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Chapter One

“A hall pass list?” Daphne asked her husband after he brought it up over dinner.

Gavin nodded. “Nash did it with his girlfriend,” he replied, referencing his best friend since high school. “We each list three people we’d get to sleep with should the opportunity arise. With the other’s blessing.”

“Yeah,” Daphne said. “I know what the term ‘hall pass’ means. I’m just doubting how fun the whole exercise would be.”

Gavin shrugged. “It might give us insights into what the other person likes. You’re always saying we should talk more about what we like, our fantasies, et cetera.”

Daphne rolled her eyes as she sipped her drink. It was true that she’d been bugging Gavin about having more open communication lately, but that was just because he seemed to shut down after he got home from work. It wasn’t unusual for them to go an entire evening without saying more than five words to each other before bed. And when they did go to bed, it was getting rarer and rarer for anything--communication or otherwise--to happen then, too.

But she didn’t feel she needed a hall pass list from him. What Gavin liked wasn’t a big mystery--blond hair and blue eyes, which he frequently talked about and which made the green-eyed redhead Daphne feel insecure.

She could probably fill out Gavin’s list for him. All she had to do was remember which actresses he was obsessed with at any given moment--there seemed to be a rotating cast performing in his mind’s eye at all times, with Margot Robbie having a permanent leading role--or do a Google search for “celebrities with blond hair and blue eyes.” She was sure any of them would do.

“You know it makes me feel weird when you talk about other women,” she told him. “Even if they’re women you’ll never meet.”

Gavin sighed. “I know,” he said. “I know how jealous you are, but you really have no reason to be. I love you, and I’d never actually cheat on you. You know that, right?”

“Unless it’s with someone on your hall pass list, you mean?” she asked.

He smiled. “It’s just a fun little exercise,” he said. “What harm could come from it?”

“Wouldn’t you feel insecure if I talked about how hot Henry Cavill is?” Daphne asked. “How I’d like him to bend me over and fuck me while scowling and muttering under his breath like he does in that show about the video game?”

Gavin laughed, undoubtedly finding amusement that she couldn’t remember the name of “that show about the video game.” “So, Henry Cavill would be on your list?” he asked.

“I don’t know,” Daphne said. “I was just making a point. But wouldn’t that bother you?”

“No,” Gavin said. “It’s not like it’d ever happen. You know what? Just forget it. I thought it might be fun, but you have to be a prude all the fucking time.”

Rage swelled up inside Daphne, both at the accusation itself and Gavin’s implication that he wished she wasn’t a prude “all the fucking time.” Daphne was well aware of the real reason behind her jealousy, and that was that she worked hard to suppress her own fantasies about men other than Gavin. Suddenly, an idea flashed before her, one she wasn’t sure she could actually go through with, but one overflowing with possibility.

“No, it’s okay,” she said, forcing her voice to sound sheepish. “Let’s do it. You go first, so I’ll have time to think about my choices.”

“Are you sure?” Gavin asked.

“Positively,” Daphne said. “You may be right about my prudishness, and this is all in good fun, right?”

“Right!” Gavin said excitedly, getting up so fast from his chair he almost tipped it backward.

He rushed out of the dining room and into the living room. A moment later, he returned with a spiral-bound notebook and a pen. Returning to his seat, he began hurriedly writing on a page in the notebook.

After only a few moments, he was finished and handed the notebook to Daphne. She smirked, realizing from the speed with which he’d made his list that she’d been right about him already having people in mind for it.

“Go crazy,” Gavin said. “Let go of your inhibitions and think of any three people in the whole world you’d like to sleep with, with no repercussions and no strings attached.”

“Okay,” she said, looking down at the notebook.

Along the top, in all capital letters, were the words: “HALL PASS LIST.” Underneath this title, he’d written, “A list of people we can have sex with, with the full permission of the other. This agreement is binding and can not be revoked except by agreement from both parties.”

“Sounds official,” Daphne muttered before looking at Gavin’s actual list.

Underneath his name, he’d written:

	Margot Robbie (of course, thought Daphne) 
	Kristen Stewart 
	Amanda Seyfried 


Margot Robbie was hardly surprising, but Daphne hadn’t heard him mention Kristen Stewart, whose eyes were green and whose hair color was all over the place, before. As for Amanda Seyfried, Daphne supposed she couldn’t blame Gavin; if she was completely honest with herself, the gorgeous actress often made Daphne’s barely-there bisexuality rise to the surface.

Underneath his own list, Gavin had helpfully written Daphne’s name and the numbers 1, 2, and 3. After all that, he’d drawn two lines, side-by-side, and signed his name on one of them.

“Your turn,” Gavin said, prodding her and handing her the pen.

Daphne took the pen and stared at the blank space on the page where her list was supposed to go. She thought for a moment, wondering if she could go through with her crazy plan. She realized making the list was only a tiny part of the plan and would be enough to put Gavin in his place. It’s not like she had to go through with the whole insane exercise.

She wrote her three names and signed her name on the blank line next to Gavin’s signature. Then, after taking a long, last look at what she’d done, she handed the notebook back to Gavin.

Gavin’s eyes got wider than she’d ever seen them, and she smiled when she saw that her little stunt had the desired effect on her husband.

“What the fuck is this?” Gavin asked, not taking his eyes off her list.

“It’s a list of people I can sleep with, with your full permission,” Daphne replied. “It says so on the document you created. That you signed.”

