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Synopsis

College sweethearts, married for twenty-eight years, Dani and Robert, we'd lived a fairly vanilla existence.  At least, we had until an incredible, unbelievable night and unknown, sub-conscious desires entered our lives - taking us on a path that was anything but vanilla.

A path that's led both of us to better understand and explore our sexual desires - new and exciting desires, leading to places we'd never have imagined, harking back to high school years. 

This is our story - Dani and Robert, exploring desires, growing closer and loving every minute of it!


Chapter 1

“Honey, no, I don’t want to talk about it.”

That’s the answer I’ve gotten for the last three months! I’d become obsessed with Daniella, my wife, telling me about her first lover. The only answer she’d give me has been, “I don’t want to talk about it.”

I’ve asked her if it was painful? Was it bad? Good? Exciting? Dull? And I get, ‘I don’t want to talk about it.’

And she’d cut me off, then change the subject to something else. Hell, we’ve been married twenty-eight years. It was a long time ago and I don’t understand why she wouldn’t even begin a discussion. All I know is that Dani wasn’t a virgin the first time we made love. I was. I hadn’t ever been with a woman before her. I’d been on dates, even had a girlfriend for a bit in college. We kissed, but that was the extent of my sexual baseball, a single, first base only.

I even tried to let it drop and then dreamed about what might have been. The next morning, I told her about my dream. She giggled a little and said it wasn’t like that at all. That was the extent of her hints.

~~~~~    

Dani was a cheerleader and the star point guard on our 3rd place state finalist basketball team. She was the smallest on the cheer team and was the one doing the gymnastic leaps off the other girls’ hands.

And she was the homecoming queen during her senior year. I was gone that year, my first year of college. I’ve seen the picture of Dani and her boyfriend, a black guy football jock; the only black guy I’ve ever seen in our school. He was new at our school that year. I never knew him and she’d never even told me his name. But I wasn’t surprised that he’d be her boyfriend. I’ve learned over the last twenty-eight years that there’s not a prejudiced bone in Dani’s body. Besides, in the picture, he was a darn good-looking kid.

Why did it suddenly become an obsession with me? It stemmed from an evening that we were going through some old albums, and I saw that picture of my beautiful wife in her gown that night of homecoming, her boyfriend kissing her on the cheek the night she was announced as the homecoming queen.

I saw the look in her eyes when we turned the album’s page and that 8x10 picture was on the next, kind of a ‘longing’ look. Or maybe not. I wondered if I was just imagining things and just blurted out, “Was he your first?”

She smiled at me and said, “I don’t want to talk about it.”

That was when it began. Dani was so beautiful and sexy in that picture being kissed by probably the best- looking guy in school, chocolate-brown complexion. Besides, I’d heard the rumors, you know about black guys, their dick size.

After that, my obsession with knowing just grew, that picture in my brain. But she wouldn’t tell me anything; was she was dating the guy or was that just a ‘homecoming’ kiss?

~~~~~    

Now, back to the beginning of the story, about three months after I’d first seen that picture. It was a normal Friday in October. We still lived in our hometown. Dani had gone out that evening to visit a couple girlfriends she’s had since school, and I stayed home alone. We had two kids: one in college and one married, working at the local RV manufacturing plant.

We were proud of both, our oldest was the youngest person the plant had ever promoted to a manager. The other, our daughter, was going to college to be a teacher, to follow in her mom’s footsteps (pretty sure Dani’s been the subject of many high school boys’ wet dreams).

None of that had anything to do with the strange happenings of that evening, though, except that it explains why I was home alone. After Dani left, I was pondering that little mystery of my wife and even had gotten the album out again with the picture of Dani and her ‘boyfriend’ to look at again. She had the little queen’s crown on her head and the kid was holding her hand and politely kissing her on the cheek.

Dani was wearing a pale blue dress with a beautiful corsage over her left breast. The dress was long, flowing with a slit up one side, bare shoulders with a deep ‘V’ showing her cleavage. Her auburn hair was curled under, just above her shoulders. She looked like a sweet, sexy, high school girl, her face beaming with the honor of being voted homecoming queen.

I sat, just staring at the picture, almost to the point of the picture putting me in a trance, wondering about later that night, the homecoming dance… and after.

I hadn’t had dinner and decided to go buy myself a Pizza Hut dinner. I stepped outside, taking about four steps and stopping to gaze at my surroundings. I was thoroughly confused, my 2015 Accord was gone and my parents’ old black ‘63 Ford Fairlane was in the street where the Accord was supposed to be. That was the car I’d driven my first year of college, before they’d sold it the following summer and I bought a little pickup.

How the hell was it sitting in our street? In front of our house! I checked the keys in my pocket and there they were… the keys for the Ford. Now, I was really confused. I knew damn good and well that I’d just picked up the keys for the Accord from the key rack beside the door.

I turned around to go back in and see if they were still there… and my eyes widened… there was no house! I was staring at the empty lot that Dani and I had bought six years ago. What the hell? I looked down at my feet and I was standing on bare dirt, not our concrete sidewalk. When I turned back around again, the old Fairlane wasn’t on a street, just the dirt road that was there before the subdivision was put in.

The first thing that went through my mind was the old TV show, ‘The Twilight Zone’. I half expected to hear that mystical music and Rod Serling’s voice, “This is the dimension of Imagination…” But no, it couldn’t be… the only logical explanation was that I’d gone to sleep, probably while looking at the picture, and this was nothing but a dream, so I pinched the back of my hand to wake myself up.

It didn’t work, so I pinched harder, so that it actually hurt. The empty lot didn’t go away. The Ford was still parked on the dirt road. I didn’t know whether to be afraid or just go with the damned dream. I glanced down at my Fitbit. It showed October 25, 1987. I did just a bit of mental gymnastics, in my sleep obviously, and deduced that was the year Dani had been a senior in high school. I’d graduated in May of ’87.

But this was the most unbelievably real dream I’d ever had! It was a chilly evening and I was cold. Wouldn’t that normally wake a guy up? Then I remembered that that day had been unseasonably warm, in the sixties and when Dani left to go with her friends, it was still almost sixty outside. So, why was it so damned cold? Thankfully, at least, I was wearing a reasonably warm shirt, but still shivering.

Up and down the ‘street’, there was nothing but an empty field with one, lonely, dirt road through the bare field toward the highway where a few minutes earlier it had been a housing development; streets, houses, trees, landscaping.

I got in the old Ford and started it up. It was running on seven cylinders, just like it had been when I was a freshman in college. And messy inside, just like I’d always kept it. And, there in the back seat, was my old red plaid wool jacket, the one I loved before it shrunk to about an eight-year-old size when I accidentally washed it in hot water. I’d given it to the Salvation Army long before Dani and I married then never saw it again.

When I put it on, it fit me the same as it did when my brother gave it to me for Christmas. Maybe a little tight because I’d gained a few pounds. But it did fit. I had to laugh, the ‘bullet hole’ was still there. It was a drop of battery acid that had burned a little hole in it right at my chest and I’d affectionately called it my bullet hole. I was one tough cookie to survive that one.

It was only about a half-mile into town and everything was like I remembered from back in the eighties: cars and pickups, eighties and earlier; the old service station that had been torn down for a new one was there; town was exactly like it had been when I graduated high school.

I had a thought… my cell phone. I got it out to call Dani to see if she was having the same experience as I was. When I looked at it, no service. Duhh!

This dream was completely out of hand!

I drove up past the high school. In the early nineties, the outside had been remodeled, adding a roof and enclosed access between the junior high and high school buildings. Naturally, the remodel wasn’t there. It was still set up so that there was a driveway between the two buildings.

One thing I saw from ‘High School Hill’ was that the lights were on at the football field, down at the elementary school.

If this was a dream, it was more real life than anything I’d ever experienced before! I thought again about The Twilight Zone. That was more like what this seemed, like I’d stepped through a worm-hole, back in time. I know when I had been looking at Dani’s picture, it was October 25th, 2019. I looked at my watch again; it still showed Oct 25, 1987.

I drove through town again to the football field. But, before I did, I looked in the rear-view mirror, at myself. I wondered, if I’d gone back in time, had my age changed? No, I was still the same fifty-year-old Robert.

At the football field, I parked and walked to the bleachers overlooking the field. It was like I wasn’t even there, no one seemed to notice me at all.

There, on the side of the field, in front of the bleachers, was my Dani, in her short cheerleader skirt and top. I couldn’t take my eyes off of her, she looked so young and pretty, like the high school senior she would have been that year.

I glanced at the scoreboard on the end of the field, two minutes-fourteen seconds left in the first quarter. Score: home-fourteen, visitor-eight.

My eyes went back to my ‘wife’, the seventeen-year-old Daniella, jumping and yelling into the mouthpiece of her cone-shaped cheer phone. Occasionally, the girls would do a little acrobatic routine, with Dani always one of the two doing the flips.

At the end of the first quarter, she disappeared, going to the lockers. It came to me, was this the homecoming game? My heart rate doubled, thinking about the possibilities.

It was so weird, sitting there, with no one even acknowledging me, almost like I was invisible. Either that or just that I was a stranger that no one knew. I recognized several of the ‘kids’ that I had gone to school with so long ago. Some of the parents, too. Dani’s parents were there, even younger than my Dani had been when she’d left the house earlier that evening. And her little brother. Her parents are in their seventies, but that night, closer to forty, which they would have been in 1987.

The second quarter of the game dragged by, seemingly taking forever to get to halftime. Our team lost their lead, giving up two touchdowns. Not that I was too worried about the score of the game.

After the halftime horn blared, I was anxiously waiting, nervous about what was going to happen. It was only half a minute later when the brand new-looking Mustang convertible began the drive onto the track around the field, carrying three girls sitting up on the back of the back seat. They drove all the way around the track, then parked in front of the home grandstands.

Three guys were waiting, two in suits and one in his football uniform – the black kid, to accompany the girls in front of the bleachers. I’d seen this play out at the homecoming games when I was in school, but watching now, knowing that my ‘high school’ Dani was one of the girls, was doing a number to the swarm of butterflies in my tummy.

And then it hit me. I knew damned good and well that I’d wake up right before…

But I didn’t wake up. At least not yet.

The three guys escorted the three girls, the football player offering Dani his hand to help her out of the car. Dani was wearing the blue dress in the picture and looked even better than in the picture. A lot better. The slit in her dress was there in the picture, but when she walked, it swished open and closed, offering those glimpses of her pretty leg, nearly up to her thigh.

When they announced the name of ‘Princess’ Ann, then ‘Princess’ Jenny, the one remaining girl, Dani, covered her mouth with her hand, realizing that the other two girls were princesses, leaving one last girl as queen, herself. When her name was announced as ‘Queen’ Daniella, the look of excitement on her face was palpable. Her hand went to her mouth, her eyes wide and then her grin… that grin that I’d seen so many times. I remember it the first time we’d been told that she was pregnant.

And then her ‘jock’, standing behind her, placed the queen’s crown on her head, and I saw a flash from a camera. Then he moved to her side and kissed her on the cheek, another flash going off. The picture, the one in her album!

Then one that isn’t in the album, that I didn’t know existed; Dani turned her head and the next kiss was on the lips. Short, but most definitely meaningful, with another flash. Where is that picture?

The three girls were escorted back to the Mustang and made another round before disappearing at the far end of the field. Pretty sure they were a bit anxious to get into warmth after wearing those gowns out in the cold.

It was halfway through the third quarter before Dani, the cheerleader, made her appearance back in front of the bleachers. This time, not thinking ahead to halftime, I paid a little more attention to how she looked in her cheer costume.

I’d noticed before how short it was, but not how gorgeous her legs were with the tight leggings she wore underneath her skirt.

~~~~~    

I thought back to our first time. Dani was nervous and I was scared and excited. I had barely entered her. It felt so good and was my first time. I’d pushed all the way inside her and felt the orgasm rising almost instantly. We hadn’t had a condom, and I knew she didn’t want to get pregnant so I pulled out of her and exploded all over her pubic hairs. There was no way I could control myself. I’d masturbated before, but this was so different, her body was so hot and slippery inside her.

I was embarrassed, felt like I’d let her down, but she wrapped her arms around me and told me it had been wonderful for her, too. I actually believed her at the time, and the one thing I never thought of until years later was that there was no hymen blocking her. I obviously didn’t know what to expect, but I’d read about sex with a virgin. It just didn’t occur to me until so much later.

Our next time and the times after that were much better, and, well, she did marry me.

It never bothered me, because we’d been married for several years by the time that I did realize she’d had a lover before because by then we were one with each other, madly in love and in a very happy marriage. It wasn’t until that night looking through her album and seeing the picture for the first time that I had really started to wonder about her first time… and, you already know, she wouldn’t talk to me about it.

~~~~~    

A moment before the end of the game, during a home-team timeout, the game’s announcer made an announcement, “Dance afterward, students only, high school gym. Visitors, you’re invited.”

The homecoming court would most certainly be at the dance. I looked around, wondering. It was like I wasn’t even there, not a word had been spoken to me, not a head had turned my way, like I was invisible. Students only. Could I?

And when was I going to wake up? I’d accepted that this was all a dream, there wasn’t any other explanation. I didn’t understand why I was seeing things I hadn’t known; like that second kiss, or the final score – we lost by a single point. I don’t ever remember knowing the outcome of that game. I guess I just assumed that, since everything else was so accurate, that the final score was real, too.

I found out a quarter-hour later if I could do it. I parked in the high school’s lot and walked into the gym totally unnoticed. There were a few people around, making last-minute decorations and testing the music, but no one acted like they’d seen me walk in.

I found a chair and sat down, waiting. It was another half-hour before kids started wandering in. When I was in high school, I never went to the dances, too shy, so didn’t really know what to expect. Kids meandered around, talking, drinking punch, holding hands, acting a little disappointed in the game, but ready to have some fun, anyway. When the music finally started, a few couples ventured out on the dance floor, but most were still around the outside watching.

The only couple I was interested in was Dani and her ‘boyfriend’. They showed up together about twenty minutes after the dancing had started, probably because they both had to change. Dani was wearing her blue homecoming dress and God, she looked gorgeous. I wished to hell that I remembered her more from high school, but like I said, she was a year younger. That had seemed like an eternity when I was in school. Besides, I didn’t go out with girls in high school, not until those few dates in college.

The two of them had their fingers interlocked when they came in, laughing about something. God, watching the seventeen-year-old Dani walking in that dress did a number on my cock, even in my sleep. I hoped when I woke up from this dream, hopefully, next to Dani, that I’d still be as hard. Just my luck that I wouldn’t remember any part of this dream.

And had any of this actually happened? Or was it just a figment of my dream-land? I know that at least some of it was real, because of Dani’s picture, but was that just because I’d seen the picture that it was in my dream? This whole thing was so weird! It still was seeming like it was all actually happening in front of me, like I really was there.

The music they were playing was mostly fast and there wasn’t much physical contact between partners. When Dani and boyfriend, (I wish I knew his name - I’ll make one up – Tim) stepped out on the floor, it was the same. They gyrated, hardly able to tell who they were dancing with.

But Dani’s dress, that slit up the side, I don’t think she’s worn anything quite like that the whole time we’ve been married. As that first dance went on, she became more and more risqué, waving her arms high above her head, and intentionally flexing that leg out of her dress for maximum exposure.

Dani’s family is conservative and so is she. This seemed so out of character to me, but so sexy! I only wished I KNEW if it was real… or only a figment of my wishful dream-world. And hoped I’d remember when I woke up.

There were a couple more dances like that, with sitting at a table with friends in between dancing. Whenever Dani and ‘Tim’ sat, they were holding hands and their arms and shoulders pressed tight together. She was obviously into the guy, big time.

Then, finally a slow dance. Dani dragged her date out on the floor and wrapped her arms around his neck, pressing her cheek to his. There weren’t any mad, passionate kisses, probably because of the adult chaperones. But their bodies were sure pressed tight and grinding together.

I finally got up the courage to walk out on the dance floor. Still, no one paid me a bit of attention, like I wasn’t even there. When I got close enough to hear, I overheard Dani telling her date, “… parents left hunting after the game, deer season, so no one’s at my house,” then nibbled on his neck.

My eyes opened wide. Was she telling him what I thought she was?

The dance went on and ‘Tim’ didn’t respond, except a smile on his face. It was pretty damned obvious what he was thinking.

It was probably a half-hour later when Tim and Dani got up from their table and moved toward the door. I watched as they both got their coats from the classroom the school had used for a coat closet, then were out the front door.

I was right behind and watched as the two made their way to his pickup, and when they got in, that kiss finally came. I was still a little scared of being seen, so stood back, close enough to see, but not too obviously, while the two kissed. This was back when pickups had bench seats, so there wasn’t any obstacle in-between. I kept reminding myself that this girl kissing in the front seat of the pickup was my future wife.

When they broke their kiss and he started his pickup, Dani in the middle squeezed tight against him, I sprinted toward my car. I knew where she lived, her parents still lived there in 2019, so didn’t have to follow right behind. It was a good thing, too, because my old Ford was almost blocked and it took several minutes to maneuver it back and forth to get out. And sure enough, when I got to Dani’s house, there his pickup was in the driveway.

I didn’t know what to do. I wanted to be inside to watch whatever was going to happen. Was this ‘the’ night? I really suspected it likely was and it would be my only chance to finally know. I’d at least seemed to be invisible at the game and dance, but if it was me alone, would I be? Damn! I paced back and forth in front of her house for a minute or so and finally decided that I had to take the chance. I assumed that if I was caught, that the worst that would happen would be that I’d be awakened from this ‘dream’… If that’s what it was.

The front door was unlocked, probably because the couple inside had been a bit too excited to remember to lock it behind them. Anyway, I managed to quietly open it, sneak inside and close it again without any significant noise. I didn’t see anyone, but I knew where Dani’s bedroom was, from dating her several years after this.

I crept up the stairs, hoping that there wouldn’t be any creak and felt fortunate that everything was carpeted. Maybe they couldn’t see me, but I was sure they’d be able to hear a noise if the floor creaked.

Once I was at the top of the stairs, looking down the hall, I heard the noises coming from Dani’s bedroom, “Ahh,” “Mmm,” and other such noises. Her door was wide open, obviously because she knew she’d have total privacy with her parents and brother having gone deer hunting.

I crept down the hall and peered into the room. There was the seventeen-year-old Daniella, my future wife, with her dress pulled down and her boyfriend madly sucking one of her tits into his mouth.

I’d never even thought of Dani’s boobs as ‘tits’ before, but watching this, it seemed like the right term to use. His hand was on her hip, pushing that slit in her dress open so that her satin panties were in full view. Dani’s hands were on the back of Tim’s head, pulling his mouth tighter to her chest, little cooing noises coming from her lips.

I wondered, had they done this before? It sure seemed like he was familiar with her body. He hadn’t taken anything off yet, probably just too excited to suck those gorgeous tits. And they were gorgeous! I remembered the first time I saw them in all their glory, small but nice fat nipples, a little upturned. I’d encouraged her to wear thin, sheer bras, but she never would go braless.

Dani’s boobs had grown quite a bit after having the two kids, but, even at forty-nine, she had a beautiful body. Not quite like the seventeen-year-old version in front of me, though. ‘Tim’ had one tit inside his mouth, but the other was exposed, wide open, her dress pulled down and bra off, for my viewing pleasure.

And pleasure was the right word! This still was obviously a dream, but just as real as when I first stepped outside my door and didn’t understand what was happening when I saw the old Ford Fairlane on the street. I still didn’t understand how a dream could be this real.

And then I heard it, he’d switched to sucking on Dani’s other tit. The nipple on the one he abandoned was puffy and swollen and when his mouth descended on the left one, instead, that sultry voice I knew so well after twenty-eight years, “Oh, Alan, Ohhh, that feels so good!”

Alan! His name was Alan. God, I hoped I remembered when I woke up… remembered everything!

And then he abruptly stood, unbuttoning his shirt as quickly as he could, fumbling with his pants. At the same time, Dani was working on the zipper on the side of her dress and pushing it down off herself. Then her panties while Alan watched in awe. He only stopped a second from his own disrobing, pushing his undies down and off, freeing his cock to bounce up. And I realized the rumor was based on fact. This kid, anyway.

I’d already given up any pretense of worrying about being seen and stepped in the room where I could watch everything. Alan’s cock was big; long and thick, more so than I’d ever imagined. And Dani’s eyes got big when she first saw it. I think my question had been answered, and yes, from her reaction, it was their first time together.

“I want you, Alan, inside me,” that was Dani, my future wife, asking her boyfriend to fuck her. She pushed herself back on the bed and he climbed on top of her, both their naked bodies shaking from the sexual excitement, “I want you to be my first,” she said. I couldn’t even imagine that he could, how would that fit inside that petite, seventeen-year-old girl?

I was standing right beside the bed, obviously totally invisible. Dani spread her legs apart and Alan held himself up on his arms scooting up to her. She took his cock in her right hand and held it at her pussy, “Slow, you’re the first, so please go slow,” she asked him. There hadn’t been any mention of a condom.

My cock was about to burst in my pants when Alan pushed himself inside her. I didn’t know whether to watch his brown cock sliding into Dani or her face as he did. She’d closed her eyes and there was a grimace on her beautiful face. Her breathing deepened as his inches disappeared inside her, “Mfft,” strange noises began coming from her lips.

Alan’s face, too, was contorted and straining. He was inside her probably four or five inches when she screeched out a “Stop!” then took several deep breaths, gripped her hands around his back and said, “Now!” and at the same time, Dani lunged her hips upward toward him and he thrust, impaling his shaft all the way into her. I’d just witnessed the taking of my wife’s virginity.

Dani let out a short scream, her eyes opened wide, unseeing, staring off into space. “Stay… still… give me a minute,” she breathed out. It was nearly incoherent, but I’d understood. So did Alan, obviously. The two of them stayed, unmoving for probably a minute or two, it seemed like forever to me, until Dani, my future wife of twenty-eight years, began moving underneath him.

Dani’s puckered face had been replaced with a glowing smile and her legs spread a little wider, feet behind Alan’s back and she said as her hips were thrusting upward, “Now, Alan, make love to me, please.”

He pulled himself nearly all the way out of her and plunged back in, drawing a sharp, “Ahh” from Dani. She closed her eyes again, gritting her face and scratched her fingernails into his back as he continued his thrusting in and out of her.

Both were making strange noises when Dani’s eyes popped open again, her facial expression changed into one of total pleasure and her body began to shudder, “Ohmygodohmygodohmygod,” came rushing out of her mouth as Alan, at the same time, pressed himself hard inside her and began his own moaning, making short, hard thrusts into her.

Precum had started to leak from my own hard cock. I didn’t want to let myself come, but it was hard, so hard! I’d just actually witnessed what I had been literally begging my wife to tell me these last several months. And I still hadn’t awakened from what had turned out to be the dream of a lifetime.

I never took my eyes off of my wife, a seventeen-year-old girl who had just made love for the first time in her life. Alan had rolled off of her, his cock still engorged, wet with the mixture of her juices and his semen and a small amount of red, Dani’s blood?

My future wife rolled over to him and kissed him, running her hands over his hard body and I heard her whispered, “I love you,” coming from her mouth.

I was totally one-hundred-percent in shock. I didn’t know what to think, except to know that this young girl was, in a few short years from then, going to become my wife, bear us two beautiful babies and a life together that no king or the richest man could exceed.

The two of them had sex twice more that night and I watched every second. I had no idea how long I stood alongside that bed watching my wife react over and over again to their lovemaking. The last time, Dani’s legs were up on Alan’s shoulders and he pounded inside her, over and over again. By then his stamina, a horny high school senior, who had already come twice, allowed him to literally use and abuse my beautiful Dani’s body as he fucked her.

And she enjoyed every second, screaming in lust, urging him on harder, grunting with every one of his thrusts into her, all finally culminating in one last, violent orgasm.

I was shaking when I finally walked out the door. Now I knew why Dani hadn’t wanted to tell me. It had been too good for her, she had been afraid it would hurt me, how much better it had been than our first time together.

