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Hall Pass

 


“Honey, guess
what movie I watched last night?”

I glanced up
from the stove where I’d been stirring a big pot of pasta sauce.
“What did you see?” I asked my husband.

“Hall Pass.”

“The Owen
Wilson movie?”

“That’s the
one. Have you seen it?”

“Sure did.”

“What did you
think of it?”

“Typical light
comedy. It was pretty funny. You?”

“I thought that
it was great. What do you think of the hall pass idea?”

I pondered
Peter’s question for a moment. How did I feel about taking a time
out from being married? I would essentially be single again. “I’m
not sure. I hadn’t considered such a thing before now.”

“I was thinking
we should give it a try.” I could tell by the way his left eye was
ferociously spasming that he was nervous having this
discussion.

I turned back
to the stove to stir the sauce again, buying myself time to
consider his idea. A dozen questions popped into my mind so I fired
away. “How would it work?” I asked.

“What do you
mean?”

“Well, how long
are you thinking of?”

“They did it
for a week in the movie. That sounds about right.”

“And what
happens during that week?”

“We do whatever
we want to do.”

“Both of us,” I
clarified.

“Of course.
That’s only fair,” Peter replied.

“So if you want
to hook up with someone, what do you do?”

“I haven’t
thought that far ahead.”

“I don’t want
anyone in our home. That would be a deal breaker for me.”

“I like that
rule for both of us.”

“And I don’t
want to catch anything. We gotta be safe.”

Peter nodded at
me. “Yes.”

I looked at my
husband of eight years. I was stunned we were having this
discussion. But was it that shocking? Neither of us had slept with
anyone else for over a decade. Even I could admit that the sex
between us was stagnant and routine.

As I put a pot
of water on the stove to boil for linguini, I asked, “When do you
want to start this?”

“Next
week?”

Next week -
wow! I went to the pantry to get a box of pasta as I pondered the
time frame. That seemed too soon but was it? Once we decided to do
this, if we decided to do it, was there any reason to wait? I
couldn’t think of one. “So we’re going to do this?” I asked. “And
you can live with the ramifications if we do?” I wasn’t sure he’d
be okay with the thought of another guy having his cock in me.

“I’ve thought
everything through. I think we should do it.”

“Okay, let’s do
it,” I agreed, surprising even myself.

As we ate
dinner, it hit me that while I wasn’t a jealous person, I didn’t
want to be around Peter during the hall pass week. I didn’t need
his conquests in my face. I certainly didn’t want to see him
strutting around like a peacock. I made a decision. “I don’t want
to be here during the hall pass week. I’m going to go somewhere,” I
announced. I had almost a month of vacation days banked at work so
taking time off wouldn’t be a problem.

“Where are you
going to go?”

“No clue. I’ll
get on Google flights after we are done eating and see what strikes
my fancy.”

We made small
talk as we finished the rest of our meal, both of our minds on the
hall pass week ahead.

Dishes done, I
fired up my laptop and loaded Google flights. So many locations
were appealing - a quaint hacienda in Mexico, five star resorts in
the Caribbean, and even a Nile river cruise. I was about to commit
to a resort in Thailand when Tuscany caught my eye. That was the
spot! I hunted around until I found a spa resort that looked
perfect for me. I could almost taste the mineral water on my tongue
when I scrolled through the pictures on the resort’s website.

Once everything
was booked, I found Peter in his man cave watching a Dallas Cowboys
game. “Done,” I announced.

“Done?” he
asked, his attention on a touchdown that had just been scored.

“My flights are
booked,” I said as I flopped down on the couch next to him. “I
leave for Tuscany on Saturday. We can start our hall pass week on
Sunday, okay?”

Peter looked
stunned. His mouth hung open like a Venus flytrap awaiting its next
victim. When a few seconds passed and he didn’t say anything, I
asked, “You haven’t changed your mind, have you?”

“Uh, no, not at
all. I just didn’t expect it to happen so quick.”

“I had no time
to waste since we are doing this next week.”

Peter grabbed
my hips and pulled me onto his lap. “Have I told you lately that
I’m the luckiest guy in the world?”

“No, you
haven’t.”

“I am the
luckiest guy in the world,” he said before he kissed me, his tongue
reaching deep into my mouth.

As the kiss
intensified, I rested back against the arm of the couch. Peter
manoeuvred himself so he lay on top of me. His hard-on pressed into
my thigh. It never took Peter long to get ready. He would’ve been
happy to skip the foreplay and dive right into the main event. But
this wasn’t Peter’s lucky night; I was in the mood to get slowly
amped up.

Peter’s hands
wedged between our bodies as he mauled my boobs. I turned my head
slightly, breaking the kiss. “Hold up,” I said. “We’ve got all
night.”

Peter buried
his mouth in my cleavage as he mumbled, “I want you so bad,
Sabrina.” His lips sucked on my nipples as I debated giving into
him and letting him start screwing me in the next ten seconds like
he wanted.

But no, that
wasn’t what I wanted. Not today when I’d gotten surprisingly horny
thinking of the upcoming hall pass week. In a stunning - even to me
- burst of strength, I shoved myself out from underneath Peter. I
landed on the floor between the couch and the coffee table. Before
Peter could react, I dashed out of his man cave and ran to our
bedroom. I cut behind the door and waited for Peter to come
charging into the room. I stepped out from my hiding spot and
launched myself at Peter’s back, shoving him hard so he landed face
down on the bed. He was about to get up when I screamed, “Stop!
Don’t move.”

Peter remained
lying like a plank but turned his head to look at me. “What?” he
asked.

“Stay right
there,” I said with force in my voice. “Trust me - you’ll be glad
you did.”

I snatched my
housecoat off a hook in the closet and yanked the tie out of the
waist loops. I returned to where Peter lay on the bed, wisely not
having moved an inch. “Grab the spindles on the headboard,” I
ordered.

Peter wrapped
his fingers around the wooden rods. I used the housecoat tie to
make a knot around his wrists and then tied that to the spindles.
“Hey, you know I’m not into bondage,” Peter said, a tinge of panic
creeping into his voice.

“That’s why I
used a piece of material instead of the metal chains you have
hanging in the garage. And I tied it loosely,” I pointed out,
pulling on the slack so Peter could see just how much give the
binds had.

I could tell
Peter wasn’t convinced so I said, “I just want you to lie back and
let me do all the work for a change. You just relax and let me take
care of you.”

Starting at
Peter’s feet, I slowly took off his clothing. His socks were rolled
off and tossed on the floor. Careful not to touch his cock - that
would come soon enough - I snaked my hand between his body and the
mattress and undid the button and the fly on his jeans. Returning
to the end of the bed, I wrapped my fingers around the cuffs of his
jeans and pulled them off. They joined the socks on the floor. That
left Peter in just his boxers and t-shirt. I slowly rolled his
shirt up his torso and over his head. It kept rolling up his arms
and I bunched the ball of cotton near his wrists.
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