“You put Nash on here,” Gavin said. “And Doug? Isn’t that…”

Daphne nodded. “That extremely hot personal trainer at the gym. I’ve only worked with him a few times, but that Southern accent…” She trailed off, making a swooning motion with her hand on her forehead and thinking about how Doug had spent more time flirting with her than doing anything resembling gym training.

“Why would you put down people you actually know?” Gavin asked, his voice becoming soft and whiny. “The only one on here I don’t recognize is Caspian Jones.”

Daphne giggled. “You know that big black barista at the coffee shop next to your work?”

When he finally looked up at her, there was fear in his eyes. “Out of all the people in the world, actors, musicians… kings… you picked three people you know?”

Daphne shrugged. “Well, sure. Why would I want to sleep with someone famous who I don’t even know? No matter how hot they are, they could be assholes.”

“Nash is an asshole,” Gavin whispered.

“That’s not a nice thing to say about your best friend,” Daphne pointed out.

Gavin swallowed hard. “This is all just for fun, right?” he asked. “It’s not like you’ll try to sleep with these guys.”

“You don’t think me sleeping with them would be fun?” Daphne asked. “I bet it would be.”

Gavin hurriedly tore the agreement from the notebook. Anticipating what he was about to do, Daphne launched herself from her chair, almost tipping it back the way Gavin had his earlier. She was around the table, snatching it from his hands before he could rip it up.

“No take backs,” she said, laughing. “We both signed this, and it’s binding. If you wanna hit up Margot Robbie for a booty call, go right ahead.”

Daphne folded up the agreement and slipped it into the front pocket of her jeans. Gavin looked like he was going to cry.

“Isn’t this fun?” she asked. “Although, really, you probably have nothing to worry about. Who says these three guys would even want to fuck me?”


Chapter Two

Her question was a rhetorical one, of course. Daphne may not have been the blond-haired, blue-eyed woman of Gavin’s dreams, but she didn’t have any trouble turning heads when she wanted to. Her flowing flame-red hair, full breasts, and curvy hips made sure of that.

Also, at least one of the men on her list had wanted to fuck her since high school: Nash Wilson, who didn’t get his chance back then because she fell for Gavin instead. Nash was your typical jock, who had a reputation for both his running back capabilities on a football field and his infamous infidelity--they all still lived in the same small town in which they’d grown up, and every girl Nash was with knew it was only a matter of time before he fucked someone else.

They weren’t exactly okay with this knowledge, but apparently, Nash’s skills in the bedroom made him a very forgivable offender.

If she wanted to, Daphne knew she could easily have Nash in her bed, and she didn’t figure the other two guys on her list would be much of a challenge, either.

But did she want to? Before Gavin had proposed his dumb hall pass list idea, she would’ve said no. Well, she might not have said she didn’t want to (all three of the men on her list were certifiably hot), but she would’ve said she’d never consider the prospect of sleeping with someone else. Gavin was right about one thing: she was extremely jealous, even about things like his crushes on celebrities he’d never meet, and, despite her fantasies, she’d never want to inflict that kind of jealousy on someone else.

And she might have been able to stick to her principles, had Gavin not said what he did a couple of days after they’d made their lists.

Daphne was waiting for him outside the office building where he worked. She usually worked late shifts at the HIGH CONCEPT store at the Town Centre Mall and frequently stopped by to have coffee with him on his lunch break on her way to work.

“We should go somewhere else for coffee,” he said as he walked toward her.

“And why is that?” she asked, already turning away to walk in the direction of Boom! Roasted, the coffee shop less than a block away from Gavin’s office.

“That Caspian guy always flirts with you,” he replied.

“Does he now?” Daphne said. “If it bothered you, why haven’t you said anything before now?”

“You know why,” Gavin said.

“Because of the hall pass?” she asked. “C’mon, honey, it’s not like I’m gonna drop to my knees and blow the guy because he makes little foamy hearts in my latte.”

Although, now that those words were out of her mouth, it didn’t seem like the worst idea in the world…

“Yeah, but you could,” Gavin said. “And I couldn’t do anything about it.”

“That’s right,” she said as they reached the coffee shop. She opened the door and turned back to her husband to say, “And don’t you forget it.”

The shop was empty, as it sometimes was at this time of day, not a single customer in sight. The only person there was Caspian Jones, his bright white teeth a stark contrast against his dark skin as he smiled at Daphne.

“Well, hello there, pretty lady,” he said, which was what he always said. Today, however, his greeting sent a red-hot wave of thrill through Daphne’s entire body.

She couldn’t say she’d ever gotten instantly wet before, so… first time for everything.

“Hi there,” she said with mock sheepishness. “How are you?”

“Better now that you’re here,” Caspian replied, smiling even more broadly now.

“Because you need the business, right?” Gavin offered unhelpfully.

Caspian gave her husband a dismissive glance before returning his gaze to Daphne. “Sure. That’s it.”

Daphne raised an eyebrow and smiled back at the big black man, wondering if he’d always been this flirty, as Gavin had indicated, and she’d just missed it.

Daphne ordered her latte and Gavin his French roast, and by the time Caspian handed her drink to her, with its typical foamy heart, an idea had formed in her mind. One so bold and scandalous she could hardly believe she’d let it take shape, much less feel confident enough to act on it.

“So, uh, Caspian,” she said, hoping the nervousness she felt in her voice wasn’t apparent, “when you’re working alone like this, what do you do when you have to use the restroom?”

Caspian looked at her questioningly before shrugging. “I lock the door and flip the ‘Open’ sign so it says ‘Be Right Back.’”

“Would you like to go to the restroom with me, Caspian?” she asked, lowering her voice to almost a whisper.