I stumbled out to my car, not noticing anything when I climbed in. Not until I realized that the engine was running smoothly in my Honda Accord.

My sanity had at least somewhat returned by the time I turned onto our street, past the row of houses and into our driveway.

When I walked into our bedroom, Dani was there, in one of her favorite nightgowns; satin, short, her breasts and nipples prominently and sexily displayed. “Honey, where have you been? I’ve been worried,” she asked me.

“Out… was hungry.” I couldn’t tell her where I’d been.

“Well, I’m glad you’re home,” and she opened her arms.

That night was probably the hardest ‘fuck’ of our lives together. Dani was every bit as receptive as I was excited. I replicated that last time between Alan and Dani, her legs pressed up over my shoulders, Dani literally screaming in enjoyment.

The next morning, I asked her, as we lay in bed together, me naked, Dani still with her sexy gown on, “Hon, do you have that second picture? The one of you kissing Alan on the lips?”

Her face turned white, she turned to me, asking, “How… how do you know? I’ve never mentioned his name… or that picture.”

“You made love with him three times that night, three pretty incredible times… October 25th, 1987, homecoming night.”

Her mouth was agape, face white, “How, how?” was all she could say.

I smiled at her, “Don’t worry, love, I love you, it’s okay,” and then, “it was a dream, I had a dream, that’s all.”

My mouth was dry, my heart racing, I got up to get a glass of ice water from the refrigerator to share with Dani. I walked down the hall, around the corner to the living room… and there… hanging on the coat rack by the front door… was a red plaid wool jacket… with a little acid ‘bullet hole’ in the chest.


Chapter 2

The ‘bullet hole’ was from battery acid, in the jacket my brother had given me in high school. I’d somehow gotten the acid on it, then inadvertently shrunk it, washing in hot water, then over thirty years ago, had donated it to the Salvation Army. Now, after the weirdest night in my life, that I’d thought was nothing but an elaborate dream, the jacket was hanging on the coat rack, just inside our front door, physical proof that my ‘dream’ had, in fact, been reality.

I stood, shellshocked, staring, unable to move. It was real, hanging in my house, our house. I stepped toward it, then was almost afraid to touch it. No, not ‘almost’. I did, though. An uncontrolled hand reached out, almost hoping that it would just disappear, that if it did, I could just go back to bed, kiss my wife and our day would go on.

But it didn’t disappear. It was real, felt like fairly coarse wool, exactly how I remembered it. A few seconds later, I was walking back into our bedroom carrying the jacket with me. I don’t even remember taking it down. One second, I was feeling the rough texture, the next carrying it into our bedroom.

Dani saw my stricken face, no doubt completely white, “Hon… you okay? What is it?” I don’t know if I’d ever heard her sound so worried in my life.

“I… the dream… it… it wasn’t… a dream.” I held out the jacket to her, like it was a sacrificial offering.

She looked at me with a confused look on her face, like I was talking gibberish. Maybe I was. I wasn’t sure what I was saying.

“What’s that?” she asked, pointing toward the thing in my hand. I looked down at it again, wishing that it would be gone, that it would just disappear.

“Jacket, my jacket… long time ago, before we married.” This didn’t make any sense, but I told her about the jacket, that my brother, Tom, had given it to me for my sixteenth birthday. I told her about the battery acid ‘bullet hole’, how it had shrunk and I’d given it to the Salvation Army, hoping that some kid could get some use from it.

She was silent, sitting up in bed against the headboard, while I was telling her, waiting for me to finish. When I did, then stood silently for a moment, still holding the thing draped across my arm, her first question, “Then how…?”

I looked at the jacket again, it was real. This wasn’t a dream, there never had been a dream. “I don’t know…” I hesitated, how the hell do I tell her? How the hell had this happened? It was like ‘The Twilight Zone’, except that was television. They can do anything on television. This was real life. These things don’t happen in real life.

“Last night… you were gone, I went out to get a pizza… then everything changed.” I tried to remember, “I’d been looking at the picture of you and Alan, the one of him kissing your cheek…”

Dani interrupted, “I still don’t understand, how do you know his name? I’ve never said it.”

“I’ll get to that.” And I proceeded to tell her everything, starting at seeing the old Ford on the street instead of the Honda, the jacket that I was still carrying in the back seat; how everything in town was ‘1987’, going to the football game… As I talked, Dani’s eyes got wider and wider, unbelieving. Hell, I didn’t believe it myself, how the hell would she?

When I finished, with walking back in our house to find her in bed waiting for me, she said, “You know none of that happened, don’t you?”

I knew that none of it COULD have happened, but did it? “But,” I started, “you… and Alan? Did that happen?” I looked down at what I was carrying, “And the jacket…”

I started again, describing what I’d seen in detail to her; her dress pulled down and Alan sucking her tit, switching from one to the other, the moaning noises she was making, how her fingers were shaking when she undid the zipper on her dress and pushed it down.

I told her how big her eyes were when she saw how big he was, how she’d asked him to fuck her, wanting him to be her first; “You spread your legs apart, held his cock in your hand, right at your pussy and asked him to go slow, since it was your first time.” I went on telling her how her breathing had changed when his cock disappeared inside her; her scream when he broke her hymen; that he’d waited inside her until she started moving underneath him. It was all so fresh in my mind, like I was watching it all over again.

How her hips thrust up, and she told him, “Now, Alan, make love to me.” I told her that was when I knew his name.

Dani’s eyes were big, her breathing deep. Was she remembering it, too, just the way I was describing it to her?

I went on, “You scratched his back, when he was thrusting in and out of you. Screamed when you both came.” Dani’s expression had changed. Her eyes were closed. Her right hand had moved to her left breast, underneath her nightgown, pinching her nipple.

When I described the last I’d watched, her legs up over Alan’s shoulders, him pounding inside her, the real-life present Dani moaned.

After I stopped, I sat down on the bed beside Dani and rubbed my hand up her leg. The jacket in my other hand was nearly forgotten. Telling her what I’d seen had made me horny as hell. And Dani, too, obviously.

“That’s how it happened, wasn’t it?” I whispered.

“It… it did… that’s how I remember it… so long ago…” so softly from her mouth.

My hand went underneath the covers, up the inside of Dani’s thigh, to the pubic hair between her legs. She rolled over on her side toward me, lips finding mine. “He kissed you that night… made you moan.”

I felt her tongue pressing between my lips, the vibrations of her moan. Her memories of that night brought back powerful emotions. Dani changed, the normal, quietly loving woman I’d been married to for twenty-eight years had become a woman possessed.

We’d fucked the night before, after I got home, harder than we ever had before, like the last time I watched Dani and Alan, her legs up over my shoulders. This time… Dani was on fire. My cock was hard. She was on her hands and knees, me behind her, listening to her cries, feeling her slamming her body back into me with every thrust, pressing my cock deep inside her.

Afterward, we lay in bed, sated from our lovemaking, I was fifty. It was the first time in years, maybe a decade or more, that we’d had sex twice in a single night. And never like this. “Was it the only time?” I asked Dani.

She hesitated, like she was unsure how to answer me, “No,” she finally said, “it was all that school year… and the following summer. Until we both went to college… in separate parts of the country.”

I knew that Dani had gone to Columbia Basin Community College, then Washington State to get her teacher’s degree. That was where we met. I barely remembered her from high school, just as a cheerleader and the star player on the girls’ basketball team. Our enrollment was over fifteen-hundred; I had no idea she was at Wazzu until a single’s dance. She came over to talk to me, realizing we’d gone to the same high school and we hit it off almost instantly and have been together since.

I thought about Dani and Alan, how long they’d been together and even that first time, she’d told him, ‘I love you.’ After almost a year, how emotionally involved must she have been? No wonder she’d never wanted to talk about him.

“Parents know?” I asked her.

“They knew we were dating, liked him. He was a nice guy,” she told me.

“Not about the…?

She looked at me like maybe I was from Mars. “Sex?” she laughed, “hardly. Not exactly something I’d announce to my parents.”

In the discoveries of the morning, what had started it all, my incredible evening, was almost completely forgotten. With no explanation, Dani picked up her phone, did some scrolling, and a moment later, “Oh my god!” her face turning white.

She handed her phone to me, there was a video of me… leaving her parents’ house, wearing the plaid, wool jacket, getting into the Honda, and driving away. I looked at the time stamp on the video, 12:47 am October 26, 2019. The same time as I’d left their house.

My face must have turned just as white as Dani’s. There was proof, her parent’s security camera – it had actually happened, just like I’d ‘dreamed’ it.

“There was nothing before that… or after,” she said. There wouldn’t have been. What happened before that had happened thirty-two years earlier. We’d all gone into the house in 1987 and I’d come out in 2019. Dani and Alan wouldn’t have been in the house by the time I’d come out, either, so there’d be no video of them leaving.

The question was how? It simply wasn’t possible. Except, it had. There was proof. That… and the jacket.

She looked at me with a stricken look on her face, “There’s something… I didn’t tell you, didn’t even think about…” she started, “last night… I… I was out with Jen, we were having dinner at The River House… then… I don’t remember…” Her friend, Jenny, since forever, grade school, I think, Maid of Honor at our wedding. I thought back to last night… Jenny was at that homecoming dance. As a matter of fact, she was one of the homecoming princesses.

Okay, this was weird. “You don’t remember? What?”

“We were having dinner, then I was here, in bed… like time in-between was just… gone, nothing.”

She sat quietly for a minute, then got her phone and called Jenny. I heard her end of the conversation, asking her about last night, “Yeah, me too,” I heard Dani say.

When she clicked off the phone, her hands were shaking and she looked up at me, “Jen – same thing. She doesn’t remember… almost like we were both drugged. She was home when she became aware.”

Holy… crap! They were… in 1987! I wondered if everyone – at the game, at the dance, had the same blank in time. I thought back to who was there. The only name that came to mind that I was sure about was Oliver Newson, ‘Ollie’ as he was affectionately known. He owned the old service station that was torn down for the new convenience store. I remembered him because he was the announcer at the football game. It was something he did for all the high school sports, for decades it seemed. He’d be probably eighty-something now and lives in a retirement home last I heard. I wondered how I could think of a way to ask him about last night, if he lost a few hours, too.

Except I didn’t even know where he was. His wife had died several years ago and all I knew was that he moved into a retirement home. Something to think about, though.

Dani and I looked all over the internet to see if there was any real record of anything like it happening, other than sci-fi. We never found a thing. Not surprising, if it had, who would admit it? They’d be institutionalized. Dani erased the video from her parents’ security cam, too, after she copied the file to her tablet.

We never mentioned it to anyone else, I could just see that conversation, ‘Oh, by the way, I stepped out of the house in 2019 and it was 1987 by the time I got to the car, the old Ford. Oh, yeah, I watched my wife fuck her boyfriend that night in high school, too.’ Yep, that would be a good conversation starter.

Other than that, we let the strange happenings slip away from our everyday consciousness. It had happened, there was no explanation, and there wasn’t a damn thing we could do to change either fact.

The lingering after-effect was our lovemaking. Night-time activities took on a whole new dimension. I think Dani’s reminder of her first love kicked something over in her psyche. Me too, I had no idea something like that could be so long-lasting erotic.

And it was, erotic as hell thinking about Dani and her boyfriend. That vision was never far from my mind and every time, my cock responded. And the little she told me about her boyfriend had only whetted my appetite.

The following Friday, exactly a week after ‘the event’, we went to bed, both of us horny and made love. No, that’s not exactly accurate – we fucked, Dani on her hands and knees, me behind, driving her head into the mattress with each thrust.

Afterward, when we could talk again, I was determined to find out more. “How long had you and Alan been dating before that night?” I asked her.

She let out a little sigh, looked at me, and asked, “You sure you want to go there?”

“Just curious,” I told her, “I know it was a long time ago, but I’ve been wondering about it.”

She sat up, leaning against the headboard, her bare boobs enticing me. I sat up beside her and rolled a nipple between my fingers, just waiting.

“Mmm, that feels good, I like it,” right before she craned her head sideways and gave me a short kiss on the lips. “You know how much I love you, right?”

“Love you too, babe, more than I could ever imagine loving someone when I was a kid.”

“So, to answer your question… that was our first date. That kiss we have the picture of – it was our first.” She must have recognized the shock on my face. I’d assumed they’d been dating for some time before then and that night was kind of the result of, I don’t know, a long buildup, sort of like it had been when Dani and I were dating a long time before our first time.

She smiled at me, “Hope that doesn’t spoil your opinion of your wife,” then she went on, “we were in several classes together, sat together study hall, last period. We talked a lot and I got to liking him. He was new in school and I guess a lot of the kids were kind of apprehensive about the ‘black kid’, so he didn’t have many friends, even if he was really good playing football.” She paused a bit to take a breath, then continued, “I didn’t have a boyfriend when I was picked for the homecoming court, so asked Alan if he’d escort me. Guess you know the rest.”

I nodded, one thing I hadn’t mentioned to her about last week, “I was at the dance, too, until you left.” By then I was just gently massaging her breast, squeezing her nipple between a couple fingers. She likes that, always has.

“Afterward?” I asked her, “you said you were with him the rest of the year?”

“Uhuh, we pretty much spent weekends together, went to dinner or a movie, dances whenever there was one… and fucked every chance we got.” She hesitated with a little giggle, “We learned together. You know how with you and me, it got better and better… as we got to know each other? Well, it was the same with me and Alan… and then that first time he spanked me…”

Whoa, what? Spanked! Dani recognized the shock on my face, “I don’t remember what excuse he used, I remember saying that I’d done something bad and deserved a spanking. I was scared but kinda turned on by it, too, even before he started. It hurt but just seemed so sexy. I almost came… and then when he drove his cock in me…”

Damn! I couldn’t even think when the last time I’d been this hard right after making love with Dani, especially, the kind of sex we’d just had. “We’ve never, you’ve never…”

“I know. That’s just not the relationship you and I have. And no, I don’t miss that, I love how you and I make love, sometimes hard… like a little while ago. But you’re not the kind of guy to spank a girl and I love you for who you are.”

She seemed sincere. And we did have a darn good sex life, even after twenty-eight years. Maybe not like way back when, but still…

And how that idea turned me on! I just didn’t think I could, though.


Chapter 3

But Dani wasn’t finished. “He wanted to put a mattress in the back of his pickup but it was too cold… that didn’t come until the following spring.” She got a big grin on her face, “And oh, how we did enjoy that mattress!”

“Really, hon? I think someone likes hearing about all this, doesn’t he?” as her hand wrapped around my engorged cock. “I think we can find a use for this, don’t you?”

She sat up, turned around, straddled my waist, and slid her hot, juicy-wet pussy down over my stick. “Ohh, I was needing this,” she moaned. I let out a groan right along with her. She’d made me so freakin’ horny!

“Now, where were we?” as she ground herself down on my pelvis. Oh, God! I couldn’t believe we were doing this within minutes of that orgasm. But, shit, she felt so good! I put my hands on her hips and pulled her down a little tighter. Her tits just happened to be right in front of my face, too, not to be ignored. She gave me another moan when I took her nipple in my mouth.

I thought about Alan sucking her tit when they were in high school, wondered aloud, “Anyone else?” as we ground our pelvises together and I sucked her breast in my mouth.

“Ohh, that feels so good! No, not until you…” she hesitated, “except… spring vacation. I went to the coast with Mom and Dad, was so horny away from Alan all week.” God, my cock was getting bigger inside her. We tried to stay like that but it was getting harder. “Got home Saturday, I called him and we made plans for a movie, but his cousin, same age as us, was visiting so he asked if it’d be okay if he went with us.”

She hesitated, seemingly in thought, her eyes closed, pumped her body up and down a couple times on my cock eliciting a groan from both of us, then, “His name was Tevin, turned out to be a nice kid.” She hesitated, a smile on her face, “Nice looking, too. After the movie, we went back to his house. I don’t know where Alan’s parents were, he never said.” Another long pause, grinding her body down on me, “Alan and I were on the couch kissing, Tevin on the love seat… watching. Alan whispered in my ear, ‘Tev’s never been with a girl.’ I knew what he meant, what he wanted. And I was horny, I wanted it too.”

I groaned, couldn’t take it any longer, pushed Dani up, needing to finish what we were doing. She admonished me, “No, not until I’ve told you.. all of it.”

Another groan, a frustrated one, and instead of my hands on her hips, I wrapped them around her body, pulling her tit into my mouth a little harder.

I heard a whimper, then, “I went in the bedroom… had makeup there, was shaking so bad could hardly put on my lipstick, perfume… and took my bra off.” Another moan when I switched to her other nipple. She rocked back and forth a little, and continued, “I sat down next to Tevin… put my hand on his cheek and pulled his face toward me. He looked down, saw I’d taken my bra off. I still remember the look on his face right before I kissed him.”

I closed my eyes, picturing my wife in my mind, hearing her voice, almost hypnotically, “That’s it, close your eyes, picture me prying his lips open with my tongue, feeling his tongue with mine.” She pulled my mouth up to hers and kissed me, her soft lips parting, her tongue in my mouth, flicking up and down, her pelvis rocking back and forth on me. Then, pulling away maybe an inch, “I’d forgotten about that night, but I remember it all now, how soft his lips were, so eager.

“I put his hand on a button of my blouse, felt how his fingers were shaking when he unbuttoned it… then his hands on my tits…”

Oh God, I grimaced, feeling the cum rising in my cock, no, no, no! I didn’t want to come yet, but no way was it going to be stopped. Too late! I grabbed Dani’s hips and thrust up. I was already inside her, but… God! I heard the loud groan coming from my mouth as I erupted inside her, felt the walls of her vagina tightening, squeezing the cum from me. And then Dani was every much a participant as me, up and down, slamming our pelvises together. She let out a loud moan, spasming around my cock, draining the cum from me.

“Wow, that hasn’t happened for a while – twice within… what, twenty minutes or so. Guess you must be enjoying my little story?”

We’d collapsed beside each other. Or, maybe it’d be more accurate to say that Dani collapsed. I was already prone, but it took a few minutes before I could even think again. Holy shit, that had hit suddenly and powerfully!

I glanced over at her, “That what this is, just a story?” Whatever, it sure as hell had had the desired effect. So, how much was nothing but fiction, I wondered. Made up, to wind my clock. If it was, it sure as hell had worked.

She giggled, “Oh no, it’s all real… guess I was just worried that you’d be upset if you knew what kind of girl I was,” turning toward me, “that I am NOT anymore,” she added.

“So there really was a kid named Tevin?”

She grinned, nodding, “And he was Alan’s cousin; tall, probably six-four or so, thin… and black, lots darker-skinned than Alan… sooo good looking! And sexy… his hands were all over my naked tits. And yes, I was fuckin’ horny that night… and do you want to hear the rest of the story?”

I nodded. Hell yes, I wanted the rest of the story.

“Good, because I want to relive it. It’s all coming back like it was yesterday.” I watched her; she closed her eyes and it was almost like she was in a trance, one hand between her legs, rubbing herself.

“I found out that night that Alan wasn’t the jealous type, or at least he didn’t show it. Tevin and I, sat on the couch kissing, his hands all over me. Somehow, my blouse came the rest of the way off and so did his shirt. He was smaller than Alan, kinda skinny … but he could kiss. I told him he could suck my breasts… and oh god, it felt so good when he did.

“When it came to the point that I couldn’t take any more, I led him into our bedroom.” She hesitated a little bit, eyes still closed, smile on her face, two fingers buried in her pussy, “By then I thought of it as ‘our’ bedroom, not just Alan’s… at least when his parents weren’t there.

“I pushed my skirt off and lay down on the bed. Oh, by the way, I forgot to mention that I took my panties off when I took my bra off. I was hoping he’d discover it on the couch. Guess he didn’t realize what he could have been doing with his hands. He was pretty nervous”

I was having a hard time realizing this was still my wife talking – especially with what she was doing with her fingers. I simply had had no idea!

“I spread my legs apart so he’d see what he was about to get.” She paused her story, plunging her fingers in and out, bucking her hips, and moaning. She added a third finger all the way to her knuckle. I was picturing her in my mind, this pretty eighteen-year-old cheerleader, my future wife, naked and knees spread for this kid who’d never seen a naked girl before. Dani and I had just made love twice and I was hard all over again!

“I was bare. Alan liked me smooth. I told Tevin I wanted him inside me… watched him take his pants off. Alan was there, too, watching. Then…” Her fingers pressed inside her and she moaned, bucking her hips, “He wasn’t thick, like Alan, but longer… ” Another long hesitation while her fingers slipped in and out and she moaned.

“I told him I wanted him inside me. He just looked at me with this strange look on his face and mumbled that he didn’t know what to do. I took his hands and pulled him to me; asked him to kiss me…” I watched her, eyes still closed, a look of lust on her face, fingers buried deep in her pussy. I wanted it to be my cock, for a third time that night! But I also didn’t want to interrupt.

She lay there for a long time, fingers buried, not moving. I’d started to wonder if she was going to finish, when, “I held his cock, pointed it between my pussy lips, God I wanted him… and he pushed… sooo good!” Her fingers started moving inside her again.

Dani was breathing hard, panting, her words slurred, almost like she was drunk, “He fucked me… so hard!”

She squeezed her eyes shut, her face twisted, her body spasmed, and her fingers dug deeper into her pussy. Dani was giving herself a huge orgasm. If I hadn’t just come twice, I’d have been doing the same thing, ejaculating into my hand.

She was still breathing hard when her body calmed down. Her eyes opened and her hand, the one still wet with her pussy juice, wrapped around my cock. Without saying a word, she scooted down and started sucking. You have to understand, Dani doesn’t do this. I can count on one hand the number of times she’s sucked my cock in our twenty-eight years, probably excluding the thumb and little finger. Maybe even the middle finger, too, and that’s counting this time.

Needless to say, I was shocked… and fuckin’ horny! Yeah, I’d come twice, but hearing that story of her and Tevin had really done a number on my libido. I was about as hard as I ever have been. My eyes must have been about to pop out of my head from the pressure in my brain. I know that sex is mostly mental, which listening to that story pretty much proved, but damn, it’s physical, too! And I was getting the physical side right then, with Dani’s lips wrapped around my cock.

It felt like her mouth was milking me, lips sliding up and down, her cum-soaked hand squeezing, I gripped Dani’s hair on both sides of her head, leaned my head back and groaned, bucking my hips up while I held her head.

God, the feeling! I can’t even begin to describe it. I know if it hadn’t been for those two other times, I’d have come the instant her lips touched the head. As it was, the feeling just went on and on as even more cum started to rise with that incredible pre-orgasmic bliss.

I kept expecting her to pull her mouth away, as she had all those numerous other times. But no – the closer I was getting, the harder Dani sucked. When it became inevitable, I tried to tell her, “I…I…” before a loud groan escaped me and there was no more pulling off. My hands were tangled in her hair, and she didn’t even make an effort to resist my pulling her mouth down on my cock. The instant before I erupted, the vision flitted through my head of Dani naked guiding Tevin’s cock inside her pussy.

I exploded and Dani sucked. She had to be swallowing it but I had no idea. The intensity was just plain mind-blowing.

When it was over, Dani snuggled up to me and kissed my cheek. “I’d forgotten how much fun that can be,” she said with a little giggle.

“All I can say is wow, that was incredible!” I told her

We lay on the bed together for a little while when a question popped into my mind, “Alan, how did he react with your little escapade with Tevin?”

“How do you think…?” she looked back up at me, waiting for an answer, I guess. When I didn’t have one, she continued, “He fucked me! Rolled me over on my hands and knees and said he was going to show Tevin how it was supposed to be done.” She hesitated, then, “That shock you, your pretty cheerleader wife with two guys in one night?”

Hell, I didn’t know how to answer that. Yeah, surprise, mostly. And after watching that night with Alan, I knew she probably wasn’t exaggerating. All I could think to say was, “You miss it? The…”

She interrupted, “Hon, we’ve been married for twenty-eight wonderful years. I couldn’t have asked for a more wonderful life than we have. There’s nothing to miss.”

“But… the hot sex… we don’t… at least not like that. And the way you describe it, was so hot… besides, look what it did to you just talking about it.”

