. “I think…as long as she came back to me…I would, yeah. It would just be something else…interesting…about her. It’s hard to explain.”
“You’re not the kind of guy who thinks a woman is ruined for you if she sleeps with someone else, I take it?”
“Not really, no,” I said. “There is a certain amount of fear—that I’d lose her. I do feel a little jealous when she’s with Aaron, but I think it’s really just that same fear. But I trust her, so it’s okay.”
Liona pulled herself up from the bed.
“You should be careful, you know,” she said. “I mean, it might be something for an ordinary couple…you know…for the wife to go off and have a little fling. But you guys aren’t an ordinary couple. Like it or not.”
“No, we’re not.”
“And Aaron Simpson is definitely not an ordinary guy for anyone to have a fling with.”
“No.”
She looked at me, and it seemed to me that she was oddly impressed. Then she stepped past me, went to the window to pull aside the curtain and gaze outside over the rooftops of Hollywood. “Has anyone talked to you about the next stage of the strategy?”
I shook my head. “Not so much. Apart from what you guys told me just now.”
Liona said, “Hayley was going to explain—I think she got rattled by this sudden invitation from Aaron.”
“Of course.”
“So the relationship goes public—officially, they’ll admit everything. Tonight was supposed to be the last great heart-to-heart, where you two would have tried to save your marriage after she admitted her feelings for Aaron….”
“So she keeps some audience sympathy on side?”
Liona nodded. “Something like that. But now she’s tried, the world will understand that she’s an A-list star now, and she’s fallen for another A-lister, and that’s just natural. We’ve seen it before countless times.”
“Right. So Hayley and Aaron will be officially an item.”
“Yes.”
I said, “But in reality, it’s still a fake affair, right?”
Liona closed the curtains again then turned to me. “Still pretend,” she said, “although Aaron wants to make it real at this point—we know that. But even if it stays fake, it’s going to start seeming quite heavy now.”
“Okay.”
“Firstly, you two will have to separate—at least as far as the general public is concerned.”
That struck a discordant note, but it wasn’t too much of a surprise. “Okay, I could probably have guessed that.”
She said, “The idea is, now she’s flown off with Aaron, you move out of this hotel suite and…well, I guess move back home.”
“New York?”
She smiled. “Or your place in Redondo Beach, since you have a job out here now.”
“And Hayley? When their tour is over?”
“She’ll go live with Aaron in Malibu, I guess. At least until that real estate agent of yours locates a decent place for her.”
“I was beginning to wonder what that real estate agent was up to,” I grinned, but deep down I was feeling a little queasy. Liona had been right: this was getting very heavy, very fast. I would no longer be living with Hayley—my wife would be moving into another man’s house. Aaron Simpson’s house.
I felt like I hadn’t quite thought this through: if Hayley really did sleep with Aaron now, I would really lose her to him. She might still be married to me, and she might at some point want to come back to me, but for the mean time she would be gone for long periods.
“We’ll have to arrange some visits for you,” Liona said. “I mean, obviously you can see her whenever you like while she’s not on her publicity tour, but….”
“Conjugal visits, you mean?” I joked.
“I guess so.”
“She's going to have a lot of conjugal visits.”

“You are her husband,” Liona smiled.

I nodded. “Are there still photographers outside?”

“I think they’re headed to the airport with Hayley.”
“I feel like maybe going home right now,” I said.
“You want some help packing?” She was scratching her neck, and though she wasn’t really thinking about it, it made me notice how many buttons on her shirt were undone—I could see a lot more cleavage than a dutiful husband really ought to have.
But I smiled gratefully, I needed all the friends I could get just now. “That would be nice,” I said, “But I really don’t have a lot of stuff—I’m not a movie star, you know.”



 
 
 
Chapter Thirteen
 
 
 
I felt a little strange driving back to our little place in Redondo Beach, alone. This was very nearly my fantasy coming true. My wife was getting closer and closer to giving in to temptation, to sleeping with another man. But our lives had changed so dramatically since my fantasy had first developed that I wasn’t even sure how I felt about it now.
It was almost as though I’d told the Devil my greatest desire: for Hayley to sleep with another man, and he’d made my wish come true, but fucked my life up along with the deal.
Getting back to our little house did give me the comforting sense of a familiarity to cope with my churning stomach and tingling nerves. I could dial out for pizza and then bunker down, trying to imagine we were in our old life again, and Hayley was just out working for the evening.
My imagination couldn’t hold that particular image for long, though. The way I was feeling inside—and the burning sense of curiosity—made me crave some kind of information about what Hayley was doing, what was happening with Aaron. I knew it was a little ridiculous—the way traffic was in LA, Hayley was probably still on her way to the airport. But somehow, I had to connect with her, had to engage with her adventure with Aaron.
I flicked on the TV, but the gossip was all about the latest updates on various Kardashian sisters. Online, there were stories about my last efforts to persuade Hayley to save our marriage, but there was nothing new to learn.
Sitting there with the laptop on my lap reminded me that I hadn’t been following any of Hayley’s messaging with Aaron recently. I drew up the messaging app on screen, which allowed her to chat with Aaron on any device. I could look at it on the laptop as she accessed it on her phone.
As the stream of messages displayed in front of me, I was immediately struck by how many smiles and “x” kisses had been flying between the two of them. Things were much more flirty between them than when I’d last checked—which had been quite a while back.
Aaron: You looked so hot in that dress today. Hard time keeping my hands off you ;-)
Hayley: I don’t seem to remember you trying to keep your hands off me today :-P
Aaron: But I wanted to keep them under your dress, not over it :-P
Hayley: You’re such a bad boy. You know my husband is lying next to me right now?
Aaron: In London you can lie next to me all you like
Hayley: I’m looking forward to it ;-)
My heart raced as I read their messages. Aaron was so forward. He was definitely trying to push the boundaries of what he was allowed to do with her and saw their international promotional junket as the time to pounce. Hayley seemed to maintain her distance to some degree, but didn’t want to discourage his sense of mischief.
I was stiff in no time.
Aaron: When are you gonna let me take you to my place in Antigua?
Hayley: Soon as you like—thought we were waiting until everything on PW is done :-)
Aaron: We have a spare week between the last premiere in Europe and the first in Asia - how about it?
Hayley: I’ll have to go shopping for a new swimsuit ;-)
Aaron: One step ahead of you. My personal shopper has bought some of the smallest bathing suits in history for you :-P
Hayley: You know I only wear one-piece suits?
Aaron: You know it’s an actual crime to hide a body like yours when you’re on the beach?
Hayley: You’ve seen it all before
Aaron: Which is why I need to see it again
Hayley: Okay, maybe if you’re nice to me, I’ll wear one of your dirty little bathing suits ;-)
Aaron: I’ll do whatever it takes :-P
Hayley: I’m going to go online and order you a tiny bathing suit that shows everything. You have to wear that, too.
Aaron: Don’t make it too tiny, if you know what I mean ;-)
Hayley: Oh I know. I’ll make sure it’s tiny in just the right places xxx
Jesus. To see my wife chatting with another guy about the size of his cock. I nearly came right there. It was so hot to see her being flirty, to see her being naughty, to see her thinking about sexual things.
I scrolled through some of their other messages, and there was plenty of Hayley teasing Aaron, and Aaron making overt bids to persuade her to go further than the fake affair permitted.
The most recent messages seemed to come while Hayley was in the limo on the way to the airport. They had Aaron warning Hayley that when the confirmation went public about their affair, they’d have to make the hotel staff in London believe they were a proper couple.
Aaron: We’ll have to make sure they all think we’re legit.
Hayley: I’m sure we’ll manage.
Aaron: You know they’ll be listening in to make sure we’re doing it ;-)
Hayley: We’ll just have to reprise our roles from the movie xxx
Aaron: It’ll have to seem authentic
Hayley: We were pretty good together in the movie ;-)
Aaron: I don’t think I packed my thong, though :-P
Hayley: You can borrow one of mine :-)
My God. Were they simply kidding around, or were they being serious? The thought of them playing at sex scenes like they had in the movie sent a jolt of intense heat through my chest. I assumed they didn’t really need to make sex noises while they were staying at a luxury hotel in London. The British were very discreet, weren’t they? Although, having said that, the British had some of the most ravenous paparazzi of all.
But seriously—what was stopping Hayley from just going all the way while she was alone with Aaron?
When the official announcement came out that they were, indeed, a couple, it would only really be Hayley, myself, Aaron and a very limited number of trusted representatives who would know they weren’t.
While I happened to want her to make it real, I didn’t want her to do it behind my back.
 
 
*
 
 
Later that evening, the news that Hayley had flown with Aaron to London early broke on TMZ, and then spread fairly rapidly to various other tittle-tattle media outlets. Despite the fact that very little new information came out other than that they were spotted at the airport, everyone was already theorizing how romantic it was about them wanting to spend a little more time together before the grueling promotional junket got started. Beyond that, the news outlets filled their articles with puff about how Aaron and Hayley had met—and about their latest movie.
The amount of stuff about the movie that came before the readers was phenomenal, and you had to say that Hayley and Aaron’s off-screen relationship was sensational marketing.
I called my brother Rob and my parents to update them on the whole thing, and the fact that the affair was going to be officially confirmed at some point soon. They all seemed fairly accepting of what I was telling them—I could tell they saw Hayley’s Hollywood existence as a different world compared to normal life, and they had no clue how it all worked. The entire thing was fake, as far as they were concerned, so it never seemed to surprise them the lengths that the movie people were going to fake this affair so it might get the movie into the media time and time again.
After that, I was alone, and it wasn’t easy. It wasn’t as though I could just give Hayley a call—she could probably call me, since I assume those flying on private jets had the ability to make phone calls—but I knew she would be caught up in the wow factor of flying with Aaron in such style. And with a little over ten hours flight time to London from LA, I would think Hayley would want to sleep on the plane at some point.
So I went to bed, and somehow got to sleep dreaming of my wife being scandalously unfaithful.
 
 
*
 
 
In the morning, I awoke to the headlines plastered across all news outlets, not just the gossip shows: Hayley Martin and Aaron Simpson “in love”.
The words “in love” sent a powerful jolt straight through my heart, though I knew it was all supposed to be fake. I wanted my wife to have fun, I wanted her to experience the excitement of a new relationship—and the wild, depraved sex that could go with it. But I certainly didn’t want her “in love” with anyone but me.
But still, it was a thrill to see how elated Hayley was with Aaron, how exciting the experience of jumping into the A-list pool was for her. The news channels were naturally picking out footage that showed her cheerful and loving with her co-star, but even so, I knew there were certain emotions she wasn’t faking here.
My phone rang about sevenish, but it was Liona rather than Hayley.
“How’re you doing, David? You’ve seen all the coverage, I take it?”
“I have,” I said, feeling a little touched that she’d bothered to call to check up on me. “I’m glad I knew in advance that it was coming.”
“A bit of a shock, I know,” she said.
“They’re all saying she’s ‘in love’ with him—I guess I never really thought it would be like that.”
“Because you know she’s not,” Liona stressed. “It’s just the way we had to put it in the announcement: people won’t empathize with her if they think she just got horny and wanted to jump her co-star’s bones. Forgiveness comes if they think she just fell head-over-heels for Aaron, that she had no choice but to be with him.”
“I suppose so.” I leaned out of bed to pull the curtain slightly aside so I could see outside. My stomach lurched slightly as I saw the street full of motorcycles, and people in dark clothing holding photographic equipment. “The paparazzi have arrived,” I reported to Liona.
“Ah. Yes, sorry about that.”
“I suppose I just have to push through them and head off to work, like some poor sap who just lost his beautiful wife to another man.”
“You could probably call in sick, you know.”
I didn’t. I pushed my way through the feverish pack hurling questions at me about how I felt losing my wife to Aaron Simpson, and just about managed to drive off to work without getting lynched.
The trouble was, while I was at work I not only had a barrage of paparazzi photographers stationed outside the building, but journalists kept on calling our office, trying to get through to me.
Eventually, I slipped into my boss’s office and apologized, suggesting that perhaps I take some annual leave until everything blew over.
“Hey, I know it’s hardly your fault, David,” he said.
“Thank you.”
“You’ve done some great work for us since you joined—perhaps it’s time you took a good long vacation anyway, huh?”
“I think perhaps it’s best.”
He nodded. “Get some sun, try to forget about…all this. Plenty of fish in the sea, and all that.”
“Thank you, Bob.”
I put in for four weeks off, which was about the time it would take for the Prisoner’s Wife worldwide promotional tour to be completed—after which, I hoped that Hayley would come back to me to “repair” our marriage.
I did get some sympathy from my co-workers, who were happy enough to cover me during my sudden unexpected vacation. I was hardly going to tell them the affair was fake, but it probably didn’t make much difference to them. Adrian Bassett even offered me a lift home—the intention being that as he drove me out of the building’s underground parking lot, I’d be able to hide and thereby circumvent the paparazzi.
It worked like a charm, except for the fact that there were a few photographers still lingering outside my house in Redondo Beach. Still, it made it easier for me to get past them and indoors.
There, I actually slept again for a few hours, and started thinking about what the hell I was going to do with myself with four weeks of vacation time on my own.



 
 
 
Chapter Fourteen
 
 
 
It was about four o’clock in the afternoon that Hayley finally got in touch via Skype. She looked good, and though it was clear she’d only just got up from bed, she had a little make-up on but her hair was just flowing down without having her usual impeccable brushing.
“Hey sweetie! How are you?” she said.
She was wearing a casual, red t-shirt that was nicely tight around her curves, and denim shorts that showed plenty of leg as she sat on a white couch, her lap top placed on a coffee table in front of her.
“Hayley—how was your flight?”
“You’re at home?” she threw a question back at me, noticing that I was back at the house at four o’clock in the afternoon.
“The paparazzi barricaded the office. Bob suggested I take a little time off to let all this blow over.”
“Oh, I’m sorry, honey. It’s not really fair.”
“It’s okay. I could probably do with a little time off. So it’s great to see you. I miss you already.”
She smiled. “I miss you too. I got hardly any sleep on the plane because it was just so amazing being on a private jet, you know? So as soon as we got into London and into the hotel, I just crashed out.”
“Fair enough. What time is it over there right now?”
“Eight, or a little after. I feel so messed up, and we’ve only just got here. My body can’t tell what time it is. So you’ve been doing okay? Apart from the paparazzi?”
“Sure,” I said. “I mean, the news is full of stuff about you and Aaron, but I know none of it’s real. It’s nothing I can’t handle. So how was your long flight with Aaron?”
“It was nice,” she said, and suddenly sounded a trifle awkward.
“I assume he wanted you to make it clear to the flight crew that you guys are an item now?”
“He did,” she smiled. “We were kissing a lot…I guess touching each other….”
“Uh-huh.”
“He has a whole bed on his private jet, you know that?”
“That right?” I felt myself tremble as I imagined Aaron Simpson taking my wife onto a bed on his private jet. “So did you end up showing him any of that fancy underwear of yours?”
She laughed, as though what I’d said had come as some kind of relief. “Maybe,” she smirked, a teasing tone beginning to emerge.
“So what were you wearing?” I asked.
She grinned, and brushed her hair back out of her face with one hand. She ran the other slowly over her t-shirt, over her chest and down her stomach. “You remember the dress I was wearing,” she said.
“Uh-huh. It was very short. I guess it was inevitable he’d see something underneath.”
“We were lying on the bed, and kissing,” she said, stroking her legs now. “And I guess our hands were running all over the place.”
As though to demonstrate, her hands slid up to lift her t-shirt a little, then a lot, showing me she wasn’t wearing a bra. God, she always did have incredible breasts, and her nipples were little pebbles.
“Was he touching you?” I asked her. I felt a little giddy, sensing that despite Hayley’s resolve not to sleep with Aaron, her need to keep him interested might take her damn close to it.
“I thought maybe if I let him get a little further than we’ve been before, it might…you know…help….”
“Where was he touching you?”
“My breasts,” she said, showing them to me, cupping them for a moment before allowing her t-shirt to drop back down.
She peered at her laptop, trying to see how I was taking all this. Showing my approval, I said, “I bet you liked that.”
She smiled, “It was…nice…felt kinda strange, because it wasn’t you—and yet he did touch me like that when we were making the movie…but, I don’t know…. This was different.”
I felt my heart jump a little. ‘Different’. The implication being that the movie had been acting, but this touching on Aaron’s jet had not.
“I wish you were here right now,” she said, lifting her t-shirt again to fondle her breasts. This time, she paid more attention to her stiff buds.
“So do I,” I said. “I’d probably tear those shorts off you right now.”
“These ones?” she asked, and started unbuttoning them before my very eyes, then lay against the back of the couch, lifting her hips to slowly pull the denim shorts off her hips and over her thighs, over her little feet.
“So how far did it go last night?” I asked her as she parted her thighs to show me a pair of pink panties that I’d never seen before. “He must have wanted to do more than just touch your breasts.”
“He was rubbing up against me…down here….” she said, sweeping her hands down between her thighs, to run them over the dainty, pink cotton of her panties. “It was only his leg, and we both had all our clothes on, but…you know….”
“It was further than you’d gone before?”
“Uh-huh.”
She caressed her pussy through her underwear for a few moments before moving to remove her t-shirt. She seemed so aroused—I could see moisture already darkening the cotton stretched over her sex.
“Was that as far as it went?” I asked again.
“I touched him, too,” she said. “Only…I put my hand over his…well…his cock.”
“You liked it?”
“He’s very big, David—”
I felt my stomach squeezed by this new information. “I thought you said he was similar to me?” I said.
I heard a small sigh. “I… it was a little white lie. I couldn’t tell how you’d feel about —”
“I just want you to tell the truth,” I said. “No lies, even if you think it would make me feel better.”
“Of course. I promise.”
“So you liked it?”
“I know I did kinda feel it before when we were on the movie—and sometimes when we’ve been dancing. But that was never…. I was never really supposed to touch it then. At least….”
“Now he wants you to play with it, right? And that freaks you out?”
I watched as her fingers shifted her panties aside to start touching her bare pussy directly.
“I don’t know…. I was just kinda curious…. I wanted to touch it…see what it was like…”
“So did you?”
“Would you be angry at me if I did?”
“Of course not. You know how I feel.”
“Show me,” she said. “Show me how you feel.”
For a moment or two, I was unsure exactly what she meant, but then the way she peered at her laptop, at her view of me, I suddenly got exactly what she wanted. I’ll show you mine if you show me yours.
I fumbled with my fly, then retrieved my hard cock, pulling it out to show her exactly how aroused I was at the thought of her going a little further with her co-star.
She smiled, and moaned softly while she continued to touch herself.
“So you touched it?” I asked her.
“Only though his underwear,” she said. “But then I was…stroking him…”
“Okay…”
“And then he was stroking my leg…and his hand moved up to my…my panties.”
“Great….”
“You don’t mind?”
“Of course not.”
“You still love me?”
“More than ever.”
She smiled, so pretty, and now I saw her lift her hips and remove her panties. We’d done this before, of course, while the movie production had moved to Europe, but somehow this was more powerful, seeing her like this. My sexy little wife was getting close to being naughty with another man. Somehow, it peaked my interest a little more than usual.
“I think he’s okay with us moving slowly,” she said, stroking her pink folds as I continued to slowly pump my shaft while watching her. “I did give him the impression that we are moving beyond merely faking things, though.”
“That’s okay,” I said. “You know that’s okay with me.”
She laughed, and reached for something beside her on the couch. I saw her clutching something large, purple and shiny. She pressed something on it and it started to hum. A vibrator.
“You have been shopping,” I joked as she touched the tip of the vibrator to her nipple, and used it to play with her breasts.
“I thought if I was going to spend so long away from you, making Aaron think I’d slowly succumb to his seduction, I might have a little tension to release on this tour.”
She ran the tip of the vibrator down her stomach, slowly over her hairless mound, around and over her clit, then eased it against her pussy lips. I could see it was molded in the shape of an erect cock, and it made me wonder what it might be like to see a real cock rubbing up against Hayley’s sweet pussy other than mine.
“You think you’ll go further with Aaron on this trip?” I asked as her breathing turned steadily to moaning and panting as she lay back against the couch, her body undulating as she stroked her pussy with the humming purple phallus.
“I think….” she said. “I’ll probably…have to….”
“He was okay with you stopping last night? I mean, I assume—”
I loved seeing how wet her pussy was getting from those vibrations.
“We went…very slowly….” she panted. “He was…fine with it….”
“That’s good.”
“And then he…came…while I was touching him.”
I probably would have laughed out loud at that particular image, except that all my focus was on Hayley as she slipped the fake cock into her juicy pussy.
We hadn’t watched each other masturbate before she’d gone away from me to make her movie. And now that I was seeing her play with a sex toy for the first time, I was struck by just how hot it was. With me watching her, I could almost imagine it was someone else’s cock penetrating her. I could test how my fantasy might actually look in real life.
I saw Hayley get so involved with it that it was almost as though I wasn’t even there.
And as I watched, I also mulled over the new fact that my wife had made another man come in his pants the previous night—and was talking about going further with him as they progressed through this promotional tour of theirs.
I watched her slide that great thing deep inside her sweet, pink pussy, and her whole body tensed, then shook as the orgasm hit.
When she was done, and panting to recover her breath, she sat up and said, “You didn’t finish?”
“I was waiting for you.”
“Finish. Now.”
I stepped up the pumping of my shaft, taking in the sight of my exquisite naked wife as she sat there exposing herself to me from across an ocean.
“So you’re okay about me taking things further with Aaron, then?” she asked, and it only made my cock throb harder in my hands.
“Uh-huh.”
“We might have to do some more touching….” she teased me. “And a lot more kissing, of course….”
“Uh-huh.”
“I’ll probably have to show him a little more…you know…flesh….”
“Uh-huh.”
“I might even have to make him come—you know…with my hand…so he thinks we’re really getting somewhere….”
The way she put it made it sound almost as though Hayley and Aaron were teenagers, debating endlessly whether they should take the next baby step in exploring their sexuality. But this wasn’t Dawson’s Creek. It wouldn’t be so long before Hayley was knocking on the door of her thirties, and Aaron Simpson was pretty much middle-aged.
But for me, hearing her telling me what she was going to have to do to keep Aaron interested long enough to sign her contract for the movie sequel, it was hotter than hot.
Then she said, “Sweetie, how would you feel if we had to…you know…try a little…oral sex…?”
And that was where I blew, pumping my sticky cream into my hand as my delighted wife looked on.
The last thing I said to her before we signed off was, “You know it’s all up to you, honey? You take things as far as you want to.”