Caspian seemed stunned into silence, but her husband seemed to speak for both of them.

“I’m sorry, what?” Gavin said.

“What exactly are you asking?” Caspian asked.

With shaking hands, Daphne pulled the hall pass document out of the front pocket of her jeans and opened it up. She laid it on the counter in front of the hunky barista, whose eyes widened when he read it.

Caspian laughed. “Is this for real?”

“It sure is,” Daphne said.

“No offense, but I think I need to hear from Mr. Moore,” Caspian said, looking at Gavin.

“Tell him, honey,” Daphne said. “Be sure to include the part where it was your idea.”

When Gavin remained silent, shuffling his feet, Caspian asked again, “Dude, is this for real?”

“Yes,” Gavin replied, struggling to choke out the single-syllable word.

“Well, goddamn,” Caspian said. “I’m flattered, Daphne, really. I’d like nothing more to take you up on your offer--if that’s what this is--but are you sure?”

Fuck, no, I’m not sure, Daphne thought, but she honestly didn’t know where that thought came from. The more she thought about it, the more sure she became. She knew her hesitation stemmed from the fact that this was something she wasn’t “supposed” to do.

“Absolutely,” she said before she could lose her nerve. “Honey, be a dear; go lock the door and flip the ‘Open’ sign for us, will ya?”

Gavin stood frozen for a moment before realizing he didn’t have a say in the matter. Caspian barely suppressed a chuckle as he and Daphne watched her husband do what he was told.

Caspian came out from behind the counter and led Daphne to the restroom. Gavin followed closely behind.

Caspian held open the door for Daphne, who turned to look at her husband. Gavin looked to be on the verge of tears.

“I really don’t think you want to watch this, do you?” she asked. When he didn’t answer, she leaned in and whispered into his ear, “I’m only going to blow him--for now. Probably. Just remember… this was your idea.”

And with that, Daphne went into the restroom. After a slight nod to Gavin, Caspian followed, letting the door close behind him.

Once they were alone, Daphne took a good look at Caspian. She’d always found him attractive, but seeing the way he looked at her now--which, really, was the way he’d always looked at her--and knowing she was only seconds away from having his cock inside her mouth, supercharged her impression of him.

He was tall, so much taller than her and a few inches taller than her husband. She could see his sculpted physique through his tight t-shirt, not overly muscular but fit in all the right ways. His expressive eyes, a deep, rich brown color, held a magnetic allure, sparkling with intelligence and warmth. His bright smile seemed to light up the poorly lit restroom, exuding a contagious joy that Daphne knew she couldn’t resist.

Especially since it was a joy centered around what she was about to do for him.

“Let’s see what I’m working with,” Daphne said, nodding toward Caspian’s pants.

He glanced toward the door, as if worried her husband might come through it at any moment. “Is this, like, a prank or something?”

Daphne sighed and dropped to her knees. “Fine, I’ll do it myself.” She unbuttoned and unzipped Caspian’s jeans, reaching into his boxer shorts and gasping as her fingers wrapped around his cock.

Using her other hand, she tugged at Caspian’s pants and boxers until they were around his knees. His impressive cock throbbed and lengthened, its darkness contrasting beautifully against her pale, white hand. She felt drool forming in her mouth at the sight of it; Caspian’s cock was just as beautiful as he was.

Even with his cock in her hand, Caspian’s face held onto the look of disbelief he’d had this whole time. She supposed she couldn’t blame him. It probably wasn’t a common occurrence in the ol’ coffee shop to be sucked off by a woman whose husband stood a few feet away on the other side of a bathroom door.

She could hardly believe what she was about to do, either.

Feeling herself losing her nerve, wondering again if she could actually go through with this, Daphne leaned forward and opened her mouth. Guiding Caspian’s massive cock across her lips, they both sighed together as his rod slid across her tongue. Precum from his tip mingled with her saliva, and the sudden intrusion of the big, black cock forced some of her drool out of the sides of her mouth.

Closing her lips around it, she began sucking in earnest. He was so big, she was barely able to keep her hand closed around the bottom of the shaft as she sucked the upper half, and she stroked him into her as she sucked.

“I’m not going to last long,” Caspian whispered. “I haven’t… you know… for over a week.”

Daphne giggled around his cock, wondering if the load he was about to give her would be bigger than normal since he’d been saving it up for some reason. She only had a second to wonder about that reason before he told her.

“My girlfriend’s been out of town for a month for work,” he said. “She wanted me to be good and riled up for when she got back tonight.”

Daphne slowed down then, the thought of Caspian betraying his girlfriend somehow worse than what she was doing to her husband. But if that were the case, why did her pussy throb at the idea?

She pulled him out of her mouth and said, “I’m going to ruin things for your girlfriend,” she said. “Do you want me to stop?”

Please say no.

“Fuck, no,” he said, laughing. “If anything I’ll fuck her even harder now.”

“You are a horrible person,” Daphne said, feeling a little sick to her stomach. Still, her mouth was virtually watering over the thought of getting his dick back into her mouth.

“And yet you’re on your knees about to swallow my cum,” he pointed out. “While hubby has his ear pressed against the door listening to us… I’m guessing.”

Caspian grabbed both sides of her head and pulled her closer to him. She didn’t resist in the slightest. In fact, she started sucking harder than she had been, stroking faster, as if she was eager to do just what he’d said. It wasn’t long before Caspian was groaning.