“Uhuh, it was hot. And I loved it. But still… and talking about it was fun, the remembering, but not something I could ever do again… I’m not that girl anymore.” She kissed me on the lips and I noticed that slightly odd taste from her mouth, “Besides, I have you now, don’t need guys like that.”

I wondered. I’d seen that look on her face when she was telling me about Tevin.

One more question popped in my mind, “You see him after that? Tevin?”

She shook her head, “Alan took me home after… his parents were coming home and I couldn’t stay the night. Tevin had to go home Sunday. Alan mentioned him a few times, mostly teasing me, but no, never saw him again after that night.”

It was late. We snuggled our naked bodies together and I realized what a lucky man I was. Before long, Dani’s breathing changed and I wasn’t far behind her in falling asleep.

The kids came home for a very normal Thanksgiving, none the wiser about the night that had rocked our world or anything that came after. Then the same thing Christmas. We had a wonderful Christmas Eve and Christmas Day with all our family at home.

New Year’s Eve, the ‘kids’ were off doing their own thing, leaving Mom and Dad home alone. We got out a little vodka and orange juice and were feeling pretty well by midnight. Just as the ball was dropping in Times Square, Dani and I kissed. Immediately after, I mentioned for the first time since that night when she’d told me about Tevin, almost exactly two months earlier, “Bet you and Alan kissed on New Year’s, didn’t you?”

She smiled, and with the slight alcohol odor in her breath, whispered to me, “We did a lot more than kiss…” letting her statement just lie there.

Okay, I was half tipsy. We both were, or what happened probably never would have. “You ever have any contact with him after…?”

“Mmm, you mean after… he was a star at Georgia… or for the Bucs?”

I looked at her in surprise, she hadn’t mentioned that, “What? He was in the NFL?”

“Mmhmm, fourteen years, Tampa Bay Bucs. You don’t remember seeing about local kid in the NFL?”

“That was him? Alan Ryder?” That was a shock, I sure as hell hadn’t made that connection. She’d never mentioned his last name. Alan Ryder was famous; wide receiver – Tampa Bay Bucs, three times in the Pro Bowl, Super Bowl ring. “So you did keep track of him?” I’d wondered why Dani was always so interested in watching the Bucs when they were on.

“Mmhmm, you jealous?”

“Depends, you still got the hots for him?” mostly just kidding, sort of, wondering if my almost drunk Dani would be a little more candid about her old boyfriend than she’d been that night when she told me about Tevin.

She picked up her tablet, googled ‘Alan Ryder’. A whole series of websites popped up, along with several pictures. She clicked on one, a closeup of him in his Bucs uniform, nice looking guy; broad shoulders, chocolate-brown skin, nice face, younger, but the picture was probably ten-fifteen years ago. “Show me a red-blooded girl that wouldn’t… especially if she’d…”

She didn’t have to finish that statement – experienced his big dick inside her, quite often.

Like I said, I’m pretty sure none of this would have happened if it hadn’t been for the alcohol.

“Mmm, maybe you should be a little jealous,” she said, scanning down through his Wikileaks article. “Single, never married, what possibilities!” she giggled. “Think he’d remember an old high school girlfriend?”

She was teasing me. She wouldn’t. Would she?

I decided to call her on it. If I’d had any wits about me at all, I’d have let it drop, but oh no, the idiot blundered on.

“Find him, email him, I double-dog dare you.”

“Ha, you think I won’t, don’t you?”

“Well, first, I doubt you can. It’s been years since he retired.” Wow, it dawned on me when I said that, what must it be like to retire in your mid-thirties, a multi-millionaire! “And no, I don’t think you would, anyway. And he’s probably fat and bald by now, too.” Yeah, that’d get me off the hook.

About two minutes later, she showed me the Facebook page of Alan Ryder, ex NFL player, current restaurant owner in Tampa.

That made me raise my eyebrows at her, “Restaurant owner?” I asked her.

“I’m not surprised, he loved to cook. Could cook anything and never used a recipe. Mmm, I still remember his deep-fried ice cream.”

She showed me the pictures on his page. Didn’t look fat. Or bald. Of course, he was a wide receiver, not a six-hundred-pound lineman. Maybe time to be jealous. Especially if he could cook.

“Still think I can’t do it?” she asked me with another giggle. His site was active, too, lots of pictures, lots of posts, a lot about his restaurant. It looked pretty damned high-class, too.

“Yeah, but you wouldn’t message him. That’s a little different than finding a Facebook page.”

She glared at me, then clicked on the ‘add friend’ button. Her profile picture still looks so much like she did in high school that he wouldn’t have any doubt who Daniella Shore was, even if her last name is different.

We went to bed with Dani giggling about what she’d done. Once there, she teased me about ‘Alan’, how much fun it would be to meet with him again. “Think I should shave it all off again?” with another giggle. She kept herself neat ‘down there’, but never bare, like I just remembered her saying that Alan liked. That kind of flew over my head that night. After all, other things were happening.

I still thought that in the morning when the alcohol effect had worn off, she’d delete the friend request. Can you do that? After all, it had been thirty years. But the fantasy led to quite a New Year’s night. Thankfully, I hadn’t consumed enough alcohol for my vital body part to not function properly. Neither had Dani.


Chapter 4

“Omigod, omigod, look who messaged me.” It was New Year’s Day, late afternoon. We’d finished dinner with our little family and Dani had checked her Facebook page on her tablet. “I’d forgotten all about that.” So had I. Actually, it took me a minute to remember the conversation from the night before. We’re not used to alcohol. She showed me the message that she’d gotten along with his friending, ‘Yo, babygirl, recognize that beautiful face anywhere. Where you been all my life? You more beautiful than I even remember.’

“Babygirl?” I asked her.

Her face turned red with a cute blush, “That’s the nickname he gave me. After one of our more… energetic evenings,” she explained.

I was beginning to think that the playfulness of the night before might not have been such a great idea. I remember kidding about jealousy, but now it was there for real. This guy was real and he had the hots for my wife. He’s rich, good-looking, wide shoulders, arms that look like they’re made of muscle, big dick (well, at least that wasn’t in the picture)… and single. And I could tell from the way my Dani was intently scrolling through his FB page that she was enthralled with him, too. That night I witnessed with my own eyes how Dani had reacted to his lovemaking flashed through my mind. Her repeated denials that she missed that life seemed a little thin to me. Jealous? Hell yeah!

What I’d seen that night from 1987 and heard later kept going through my mind, It’s kind of like unseeing some of those gross people pictures at Walmart that pop up occasionally. You can try, but it lingers on. Jealous wasn’t the half of it!

Especially when I come back to the present and my wife is madly typing out a message. She’s there on her keyboard, licking her lips, like she’s intent on flirting with some lucky guy. Dani’s normally a pretty conservative dresser. She pretty much has to be as a high school teacher.

Occasionally, though, she’ll put on some short, skimpy dress and we’ll go out to an adult place where we can have a nice dinner and dancing. She’ll see some good-looking guy and flirt with him from a distance, licking her lips as she meets his eyes like she’s savoring something (can’t imagine what). A time or two, the guy has even come over and asked if she’d like to dance and she’s accepted. Pretty sure she’s given lots of guys blue balls of what ‘could have been’. It’s fun for both of us. I’ve always reaped the rewards afterward, which have been substantial.

And I have no doubt that lots of high school boys have had the fantasy, too. She teaches biology, botany, and general science. I sure as hell don’t remember any teachers who looked like her, especially science teachers.

Dani always dressed very appropriately in knee-length dresses, pantsuits, or just a blouse and jeans at school, but, hell, she could dress in a bag and look sexy. Still, at forty-nine.

She turned her tablet toward me, trying to get my attention, showing me the message she’d typed. “Think I should send it?” she’d interrupted my thoughts, and I apologized for my wandering mind. I looked at what she’d written, ‘Alan, can’t help but remember the good times we had together. I watched every one of your games that I could. Congrats on that Super Bowl win!’

I’d forgotten how excited Dani was when the Bucs won the Super Bowl. Now I know why.

Hell no, I didn’t want her to send that message! ‘Can’t help but remember the good times we had.’ The fucking, she meant. But, but, the hardness between my legs sure as hell wanted her to.

“Well, send or delete?” she asked again, when I wasn’t answering her.

I looked up at her expectant face. She was having some fun. So was I, to be honest. What harm was there? “Send it,” I told her.

We waited for a response, but none came. He’d apparently left his computer.

I had to work the next day, Dani was off until school started again on Monday, the sixth. I always remembered school starting on the second of January, even if it was a Friday. Kids have it so easy, now. Dani didn’t look at her tablet before I left and promised she wouldn’t until I got home, anticipating another message from Alan. I know it was killing her with curiosity, though.

Me, too, to be honest. I spent most of the day pondering where this thing with him would go; just Facebook friends… or something more? The idea of the ‘something more’ was so tantalizing to me, but scary as hell, too. Hell, the guy is single and was every girl’s dream guy! It wouldn’t be nearly so bad if he was happily married, like we are. That night with my eighteen-year-old Daniella just played in a never-ending circle in my mind. At least one consolation, he’s on the other side of the country, three-thousand miles away.

But the ‘what-if’ sure as hell had my cock straining in my pants behind the counter, my customers none-the-wiser! Dammit. Those occasional nights out took on a lot more significance, too; how wet and horny Dani always was afterward, especially if she’d found some good-looking guy to flirt with.

Dani was nonchAlant when I got home. I was chomping at the bit, wondering about a message, but she acted like she didn’t have a care in the world as she fixed dinner. She asked me about work; we own a little, independent auto-parts store that does pretty well. We deliver parts within about a thirty-mile radius of the Tri-Cities. Our customers have come to trust our reliability and American-made products. Between it and Dani’s teaching job, we’re pretty well off. Not rich, but comfortable.

Anyway, back to the elephant in the room that Dani hadn’t even acknowledged existed. After dinner, we sat down to watch a little TV before bed. At least she did. I wasn’t the least bit interested in anything except her Facebook. I had to finally ask, “Get any messages today?”

“Don’t know, never checked.” She tried to act like she wasn’t particularly interested, but I noticed her fingers shaking when she picked up her tablet. There was one chat message, Dani’s finger was shaking when she pressed on it. Showed from Alan Ryder, ‘I remember those times, too. You should know, that’s why I’m still single. No one could ever come close to the standard you set. Hope we can meet again sometime.’

I read through it again, as Dani did, too. Finally, she said, “Well, that’s not going to happen. I’m not going to meet up with him,” then under her breath, almost like she was trying to convince herself, “not that girl anymore.” I kind of wondered if ‘that girl’ might be hidden away somewhere, just waiting to be released again. Kind of an exciting… and scary thought.

She seemed pretty adamant that she wasn’t going to see him again. I wasn’t so certain but wasn’t going to push her, either way. I dunno, I half hoped she would. Even though I knew I’d be half out of my mind with jealousy if she ever did. And the thought didn’t escape me that there was likely a reason she was so determined – she was afraid of what might happen if she did.

In thirty-plus years, nobody has lived up to the standard she set? Wow! He would have had his choice of women, too. Of course, I’ve lived with her for twenty-eight of those years and could sure imagine that could be the case. But, what if? How would he react if they ever did meet again? Sure as hell sounded like there was still a flame inside him for his ex-girlfriend.

And something sure as heck had made Dani wet and slippery when my fingers worked their way underneath her panties later that night. Maybe she didn’t have the old flame, but the hot embers were sure as hell alive and well… just waiting for a spark to fan them back to life?

Over the next month, Dani had an ongoing, occasional conversation with Alan, but she showed them to me and there was nothing particularly sexual. A little flirting back and forth, reminiscing about their year of dating, but nothing far out of line. I guess your wife flirting with an old lover at all is somewhat out of line, but I didn’t mind and she seemed to enjoy her conversations with him, so what was the harm? It sure didn’t seem that it was going to go any further than Facebook friends. She’d told him about me and our two kids, so he was well aware that she wasn’t available.

Until the first of February, that is. She showed me the message she got from him that Saturday. ‘Babygirl,’ I wasn’t so sure about his use of that kind of familiar nickname, but so be it, ‘I’m opening a new restaurant on the fifteenth. Love to have you and Robert as my guests.’

“No, I don’t think we should,” Dani told me. I’m almost ashamed to admit it, but the more reluctant she was, the more I wanted to. Because I think I knew why she was so hesitant. She was afraid of what would happen and I wanted to see it.

“Why? You followed his career, I know you’ve been talking to him, he wants to see you again. I’ll be there, nothing will happen.” Yeah, right, as if that would deter this guy. To him, she’s still his ‘babygirl’.

She hesitated, “You want to?” sounding surprised that I could be in favor of it.

I nodded, “It sounds like fun to me. And sure, I’d love to meet a celebrity football star.” I smiled at her, “Besides, we’d get a really good free meal out of it.”

“I don’t know, still don’t think it’s a good idea. But if you…” and she typed out a reply, showed it to me when she was done, ‘We talked about it. Sounds like fun.”

It was about three minutes later when she got a reply back, ‘Wonderful! You can either stay at my house or I’ll make you a hotel reservation. Let me know when you want to come and I’ll make a flight reservation, too.’

“His ho…” I started to say before Dani interrupted.

“A hotel,” she said, not opening it up for discussion. “And we should make our reservation.”

Pretty clearly, she didn’t want to be beholden to him, make him feel like she owed him anything. At least that was how I interpreted it. I could understand that.

After telling him that we’d make our reservations, his response was, ‘Fine, at least let me meet you and loan you a car while you’re here. I’d suggest The Meridian, it’s close to my restaurant and very nice. Let me know your flight schedule.’

It all seemed very clinical, but sure as hell wasn’t ‘clinical’ in my mind! Virtually every night after she’d been messaging with him, she was on fire in bed. His name never came up during, but he was there, in her brain, nevertheless. And he sure as hell had the hots for Dani.

Color me stupid, but I wanted… hell, I didn’t even know what I wanted, except, I guess, to see how Dani would react to her first lover; this sexy, well-endowed guy… and hoped there’d be fireworks. Dani, as far as I knew, had no idea what was going on in my head. I wanted ‘whatever’ to be spontaneous. The thought never entered my head that seeing my current wife with another guy would be completely different than watching my eighteen-year-old future wife, that perhaps I wouldn’t be able to live with the reality vs the fantasy.

Now I know what you’re probably thinking – he’s single, hot for my wife, and all those other good things. What if she decides that all those ‘good things’ outweigh the twenty-eight-year life we’ve built, our family and everything else. I thought I knew her better than that. She might be seduced (I sort of hoped) but she’ll still happily be my wife afterward. (said how many ex-husbands, but I digress)

Dani texted him back that we’d take care of all of it and I made us hotel reservations for Friday and Saturday nights and flight reservations for Friday and Sunday. It’s about a six-hour flight to Tampa from Seattle plus another three with the layover in Seattle for our connecting flight from Pasco, so we both had to take all day Friday off. Dani put in for the personal leave and I told Jacob, my assistant manager, that I was going to be gone Friday through Monday.

When we told our two kids that we were going to Tampa for the weekend to see a high school friend of Mom’s, they thought it was cool as we’d never been anywhere like that. When they found out it was Alan Ryder, Jon’s (our son) eyes got big, “THE Alan Ryder, Tampa Bay Buccaneers? Mom, you never said you knew him!” When Jon was still a kid, he always sat in front of the TV, watching the Bucs with Dani, and his hero, Alan Ryder, from Kennewick.

To say that he was impressed was a bit of an understatement. Of course, Dani never mentioned just how well she’d known Alan Ryder and every square inch of his eighteen-year-old naked body.

Jodi, on the other hand, couldn’t have cared less. Like Jon, she thought it was cool we were going, but as far as Alan Ryder, had no idea who he was. Needless to say, she had never been a football fan, except in high school.

Two weeks later, we were on a jet on our way to Tampa and I had no idea what potentially, life-changing events there might be three-thousand miles from home.


Chapter 5

--Dani--

I tried to be honest with my husband, I really had. But how do I tell him how devastated I was when Alan accepted that scholarship to Georgia instead of Washington State? How, now, thirty-one years after I’d last seen him, I’m still so in love with him.

It was why I hadn’t wanted to dredge up the memories when Robert started asking me about ‘my first time’. I’d stored it all in the far, inaccessible recesses of my mind, and that was where I had intended it to stay. Forever. I hadn’t lied when I told him what a wonderful life we’ve had together. And I think that when I said I wasn’t ‘that girl’ anymore, I was trying to convince myself as much as him. Maybe even more.

I’d hidden those memories of that year with Alan away where they belonged, hoping they’d stay there forever. And then that night, that weird, incredible, impossible night. I hadn’t thought too much about it when those hours just seemed to disappear. I’d been out with my best friend, Jenny, drinking a little; not much, but I’m not used to alcohol so when those hours disappeared, I just assumed I’d drunk a little more than I thought. Earlier in the evening, Jen and I had even reminisced a little about that night, that it was the thirty-second anniversary of our senior homecoming, when she was a princess and I was queen (I never understood why – she was so much prettier, she should have been queen). I never told her about me and Alan – after the dance, but I think she guessed. Especially, later, when I couldn’t keep it from her that Alan and I were sleeping together.

But then Robert started telling me what he’d seen that night… and all those ancient memories came rushing back.

And the fear. The fear of myself. Of those memories.

Now, we’re on a plane heading toward Tampa… and toward what, I have no idea. I know that Alan still has feelings for me – the same as I know I have for him. I also know that neither of us can act on those feelings. Why my husband wants to do this, I have no idea. I think he has some weird fantasy that I have no intention of fulfilling. I just can’t.

I’ve been nervous and scared about this trip ever since Robert convinced me to send that message to Alan. I didn’t want to do this. I DON’T want to do it! The simple reason I don’t is that I do want to so badly. Does that make sense? I don’t want to because I do want to. I haven’t wanted anything so badly for a long, long time as seeing Alan Ryder again. That’s why this trip is such a huge mistake. I know how hard it’s going to be to resist him, but I have to. There’s no other alternative. And from reading between the lines of his messages, he’s not going to make it easy. He never came out and said it, but I know he wants me.

Well, actually, he did say it… almost. One of his first messages, I remember it, ‘that’s why I’m still single. No one could ever come to the standard you set.’

He’s still single… because of me!

My husband is beside me, smiling, eyes closed, probably trying to get a little sleep. I probably should, too, but I’m too nervous. Last night, should I say, was ‘energetic’. Ever since Alan’s come back into our lives, our sex life has been… suffice it to say, that it was late before we went to sleep.

I know I should wake him up and tell him that we need to just turn around and go home once we get there. But it’s too close, I just can’t. I told Alan that we’d see him at his restaurant tomorrow at seven, not before.

I also didn’t pack anything that’s even remotely sexy for dinner; just Fruit-of-the-Loom underwear and padded bra, slacks, and a sweater. Pretty, but not sexy, loose-fitting to not show anything that a man could misconstrue. It would have been fun, but I sure don’t need that distraction when we see him. And if I don’t have anything with me, I won’t be tempted. Alan will see nothing but a mildly frumpy, middle-aged woman, not the sexy siren of thirty-one years ago. I didn’t even bring makeup or perfume.

I tried to think of everything before making this trip. Badly as I want to see Alan, I don’t want to have anything physical with him; well, I do, but just can’t. The only time we’ll see him will be at his restaurant in public, then the next day we’re flying home. Robert wanted to stay until Monday since it was a holiday, but I convinced him that I had too much schoolwork that needed done Monday. I don’t, but he doesn’t need to know that.

I closed my eyes, trying to get a little sleep, but those visions from so long ago, the back of his pickup truck and others just won’t go away. The same as they haven’t the last months, ever since ‘that night’. I’m pretty sure they haven’t left Robert’s mind, either. What I haven’t told him was just how much I enjoyed just being with Alan. He was funny, polite (except when we were fucking), and constantly flirting, making me feel perpetually sexy. Before he accepted the Georgia scholarship, I expected that we’d probably marry. Then he couldn’t even come back summers with his football schedule.

I know I should feel regret, maybe shame for that year, but I don’t. I was only eighteen and in love with my man. Not just with the sex, but the man. Circumstances interfered and I have had a wonderful life with the man I subsequently chose. No regrets.

It’s why I can’t spend time with him. It would be so easy to get caught up in those old emotions and go too far, way too far, sparking those emotions back into a raging torrent. And then I don’t know if I could quell them again.

I justified myself not telling my husband all this. Alan and I’ll have a quick hug for old times sake, dinner, then Robert and I back to our room and home the next morning, no harm no foul. Except for those reawakened memories that I’d eventually put back where they belong. I’m a woman now, not a young girl anymore. I have all the power to prevent anything happening.

We got to the Meridian in the rental car a little after nine and were taken aback with it. Not exactly what we’d expected. Beautiful, high-rise, different than anything we’d stayed in before. It’s horseshoe-shaped, with a big outdoor swim pool in the middle. The clerk told us our room was ready as soon as Robert gave her our name. She didn’t even ask for our credit card, which we both thought was strange.

We were on the fourteenth floor. In the hallway, there’s one place with a big picture window overlooking the beautiful pool. I drooled a little, wanting to go for a swim, but unfortunately, we hadn’t brought any suits. It’s February – outdoor pool. We didn’t take into consideration that it’s also Florida.

Our room had a beautiful view of the bay from the balcony, the city lights reflecting off the water. We both stood on the balcony gazing out, transfixed at the beautiful scene. We are not used to high-seventies late at night in the middle of February. And we discovered a bar in our room, stocked with several different wines, mixers, and very expensive-looking alcohol. There was a note on top, ‘Hope you enjoy, A’, signed in the flourish that I remembered from his cards to me way back when. Another memory dredged out.

We laughed a little about what Alan had done, not realizing that neither of us drink hardly at all.

When we talked about going swimming in the pool, we were disappointed that we hadn’t thought to bring swimsuits. Robert suggested with a laugh that maybe we didn’t need one.

“Don’t think management would approve,” I told him.

“But you do want to swim?” he asked me.

“If I had a suit, love to, it’s such a pretty pool.”

He called the front desk, asked if there was someplace close we could buy a suit. When he got off the phone, he told me, “There’s a store about a half-mile. She said to stop at the desk and she’d give me a map. But if it’s closed, they have a few that had been left behind and one might fit.”

About a half-hour later, he was back, carrying a sack. “The store was closed,” he said, “but…” he took a man’s suit out and handed me the bag, “they only had one that was anywhere close to your size,” with a bit of a red face.

I took it and pulled out a tiny bikini, a freakin’ bright orange thong. “I can’t wear this!” I told him, a little frustrated. I guess it wasn’t his fault that they only had this one. But he got the brunt of my frustration. I really had wanted to go swimming in that beautiful pool. Besides, the thing wasn’t even lined! It would show every curve and bump.

“Why not? No one here knows us. We’ll never see any of them again.”

He’s right, why not? Other than the fact that I don’t do naked in front of strangers. I’ve never in my life worn anything like that out in public. My suit at home that I didn’t bring is a one-piece with a little skirt around the waist because I don’t like to show off too much of my hips.

“I’ll put it on. Maybe,” I told him.

So, here I was, in the bathroom, taking my clothes off for these little orange triangles held together by string. No wonder someone left it. It felt weird when I pulled the bottoms tight and tied the strings on both sides of my hips. Besides feeling naked and having that thong-string in my ass, I realized that If I was going to wear it, I had to trim pubic hairs.

I opened the door just a crack, I didn’t want Robert to see yet. “Hon, can I borrow your shaver?” I asked him. So, while I was watching, he plopped his suitcase on one of the beds and dug out his shaving kit, handing it to me.

I closed the door again and pulled the little triangle aside, trimming those stray hairs that had been poking out on both sides. I keep myself trimmed, but not to the extent that I had to be with this thing on.

I let out a little giggle, why not? Robert’s always wanted me to. I pulled it down and finished the job. When I pulled the little triangle back up, it felt so weird hugged tight to my bare skin.

Then the top, the string behind my back, I tied it in front and turned the top around, then the knot behind my neck and it was done.