 
 
 
Chapter Fifteen
 
 
 
She did fend him off with a little more intimate touching and kissing for a couple more nights, but I could tell things were moving on, strongly.
Seeing Hayley via Skype, I could tell how exhilarated she was by it all—it helped that the media coverage of her affair with Aaron seemed to be wholly positive, despite the fact that she was married. Everyone, it seemed, wanted to get on board the love story between Hayley Martin and Aaron Simpson. She was such a sweet girl, with real talent who deserved to get to the top, and he was a beloved movie star who might have a playboy reputation, but produced consistently popular movies and never seemed to put a step wrong.
I stayed in our little house as though I’d contracted a serious case of agoraphobia. I had my groceries delivered, curtains drawn to keep the photographer’s lenses out, the television on constantly to stream out any developments there might have been about my wife and her new lover.
For the most part, I switched to London’s time zone, sleeping when Hayley was sleeping, awake while she was awake. We could chat on Skype whenever she wasn’t with Aaron, and she could thrill me with all the latest on how things were going, and how she was constantly skirting with the possibility that she would have to put out after all.
As the night of the London premiere arrived, though, I noticed that she had stopped insisting that she would never sleep with Aaron, that it could never happen. I didn’t push the point, but it did seem apparent that her resolve had somewhat melted.
She called me as she was getting changed ready for the premiere, which would be held in London’s Leicester Square. As the call was connected, I saw that she was in her own hotel room—despite the public confirmation of the affair, the studio had still booked her a separate room from Aaron—and she was laying out some of her lingerie on the bed, something scarlet and lacy.
She looked even more buzzed than usual.
“Hey honey—guess what?” she said.
“What?” I felt my pulse accelerate.
“We signed the contracts for the sequel!”
For a fraction of a second, I’d thought that she’d finally gone all the way with Aaron. I hesitated as the disappointment worked its way through me. This was actually a good thing. A great thing. She’d signed the contract!
“Terrific, honey! That’s great!”
“I think we can finally afford a dream house somewhere!” she grinned, sitting down on the bed to remove her shoes.
“You are so incredible, you know that?” I said. I didn’t really know how to put into words how proud I was of her.
She lay back in the bed and lifted her hips to reach under her little black miniskirt to remove her panties, and I appreciated very much that she was giving me a little show before she headed off for another evening with Aaron.
“I think…I think I may be ready to go a little further with Aaron,” she said, and I felt certain she wasn’t just teasing me now, this was getting serious.
“That’s great, honey.”
I watched her stand up to pull off her black-and-white top, drop her skirt, and then her fairly plain black push-up bra, looking so good as she stepped into a red lacy garter belt. She cupped her breasts and those stiff nipples in a matching red lace bra, reaching behind her to fasten it.
“You really do want me to do this, don’t you, sweetie?” She slipped the straps of her bra over her shoulders before pulling on the cups to ensure they were fitted perfectly over her shapely orbs.
“Of course.”
“I mean, there’s no going back once I’ve done it.”
My heart was thumping in my chest. Was she talking about what I thought she was talking about? Not just fooling around with Aaron a little more, not just the oral sex she’d hinted at wanting after her flight across the Atlantic—but the possibility of fully consummating her affair?
“I know that. But you’re not just doing this for me,” I said. “Are you?”
“No,” she said, reaching for her tiny little matching panties. “I really want it now. I mean, we’ve been talking about this for so long, and it’s been building and building…and I’ve been getting closer and closer with Aaron….”
“It’s okay, honey, you don’t have to explain. You want him. That’s wonderful, I don’t have a problem with it at all.”
“What would you say if I thought it might happen…maybe later tonight?”
My stomach felt as though it folded over. Jesus. This was really going to happen? She dropped her panties on the bed, and picked up a pair of black stockings. She went over to an armchair to put them on—giving me a sensational view as she stretched the black nylon over her shapely legs one by one.
Eventually, I managed to say something. “I think if you want to do it, you should,” I said. “You know I want you to.”
As she lifted her legs to pull those stockings right up her thighs, she gave me an eyeful of her bare pussy, and all I could think about was that she was going to let another man penetrate her there, after she’d kept it from anyone but me for so very long.
“Here’s the thing….” she said.
“Yes?”
“I kind of want you here. If not exactly when it happens, then at least as soon after it as humanly possible.”
She stood to grab her panties and pull them on, fixing her stockings in place with the suspenders—which went under her panties, I noticed, so that they might stay on when her panties were removed—removed by another man!
“I hate to spoil a fantastic idea,” I said, “but I’m in LA still. And it’s a 10-hour flight to the UK, right?”
She smiled. “What if I said Liona’s booked you on a flight that takes off in about…I don’t know…two hours?”
“Okay….”
“It’s five o’clock here right now, so in about 12 hours you’d be landing at Heathrow, and that would be 5am London time.”
“I guess that would be okay. You’d want to see me right then?”
She stood, and after taking a while to get her garters in place as she wanted them, she pulled a tiny crimson cocktail dress from the wardrobe.
“We might even be still out partying after the premiere,” she said. “Then, I guess we’d end up collapsing into bed….”
“And I’d see you…once you were done?”
“Sure. Maybe after a little sleep.”
“Okay,” I said, feeling my blood pumping around my body, my manhood rock-hard. “So are you saying Liona has booked me on a flight in two hours?”
“Get your suitcase packed,” she said. “I’ll see you in London.”



 
 
 
Chapter Sixteen
 
 
 
I was left in silence, stunned.
Hayley had been reluctant for so long, it hardly seemed real that she was now planning on going all the way with Aaron—and potentially within just a few hours.
The doorbell sounded, snapping me out of my daze. I groaned, feeling certain it was some overly ruthless paparazzi trying to get me to show my face. But I did go down to check—you never knew who it might be, might have been the police, you never knew.
Downstairs I went to the door to peer through the spy hole, and for a moment I figured the young dark-haired woman on my doorstep was another photographer or a journalist thinking she was smarter than the rest. After a moment, though, I realized it was Liona.
Checking for photographers and seeing none, I opened the door, and her pretty face cracked into a warm smile.
“Hi!”
She was wearing a dark blue and white striped long-sleeve top which molded to her body, the stripes emphasizing her trim figure and shapely breasts. Her jeans were tight in all the right places, and she was just so damn pretty, her dark hair tied in a girlish ponytail, bangs falling down almost to her lively green eyes, her full lips blazing with bright scarlet lipstick.
“Uh…hey, Liona. I wasn’t…expecting you.”
“You wanted some help packing, right?”
She marched on past me, her candy-sweet perfume filling my lungs, and up the stairs without any actual agreement on my part—a petite force of nature.
I guess her sudden new hair color just made her a little more noticeable to me—but what a time to develop a crush on someone who wasn’t my wife. I was all testosterone just now, it was oozing through my pores, pumping up my muscles, burning me up as it coursed through my veins. The simple fact of knowing that my wife was just about to go out for the night and party with another man, before fully intending to open her legs for him—it turned me into a raging inferno of masculinity and furious arousal.
I closed the door and headed upstairs myself, to find her busily pulling out my suitcase before opening our wardrobe to begin selecting clothes for me to wear in London. She seemed to know where everything was without me even having to hint.
And she was talking non-stop, like someone had paid her to do a running commentary on all this.
“…I can’t believe you guys are doing this. I mean, I understand why…it sounds logical, right? I mean…your beautiful wife is going to get tempted in this incredible new career of hers, so why not just let her enjoy the temptations, and there’s no reason to stop seeing her…I mean…you guys are in love, right? But it’s one thing to say it, and another thing to actually do it….”
I just stood there, a little confused, more than a little bemused. Hayley must have sent her. Had to have told her where everything was. There was no opening of incorrect drawers, no mistakenly going to Hayley’s side of the wardrobe: she was pinpoint packing, knowing exactly where she was going and what she was looking for.
“I’m sure it would have happened anyway,” I said, not quite knowing what to say to her. I guess I had to assume Hayley was telling her everything. They had become very close. “I mean, what woman wouldn’t?”
Liona flashed her eyes at me. “We’re not all driven by our libido. Contrary to what you men sometimes think of us, most of us are pretty rational.”
“Okay, yes, I’m sorry. But Hayley’s had a crush on Aaron Simpson since forever.”
“And that’s the reason to just let her…do whatever?”
“I don’t see why not.”
“Guys aren’t usually understanding like that…husbands aren’t usually understanding at all, right? And you’re not just letting her do it—you want her to do it, right?”
I shrugged. “I like the idea of her being happy.”
“You get off on it, though. It turns you on. The fact that she’s going to cheat on you—”
“It’s not cheating—” I started to respond.
“If you know it’s happening and approve. She told me you’d say that…”
She pulled my boxer shorts out of my drawer, and it struck me as a little strange to see her handling my underwear.
“But you never did this before, right? You guys were never into swinging or anything like that? She never fooled around with anyone else before while you two were together?”
“No, she’s always resisted the idea.”
Liona laughed. “Crazy!”
She walked into the bathroom, and went on. “I mean, don’t get me wrong, I’d be perfectly happy with you for the rest of my life…but if I knew you had a thing about me sleeping with other guys as well, I’d be on Ashley Madison like a shot.”
I felt my ears burn a little. Had Liona just dropped a hint that she liked me, or was she merely thinking in Hayley’s mindset just now?
I said, trying to ignore her slip of the tongue, “You know Ashley Madison got hacked, right? You’d probably end up being publicly shamed.”
She came out of the bathroom and surprised me by shoving a plastic bottle in my hands—shampoo? I peered at it. Just for Men.
“Here,” she said. “Hit the showers, buddy. I want you tall, dark and handsome by the time we leave here—and we haven’t got long. I’ll finish packing.”
I stared at the bottle of hair dye. Medium brown. I’d never used hair dye before in my life. I wasn’t even sure how—
“There’s some gloves by the sink,” Liona interrupted my thoughts. “Just put it in, wait five minutes and then hit the shower, shampoo it out.”
I hesitated, and she added, “You want me to come do it for you?” I looked at her and she broke into a mischievous grin. “I mean, Hayley didn’t actually ask me to take a shower with you…but you know…fair’s fair, right?”
I smiled, and headed for the bathroom. “None of this is about me wanting to sleep with other women,” I said.
Inside the bathroom, I dropped the Just for Men bottle on the counter by the sink, and pulled off my shirt.
“But you guys must have said something about it—I mean, if she gets to be with Aaron, what’s in it for you?” I turned, and she was standing there leaning against the doorway, apparently enjoying the sight of me pulling off my shirt.
I shook my head. “It’s not like that,” I said. I slipped on the clear vinyl gloves she’d provided for me, and gazed at myself in the mirror, at my close-cropped dark blond hair, which seemed to have gained a wealth of gray hairs since I’d last really looked at myself.
“So what’s it like?” she prompted me.
I said, “I love my wife. What I want is to see her…given attention…by someone else. And how much she enjoys it.”
Liona wrinkled her forehead. “So, you’re a voyeur, right?”
“Something like that,” I said, trying to explain as I started rubbing in the cool hair dye all over my scalp. “But it’s my wife that I want to watch…I don’t know…maybe I don’t even have to watch—just know that it’s happened, that she’s done it. There’s just something about the strong bond we have…and how it feels to be giving her a completely new sexual experience…and to know she’s being such a bad girl to go through with it….”
“Hmm….” Liona nodded. “You like bad girls, huh?”
“It’s complicated,” I said. “There’s a lot of different facets to it. The feeling that you’re both breaking a big taboo—and the whole risk factor….”
“Risk factor? You mean the risk that you’ll lose her?”
I smiled at her bewilderment. “I don’t mean I actually want to gamble our marriage away,” I said. “I have to fully trust that she loves me, and after she’s had her fun, she’ll still be mine first and foremost.”
Liona nodded. “But you like the feeling of danger.”
“It’s controlled danger, really. Walking a tightrope over Niagara Falls—you’re not intending to take a huge leap to your doom into a huge great waterfall. But the presence of the danger just makes the whole thing…I don’t know…more powerful.”
She stood there a moment in silence, and I could see two small peaks pressing up against her stripy top from the beautiful mounds of her breasts. It wasn’t cold in here: Liona seemed to be interested in the idea of a husband finding it exciting to allow his wife to sleep with others.
“And it won’t freak you out?” she said, breaking the silence as she suddenly realized how awkward it might seem. “I mean afterward…when you get her back, and she’s been with another guy?”
“Why should it?” I asked, finishing up the dyeing part of the process. “She was with other guys before me, wasn’t she?”
“That’s different. And that’s…ages ago.”
I set the timer on my smartphone to tell me when five minutes were up.
I shrugged. “It’s just sex. It’s not like she’s been rolling around in sewage. I don’t know. I kind of like the idea of seeing her right after, of being with her right after. She’d be so hot…and there’d be no doubt what she’d just done….”
“Mmm…so dirty….” Liona moaned, but then caught herself. “Jesus, if only all men were like you. I tell you what—there probably wouldn’t be any wars. Ever.”
“I doubt that,” I said. “We’d still have religions, right?”
 
 
*
 
 
I closed the door on her as my timer ticked down to zero and it was time to step in the shower—but that didn’t stop Liona coming in while I was washing off the dye, supposedly to get my toiletries to pack in the suitcase. She wasn’t subtle—yelling at me not to bother having a shave as she went.
She left the bathroom door open as she left, too.
“So I’m in disguise, huh?” I said loudly, believing her to be downstairs by now. She’d left some clean clothes spread out on the bed for me, and they were not clothes I’d ever seen before. Black jeans, black faded print t-shirt and dark blue hooded top. Comfortable, at least, and the perfect size as it turned out.
“Of course,” she said, walking in the room right as I was pulling on clean underwear. Jesus. Well, she’d probably seen everything already anyway, while she’d invaded my privacy in the bathroom. “I mean, people won’t be looking for you, I’m sure…but if there’s any danger of you being recognized on a flight to London…well, reporters like to connect up the dots, huh?”
“I guess so.”
“Here.” She handed me a pot of expensive-looking hair gel.
“What am I going for? The Gordon Gecko look? Or the full Pee-Wee Herman?” I joked.
Liona rolled her eyes at me, and took the hair gel back. She ordered me to pull on the hooded top, then stood behind me, in front of the mirror, to style my hair like some kind of boy band member. I had to admit, she was good at this. I looked completely different. Finally, she handed me a pair of dark-framed glasses.
“Very Clark Kent,” I commented.
Standing in the doorway again, she smiled. “I’ll say.”
I glanced at her, and how the new hair color seemed to make her look so different than how I knew her, and the timing of her switch to brunette suddenly tweaked something in my head. “You’re coming with me to London?”
She nodded. “If anyone is checking the airport for you, they won’t be looking for a couple.”
I kind of liked the idea of a little company on the long trek to London. And perhaps a friendly face on the other side if it turned out that waiting while my wife had an affair with another man was harder to deal with than I expected.
“You don’t have work to do? You can just take off for London for a few days?” I asked her.
She shrugged. “Hayley’s by far my biggest client. The others I can handle over the phone for a while.”
Outside, a bright red Dodge Viper sat parked in the street. I dumped the suitcases next to it on the sidewalk, said: “You were trying to deflect attention from us on this trip, weren’t you?”
She grinned. “Hey, just because we’re going incognito, doesn’t mean we can’t enjoy ourselves, right? It’s not my normal ride, so….”
At least there was enough trunk space to get my suitcases in—and next to Liona’s suitcases, too. As she drove us to LAX at a little more than the legal speed limit, I guess I found out something I hadn’t known about Liona Fairbanks—she was definitely into cars in a big way.
Anyway. We got out of the country in two business class seats—without being spotted, and that was the important thing. Liona’s tendency to babble constantly about anything and everything even helped to take my mind off things for a while.
Then, after a four-hour snooze, I woke up feeling London approaching—and my nerves started to jangle.



 
 
 
Chapter Seventeen
 
 
 
The aircraft circled around London a few times, despite making good time over the Atlantic—Heathrow’s night flight restrictions kept us up in the air, and it was anguish for me, knowing it would be that much longer before I saw Hayley again.
Did I want to be there when she took that great step beyond her previous boundaries, and lay with Aaron Simpson? I wasn’t sure. But I wanted the opportunity to at least be near her when it happened.
I was hugely relieved when the plane finally touched down—though then came the wait for immigration and for our luggage to come out.
While we waited around the baggage carousel, Liona held up her smartphone—a phablet, naturally—to show me something. On the oversized screen was the website of the British newspaper, the Daily Mail, and an article packed full of photographs of Hayley and Aaron looking suitably loved up and fantastically glamorous together at the movie premiere the previous evening.
“Everyone is reacting well,” Liona said, though her smile was a touch uncertain. She couldn’t quite tell whether I’d be happy or sad that the world was in love with a Hayley-Aaron romance. “They all want a piece of the great fairytale.”
“That’s wonderful,” I nodded. I was trying to send Hayley a text message to let her know we’d landed, but despite what my phone was telling me, I don’t think it was set up to work outside the States. I gave up and just took Liona’s phone to scroll through the pictures of my wife with her new man.
I was a little tired after the long journey, despite my brief sleep, but seeing Hayley hand-in-hand with Aaron in the pictures—and even kissing him in some, proudly displaying their affection—gave me a second wind. She looked so dazzling, and so very happy. What a change from the depths we had descended to, when she was desperately working every bar and restaurant shift she could get her hands on, the dream of making a professional wage as an actress seemingly beyond the distant horizon.
She was having so much fun—and soon, she was going to have even more as she took her affair that final leg to full reality.
Luggage finally in hand, at last we were on our way again. Liona naturally had a driver waiting for us, though his sign suggested he was waiting for “Garrison Tyler”, whoever he was.
“I made it up,” the sharp blonde-turned-brunette grinned as I asked her about it. “I’m hardly going to have some guy hold a sign with our names, huh?”
“I guess not.”
As we climbed into the car, leaving the driver to pack the suitcases into the trunk, Liona said quite seriously, “We have to be secret now, you understand that, right?”
“Of course.”
She slammed the door shut, isolating us in the back of the comfortable black Mercedes-Benz. “Officially, Hayley’s with Aaron now,” she continued. “You two are separated—so if anyone even suspects that you’re still seeing her as well, everything could be undone.”
“Yes,” I said, but I think Liona was right to impress it upon me: I hadn’t really quite caught the seriousness of all this. This wasn’t just an amusing little role-play session, or even the kind of wife-sharing date nights I’d read about in certain places online.
Officially, I’d lost Hayley. For marketing purposes, the world had been sold the tale that her chemistry with Aaron Simpson was so intense that it had shattered her marriage. Go see the movie, our little message told millions of people around the world. See the movie for yourself, see why the most famous man in the world fell for this relative newcomer.
It suddenly felt intensely dangerous to me, more than I’d really expected it to. Hayley and Aaron had faked an affair, and now they were about to make it real, she was about to sleep with him. Even while she continued to sleep with him, she would be faking the exclusivity of her relationship with Aaron, faking her love for him even as she faked her separation from me. But as with the temptation to make their sexual connection real, there was little to stop her making her love for him real as well—and dispense with me fully—since that was what everyone but a handful of people now believed.
All I had was the strong trust I’d always had for her. She loved me, as I loved her. We were doing this to benefit her career, but I was also doing this to give her the pleasure of Aaron Simpson’s big cock between her thighs. I trusted that she saw that, that she loved the fact that I wanted her to be so happy and fulfilled.
“…we’re going to have to be very careful at the hotel—if there’s any hint of running into movie people, we’ll have to have to come up with a story.”
I looked over at Liona, and realized I’d zoned out completely during the drive into central London. She’d been talking the whole way, and I’d missed everything she’d said.
“Which hotel are we staying at?” I asked her, hoping she hadn’t already said countless times, making me look like an idiot.
“The Dorchester. It’s on Park Lane—where a lot of celebs go when they’re in town.”
“Right. And Hayley’s staying there too?”
“Uh-huh. She and Aaron still have separate rooms booked, even if they’re officially a couple now.”
“Okay. So what’s the arrangement? She sleeps with Aaron…and the two of us have to share a room? Are we pretending to be a couple?”
A smile touched Liona’s lips. “Yes, we’re a couple. Hey there, boyfriend.”
I blushed. “I….”
She’d already moved on. “I’ll probably go sleep in Hayley’s room, if she’s with Aaron. Then you can have our room to yourself. And if anyone comes into Hayley’s room demanding to know why I’m there—well, I’m her agent, her friend. I’m just crashing there while she’s with her boyfriend.”
She flashed her eyes at me, teasing me a little about Hayley’s new situation.
When we arrived at the Dorchester and checked in, however, Liona received a message at reception in the form of a white envelope, within which was a room key and a small note on hotel stationery asking for me to head straight up to Hayley’s room and find somewhere to hide.
“Now, you’re sure you’re up to this?” Liona said to me as we waited at the elevators. “There’s still time to back out, you know. I can send her a text….”
“You can send text messages in this country?” I asked, a little frustrated that I hadn’t realized I might have been able to contact Hayley through Liona’s phone.
“Of course. You’re not on an international plan?” she said innocently.
“No.”
The elevator doors opened, and she ushered me inside. “I don’t know if there’s much time—you have to get in there.”
“I know, I know.”
“Last chance,” she said, looking sternly into my eyes. “We can end this now: I can tell her you don’t want to do this, you want her to break up with him.”
“No,” I shook my head. “It’s happening.”
 