He exploded into her mouth, sending jet after jet of hot stickiness across her tongue and into her throat. She gagged on it, reflexively pulling away from him. She swallowed, choking down as much of the salty, bitter fluid as she could while letting much of it flow back out of her mouth and onto the restroom floor. Caspian’s cock, still in her hand, twitched as it unloaded even more cum onto her face and into her hair. More than a little of it dripped down onto her black t-shirt, meaning she’d have to go back home to change before going to work.

“You okay?” Caspian asked, his dark eyes full of concern. “I know that was a lot.”

Daphne smiled. “Uh, yeah. You could say that.”

“Here,” he said, holding out his hand and nodding to the sink. “You wanna get cleaned up before we go back out.”

Daphne turned toward the sink but then stopped. “No. I don’t think I do.”

With that, she opened the restroom’s door and jumped a little when she saw Gavin, who looked like he’d been standing there with his ear pressed to the door like Caspian had said. She didn’t know how much he could actually hear through the door, but when she looked him in the eyes it seemed like he still had some hope that what happened hadn’t happened. That hope vanished when his gaze traveled around her head and her chest and he saw the cum currently clinging to her in those places. When he returned his eyes to hers he looked heartbroken.

She couldn’t allow herself to feel guilty about his feelings, not when she’d just sucked off another woman’s boyfriend without her knowledge. She reminded herself that her husband started all of this, and this inspired a cruel idea she would never have thought herself capable of.

“Kiss me,” she said.

“What?” Gavin asked.

“You heard me,” she said, puckering up.

Gavin hesitated for a moment, no doubt wondering if he had it in him to kiss her after she let another man come in her mouth. Truth be told, she didn’t really expect him to do it. He surprised her when he leaned toward her and passionately kissed her. She parted her lips, surprised to feel his tongue tentatively licking hers. Her heart pounding almost as much as it had been when she went into the bathroom with Caspian, she shoved her tongue through his lips and swirled it around his.

When they pulled apart, she asked with a sly grin, “Doesn’t he taste wonderful?” and walked past her husband to retrieve her latte from the counter.


Chapter Three

They didn’t talk about it after leaving the coffee shop, other than Daphne telling Gavin she would have to go back home and get a fresh t-shirt for work. He merely nodded. She sipped her coffee as he walked her back to her car, parked outside his office building, ignoring the pearl-clutching looks she got from the handful of people they passed who noticed the white stuff now drying in her hair and on her shirt.

Gavin, showing more politeness than he had in quite some time, opened her car door for her and gave her a kiss on the cheek before returning to work. She drove home, got cleaned up and changed, and was only a little bit late for work at HIGH CONCEPT.

She went about her day, trying not to think about Caspian or the other men on her hall pass list.

She was mostly successful.

---

She made it all the way home that day without even realizing it was one of their gym nights. Gavin, ever insecure about his sagging gut that never seemed to get less saggy no matter how many times they went to the gym, preferred going late at night when there were fewer people there. Daphne tried to reassure him that most people at the gym were there for their own workouts and paid no attention to anyone else, but he couldn’t be swayed. It wasn’t unusual for them to get there an hour before the gym closed and barely have enough time for a small workout.

It also wasn’t unusual for Doug, number two on her hall pass list, to be the only gym employee there when they went.

In hindsight, Daphne would find it odd that Gavin had their gym bags already packed and ready to go when she got home from work that evening.

The drive to the gym was mostly in silence, until Daphne thought to ask, “Why did you kiss me earlier?”

“What?”

“After I… you know, with Caspian,” she said. “You knew what I’d just done… what might have still been in my mouth, and…”

Gavin shrugged. “I don’t know.”

“Did you like it?” she asked.

“What? No. Of course not.” He didn’t sound entirely convincing.

“It’s okay if you did,” she said. “I wouldn’t think it was weird.”

Okay, that was a lie, because she thought it was strange at the time and she still thought it was strange, now that she’d asked him about it. But was it strange in and of itself or only because it was something that he wasn’t “supposed” to like?

“I don’t know why I did it,” he reiterated. “I probably shouldn’t have.”

She put her hand on his knee and rubbed it reassuringly. “Well, I’m glad you did. It was a nice kiss.”

“Did you like sucking his cock?” Gavin suddenly asked.

“I mean…” Daphne said.

“Of course you did,” he said. “Was he big?”

“You don’t really want details, do you?”

He shrugged again. “Did he get you off, too?”

Daphne sighed. “No. He did not.”

“That doesn’t seem fair,” Gavin said.

Daphne stared at her husband in silence. How had he gone from freaking out over names on a page to wanting to know details? To seeming upset that she didn’t get off?

To tasting another man’s cum on her tongue and seemingly being okay with it?

“You’re right,” she said finally. “Next time I’ll make sure I get taken care of.”

“Next time with Caspian?” Gavin asked. “Or… someone else?”

She shrugged. “Guess we’ll have to wait and see.”

They wouldn’t have to wait long. When they pulled into the gym’s parking lot, there were only three other cars there. One of them Daphne recognized as Doug’s ancient pickup truck. It was parked all by itself in the area where gym employees parked, meaning Doug was probably the only staff member on duty. A middle-aged couple walked out of the gym toward their vehicle as Gavin and Daphne retrieved their bags from the trunk of Gavin’s car.

One down, one to go, Daphne thought, looking at the remaining car on the lot and wondering what might happen if she and her husband were the only ones in the gym with Doug.

Doug was behind the counter when they walked in, sitting in one chair with his cowboy boot-clad feet propped up in another. He was wearing a t-shirt that strained against his massive chest and tight jeans. Hardly gym attire, so Daphne knew he was just counting down the minutes until he could close and go home. She glanced up at the clock on the wall behind Doug and noted that would only be a half-hour from now.