When I looked in the mirror, I couldn’t believe that I was going to do this. The woman in the mirror… she wasn’t me. That woman might even enjoy the camel toe. But me? I felt completely naked.

But as I was looking, I thought that I’d love for Alan to see me like this, discover what he lost by leaving that fall. I’ve always worked hard, gone to a gym to keep my body in shape. Tight tummy, nice hips, tits still more than firm, especially for a forty-nine-year-old woman. I was proud of my body. I knew I could pass for ten years younger, maybe more.

That sexy woman in the mirror was me. And she still looked naked!

Too bad all he’ll see is a body safely hidden behind a loose-fitting sweater and slacks.

I noticed my hair; long, dark-brown, lustrous. I’ve always been blessed with beautiful hair. Alan loved running his fingers through my hair. I loved it, too. It looked good falling over my bare shoulders, down my back.

And, my nipples were hard and pointy through the thin material, probably that way because it was just then that I realized I’m actually in the same city as Alan, the first time in thirty-one years. Knowing that I’m seeing him tomorrow… suffice it to say that it’s going to be a long twenty-two hours. Well, that and knowing that I’m going out in public ninety-nine-percent naked. I giggled, realizing that after shaving, it was closer to ninety-nine-point-five and how much it was turning me on… and I wanted to do this!

When I stepped out of the bathroom, my husband saw me, and his face instantly went into ‘Holy crap’ mode All he could say was “Wow,” followed up a moment later by, “I like it!”

He would. He’s a man. He’s perfectly covered in a long, baggy swimsuit. I’m the one mostly naked. Speaking of which, I realized I didn’t have anything for a coverup to wear between our room and the pool.

He wrapped his arms around me, hands down to my butt cheeks, massaging them for a moment, “You need to wear this at home!” as his hand worked its way around to the front, between my legs, his face lighting up when he realized what I’d done. “I really, really like it!”

I slapped his hand away. I wanted to swim.

“You bring anything I could wear over this?” I asked him. I knew I hadn’t. We went through his suitcase and didn’t find anything that would look decent, so I settled for tying a towel around my waist. “Guess I’m ready,” I told him.

It was fine until the lobby. Seeing the knowing smile on the girl’s face behind the counter and the older couple watching me. She knew what was under the towel and gave me a thumbs-up along with the smile. The man, probably in his seventies, was staring at me and his wife was glaring, intermittently between me and her husband. Maybe my waist was covered with the towel, but my tits weren’t. I nearly died with embarrassment, feeling the blush in my face.

I knew how the girl in the ‘Itsy Bitsy Teenie Weenie Yellow Polkadot Bikini’ must have felt. I would have happily worn this swimsuit when I was eighteen, if it had even existed, which it hadn’t, but NOT as a forty-nine-year-old woman.

I was certain that every eye in the pool area was fixed on me when I stepped down in the water, peeled off the towel, and tossed it up on the pool’s deck. Except I missed and it landed in the water, right at the edge, getting instantly soaked. Crap! Now what? I won’t be able to wear a soaked towel back to our room. I looked around, hoping there were loose towels but didn’t see any. Apparently, everyone just brought towels from their room.

Robert and I swam out to the middle and I stood in about four feet of water. He got a big smile on his face and motioned, “Uhh, sweetheart, you might want to check it out,” pointing at my body. I looked down and was mortified all over again. Not only was the thing little, but it had turned totally transparent in the water, sticking to my skin, almost like it wasn’t there. I hadn’t even thought about that when I saw that it was unlined. Carol or Susan or whatever her name is at the front counter must have known. She’s probably in there laughing her head off right now!

I didn’t know what to do. Swimming on my tummy, my bare butt was out; on my back or standing, my virtually naked tits. At least for the moment, I tread water, in up to my neck. This had been a BAD idea!

Robert was encouraging me, mentioning again that we’d never see anyone here again, dog-paddling around me, closer and closer, until I felt a hand underneath the water, slipping under the front of the suit, “No one’s here that knows us,” he said again, trying to justify what he was doing to me. Okay, I’ll admit, it was turning me on, too.

“Hon, stop it, people will see!” And they were looking, at the nearly fifty-year-old woman with the thong and nasty, horny husband.

”Don’t worry about it. You’re beautiful, enjoy it.” Then he kissed me, one more grope, almost pushing the suit off and took my two hands from behind and tugged me over on my back, floating. “Close your eyes, relax, enjoy the water.” This is something we’ve always done in a pool, floating, letting him tug me around. Just not… naked.

And it did feel good. I even started to enjoy the freedom of my body. As long as my eyes were closed, there was no one else there, no one looking at me. Except Alan. I imagined him there, watching, caressing my tits, his lips wrapping around a nipple. I remembered from so long ago how it had felt, his lips sucking my nipples into his mouth, swirling his tongue around them. I smiled, knowing that my husband would love to see that. Too bad he’s not going to. I’d love it again, too. He had talented lips... probably even more so now.

Alan’s remembered tongue lazily traveled down my tummy, briefly tickling my belly button, then lower. I let my legs float apart, feeling his hands on my ass, holding me up while his tongue worked its magic on my pussy and clit. My body began to clench, and I groaned, the unexpected orgasm ripping its way through my body.

When I calmed and came back to the present, I was on my knees in shallower water, breathing hard, appalled at what had just happened, in a public swim pool! It was exactly the reason I couldn’t be alone with Alan, not even for an instant.

“What was that?” Robert asked, an incredulous look on his face.

“We have to get out of here, back to the room,” I told him. I needed him, badly. And not in public.

I felt like I was naked, getting out of the pool. And I might as well have been. But at that point, I didn’t care. I liked the look. I knew that the orange material was stuck to my body and I could have been competing in a ‘wet t-shirt’ contest – top and bottom. I took Robert’s towel and wrapped it around my waist, leaving my wet tits totally exposed.

I smiled and waved to whats-her-name at the desk on the way past. She gave me another thumbs-up, seeing the effect of the water on the suit she’d loaned us.

The minute or so those fourteen floors took on the elevator seemed like an eternity. Once we were alone in our room, I grabbed Robert and crushed my lips to his, at the same time unzipping his pants and pushing them down. He was fully engorged and every bit as frantic as I was. He pressed me against the door and I wrapped my legs around his waist. the only thing I could think of was the night Alan had done this same thing.


Chapter 6

It was prom night, 1988. I smiled to myself, suddenly even remembering the date, May 14th. I’d bought the sexiest dress I thought my parents would let me wear (our daughter? Never!), silky, slinky, spaghetti straps over my shoulders, long with a slit up one side to my hip, matching lace bra and panties. Both our parents took lots of pictures. I’d forgotten those, have to look for them when we get home. Show them to Robert.

On the way to the dance, Alan and I stopped in Columbia Park and spent a good half-hour making out. I was on fire. He unsnapped my bra, took it off, and put it in the pickup’s glove compartment. Then sucked my nipple, his fingers in my pussy. I’d even sucked him. Just enough to tease, not for either of us to come. He pulled up his pants, I straightened my dress, now braless… and took off my panties, giving them to Alan, and we went to the dance.

Once there, we both tried to pretend nothing had happened. It made both of us hotter, especially knowing that he had my panties in his pocket. If I moved wrong, the slit in my dress showed my bare hip, that there weren’t any panties underneath. A couple of times, we snuck outside for a few minutes, kissed and he mauled my tits, his hands inside my dress… and inside my pussy. Then back inside, trying to act as if nothing had happened.

~~~~~    

How a thirty-plus-year-old memory can be so vivid and so powerful I’ll never know. All this was going through my mind when Robert was doing the same. He pushed the bikini top up off my tits and his mouth was on them, first one, then the other, biting and sucking, a hand between our waists pressing fingers in my hot pussy.

Our groans drowned each other out, but I didn’t know if mine were from that night or the other. When Robert pushed the swimsuit aside and pressed inside me, I screamed, remembering that prom.

~~~~~    

There was a room in another part of the Community Center that we found. Both Alan and I had gone past the point of no return. He pushed me, face first, against the wall, supporting myself with my hands, legs spread apart. We were teenage kids, so hot for each other and in love.

There were other memories, too. Memories I had no right to after so long; His hard, muscular body, probably much softer now; the look of adoration in his eyes when he was with me, the desire before we made love; how big he was, so stretched and full I felt when he entered me; how his neck muscles bulged and his face twisted with pleasure when he was coming inside me; the taste of his salty skin afterward.

The memories were nearly driving me mad!

~~~~~    

Robert fucked me in our hotel room that night. I don’t know if he was thinking about what I’d been telling him about Alan, Tevin, or that night he’d seen us our first time. But I know what I was thinking about: Alan’s big cock slamming in and out of my cunt, how fucking good he had felt. How incredibly good it felt EVERY time we fucked. Or made love. We made love a lot. He could do that, too, be so sensitive to my emotional needs.

My orgasm that night with Alan. It was just… There are no words.

~~~~~    

Robert, too. I know how much he loves me. He shows it almost every day. He was showing it again that night. He knew I needed to be fucked and he was doing it. I just don’t think he understood exactly why. There was the thong bikini, but that was only such a tiny part of it. It was only the ignition for the real explosion inside me. My memories.

Robert and I both came hard. Maybe harder than any other time in our twenty-eight years.

Afterward, when we had both collapsed on the floor, leaning together against the wall, the vivid memories of Alan washed through my brain like it had only been yesterday. After the prom, that had been the inaugural night for the mattress in the back of his pickup.

I was more certain than I’d ever been of anything in my life: I HAD to stay away from Alan Ryder!

I rinsed out the swimsuits, put them both back in the plastic bag Robert brought them in and took them downstairs to the Meridian desk clerk. I wanted to that night, to take them to the same girl who’d loaned them. I thanked her profusely for the loan and suggested, “Better have it laundered, there might be cum on it.”

She’s probably early thirties, quite a bit younger than me, slim, pretty. She laughed and said it wasn’t the first time. Then she showed me their stash of ‘lost’ swimsuits. “Pretty sure there are several in there just your size.” We both burst out laughing.

I never told Robert about their stash that he never knew about. Or maybe he did. Hmmm.

The next morning after our complimentary breakfast, we discussed how to spend the day. There were some sights we wanted to see from my earlier research: The 9/11 Fallen Heroes Memorial, for obvious reasons. Not something we could miss while we were here; The Sunshine Skyway Bridge, just because of the grandeur of driving across it; The Riverwalk along the Hillsborough River. It sounds fascinating with all the little shops kind of like the Pike Place Market in Seattle. I LOVE shopping; and of course, something we couldn’t miss – the Raymond James Stadium where Alan Ryder played so many games with the Bucs.

It was going to be a busy day, our only mostly free day in Tampa. Home tomorrow. Busy, partly because I wanted to not think about that night. About seeing Alan the first time in thirty-one years.

The day was every bit as fun as we’d hoped; somber at the memorial, made me cry reading some of the tragedies and heroic stories engraved in the marble slabs.

We’ve never seen a football stadium, other than high school, and the Buc’s stadium was a little different than Kennewick High or any of the others in the area. There are no words, just incredible – huge! I wished we had come to a game, just once.

We saved the Riverwalk for last to be there at sunset, anticipating how beautiful it would be. By then we were getting a little tired but knew we still had that dinner, the reason we’d come to Tampa. Alan’s grand opening.

By sunset, I’d completely forgotten why we’d gone there last. Something else happened that completely took my mind off it. Robert too, I think. We’d been to several of the little markets and were about to head back to the spot where we’d decided to be at sunset when we went in one last store, a clothing store, similar to what I’d imagine Fredericks of Hollywood to be. Sexy everything.

I’d vowed we were buying NOTHING in that store, for obvious reasons. After a few minutes of browsing, when Robert asked what I was wearing to dinner. I told him, slacks and a sweater. He grinned and held up a dress, “What about this, instead?”

It was a black, flowery dress, thin that just seemed to flow over his hand when he held it up. Backless with a halter tie around the neck, the only thing holding it on. Short, probably mid-thigh.

“I’m forty-nine...” I started to tell him, objecting strenuously.

“Do you have this in a size four?” he asked the salesgirl, interrupting my complaint that I’m too old to wear something like that. Besides the simple fact that there was no way I could with Alan.

My mouth gaped open, “NO,” I told him, “I have something.”

He didn’t understand. Why would he, I hadn’t told him. Regretting it now.

She rummaged through the rack, pulling out the same dress in a smaller size and held it up in front of me. “You’d be so beautiful in this! And no, you’re not too old,” having heard my cut-off complaint about my age.

I tried to tell her again that I couldn’t when she shushed me and led me to a dressing room. “You’re so lucky, your body will look so good in this. Wish I could wear something like it,” she said. She was younger, but a little on the chunky side, just enough that she wouldn’t be able to wear the dress.

Okay, I’ll admit it. The thought of Alan seeing me in something like that made my panties wet. And I was a big girl, I could control myself. Alan knew I was married and he’d be on his best behavior, too, so…

I tried on the dress, had to take my bra off first as there was no way to wear one with it, picturing myself walking into Alan’s restaurant, his eyes as he saw me…

It was a tight-fitting dress, supposed to be that way. My first thought about how thin it looked when Robert first showed me was right, too. She said it wasn’t silk, but some microfiber, incredibly thin and light, but completely opaque. I looked at myself in the mirror and saw a sexy young woman looking back, not a forty-nine-year-old. It was tight, elastic under my tits to set them off, every curve and bump, almost like a second skin. The hemline came about halfway between my knees and hips.

She smoothed it down over my hips and said that I’d need different panties that wouldn’t show a panty line, then looked up with a gleam in her eyes, “Or no panties?”

No, I couldn’t do that. I shook my head, “I can’t wear this,” I told her. I almost wanted to explain that I couldn’t because of the same reason I hadn’t wanted to come to Tampa in the first place. It looked so good on me and I wanted it. To wear it for Alan.

Neither she nor Robert were listening to my objections any more than I was meaning them.

I turned away from the mirror, looking at the back. It almost showed side boob, except for fitting around them as tight as it did, the edge right at the swell of my breast. But the back – it was completely bare down to just about where my ass-crack started. I didn’t even know if I could wear any panties with it.

“I know what you’re thinking,” she told me, “wait here just a minute, I know exactly what it needs.”

She was back a couple of minutes later with a pair of black, sheer panties, sheer and low cut so they’d fit low on the hips. I pulled them on, loving how they felt. They fit low on my hips, barely there, and out of sight. Sexy, oh so sexy. Especially with… those baby-bare pussy lips.

I wished I could. I started to tell her when she told me that she wouldn’t recommend any stockings but I’d need shoes. Another minute later, she was back with a pair of pink heels that I loved, to match the pink flowers. They had about four-inch heels and with diagonal ankle straps. “These will highlight your legs,” she said, “you have beautiful, slim legs. You need to show them off.”

We walked out of the store with a dress, panties, shoes, blush, eyeliner, an exotic shade of lipstick – almost black, but not, “It’ll be perfect with the dress,” she said, then under her breath, “sooo sexy!” And a new perfume that she said would drive both me and my man crazy with lust. If only she knew! My brief sniff had confirmed her assessment. It was more an aphrodisiac than perfume. My willpower was sorely going to be tested.

The woman was a sales master. But with an impeccable judge of sexy! I had never even dreamed how sexy ‘sexy’ could be.

Like I said, after that, we’d both forgotten about the sunset.

Two hours later, we were in a limousine, ordered by Alan Ryder, headed to dinner.

I was wearing a dress unlike anything I’d ever worn before; my pussy freshly shaved and baby-smooth; makeup like I’d never used before; and that perfume, she hadn’t exaggerated about that, either. When I squirted it on, I closed my eyes, just inhaling the intoxicating odor. It made me feel… I can’t even describe.

Robert and I were in the back seat of the limousine, him nibbling on my neck, me feeling sexy like I hadn’t even known existed and lusting for a man like I never had before, that I knew I could never again have. Alan Ryder!


-Chapter 7

--Dani--

The closer we got to Alan’s restaurant, the more scared and nervous I became. This was happening. After a lifetime, I was again going to see my first love. The limo pulled into the parking lot of ‘Ryder’s Bar and Grill’. When our driver, surprisingly, an older woman, opened our door, all I could do was sit. It was like I was in a trance, couldn’t move. My mind went back to the last time I’d seen Alan, his very last words, “I love you, we’ll make this work.”

~~~~~    

I cried almost steady the rest of that day and off and on for so long that I don’t remember, seemingly forever. I knew then that it would likely be the end of our relationship, one that, until he accepted the Georgia scholarship, I’d assumed would be for the rest of our lives. He tried to explain why ‘Georgia’, instead of Wazzu, but it didn’t make sense to me, something about how their quarterback making the receivers look good and he was looking ahead to the NFL. He’d tried to assure me that, “We’ll make it work.” I still remember those precise words.

He was at least partly right, he’d ended up being drafted in in the first round, fifteenth, by the Tampa Bay Buccaneers. But he and I hadn’t ‘made it work’. I had never seen him again… until tonight.

This will be the first time since he got on the plane in Pasco that Tuesday morning, August 2nd. We kept in contact for a while, but after a year, him in Georgia, it was obvious that ‘we’ weren’t going to work out, we gradually lost contact. With his off-season training, he never came home again.

I should hate him for that. I guess I did for a while, if you can hate someone at the same time as you’re madly in love with him. I’ve hidden both emotions for so long now. I met Robert and you know the rest. I don’t regret a moment of our lives together and we have two wonderful children, still waiting for our first grandchild. And I don’t want to wreck that life with a man I haven’t seen for an entire lifetime. It’s why I HAVE to stay strong.

And now, the ‘hating’ him is so long gone. The other emotion, the love? I’m ashamed to admit, it’s back in full force. Or maybe it’s the lust, remembering what we had so long ago, how good we were together – both in and out of bed.

~~~~~    

All this went through my mind in a few moments as I sat in that limo seat in front of Alan’s restaurant. It seemed as if every detail of our ten-month relationship (was that all the longer it was? It seems so much longer now) was gradually coming back to me in stark, vivid detail.

When Robert finally got my attention I slid out of the leather seat and remembered the dress I was wearing, the painstaking efforts to make myself enticing. For what? To punish Alan for leaving me? To seduce him? No, not that. He wouldn’t have needed any seducing. I know that Robert had virtually insisted on me wearing what I was, but I’m a grown woman, able to make my own choices. I wore this dress because I wanted to. Because as difficult as it’s going to be, I wanted to be beautiful and sexy in Alan’s eyes, not just in his memory. I want him to share in my frustrated libido.

We thanked Carolyn, our chauffeur, for the ride, and arm-in-arm, Robert supporting me, we walked into the unknown.

Alan was there, in his entrance lobby, waiting for us - for me. We stood, just looking at each other, me trying my hardest not to cry. I loved this man, wanted to spend my life with him. We took tentative steps toward each other, then hugged, his arms around me for the first time since August second, 1988, almost thirty-two years.

My desire for him, that had faded a little with my nervousness in the car, returned with a vengeance. He didn’t kiss me, thankfully. I’d have been lost if he had. But then he backed away, “Daniella...” he hesitated, watching me wipe away the tears that had made their appearance, “you’re so beautiful, more than I even remember.”

His voice, so soft and gentle, just like I remember. I wanted so badly to kiss him, to make the last thirty-two years go away, hold him in my arms forever. My resolve so close to shattered, almost giving way to my lust. But then I remembered my husband standing beside me and was finally able to speak, “Alan, this is my husband, Robert.”

His big, powerful hand took Robert’s and they shook. I wondered if Robert had realized just how close I’d come in that instant to letting myself be pulled into something unthinkable. Thankfully, the moment had passed and Alan led us to the table that had been prepared just for us.

Alan’s presence made me remember the dress I was wearing, the bra that I wasn’t wearing, how I looked to him and it sent a thrill through my body. I tried not to, but couldn’t stop myself from quickly glancing down at his groin area. I saw what I had secretly hoped, his erection.

And I remember thinking that his body would likely be softer than he was at eighteen. I was so wrong. He had broad shoulders, incredible, thick arms, like he could have been a competitive weight lifter. I couldn’t stop my mind from wondering what it would be like to make love with him. Even as an eighteen-year-old, he was incredible, but now – a man! I wanted...

“You mind if I have dinner with you?” he asked, thankfully interrupting my dangerous train of thought.

I opened my mouth to tell him that I’d hoped he would when Robert spoke first, “I think Dani would be disappointed if you didn’t. She’s been looking forward to this for a long time.”

He had no idea!

Our table was sized for four with a beautiful flower arrangement on the white tablecloth, two sets of silverware, and cloth napkins in the center. When I looked a little surprised at only two sets, Alan told me, “I didn’t want to be presumptuous, I’ll have a third brought over."

The table was adjacent to a big window overlooking the bay, a similar view to the one from our balcony, except from right adjacent to the water instead of fourteen floors up. The colorful city lights reflecting were beautiful. I sat down and was a little surprised and a lot alarmed when Robert sat on the opposite side. It was like... I don’t know, he was pushing us together?

Alan sat down in the chair beside mine and I tensed, remembering his ways. “Babygirl,” he started, “that perfume... and your dress... you’ve grown up!”

I almost let out a whimper when I felt his hand on my leg, sending an electric sensation through my whole body. He could always do that with a single touch. But this time...

A waitress stopped at our table, leaving us three glasses of ice water and two menus. “I take it these are your friends you’ve been waiting for, Alan,” she said.

He smiled at her, “They are,” he motioned toward me, “knew this beautiful lady in high school. Haven’t seen her since... knew her pretty well, in fact.”

Yeah, he did, every inch of me, including inside. The way she smiled when he said that implied that she understood exactly what he was saying.

It was obvious that he had a good relationship with his employees. That made him even more attractive in my eyes.

And his fingers, rubbing little circles on my bare leg, right below my hemline. I was glad I hadn’t worn any stockings or especially the slacks I’d originally planned. The feel of his hand on my bare skin was just, so erotic, driving me wild.

“Babygirl, tell me about you, your life.”

‘Babygirl’; Just hearing that word sent a chill through my body like none other. It was January. And like so many others, the memory came rushing back, detail by detail, even the date, January 23rd. It was snowing outside, hard. His parents were skiing so we were home alone at his house, doing what we did whenever we had an ‘alone’ opportunity.

I’d told my parents a little white lie, that because of the snow the night before and the bad roads, I didn’t want to drive home, asking if it would be alright if I just stayed in their spare bedroom. Even the basketball game with Wenatchee had been canceled. I didn’t mention that Alan’s parents were gone for the weekend. I smiled to myself at that thought - they never would have guessed that of their nice little cheerleader daughter.

I have no idea how many times we had made love that night. Alan was cooking breakfast. I think I mentioned that even then he was a fantastic cook. He was making a shrimp omelet. I was so amazed at all the tiny details I could remember from so long ago.

I was wearing one of his white t-shirts. It went almost to my knees. Alan was concentrating on his omelet, not paying attention to me. I pulled the shirt off over my head, naked underneath it, and snuggled up to his back, tickling his ear with my tongue and whispered to him, “I’m horny.”

He turned around, a big smile on his face and said, “Babygirl, you’re insatiable,” reached behind him turning off the stove, pushed the pan off the burner, and carried me to his bedroom, our lips locked together the whole way. That was the morning I became ‘babygirl’.

“Dani, you there?” his voice interrupted my thoughts, a hand waving in front of my face, bringing me back to the present. Robert had grown used to my thoughts wandering, especially over the last couple weeks.

“Sorry, was just thinking about something - the first time you called me ‘babygirl’.”

I wanted him to remember it, too. He did. The smile on his face, the look of lust in his eyes when he stared at me, and most of all how his hand tightened on my leg, moving up to the inside of my thigh told me that he was remembering that morning. I put my hand on his on my leg and squeezed, maybe even putting a little upward pressure on it. If I’d thought that my libido was on fire before...

“Maybe we’d better order,” I suggested. We hadn’t even looked at the menu yet.

When I opened mine, Alan looked down, ostensibly at my menu, but I knew that wasn’t what he was looking at, pointed at something. The only thing I was thinking of was his eyes on my tits, so exposed by that thin dress.