 
*
 
 
“Hide”, the message had said. But where? The suite was large, and I had to choose a place offering the kind of vantage point where I would see what I wanted to see. If I hid behind the curtains in the bedroom, what if Aaron choose to fuck my wife out in the lounge area, on a couch. What if I hid somewhere with a view in the lounge area, only to find the action moving swiftly to the bedroom?
And how long were they going to be? It was nearly 8am local time by now—they’d been out all night and then some.
I ended up gambling on a place behind the large floor-to-ceiling curtains in the bedroom, hoping that if something was going to happen, it would most likely be on the bed before the happy couple collapsed, exhausted.
But then I waited, and I waited, and waited some more. I needed to relieve the pressure in my bladder.
I guess I could have expected that at that moment, they would return home. I’d just flushed when I heard that ominous clunk of the heavy hotel door shut behind the new arrivals. I heard voices. My stomach sank. There was no way I’d get out of the bathroom now, and back to safety behind the curtains.
As quietly as I could, I climbed into the large bath, and pulled the shower curtain across.
Standing still, I fought to stabilize and quiet my breathing as I worked to figure out what I might say if Aaron Simpson caught me trying to spy on them. I don’t think he would even necessarily recognize me as Hayley’s husband, particularly with the new hair color and the dark glasses, but what could I say?
I heard Hayley’s voice. “I just need to freshen up.”
And Aaron Simpson’s world-famous baritone. “Okay, babe, but don’t leave me hanging here like you have all year.”
“Won’t be long.”
I caught my breath as the bathroom door opened, and felt suddenly so desperately vulnerable. But the sound of high heels suggested it wasn’t Aaron Simpson entering the marble-lined room.
Her footsteps approached me, and she stopped right in front, a shadow visible through the shower curtain. Then, there she was, ducking around the thin white plastic shield, beaming brightly.
“Hey,” she whispered.
“Hey.”
She leaned up to me, and I stooped a little, responding to her signals to share a kiss with her. She looked so good in a stunning little black dress—she must have been quite a sight at the premiere earlier that night.
“You got my message, then?”
“Uh-huh.”
“And this was the hiding place you chose?” She grinned, looking too excited to care about my lousy choice of hiding place.
“I was using the bathroom,” I said. “Didn’t know exactly when you’d get back—”
She put her finger to her lips, shushing me silently, then listened to make sure we weren’t discovered.
“You want to call it off?” she asked me. “I can tell him I’m tired….”
I shook my head. “Just keep him out of here…then maybe you can distract him so I can get out there and hide behind a curtain or something.”
She nodded, then looked at me for a moment—a look that said to me: are we really doing this? Are you really all right with this?
I said, “Go and have fun. I love you.”
She smiled, then pulled the shower curtain back in front of me, and moved away.
I sat on the ample tiled space around the bathtub, and managed to shift the shower curtain so I could actually watch Hayley at the sink. She was retrieving a fresh set of underwear from a large bag she’d brought into the bathroom. Red and black lace—very expensive.
She stooped to remove her shoes, and then off came the dress. Rather than wearing the scarlet lacy lingerie she’d donned while I’d been Skyping with her just before my flight from LA, Hayley was wearing plain black underwear—something more comfortable for a night of dancing, I assumed. I wondered where she’d changed—at the movie theater somewhere, or at a nightclub.
Stripping off, she smiled as she saw me watching through a subtle gap to the side of the shower curtain. I was rock hard to see her standing there naked, my beautiful wife, about to give herself to another. She pulled on her bra, and then a matching red-and-black lace thong, and a matching suspender belt.
God, she looked incredible. Glancing at herself in the mirror to ensure she was as she wanted, flicking her long red hair out of the way over her shoulders. My naughty wife, about to sleep with another man.
I was buzzing all over. I didn’t even care that I might not be able to see them: I’d hear them. I’d know it was happening. I’d enjoy the sounds of my wife fucking someone else. Another man holding, kissing those perfect breasts. Squeezing that cute ass of hers. Peeling off that wisp of red-and-black lace between her thighs before burying himself in her sweet pussy.
I watched her rolling black stockings up her slender legs, stretching the black lace garter to mid-thigh before bending to fasten them to her suspenders.
Adrenaline was beginning to surge around my system as I battled the confusing feelings of wanting to get out there and take Hayley myself, while also wanting to hang back and watch her taken by someone else.
She was a goddess in human form. If pictures of her looking like this ever got out to the public, there wouldn’t be a teenage boy in the world who wouldn’t want this image spread all over their wall. She’d make the most popular poster pin-up of all time.
The bathroom door opened again, and I flinched to hear Aaron Simpson. “You are driving me crazy—I’m not sure I can take it any more.”
And there he was. I flinched, but then forced myself to freeze. Aaron Simpson, one of the world’s most famous men, was standing in a bathroom with my wife in just her fancy underwear. He was unshaven, but in a stylish kind of way, a few buttons of his white shirt undone and no sign of a tie.
“You had to change clothes again?” he teased her. “You know it’s just us in here?” He approached, and knelt before her to help her connect up her remaining garters.
“I wanted our first time to be special,” she said quietly.
“Oh it will be. You could wear an orange jumpsuit and I could be in a blindfold, and it would still be special.”
I could smell Hayley’s perfume, and it struck me as very odd, the familiarity, and yet it was not me out there being dazzled by my stunning wife, but another man kneeling before her. She turned to allow him to finish up fastening her rear suspenders, his face inches away from her cute behind.
“It’s kind of a pain, getting these all hooked up,” he said.
“It’s not easy being a girl,” Hayley replied, then sighed as Aaron ran his hands all over her shapely derriere.
He stood, and she put a pair of ferociously high heels on, letting him stand back and admire her as she strapped them to her ankles.
Aaron unbuttoned his shirt as he watched her, then moved in for the kill. I shivered as I saw him step forward and reach for her, his hands sliding around her neck to pull her into a kiss, before gliding over her body, taking in her curves and the luxurious texture of her lace underwear. He turned her, kissing her neck as he grabbed her breasts.
“God, I’ve wanted to do this for so long,” he said, that famous hint of a Southern drawl in his voice. Hayley leaned forward over the counter, and he slapped her rear playfully. “You are one world-class tease, you know that?”
There was a little nervous exhilaration in her laugh. “I’m a married woman,” she said.
“You’re still a married woman,” Aaron chuckled, and sank to his knees again behind her. He held her butt cheeks, kissing them, pressing his face between them, against her sex.
She moaned, and said, “I’m a married woman, but we agreed on me having an affair to promote the movie.”
Aaron peeled my wife’s panties down over her rear, over her thighs and allowed them to fall to the ground. She panted as he licked her from behind, and he pulled off his shirt. The man had a powerful physique—his upper body was rippling with muscles. The complete action hero, his face pressed against my wife’s pussy.
“Your husband still thinks it’s a fake affair, though,” the Hollywood star said as he pulled open his pants.
She giggled. “The whole world thinks this is exactly what’s happening,” she said. “So we might as well get the full benefits, right?”
She groaned and gasped as he sucked on her, but then he was standing up—and there was his enormous great cock, stiff and perpendicular.
“When you gonna tell him?” he growled.
“When I’m ready.”
The man finished pushing his pants down, and lined up behind my wife, stroking the tip of his huge prick between her cheeks. Hayley sighed.
I felt as though my insides were on fire, my heart thumping in my chest. There was this strange pressure in the air, and related to the rapidly diminishing chances of me being able to stop this act.
My wife had done some scandalous things with Aaron Simpson already, but the most scandalous parts of all had been faked for the camera. At this moment, she and I really were going through a major change to our lives—a transformation that could not be undone, and which we were not fully sure what kind of conclusion it would lead to.
Hayley, my beautiful Hayley, gasped, and turned to look back at him—flicking glance in my direction—as he turned her into an adulteress with one little thrust of his hips. His huge cock slipped inside her, splitting her cheeks, stretching her pussy, and making her moan as she felt its immense presence filling her completely.
He held her hips and began slowly thrusting into her, surging forward then withdrawing, plunging that thing into her depths, then pulling it out almost completely.
He’d wanted her for so long, and now she was finally giving herself to him, he was taking his fill as soon as he could.
“Oh God….” she moaned as he fucked her, his body making slapping sounds as he pounded against her. “Oh yeah…Oh God it feels so good….”
As I watched, horrified and yet thrilled like never before, I could smell my wife’s arousal, smell that thick, musty odor of sex. It was intense, intoxicating.
“Fuck, it’s so big…” she groaned as he slammed into her, making the kind of noises I’d never ever heard her make.
I wondered if he was going to come inside her—to mark her quickly as his, now that he could. But Aaron pulled away, stepped back, clearly wanting to avoid a premature end. Hayley turned and knelt in front of him, taking that enormous thing in her hands—and then in her mouth.
I saw her very subtly turn him, and brush her hair out of her face, so that she might give the perfect view to her husband behind the shower curtain as she curled her tongue around his huge shaft, licking him from base to tip, and took him back inside her mouth.
Aaron held her head firmly and took control of the rhythm of his cock moving inside her mouth. He fucked her face, he pulled out and stroked his tip all over her cheeks before sinking it back as deep in his throat as she would allow.
She’d never gone that deep on me, I was sure of it, and Aaron was significantly larger than I was. It was as though this whole situation lent her increased powers, enhanced confidence, the need to go further than she had before.
But she didn’t suck on him until he came. She stood and led him out of the bathroom. I heard the creak out in the bedroom as she lay back on the mattress for him. I felt the need for escape, and knowing Hayley as well as I did, I couldn’t believe she wouldn’t try to get Aaron in a position where I could get out of that bathtub and make it to somewhere safer. I eased myself out of the large white tub, my muscles aching from being cooped up in one position for so long.
Slowly, I edged close to the doorway, peeking out.
Aaron had his face buried in Hayley’s pussy as she lay spread-eagled on the bed. I couldn’t help but envy him, though I was elated this was happening. I registered a movement that didn’t seem to quite gel with what was happening—Hayley’s hand, signaling, just out of Aaron’s view, for me to get out of there.
I did as she suggested, slipping out of the bathroom and then round past Aaron himself, so close I could smell his perspiration and cologne. Then I crept out of the bedroom, preferring the safety of the rest of the suite rather than the risk of trying to get around the rest of the bed and get to the curtains.
I could hide in the lounge adequately enough and keep out of Aaron’s sight as I watched through the open bedroom door. He fucked her with his fingers as he sucked on her clit, and took her to an ear-splitting climax before moving up beside her, to slide that great beast back inside her.
I didn’t always get the best view, but there were enough moments where I saw everything, where I saw her pink juicy pussy stretched around his swollen manhood, when I saw his muscles flexing as he piled that great thing into her, when I saw the base of his shaft glistening with my wife’s come.
But the simple fact was I didn’t need the perfect view. Just as much of a thrill were the sounds she made as she took him inside her—the sighs, the moans, the gasps, the liquid noises of his cock sinking deep inside her, stretching her, filling her with something new.
Just as much of a thrill was the look on her face as he fucked her—the strain on her features of feeling every sensitive part of her body played at once, the way she opened her mouth wide to gasp for air as he pounded into her, that surprised and elated expression at feeling herself so challenged by the sheer size of what he was putting inside her.
I didn’t care that I obviously didn’t stack up to this titan, this leviathan. It just didn’t matter. I had given her this experience. And I could give her similar experiences in the future, even if it was not me directly pleasuring her. It made me feel powerful, even detached as I was from her bliss.
I watched her move to suck on him a little more, and then she was riding him, moving him such that she was facing me as she rode him, and he was not, so she could gaze into my eyes as she fucked another man—something that almost made me lose it.
She mouthed the words: “I love you” as she fucked him like that, and as I smiled, and mouthed them in return. She broke into the brightest smile I think I’ve ever seen.
He wrestled her over onto her back before the final onslaught, as I watched him lay between her legs and clench his whole body every time he pushed inside her, both of them moaning and writhing and gasping and shaking as Aaron’s own end approached.
And here I was, standing there virtually out in the open, able to move forward into the bedroom itself to watch from so close as this statuesque man claimed my beloved, exquisite wife—holding her and driving into her, almost smothering her with his powerful body, and finally crying out as he shuddered and trembled and pumped his come deep inside her, triggering her own orgasm in the process.
“Oh yes…come inside me…come inside me…come in me….”
I didn’t hang around as it all subsided. I was shaking, feeling torn from slipping out of the hotel suite, leaving my wife to her new lover, but euphoric from what I’d seen.
My wife’s infidelity was like a world-class high for me.



 
 
 
Chapter Eighteen
 
 
 