“Hey, Doug,” she said, softening her voice.

“Oh, hey, Daphne,” Doug said, jumping to his feet to come to the counter. “You’re here even later than usual.”

“Yeah, well, usually it’s Gavin who likes to be here without the crowd,” she said, watching her husband put his gym bag in a wall locker and get on a treadmill, “but tonight I’m the one looking for a more private… workout.”

She hoped she’d said “workout” with enough innuendo to plant the seed in Doug’s mind. Judging from his raised eyebrow and knowing smirk, she was probably successful. Given how much the smooth-talking Southerner flirted with her during the few times he was supposed to have been training her, she realized she could probably dispense with innuendo altogether and be more direct.

“I couldn’t help but notice there seems to be only one other person here right now,” Daphne said, looking around to try to find that one other person. She didn’t see them on any of the gym machines so she figured they might be in the locker room.

“Oh, the last clients just left,” Doug said.

“Oh,” Daphne said. “We saw another car, so…”

“Yeah, that belongs to a guy who left a few hours ago,” Doug explained. “Car wouldn’t start when he went out. Said he’d be back tomorrow to take care of it.”

“Gotcha,” Daphne said. “So I guess we… are… all… alone.” She said the words almost painfully slowly and licked at the left corner of her lips when she finished.

“Yep,” Doug said, glancing at Gavin on the treadmill. “All alone. Just you, me, and your husband.”

He squinted his eyes in a playfully hateful way. Daphne’s pussy tingled then, knowing she was about to rock his world.

She pulled the hall pass document from her pocket and carefully unfolded it before sliding it across the counter to Doug. He picked it up and read it over at least twice before looking again at Gavin and then back to her.

“Are you serious?” he asked.

“As a heart attack,” she said.

“I’m hurt that I’m number two…”

She laughed. “It’s not in order of importance,” she said. “Or desire…”

“Well, I was thinking about closing up early,” Doug said, sliding the hall pass back across the counter to Daphne. “And then maybe taking a shower before heading out.”

Daphne licked her lips again and said, “Hmmm… I could use a shower, too.”

“You know,” Doug said, “most people take their showers after their workout.”

“I’m not most people,” Daphne said.

Doug chuckled as he walked from behind the counter to the door. “No, you are not,” he said, turning the lock on the door and flipping the CLOSED sign around. “What about him?” he asked, nodding toward Gavin. “He gonna just keep walking? Or does he like to watch?”

Daphne looked at her husband, who so far had been ignoring the two of them. “I’m not sure,” she said. “He’s been full of surprises lately.”

“Men’s locker room or women’s?” Doug asked.

“I’m sorry?”

“We can’t do this out on the gym floor because of the cameras,” Doug explained. “So where do you want to meet after our showers? Don’t worry; I’m not asking you to shower with me. Shower sex is more trouble than it’s worth, even in better showers than we have here.”

Daphne nodded. “For sure. It always seems so sexy in these smutty romances I read but in real life? No thanks. Um… let’s, uh, do it in the men’s.” Something about that made the whole thing even naughtier for some reason. Maybe because she knew her husband would think about this every time he went in there to change or take a shower from now on.

As they walked toward the locker rooms, Daphne started having second thoughts. Was she really ready to fuck another man? A blow job like with Caspian was one thing, but full-on sex with someone she really didn’t know that well was something entirely different.

But she really, desperately wanted to get off right now…

“So, Doug, I was thinking…” she said before he went into the men’s locker room. “Would it be okay if we just…” and then she whispered the rest of her thought into his ear.

He smiled at her. “Whatever you want. And that’s already much more than I could’ve dreamed.”

“And… there could be more,” Daphne said. “You know, down the road.”

He nodded. “Down the road. Enjoy your shower, Daphne.”

Daphne went into the women’s locker room to shower. When she was finished, she walked out with her towel wrapped around her. She looked to the treadmill where she’d last seen her husband and saw that he wasn’t there. She wondered if he left to give her and Doug some privacy and shrugged it off. Doug would surely give her a ride home afterward. She headed into the men’s locker room.

“Hey there.”

Daphne almost dropped her towel at the sound of Gavin’s voice. He was sitting on one of the padded benches by the lockers, a look of nervous anticipation on his face. Doug stood nearby, his lower body wrapped in his towel, scrolling through something on his phone.

“Guess he’s watching,” Doug said, putting his phone down and looking at Daphne.

“Yeah?” Daphne asked, shooting her husband a questioning look.

Gavin nodded. He seemed almost sure of his choice.

“So, what’s the game plan?” Doug asked. “I’m usually the initiator, but I think it’s best if you call the shots.”

“Well…” Daphne said with mock thoughtfulness. She walked to Doug and put her arms around his neck. He put his arms around her waist. “My husband seemed concerned that I didn’t get off during my last hall pass encounter.”

“That doesn’t seem fair,” Doug said, and then kissed her.

Daphne savored Doug’s lips and tongue for a moment and then said, “Those were his exact words.”

“Let’s see what I can do to make up for that,” Doug said.

“She loves oral,” Gavin said from the bench. “It’s the best way to get her off.”

Daphne’s face went flush. Despite what she was about to do--despite what she’d already done today--somehow hearing her husband talk to another man about getting her off was a bit much.

“Thanks, honey,” Daphne said, sounding annoyed. “But I’ve already told him what I want.”

Doug laughed. “It’s the best way for a lot of women, in my experience. And, fortunately for you, I have a lot of experience.”