“Our grilled salmon is really good. I remember how well you liked it.” I wasn’t thinking about salmon or any food. Alan’s hand had moved higher yet on my inner thigh, only inches from my soaking wet panties.

“Sounds good to me, I’ll have that. Hon?” Robert asked me from across the table. He had to know what was happening under the table, it was almost all I could think of, wanting, needing to get out of here. Drag Alan to the bathroom and fuck him like we’ve never fucked before.

But I wouldn’t. I kept telling myself that I’m a woman now, in control of my emotions. Robert and I will go back to our room, he’ll fuck me and in the morning, we’ll go home, the memories stashed away once again.

But I was almost desperate. For the man squeezing my bare leg, inches from my pussy, those almost non-existent panties. What I had feared when Robert first showed me this dress was happening... and more powerfully than I had even imagined. And I knew without looking how big and hard Alan would be. What would it feel like inside me...?

“I’ll have the salmon, too,” I managed to mumble, just as I felt a finger lightly tickling the center of my skimpy panties.

There was another dinner, with both our sets of parents. At the Olive Garden in Kennewick. No occasion, just that our parents had become friends and we went to dinner together, just that one time. I’d worn a short skirt, appropriate for a high school girl at the time. But what no one knew but me, and Alan discovered at dinner, was that I wasn’t wearing any panties under the skirt.

Alan smiled at me like he was remembering that dinner as well. But this time, after torturing me, his hand retreated completely, up to the table.

At that other dinner, he was a little less ‘refined’ and I discovered how difficult it was to act naturally with two very talented fingers pressed inside my pussy rubbing against my g-spot.

But this dinner had barely started. I couldn’t let him. Just couldn’t. I wanted it so desperately!

I felt almost naked. Not only from the skimpy dress, the perfume that was flooding my senses, but the loss of Alan’s hand on my thigh. I squeezed my knees together, trying to forestall the orgasm that was so close to overtaking me.

Alan and Robert were talking. They seemed to like each other, Robert asking him, “Dani told me you never married?”

He put his hand over mine, his same hand that had just been tickling my panties, pulled my hand up to his lips and kissed the back of it, “I haven’t, my high school girlfriend set a standard no other girl could match. Ruined me for life for anyone else.”

My heart about stopped. Hearing those words in Alan’s soft voice was so much different than reading them in a Facebook message. And the kiss on my hand sent shivers through my body! My entire being was overtaken by need. Everything else just faded into a blur.

And then our waitress brought our food. I know it was good and I complimented Alan over and over again, but I have no idea if it even had a taste, whether it was raw or overcooked. It could have been dried shoe leather substituted for salmon and I wouldn’t have noticed. I think we had a couple drinks, too, but not sure. I remembered those fingers tickling my most private part. They never went there again.

Robert told Alan that I’d told him a good deal about our relationship before he left for Georgia. He even asked me if I’d tell him more about that nickname ‘babygirl’. All I’d ever told him was that it had come after an ‘energetic’ night.

“Later?” I remember asking him. I couldn’t do it now. My heart was already pounding in my chest and I was having trouble breathing. And trying to not show any of it, trying to look like the calm, confident high school science teacher that I was.

But I couldn’t control my nipples. They were poking out through my dress, making my arousal obvious to all who passed, especially to Alan, the cause of it, and to my husband, who looked like he was enjoying every second of my discomfort. I had never wanted anything so badly as I wanted that man in my bed! Just once. What would it hurt?

I knew what it would hurt. It couldn’t be just once. It could very likely destroy my wonderful marriage. My emotions were drowning me. I had to get out of there. “Excuse me, I have to use the restroom,” hoping that my voice hadn’t given me away.

I leaned against the lavatory, the door locked. I wanted so desperately to pull my panties off and plunge my fingers inside myself, but it felt like it would be a betrayal to my husband. I stood there until I felt like I had regained some control and checked myself in the mirror. I couldn’t believe that that sultry woman looking out from the mirror was me. I’d never looked like that before. The makeup I’d gotten from that store had done its job. So had the perfume. And the dress. God!

I walked back to the table, confidently, not shaking like I was still feeling. I smiled when I sat down, “Much better,” I announced to no one in particular. I wasn’t. If anything, seeing that woman in the mirror...

Robert and Alan were talking about dessert. Alan suggested the fried ice cream, “My own recipe,” he proudly announced.

Fried. Ice. Cream. Another memory flooded through my brain. Alan was playing around in the kitchen. Another time we were supposed to be out on a date but weren’t. His parents were out on their own date. Alan had told them we were going to a movie. “I’ve heard of this, always wanted to try and make it,” he said. He never used a recipe book, always his creation.

He mixed up nuts, flour, some other things I didn’t even know, rolled scoops of chocolate ice cream in it and plunked it down in the deep fryer.

It was delicious, wonderful, crispy hot on the outside, frozen on the inside. He’d made one for each of us. We sat at the table and ate his delightful creation. When we finished, he said, “There’s only one thing that tastes better!”

You already know what that ‘one thing’ was. We spent the next half-hour in ‘our’ bedroom, him doing nothing except tasting the ‘one thing’. I came over and over from his tongue.

I needed to go to the restroom and relax again, but this time had no excuse. While my mind had gone to places it shouldn’t have gone, the ice cream was delivered. When my husband commented how ‘delicious’ the ice cream was, I nearly orgasmed on the spot.

Alan, too. I know he was remembering that one thing even more delicious from the way he was looking at me, that glint in his eyes. It was the reason he’d suggested the ice cream, to be sure I’d remember.

And the way he licked his lips after every bite, he was savoring ‘not’ the ice cream.

Then it was gone. I had to get out of there. Away from Alan Ryder. It was almost like my life was at stake. We stood, ready to go, my heart pounding. And my husband, my stupid, clueless husband, “You have to stay here? We have a full bar in our room, join us?”

I wanted to scream at him, ‘NO NO NO! WHAT THE FUCK YOU DOING?’


Chapter 8

But I didn’t. There was nothing I wanted more than for Alan Ryder to join us in our room. And nothing I dreaded more.

“I’m just extra here, they can do perfectly well without me, love to join you.”

My heart sunk. It soared. My heart rate must have tripled in that instant.

I can’t even begin to describe my emotions in the limo that was still waiting outside for us. Alan on one side, Robert the other, me in the middle. Alan’s hand was on one knee, squeezing, rubbing; Robert’s on the other.

They talked across me, about our hotel room, what a great view it has of the bay and the city; the balcony. The only thing I could think about in the room was the king bed. Could I resist. Did I even want to? The answer to that was obvious.

I wasn’t sure I’d even be able to walk when the limo parked in the porte-cochere in front of the main doors. My perfect gentlemen each took an arm in theirs as if they were walking a bride down the aisle. It was how I felt. A bride about to go on her honeymoon with the man she loved.

The same girl was at the front desk as the night before, the one who’d given the thong swimsuit to my husband for me to wear. She clearly recognized the man who was now accompanying us to our room and watched every step through the lobby, with that same knowing smile on her face.

Up the elevator, down the hall, it seemed an eternity. Robert put the key card in our door and it opened. He let me and Alan through in front of him. My entire insides were doing gymnastics inside my body. Once inside, standing in front of the bed, Alan turned me around facing him. “Babygirl, I never regretted anything more than leaving you,” and he kissed me.

My knees gave out, he held me tight, our lips together, tongues groping, my eyes closed savoring this kiss as I’d never savored a kiss before. I was lost in my desire, our lips frantically crushing into each other.

He pulled away, looking into my eyes with those beautiful brown eyes I thought I’d never see again, reached around my neck and slowly pulled each end of the bow of the halter holding my dress up. I didn’t stop him. Maybe I could have, knew I should have, but I didn’t. He slowly lowered it, revealing myself to his eyes. “I’ve dreamed of this for years, probably thousands of times, never thought...” His words churned my insides.

I started to come to my senses, started to tell him, “Alan, I, I’m... Ohhh!” intending to tell him that I couldn’t, I was married and loved my husband, when I felt his lips on my breast, sucking a nipple into his mouth.

Instead, I wrapped my arms tightly around his neck, pulled him tighter to me, leaned my head back, and just stood there, moaning, enjoying. Nothing had ever felt better. I knew then that I’d lost the battle. I WANTED to lose this battle!

He switched to my other bare breast and I moaned anew, the pleasure more intense than I’d ever imagined it could be. Then his lips were on mine once again and I couldn’t reach my tongue deeply enough into his mouth.

I pulled away, “Alan...” I wanted him... inside me. He knew, he recognized the desperation in my voice.

He pushed my dress the rest of the way down my body, then I felt how his hands were shaking when he pushed my panties down. The great Alan Ryder, Super Bowl winner, three-time Pro-Bowl, his hands shaking. For me!

He picked me up, straining like I was a puff of air, laid me on the bed, then stood back.

Everything else faded from the room except watching him, undressing. Chest and arms, chiseled muscle. I spread my legs, waiting, heart pounding.

His cock came into view; massive, more so even than my memories had acknowledged. He crawled onto the bed between my spread legs and once again, we kissed. More gentle this time, until he pulled away and I knew what was next, what my subconscious had craved for decades, what was now going to be a reality.

I felt him pressing, glanced at my husband’s stricken face. It was too late, there was no turning back. Yet... stricken as his face was, he had his cock in his hand, slowly stroking up and down.

Alan pushed and I felt my pussy lips begin to part, heard myself groaning, the pressure from his pushing, the stretching. Oh God, it felt so good!

I squeezed my eyes shut, clenched the bed covers. So big! “So tight! Hot!” I heard from Alan, in a raspy, stressed voice.

I hadn’t had a man besides Robert, since the day Alan left. That morning. After the most torrid night of sex in my young life.

I tried to open my eyes, couldn’t. The stretching feeling growing as he pushed inside me. It hurt, but such a good hurt. I almost couldn’t stand how slow he was going, “Harder, Alan, please.”

The pressure increased, “Don’t want to hurt cha, babygirl.”

I breathed deep, remembered my Lamaze breathing from the kids, breathed deep and slow while Alan continued to impale me. I couldn’t believe... how much more?

“Half way there, babygirl" He’d read my mind.

Only half! God! I didn’t think I could take it, too big, too much. But I wanted it, I wanted more, remembered there being more. But not like this!

“So tight,” he said again, “okay?”

More than! “Yesss,” I squeaked, “more?”

“You feel so good around me,” he groaned, “a little.”

I was sure I felt him pushing against my cervix. He’d rubbed against my clit the whole way, so, so good!

My deep breathing continued and I felt the pushing stop, “Open your eyes, babygirl, I’m in.”

I relaxed, nothing had felt so good in my life as this man filling me like he was. It was the most wonderful stretched feel, even more than when we were kids. And that was it, we were kids, only eighteen. Now, we’re adults, so much more mature. So much more…

I heard again, “Open your eyes.” This time I did, Alan’s face directly above mine. I watched him as he slowly lowered his mouth onto mine, his tongue probing the inside of my mouth, his cock filling me. I felt him moving, finding his position inside me, pressing a little harder, the stretching feeling relaxing, replaced with pure bliss.

His mouth only a half-inch from mine, whispering so only I could barely make out his words, “Never stopped loving you, babygirl, don’t know if I can live without you.”

Oh god! His words. If only he knew how much I felt the same. I didn’t know how I could ever live again without this man. I didn’t even think of the consequences in those moments, only the blissful feelings roaring through my body. I felt the orgasm start to build, higher and higher. I gripped him around his powerful back and held tight, the spasms building, spreading through my body. I thrust my hips up at him, hard as I could, scraping my fingernails across his back and heard a long wail coming from my mouth, my body wracked with the rapture, almost like a seizure.

It went on... and on... and on. Nothing like I’d ever felt before.

When it was finally over and my body relaxed, I was able to look at my husband. He was gripping himself tightly, his face in a grimace, cum dripping through his fingers.

Then back to Alan’s face, still hovering over mine, “You ready now, babygirl?”

Oh God! Alan was still inside me, still monstrously huge. I nodded, anticipating what was to come. He hadn’t even begun yet, I knew. And I wanted it. God, I wanted it!

He started to pull out of me, leaving me feeling empty and drained. Then plunged himself back in and I screamed. He did it again and I pushed my hips up off the bed to meet him, pushing my legs further apart. I groaned over and over as he thrust in and out of me, rubbing against my clitoris with every thrust.

Another orgasm started to build. This time, it hit suddenly along with his thrust. The spasms wracked through my body and Alan never let up, pressing against my cervix, rubbing hard against my clit with every thrust. It went on and on to where I was barely able to breathe, the pleasure so unbelievably intense, almost like it had been building for the last thirty-one years, just waiting for this release.

And it never subsided. Over and over again, Alan thrust into me, each time more intense than the last. I managed to open my eyes and everything I remembered about Alan’s muscles bulging in his neck and face was right there. With every thrust, he pressed me against the headboard, with only a pillow for cushioning against the hard wood. He seemed out of any control, thrusting with every muscle, his face wild. And unbelievably, my ongoing orgasm grew stronger with every thrust to where I didn’t know if I could take it any longer.

He thrust one last time, let out a roar and I felt his cock erupt, spasming cum inside me. His body convulsed, short, hard thrusts, the feeling of his hot cum reviving the orgasm that had been wracking my own body.

He collapsed on top of me, his weight pressing me into the foam mattress. Several minutes went by with Alan pressing against me, still filling me, my arms around him, holding him tight.

There were no more words. Alan rolled off me, grasped my face between his hands and tenderly kissed me. He and I lay naked together kissing and re-exploring each other’s bodies. He scooted down, took a breast in one hand, rolling a nipple between his thumb and forefinger at the same time as his mouth sucked in the other. One of my hands fell over his and the other around the back of his head, pulling him to me.

It felt so good; I closed my eyes and just enjoyed, letting out small moans of pleasure, kneading his hand and running fingers through his short, bristly hair. I felt like I could live like this forever, Alan sucking my breast into his mouth, his rough tongue making little circles around my nipple. My imagination hadn’t even come close!

I was becoming more and more aroused, and I felt Alan’s arousal pressing against me. He looked up at me and said, “I want to make love with you again.”

I smiled, wanting the same thing, “On your back,” I told him. I realized I still was ‘that girl’; that insatiable vixen of my youth. She had been hiding inside me all those years.

He rolled over, his cock fully engorged and poking a large hole in the air, straight up. I straddled his legs, scooted up, took his manhood in my hand, and hovered over him, looking at my husband, still sitting on the edge of the other bed, watching.

I remembered what it had been like fucking Tevin while Alan watched. Now, I was going to fuck Alan while my husband watched and that fact was turning me on even more.

I never broke contact with Robert’s eyes as I slowly lowered my body, impaling myself on Alan’s cock. I saw him glancing up and down, not knowing whether to watch my pussy slowly swallowing its meal or my face that I know was showing the emotions emanating from my lover’s penetration of my body. His slippery cum from earlier, mixed with my wetness let him slide inside my already stretched vagina.

I spread my legs further apart, my hands on Alan’s chest and rocked back and forth, his cock deep inside me, our pelvises pressed tightly together, enjoying so much the feeling of him again. He started to grip my hips, rocking his own up and down. “No,” I told him, “don’t move. Let me do it.”

He groaned but lay back as I asked. I picked up his hands and placed them over my breasts, pressing them onto me, letting him know that my tits were his, craving attention while I fucked him.

I leaned back, resting my arms on his legs behind me, thrusting my chest into his hands and making small movements with my pussy over his buried cock. I wanted Robert to see, my shaved pussy enveloping Alan’s massive member. This was so different than that first time that had seemed so urgent. I intended this to be long and slow.

“Ahh, babygirl, you feel good!” I liked Alan calling me his babygirl.

I flexed my leg muscles a little, just enough to pull off him an inch or so and press back down, squeezing my pelvic muscles around him. I enjoyed watching Robert’s face as I did my best to torture Alan, tormenting my husband in the process.

He’d watched the eighteen-year-old me with this same man, me a young girl, Alan a boy, but I wondered how it was for him watching his present-day wife with a man’s cock inside her pussy. Not just a fuck-toy but a man who he knew I had such strong emotional connections with. The first time with Alan minutes ago, I hadn’t had any chance to think about it or to torment him, but now...

And I did my best, rocking up and down his full length, letting Robert watch Alan’s wet, pop-can thick cock sliding in and out of his wife’s cunt. Me, his wife, doing it. And it was feeling so fucking good! Alan’s hands had resumed their hold on my hips and his groaning was turning me on even more. I knew from experience that Alan would be able to last a good, long time after the intensity of that first orgasm and I wanted to take full advantage.

I looked into Robert’s eyes again and pulled myself almost off Alan, still leaning back against his legs, then slowly lowered myself back down again. In this position, he rubbed so hard against my g-spot and clit. I could feel an impending orgasm start to rise inside me, even stronger than before, if that was possible.

I looked again at Robert, whispered to him, “Come. Kiss me.” I wanted Robert’s lips on mine, my tongue in his mouth, when the orgasm exploded inside me. It was because of him that I was here, with my lover’s cock inside me, and I wanted him to feel it along with me, feel my pleasure along with me.

When his mouth captured mine, I moaned and pressed my pelvis down on Alan’s, then pulled up and down again. When the orgasm began feeling imminent, I pulled off Robert’s mouth and said, “Fuck me, Alan, now!” then captured my husband’s lips in mine once again.

He did, gripped his hands around my hips and bounced me up and down on his cock, pulling me down and pressing himself up into me with each thrust.

Another orgasm swept through my body. I held Robert’s lips to mine with my hand behind his head, every part of my body tense, quivering, my lips tightening and the groans escaped my mouth into Robert’s.

After the orgasm finished wracking through my body, Robert broke our kiss, letting me lean back and relax a moment again. Alan pushed me off his cock and said, “Roll over, babygirl. Hands and knees.”

I did, anticipating with excitement what was coming. “Scoot up a little,” he commanded.

Alan climbed behind me, pressed back inside me, no resistance. God, his cock felt so fucking good! I hung my head, panting, waiting for the pounding to start. He leaned over me, reached around and pinched my nipples, hard, then wrapped his hands around my tits, pulling me up, maybe three-quarters of the way, looking straight ahead into my husband’s eyes, Alan’s hands around my tits, supporting me.

And then suddenly, he backed out and slammed back inside me. I couldn’t stop the groans every time Alan thrust into me. He and I had done it a lot in doggy, but never like this. This was new. And glorious, the physical sensations shooting through me with every thrust were just... There are no words!

If my husband wanted an erotic experience between me and Alan, he was getting it.

I don’t know how many times my body orgasmed in the next minutes. It seemed that Alan was unstoppable, pounding into my pussy, unlike anything we’d done as teenagers.

I don’t know how long it went on. All I knew at the time was that the man I’d wanted to marry so long ago was doing his best to make me ‘his’ woman... and I was enjoying every fucking, incredible second. How a man could go this long without wearing down I had no idea. But I wasn’t complaining, either.

I wanted to see him, see his muscles bulging, but I didn’t want to quit what we were doing, either. Robert was still right there, watching as this man fucked his school-teacher wife.

Then Alan’s fingers started digging harder into my tits, squeezing, smashing, feeling so good. He pulled me back to him, pressed hard inside me, and I heard him groaning, again making those short, hard thrusts. The feeling of his cum spurting against my cervix again set off my own, another orgasm.

Robert was right in front of my face, watching. Every grimace. Hearing every scream.

Later, Alan said he had to go home for the night. To let his dogs out to go potty! He dressed, Robert and I still in bed, naked.

To let his dogs out!

“Do you have to go home tomorrow?” Alan asked me.

I looked at my husband, left it up to him. He looked back at me, “You said you have homework for school.”

“It could wait,” I told him. I never had any to begin with. It was an excuse that I didn’t need anymore.

He looked back toward Alan, “Think we need to talk about it.”


Chapter 9

Robert and I were leaning against the headboard, the same one that my ex, I guess not so much ‘ex’-lover anymore had tried to hammer my head through a few minutes earlier.

Alan left ‘to let his dogs go potty’ a few minutes earlier. I smiled at that, a man who’d leave the woman he’d just fucked for letting his dogs out couldn’t be all bad.

It was a brief respite from my feeling of impending disaster. I was crying, trying to keep the tears wiped off my cheeks and not doing a very good job of it. “I’m so, so sorry,” I told my husband, in between the near sobs.

He wrapped an arm around my shoulders, pulling me to him, “Hon? What?”

He still didn’t get it. I looked at him, wiping tears off my cheeks, trying to calm myself, “I lied to you, sweetheart. Well, not exactly, but I didn’t tell you everything, not nearly.”

He lay there, waiting for me to continue.

I wiped another tear from my cheek, “I told you about Alan, but not everything. I didn’t tell you how much I loved him. We were going to be married, at least I thought so.” I took a deep breath, “It was why I didn’t want to tell you about Alan in the first place, our first time. I didn’t want to drag out my old memories because I was afraid… of exactly what happened… of what it could do to us, our marriage.”

From the look on his face, I thought he was starting to understand, at least a little. I went on with a whisper, “I can’t… put what happened back in a bottle, forget that it happened, forget how much I loved Alan…” and I know, my soft whisper, “that I still do.”

I wiped away another tear, getting a little strength back that I was finally being honest with Robert, “I thought… that if we just went to dinner… nothing would happen. I tried, I really did. That it’d be okay. We could go home and… everything would be fine. But it’s not fine. I can’t….”

Robert was starting to understand, his face had turned white, fearing what was coming out of my mouth. So was I.

“I love you. I love our kids and our life together… but, but I can’t just go back… and forget.”

He was looking down, “So,” looked back up at me, “what you’re saying, you’re going to choose him?”

At that, I burst into tears all over again. When I got myself back in control, “No… I don’t know! I just know I can’t just leave!” I tried to understand myself, “I… I… want… need… both… I love you!” my sobs engulfing me.

We lay for the next several minutes, me trying to control myself. I felt like I needed my husband, “Sweetheart, make love with me?”

He looked toward me with a smile on his face, “Aren’t you pretty sore?”

I nodded, “Uhuh, but it’s a good sore. I still want you.”

He rolled over toward me, we kissed and made slow, lingering love. The kind we’d done hundreds of times, probably thousands, but still special. It proved he still loved me… and I, him.

Next morning, we woke up a little before seven because our flight was at ten and we still needed to talk about what to do, reschedule or be at the airport.

Robert rolled over toward me, supporting his head on his elbow, “Daniella,” it’s always something important when he calls me ‘Daniella’. “You love me, right?”

I nodded, “Of course I do…”

“Then I have a proposal to make. And let me finish before you say anything, even if you think it’s crazy, okay?”

He had me more than intrigued, “Ookayy.”

He hesitated, like it was something important. I guess it was, to both of us. I just wanted him to spit it out, whatever. “If we stayed and spent another night, it’d be at Alan’s, right? And you’d sleep with him, wouldn’t you?”

I wasn’t sure how to answer that, honestly, I guess, “I… I’d want to… if it was okay with you.”

“Then we’d go home Monday?”

I nodded affirmatively. “Absolutely!” No question about it.

“Then, what I suggest is… you stay, I go home. You come home tomorrow.”

I looked at him in disbelief, that wasn’t what I was expecting. “Love, we’re in this together, whatever, we should both…”

He interrupted, “No, maybe we’re in it together, but I’d just be an uncomfortable third wheel. You want time with Alan. This way, you won’t have to keep looking over your shoulder… and I trust you.”

I almost cried at that last, after I’d deceived him about Alan? I started to respond, no idea what to even say, when he held up his hand. “No, I know what you’re going to say. And what happened last night was my fault more than yours. I’m the one who insisted on the dress. You were going to wear something simple… but I’m the one… who wanted to see you with him. Why do you think I invited him to our room? To have a drink with us?” He let out a little laugh after that.

“Sweetheart, I can’t, I… just… can’t.”

“Hon, I’ve been awake nearly all night thinking about this. And you know what conclusion I came to?”

I wiped another tear, “No, what?”