I sat in an armchair watching TV, hardly believing what had just happened. I felt such a bizarre mix of emotions—sexual desire, jealousy, joy, fear. I felt content at witnessing the hottest thing I think I’d ever seen in my life—and also regret at leaving my wife up there, with another man. What if she thought I was walking away from her? What if she was afraid I no longer wanted her—and my vacating that room confirmed it in her mind.
Sitting there in just a dark pair of pants, my shirt and socks cast off, I had made the assumption that that was it for me for the night. I was going to have to cope with knowing that my beautiful wife was upstairs in bed with another man. It would be the usual state of affairs going forward, though it seemed shocking to me still.
I flipped through the TV channels and flinched as I came upon a show featuring a very recognizable face—Hayley herself. She was being interviewed, and there was a backdrop behind her featuring a banner promoting the movie. It was strange seeing her there, on TV. It felt as though the world was so small. I’d just seen her having sex with another man.
“…do you have any regrets? What happened with your husband?” the interviewer was asking her.
Hayley was bravely facing the camera, and looked as though she’d been expecting this kind of question to come up.
She said, “David and I are still very good friends. We both realized our lives were taking very different directions. I still love him more than anyone—”
I looked up at the sound of my room door shutting. And there was Hayley, standing right there in my room, in the flesh. Gazing at her husband, her hair mussed and her makeup smeared, suggesting wicked things that her eyes confirmed.
“She’s right, you know,” she said, referring to her televisual self.
“I know,” I said calmly.
She looked incredible, would have looked pretty special anyway, but now she had that edge to her, the little je ne sais quoi that could only come from the fact that she had just done something very, very wicked.
This vixen had just fucked another man.
She was flushed from bedding her co-star, and it seemed to me that her hard nipples proclaimed her hopes that now that it had actually happened, the idea of her infidelity still turned me on.
I looked at her, impassively at first, but then my mouth turned upwards in a mischievous smile.
“You did it,” I said quietly.
“I did,” she said. “You still love me?”
“More than ever.”
I pulled myself up from the couch to approach her, and before I reached her she’d slipped the straps of her dress over her shoulders, allowing the garment to drop to the floor.
She wasn’t wearing a thing underneath.
On the TV, the interviewer was still grilling the pre-recorded Hayley. “Do you think you were wrong to get married so young?”
I found myself wincing at such a personal question, for the sake of promoting a movie.
But on screen, pre-recorded Hayley shrugged it off. “Not at all,” she said. “I was in love with him—and I’m still in love with him. I don’t think that will ever change. We just both realized…where I am now in my career…we’re just in different places….”
But here in my hotel room, I could see her pussy, her pussy lips looking red and wet and puffy. Used by another man. I was rock hard by the time I had her in my arms, kissing her sweet mouth, my hand slipping gently behind her head to pull her into me, to reclaim her.
It was so strange, the strong sense familiarity I had, coupled with the slight hint that she was no longer quite the Hayley I had known.
She was someone else’s girl now, at least for the duration of this adventure.
Hard to quite put a finger on what it was that was different about her, though certainly there was something unfamiliar in her scent, from her own new fragrance selected especially for another man, but also the lingering smell that could only be the after effects of another man taking her.
Hayley smelled of sex. And it wasn’t sex with me.
She was ignoring the TV by now. I was just impressed at how good she was under interrogation.
“Was he angry at you? That you’re seeing Aaron now?”
“It is what it is. He understands that. We still love each other, but—”
“But now you love Aaron Simpson, right?”
“Aaron’s very special.”
Hayley turned the television off.
“I need a shower,” she breathed as my hands slipped down to cup her breasts.
“No,” I said. “You’re mine now.”
My hands dropped over the smooth velvet of her stomach, delving down into the vale of her womanhood, and Hayley looked up at me with uncertainty and warning in her eyes.
“I should freshen up,” she pleaded, but I shook my head.
My hand covering her mound, my middle finger traced along her hot slit, feeling out how unbelievably wet she was. Soaking, from a night of serious physical exertion in the arms of another man.
She moaned as my digit sank inside her, feeling her tightness, and she kissed me as I stroked her inner walls, amazed that I wasn’t the first man to touch her there that night.
Someone else’s cock had been here. Someone else had come inside her.
I could not fully understand why it so turned me on, but it did. It drove me wild. It sent an electric current through me, stirring up my manhood, my aggression.
This was new: I’d never been an angry lover, never been an aggressive lover, never been a dominant man. Now, though, I sucked on her mouth and fucked my wife with my finger, forcefully, making her moan and writhe against me as I did so. She didn’t object.
I felt such a hunger for her, I felt the need to punish her for her infidelity and yet reward her for her boldness, for unbridling her sexuality, for being so damn sexy.
Her hand grabbed me, urging me to continue, though I now wanted more. For a moment, I allowed her to masturbate using my finger, though I turned her so that I could hold her from behind, reaching around to penetrate her more easily, and nudge her clit to drawn out long groans of ecstasy.
But I felt adamantly that she was mine now, that I had to take possession of her, I had to do as I pleased with her, not as she pleased.
I knelt down on the floor.
“Tell me how it was for you,” I said, gazing up at the red rosy lips of her wet sex, shocked and brutally aroused by the sheen of moisture over the smooth skin all around the open petals of her flower.
Her scent was powerful and intoxicating.
She was hesitant as I kissed my way up her thigh, clearly concerned about letting me close to her sex. But I looked up at her and the stern look I gave her made it clear that I was taking my fill of her as I wanted to, she did not get a say.
That seemed to help her relax. She even offered me a sweet smile, one that suggested she was happy I had become possessive all of a sudden, pleased that I wanted her so much I was going to take the lead.
She lifted her leg as I kissed my way along to the swollen lips of her beautiful pussy, resting her foot on the chair beside the front door.
So stunning, I felt like I’d never really looked at her pussy before, not properly. And here it was, stretched, filled, used by another man. Freshly fucked.
“Tell me,” I insisted. “Tell me everything.”
She gasped as my hot mouth touched down on her pussy, my nose crushing against her clit, my tongue slipping out of my lips to taste her tangy nectar.
She didn’t stop me, her hand on my head encouraging me, not pushing me away. I loved how she gasped, panted as I devoured her, but I needed her to open up, to reveal everything that had happened to her. So I slowed my pace, broke from her, lapped gently and nudged my nose and lips against her, sucking on her lips rather than furiously feasting on her gloriously adulterous pussy.
There was time for more later.
“Okay. So what about the premiere?” I asked. I urged her down, so she could kneel on the floor. I got between her thighs, sampling her sweet pussy again. She could rest her weight on me as I licked her, relaxing a little more, so she could talk freely.
“It was amazing—so much light and so many people. There were people everywhere, and they all wanted to see me with Aaron,” she said, starting a little nervously, her voice a little croaky.
She cleared her throat.
“And all night, we were just holding each other, and kissing each other, and it was really nice.”
It was so sexy looking up at her from between her thighs. All those curves, the gentle peaks of her breasts and those prominent nipples as hard as I’d ever seen them.
“Then there were all the parties, and I guess around midnight we had some food somewhere—it’s a bit of a blur, really. I guess I had quite a bit of tequila...and yeah, there was a lot of dancing, holding each other close....”
“You were out all night,” I said with my mouth full. “I thought you’d be all finished and asleep by the time I got in from the airport.”
“We just didn’t want it to end,” she grinned. “The whole thing just gave us this massive buzz—kept us going all night.”
Supporting herself with her hands on my chest, leaning back to do so, Hayley was nevertheless able to peer down at me, watching me lap at her slippery lips, fascinated by this strange new hunger in her husband.
I wanted to hear about her great experience, even if it seemed anathema to how a husband should act over my wife’s infidelity.
As though to assert my contentedness, I gripped her behind firmly, pulled her down on me.
“I guess it was when we were dancing I start getting a little more…forward,” she said.
“What happened?”
She moaned, and I loved that she was moving her hips gently over me, getting into this. “I guess we were both a little tipsy. He was telling me how nice I looked....”
“I bet he was.” I moaned a little at the way she was fucking my mouth, carefully but increasingly forcefully, her fingers affectionately running through my hair, stroking me, loving my attention as she began to get accustomed to this strange position sitting over her husband’s face.
“…and how wild I’ve been driving him by playing hard-to-get, you know, wanting this whole affair to be fake….”
“And did anything happen before you got back to the hotel room?”
She edged back from my mouth, looking down into my eyes to try to gauge my feelings about all this, to ascertain whether I was, in fact, capable of hearing more about this wicked thing she had done.
I was more than ready, but she slipped down my body to straddle my hips, lusting after my hardness, wanting to feel it between her legs, as the ultimate confirmation that this was turning me on.
She said, “We were pressing against each other while we danced—and I could feel him so hard against me. He wanted to go somewhere, just for a little while, but I told him not until we got back to the hotel. I think he took that as a promise, it kept him going all night.”
I laughed, but then let out a deep groan as Hayley settled down on top of my cock, so that I wasn’t inside her, but my full length lined up along her wet slit, and she could rock her hips to slide up and down, her wet lips pressing her heat against the topside of my shaft.
It was such a glorious sensation, and still made my stomach tighten a little at the thought that this was what my wife was doing with Aaron Simpson even in the first movie they made together, as just part of the process of acting out the sex scenes without real penetration.
She liked this, maybe it reminded her of all those times with Aaron. I felt the jealousy burn inside my stomach.
“So nothing else happened, just a little kissing and touching?”
She moaned at the feelings of my big hard cock grinding against her pussy. “Nothing else,” she said. “Not before we got back, and then you were there to see it.”
Hayley lifted up, and began manhandling my prominent cock, pumping my wet shaft, circling her clit with my tip, beaming at her husband with apparent joy that I was so thrilled by her evening.
“We had such a good time dancing,” she said. “Totally lost ourselves in the music, and in each other….”
At that thought, I felt my insides burn again as she hinted at the growing closeness she felt with her co-star. Sex with him was one exciting thing, but I wasn’t sure I could handle Hayley having actual feelings for him, and feeling real affection for him.
But at the same time, there was something so very exciting about that, the risk, the danger, the knowledge that if she was feeling that way, it was making Hayley feel good.
She pressed her body back down on my shaft, this time holding me with her hands while she rode me, as though she was holding onto the horn of a saddle while riding a bucking bronco in a rodeo.
“…I could feel him pressing against me, his hands were roaming all over me, slipping under my dress and everything,” she said.
“You must have been seriously hot for him.”
“Then it was morning, and he wanted to go for a walk somewhere, to get some air. I think he wanted to find a quiet spot and try something. I told him I didn’t need air, I needed his big hard cock inside me.”
“I bet he loved that.”
“He had the biggest smile. His hand slipped up my thigh to feel how damp my underwear was.”
“And you were, weren’t you?” I grinned. “You were soaking wet for him.”
“I guess so.”
Hayley was so beautiful when she smiled, and right now she could not stop. Looking down at her playing with my cock, using it like a sex toy, I saw her fingers dip briefly inside her pussy, feeling out just how wet she was. Then she brought her fingers up to my mouth, gently touching between my lips. It was so sexy, somehow, that she was demanding that I taste her like this. And this time, I was tasting her unfaithful pussy, her used sex.
It made me shiver.
“So you went home with him....”
“We were in a taxi so fast,” another pretty smile, and she was pressing her weight on me, making me so desperate for her to take me inside her. “I felt so nervous, I was shaking all the way back to the hotel, and all the way through to our suite.”
Hayley paused, pressing herself against me, gazing at me for a moment or two, once again monitoring me for signs that I was no longer so thrilled to hear about her sleeping with another man.
“Was it like shooting those sex scenes with him? I asked her.
“No,” she said, and smiled. “You just want that movie to be real, don’t you?”
“I liked the characters.”
“But shooting sex scenes is nothing like... well. Anyway. This was completely different.”
“How so?”
“It was… I guess it was more charged, more natural, more frightening but also more exciting. Like, the safety ropes were gone, the net in case we fell. We were free, no one to stop us and order us to take things from the top again.”
Again the jealousy simmered inside me, not so much from the physical connection between Hayley and Aaron, but from the hints at a growing emotional connection.
I moved my hands between Hayley’s thighs, seeking out her heat, her wetness.
“Oh God….” she moaned as I nudged up against her clit. “…when he was actually touching me there…licking me there...putting his fingers inside me....”
I stroked her as she squeezed my hardness, feeling how wet she was, so turned on. This puffy, pumped pussy that had had two men focused on it that night.
“I guess he made me come just from touching me like that,” she said. She looked startled at what she’d said, afraid she’d offended me.
I simply smiled, and brought my fingers back up to taste her again. “That’s so hot,” I said softly, reassuring her. “You must have been so wired up to go off like that by then.”
“I guess,” she smiled, blushing, though relieved her candid story was doing nothing to dissuade me from this strange situation. “It felt kind of weird.”
“Weird?”
She shrugged. “There were no cameras around, no film crew. And I was getting this big, strong man naked, and it wasn’t you.”
“Oh, right.”
“Strange, you know? I’d seen him naked plenty of times before, too, but this was like a date. And there was nothing in the way of us actually doing this, for real.”
Funny how certain trigger words made my insides flutter. The word “date”, as in the fact my wife was dating another man—it held such implications. It was terrifying and yet so exciting.
“And when it came time for...well, when he was pressing that thing against me, and this time there was no going back. I was a little frightened, I guess.”
It was reassuring to hear that she had been feeling that way. That she hadn’t simply turned up, stripped off and gone ten rounds with him without thinking about the bigger picture.
“He was patient,” she said. “And it was so enormous, I think more than I even remembered from the times before…when he got hard on set.”
“He is bigger than me,” I said.
“Yeah,” she said warily, and I saw that she was afraid of offending me, once again.
I nodded. “I think it’s better that way.”
“You do?”
I laughed. “You still like mine, don’t you?”
“Oh God, yes,” she smiled, holding me again while she rode me, though not yet with me inside her.
“So then…it’s great you get to experience a bigger one.”
Her eyes flashed. She pushed me back, got between my legs, licking my full length before slipping me into her mouth. Tasting her own juices while she showed me exactly what she’d done with Aaron Simpson. Making me picture exactly how it had been, making it seem so very real that she’d been doing this with another man.
“When he held me there,” she said eventually, breathless, her face bright scarlet from her exertions, “and he was standing behind me, pressing that big hard thing up against me from behind...”
Hayley crawled back up my body as she told me this, and about how nervous she was in those final moments, just before this man edged the tip of my hard cock inside her for the first time, turning her into an adulteress.
And then she sat down on my pole, taking me inside her this time, her irresistible heat enveloping me. I filled her, so easily since she was so very wet—and yet even beyond her wetness, it felt slightly different somehow, different from the last time I’d filled her.
This was a pussy that had taken another cock inside, only a few hours before. Stretched by a cock bigger than mine.
The solid proof of my wife’s consensual infidelity generated such a powerful jolt of heat through my chest, it very nearly set me off inside her.
“It felt good?” was all I said, a frog in my throat as my wife took me hard, bouncing on my swollen prick.
“Oh my God…” she breathed. “It was so good… I guess because it felt different than you, it felt…new, but also so dirty, so naughty. I was cheating on you…. Cheating on you, but with your blessing.”
“That’s right. I wanted it this way. And I was watching.”
“And I guess by then… I was sure of it, and having you there just made it feel even better. Such a turn-on.”
I nearly lost it again. Hungry for her, I surprised even myself with my strength as I gripped her hips and pulled her up my body, making her squeal as I made my desires very clear. She willingly placed her knees beside my head once again, allowing me to taste her, this open red, puffy flower that had known another man’s bare cock that night.
“You’re so filthy,” she gasped as I ate her vigorously. “I’ve never known you like this.”
“You like big cocks?” I asked, feeling her leaning back to grasp my rock-hard cock as she played to my hungry mouth, squirming on my face, coating my lips and chin and cheeks and nose in her copious juices.
She smiled dreamily, as though freed from concerns that she could offend me. “I guess so. I mean, I’ve always thought you were on the large size, compared to the other guys I’ve been with….”
She giggled at the way my cock throbbed at her casual mention of her sexual past.
“But Aaron…well, I knew he was big. I’ve seen it before, you know? Touched it, even. But this…Oh God…”
I lifted her hips again, though she helped me, knowing what I wanted. I pulled her down to my lap, impaling her on my hardness as though trying to compete with her story.
“…I mean, you always hear that Hollywood stars are small, much smaller than you think, but Aaron….”
Her little sighs, her little cries, were so sweet and sexy as she held me tight and pumped her hips to piston on my cock.
“You’re not jealous that he’s so big? That he really stretched me, he really filled me?” She kissed me, unconcerned that my lips were still salty from her own sex.
“I want you…to have good experiences…didn’t I tell you that?”
“I guess. It’s just…well, kind of hard to believe sometimes, sweetie.”
I held her and rolled her onto her back, managing to keep my hardness inside her until I was thrusting into her tightness again, taking her, possessing her. Making her mine again.
“You didn’t use a condom.”
“No. He is clean, you know.”
“And then?”
“And then when he was fucking me. It was so hard, it was just incredible,” she sighed.
“It felt good?”
“Incredible. I don’t know…it was just so different…brutal, somehow. I guess maybe because he played so hard to get for me…or because we were cheating….”
I found my blood boiling, my body burning all over as the word “cheating” passed her lips. The feelings merely spurred me on, my thrusting into her becoming a pounding, her cries becoming little yelps as I fucked her like never before.
Fucked her used pussy.
“He made you come?” I said, roared as they both now neared their peaks.
“He made me come….”



 
 
 
Chapter Nineteen
 
 
 
I slept, and when I woke Hayley was gone and I had no idea what time it was. The light coming from around the curtains suggested day, that much I could tell, but my body was telling me it should have been night.
There was a knocking on the door. I paused, seeing a note scrawled on some of the hotel stationery.
I love you so much, David, I’m sorry I have to go, but I should be there when Aaron wakes up again. I had such a magical night, and it wouldn’t have been nearly as nice without you there to share it. I hope reality has been as thrilling to you as your fantasy. If it is isn’t, you would tell me, wouldn’t you? If you wanted me to end all this, I would end it immediately. I’ll be in Dublin and then Paris today and tonight. But when I get back tomorrow, I can’t wait to see you again. Love, forever xx
I felt that sharp tickle as a tear threatened to emerge from my eye, but I sniffed it up. I don’t know why I was so emotional: probably something to do with how strong I felt the bond between Hayley and I, even if she was spending nights in another man’s bed now.
I wanted nothing more than her complete sexual satisfaction.
The knocking continued on the door, snapping me out of my daze. I grabbed a towel from the bathroom to conceal my nakedness, then went to the door. On the other end was
Liona.
“So?” She said, all wide-eyed and curious.
“Your hair….” I said. She was back to being blonde.
Liona rolled her eyes. “It was a wig. Why, do you like me as a brunette?”
“So what?” I gripped the towel around my waist a little tighter as I stepped back to allow her into the room. “No, just—”
She cut me off. “Did it happen?”
She walked through to the windows—not too far to go since my room was so much smaller than Hayley’s—and drew back the curtains to allow the daylight to flood into the small space. I shrank away from the light.
“You mean did Hayley and Aaron….” I prompted her.
“What else?”
“Yes, it happened.”
“And?”
“And what?” I rubbed my eyes, tried to get them used to the harsh daylight. Wasn’t this supposed to be London? I thought the sun never shone in London.
“And what was it like? Did you regret letting her do it with him? Did you see her after? Do you still love her?”
I looked up at her. She was back to the Liona I knew, wearing a sharp suit and heels too tall to be practical. Her blonde hair was swept back by a pair of oversized sunglasses.
“It was…” I looked up at her, and she seemed so desperate for news that I felt mild pity for her. “It was incredible,” I said. “It was one of the hottest experiences of my life, if not the hottest.”
“You got to see them?”
“I did. I used the key card she gave me. I was in there when they came in.”
Liona turned and sat down on the mattress next to me. “And were you jealous? Watching him…taking her?”
“Only a little.” I smiled. “But it was so hot, none of that mattered.”
“Even though it was another guy, it wasn’t you sleeping with her?”
“She was so beautiful, and somehow the distance made me appreciate that so much more.”
Liona said, “You didn’t feel angry…or afraid? You know…that you might lose her to him.”
“Not really,” I shook my head. “Because I was in her mind at the same time she was fucking him—she was looking at me. And we knew this was my gift to her.”
“So you’re okay about it continuing?”
“She can do it as long as she wants to,” I said, and realized that the recollection of the previous night made my cock begin to swell. It was obvious considering the tiny towel I’d been using to hide myself. Liona saw it, I could tell. She glanced at it, though she didn’t comment on it.
“Where is she? Do you know?” I asked her.
“She left an hour ago,” Liona said. “They’re flying separately to do some publicity outside London—well, outside the UK. Hayley’s going to Dublin, and Aaron is going to Amsterdam.”
“Wow.”
“Then they’ll both head to Paris, stay the night, and then head back here for tomorrow night.”
“They’re definitely coming back here?” I asked.
Liona nodded. “It’s the way Aaron likes to do it—he likes to stay in one place if possible, and just do short journeys to cover whichever countries are in reach. Apart from tonight, when they’ll be in Paris, then they’ll do Berlin and Vienna tomorrow, and fly back here for a few days’ breather.”
“Sounds like a lot of travel.”
She smiled. “They could just do one long junket session here in London, and invite journalists from all over Western Europe, but…well, let’s just say Aaron knows how to best sell a movie.”
I nodded. “He’s had a good record so far. So she’ll be in Paris tonight, then? But maybe I can see her tomorrow.”
“She told me to keep you entertained until then.”
“Okay….”
Well, I guess I couldn’t complain. Chilling out and seeing the sights in London with Liona had to beat being dragged along on various small planes to spend a few hours in one European capital, then a few hours more in various other cities where I wouldn’t have time to really do anything but wait around. And there was a lot to see in London, and a lot to hear from Liona’s continuing conversation about everything and nothing.
At about 3pm, Liona received a text message from Hayley, which she duly flashed in front of me:
>You two having a good time in London? Tell David I love him so much, and I wish I could see him tonight xx
I had Liona reply:
>David says he loves you so much, too, but that you’ll have a wonderful time in Paris with Aaron xx
A little later, Hayley replied:
>Would be better if you were there to watch, sweetie. Never known anything so hot as seeing you there watching us ;-)
Liona blushed as she glanced at the message and then relayed it to me. I saw her nipples rise prominently under her shirt.
I tapped out:
>I have to get used to you being with him while I’m not there. But I can imagine how it will be, at least. It will still be a turn-on for me xx
Then Hayley fired off one last text to me via Liona’s phone:
>I’ll see if there’s anything I can do to update your imagination through the night ;-) Love you xx
Liona and I had dinner at the Chiltern Firehouse, which was not too far from our hotel up in Marylebone, and then not long after that I was feeling fairly exhausted again.
“You have some sleep to catch up on,” Liona said, and I have to say that she did not seem jet-lagged at all. “Probably best to do it while your beloved is away, right?”
“Thanks,” I said. “I really appreciate…you know, your company.”
“No problem,” she beamed.
I did enjoy her company, but it was a relief to get some alone time. The ideal would have been to go back to my room and just crash out, get as much sleep as I could. But such are the mysteries of jet-lag, I got back to the room and felt more exhausted than ever—but sleep would not come.
I ended up firing up my lap-top computer, and had the bright idea of checking Hayley’s messages to see if she’d said anything to Aaron while they’d flown to different cities for promotional activities during the day.
I wasn’t surprised to find a host of messages flying between them while the two had been heading in opposite directions in two different planes. And it didn’t take long to sift through the small talk to find what was really on their minds.
Hayley: So you better not tire yourself out too much today.
Aaron: And why would that be? Surely I should be working as hard as I possibly can to promote the movie!
Hayley: Because I’ve been thinking about that cock of yours ever since I got out of the hotel.
Aaron: Have no fear, it will be ready when you get to Paris, whatever happens. That sweet little body of yours would make it perform even if I’d just done a marathon ;-)
Hayley: Wish you were here on this flight. I’d take you in my mouth right now :-P
Aaron: When we’re in Asia, we won’t have to split up so much. And it’ll be easier to join the Mile High Club on my plane ;-)
Hayley: I don’t care which plane it is, I just want you inside me, one way or the other
Aaron: Can anyone see you right now?
Hayley: No, it’s nice and private.
Aaron: Maybe you should slip your hand up that little skirt of yours, see what you find between your legs :-P
Hayley: Are you kidding? My panties are already soaking just thinking about what you did to me this morning.
Aaron: So they’re wet already - you might as well have a little fun! You can have that manager of yours go shopping for you when you get to Dublin.
Hayley: Okay I’m not sure Hannah would be understanding the need for new underwear…
Aaron: Just think about what will happen when we get to Paris… I’m going to tie you up and make you forget you were ever married…
Hayley: I don’t know… I have a very good memory ;-)
Aaron: You know that thing you said you’d never done with your husband? Maybe we’ll try that…
Hayley: Hmm… I thought Paris was supposed to be about romance?
Aaron: We can do romance… or I can blow your world, baby :-P
Hayley: I like the sound of that. Maybe I will have to get Hannah to go shopping for me when we land after all ;-)
Aaron: Bad girl. I love it. Just think of my big hard cock and how it fits you so perfectly…
Hayley: Mmm… it stretches me… I never felt anything so large before in my life… but it makes me so wet…
Aaron: Oh yeah, baby. Can you imagine me fucking you? Sliding inside you… filling you up…
Hayley: Oh God… and there it goes. ;-) I really made a mess in my underwear.
God, I was so turned on by reading Hayley’s messages. Imagining her on that flight being naughty while no one was looking—and imagining Aaron Simpson’s cock while she did so.
But what was the one thing that my wife had never done with me that Aaron was apparently so willing to do in my stead?