Daphne pulled away from Doug and turned around to face her husband. She shrugged off the towel, revealing her naked body to the two men. She reached her hand behind her to take Doug’s hand and lead him toward the bench where Gavin sat.

“Up,” she told her husband, who quickly complied. She turned toward Doug and tugged at his towel, which dropped to the floor a moment later. “Down,” she told him, nodding to the bench.

He, too, quickly complied.

Daphne was glad to see that the padded leather bench was wider than the ones in the women’s locker room. There was plenty of room for Doug to comfortably lie down, and plenty of room for her to get on top of him.

She took one last look at her husband before getting into a 69 position with Doug, her pussy hovering only inches from his face and his cock a similar distance from her lips.

“You are so fucking wet,” Doug said. “You’re practically dripping.”

Daphne giggled. “You sure it’s not just from my shower?”

Doug laughed. “Definitely not. So… when’s the last time you sucked a cock other than your husband’s?”

“Um… earlier today,” Daphne said. “Around lunchtime.”

“So slutty,” Doug said.

Daphne started stroking his cock, slowly working her fingers up and down his shaft and getting her face so close to it he could probably feel her breath on his tip. “I suppose so,” she said. “Is that a problem? For either of you?”

“No, ma’am,” Doug said.

She looked away from Doug’s cock to her husband. He shook his head and mouthed “no.”

“Good,” she said, and turned back to the cock in her hand to start sucking it.

Daphne gasped against Doug’s cock as the gym trainer roughly grabbed both of her hips and pulled her to him. She moaned when she felt the first lash of his tongue against her hot, slick lower lips. She squirmed against his face as he moved his tongue up and down while seeming to engulf her entire pussy with his mouth. She could feel his nose brushing against her asshole, but if he cared about that in the least it certainly didn’t hamper his enthusiasm.

Daphne did her best to suck Doug’s cock but she knew it wasn’t the best blow job she’d ever given. At first she was self-conscious to have her husband standing nearby watching, but she got over that after a few moments. After Doug followed through on his boast about having plenty of pussy-licking experience. Once Doug got into a rhythm, she had trouble concentrating on her own task.

After licking up and down for what seemed like several minutes, Doug brought his whole mouth down to the area around her clit. His tongue found the hard bud and began licking there, pressing there, until she felt waves of pleasure blossoming out from her core. She stopped sucking him completely, only absent-mindedly stroking him, as she began grinding against his face.

She knew she wasn’t going to last long, that her much-needed release was imminent, and that was before he even stuck a finger inside her.

She let go of his cock completely, needing both of her hands to support herself against the leather bench, as he worked a finger inside her, still licking her clit the whole time. She felt a delicious building anticipation in her stomach as waves of pleasure washed over her.

This whole time, she’d tried to remain silent, not letting more than a small gasp or moan escape her lips. This was probably a lingering self-conscious response to having Gavin bear witness to her sluttery. What Doug was doing, though, was too good, too intense, and she couldn’t afford to care about what Gavin might think.

In fact, part of her wanted him to know how good it was.

How good she felt.

How wonderful it was to be serviced by another man.

She reared her head back, arching her back, mashing her pussy even harder against Doug’s face and hand, and let out a moan that she knew sounded like she was being hurt.

But being hurt was the exact opposite of what she felt.

She shuddered when she felt another of Doug’s fingers enter her, and that sent her over the edge. Her stomach tightened and her pleasure crashed down onto her, her pussy clenching against Doug’s tongue and his fingers. She twitched and thrashed and Doug kept his tongue pressed against her clit as the orgasm continued for what seemed like a long time. She had the giddy thought that she might cause them both to fall off the bench.

“Fuck,” she whispered, and then said it again loudly.

She moved off of Doug and sat next to his feet on the bench. “I… I need a minute,” she said, avoiding her husband’s gaze.

“It’s okay if you don’t…” Doug said, sitting up next to her.

She smiled. “Oh, I’m going to. I just need to catch my breath.”

It took her only a minute to do that, and a minute later she was on her knees in front of the gym trainer, working on catching a lot more than her breath.

All while her husband, who she was too busy to notice had his own cock in his hand, watched.


Chapter Four

Gavin hadn’t tried to kiss her after she finished Doug off, and said he didn’t want to talk about it when Daphne asked him how he felt afterward. They went on about their days, their life, and it was almost like nothing had changed.

Almost.

Finally, one evening, Gavin blurted out, “So do you think we can put the whole hall pass thing behind us?”

Daphne blinked at him. “Is this because Nash is coming over this evening?”

Nash, Gavin’s best friend since they were teenagers, was coming over with his girlfriend to watch a movie, like they did about once a month.

When Gavin didn’t reply, Daphne said, “What? You think I’m going to fuck your best friend while you and his girlfriend sit around and watch?”

He laughed nervously. “Good point. I guess not.”

“Although,” Daphne said, “I am bi, so if she wanted to join in…”

“Very funny,” he said.

“Look, this hall pass thing was your idea,” Daphne said. “If I wanted to fuck your friend, I would, and it would ultimately be your doing.”

Gavin groaned.

“But I didn’t exactly enjoy knowing Caspian had a girlfriend when I sucked him off,” Daphne said. “I know Lucy, and I for sure wouldn’t do that to someone I know.”

“Okay,” Gavin said. “I really thought maybe you’d gotten this out of your system with the other two anyway.”

“Is that why you seemed to be more or less okay with the other two?” Daphne asked. “Is that why you practically pushed me into Doug’s arms? So I wouldn’t sleep with your best friend?”