“I know you love me. And despite last night, I don’t think any man can come between us. Do you?”

“No, of course not, but…”

“And I’m willing to bet my life on that… our life. I know how badly you really want to do this. And if you’re as certain as I am, there’s only one way to prove it. But if you’re not… and you really could leave me… our family for him, then you have to come home. Now. But… then what? You’ll be miserable, we’d never be the same. It doesn’t matter now who did what. There’s only one way. You have to stay

I smiled wiping a tear from my eye and I kissed my husband, “Guess we better get you to the airport then, huh.” I hugged him tightly, “I love you, you know that?”

I dug Alan’s card out of my purse, my fingers shaking with fear and excitement. I hadn’t expected what happened last night, but this? No way! The thought of spending the day… and then the night with Alan, just me, alone with him, sent a fevered rush of adrenalin through me. I closed my eyes, hugging my body, remembering how his body had felt last night, and my pussy was dripping all over again. I giggled at my memory of the morning Alan had first called me ‘babygirl’. He’d said I was insatiable. And that’s exactly how I felt.

It’s not that I didn’t want Robert there, I did, sort of. But being alone with Alan was just on a different universe! I remembered how I felt before that homecoming dance when I knew I was going to be Alan’s date, how excited I was. How much I’d looked forward to him kissing me.

I just wished that I’d brought some different clothes. The ones I had, except for that dress from last night, were not intended for a romantic day. And I couldn’t wear it all day.

I put my daydreaming aside and my shaking fingers called the number on Alan’s card, smiling at the thought of adding him to my contacts. This wasn’t going to be the last time I called him, I knew. When he answered, just hearing his voice on the phone sent another thrill through me. My panties, if I’d been wearing any, would already have been so wet.

He told me that he’d pick me up at the hotel, sounding just as excited as I was. Robert was already on the phone with the airline to change the reservation and I nudged him, mouthing to him that Alan wanted to pick me up here. He grinned and shook his head as he finished the arrangements with the airline.

When we were both off the phone, he said that was perfect, that I wouldn’t be able to go past security at the airport, anyway and he could take the car back.

But I recognized the anguish in his voice. He tried to hide it, but he was hurting, or maybe it was just his jealousy rearing its head. I couldn’t imagine what it must be like for him, letting his wife stay alone for what he knew would be an intimate day and night with her ex-lover. That word brought a smile to me, he wasn’t ‘ex’ anymore. He was my lover again.

I know what I should have done, called Alan back, told him I was going home with my husband.

But I couldn’t.

“He said he’d be here in an hour,” I told Robert.

“You better hurry and get ready, then.”

I saw the look on his face and hugged and kissed him. He was trying to be strong, but on the verge of tears. We’ve been married twenty-eight years and I know him. “I love you, you know that, don’t you?”

He smiled, he didn’t want to cry; you know, be the big tough guy who doesn’t cry at silly emotions, like I do. I was crying then. “I love you, too,” he told me, then kissed me, long and hard.

“I’ll be home tomorrow, promise!” I told him, then thought I better know, “What time is the flight?”

“One-fifteen,” he said, “I didn’t think you’d want to get up too early. “And it’s just to Seattle, I’ll meet you there, it’ll get in at seven after four.” There’s a three-hour time difference.

“If he’s going to be here in an hour,” he looked at his watch, “fifty-five minutes,” you’d better get ready. I’ll make sure your suitcase is packed.”

Forty minutes later I was ready; nervous, excited. Robert was getting ready to go to the airport. When I heard the knock on the door, I let him in, then went in the bathroom to check on Robert. “He’s here, last chance, you sure?” Robert was brushing his teeth.

He rinsed his mouth, hugged me for the longest time then kissed me, “No, but… guess I don’t have to tell you to have fun, do I?” He was trying to be strong.

I wiped a tear from my cheek, kissed him back, smiled, and said, “No, I don’t think so.”

I closed the door and Alan wheeled my suitcase down the hall to the elevator. My clammy hand was in his down the elevator and out the front door. I was thankful that ‘swimsuit girl’ wasn’t there at the desk. Alan led me to his truck, a new-looking Ford King Ranch, baby-blue and white two-tone paint. I’d forgotten, but then remembered that blue was Alan’s favorite color. It was the color of that pickup way back when.

He opened the door for me, rich leather bucket seats. “You’ve moved up in the truck-world, haven’t you?”

“Finances are a little different than high school,” he explained. I imagine they were, fourteen years in the NFL, all-pro wide receiver, probably wasn’t exactly a minimum wage job. Now, two very upscale restaurants.

“Only thing I see wrong is that it isn’t a bench seat,” I giggled, remembering our make-out sessions in his old Ford. He folded the center console cushion up and voila – a bench seat.

I scooted over and we kissed, taking my breath away. That kiss alone was enough to soak my panties. I still could hardly believe that this was happening. I was alone, in the arms of the man I’d been dreaming about the last several months, our lips pressed tight together.

“Your man must be out of his mind to let you do this,” he said.

I smiled at him, “He trusts me,” I told him.

“But me, does he trust me?”

I kissed him again, on the lips, shorter this time, “He doesn’t need to trust you. He knows what we’ll be doing until tomorrow.”

“Mmm, and what would that be?” he asked.

“Maybe you can use your imagination, think of something… but the restaurant, don’t you have to be there today?”

“The restaurants will still be there day after tomorrow. But even if they weren’t, I’d gladly give up both for the next twenty-four-hours with you.”

That took my breath away, my heart pounding in my chest.

I knew I shouldn’t be feeling this way for a man who wasn’t my husband but my emotions were a little outside my control at the moment. All I wanted to do with him… I’ll let you figure that out.

He rubbed his hand up and down my slacks, “You didn’t used to dress this way,” he said.

“It’s all I brought,” not telling him that it was to help keep my libido in control. “You want to take me shopping?” suddenly wanting to be wearing something different with him, sexy, something not from home. I had no more desire to control myself. Matter of fact, I had every intention of losing myself in this man for the next twenty-four hours. After that…?


Chapter 10

He started the truck. I loved the rumble of the big diesel engine; big, powerful, just like the man who I had every intention of fucking until I couldn’t walk. I snuggled against him, pressing my body to his, my arms wrapped around one of his, feeling so alive and excited, like I had when I was eighteen and the sexiest boy in school had picked me as his girlfriend.

I felt like dancing, total euphoria when we got out of the truck at The Westshore Plaza, a huge shopping mall, horny and excited, anxious to get into something more fun, more like the mood I was in.

Alan and I used to go shopping together. There’s this store in Kennewick, it’s still there, the Castle Megastore, a sex store. He’d pick out the most outlandish, sexy things for me to try on. There was this tight little latex skirt, it couldn’t have been more than ten inches long; high heels and an almost sheer nylon blouse. He bought them, along with a lacy, bikini panty, then dared me to wear them with no bra in the Columbia Center Mall for an hour. It ended up more than two hours, I was having so much fun.

After those two hours I fucked him so hard! I thought we might break the Ford’s springs.

My parents would have grounded me for a month if they had known. Maybe a year. Maybe I’d still be grounded.

That’s how I felt that morning in Tampa, like that sexy, silly girl. Of course, I wanted something a bit more ‘adult’ than a tight latex skirt, since I am forty-nine. A very nice forty-nine, though, even I have to admit. Still a flat tummy, nice butt, pretty legs. Robert has always said my sexy legs are my best part. ‘Except for your tits’, he’d usually add, with a laugh.

Maybe leather, I LOVE leather. Anything leather. So sexy! I have a leather dress at home that I can’t even remember the last time I wore. That’s going to change when I get home, Robert will be thrilled.

That’s what I told Alan, that I wanted a leather skirt. A sexy one!

Everything looked so different than it had yesterday afternoon. Amazing what difference a night of incredible sex can make. Of course, my companion, too. Not that I don’t love my husband and don’t love being with him, I do. But being with Alan was so different. It brought back those young girl memories, made me feel that way again. Even if I hadn’t known Alan before, just being with this sexy hunk would make any woman drunk with the ‘sexy, silly girl’ feeling.

I’ve never used a recreational drug in my life. Oops, maybe not quite true, Alan’s brownies… But this giddiness, the sexual excitement must be at least a little how the real thing feels. My girl hormones were in overdrive, sending shockwave after shockwave to my pussy. Last night hadn’t been enough, not even close!

He parked at the Westshore Plaza, a big shopping mall, much bigger than our Columbia Center Mall. I was excited when Alan opened the door for me and I climbed down, my legs shaking with the sense of adventure.

I thought briefly of my husband, probably at the airport by now. But he wanted me to have fun, and I know he was sincere. I wasn’t going to disappoint him. I was not being a high school science teacher today!

Alan held my hand as we walked through the mall. Just holding his hand was sending electric shock waves through my body. The memory of last night, his skin against mine, almost gave me an instant orgasm, walking down the plaza.

We stopped at a little costume jewelry kiosk. I hadn’t brought any jewelry on this trip because I wanted to be… searching my brain for the right word… nondescript, unsexy, like the slacks and blouse I was wearing. Now, though, I wanted just the opposite. Forty-nine or twenty-nine, I felt sexy, wanted to look sexy. For my man.

We bought a pair of silver, dangling hoop earrings, spiral-shaped. I’ve always worn small ones; Black Hills Gold, small imitation diamonds, things like that. Never anything like those. I took out the little gold studs that were in my ears and Alan threaded the hoop through my piercing, letting his fingers linger on my neck. “Beautiful,” he said. I checked in the kiosk’s mirror. They were. I loved them, so racy.

He took me in the Leather Loft, everything leather you could ask for. “I’ve walked past here so many times, thinking of you and how you loved leather. Never imagined bringing you here.”

Every time he said something like that it made me giddy with happiness, knowing how he’d been thinking of me, even after all those years. There’s that word again, ‘giddy’. I expect I’ll use it a lot to describe my day, it so perfectly describes my hot, young girl feeling.

We started looking at skirts, both of us giggling at the ridiculous skirts that Alan kept pulling out, holding them up to my waist, commenting how good it’d look on me. I had pledged that I’d be okay with short, but ridiculous micro? I didn’t think so. We’d been there maybe ten minutes when he found one that he said, “This is the one!”

It was gorgeous and when I felt it, the burgundy leather was so soft, not the ten-twelve-inch micros, but pretty darn close, but the feature that made it stand out was the lacing on one side. It had about a two-inch wide, open, laced gap all the way to the top.

I loved it! Alan found a salesgirl and asked about a dressing room. She directed us to either side of the store, little cubbyholes with three-quarter height doors.

I was wishing there was room for two, but they were small. I slipped down what I now considered my awful, granny slacks, vowing to give them away when I got home and a sudden inspiration hit me. My head was above the top of the door, so I asked Alan if he’d find me a pair of leather pants as well. I didn’t want to have to put the old ones back on.

While he was looking for pants, I pulled on the skirt, loving how it felt against my skin. It fit perfectly, low on my hips and shorter than anything I’ve worn since… probably college. I don’t know, maybe not even then. And with that laced gap up the side showing off my thigh skin, it seemed so naughty. I giggled, I wouldn’t even be able to wear panties with it.

I slid my panties down, feeling the cool air on my wet pussy. Could I? I looked in the mirror again, turning this way and that, seeing how short it was, how that gap showed off my naked thigh. I giggled again, thinking that ‘young’ Dani would have worn it (just not around her parents), so will this Dani!

I didn’t even want to take it off, wanted to show Alan, see if it did to him what it was doing to me. And my husband was going to love it, too, when I got home.

Speaking of Robert, while I waited for Alan and the pants, I got a text from him that he was just boarding and would have to turn his phone off. I texted him back a simple, ‘love you’.

Then I had an inspiration, tying the bottom of my blouse so it’d show off my midriff, then snapped a selfie in the mirror of myself in the skirt, showing that gap and my naked thigh, texting it to him along with a short note, ‘a start to some new clothes’.

I saw Alan walking back toward the dressing room, carrying a pair of brown, leather pants, and handed them to me over the door. I slipped the skirt off, and the pants on, not bothering with my panties. Beautiful. Perfect. Mmm, and that leather rubbing against my naked pussy when I moved! I was a naughty, naughty girl.

The pants were for tomorrow, the trip home, the skirt for today with Alan. So, I slipped the pants back off and the skirt on, thinking how much fun it was going to be wearing it through the mall. Maybe I did look a little silly, a nearly fifty-year-old wearing that skirt, but I knew I looked good… and it made me feel so sexy.

I untied the bottom of my blouse and tucked it in. Alan loved the look of the skirt on me. So did I.

The sales girl snipped the tag off the skirt, and I cringed when I realized how much Alan was spending on just a skirt and pants, almost two-hundred dollars! Alan didn’t even flinch, though.

Macy’s was right next door. I needed a couple blouses, bra, and maybe a pair of panties, you know - just in case.

We found a thin, black, blouse, just sheer enough to show off a bra and the hip-hugger skirt, a black lace bra and panty set, panties nothing more than a thong with a thin elastic around the waist. I loved the black along with the burgundy skirt. And I couldn’t wait to put them on!

I got a light, cashmere sweater for tomorrow. It needed to be warmer because it was still cold at home, unlike Tampa that today was currently seventy-eight degrees and still getting warmer.

After Alan paid for them, I found a bathroom and changed, putting on the bra and blouse. Oh my, if I thought, I’d looked good before! The blouse was just sheer enough to show off a tinge of skin, and that lacy bra looked so sexy. Looking at myself objectively, I thought I could easily pass for thirtyish. I didn’t think they looked silly at all on my figure, just sexy. Maybe if people knew I was forty-nine… but they wouldn’t.

Shoes. The shoes I was wearing were not going to work. They were for comfort, not what I had in mind. If anything looked silly right now, it was those shoes with the rest of my outfit. Alan suggested that Neiman Marcus on the other end of the mall would be the place to look, so we set off.

As soon as we walked in, I commented to Alan that their shoes were beautiful. When we got closer and could see prices, I told him they were too expensive, that we had to go somewhere different.

“Let me worry about that, you pick out what you like,” he said with a little chuckle.

They were like five-hundred dollars up, some going up to two-thousand! No way was I letting him pay that for one pair of shoes.

But one pair caught my eyes, and they were ONLY $536.99, discounted from $894. Gianvito Rossi, four-inch heels, criss-cross ankle strap, three diagonal straps across the toes, kind of a black-burgundy mix. I drooled at those shoes, afraid to say anything to Alan. Unfortunately, he recognized my drooling and asked my size. Without even thinking, I told him, size five-and-a-half.

“You have that?” Alan asked the salesguy, he was kind of cute. He said he’d check and was back in a moment carrying a box. I couldn’t believe that Alan was actually going to spend that much on a pair of shoes.

“Alan, no… it’s just too much,” I told him.

“Babygirl, my last year’s contract with the Bucs was over nine million dollars. I think I can afford five-hundred dollars for a pair of shoes.”

My jaw dropped open. I could never even imagine that much money. And one year? My reluctance for the shoes suddenly evaporated.

I sat, waiting. A moment later, he brought back a box, carefully opened it, and slipped one on my right foot, buckling the straps. As soon as he did, he looked up at me with a smile on his face, I felt the blood rush to my face, realizing what I was wearing, or rather NOT wearing. My knees quite suddenly pushed together, a little too late, I was sure.

He gave me a little air kiss along with his smile, and my naughtiness (temporary insanity?) made its reappearance, my knees relaxing, a few inches apart, just enough…

His attention returned to the shoes, or at least pretended to. I felt like teasing a bit more and let my knees innocenty swing another couple inches apart. His eyes were, shall I say… having difficulties staying on the shoes.

I’ve never been a ‘shoes’ girl, not even back then, but these, clear, diagonal straps around my ankle and toes, with the narrow, black/burgundy strap attached to those, about four-inch heels. After she’d done both, I stood and took a few steps. If I thought I loved them before… They were sooo comfortable, even with the high heels. And I knew how they looked with that skirt and blouse. Just wearing them made my pussy all gushy. At least it would have if I wasn’t already so gushy.

“You sure?” I asked Alan, imploring him with my eyes that I wanted them!

“You want to wear them now? They look fantastic with that outfit,” he said.

Yess! I wanted to wear them. I thought the ones last night were good but nothing like this. Those alone made me feel so much sexier. He could tell from the look on my face, “We’ll put the old ones in the box,” he said, handing over his credit card.

I couldn’t believe the difference walking down the mall in those shoes instead of my flats. I felt like a different woman. “You want a manicure?” he asked me.

I looked at my hands. My nails looked nice, I’d done them last night, but I know they could be better. I’ve had a professional manicure but it’d been so long ago, and I knew what a professional could do for a set of nails. “Love it,” I told him. We’d gone past a store earlier, ‘Pampered Lady’, and went back that direction.

When we went in, Alan told the lady at the front counter, “My lovely Dani would like everything you do,” he said.

“You’re lucky,” she said, “we’re slow today. Yesterday you would have needed an appointment.” She led me back to another young woman at a vacant manicure station, introducing her as Tammy, “And your name’s Dani?” she asked.

“Daniella,” I told her, “but I usually go by Dani.”

Tammy asked me to sit on the opposite side of the table, “What would you like today, Dani?”

I looked out at where Alan was sitting, out of sight in their lobby, saying that I was getting everything, “I don’t know, what all do you do?” I asked.

“Manicure, pedicure, makeup, hair, there’s massage in the back, so whatever you’d like,” she said.

I didn’t want to sit for a massage, so I told her, “All but the massage, I guess.”

She looked at my face closely, then my fingernails, “You have any color in mind?” she asked, “I have some ideas what would look really nice on you.”

I explained, “Something that’ll look nice with the burgundy and black,” I told her, “and my shoes,” pulling my feet out from under the desk, eager to show them off.

“Beautiful!” she said, “are they comfortable?”

“Very! I feel like I could wear them all day. I’ve never owned heels comfortable like these. I love them!”

“I know,” she laughed, “they always hurt my feet.”

“You should go check Neiman Marcus,” I told her, “that’s where these came from.”

I sat with her for the next hour. She started with my hands and nails, then feet. I couldn’t believe the difference between what I’d done and what she could do with them. My hands looked delicate, feminine, beautiful nails, and feet likewise. When she finished, she led me over to a hairdresser, Renee’.

When Renee’ finished, she took me back to Tammy, who worked on my face the next twenty minutes. I wished I could see what she was doing, but there was no mirror. When she finished, she pulled a mirror from her drawer and showed me. Oh my God! The woman looking back at me was beautiful, stunning, so young-looking. I think I went from the thirties to twenties. Her hair in soft curls around her face, the makeup, I can’t even describe, everything seemed so subtle, but the overall effect… Wow, just wow!

Another new perfume, too, different but every bit as enticing as the one from the night before, she dabbed it behind my ears, down my collarbone and gave me a small bottle, “for later,” she said, smiling, “for when you’re ready for Alan to ravish you. He won’t be able to resist.” Then she added, “As if he could, anyway.”

I looked at her, questioningly. She laughed, “Everyone in Tampa knows Alan Ryder,” she explained, “and there’s not a woman in Tampa, probably in Florida, that wouldn’t want to be you tonight.”

She made one more little touchup to my lipstick, “If you don’t mind my asking, how did you manage to snag him? Rumor is he hardly ever dates.”

I smiled, remembering. “It’s kind of a long story,” I told her, “we… umm, knew each other in high school, just sort of reunited last night.”

She chuckled, putting the cap back on the lipstick, “knew each other pretty well, I’m guessing?”

I smiled, “Uhuh, you could probably say that,” I confirmed. I liked her.

I know she’d noticed my ring, “Married, too, your husband must be quite a guy.” She didn’t say it with any rancor or sarcasm, just honest curiosity.

“Oh he is, it’s really a long story.”

“Bet you’ll have quite a story for him, later, too, won’t you?”

I’d begun to enjoy this conversation, smiling, “He got a pretty good sample last night, I hadn’t seen Alan for thirty-one years. We had a lot of making up to do. Robert was there. He let me stay in town until tomorrow, we’re from Washington State.”

She handed me her business card after writing her personal cell number on it. “Call me if you ever need a touchup, on me.”

She stood, “Come take a look in the full-length mirror,” she said.

I followed her across the room, stopping in front of the mirror. I could hardly believe that girl was me! Sultry, almost like a professional model. I stood there, gawking, stunned at the woman staring back at me.

“Would you mind, one more thing?” I asked Tammy, hesitant to turn away from the mirror.

“Sure, ask,” she answered.

I handed her my cell phone, “Would you take a picture… for my husband, he’s probably getting a little lonely by now.”

“Happy to,” she said, walking over to get a chair, “why don’t you sit, looking in the mirror. I’ll get one fron the front and back at the same time..”

She set the chair down, a little diagonal from the mirror, I sat, pulling my skirt down. It was the first time I’d noticed how much it rode up my legs.

“No, leave it, I’m guessing he’ll like it that way, let your knees apart just a little,” she chuckled, “just enough for him to see what’s under that sexy skirt.”

I did as she asked, not trying to hide anything. I couldn’t see myself because of the diagonal way I was sitting, but from her vantage point, she’d be able. “Pretend you’re a model, change your expression, move around a little, try to look sexy… not that that’ll be hard,” she laughed.

I don’t know how many pictures she snapped but several. When she was done, she handed me the phone and we scrolled through them together. Looking at myself like that was pussy-gushing exciting! There were some that clearly showed a damp pussy, too.

“I think there’s at least one you can send him, don’t you?” Tammy said.

“I think more than one that’ll push his buttons,” I told her. I keyed in his phone number in my message app and handed the phone to her, “Here, you pick one, don’t show me, just hit send.”

She took my phone, smiling, scrolled for a moment, apparently picked one, sent it, and handed me the phone back. I looked at what she’d sent and my pussy must have gotten the chair damp. Robert was going to… I don’t even know what.

A moment later, we were back in the lobby, Tammy telling Alan, “Take good care of her tonight.”

His eyes widened and his mouth dropped open, standing up to greet me. “My God, babygirl! I knew… but…” his eyes looking me up and down, face showing his desire for me.

He smiled, “Oh, I intend to, I have some surprises in mind that I’m pretty sure she’ll enjoy.”

Now, I was really curious!


Chapter 11

The clock on the wall showed that I’d been over two-and-a-half hours.

“It was worth every minute!” he exclaimed.

As I was leaving, Tammy whispered in my ear, “I’m telling my boyfriend all about you, we’re going to have so much fun tonight.”

I looked at her in disbelief at what she’d just shared, her grin a mile wide.

I had no idea what we were doing next. What I did know, though was that I was on top of the world. Sexy, provocative, glamorous, with the man of any woman’s dreams. I was torn between looking forward to the rest of our day… or the night ahead.

I also knew, when we got to his pickup, that I needed help up into it with the tight skirt I was wearing. A glance at Alan’s groin area confirmed that he approved.

“Would you like a river tour of downtown?” he asked, “no way I’m going to be with such a beautiful woman and not show her off.”

Okay, but what I really wanted was a tour of his bedroom. My pussy was screaming at me; bedroom, bedroom! “I’d love it,” I lied to him. Not really a lie, it sounded like fun and I was dressed for going out and looked forward to showing off. But the other sounded like so much more fun. I was tingling all over with expectation what tonight was going to be like, knowing that every minute it got closer the anticipation would be growing. And what had he meant by ‘surprises’?

There’s this thing called a ‘Pirate Water Taxi’ in Tampa. Robert and I had seen it but wanted the walk. I’d needed to walk off the nervous energy. Today, though, that’s where Alan led me after he’d gotten me down from the truck. He held me around my waist and lifted me down, watching my eyes as he lowered me toward the ground, holding me up so my face was at his level and we kissed. And kissed. And kissed, right there in the public parking lot. I could have stayed there forever, our lips and tongues working together.

When he finally set me the rest of the way down, my breath was gone, my pantyless pussy was soaked anew. Nighttime and his bed seemed so far away.