 
 
 
Chapter Twenty
 
 
 
It was about 8pm London time when there was a knock on my door. It was Liona again, but this time she didn’t come into my room.
“This is for you,” she said, handing me what appeared to be a brand new iPhone—one of the big ones, whatever they’re called.
“Uh…thank you…” I said, not really knowing what to say.
“It’s from Hayley,” she explained. “Or at least, Hayley told me to go out and buy it for you.”
“Oh, right.”
“Works internationally, right? So she can send you dirty pictures and sext messages without having to go through my business phone.”
“Ah, yes,” I nodded.
Liona grinned, an our-little-secret kind of a grin. “You think they’re having dinner in Paris right now?” she asked.
“I guess so.”
“And then… you think they’ll go out? Or maybe they’ll wanna go back to their hotel and make out…” She smiled. “Kind of strange that your wife is dating someone new, huh?”
“Strange,” I agreed. “But I like it.”
“I have got to get me a husband like you,” she said, and with that she stepped away. “Good night… Sweet Prince… And flights of angels sing thee to thy rest…”
I hoped that Liona’s quoting of Hamlet was not meant to signify that my life was going to turn into a Shakespearean tragedy. Particularly a quote from Hamlet’s death scene. But as I closed the door once again, isolating myself in the safe, tidy little space that was my home for a few days, I flicked open the new iPhone and found a couple of messages waiting for me in the message app. From Hayley, who else.
>Hey honey. Thought it would be easier if you had this phone since it works everywhere.
>Reply to this message so I know you’ve got it! Love xx
I replied to her immediately, and she came straight back:
>Glad to hear it. How you doing? We’re just back from dinner. You doing okay with me being so far away with Aaron?
I replied:
> Of course I’m okay. Hope you’re having fun!
>We’re just chilling out now at the hotel—I think we’re both fairly tired.
I texted her:
>You just going to go to sleep? But you’re in a hotel room alone with Aaron Simpson!
She responded:
>I never said we’re just going to sleep. You wanna watch? Think I can probably set up my phone so you can see something…
I felt my heart skip a beat, and my cock stiffen quite suddenly at that. I told her:
>I’d love to watch, if it’s possible.
She said:
>Okay honey. Here we go. Might be a slow start. Remember how much I love you! Xxx
 
 
*
 
 
It was a slow start. Hayley managed to secrete her phone in a secret corner close to the bed, but for a long while she and Aaron were just chilling out, watching TV.
There was some kissing, some affectionate touches, but for the most part they were just relaxing, Aaron in a gray vest and blue briefs, Hayley in a white tank top, white socks, and as far as I could tell a white satin thong.
I couldn’t hear them, though I could see they were chatting casually.
For a long while, I just watched TV as well, keeping my phone there where I could monitor their progress, hoping that something happened before the two of them went to sleep.
I wasn’t disappointed.
It started, fairly typically, when I slipped out to the bathroom to briefly use the facilities. When I came back, suddenly there was Hayley sitting between Aaron’s open thighs, her ankles locked around his waist, her hands around his neck as she kissed him.
She urged him to lie back, stroking his chest as he did so, her hands sweeping over his stomach, and then over the large bulge in his underwear. I had a good view. It made me shiver a little to see her hands running over his sizable package. I guess knowing how large he was—seeing it right there—tapped into that natural anxiety about losing her, spurring on the adrenalin.
I watched her slip down his underwear sufficient to unleash him, taking it in her hands and stroking it up to full hardness. It was so hot to see my beautiful wife handling somebody else’s cock, to see how wicked she was, to feel us pushing through that taboo of the adulterous woman.
After a while, Aaron sat up to reach for her, and peel off her top, revealing those sweet breasts and her bullet-like nipples. She removed his vest in turn, but then pushed him back down on the bed, this time moving to take his cock into her mouth. He stroked her hair as she sank down on him, impressing me with how much she could get in her mouth. She seemed to take great delight in sucking on him, in exploring this cock that did not belong to her husband.
I watched my rival rise and urge her back on the bed so he might reciprocate, removing his underwear but merely pulling hers to the side as he lay between her thighs and ducked down to lick her sweet, hairless pussy.
Hayley lay back, closed her eyes and moaned as he lapped at her, but then with him occupied there between her legs, she turned her head and gazed directly at me, via her phone wherever it was hiding, and it seemed as though we were locking eyes, seemed as though she was indicating that it was me giving her this pleasure, albeit indirectly.
Aaron pulled off her panties, and as he toyed with her slippery folds with his hands, the way he was lying on the bed allowed Hayley to grasp his cock, and stroke him. He managed to lick her while she continued to pump him, and I found myself very envious that he got to taste her like this, while I could only watch through a phone screen.
Not that I wasn’t happy to watch.
It wasn’t long before Aaron was up on his knees before her, and it was no longer his tongue slipping and sliding over her tender folds, but the tip of his huge cock.
I caught my breath as he positioned himself, the muscles in the back of his thighs and in his butt tensing as he squeezed his hardness inside her. Hayley silently groaned as he filled her, then withdrew, filled her, then withdrew.
It didn’t get old, watching another guy fucking my darling wife. Watching her face as she took him inside her, that expression of pure bliss as he stretched her, the way her body writhed under him as he entered her, the way her breasts shook with each thrust.
She came fairly quickly while he was inside her. Then Aaron lay beside her, turned her hips so she was effectively lying on her side, all curled up, and entered her again, spooning her. It was slower, but I swear in no time at all Hayley was coming again, a pink flush spreading through her cheeks and upper chest.
As she recovered, I saw him slip a finger inside her juicy pussy, but then in a blink where I almost missed it, I realized that as he sank his finger into her, it wasn’t in her pussy. I saw that in his other hand he held something that appeared to be a small bottle of lubrication,
I couldn’t believe what I was seeing, but Hayley was lying there perfectly happily, and she had to know what was going on. The next time I looked, Aaron was stroking the tip of his cock between her butt cheeks, and it wasn’t sliding over her pussy.
I’d never done this with Hayley. I’d never done it with anyone I’d dated. I’d just never felt the need, never felt the desire to do so. But somehow, if Hayley wanted to do it, I wanted to see another man do it with her. I wanted her to be naughty, be filthy. To lose her inhibitions because she was sleeping with someone who wasn’t her husband.
It was simultaneously shocking and deeply arousing to see him guide his tip to her other hole, and how Hayley’s hand spread over her ass cheeks to display her consent for this. He pressed forward, squeezing his body against her oh-so-slowly, sliding gradually into her in a way I never had—sliding his cock into her ass—
I watched him fuck her like that, with shallow thrusts that did not see too much of his shaft entering her. Hayley closed her eyes and moaned, her face tensed as he slowly fucked her there.
God. Somehow I felt as though the ground had shifted under me. But I thought to myself that I should have expected this, should have expected that if she went with someone different, it would open her up to different experiences, experiences she probably couldn’t have with me. That was part of the excitement of liberating her.
After a while, she pulled away, but then I watched as Hayley straddled him, facing away from Aaron’s head—and notably, facing directly toward me, so that I had a great view of her trim body as she hovered over that huge beast of his, her legs parted to expose her sweet pussy. She took hold of his shaft as she lowered herself to him, and took him inside her again.
It only took a brief moment to see that other man’s cock sinking into my wife again, sliding in between her thighs, in between her buttocks, to realize that she hadn’t taken him inside her pussy. She liked it enough to straddle him and fuck him with her ass.
I watched her panting as she rode him like that, her body glistening with perspiration, her pussy soaking with her juices. After that, he took her anally from behind, with Hayley on all fours, before spraying his white cream all over her back.
It was strange to me. I still didn’t really want to do that, but the thought of someone else making Hayley squirm like that was deeply arousing.
She took her phone in to the bathroom after that, as she showered.
I sent her a message:
>Did you enjoy that?
When she came out, she smiled at me, though I could see she was tired. She picked up the phone, and I lost the visual of her as she tapped out her reply:
>I didn’t expect to. But it was… nice. It just felt so dirty.
I asked her:
>Do you wish we’d tried that?
She replied:
>Not really. It’s not something I regret not doing before. With Aaron… it’s just different. It’s like I can do really dirty things with him, because he’s just a fling.
Then she sent me another message:
>Is it something you wish we’d done together?
I paused, thought about it. Typed:
>No, I never really thought about it. Kind of hot seeing you doing it with someone else, but I still don’t feel the need.
She replied:
>Well, when it happens, you can just watch ;-)
That put me in good spirits. We both signed off, both needing some sleep after what had turned into quite the intense session. I couldn’t wait to see her again, and going to sleep would get me through more of the time she was away, so that her return to me would be that much sooner.



 
 
 
Chapter Twenty-One
 
 
 
Two weeks I spent in that hotel, waiting while Hayley traveled around Europe with or without Aaron, occasionally spending a night away, more often than not returning to the Dorchester for sleep and relaxation before the next commitments to promote the movie.
I enjoyed my time in London—there was so much to see, so much to do, and it helped that I had the vivacious Liona to keep me company.
Existence was almost nocturnal for me, since I had more interest in being awake at night, when Hayley would be with Aaron, occasionally slipping out once he was asleep to see me. I’d sleep during the morning, when it seemed Aaron and Hayley did most of their sleeping, with noon becoming a standard wake-up time.
Meanwhile, I could also use the great facilities in the hotel—the five restaurants, afternoon tea, the spa, and not worry about much day-to-day concerns since my room was paid for by the movie, officially for a production assistant.
But while Hayley engineered various opportunities for me to witness her sleeping with Aaron, I did well to avoid the man himself. I lived in constant fear that he would somehow discover me, he would find out I was at the hotel while he and Hayley were, leading to awkward questions about what I was doing there. It was almost more dangerous than catching the interest of the paparazzi.
Hayley kept the fact that she was still seeing me to herself.
“I don’t know what he’d do if he found out,” she said when I remembered to ask whether she’d told Aaron. “I’m not sure it’s worth the risk of telling him.”
“But he still thinks that I think the affair is fake?”
She pondered my point. “I guess so. But I think he’s under the impression that I don’t…that we don’t…sleep together much—because we’ve been married so long.”
“I guess that is the stereotype.”
“He’s never really been with someone who’s still married to another guy,” she said.
Then one evening I was using the gym equipment in the hotel’s Fitness Studio—as I often did in the evenings after an afternoon of touristy activities with Liona—when I noticed that I didn’t quite have the exclusive. And the guy now training with the free weights was none other than Aaron Simpson.
It was startling to see him there. I almost bolted, worried that he’d recognize me—we had met, briefly, at the premiere back in LA. He didn’t, apparently. As I continued to work out, the two of us kept out of each other’s way, but then at one point he did catch me giving him a quick glance.
“Hi,” he said. “How are you?”
“Good, thanks.”
We nodded at each other and smiled, as strangers do. Relief flooded through me that he did not recognize me at all, had no idea who I was. And I think he seemed relieved that either I was so far removed from ordinary life that I didn’t know who he was, or I was simply not going to make an issue of it, that he seemed to visibly relax as we continued to use the gym.
I’d say it was about half an hour into my work out when Aaron came quietly over to me, and waited patiently a moment or two until I came to a break in using the leg press.
“Hey buddy, you mind spotting me for a few moments?” he asked me.
“Sure, no problem.”
It felt more than a little strange to be helping the guy on the bench press like that—though I did little to help him, since he was disturbingly strong. In his gray tank top, his muscular frame was as impressive as it looked on screen—this was no special effect. I guess when you get paid millions for your work in the movies, it give you an incentive to be that built.
Aaron said, “You’re American?”
“Uh-huh,” I said, feeling slightly awkward. This guy was sleeping with my wife, and he had no idea who I was.
Should I tell him who I was? What if he was hiding the fact that he knew who I was? But then, why would Aaron Simpson do that?
“In town on business, or pleasure?” he asked me.
“Uh…pleasure,” I said. “I’ve never been to London before, so…you know…seeing the sights.”
Aaron smiled as he continued to lift the weights. “London’s great, isn’t it? I only wish I had more time to see it.”
“You must have a busy schedule,” I said, and for the first time acknowledged that I knew exactly who he was.
There was another grin at that, it seemed to me that he realized I had simply been giving him space, respecting his privacy, during our joint work out session so far, instead of being none the wiser to who he was.
“It’s fun, sometimes,” he said. “Seeing so many people, partying with so many people. Different places all the time—never sitting still. But you don’t get to see much of the sights while you’re visiting places.”
“Seems like it’s been successful, though. All those headlines I keep seeing.”
“Yeah, it’s been pretty great. We’re the number one movie in the UK, France and Germany—and still in the US, too.”
“The papers can’t get enough of you.”
He smiled dreamily. “The papers can’t get enough of Hayley. I guess I can’t, either.”
He signaled for me to grab the weights a moment, time to call it a day. “You know, you look familiar,” he said.
I froze. Shit. He did recognize me. I scrambled to think of some way out of this, glancing at the door. Could I make it out before he caught me?
“You’re here with Liona, right? I’ve seen you two around.”
I shuffled a little. “Yeah. I’m tagging along.”
“So you coming to the party tonight?”
Was he inviting me to something? If we went out, he might not recognize me, but the paparazzi would eventually figure out who I was. What kind of headlines would that generate? I’d get off lightly if it was simply “Aaron Simpson hangs out with Hayley’s ex”. Perhaps it would be “Aaron confronts Hayley’s stalker ex”. Either the whole story would have to come out, or Hayley would have to dismiss me as simply some creepy guy who was stalking her after our marriage broke up.
“Uh…Liona hadn’t mentioned a party,” I said, as I started feeling my hesitation going on too long.
He said, “Huh. Well, we’re having a little celebration tonight—just something we’ve thrown together in my suite. Not too many people, but it’ll be good.”
“Okay….” I said, less than certain. At least it was private.
“Fantastic. We’ll see you then?” he said, but then paused on his way out the door. “Hey, I never did get your name?”
“Uh…David,” I said, stupidly, my lips unable to get any other noise out of my mouth in response to that question.
“Great to meet you, David. I’ll see you later.”
 
 
*
 
 
Back in my room, I sent a quick text message to Hayley:
>Ran into Aaron in the gym. He thinks I’m here with Liona. He invited me to a party tonight.
I took a shower as I waited for her to reply, and her message was there on my phone when I stepped out and dried off:
>Very interesting! He said he met Liona’s boyfriend in the gym, and that he was cool I had no idea he was talking about you!
I wrapped the towel around my waist and perched on the edge of the bed. It felt like Hayley was taking an overly simplistic view on what it meant for Aaron to invite me to a party. I replied to her:
>Okay, but aren’t you worried he’ll figure out who I am? And if he doesn’t, someone else at the party will, then the game is up?
I was picking out some clothes to wear when there was a knock on my door. I was so distracted by this strange turn of events that I didn’t even look through the peephole.
“Liona!”
“Hey!”
She was wearing a black sequined cocktail dress that hung from her shoulders on tiny straps, revealing plenty of cleavage and the fact that she wasn’t wearing a bra. Her blonde hair was swept up into a twist more elegant than casually professional.
“Hey, there, boyfriend,” she said.
“You heard.”
I saw my phone flash with another message from Hayley.
She said:
>You worry too much. Everybody thinks my husband is back in LA, and that he’s old history. Only person at the party who will know who you are will be Liona, who you’re “dating” lol
I nodded to myself. I did actually feel a little reassured. And she was right, I had Liona there, too, someone to talk to.
“Everything okay?” she said, gesturing to my phone.
“Oh, yeah. I just had to check with Hayley that I’d get away with going to the party, you know?” I picked up the shirt I’d laid out on the bed, and started pulling it around my shoulders.
Liona stood up. “Please tell me you’re not wearing that shirt to the party.”
I paused. “What? You packed it.”
She shook her head. “Not for a party, David. Here, let me find something….”
I dressed, even with Liona present, with the sharp blonde telling me once again that I didn’t have anything she hadn’t seen before when I mentioned the fact that a married man ought not to be getting dressed in front of a woman who was not his wife.
But it was nice to have her company, and took the edge off the nerves as I finally stepped out of my room and headed for the elevators to make the trip to Aaron’s suite.



 
 
 
Chapter Twenty-Two
 
 
 