Gavin only shrugged.

“Well, I hope you’ve learned your lesson,” Daphne said. “If you wanted to discuss fantasies and spicing up our sex life, there are better ways to do it than shoving a list of other desirable people in each other’s faces.”

“You’re right,” Gavin said as the doorbell rang. He got up to open the door for Nash and his girlfriend.

But it was only Nash standing in the doorway.

“Where’s Lucy?” Gavin and Daphne both asked at the same time.

Nash came inside and went straight for Gavin’s big recliner. Practically falling into it, he said with tears in his eyes, “She broke up with me.”

“You finally cheated on her, I guess?” Daphne asked. Her husband shot her a look that said how could you say that right now?

“That’s the thing,” Nash said. “She cheated on me!”

“What?” Gavin asked, incredulous. “Lucy?”

Nash nodded. “She’s been fucking this guy she works with for the last few months. I happened to see a text from him pop up on her phone and when I confronted her about it, she fessed up.”

“But you didn’t cheat on her first?” Daphne asked, thinking Lucy’s indiscretion surely had to be out of revenge.

“I’m telling you I didn’t,” Nash said. “I know my past, I know what I’ve been like. Problem is, Lucy knows, too, and she said she figured there was no harm in doing what she did because I’d eventually do it to her.”

“That sucks, man,” Gavin said. “I’m sorry.”

“Thanks,” Nash said. “Lucy was the first girl I’ve ever been faithful to, and look where it got me. And I didn’t even want to break up with her over it. I just asked her to stop seeing the other guy, and she refused.”

Daphne could see Nash was heartbroken. He was doing a good job of holding back most of his tears but his voice was shaky. He looked like a completely different Nash from the obnoxious lothario she’d always known him as.

Not that she’d never found him attractive. Quite the contrary, with his broad shoulders, chiseled chin, and what had to be rock-hard abs, she’d occasionally fantasized about trying to find out what he was like in bed. She was one of the few women they’d all gone to high school with who didn’t know, and it wasn’t for lack of Nash’s trying. If not for her saying yes to Gavin’s junior year prom invitation, she probably would’ve been another notch on Nash’s bedpost a long time ago.

She tried to force the idea out of her head, she really did. She knew her husband wouldn’t like it if she fucked his best friend, but the more she thought about it the more she wanted to do it. And looking at Nash now, with his almost palpable sadness, all she wanted to do was take some of that away for him.

Daphne looked at her husband, who had something like regret and resignation mixed together in his eyes. He knew what she was thinking just as surely as if he could actually read her mind.

She walked over to Nash and sat on the arm of the recliner. She turned toward him and took the hall pass out of the pocket she always carried it in.

“Nash, I don’t know how you’re going to take this,” she began, “and if this is really poor timing or a stupid idea, I promise you won’t hurt my feelings, but…”

“What?” Nash asked, taking the hall pass from her as she handed it to him.

Nash read it, taking even longer than Doug did to look it over. Holding the paper in one hand, he wiped away his tears with the other. He opened and closed his mouth several times before any words actually came out.

Nash looked at her and then at Gavin. To Gavin, he said, “I don’t know what to say.”

Gavin sighed and looked down at the floor.

“Whatever you decide to say,” Daphne said, running a finger up and down Nash’s forearm, “you should probably say it to me.”

“You know I’ve always wanted to,” Nash said.

Daphne nodded. “So have I.”

“Really?” Nash and Gavin said together.

“I’m sorry you’re hurting right now,” Daphne said, “but you have to admit Lucy had a point. It wasn’t right for her to cheat on you, but you had to know she’d be worried about you doing it to her first. Your reputation, as they say, precedes you, Nash.”

“I know,” Nash said. “I was trying to change. For her, you know.”

“Did you tell her that?” Daphne asked. “Did you admit your failures in the past and promise you were working on yourself? For her?”

Nash shook his head and looked like he might start crying again.

“Lesson learned,” Daphne said. “People can change, I really believe that. The hard part is convincing those around you that you have. That you’re making the effort.”

“That’s really wise,” Nash said. “You always were so smart.”

Daphne laughed. “You don’t have to flatter me, Nash. I’m already going to let you fuck me.”

“You are?” Nash and Gavin said together.

“I mean… if you want to,” Daphne said.

“What about you?” Nash asked Gavin.

“Gavin’s answer is on this piece of paper,” Daphne said, taking the hall pass back from Nash. “I’ve already told you my intentions. All we’re waiting on is yours.”

With that, Daphne got up from the arm of the chair and walked toward the bedroom she shared with her husband.

---

Daphne was lying naked under the sheets on the bed for long enough that she thought Nash wasn’t going to take her up on her offer. She figured Doug had talked his friend out of doing this crazy thing, and she was growing more and more frustrated about that.

Because holy fuck was she horny. She knew she was wet enough that she was making a puddle underneath her on the bed. She was about ready to reach for the vibrator in her nightstand when she heard footsteps near the doorway.

She looked up to see Nash standing there. Given his reputation, she thought he probably never looked nervous before having sex but he sure looked nervous right now.

The thought made her giddy. She knew that if he was nervous it was only because she was his best friend’s wife, but she didn’t care. She’d tell herself it was her making him nervous. That she was so desirable even the mighty sex god Nash Wilson felt intimidated in her presence.

“Hi,” she said, almost whispering.

“Hi,” he replied.

“I didn’t think you were coming,” she said.

“Wouldn’t miss it for the world,” he said. “But… are you sure about this?”