He bought us both a bracelet for the water taxi, then held my hand, helping me on, dozens of other people, virtually all watching me. Or maybe Alan, he was a celebrity in Tampa, Tammy had made that clear. We sat for a few minutes waiting for others to board, me holding my knees tight together and enjoying how sitting pulled my skirt up my legs. Alan noticed. I think everyone noticed. I’d never felt so beautiful, vibrant, so many people’s heads turned my direction.

“Are you getting hungry?” he asked.

With the excitement, I hadn’t even noticed, but I was. The hotel’s breakfast had been a long time ago. “I am,” I told him

“There’s a place on the waterfront, we’ll be there in a little while, ‘The Ulele’, he said, “we’ll stop there.”

We floated slowly along the river, I recognized several of the places Robert and I had seen the day before on our walk, pointing out to Alan the store where we bought the dress. He pointed out the Tampa Museum of Art, the Florida Aquarium, asking me if I wanted to stop there. I would another time, but his bedroom was the only thing I was really interested in. And the boat, with Alan, was so romantic. I was wishing that it was evening, getting dark or even after dark. It’d be even more so. Of course, there was somewhere else, even more romantic that I hoped we’d be, instead.

It was almost the last stop before the boat turned around the other direction where we got off for the Ulele, then about a block-long walk. I felt like skipping, I was so happy. But my new shoes weren’t exactly skipping shoes, comfortable as they were. Alan held me close the whole way, but he didn’t have to try hard. I just wanted to crawl inside him… or maybe I should say to have him inside me!

We rounded a corner and saw the restaurant with a statue of an Indian maiden in front. He explained, “Her name’s Ulele, she was a princess, Tampa’s own Pocahontas. Her father, the chief, was going to kill a captive named Juan Ortiz in the 1500s. Ulele intervened and saved his life. She’s revered as a heroine here in Tampa.

We sat at an outdoor table and a waiter greeted us with a menu filled with foods I’d never heard of before: Alligator Hush Puppies, Water Works Wedge, Gouda Grouper… “You know, I was so excited last night, I didn’t taste a thing. I’m so sorry!” I told him.

He laughed, “I knew, you were a bundle of nerves last night.”

“And your looking at me like that when you ordered the ice cream, I wanted to…”

“So did I, babygirl, so did I.”

“I wasn’t going to, you know. I’d convinced myself that I couldn’t. I love my husband and…”

He took my hand, “Babygirl, I know. You have a family. I won’t pretend that I don’t want you to leave tomorrow, but I know you will, you have to. I’m just hoping…”

“Can we not talk about that now, Alan, please. I just want to enjoy what we have today and tonight… and see what comes after that.” I wiped a tear out of my eyes. I wanted him so badly!

“Babygirl, you have no idea how hard it is for me to not rip those clothes off you right here in front of the world,” he said, emotion dripping out of his voice.

I smiled, “Me too, can we go after we eat? Back to your house?”

“We can go right this instant if you want, babygirl.”

I smiled, tempted, “I’m hungry. If we leave now, we’ll be busy all night, won’t get a thing to eat.”

My phone beeped, I looked at it, a text from Robert. I opened it, reading it, his reaction to the picture, telling Alan, “He’s home, my husband.” I texted him back, ‘Having a great day, thank you so much, love you.’

“You want to send him a picture, show him how beautiful his wife is?”

I smiled, thinking of the picture Tammy had sent him, showing it to Alan. He smiled at the ultra-provocative picture we’d sent. I thought for a minute. After last night… and what he said this morning, maybe another, “Would you?” I  asked Alan, handing him my phone.

“How about we ask someone to take it of both of us together,” he suggested. So when the waiter came back to take our order, Alan asked if he’d mind taking a picture, passing the phone off one more time.

Alan and I stood, him on my right so I could turn a little, showing the laced gap in my skirt, then Alan reached his head down and kissed me, his arms tight around me, bending me back with the passion. Then we looked at the waiter, arms around each other for a real picture.

He handed the phone back to Alan, not knowing it was mine. I tried to pull it from Alan’s hand, but he held it away, “We have to order, babygirl.”

I was anxious to see the pictures, but we looked at the menus again while our photographer waited. I looked at the menu again, there was one thing that had drawn my eye, “I’ll have the Shrimp ‘n Grits,” I told him. I love shrimp and always wanted to try grits. It sounded perfect.

“Sir?” He must not have recognized Alan. I was surprised at the number of people who didn’t. Of course, our waiter was young, probably twenty-one, twenty-two, something like that. He’d have been like nine or ten when Alan retired.

“Same thing, it sounds good. And maybe the Jalapeno Corn Beer Muffins,” Alan said.

Corn beer muffins? What? Guess I’d find out.

“And a bottle of your Juan Ortiza red wine, the Rioja, please,” Alan added.

He left and I told Alan, “You know wine?”

He smiled, “A little, not much,” he laughed, “I have no idea what it is, except its expensive so must be good.”

I giggled, thinking of the wine Alan had just ordered that was so like the Alan I knew so long ago. He’d do things for no other reason than it sounded fun. “Remember the time you ordered that, I don’t even remember what, and it was so awful?”

He laughed, too, “I do, it was some kind of sushi, but I also remember what came after.”

I blushed, remembering it, too. It was our second time with the mattress in the back of his truck, the weekend after prom night, under the stars in Columbia Park, people all around. We had been afraid we’d be arrested but quickly got over the ‘worrying’ part. I think he almost wanted us to be ‘discovered’. Not arrested, just discovered, watched. I almost did, too. I discovered that night that I maybe had a little bit of an exhibitionist streak in me, even more than that day in the mall.

“Maybe tonight will be just as fun?” he added. My pussy let out another scream to get on with it! I pressed my knees together, trying to stave off the almost-orgasm. I was that sexually keyed-up, that a simple memory could set me off. Of course, what had happened that night in the back of his truck hadn’t been so simple. I’ll just say that the awful sushi was a distant memory afterward.

I never tried sushi again. But the back of the truck? Those two times were only the beginning. I guess that was one more thing wrong with the big new truck – no mattress in back.

The waiter brought the muffins, then the wine. The muffins were… different. Good, but something I didn’t think I’d want again. Alan enjoyed them, though, and I ate a couple, I was hungry. The second one was a lot better, kind of grew on me.

The waiter poured each of us a glass of wine and Alan tasted, complimenting how good it was. I tasted it, too, not being a wine drinker.Maybe tonight will make me forget them, like that evening on the mattress almost made me forget the sushi. I thought a little wine might make ‘later’ even more fun. It was then that I realized how dumb we were. We’d sat on opposite sides of the table. I’d have loved to have to fend off his hand on my leg like the night before, except I wouldn’t have done much ‘fending’.

Our shrimp was really good, grits, too. Better than I expected even. But by the time we’d finished them, I was more than ready to go. Then I remembered the pictures we just had taken. I’d forgotten them. I asked Alan to see them. He picked up my phone off the table and scrolled, a smile on his face, handing it back to me. He’d just sent the picture with me bent over backward, his tongue down my throat, plus one other – one that Tammy must have not noticed, me in the chair, my pussy glistening wet. I hoped my blush was hidden by the makeup. I hoped my husband appreciated the sacrifice I was making just for him. Yeah, right!

I hoped Robert approved. He had told me to have fun and I assume he meant it.

Alan paid the bill and we waited for the boat going back toward where he parked. It was beginning to get dark, the sun going down and reflecting off the river.

My heart rate picked up after we were in the truck actually on the way to Alan’s. This was what I’d been looking forward to all day, ever since Robert suggested I stay another night.

He turned down a beautiful street, Bayshore Boulevard, then a side street, Julia Circle, one block and pulled into a driveway, a beautiful house that looked like Scarlett O'Hara in ‘Gone With The Wind’ would be right at home sitting under the veranda; two stories, tall, stately columns on each side of the covered area over the big, double doors, brick driveway and walkway, palm trees, along with beautiful greenery and flowers. “I have a gardener,” Alan explained.

“It’s beautiful,” I told him.

As soon as he opened the door, two giant St Bernards rushed him, covering him with their kisses. He was on his knees loving them back. “Pete and Repete,” he told me, “after a silly joke on Monk, an old TV show.” I remembered that scene, one of mine and Robert’s favorite shows.

Inside, he took me on a brief tour. I wanted a much briefer tour, one room in particular. There was a swim pool, spa, and huge brick patio in the back; dark, masculine wood flooring; beautiful, big kitchen. “My favorite room,” he said, adding, “until now.”

I wanted to see his bedroom!

Dark, plush leather furniture; a pool and exercise equipment room with a beautiful, carved pool table and several kinds of workout equipment. No wonder his body was like it was. Every step, I was getting wetter, anticipating.

Finally, he opened a door, solid oak, “My new favorite room,” he said. His bedroom! A huge oak bed in the center, patio door onto the back patio, all immaculately clean. Everything was immaculate. He showed me the master bath, floor-level hot tub, big shower, double lavatory.

He took my hand, I was shaking, thinking about that bed. Pulled me back into the bedroom, kissed me with the passion I’d been feeling all day.

“You want to have some fun, babygirl?” he asked me.

I nodded, couldn’t even speak. He had no idea!

“You remember the night you let me tie you to the bed?”

I smiled, how could I not remember the fun we had that night!

“You and your husband ever do anything like that?”

We hadn’t. I’d been almost afraid to suggest it after we married. Now, with how our rejuvenated sex life, I was regretting it. But that’s an issue for another time. Now…

“You used to be kind of kinky, liked doing things, Want to do something like it again?”


Chapter 12

I thought, yesterday morning, I’d have said ‘no way’. Now, though. It sounded exciting, I remembered how sexy and exciting those times had been. “Yes,” I told him, giggling, thinking of myself spread-eagled on Alan’s bed, at his mercy.

“Cool, babygirl, we’ll have some fun.”

He took a deep breath, I glanced down at his erection. A smile crossed my face, anticipation of the next little while mounting by the second. My panties were already wet! I watched as Alan got up, went to his dresser and pulled out a black blindfold, “We’ll start with this. You ever been blindfolded?”

I shook my head, “No,” I told him, my horny body already shaking with excitement.

He slipped the elastic behind my head, then lowered the black covering down over my eyes. “See anything?” he asked.

It's something we never did. I’ve never been in black like I was in then. Even eyes closed tight weren’t this black. When we did this before, it wasn’t blindfolded. This felt weird… but sexy, knowing that I wouldn’t be able to see anything he was doing. “No, it’s completely dark in here,” I couldn’t stop myself from a little giggle. This was going to be fun.

“Good, think you can undress in the dark?”

“Uhuh.” I wished Robert was here. I think he’d enjoy this.

I waited, not knowing what to expect. "I don’t want you distracted. That’s the fun of the blindfold, it heightens your senses, eliminates distractions. Now, you need to undress.”

I started unbuttoning my blouse. I used to love undressing in front of Alan, but that was so long ago, and I'm married now. It's so different. I’d never been this self-conscious. Because of the new clothes, what was underneath them… wasn’t underneath them! what I knew, and didn’t know what he was going to be doing to me. It was the weirdest, sexiest feeling.

I instinctively looked down at the buttons I was undoing, even though I couldn’t see a thing. I was so turned on, my fingers shaking, slipping the black blouse off my shoulders, off my arms. Revealing my lacy, black bra to him, sheer that showed my tits through it. I knew Alan was watching me but I couldn’t see him. My libido was on fire, had been ever since Robert suggested me staying another night.

I reached behind, found the clip on the bra, holding my breath with excitement. I’ve wanted to do this all day. It was even more exciting than I’d imagined. I held the cups in place with my hands, let the straps fall off my shoulders, then looking around in the dark, let them fall away, exposing my breasts and nipples to the cool air and Alan's vision. And then I felt his damp lips on my nipple, sucking it in his mouth. I groaned, gripping the edge of the bed. The surprise was… a shock, to say the least. His lips felt so good!

“The rest of it.” He released my nipple, waiting. His tease was driving me crazy all over again.

I stood back up, pushed the zipper down in back of the leather skirt, pushing it down off my hips, so conscious that I was naked underneath it, letting it fall to the floor. I sensed Alan reaching down, picking it up. The only thing left was the shoes. I knew that he had to be as turned on as I was. I wished I could see his cock.

The skirt was gone and I stood in nothing except those heels. All day, I’d wanted nothing more than to be naked for Alan. Last night we hadn’t really gotten a chance to enjoy looking at each other’s bodies. I guess I wasn’t going to tonight either, with the blindfold, but I wanted Alan to see my nakedness. I wanted his approval.

It felt like a momentous occasion when I’d let that skirt fall to the floor, revealing myself to him, not even my pubic hair to hide my naked pussy, visualizing him staring, hoping he was appreciating, still anticipating what he might be planning in just a few minutes. I envisioned myself on his bed, hands and feet tied to the four corners like I’d been so many years ago. I still hadn’t told Robert about that night, there had been so much to tell. His bed looked like it had been made for that purpose.

“You work out, don’t you, babygirl? You know you’d make a thirty-nine-year-old woman jealous, don’t you? Hell, after that little session this afternoon, you’d have 99% of twenty-nine-year-olds jealous.” I felt his hands exploring, running up and down my body, giving me the shivers. The whole day had been leading to this. I wanted this man so badly!

“You probably better use the bathroom, might be a while before you’ll be able to again,” he suggested.

I hadn’t even realized it, but I did have to go. He took my hand and led me to the bathroom, then I heard the bathroom door close. “I’ll be right outside to help you back. Don’t take the blindfold off,” he said.

I could have. It would be so easy to take it off. He’d never know. But I didn’t want to cheat, so just sat down, did my job then groped around finding the toilet paper. I held onto the lavatory to find the sink and washed my hands, imagining what it would be like for a blind person to live every moment like this.

When I opened the door, Alan was there, leading me back to the bed. I sat, scooting back, expecting him to have ties, handcuffs, or something to tie me to the corners. Every nerve in my body was alive with the anticipation, the blackness only inflaming it.

“No, not yet,” he said, helping me back to the edge, after I’d lain down, “I have something for you first,” lifting my feet up off the floor, slipping something over them. “Stand up, it’ll go on easier.” What? I didn’t know what he was doing. I thought he’d want me naked.

He pulled it up my legs, like a leotard. It felt good; soft, stretchy, tight, working it onto my body. It was tight around my tummy, the sides high on my waist, like a high cut monokini, then over my boobs, and directing my arms in the sleeves. “What… what is this?” I asked him.

He chuckled, “Just something I think you’ll enjoy.”

“Well, you could just tell me, it feels like a leotard, but why?”

Another chuckle, “It sort of is, you’ll see shortly. Bought it over three years ago, never had the heart to use it with another girl, thought I probably never would.”

He knew how to make my knees buckle.

He held it out so I could put my arms in the sleeves. They were weird, more like trying to push my arms through a tight, too-small elastic tube that stretched tight around them, kind of like pantyhose, except so much tighter. And there were no armholes at the end. I tried pushing my arms further, but the sleeves just didn’t end.

He took my arms, crossed them across my tummy, one under my boobs, the other right below, telling me to hold them there. I like to wear leotards when I work out, like the looks I get. But they’re nothing like this. This was the weirdest I’d ever been in. Especially when I felt him pulling a strap around my lower back, pulling at the sleeves, tighter and tighter, trapping my arms against my body around my waist. The tighter he pulled it, the more panicky I started feeling.

I was getting, scared, good thing I trusted him, but what the hell? I tried pulling my arms back out. It was stretchy, letting me move them but just a little and then pulled them right back, like a rubber band. I could move my elbows, but not my hands or lower arms, they were held tight.

I pulled at my arms, struggling. I’ve never felt anything like it. The slight panic from earlier was growing. This was NOT what I had expected! “Alan!” I cried.

“No point in struggling, you won’t be able to get them loose,” which made me struggle all the more, trying to pull my arms out, but like he said, I couldn’t get them loose, not even change their position. The material just stretched then pulled my arms right back.

“This is a bondage straitjacket. It won’t hurt you, but you won’t be able to get out of it until I let you out, which I’m not going to be inclined to do for a while.

“In case you’re wondering, the material is spandex, stretchy, a pretty pink. He pushed slightly, helping to support me sitting back down on the edge of the bed. “And you look fantastic in it, the way it stretches around your tits,” while he traced around the sides halfway almost up to my boobs.

I tried to imagine, to picture myself.

“How does it feel?” he asked.

“Weird, kind of sexy,” I admitted. I liked it, never felt anything like it.

He chuckled, “Sort of helpless?”

“Uhuh, A lot.”

I felt his fingers on my leg, my inner thigh, “It has one feature I like,” moving his finger a little more toward my center, “It’s crotchless.” My breath caught when I felt his finger rubbing along the inner walls of my pussy.

“I noticed last night that you’d shaved. Was that for me? Or is it normal?”

His finger was pressing inside me, rubbing, up and down. I spread my legs apart wanting it deeper, writhing and groaning. More, more!

But it wasn’t to be, he moved his hand away and put his finger to my lips, letting me lick my juices off them.

“There’s a little more that goes with your outfit.” I felt something under my chin, wrapping around my neck, from my chin and right under my ears, widening, fitting over my collarbone. He pushed my hair aside and said, “It laces in back, it’ll take a few minutes.”

I tried to tip my head forward, making it easier for him, but it wouldn’t, too stiff. It was being held straight up. He’d just started and I already couldn’t move my head.

He patiently laced, pulling each lace snug, then tied it when he was done. It was holding my neck and head perfectly straight, not letting me move side to side, forward, back, turn, anything.

“I thought of you when I bought this, how much you used to love anything leather, never expected to be putting it on you, though. It’s leather, stiff like a board, except lined with soft leather on the inside. Too tight? Anything hurt? I want you to tell me if it’s bothering you.”

I tried to wiggle but nothing. No movement at all. My arms… and now this. “!... I… can’t move. But no, it doesn’t hurt.”

I strained my neck once, several years ago, don’t remember how, it doesn’t matter. The doctor made me wear a neck brace. That brace wasn’t even remotely like this.

Another chuckle, then he gently pushed my body back on the bed, I’d have been staring straight at the ceiling directly above me if it hadn’t been for the blindfold that was still making everything black.

"You still okay, want me to stop?"

Stop? The way my pussy was tingling? "No, I... like it," even if it was a weird, scary feeling. Maybe that was a lot of the reason I liked it.

I lay there for just a moment, listening for Alan, trying to figure out what he might be doing next, feeling completely immobilized. After just a moment, he lifted one of my feet, took my shoe off and slipped a fuzzy slipper on it. Then the other.

“You’ll like these slippers, they have some special features,” I wondered what ‘special features’ a slipper could have?

There was a tug on the neck brace and what sounded like a clip or something on one side, then the other.

“Okay, babygirl, time to lift these legs.” He tugged at both my legs, holding them out straight, onto his shoulders. There was a little tug on the back of my feet, and then… OH MY FUCKIN’ GOD! He was pulling a strap or something. I felt it on both sides of my neck and my feet, pulling my legs straight up.

“ALAN!” I screeched. My legs were trapped, straight up, I couldn’t bend my knees, couldn’t let them back down, except side to side. They would swing out to the side but when they did, it hurt. My hips didn’t move that way and I let out a big ‘Oww’, pushing them back up.

“Better loosen a little,” he said, letting out a little slack so my legs were extending out at a slight angle. “Better?” he asked.

I let them swing side to side. It was fine but so fuckin’ weird!

Then it dawned on me what this position was doing to my pussy. And not a thing I could do about it! I was blindfolded, my arms immobile, my head looking straight to the ceiling and now my legs held out so that no matter how I moved, my pussy was wide open. The only thing I could do was hold my legs together, straight up, but I quickly realized that wasn’t an option, either. If I relaxed them, they just swung to the side.

“How’s that feel?” Alan asked.

“Alan! Let me out of this!” I screeched.

“After all that work? Why would I do that? I like this view.”

He would, the asshole! I pushed my legs back together.

“This view is nice, too!”

I groaned, realizing just how exposed I was and nothing I could do about it.

"You really want out of it?"

"N-no," I didn't know what I wanted, except to feel him inside me.

“Which reminds me, there’s one more thing, then we’re all done.”

I felt him climb on the bed, his lips on mine, kissing me, his tongue groping through my lips. God, this felt sexy! I wanted to wrap my arms around him and tried, only to be reminded that they were crossed over my tummy and staying there until he said differently.

I kissed him back wanting more, until he pulled his lips away. I lay there, panting from his kiss and… fuck! Felt a goddam ball or something in my mouth, then just as quickly a strap around my head.

“Ngh,” was the only thing my stuffed mouth could squeak out. I tried to scream, but no noise would come except a little squeak around the ball that was holding my mouth wide open. The son-of-a-bitch had tricked me with that fuckin’ kiss!

I felt him scooting again, apparently off the bed. “Just to quiet any objections from the peanut gallery,” he laughed. If you relax a little, you’ll find it’s not so bad. It’s soft, you can bite down on it and close your mouth, just won’t be able to talk, it’ll expand right back whenever you open it. There’s a hole in the center, too, so if you need, you can breathe through it.

“Ngh, Ngh!” I tried to screech at him.

I swung my legs apart, there wasn’t anything else I could do. A moment later, I heard him at the bottom of the bed, “I have the phone in my hand now, too good to not get a bit of a video. You might want to show hubby later.”

“She’s going to enjoy this, she just doesn’t realize it yet,” he chuckled. No way I'll ever show Robert this! At least I could still hear.

Then I felt the fingers… pushing into me! Oh my fuckin’ god! So deep. He was wiggling them around inside me. I tried to arch my back, get even more, discovering once again that I couldn’t move. The only part of me I could move was my legs swinging to the side

He slid them in and out, wiggling in different directions each time, driving me wild, “Hope yo show him this, he'll enjoy.”

I tried again to get my arms free, struggling with the stretchy material.

I tried to move my head side to side writhing, held absolutely still. I’d never felt anything so erotic in my life!

That is, until he replaced the fingers with his tongue. I could only lay there, completely immobile while this man, for the first time in thirty-one years ate my pussy. And fuck, he was good at it!

I’d come so many times the night before and it took a little bit for the big one to start to build. I could only inwardly moan as it got closer and closer, his tongue flicking on my clit. My body tensed… and then… nothing! NO! I was screaming to myself, letting noises out around the ball in my mouth.

He was just gone. I didn’t know, hoped he was taking his clothes off to fuck me, My body might be immobile, but it was still shaking from the need. He couldn’t take that away. I wanted to scream out, ‘Fuck me, Alan, fuck me!’ but nothing came except another ‘Ngh’.

I waited, my body tense, just waiting for his cock that I knew was coming, any instant. God, I wanted it. It went through my head how deep he was going to be able to penetrate inside me. The longer I lay there, the worse it got, the anticipation. Then I heard a door open and close. What the fuckin’ fuck?

I was on his bed, my needy pussy right at the edge of his bed, legs held out, no noises, no nothing. I didn’t know what he was doing and I heard another door opening and closing, Now? God, I was so ready, never been more ready in my life, unimaginably ready. Never felt anything like this in my life before, even last night was nothing compared to this.

And I finally heard his voice, “I set the phone for the picture between your legs,” then quiet, that interminable quiet!

“I know you’ve told him about us, but I wonder how much?” he said.

“Remember how you enjoyed our drives in the mountains?” he asked.

Uhuh, not something to forget. I felt a finger again, rubbing, I groaned, wanting more.

“We used to enjoy going for drives in the mountains in my truck, rough roads. The rougher the better. Your wife would wear a sexy little skirt, no panties, then when we came to a road we wanted to explore, she’d sit on my lap behind the steering wheel. Naturally, my pants would be down, so tab ‘A’ would fit nicely into slot ‘B’.

“You can imagine the effect when we took off and the truck started bouncing up and down on the bumps. I controlled the gas pedal and my babygirl steered, something like this…” and his fingers started stabbing in and out quickly… then stopped. Ahhh! I tried to scream, all that came out was a muffled screech.

And I heard the fucking door again!

I pushed my legs together, tried to roll over, and discovered I couldn’t. Fuck! I couldn’t move off my back! I couldn’t hold my legs up forever, they swung apart again.

“NGH, NGH,” I tried screaming again at Alan.