There were a lot of people packed into Aaron’s suite, but the huge space didn’t seem overwhelming, thankfully. Once again at a Hollywood function, my lack of achievements or contacts in the entertainment industry allowed me to become virtually invisible—a few people stopped to greet Liona as we milled around the place, giving me only a passing glance.
Of course, this crowd was all for Hayley, and I couldn’t blame them. The first time I laid eyes on her, I did a double take. Her red hair was blonde now, dyed golden all the way through. Coupled with the short, white dress that fastened up the front with large buttons and she was every bit the Hollywood starlet. She moved with the confidence of one, too, greeting everyone with the same, bright enthusiasm that spoke of a bona fide movie star.
We kept away from one another for most of the party, and I really didn’t blame her. She flashed me a few smiles, and I responded in turn when I thought we weren’t being seen, but there was a risk that if I was seen talking to her, other people might start asking who I was.
Aaron Simpson seemed entirely tied up with someone or other from the movie, and I wasn’t going to break in to say hello. I even started wondering if he’d forgotten me entirely, which would have been completely fine with me.
So I hung out with Liona, chatted to a few random strangers who, thankfully, appeared more interested in talking about themselves than finding out who I was, and generally soaked in the atmosphere, the wonderful food and the free Champagne.
As midnight approached, the numbers started to thin out, and Liona excused herself to go talk to a minor actor on the far side of the room about the possibility of poaching his representation contract. I was chilling out, trying not to let it affect me that a couple of guys felt it was safe enough in the middle of a party just to break out the white powder and start sniffing lines right off the coffee table in the middle of everybody. Shocking as that was, I could also smell a hint of marijuana in the air as well—enough to help me deal with this scene as I drifted through the suite.
I didn’t see Hayley coming, but suddenly, there she was, locking an arm in mine, a bright light dazzling me if I looked her way.
“Don’t leave!” she hissed, clutching me close and apparently dragging me off toward a quiet corner.
“I wasn’t leaving,” I insisted. “But…maybe it would be safer, if it gets late?”
“Not at all. Nobody knows who you are. You look completely different with your hair like that, and those glasses. You’re perfectly safe.”
“Okay.”
We found a couch in a shady part of the suite, a monkey puzzle tree in a pot, which I couldn’t tell whether it was real or fake, gave added seclusion. We still sat carefully on either side of the couch, though—familiar, friendly, but avoiding the suggestion we were a couple.
“How are you doing?” she asked me.
“Oh, fine…you know. People are pretty nice. I’ve been with Liona a fair bit. It’s been okay.”
Hayley grinned. “Liona likes you, you know that? She was thrilled when Aaron thought you were her boyfriend.”
We could see the aforementioned blonde spitfire across the other side of the suite, trying to pitch to an actor who I recognized as being another of the prison guards from the Prisoner’s Wife.
“She’s very nice,” I said. “It’s definitely helped having her around while you and Aaron have been…occupied.”
“She’s very pretty.”
“Yes,” I agreed. “Very.” Then I switched the conversation back to my immediate concern, “You think Aaron will figure out who I am? I mean, I told him my name was David.”
Hayley grinned. “Stop being so paranoid. He meets so many people. He is absolutely useless with names and faces unless you see him a lot. Trust me: You’re okay.”
“You think I should keep up the pretense? That I’m…with Liona?”
“I’d say so. Relax, seriously. He’s more preoccupied with making sure the financiers are happy, sounding them out about the sequel.”
A young man in a black-and-white hotel uniform offered us both a top-up on our Champagne, which we both duly accepted. It was good Champagne.
“So it’s really happening, then, your sequel?” I asked.
“Looks like it.” She grinned. “She’s a blonde in the next one, you know that?”
I laughed, “Prefer your natural color, but it's fun for a change.”
“I always fought it—I like being a redhead, and I never wanted to be just another Hollywood blonde. But Aaron said she should be blonde now that she’s a fugitive…”
I nodded. Aaron wanted her as a blonde, and so she was a blonde. It was kind of hot, though, that he was getting her to try things she’d never tried before.
I said, “You’ll never be just another Hollywood blonde.”
“Well. I have to do it now—and I kind of like how it attracts attention.”
“That’s not just the blonde, you know.”
She grinned again, loving the whole thing. “The studio’s given us the green light—everyone just wants to get going again, with the first one doing so well at the box office.”
“That’s fantastic,” I said, leaning over to risk a hand on her back, stroking her proudly. “You’re fantastic.”
She smiled. “Well, I just know I wouldn’t have been able to do it without such a supportive husband.”
I laughed. “I really didn’t have anything to do with it, you know that? It was all you.”
Hayley shook her head. “You remember it was all going horribly until you encouraged me to start flirting with Aaron.”
“I’m sure things would have warmed up soon enough.”
“No. I was nervous about his reputation. I was afraid he would do something that would make you angry, make you want me to quit the movie.”
“We could have talked about it. You had to know I’d never be angry about you doing anything with Aaron if you wanted it.”
She laughed, “I don’t know. What I’m trying to tell you is that if I’d married anybody else, I don’t think I’d have been able to do that movie. Or at least do it as well as I did. I wouldn’t be here, where I am now.”
It did warm me inside to hear her say how important I was to her, I had to admit. I just wasn’t used to crowing about my own importance in any way. I said, “Well you are married to me, so it doesn’t really matter. As long as you stay married to me, I’m okay with whatever happens. Whatever you need to do.”
She smiled. “You know, after we’re finished in Europe, Aaron wants to take me to Antigua for a week?”
“Yes, I know. I think you’ll need the time off.”
“And you’ll be okay with it? We’ll be on Aaron’s private yacht, drifting around the island.”
“Of course,” I said, though I felt my stomach squeezed at the thought of Hayley being alone with Aaron for a week, away from me.
"I might be able to squeeze a few days at home after that."
"You'd better."
“And then we’ll be touring around Asia…and then once that’s done, not too long after I’ll probably be shooting Prisoner’s Wife 2, whatever they’re going to call it.”
“Sure.”
I saw the concern in her face, the pity, the great apology. “It’s your life now,” I said. “You’re a movie star. You have to travel to make movies—and to sell movies.”
“I'll be away from home for a few weeks -- sometimes longer,” Hayley said. “And it’s not fair to ask you to travel with me, whether in secret or not.”
Oh God. I felt my stomach fill with molten lead. Was she giving me The Talk? I thought I’d never hear it again after I got married. The dreadful surprise, the awful reality of what had to be—the ghastly finality of it all. I thought I’d been lucky enough to meet Hayley while I was in law school, and that would be the end of the kind of rejection I’d received twice during college. But here it was again.
I thought about pleading. About groveling. About telling her that I’d wait for her, that she could do as she liked. But I held my tongue. If this was the way it needed to be, it was the way it needed to be. And judging from the way Hayley set her face, she’d made her decision. In her mind, something had to change.
I held my breath, waiting for that awful phrase: “we can still be friends”.
She said, “I love you so much for being the way that you are, but it’s going to be hard for both of us being apart weeks at a time. and at least I will have Aaron while I’m away from you.”
I paused, took a deep breath. Tried to think of anything else to talk about with Hayley that would keep her from saying the most appalling things she could utter to me: It’s over. We can’t do this any more. We’ve both moved on. It’s not right for either of us to be this way any more. I want a divorce.
Then as we sat there, gazing across the room, Liona turned to us briefly, and gave us a quick wave and a warm smile.
We both smiled back at her, and Hayley waved, then my wife’s agent turned back to the actor she was attempting to snare. Hayley said, “You know, I’ve been trying to understand you.”
She peered at me, and added, “You know—really understand.”
I remained silent, not knowing what to say, not knowing where she was taking this.
She said, “I mean, I understand the logic, I think. I told you I did, didn’t I? I couldn’t have done anything with Aaron unless I was completely sure you really did want that to happen.”
“I was sure,” I said. “I’ve always been sure.”
“I can understand the logic that you want me to be happy, that you like the idea of me having the experience of another man, a new relationship and so on. That you like the idea of other guys wanting me. I think I understand that you feel a little nervous about losing me, that you’re a little jealous that someone else gets to have me—but that the whole thing about me being…well…so naughty…is so exciting to you that the jealousy doesn’t matter…”
“You understand me perfectly,” I said.
“I understood the theory,” she continued, “and in the end, I liked the idea of being with Aaron with your consent. If you were happy, I was more than happy. And then…when you were watching us…I don’t think I’ve ever been as turned on.”
“It was pretty hot,” I said with a half-smile. “Wasn’t it?”
“But it wasn’t the same as feeling what you feel.”
I wasn’t sure what she meant.
She leaned forward, and over to me, speaking quietly. “I’ve been thinking…how would I feel? Maybe I feel bad about you being all on your own while I travel the world, while I make movies, while I spend night after night with Aaron Simpson.”
“It’s okay, really. It won't be so long that we're apart each time.”
“So I start thinking: what if you had someone to keep you company? You know... when you really needed it.”
“Look, it’s never been about that—”
She shook her head. “So I try to picture it…to visualize it, to imagine it really happened. How would I feel? So you go out on a date with another girl…so sure, I’m jealous, I’m desperately afraid you’ll like her more than you like me…that you’ll never come back to me.”
“You know it would never be like that—”
“I know. I trust you. I love you, and you love me. So I have to play on that trust. I’m your wife, you love me, you’ll come back to me. She’s pretty, the other girl, but maybe I have to trust that she’s not the kind of girl who would want to steal you away from me.”
“I’m not sure I understand—”
“Just let me put it out there,” she said, stopping me from interrupting her. “So, okay. I know I’m not going to lose you. I know the girl we’ve both agreed on is not going to steal you. Are you going to want her more than me? I don’t know. That makes me a little jealous, still. But let’s move on. You spend time with her, you go on a date with her.”
She was gazing across the room again, and following her gaze, I saw that she had to be looking at Liona. Was she picturing me going on a date with her agent?
“I try to imagine it from your point of view,” Hayley continued. “You’re flirting with her over dinner—it makes you feel good. It’s nice that she makes you feel wanted, feel appreciated, feel desired. You want her. She’s pretty, she’s sexy, she’s nice. But you’d never do anything because you’re married, and because I’d never accept it.
“Only, what if I did accept it? What if I was the one to encourage you to date her in the first place? So you want her. You both want each other—because I know for a fact that she wants you, David.”
A couple of partygoers drifted by, stopping Hayley in her tracks. And then, another waiter appeared to top up our Champagne. I wanted to ask her if she wanted to go some place more private to talk about this, whatever it was. At the same time, I didn’t want to break her flow.
Coast clear, she said, “So I try to think about how it would be. And with all that trust in place, all the negative feelings, the anxieties dealt with, I think about you…you want her…you’re so hard at the thought of being with her. At the end of dinner, you find a hotel room and you’re making out like teenagers—and it’s so exciting, this new sexual relationship.
“And you’re fighting to tear off each other’s clothes…and she sees your beautiful cock, your beautiful hard cock…and she wants it inside her so badly. Maybe she feels envious of me, because I get to have you whenever I want it—I’m still your wife, I’m still the most important to you.
Hayley smiled. “Anyway. In my head, I’m watching you. I’m watching you lie with her, I’m watching you touch your cock in between her thighs—I see you pressing it against her…her place.”
“Her place?” I gave my wife a wry smile.
She blushed, but battled on. “I see you slide inside her, and I see how it makes her feel—I know exactly how you make her feel—but now I’m thinking: God, this is it. He’s inside the first woman other than me for ten years. He’s basically cheating on me, except that I know it’s happening, I’ve let him do it. It’s so wrong…and yet, somehow, so hot. There’s no guilt, there’s no blame, because I’ve allowed it to happen.
“And here I am, my husband is having a wonderful experience…and he’s being so naughty…and now I just want to steal him away from her, and take him myself, bathe in his wickedness, while reclaiming him as mine.”
She drifted off for a moment, lost in her thoughts. Then she turned to me. “I think I can see why it’s such a turn-on,” she said. “Giving your partner consent….”
“What are you saying?” I asked her. “What are you saying, Hayley?”
But then our view was filled by blonde energy, in the form of a very smiley Liona, bouncing with cheerfulness.
“My favorite two people in all the world!” she said, dropping down between us on the couch.
“Success?” I asked her. I could feel the heat of her thigh, and a slight quiver I took to be elation that she’d pitched her minor actor and won.
“Of course,” she beamed. “You’re looking at someone who now represents Oliver Harwood.”
“Congratulations!” Hayley hugged her.
“So what’s up with you two?” Liona grinned. “Deep conversation in a darkened corner? Everything okay?”
Hayley smiled. “I was just telling David about the curiosity I have….”
“Curiosity?”
“About how it must feel…you know…to allow someone you love to… to experience other people.”
“You want to know how it feels?” Liona asked her, her voice hushed, concerned that nobody else should hear this conversation.
Hayley shrugged. “David’s going to be on his own every now and then, maybe for long stretches at a time, sometimes. When I’m away from LA. So I wondered how it might feel if—”
“If you let him see someone else as well?” I heard Liona catch her breath.
Hayley smiled. “If it was someone I trust… sure.”
I wanted to stop her, wanted to tell her that this had never been about me wanting to see someone else, and that she shouldn’t feel guilty that she was enjoying the company of Aaron Simpson while we ourselves were apart—because in my own way, I would be enjoying the thought of her being with Aaron Simpson. But all that had been said already.
No, now it struck me that perhaps Hayley really did want to experience for herself the strange mix of emotions that came from letting your loved one enjoy the excitement of a new sexual partner.
I owed it to her to share that experience, too.
“You have anyone in mind?” Liona said, and I felt her thigh trembling a little.
Hayley put her hand on the blonde’s thigh. “I thought it should be someone who likes him, at least. Someone we know well, someone we trust. And, of course, someone who’s here so we can try it out.”
Liona glanced at me, and then back at Hayley again. She seemed a little stunned by Hayley’s idea.
“You really want to do this?” I asked my wife. Now the shoe was on the other foot—and I was experiencing the feelings that Hayley must have been going through when I’d first confessed. But was she doing this because she wanted to leave me? Was she setting me up with someone in order to cushion my sensibilities when she ran off with Aaron?
And even if I trusted that she wasn’t intending to leave me, that she was honestly just wanting to experience the unusual thrill of a partner’s consensual infidelity, I worried whether Hayley really could cope with the reality of it. What if she liked the fantasy in theory, but then couldn’t deal with it when it became reality?
What if I crossed the line, only to find that I couldn’t cross back, that doing something with another woman would forever tarnish me in Hayley’s eyes?
“I do,” Hayley said to me seriously. “I really do.”
“So what happens next?” I asked her.
I think all three of us hesitated, awkwardness suddenly lining everything with a layer of ice. But then Liona hopped up to her feet, and grabbed my hand to pull me up with her.
“What happens next is that I demand a dance from our hero, here,” she said with a dazzling smile.



 
 
 
Chapter Twenty-Three
 
 
 
There was a DJ providing the music in the corner of the main room of the suite, and as Liona dragged me to what might be construed to be a dance floor if anyone had actually been dancing on it, the man behind the wheels of steel segued effortlessly into a smooth, more romantic track.
Liona put one hand in mine, and then her other arm draped over my shoulder, and we began to gently move to the music.
“You okay?” she asked, smiling up at me.
“Uh…yeah,” I said, returning her smile as warmly as I could. “Just a little… you know… surprised…”
“Came out of nowhere, huh?”
“Yes.”
“You didn’t talk about this with her before?”
“Nope. You?”
“No. So you think she’s serious?” Liona said.
I glanced over in the direction of that couch, but Hayley was standing much closer, in the doorway of this largest room in the suite. She flashed me an encouraging smile as I looked her way.
“I guess she is,” I said. “I’m not quite sure how to deal with it, though.”
“You don’t think it’s a good idea?” she said, her apparent contentment faltering slightly.
“It is if she’s doing it for the right reasons,” I said. “And I guess I have to trust her that she is. And that she can handle this.”
Liona smiled again. She said, “You think she might not be able to handle this?”
“I don’t know.”
“So let’s test her out, huh?” Her green eyes flashed mischievously, and Liona leaned into me, her other arm reaching up around my shoulder. My hands had nowhere to go but to clutch the small of her back.
“This is nice,” she said as we danced slowly, cheek-to-cheek. I was breathing in her sweet perfume as we danced, feeling the heat of her body as I gently touched her back, even through her dress.
It seemed strange to me, being so close to a woman who was not my wife.
We turned slowly as we danced, and I could surreptitiously see Hayley as she watched us. She was still smiling, at least.
“Would you prefer to try this with someone else?” Liona asked quietly as we continued to move.
I said, “No… not if you’re… you know… okay to try it.”
Her pretty face broke into another smile at that. Right answer. “I never thought I’d go for a married man,” she said, and I had to admit, there were butterflies in my chest at the thought that this beautiful young woman had thought about going for me.
“Are you religious?”
“No, not a bit. But I’m a Southern Girl at heart, I have all these traditional values.”
I grinned. “So what happened?”
“I moved to LA.”
I saw that a few more couples had come to join us on the dance floor, which made it much more apparent that the numbers at the party in general had thinned quite a bit recently.
Pulling her head back from me, to stare in my eyes, Liona asked, “Would you be disappointed if she can’t handle this? If she tells us to stop at the end of our dance?”
I thought for a moment or two. “You’re very beautiful, Liona. Any guy would be lucky to be with you. But I could never be disappointed that my wife has gone on this incredible adventure….”
She smiled. “I’d be disappointed.”
I said, “I wouldn’t want you to be disappointed, let’s put it like that.”
“She seems okay with the dancing,” she said, then added: “Let’s try her on a little more….”
Liona slowly eased her face close to mine, tilting her head slightly as she pulled me in for a very tender, delicate kiss. It was short, and it was sweet, and really very innocent, although there was a clear affection within it.
I looked over at Hayley, who was now being talked at by some older gentleman who I’d never seen before, but at the same time was continuing to watch us closely. She’d definitely seen the kiss, and I could see her beaming from ear to ear.
“I think that went down okay,” I said.
Liona grinned, and immediately pulled me into another kiss. This time it was considerably more full-on, the pretty blonde holding my head in her hands and pressing her body to mine as our lips tangled. I melted into it, and we were feverishly sucking on each other’s faces, chewing gently on lips and slipping tongues in each other’s mouths.
I managed to look over toward Hayley again, and saw a slightly perplexed but interested expression on her face as she dealt with her first experience of her husband displaying a little passion with another woman.
I broke away from Liona for a moment, both of us having to recover our breath, and gave a purposeful look to Hayley, silently questioning her views on our kiss. She smiled broadly, and subtly signaled with one furtive gesture, for us to continue.
“She’s okay,” I said, and Liona grinned.
“Wonderful,” she said, and started kissing me again.
This time, her hands slipped down my back to fix over my behind, and I took this as tacit consent for me to do likewise with her shapely rear. But Liona pulled our bodies together, and I knew she could feel my hardness press against her.
“Is that for me, or your wife?” she asked.
“You,” I said.
“Mmm… it feels nice.”
I chuckled. “I thought you’d seen it all before.”
“Oh, I have. But never like this. And I never felt it against me…”
I don’t know how long we were there on the dance floor, dancing slow and kissing long, but it seemed like we were there a while. Hayley had ample time to contemplate how she felt about this, and whether she would want it to go to another stage.
Maybe we even frightened off the other dancing couples, or maybe it was just getting late, but when we finally split apart, the party seemed empty of almost all people.
I looked around as the music came to an end, the DJ already starting to pack up. The suite looked a little like a battlefield after the armies had gone home. Hayley was gone, but I could see she was chatting with two of the few remaining partygoers over by the door—no doubt as they were getting ready to leave as well.
“David, you’re still here!” The voice behind me was instantly recognizable, of course.
“Hey, how’s it going?” I turned to see a smiling Aaron Simpson swoop in to grab my hand and shake it as though he were trying to pull it off my body.
He said, “I’m sorry, I’ve spent all night with the money-men—I didn’t get to any of the people I really wanted to hang out with.”
“Don’t worry—it’s been great,” I insisted.
“Liona’s better company than me, anyway,” he grinned, stepping behind Liona to pull her in for a friendly hug.
“Come on, let’s go out onto the balcony, get some air,” Aaron led the way through the empty suite to a large balcony that offered a superb view over Hyde Park and London by night, and comfortable-looking white couches on which to appreciate it.
“You in LA?” Aaron said, as he slumped down on one couch, leaving me to sit fairly close to Liona in the other.
“Yeah,” I said. I wasn’t sure I wanted to narrow it down to Redondo Beach, so I kept things vague. “Been there for about a year now.”
“You living at Liona’s?”
Liona colored. “No,” we said at the same time, then laughed.
“So what do you do in LA?” he went on. He pulled something out from a pocket, a little bag with tightly rolled cigarettes. Something squirmed inside me as I watched him withdraw one, along with a lighter. “You in the business?”
“No,” I said, assuming he was referring to the movie business. “I’m… I’m a lawyer. Corporate law. Really, pretty dull stuff.”
“Oh, I don’t know. Somebody’s got to do it, right?” he grinned. “Tell you the truth, it’s kind of nice to hang out with someone who’s not in the business—no offense, Liona, sweetie.”
“None taken,” Liona said.
Hayley emerged out on the balcony, and moved to the chair by Aaron’s side just as he lit up his spliff. The sweet smell of marijuana smoke filled the balcony air. After a puff for himself, he offered to Hayley. I waited for her to turn it down, only to be shocked when she took it without hesitation. She didn’t look at me as she took a long toke as naturally as though she’d been doing it all her life. When she passed it back to Aaron, I caught her furtive glance at me out of the corner of her eye.
Aaron offered it to me, and I politely declined, joking, “I’m trying to cut down.”
Sure, I’m the sheltered nerdy lawyer. I just didn’t really want to be softening my inhibitions on a night where my wife was being highly suggestive about me getting involved with another woman. I felt like I needed a sharp mind to ensure nothing happened that would go beyond what Hayley really wanted.
Liona also declined, and it felt to me that she did so for similar reasons. But she said, “I’m gonna have to go file some paperwork tonight, so this little deal of mine doesn’t evaporate.”
Hayley explained to Aaron, “She’s going to represent Oliver Harwood.” And she took another long drag on Aaron’s joint. It was a little startling. As far as I was aware, Hayley hadn’t even touched a cigarette before, and here she was handling pot like it was no big deal. It was as unsettling as it was hot. She was her own person now. Her own person in the movie industry. Things would change.
“Ollie?” Aaron said. “That’s great! I’ll tell you, he is going to go far.”
“Uh-huh,” Liona grinned proudly.
“You can put him down for a bigger part in the next Prisoner’s Wife, too,” he said, and I could see that Liona was thrilled to hear it.
“You know, he reminds me of this guy I worked with in the nineties….”
 