Daphne sighed and threw the sheets off of her, revealing her nudity to him for the first time in their lives. He actually staggered a little, as if the culmination of more than a decade’s worth of desire for both of them physically affected him.

“I hope that answers your question,” she said. “Now get those clothes off and come over here.”

Nash pulled his t-shirt over his head, not taking his eyes off of her. “Holy fuck, Gavin is one lucky dude.”

Daphne watched with nervous anticipation as Nash unbuttoned his jeans. “I’m glad you think so,” she said as he unzipped. “But I think you and I are the lucky ones today.”

“For sure,” the big man said as he dropped his pants. His cock was only semi-hard but it was already huge. Not as big as Caspian’s, but impressive nonetheless.

A little longer and thicker than Doug’s and as far as her husband’s… well, Daphne felt a sharp stab of shame even trying to compare the two.

Nash climbed onto the bed and hovered over her, taking a moment to look at her. His eyes traveled from her face as he ran his hand through her red hair, down to her neck and boobs. His gaze lingered on her breasts, and after a moment he bent down and tickled her right nipple with his tongue.

Out of the corner of her eye, Daphne saw movement in the doorway. She didn’t turn her head to look in that direction, but she knew her husband was watching her.

Watching his friend’s mouth on her tit.

Watching and knowing what was about to happen.

Her face flushing at the thought of Gavin watching what she did, Daphne reached down and took Nash’s cock into her hand. She gasped when she wrapped her fingers around it; it hadn’t been completely erect when he’d taken off his clothes but it sure was now.

With Nash still kissing her breasts, Daphne began rubbing his rod against her wet and ready pussy. She circled the head of his cock around the outside, teasing herself and teasing him, before sliding it up and down in the middle. She thought she was going to explode when she felt his tip barely breach her opening and could only imagine what having him all the way inside would feel like.

She didn’t have to imagine for long. He raised his face to look into her eyes and asked again, “Are you sure about this?”

A line from an old pop song flashed through her mind--can I make it any more obvious?--and she almost laughed. She tugged at his cock, moaning when its head went further inside her.

“Fuck me, Nash,” she whispered, hoping it was loud enough for her husband to hear. She still didn’t look in his direction, but she knew Gavin was still in the doorway, and given the furious movement she could barely make out, he must have been jacking off to the sight of his friend penetrating his wife.

Daphne let go of Nash’s cock and raised her hips. Nash groaned as he slid further inside her pussy and then shoved himself in even more. She put her arms around his neck as he slowly pumped in and out of her, making slow and rhythmic movements that felt more like making love than fucking.

There were moments during their fucking (their love-making) when Daphne wondered if the rumors of Nash’s wild bedroom shenanigans were exaggerated. She’d halfway expected him to throw her around a little bit, tie her up maybe, roll her over and fuck her from behind while choking her.

He did none of that.

As her breathing grew more and more shallow, and as Nash’s sweat fell from his chest to mix with that forming between her breasts, she felt a glorious and awful pressure building up and radiating from her center throughout her whole body. She felt like she was going to explode, just from having him slowly and methodically move in and out of her.

And then she did.

She came with a ferocity unlike anything she’d ever experienced. She moaned and she groaned and her vision became blurry. Everything went black for a moment or two and when she came back to herself she was still quaking, still feeling something not unlike electricity flow across every inch of her skin.

By the time Nash came, flooding her pussy with himself, her arms had fallen from his neck and she simply lay there, still feeling the aftershocks of her climax, a stupid grin on her satisfied face.


Epilogue

Daphne and Nash cuddled after the first time, and then fucked again. The second time was indeed more like fucking than making love, as there was a bit of throwing around and more than a little of his cock in her cunt from behind while he fingered her asshole.

She really couldn’t pick which way was better.

Gavin didn’t stick around for the second time, having come by his own hand during the first. Once they’d both come a second time, there was more cuddling and then Nash kissed her full on the mouth and excused himself.

Daphne wasn’t sure how long she lay there, drifting in and out of sleep, before Gavin came into the room and sat on the edge of the bed.

“You okay?” he asked, turning toward her.

She’d covered herself when Nash left the room, but she couldn’t help but notice that Gavin looked down at where her pussy was.

At where he had to know his friend’s cum was still leaking out of her.

“I feel like I should be asking you that question,” she said softly.

“I’ll let you know when I figure it out myself,” he said.

Part of her wanted to apologize, but she knew it would be disingenuous. If he was hurting, she was truly sorry about that, but it’s not like she regretted what had happened.

On the contrary, she wanted more. She was afraid her husband had opened floodgates that could not be easily closed.

“You seemed to enjoy it,” she pointed out. “At least while you were watching.”

Gavin sighed. “Yeah,” he said after a moment. He seemed conflicted by his admission.

She rolled to her side and rubbed his back. “I guess you were right, with the hall pass idea. I’ve learned some stuff about myself that I maybe knew already but wasn’t able to admit.”

“I guess I learned some stuff, too.”

“Oh, yeah?” she asked. “Margot Robbie answered your phone call, did she?”

She regretted saying it as soon as the words came out of her mouth and wondered if her husband regretted not putting people he knew on his list like she had done. After a moment, though, relief washed over her as he started laughing.

“You never know,” he said, smiling at her. “So… are we good? Are things back to normal, now?”

Daphne smiled up at her husband. “Oh, we’re good, I think. I hope. But as for normal…”

He gave her a questioning look.

“Well, I mean…” she said, “I feel like I need to point out there’s nothing on the hall pass saying this was a one-time thing…”

---
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