 
*
 
 
We just chatted and chilled for ages, and for the most part that meant listening to Aaron’s personal almanac of anecdotes drawn from a long career in one of the strangest industries going. It seemed perfectly ordinary and yet at the same time the most bizarre experience ever, because no matter how down-to-earth he seemed, it was one of the most famous men in the world sitting right there among us.
Eventually, though, he had to go sort a few things with the people who’d helped put on the party.
“He’s so great,” Liona said, once the man had left us.
“Isn’t he?” Hayley smiled, but now looked at me, appearing grateful.
“You’re so lucky.”
Hayley reached over to grab my hand, to give it a squeeze. She said, “I’m lucky to have a husband like this.”
“I’ll second that,” Liona said, holding up her half-filled Champagne glass as though toasting me, before taking a sip.
“You going to stay with him tonight?” I asked my wife. The answer was probably obvious, but my question was more designed to prompt Hayley to tell me what she was thinking about the rest of the night.
“I think he’ll be expecting it,” Hayley nodded, taking another sip from her own Champagne glass. “Since we’re kind of a couple now.”
A slight tremor ran through my body. They were a couple now. It seemed so wrong, but so hot.
“And you’re okay with it, right?” Liona asked me.
“Of course. I’d just… you know… like to see you whenever you can get away from him,” I told Hayley.
She smiled. “So how about you two? You enjoyed your dancing?”
Liona and I looked at each other, and even in the low light of the balcony, I saw her blush faintly. I suppose it had to be a little strange to be talking about what she’d just been doing with a guy with the guy’s wife.
“I would have thought the more pertinent question was whether you enjoyed our dancing,” I asked Hayley.
“I enjoyed it very much,” she said. “A lot more than I’d probably ever have thought I would.”
“You felt jealous?” Liona asked her.
She shrugged. “A little. And a little… scared, I guess. I mean, I know you’re not going to steal my husband, but there was still a kind of… I don’t know… unnerving sense that I was giving up control. Like when you step out of a plane to do a sky dive.”
“But you enjoyed it?” I prompted her.
Hayley gave an impish grin. “It was so hot. I mean, it felt like…I love you so much, and here I’m giving you the most wonderful sexual toy to play with. No offense, Li.”
“I don’t mind being a sexual toy,” Liona laughed. “Not for someone like David.”
“And you so deserve it, sweetie,” Hayley said, taking my hand. “And I loved seeing how much she obviously wanted you—and it was my gift to give.”
I smiled. “So now you know a little more how I feel about you and Aaron, huh? Or you and any guy, probably.”
Hayley was positively beaming. She said, “And it felt so… naughty… like we’re breaking all the rules… like sex felt when we were teenagers…”
“You going to tell me about that some day?” I asked her, laughing. “About all the sex you had as a teenager?”
Hayley flashed her eyes. “Never mind that. I need more of you two.”
“More?”
Liona and I looked at each other again, and I saw her blush deepen.
“You want to, don’t you?”
Liona surprised me a touch by leaning into me, saying to Hayley, “Of course.” Then she was kissing me again, just a few feet away from my wife this time, her hand curling around my neck, her knees moving up onto the edge of the couch as she sucked on my lips.
I felt like testing Hayley a little more, so touched one of my hands down on Liona’s knee, then swept it slowly up her thigh, feeling the increasing heat of her body, the smoothness of her skin there, somewhat amazed that this wasn’t my wife I was touching.
I moved my hand up her inner thigh, under her dress but not quite up to her panties. I heard Hayley catch her breath, but my wife wasn’t stopping us.
Liona’s hand skirted down over my chest, and gently danced over my lap, seeking out the bulge in my pants. Her fingers lightly outlined the shape of it, and then curled around it, grabbing it, squeezing it, stroking it.
We broke apart, a little breathless, Liona’s pretty blue eyes wide, her cheeks pink. She said, “So you’re really going to let me have some of this?”
Hayley seemed to have edged back along the couch some way, giving us more space, though she was watching intently. She said, in barely more than a whisper, “I think I have to.”
Liona sat up, then leaned over to unfasten my fly. She pulled open my pants, and then slipped her hand under my boxer shorts, those delicate fingers of hers curling around my bare shaft.
She leaned in to kiss me again as she stroked my bare cock, her mouth so soft, so sweet. Still, no objections form Hayley.
Liona broke from our kiss to gaze down at my cock in her hand, and to glance at Hayley. Then we were kissing again, until she finally parted, breathless, and said, “I want it in my mouth.”
I wasn’t sure if she was talking to me, or to my wife. I know neither of us stopped her.
She leaned back, brushed her hair out of her face, and over her shoulders, then put her hand back on my hardness, stroking it, teasing it, drawing it slowly out into the open air.
I looked over at Hayley, and saw her perched on the furthest edge of the other couch, one hand slipped between her thighs as she watched us. She smiled at me, reassuring, understanding, excited. Then she blew me a kiss.
Liona pulled my pants down a little more, my cock springing completely free and clear. I slipped the straps of her dress off over her shoulders, but before I could push it down to reveal her breasts, the blonde moved to kneel on the couch, her head sinking down so she could lick the head of my cock. A moment later, I was inside her mouth.
Oh God. It felt incredible. To have one beautiful woman suck on my cock, while another watched and touched herself heightened the experience even more. I could look over at my sweet wife, and really know she was feeling similar things I had felt watching her with Aaron.
Liona lay in my lap a few moments, her golden hair spreading over my body, gazing at my cock, pumping it slowly, licking it from base to tip. I stroked her silky hair. Then she was back to sucking on me, sinking down on my shaft, bobbing up and down to her heart’s content.
Feeling a little bolder, I allowed one of my hands to wander over her body, taking in the sensual dip of her lower back under that dress, and the pleasing roundness of her behind, then the soft smooth flesh of her thigh. Hayley was relishing every moment, focused on what Liona was doing with me, her breathing deep and heavy as she moved that hand between her thighs.
My own hand found its way between Liona’s thighs, and up to the source of her heat. I pressed two fingers against her sex, and found her panties soaking already. She moaned as I stroked her there, through the saturated lacy material.
She moved so I couldn’t reach her any longer. She knelt down on the floor in front of me to lick me so that she could look up at the response on my face as she did so. She took great delight in making me moan, in going down perilously deep on my shaft, in showing me as much of her tongue as she could as she licked around my tip, in emphasizing just how wicked she was by stroking the head of my cock over her soft cheeks, down her neck, in her long, silky hair.
God, I was so close to blowing in her mouth.
For a long while, I was looking down at Liona, marveling at how beautiful she was, and that she was actually sucking on my cock, and there was no guilt despite the fact she wasn’t my wife. The two of us were locked in a kind of zone all to ourselves, I don’t know how long.
I looked up when I saw movement: Aaron returning to the balcony. His eyes widened as he saw what Liona was up to, and then he saw Hayley watching, and his look of surprise turned into a sly smile.
“Well, aren’t you the kinky one, babe?” he said, sidling up to his new lover, pulling her into a kiss.
After a brief taste of her lips, he said, “I love it—who knew you had such a naughty streak?”
I felt a ripple of jealousy within my heightened state of arousal as he tore open Hayley’s dress and pushed down her bra, his hands sprawling all over her as he kissed her hungrily. I watched Hayley tear off his shirt, revealing that toned upper body, and my jealousy surged again as she stroked the impressive bulge in his pants.
I didn’t even need to look down to see that Liona had stopped in her tracks, turning to gaze on the strange sight of a movie coming true in front of her very eyes. This was Prisoner’s Wife made real. Liona’s jaw dropped as she watched them.
An idea struck me, and stuck fast in my head. I urged Liona up from the floor, and signaled for her to go over to them. The sharp blonde was puzzled by my suggestion, and froze, unsure of what to do. I leaned forward, and urged her down for a brief kiss, then said quietly: “Let me watch you with them.”
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I could see a little glint of desire in her eye, but she looked uncertain, almost timid. Unsure whether she really had the status to approach two Hollywood stars. She went over there, a nervous little rabbit, but she needn’t have worried.
Hayley broke apart from Aaron with a beaming smile as Liona came to them. Aaron didn’t even miss a beat as he turned to her, cradling her head in his hands as he kissed her. He looked a little surprised, but he wasn’t going to look a gift horse in the mouth.
Liona’s hand strayed all over his ripped body as she kissed him tenderly. Hayley was stroking his hardness through his pants, and looked briefly over to me as I found a seat from which to watch them.
I smiled at her, a voyeur at heart.
But really, I wanted to see my wife give up her new lover to this other woman before I was willing to risk how Hayley might feel about me having sex with Liona. If she could handle Aaron being with her, I would feel more confident she could handle Liona being with me.
Aaron turned to kiss Hayley, before leaning back to bring the two blondes together. Hayley hesitated for only a fraction of a second before going with it. I’d never seen my wife kiss another woman. I wasn’t sure she was into that—but as I watched her slide her tongue along Liona’s, their mouths opening for a deep, passionate kiss, she seemed relaxed enough.
It was Liona who unfastened Aaron’s pants, and pulled out his large, rock-hard cock, to gently stroke it in her hands as he kissed her again, Hayley looking on. For a while, she just explored it with her hands—not quite believing its size, wondering whether it would fit inside her. I felt a flicker of envy, and the thought that I could have been inside Liona in that very moment had I kept her to myself.
I liked watching them, though. I’d never been with more than one woman at a time, I was curious. And it was like directing a dirty movie starring my two favorite sexy women in the world.
Aaron perched on the sofa, Hayley kneeling beside him as he kissed Liona long and slow. As Liona slowly pumped his shaft in her hand, he turned to offer the same slow kiss to Hayley, his hand forcing down her panties, then slipping in between her thighs.
“You are a bad girl,” he said to Liona. “I thought you were with David, here?”
She grinned. “I am. But he’s very unselfish.”
Aaron looked over at me watching them, and I smiled my approval. He was completely unselfconscious. I guess when you were equipped as he was, you had nothing to be bashful about—and Aaron had bared himself before countless cinema audiences in his time, of course.
He saluted me with a grin, and went back to kissing his two lovers, alternating between them as they grappled with his huge cock.
“Shall we take this indoors?” Hayley said after a while, and Liona followed her lead, the two women grabbing Aaron by the hand to drag him away, back into the suite. I followed them to the bedroom, thankful that we were now completely alone in this suite.
The suite and its colossal bed.
I quietly leaned in the doorway as I watched Hayley removing her dress, and Liona remove Aaron’s pants. Then my beautiful wife lay on the bed, the world’s most famous man kneeling over her head, stroking his large cock all over her face. Liona knelt down to face Aaron, taking the tip of his cock in her mouth as Hayley licked the base of his shaft.
There was an armchair almost perfectly positioned for me to sit and watch as the two gorgeous women shared the same cock. The two of them were almost kissing each other, except that the bulbous head of Aaron’s manhood lay between them.
I don’t think I would have held out long had I been the one who was the focus of such a sustained oral assault from these two stunning blondes. Aaron held out, but ultimately pulled away from them in order to prolong his enjoyment of them. The women gave way for him to lie there on his back, Hayley removing the rest of her clothes as Liona moved to kiss him.
Aaron had other ideas for Liona, however, and urged her up onto his face while Hayley settled between his thighs to enjoy a taste of his cock by herself. Liona lifted a knee over him, and settled in place facing Hayley. She pulled aside her panties as she touched her pussy down on his mouth. I could see that Liona’s sweet pussy was as free of hair as Hayley’s. It made my mouth water.
I think this was my go-to sexual fantasy when I was a teenager, and probably through to the early stages of college, before my desire to share Hayley started to consume my waking thoughts. It didn’t seem real—and yet here it was, two women making love to one guy.
Not for the first time, I envied Aaron Simpson.
Liona was moaning as she slowly grazed her pussy over his mouth, her breathing becoming deep. Hayley seemed to enjoy watching her as she sucked on Aaron’s cock—no overt jealous there, then. But would her feelings be different if it were me lying under another woman like that?
I’m fairly sure Liona came hard as Aaron licked her, but then Hayley was coaxing her down to lie on the mattress, and allow Aaron to kneel between her thighs, his cock ready to slide straight into her open sex. Hayley showed no reluctance at all in sharing her lover.
My wife lay on her back beside her friend, watching herself as Aaron pulled aside her black lace panties and slipped the tip of his cock inside her. Was she getting a similar pleasure as I was, from sharing? Seeing the awe on Liona’s face as a Hollywood legend squeezed his huge cock inside her, registering the bliss on her face as he stretched her, as he filled her, as he made her pussy sing.
Hayley touched herself as Aaron began thrusting into Liona, his rhythm making her body rock back and forth, her sweet breasts shaking on top. When Liona turned her head to check on her friend’s response to all this, Hayley kissed her, slow and languid. I groaned as I watched.
But then it was Hayley’s turn, and she pushed Aaron back on the bed to mount him, reverse cowgirl, facing me as she guided his large cock into her soaking pussy. After a moment or two to recover, Liona was up to kneel beside the two of them, to kiss Hayley as she slipped a hand between her friend’s thighs, to stroke Hayley’s clit while my wife bounced on Aaron.
For a little while, I had two beautiful women looking my way, silently asking if I was really okay with all this, wanting to see that I loved watching them. I showed them the bulge in my pants, prompting wonderful smiles from them both, but I wasn’t going to pull my manhood out—I didn’t feel safe, didn’t want to risk losing control. I wanted to watch this.
Hayley was panting and crying as she came ferociously thanks to Liona’s expert hand and Aaron’s thrusting from below. For me, it was still just as incredible to watch her come with another man, her cheeks flushed, perspiration beginning to affect her hair, her plaintive cries as she shook with the force of her orgasm.
Aaron held her as she came down from her high, with Liona taking his cock in her mouth, even though it was slippery with Hayley’s juices. The night was still young for Aaron. Soon he had Liona on all fours, and was driving into her from behind, Hayley watching their coupling from up close, holding Liona’s behind as though to support her, occasionally taking Aaron’s cock from her friend to slip it in her own mouth instead.
God, it was incredible to watch them. It was long and sweaty and frantic. I could hardly believe my wife was involved, but there she was, replacing Liona for a time with her own pussy thrust up for their lover to take, whimpering and gasping as he squeezed into her tight pussy.
Liona was on her back when Aaron finally reached his end, thighs spread, body writhing as he fucked her. Hayley stroked her clit while he pounded into her, and kissed her mouth. She also occasionally dived in to take Aaron in her mouth.
Then Aaron pulled out from Liona, jacking his cock so that his white seed erupted forth over Hayley’s face and Liona’s body, the last few jets shooting over Liona’s wet pussy. Without hesitation, Hayley covered his tip with her mouth. I watched my wife clean Aaron’s cock, and then shockingly, lick his come from Liona’s body. The women fell into one another again, kissing and stroking each other.
Aaron lay with them, and the three seemed in their own little world on that mammoth bed.
After a while, I felt the urge to get some air, to leave them to their own devices, to escape.
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I drifted around the empty suite a while, getting my breath back from an intense experience—and wondering if I’d made a mistake in leaving. Was I supposed to have joined the three of them? What would they think that I had left?
I felt certain the three of them had been finished, the long night finally heaping exhaustion on them. And for a while as I sifted around the mess left behind by the party, I waited to see if they would miss me, if anyone might come out to bring me back in. They didn’t. I assumed they were asleep.
After a few minutes, I was a little more confident that there was no point staying. I even found my spirits picking up again as I descended in the elevator and trekked back to my own little room. I was sure that when Hayley and Aaron and Liona did wake up, they’d have pleasant memories. And perhaps Hayley would return to me one last time before the movie party left London.
I wondered, also, how Hayley would feel about Liona—she might wake with hungover regrets that she’d done what she’d done with her agent and friend, but I actually thought this unlikely.
Would she still want to see Liona sleep with me?
It still made me nervous. I really could see the fantasy from Hayley’s perspective. I just did not want to sleep with Liona under the impression that Hayley wanted it, only for her to find that she really couldn’t handle it after all.
Would it be best for me to find a polite way of declining the offer of Liona?
But then, if Hayley really did want to experience it, would I be right to deny her?
 
 
*
 
 
I wasn’t particularly tired as I laid my head down on my pillow. I certainly wasn’t sleepy, with everything that was whirling around my head.
It wasn’t long, though, before there was a knock on the room door.
My heart jumped, and I bolted out of bed. I was hoping fervently that it was Hayley, and that we could talk. What if she’d taken things the wrong way? If she’d decided I’d thrust Liona upon her and Aaron because I didn’t want her, or worst of all worlds, because she thought I didn’t want Hayley either.
I threw on a t-shirt, and peered through the peephole. Liona. Well, I felt I needed to talk to somebody, so this was a good thing. I opened up.
“Hey! You okay?” Wearing her dress again, she looked a little flushed, and still somewhat disheveled from her recent bedroom antics. It was a hot look on Liona.
“Sure,” I said with a warm smile. “It just looked from where I was sitting like you guys were going to sleep.”
The concern in her eyes melted, and she returned my smile as I stepped back to let her in.
“Hayley sent me down,” she said, grabbing my hand to pull me toward the bed. “Are you tired? Are you sleepy?”
“No and no,” I said. I felt my pulse beginning to pick up. Did this mean my wife had sent Liona down to seduce me?
“Great,” she grinned, and as we got to the bed, she pulled me close to her. Looking up at me, she said, “So did you like what you saw up there?”
I could smell her perfume—sweet, feminine—but also the musky scent of sex and perspiration. God, she was sex on legs.
“I did,” I said. “So what did Hayley send you down for?”
“To fuck you,” she replied, and slipped one of the straps of her dress off over her shoulder.
“She definitely did, huh? It wasn’t some kind of signal that could have been misinterpreted?”
I wanted clarification. I didn’t want to do something like this without my wife’s say so.
“It was clear as day,” Liona said, and off came the other strap of her dress. God, she was so sexy. And the fact that she was freshly fucked only made her seem more so.
“Well, if you’re absolutely sure…”
She did a hot little shimmy, and let her dress fall down to reveal her bare breasts. Then she pushed herself up on tiptoes, her arm curling around my neck, to claim a kiss. She tasted of sex and Champagne. Breathing in her intoxicating scent as well, I was hard as a rock in no time.
“Mmm… you’re a great kisser...” she sighed as I stooped to kiss her chest, tasting the saltiness and the spice of her recent exertions as I moved down to take one of her hard nipples in my mouth.
“You know you could have joined us at any point?” she said as I drew her sensitive bud into my hot mouth, sucking on it, teasing out a moan with my tongue.
“Uh-huh,” I said.
“You could have fucked me instead of letting Aaron fuck me.”
I smiled. “I thought you might want to try a Hollywood superstar for size.”
She stroked my head as I swirled my tongue around her nipple. “It was an amazing experience. I think…he was a little large for me to handle for too long…but it was really something….”
I kissed her again, and this time my hand made its way up her thigh, and under the hem of her dress, finding its way to her drenched panties.
“I’m glad you enjoyed it,” I said quietly between kisses.
She moaned again as I stroked her pussy through her wet panties. “You know, you didn’t have to do that for me, but I’m glad you did.”
“I wanted to,” I said.
“You were testing Hayley, huh?”
“Something like that.”
She slid a hand up my shirt, but then as my fingers found their way under her panties, seeking out the searing heat of her soaking pussy, her hand slipped down, to explore the hardness between my legs.
I looked up, and there was Hayley, watching patiently from the corner of the small hallway that led to the room door.
“Hey,” I said. “I thought you’d be with Aaron.”
Liona turned to confirm it was Hayley there, and the two women smiled at each other warmly. Hayley said, “He’s happily asleep.”
My wife stepped forward, and reached to touch Liona’s face. “You’re going to do it, then?” she asked her.
“You want me to, right?”
“Uh-huh.”
It wasn’t difficult to detect the nervousness in the air. It wasn’t just Hayley, either. Somehow, for them, what was about to happen was a much bigger deal than the two of them sharing Aaron Simpson. It did fuel my ego, I have to admit—but more than that, it was at once deeply reassuring, that my wife would take our marital bond so much more seriously than her relationship with her co-star, and also a little frightening, with the possibility that after everything, Hayley might not be able to deal with this thing she now wanted.
I watched Hayley cradle Liona’s head in her hands, and lean in to kiss her. It was tender, it was warm, it was affectionate. Then she pushed Liona back onto the bed, and leaned up to kiss me briefly.
“You want to taste her, don’t you?” she whispered in my ear. “That sweet, freshly fucked pussy?”
Where had my wife learned to talk so dirty? And where had this dominant streak come from?
She urged me down on the bed, between Liona’s open thighs. She even reached around me to stroke the soaking front of Liona’s panties before pulling them aside to show me her glistening sex.
As I ducked down to approach Liona’s flushed, fragrant lips, I felt my wife’s hand spread over my hard cock and grip it tight.
“Can you smell him on her?” Hayley said softly into my ear. “Can you tell she’s just been fucked by another man?”
“Uh-huh,” I said, stroking my nose over her smooth mound, breathing in the strange cocktail of aromas. I could definitely detect the presence of another man on her—it wasn’t hard, what she’d done with him—but while I wouldn’t necessarily say I liked it, it definitely made my cock throb and the adrenalin surge through me.
Then I pressed my mouth to her slit, and heard Liona catch her breath as I did so. Beyond the strange mustiness of sex, her tangy flavor was pleasant. It was her noises as I went down on her that were the most rewarding—she was soon panting and gasping for breath, and emitting sexy little moans as I lapped at her soft pussy lips. Was she stretched a little? Stretched by Aaron Simpson?
Her body writhed under me, her moans turning to little, whimpering cries.
“Oh God… Oh Jesus…”
She hadn’t been quite this way with Aaron Simpson, though she’s sat on his face to orgasm. I wondered if her threesome had warmed her up, primed her so she was more sensitive to my touches, and more ready to come in response. In no time at all she was writhing and shaking and juddering under me, crying out as the climax took her.
“How do you do that?” she said in barely more than a whisper.
“My husband is a very talented man,” Hayley said as she busily worked to pull my boxer shorts down over my thighs and free up my hard cock.
“Mmm… and you’re giving him to me?” Liona grinned.
“Sharing him,” Hayley reminded her. 
But now my wife was definitely saying so. She held out my cock for Liona to take inside her mouth, and held onto its base as the other woman sucked on me. I stroked Liona’s bare back and brushed her hair back out of her face as she sucked on me, then gave way for Hayley to share.
I really was concerned that I wouldn’t last as long as they’d want me to last. Thankfully, I guess it being late enough, Hayley pulled back from me, and urged Liona up.
“Take him,” she said. “I want to see you fuck him.”
I lay back as the sharp blonde straddled me, and tried to force myself not to explode early. It was no easy task, with Liona looking magnificent with her bare breasts sitting up primly on her chest, her nipples stiff, her skin pink from a night of rampant sex.
Gently, she touched her smoldering pussy down over my stiff shaft, riding me gently without allowing me to enter her. She was pulling her panties aside again and looked to Hayley’s signal.
I glanced up at my wife as she knelt beside us. “You’re sure about this?”
She nodded. “Sure.”
Liona rose, reached behind to position me appropriately. I felt hands on me, and looked up to see Hayley leaning in, helping to guide my cock into this other beautiful woman.
The two of them gazed at each other as Liona sank down slowly on my shaft. Hayley quietly gasped as she saw her friend press down on me, my cock disappearing inside her.
A red-faced Liona panted as she rode me, looking over her shoulder at Hayley to see how she was taking it, as Hayley leaned over to watch my hardness thrust inside her friend.
“How does it feel?” my wife turned to ask me.
“Wonderful,” I said, finding it a little hard to breathe myself.
“Liona?”
Liona looked at me and beamed. “It’s heaven…he’s so perfect….”
I laughed at that. “Nothing close to Aaron, though,” I said.
Hayley said, “Size isn’t everything, dear.”
And Liona said, “But it’s so comfortable… it feels so nice…”
After that event was passed, that new milestone in our sexual explorations, the urgency between the three of us, and the anxiety, fell away. We could relax, no longer concerned that we might get to a certain stage to find Hayley thinking better of sharing her man. My gorgeous wife stripped off for the second time that night, and straddled me as Liona had done with Aaron before, her sweet pussy touching down over my eager mouth, the second freshly fucked pussy for me to savor that night.
They were facing each other as they both rode me, and I could hear them kissing each other, reveling in their sexuality. It was a magical experience—to have two women on me at once, to have two women coming on me at once.
After a night like this, I was surprised how much stamina I had. What I’d seen, what I’d experienced in sharing two women with another man, just kept me fired up, aroused like never before. I felt like a stallion as I lay between Hayley’s thighs and fucked her, while leaning over to kiss Liona, my fingers thrusting in and out of her dripping pussy. I felt like a beast as I took Liona from behind, pounding into her as I held her small waist.
I felt like a god as Liona lay over a giggling Hayley, and I plunged my hard cock into their available pussies alternately, one then the other, as they made out and moaned like a couple bisexual nymphomaniacs.
But then Hayley pulled herself out from under Liona, and came to my side as I continued thrusting into her agent a few more times.
“Come inside her,” she said quietly in my ear. “I want to see you come in her.”
With one hand, I gripped Liona tight, while the other found its way to cup Hayley’s pussy beside me. I could hear Liona riding up to another crest of a wave, and this time I went with it, slamming into the golden-haired beauty with a force I’d not deployed all night.
Liona cried out, and shuddered under me, and with that, I let go myself, feeling my body racked with the electric surge of climax, as my hard cock pulsed and throbbed, my hot come shooting deep inside her.
 
 
*
 
 
“Any regrets?” I asked my wife as all three of us lay back in post-coital contentment.
“None at all. I can really see why you always had that fantasy.” Hayley was casually stroking my cock as I lay there between them, though I needed more recovery time if she was going to get any life out of it soon.
“Were you jealous?”
“A little. But I felt involved, so it wasn’t so bad,” she said. “I don’t think I’d be able to handle you with anyone else. At least, not unless I knew them as well as I know Liona.”
“You don’t feel that way about Hayley, though?” Liona asked me. “I mean, you hardly knew Aaron before you let her see him.”
I propped myself up on my elbow. Even after orgasm, I could appreciate the stunning view I had lying between two such exquisite creatures. “I think I’m wired a little differently,” I said. “As long as I trust Hayley, that’s the important thing. She can be with whoever she wants. I like the idea of her being naughty with a stranger. As long as I know all about it.”
Hayley smiled, and sat up. “I think for me… seeing you with someone else… it’s not so much you being bad that turns me on… more that I know how hot it must be for you, to be with her, and I feel like I’m giving that experience to you.”
“You like being in control, huh?” I laughed. “All these things I’m learning about you, honey. Like…you like girls?”
Hayley flushed. “Who knew?”
“But you do?”
She glanced at Liona. “Yeah. Under the right circumstances, anyway.”
“And those circumstances happen to be ‘Aaron Simpson’?”
“Well, and you. And Liona. She’s very sexy.”
Liona laughed. “Says the hottest commodity in Hollywood. I’ve never slept with an A-list actress before. Check one off my bucket list.”
Hayley grinned, but now pulled herself up with a sigh. “I have to get back to Aaron. He won’t want to wake up and find I’m not there.”
I think Liona took that as a signal that she should be heading back to her room, too, but as she moved to get up, Hayley signaled for her to stop. “Oh no,” she said, “you can stay. I think I like the idea of you giving him some company.”
“Thanks,” Liona beamed, and now she was lying next to me stroking my cock as Hayley had been, only this time I was beginning to feel it stirring again.
“I might not see you guys before we leave,” Hayley said, as she pulled on her clothes.
“Antigua, right? Before everything moves on to Asia,” Liona asked her.
“I'll be back to LA for a few days, in between, for some home comforts."
"Sounds perfect."
"I'll have my time zones all messed up anyway," my wife nodded, but then looked at me for reassurance. “You will be….”
“I’ll be fine,” I said. “You’ll have a good time, and I’ll think about you lying on a private yacht in a bikini…or going below to jump your co-star.”
She grinned. “I'll have to make sure we can Skype from the boat.”
“Sounds good.”
“And then… what d’you say about coming out to Tokyo while we’re out there?” Hayley asked.
I hadn’t even thought about that idea.
“We’ll be able to set up some meetings about the next movie,” Liona said.
“I might have to get some more time off,” I said. “But I’ve never been to Japan.”
Liona laughed. “Can’t you just become a house husband? Your wife will be earning seven figures per movie.”
That made me chuckle. “If she’s going to be away for weeks at a time making movies and sleeping with her co-stars, I might as well keep working myself,” I insisted.
"She could hire you as her nutritionist."
"I'm not sure I'm a good enough cook."
“Okay,” Hayley turned to glance at herself in the mirror before edging toward the door. “I’d better run. You two have fun—and I’ll try calling you when we get to the Caribbean.”
She blew kisses our way, and then she was gone. When the heavy clunk of the door closing behind her rang out, it seemed suddenly very strange to me to be lying in a bed alone with a beautiful woman who was not my wife.
Liona turned to kiss me, and by now I was rock hard again in her hands. “What a crazy night,” she said.
“Completely crazy,” I agreed.
“I never slept with two guys in one night before.”
“Really?” I joked. “Someone as beautiful as you?”
She laughed. “Guys usually aren’t into it.”
I kissed her. “You just have to find the right guys.”
“Well, I know what kind of a husband I want, anyway,” she said, and rolled on top of me, wiggling her butt a little until she was in position so that I could slide inside her again.
“You think you’ll find one like me?”
She smiled, and kissed me as her tight, slippery pussy clenched my hard cock. “You know what? You can find most things on the Internet these days.”



 
 
 
Epilogue
 
 
 
Here’s what I didn’t anticipate: running into Aaron Simpson at our hotel in Tokyo.
“David! What the hell are you doing here?”
True, he had various security men and minders orbiting him like satellites, but there he was, in the flesh—and there I was, after imagining myself safe because Hayley was off doing studio interviews somewhere else in the city.
“Oh… uh…”
Jesus. It was kind of a coincidence, a lawyer like me on safari away from home in exactly the same city—and exactly the same hotel as Aaron and the rest of the movie. Was he going to think I was a stalker? I was assuming he wasn’t going to figure out that I was Hayley’s ex-husband.
But my mind froze, I could not for the life of me come up with even the weakest of stories to explain myself.
Then Aaron broke out into a warm smile. “You’re with Liona still? That’s great.”
Flushing vigorously, though at the same time feeling the cool breeze of relief sweeping through my body that he had come up with the excuse I needed for being here, I nodded.
“She’s something special,” he nodded. “I can see why you’d follow her out here, just because Hayley wants a girlfriend while we’re here.”
“It’s a good excuse to see Japan,” I shrugged, hoping the dark shadows of the designer-lit hotel hallway in which we’d bumped into each other gave me some protection from looking like a complete idiot.
“You doing anything tonight?”
“Nothing I can’t rearrange.”
“Great,” he said. “We can go out—a double date. Would that be wild? There’s a sake bar in the Ginza district—apparently it’s the bomb.”
“Sounds wonderful,” I said.
“Excellent.” He pointed at me as though I was a random face in the crowd and he was a rock star trying to make himself look popular. “Tonight, amigo! We’ll have fun!”
Then he was away, moving in a wave of beefy guys wearing black.
I’d been on my way back to my room after having a bite to eat at one of the hotel’s extensive eateries—breakfast? lunch? dinner? I had no real clue what it was, my body clock was in such a mess. This was at the beginning of our stay in Tokyo, and I hadn’t made it out of the hotel yet, which probably didn’t help my body recalibrate its time zone.
I got up to my room only to find Hayley was back from her jaunt in front of the TV cameras, and was lying on the bed with Liona peering into a laptop computer.
“Hey,” I said, waiting until the door closed behind me before speaking up.
The two women looked up at me, obviously happy I was back. I said, “I just ran into Aaron downstairs.”
“He remember you?” Hayley asked.
“Yeah. Still doesn’t recognize me as your husband, though.”
“I think we’re way past that,” she smiled.
“Invited us all out for a double date tonight. At some sake bar he says is good.”
“Great!”
I walked around to see what the two of them were looking at on the computer. The screen was filled with row upon row of photographs of young, handsome men. It took a few moments before I saw that most of them were the same person.
“You’re looking at porn?”
The two of them laughed, and Hayley said, “We’re figuring out which movie I should do after Prisoner’s Wife 2.”
“And let me guess…which co-star you get to sleep with is the deciding factor?”
“No!” Hayley said, flashing her eyes at me in horror. But then she gave the kind of conspiratorial glance to Liona that suggested to me that she had at the very least been fantasizing about which co-star she might want to date next. Or maybe I just liked to think that.
“I’m not just choosing any old movie project just because there’s a hot guy attached,” she insisted, but I read between the lines.
I slumped down on the bed next to my wife, and said: “You’re not going to stick around with Aaron much longer, then?”
“You want me to stay with him?” she was teasing me, and I knew it.
“No, I want you to see who you want to see.”
“So then,” she said, beaming as she scrolled through the Google image search of some actor I vaguely recognized. I had to admit, the idea excited me, even though the next movie would be months away.
“But you’re still okay with Aaron for now?”
“Oh yes, more than okay,” she said. “So where are we going out tonight?”
“Some place in Ginza district.”
“Okay. I’d probably better start getting ready,” she said, getting up. Liona stayed put on the bed, however.
“You coming out, too?” I asked her.
She shook her head. “I have to make a few international calls,” she said. “One of my other clients is about to get kicked off a movie unless I can sort something out.”
“What time did he say we’d be going out?” Hayley asked as she reached the door.
“I don’t know,” I replied. “He just said tonight.”
“Okay. I’ll call your room when we’re ready, sound good?”
“Sure.”
Suddenly, I recognized the pictures on the Google search—it was Oliver Harwood, the actor Liona had recruited back in London. Peering closer at the screen, I could see his name in the search box.
“That’s the guy getting kicked off a movie?” I asked her.
Liona nodded. “He’s starring in a rom-com—a much bigger role than he’s ever had before.”
“So why’s he getting canned?”
She said, “Apparently he keeps getting erect while they’re shooting the sex scenes, and his co-star is refusing to work with him. The whole shoot has been delayed, like, two months.”
“And how’re you going to fix it?” I asked, suddenly thinking I understood how Liona might be proposing to solve the crisis.
The blonde smiled. “I’m going to suggest they fire the actress, and hire Hollywood’s hottest rising star instead.”
I nodded. “Hayley. And presumably she won’t be so fussy about the guy getting hard every time they’re shooting a love scene?”
“You know your wife—she’s a trooper.”
I felt the butterflies fluttering in my stomach—and my manhood thickening in my pants—at the thought of Hayley dating a new co-star. And I could see her going for the charms of Oliver Harwood, who might not have Aaron Simpson’s status on Hollywood, but he was young and fit.
 
 
*
 
 
I felt a little bad for Aaron, knowing his time with Hayley was now facing a hard limit. I knew it was because now I knew him, and liked him, as more than just a famous face and a large cock for my wife.
At the same time, I wouldn’t have wanted their relationship to go on and on. I didn’t want her to fall for him, or vice versa.
I also felt a little bad perpetuating the charade that I didn’t really know Hayley at all, that I wasn’t her husband, just some random lawyer named David.
My feelings of pity toward him faded, however, through the night.
We did have a great time—it was one of those legendary nights out where conversation flows as easily as the drinks, and we hopped from place to place every time a bar got even a little stale. We explored the city from the inside of bars Aaron was so much fun, and what started out with three of us in that sake bar in the middle of the Ginza shopping district, soon became more as we kept running into people who knew Aaron—mainly Americans, but some Japanese, too. It made the man seem very worldly, and I suppose he had been traveling internationally for some time—and when you become friends with someone like Aaron Simpson, you don’t forget it.
After the bars, we hit the clubs, for cocktails and karaoke and late-night video games, whirling around the neon-lit Tokyo streets until our feet were throbbing.
At last, though, as we piled into a taxi to take us back to the hotel, it was just the three of us again.
In the elevator climbing up through the giant hotel, I was about to get off at my floor—but Aaron stopped me.
“You’re not going to call it quits?” he said.
I stepped back from the open elevator door. “I thought you guys were done.”
The door closed. Aaron said, “No, we’re not done just yet.”
He turned to Hayley, and kissed her right in front of me. Then he looked at me, and slipped the front of her dress down to expose a bare breast, and a hard nipple. He said, “You want to join us?”
Hayley leaned back against the elevator wall and closed her eyes, and I stooped to kiss her neck, and then slide down her warm flesh to take her exposed nipple in my mouth. Both of us were kissing her as we approached Aaron’s floor, and despite the fact that they’d shared Liona before at the party in London, the way Aaron seemed happy to go Dutch on Hayley made me feel certain he wasn’t in love with her.
Up in the suite, Aaron and I were sweeping our hands all over Hayley’s body, and her hands reached down to feel out the growing bulges in our pants.
Hayley’s black dress was such a tiny piece of material, but it almost seemed like a crop-top as our hands dragged it up exposing her thighs, her hips and her stomach, while the straps fell off her shoulders. Aaron’s hand made its way into her pink panties as mine cupped and fondled her breasts.
“She’s a bad girl, this one,” said Aaron.
“I can see that,” I said.
Hayley just smiled, content. Her hands had managed to unfasten both of our pants in next to no time, and suddenly she had two bare cocks in her grip on either side of her. She held us both, pumping our shafts a while, before slumping to her knees to take my cock in her mouth, followed not too long after by Aaron’s.
She seemed to enjoy having two cocks at her beck and call, reveling in the depravity of it—and I felt her excitement, just as I felt the excitement from going against that societal taboo: the promiscuous woman. I gently held her head as she sucked on me—but then I kept my hold as she stretched her lips around him. It seemed so wrong, so dirty.
After a while, Aaron urged her up, so we could decamp onto the nearest couch. Hayley lay over my lap, her fingers curling around my shaft to bring it back into her mouth. Aaron sat by her hips, lifting her leg and pulling aside her panties to press his hand over her bare pussy, circling her clit with a thumb as she sucked on me.
She was already moaning and panting a little as he slid two fingers inside her, finding it difficult to concentrate on going down on me. She could only pump me with her hand, and look down at what Aaron was doing, occasionally slipping my tip back in her mouth.
“Isn’t she the hottest thing you ever saw?” he said to me, urging her up, now, to turn around and kneel on all fours on the couch between us.
“Uh-huh,” I said.
“If I was the marrying sort, I’d probably want to pop the question,” he said, and I felt a little shaken by it, to be honest.
“You’re not though, are you?” I asked him as he appeared to be lining up to enter her from behind.
“I have three ex-wives,” he grinned. “I pretty much proved I can’t do it. Don’t need to do it again.”
Hayley held onto my hard cock, and released a long sigh as Aaron slowly penetrated her, that huge beast stretching her as he slid inside.
“Hayley’s okay with it,” he told me. “Aren’t you, sugar?”
But Hayley was too focused on taking that great thing inside her to reply.
“She has a husband somewhere, anyway. And I think she’s still got a soft spot for him,” Aaron said as he slowly began to fuck her.
Hayley looked up at me now, and smiled warmly. Then she took my cock in her mouth, moaning as she sucked on me, with two hard cocks inside her at the same time.
I pulled off my shirt and held gently onto Hayley’s head as she sucked on me. Aaron led the movement, however, driving her whole body so that she bobbed up and down on my cock.
He’d be okay when it came time for Hayley to move on, I figured. There was no need to feel sorry for him.
Here, he was perfectly happy to pull out of the beautiful blonde, and have me sit on the sofa so she could straddle my lap, and take my cock inside her pussy. As I’d suspected before, her pussy felt a little different than normal after having Aaron inside her for the last few weeks.
I held onto her hips as she bounced on my lap, watching as Aaron stood to offer the tip of his cock to her mouth, which she eagerly accepted.
After a while, we moved into the bedroom, the two of us continuing to share my wife. I came twice, and each time was able to recover quickly just from the unbelievably arousing stimulus that I was sharing Hayley with another man. Aaron held out with his legendary stamina, but Hayley was rubbing his precome into her skin as much as my come.
I didn’t count how many times Hayley came.
Neither of us were squeamish about the presence of another man—it was a sweaty, sticky affair, but it was just sex, just three bodies coming together, two men playing one woman like a beautiful musical instrument.
Finally, he came deep inside her pussy while I managed an improbable third climax, pumping a small amount of cream in Hayley’s mouth.
“You should probably go back down to Liona,” my wife said to me as we finally came to a halt.
I agreed, and called time on our little threesome, Aaron saluting me as I made me way out. Liona was pleased to see me, though I could only use my mouth to give her something of the pleasure she’d missed out on thanks to her phone calls.
“So you have it all sorted then?” I asked her. “Hayley’s going to star in that movie with Oliver Harwood?”
She smiled down at me as I feasted on her sweet little pussy. “Uh-huh,” she said. “And I have no doubt they’re going to get on like a house on fire.”
 
# # #
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Madeleine Wakes
Part One of the Madeleine Trilogy
 
His wife flirts with other men. And he likes it.
 
Hugo and Madeleine Finnell move to New York looking for a way to end her depression — a bleakness so deep it’s left their five-year marriage in tatters. The change in scenery helps almost immediately. Madeleine crawls out of the solitude of the past three years a new woman. A sexual woman. The woman Hugo first fell in love with.
 
But Hugo isn’t the only man who notices. He watches from the sidelines as others begin flirting with his wife — and his wife flirts back. Shock, jealousy, and much to his surprise, arousal buffet Hugo as he witnesses this sexy side of Madeleine come alive.
 
Can he stop her as she starts taking things too far? Does he want to?
 
Madeleine Wakes — the first part of an epic wife-watching romance trilogy by Max Sebastian
 
Web: MaxSebastian.net/madeleine-wakes/
 
“If you like wife-watching romances, then you are in for a treat” — Kenny Wright



 

What’s Mine is Yours
a wife-sharing romance
 
 
Great sex always comes with some kind of risk.
 
After his marriage collapses, night shift worker Sean Ruskin finds the only friend he has left in the world is his co-worker Henry Robinson. But when Henry offers him his spare room until he can get back on his feet, complication arises in the form of Henry’s beautiful wife Michelle.
 
Michelle likes to flirt with Sean — and strangely, Henry seems to enjoy her doing it, too. After Henry asks him to take Michelle out on a date, Sean discovers their unconventional view on marital fidelity.
 
But knowing how painful it can be to find your wife in bed with another man, Sean is torn between protecting his last remaining friendship — and his best friend’s marriage — and helping him explore a wife-sharing fantasy that could bring untold delights for all.
 
A wife-sharing romance, told from the boyfriend’s perspective — from the author of Madeleine Wakes
 
Web: MaxSebastian.net/whats-mine-is-yours/
 
 



 

A Calculated Affair
a wife-sharing romance
 
 
“I’ve been thinking about having an affair.”
 
Dedicated stay-at-home dad Jon thinks beloved wife Natasha is kidding at first when she comes home from her latest business trip to say she’s fallen head-over-heels in lust with co-worker Patrick. But she’s completely serious, and it shocks him how desperately she craves this other man.
 
Natasha doesn’t want a divorce, she doesn’t want to hurt her loving husband‚ but she just can’t suppress the powerful feelings inside her. One way or another, this is going to change their lives forever.
 
Only, the more he thinks about it, the more Jon finds himself feeling strange desires himself‚ wanting to see his wife happy, completely fulfilled, and misbehaving in the arms of another man...
 
A full-length, 50,000-word sizzling dark erotic romance, exploring how a woman's desire for an extramarital tryst unexpectedly energizes her sexual bond with her husband -- from the author of What’s Mine Is Yours.
 
Weblink: MaxSebastian.net/a-calculated-affair/
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