And then Alan was inside me, his big, fat cock! Oh My God. I never felt him, then suddenly had thrust inside me!

All my senses were on fire, nothing had ever felt like that. My body tensed and a scream came out around the ball, “Ngh!”

He pulled out and thrust into me again, so fuckin deep. I’d thought he was deep inside me last night, but nothing like this. I tried to scream again, my body writhing in place, arms pulling at the damned stretch all over again, so god-damned frustrating!

One more thrust and my orgasm was exploding through my body! He pulled out and this was it, the fuckin’ orgasm of a lifetime! Except there was no thrust back into me. I was empty.

I wanted to rip the blindfold off so I could see what the hell he was doing. I pulled at my hands again. That stretch was driving me mad. I could move my arms just enough to let me think maybe… then be pulled right back into position, crossed over my tummy.

I felt breath on my pussy lips, I tensed, waiting for his tongue again. His breath was there, inches away, blowing hot air on my pussy, my body so tense, waiting, anticipating. His tongue just flicking, barely touching between my puffy lips and another groan escaped me, hoping, if he just touched me with that tongue, I knew my orgasm would explode. Then again, nothing.

And his cock was thrusting inside me. I bit down on the ball, the orgasm wracking through me like a case of dynamite had been set off inside my body. He kept thrusting, pressing inside my writhing body, groaning. The restraints were intensifying my orgasm like I couldn’t believe!

And then Alan started coming inside me, erupting spurt after hot spurt in my vagina, his fingers digging into my hips, his cock making those short, frantic stabs deep inside me.

When he was done and had pulled out, I couldn’t believe what had just happened. It had been the most intense fuck in my forty-nine years!


Chapter 13

"Pretty intense, huh, babygirl?”

“Ngh,” God, I wanted this thing out of my mouth! But yes, it had been.

“One more closeup video for hubby, and we’ll be done for now,” he said, “I think he'll want a better closeup of your pussy now, puffy, cum oozing and dripping down your leg, then I’ll clean you up a little bit.” God, this was going to be deleted when I got my phone back!

I waited, letting my legs stay spread apart, not much else I could do. “Your wife just learned how to have a really good time, my friend,” I heard, “her pussy will be back to normal by tomorrow, but it looks well used right now, huh?”

God, the embarrassment!

“Okay, time for a damp rag and a little cleanup on aisle four, what you think?”

I waited, my legs still supported on the straps. It was just a few seconds when I felt a warm rag between my legs. A moment later, I felt his shoulders under my legs again, pushing them up to relieve the pressure on the straps so he could let them loose and let my legs down.

Ahh, what a relief! He let my legs down on the floor and pulled me to a sitting position. I still couldn’t move much, arms still in that spandex, head firmly in place, and the ball gag, still the blindfold. just waiting for him to take it all off.

“I think we’ll leave this on for a little while longer, wish you could see yourself. God, you’re so sexy like that!

“Mjgh, Ngh,” I tried to say that I wanted this gag out of my mouth.

He pulled me to my feet, my legs were unsteady and it took a few steps before I felt comfortable.

He clipped something on the front of the collar that was still holding my head from moving. “I’ve never done this before and don’t particularly like the ‘slave’ idea of it, but with that blindfold, I think a leash is appropriate, don’t you?”

“Ngh, Mfft.”

“By the way, babygirl, I thought we might still have a little more fun tonight. But if you want out of this, tap your foot three times and I’ll take it off. Should have given you something like that on the bed, but I never thought of it. Sorry about that, but I trust you enjoyed yourself.”

I tried to nod but couldn’t move my head.

“How about a little walk? There’s a park down the street a couple blocks from here, it’s pretty popular on these cool nights.”

“Mfft, Ngh,” He’s got to be kidding! Go outside in this? Wearing this?

He laughed, “Babygirl, I think I know what you’re thinking, but I assure you no one can see your pussy as long as you’re just walking. As long as you don’t sit down, cross-legged or something, you’ll be fine.

God, I hadn’t even thought of that!

“Besides, you look so sexy. All that hard work you’ve put in at the gym, don’t you think you’d enjoy showing it off a little?”

I started to stamp my feet, even did once, then realized it might be fun.

“Good, it’s a little cool, but not so much that you’ll need a jacket. Besides, it would be a shame to cover you, the way that’s stretched over your chest. I wish you could see yourself in a mirror. These little nips are so nice and hard,” as he pinched a nipple.

It’s a little hard to explain how exposed and weird I felt when we were outside walking down the sidewalk, the cool air on my pussy, being led like a puppy dog, occasionally feeling a little tug on the collar.

But sexy, too. God, it was turning me on being outside where someone might see.

The wheelchair ramps at intersections were a blessing; stepping up and down, not seeing the step had scared me. A few cars were going past, but I didn’t sense anyone else walking, not that I’d have known as black as my vision was. It was more like I didn’t even have eyes.

After walking across a busy street, lots of cars going past, he finally stopped, “That was Bayshore Boulevard. Smell that? The flowers. Wish you could see this park, the path winds around a little lily pond and they light it just enough at night to show off how pretty it is. It’s why there’s always a lot of people walking it.”

I’d almost gotten used to being outside until he said that. A car passing is one thing, but people walking past is entirely another. All of a sudden I felt so naked and exposed all over again.

I heard several sets of footsteps walking past and every time I wanted to cringe and hide. This was NOT comfortable for a school teacher from Kennewick, Washington! I couldn’t get it out of my mind what he’d said about my tits and my pussy. And I knew that everyone we passed was getting a good look at both. The cool air on my pussy was a constant reminder, too.

I heard footsteps approaching, jogging, when Alan put out a hand to stop me. “Jerry, nice to see you, Jaime, you too,” he said. God, now he was stopping to talk with someone he knew, me on full, naked display.

They were panting like they’d been running and greeted him back, the girl had a very soft, feminine voice. I was guessing she was pretty from her voice.

“This is Daniella, we were close friends in high school and she’s visiting, out for a little adventure in her life,” he said. My embarrassment was… how do I say, rather… extreme!

“I know you can’t see, babygirl, but these are a couple of my friends, Jerry and Jamie.” I tried to smile, couldn’t.

“Nice to meet you, Daniella,” from both.

“I love the outfit,” Jamie said, “can I touch?”

“I don’t know how she’d feel about it, ask her?” Alan said.

“Can I, please?” she asked, I guess directing her question at me this time.

“Ahh, Ehh” I tried to tell her she could. I was on fire and craved any touch. I couldn’t form the word to make myself understood.

“I don’t know, didn’t understand,” she said.

I tried to repeat, but it only sounded worse.

“That was a yes, I’m pretty sure,” Alan said, “go ahead.”

I felt her hands on my arms, tugging at the material, pulling my arms out just a little, then fingers a little higher, on my nipple. I groaned, it felt so good. I felt almost like a nympho, constantly horny. I remembered telling my husband only the day before, ‘I’m not that girl anymore’. How fuckin’ wrong I was! She’d been awakened and was making up time.

Then her hand was gone and the guy was asking, “How does it work?

“Here, I’ll show you.” He turned me around and unwrapped the straps from earlier, then flipped a release or something because I felt the tension go out of the stretchy material on my arms and for the first time in the last couple hours or so, my arms were free. I stretched them out, enjoying the few seconds of freedom until I felt them being pulled back in place and Alan explaining. The arms go through here, then you just pull, like this…

And I felt the tightness pulling my arms to my body once again.

When he stopped, feeling about like it had before, the girl asked, “What if you keep pulling?”

“Go ahead,” Alan said.

And I felt the strap being pulled, my arms held tighter and tighter.

“Ooh, I like that!” the girl said, I think I want one… where can we get it?”

“I have the information back at the house, come on, I’ll give it to you.”

I felt the little tug on my neck and we were walking again, I assumed toward the house, but I had no sense of direction at all.

“We have a few other things there, too, show you if you’re interested.”

She giggled, “Uhuh.”

I wished I could see her. And then what he said hit me like a ton of bricks, ‘show you’. What the hell did he mean by that?

I thought about that all the way back, hoping it wasn’t what I was afraid he meant. I was a wife, a mom, school teacher, not Alan Ryder’s friggin’ sexual playtoy!

I was a nervous wreck when we got to the house, afraid of what Alan was going to do. Wanting to be that playtoy. My pussy was soaked all over again, and not just Alan’s cum. I was on fire! If I’d thought ‘that girl’ from so long ago had been gone, I was so wrong.

Alan led me through the house, then lifted me, sitting me on the edge of the bed like before.

I felt the straps being clicked to my neck collar and I was suddenly afraid, my body shaking, realizing…

"You want me to stop, babygirl? You do, stamp your foot."

I almost did. But I was so turned on. I wanted this!

He lifted my legs to his shoulders like before, and I felt the snap of the clips on the slippers.

“Lean back, babygirl, we’ll give my friends a demonstration.”

I was mortified! Couldn’t move, until Alan gave my body a gentle push and I fell back, pulling my legs up, holding them tight together. I had never been more embarrassed and knew it was soon to get worse, much worse almost wishing I could go back a few seconds to the 'foot stomping'. Almost, not quite. I knew then I could never go back. Every sense in my body was alive with fear and excitement.

I held my legs straight up, tight together, visualizing how it was showing my pussy, turned on, but embarrassed, knowing I couldn’t hold them there forever… and felt hands on my ankles, “Come around here, you can get a better idea,” Alan said… and his hands, pressing, pressing. There was nothing I could do, once he’d pushed them apart I couldn’t hold them. They swung open, all the way.

My pussy! Oh God! It had to be dripping wet!

“Wow,” I heard the guy say, I’d forgotten his name. “I like it! Jamie, come, you have to see what this does!”

I could have happily died!

“Can I feel?” he asked.

“Ngh, mmhd,” I mumbled, not even sure what I was trying to say. My heart was pounding a hole in my chest, wanting to feel his fingers inside me.

“Just like before, have to ask her,” Alan said.

I grunted, still no idea what to say, I couldn’t believe this was happening!

“Pretty sure she said yes again,” Alan said. She’ll enjoy it.

Much as I was embarrassed, I have to admit that he was so right.

I instinctively tried pulling my arms out again, so fuckin’ frustrating! I felt fingers, rubbing up and down, then inside, going deeper, “She’s wet,” he said.

Of course I fuckin’ am, I’m fuckin’ horny! His fingers were feeling sooo good! My body squirmed as he continued to press fingers inside me. ‘Deeper, please deeper,’ I wanted to scream.

Then his lips, his tongue. My body shook, trying to… what, I wasn’t even sure. I just needed more! His tongue reached inside me and I writhed. So deep, his lips sucking, I pulled at my arms, just to have them pulled back. Groans escaped around the ball in my mouth.

“I need to fuck her,” he said, his voice strained.

Yes, fuckin’ yes! I tried to spit out, totally unintelligible.

“Okay with me,” from Jamie or whatever the hell her name was.

A moment later I felt him, not as big as Alan, but still…

He pulled out, slammed back into me, I groaned! I wanted to fuckin’ see the guy whose cock was pounding me. I heard the guy’s wife or girlfriend, whatever, coaxing him on, “Harder, Jerry, fuck her.” I was liking this girl! Do you have any idea how badly I wanted my arms? Even to be able to flop my head around, instead of ‘looking’ straight up.

Maybe all that is part of why it seemed so intense. Other than the fact that this was a total stranger that I didn’t even have an idea what he looked like. That was a first for me! In any case, I wasn’t thinking about any of that at the time. All I could think of was that I was being fucked… and being fucked very well! All I could do was lay there and groan, my body being used, taking thrust after thrust. And I was loving it. Every. Fucking. Second!

I was so close, in sweet agony from the need.

And then all of a sudden, he was spurting cum into me, pushing me into my release sending my body into spasms. My scream was silent, my body bucking, hands trying to grasp, my arms to flail, only to be given inches of stretchy freedom and pulled back. I tried to flail my head, twist back and forth, held in one immobile position. It was one of the most agonizingly, intense orgasms of my life!

When Jerry withdrew his cock, I felt drained, empty, hoping that Alan would fill the void. But he didn’t. The only thing I heard was Jerry’s voice, “God, that was intense!” Yeah, understatement!

Then whats-her-name, I hated that I couldn’t remember. “Can I try it? Put it on?”

“I don’t know, I think my babygirl likes it.”

“Please, please!” I wondered how old this couple was, she had such a sweet, feminine, innocent-sounding voice.

“Let’s get my babygirl unstrapped. It’ll take a little bit to get her out of it, then I think it could be arranged.”

I was finally going to be released from this thing! Maybe the gag and blindfold, too?


Chapter 14

Alan, at least I assumed it was Alan, pushed up on my legs, unclipping the latches from the slippers, then helped me sit up and unlatched the straps from the collar. “Turn around here, babygirl, let me take that collar off.”

Ahh, finally! I stood, with Alan’s help, turning around. He began unlacing. When he finished and pulled it away, my head flopped to the side, my neck muscles not used to having to work. I cranked my head back and forth, twisting, the freedom feeling so good.

He unlatched the arm straps, letting my arms fall loose again, then started to push it off my shoulders. ‘Wait’, I thought, ‘can’t we go in the bathroom or somewhere to do this. I’m naked underneath it.’

Apparently not, though. Alan pushed it off my shoulders, then tried pulling it off my arms. “This comes off harder than it goes on,” he said. I agreed, getting my arms out proved to be hard. But he eventually got them, then pushed it down my body. I was almost past being self-conscious about being naked. Almost, not quite. I tried to cover my tits with my hands.

At least I did until Alan gripped them and pulled them behind my back and clipped handcuffs on them. “Just in case you get the idea of taking the blindfold or gag off,” he said with a laugh afterward.

Guess that answered that question, they weren’t coming off. I was hoping to see the guy who had just fucked me, besides being able to talk. I’d pretty much given up even trying to mumble anything. He led me to a chair and helped me to sit with my arms behind the chair. I wouldn’t have taken the blindfold off. Promise. Except, maybe.

“Your turn, Jaime, need to get those clothes off.” A moment later, “This is going to be a treat, having two beautiful women, naked… I’ll admit, I’ve always wondered how you looked under your clothes.”

I wanted to see her, too, watch her undress. It was weird sitting there naked, feeling cum dripping out of my pussy. Especially, having no idea what the donor of that cum looked like. All I knew was that they both sounded young.

“Very nice!” I heard Alan say a few minutes later, I assume talking about Jaime’s body. Then, “You go over there, find something to occupy yourself a few minutes while I help your girlfriend into this,” Alan said.

Well, that answered that question – girlfriend, not wife. They must be young.

Then I felt a pair of lips on my tit. Jerry! “I’ve been drooling ever since the park,” he said, “wanting to suck these.”

His hands gripped my ribcage and his mouth enveloped my breast. God, it was never-ending! So was my libido. I’d never been this turned on for this long. Another groan escaped around the gag. “Can you stand?” he asked me, then helped me to my feet. I was excited, wondering what he was going to do. I just wished I could see him!

I heard Jamie over by the bed, “I like this, it feels so… bizarre!” That’s an understatement!

Jerry sat down and tugged me to him. I squatted over him, feeling the head of his cock in my pussy lips, he was already hard again, and sat down on him, my legs spread wide, impaling myself, another groan squeaking out. How the hell would I tell my husband about any of this?

“Now, we can watch, or at least I can, Alan fucking my girlfriend, you and me fucking.”

Yeah, I liked it! He sucked my other tit back in his mouth, his hands around my back, pulling me to him, and at least this time, I could arch my body, encouraging him.

I spread my legs wider and ground myself down, enjoying his sucking on my tit. I would have asked him to take the damn blindfold off, except it would have come out unintelligible gibberish. But the darkness was nice, feeling him inside me and the sucking…

“Did you know how that stretches around your body, showing it off?” he asked me. I almost forgot I could at least shake or nod my head now. He went on, “It’s like tight panty-hose,” he said.

God, Alan had told me it wasn’t sheer, that it was a solid pink. I never would have gone outside with him. I should have known, the way I felt so naked going outside. I felt even more embarrassed, realizing what all those people in the park had been seeing, all of me!

“How’s that?” I heard Alan asking… Jaime, I was proud of myself, remembered her name, even with Jerry sucking my tit and his cock inside me.

She hesitated to answer, “I… I like it! Feels so sexy.”

“She’s always been into restraints, just never had one,” Jerry said, “loved 50-Shades, but I think this one could be her favorite, the way it shows off your body.”

“You ready for the collar?” Alan asked her.

Jerry pulled his mouth away from my tit, whispered in my ear, “Stand up, I want to suck the cum out of your cunt.

Oh God! I squirmed on his cock, feeling him moving inside me, but what he’d just said… my ‘cunt’. My naked cunt with his big cock buried inside. It sounded so nasty… so delicious!

I’d bent my knees, putting all my weight on his pelvis, but put my feet back on the floor and stood with his help, feeling so empty without a cock in me.. Jerry scooted the chair, held me and put one of my legs up on the chair. Then his tongue… Ohhh! He was doing exactly what he said, sucking, his tongue traveling up and down.

I felt his fingers alongside my pussy lips, pulling them wider, his mouth inside me, tongue licking up and down. I let out a long wail around the ball, wishing my hands weren’t handcuffed so I could run my fingers through his hair, pull him to me.

I felt another orgasm coming and ground my hips into his mouth, so good! Maybe he sensed it, I don’t know, but in the instant my orgasm hit me, his lips were wrapped around my clitoris, sucking, sucking, sucking! My hips bucked, I heard the wail coming from my mouth.

He picked me up, rammed his cock into me, my legs around his waist, handcuffed arms dangling behind. He fucked me, the wail around the ball gag just getting louder, replacing the cum he’d just sucked out with new.

He fell back in the chair, sucking and biting my tit, his cock still inside me. “I wish you didn’t have that in your mouth so I could kiss you, let you taste yourself,” he said.

I lolled my head back, moaning at the thought, I wanted to kiss him so badly, wanted to feel his tongue. He reached behind my head, pulled the Velcro strap and it was out, the first time in what I was sure had been hours. Before I could say a word, he caught my lips with his, pushing his tongue in my mouth. The taste – combined cum and pussy juice. So good!

I couldn’t get enough, pressing my lips to his, my tongue with his, back and forth between our mouths, then just as quickly as it’d come off, he had the ball back in my mouth, pulling the strap tight around my head and I moaned in frustration. I wanted to tell him to take off the blindfold so I could see who I was kissing, fucking. I wanted his lips back on mine, even his cock in my mouth. I ground my pussy down on his softening shaft.

I groaned my frustration again. I know I’d turned into a slut that night, but I didn’t care. I wanted it! I couldn’t get enough. My mind and my body were on fire. I could NEVER tell Robert any of this!

“He’s fucking her now, she’s screaming.”

I hadn’t even heard, but I did then, the wailing of a fucked female. I was jealous, wanted it to be me. I pressed my face to Jerry’s cheek and neck, listening to his girlfriend’s wails of passion. I wanted so badly to see but knew that wasn’t going to happen. No one was taking off this blindfold until Alan was ready, whenever the fuck that might be.

Listening and watching his girlfriend and Alan, I felt Jerry’s cock growing inside me again. ‘Is it all men who are turned on watching their woman with another man,’ I wondered.

I listened to Alan, my man, grunting and groaning, his cock inside Jamie’s body, her moans of pleasure, the delicious jealousy engulfing me. And then… it wasn’t Alan fucking her, it was Robert, my husband! I saw him, in my blindfolded eyes, my husband’s cock inside her, making her scream, his grunts of pleasure, thrusting in and out of… Jen, my best friend, Jenny, my husband was fucking her, straining, a grimace on his face, the look of lust on hers.

And I understood, finally, Robert… me and Alan, why he wanted to see us together. , the thrill, the jealousy. My thoughts were jumbled, but so excited, Roberht fucking Jen, Jen fucking Robert. Their screams as they came together. My silent scream as I orgasmed on Jerry’s hard cock.

Jen, beautiful Jenny, the girl that should have been homecoming queen, turned down a modeling contract, and my husband. It had been his face that I saw, not Alan’s. I understood then, I married the right man.

That night, that weird night last October, I had been with Jen. For a reason? I couldn’t understand what was happening to us, but it had started that night. Fate? Was this whole weekend fate, pre-ordained to happen? What more?

Robert… and Jen… something to think about when I got home.

“Babygirl, you there?”

I was still on Jerry’s naked lap, looking up at Alan. Everything had changed… in a few seconds of realization.

“Your turn, to put it back on.”

I didn’t know what he had planned for the rest of the evening, but I did know I was going to let myself enjoy it, let myself be the slut I’d been hiding all those years. Now that I understood my husband, I felt even freer from my inhibitions, whatever had been left of them. And the vision I had a few seconds ago was still lingering, making me even more excited for whatever was to come. ‘Bring it fucking on!’

Alan helped me up off Jerry’s lap. “You two have been busy, haven’t you?”

He led me into the bathroom, suggesting I go pee again, which I did. This time, though Alan had to help me because my hands were still handcuffed behind my back. He led me over to the lavatory, warmed a rag and washed the cum off my legs and my pussy, then from inside me.

I was still horny, my realization from a moment ago, about the possibility of Robert with Jen had added a whole new dimension of possibilities and it was adding to my already overworked libido. Wondering what he had planned now and knowing that he was putting that spandex suit back on me was feeding my imagination. The collar, too. I’d grown to love the sexy feeling of being totally under his control, the stretchy, captured feeling of helplessness… even if I did hate the embarrassment and humiliation. Except I realized I craved it, loved it, hoped those feelings never faded away. What a weird set of emotions!

He pulled the suit back on, securing the sleeves behind me, leaving them relatively loose, I think just to torment me, my arms in their stretchy prison. And this time I had a picture in my mind of what I looked like in it, my naked body, my tits and my pussy on full display. He fit the collar around my neck and laced it. The first time, he pulled each lace snug only. This time, he pulled them tight, then tighter, using his muscles, like he was angry and taking it out on the laces. Had he been angry at me for what I’d done with Jerry? Each lace the same, until the leather felt like a vise around my neck, almost like it was stretching me, squeezing it from the tightness. It reminded me of those African women, their long necks with the ever increasing hoops stretching them. It had always seemed so abhorrent to me, but was it? Did it make them feel like I was feeling?

“I wouldn’t have put this back on,” he said when he was finished, “except with the blindfold on I need a way to guide you when we go shopping.”

“Besides,” he chuckled, “I like it on you. I might just leave it until you go home.”

What the fuck! No way in hell, not after Jerry told me what it looks like on me, like my upper body being encased in freakin’ pantyhose! Walking in the park was one thing, but shopping? In a store? He’d me – three stamps of my foot means no. I stamped, once, twice, thr… and my foot hovered right above the floor. No! I wasn’t going to give him the satisfaction. I’d go on his damned shopping trip, wherever. Besides, what I’d just told myself, ‘whatever was to come’. Except I thought it would be here, in his house.

And I realized something that frightened me, I wanted it, wanted to go out with my nakedness on display.

“Good,” he said, “I was afraid we were going to disappoint Jaime. We’re going to the toy store where I bought that thing you’re wearing and the others. She wants them”

I almost screamed at him, ‘You cudda let me put on some clothes, dammit!’ but I didn’t. I couldn’t get out a single legible word around this thing in my mouth.

And if I had been able, would I? Would I have told him no, when I knew that I wanted it? How could I ever stand in a classroom again? Knowing what I now knew about myself.

He led me over to the bed, helped me to sit down, put one of my new heels on, then the other.

I thought I had been embarrassed before, at the park, but that was before I realized just how naked I was. And I couldn’t even cover myself with my hands. I realized what this was like, my arms trapped inside a giant spider web. The harder I tried, the more the web bent, but never could break free. I wish I could describe the sweet torment.

Jerry and Jaime rode with us in the back seat. I was scared, anticipating being in front of a store full of people. “It’s late on a Sunday night, I thought there wouldn’t be so many customers, but forgot tomorrow’s a holiday,” he said, “this parking lot’s full of cars,” as he was opening my door to let me out.

’Great, fuckin’ great!’ Every nerve ending was on fire!

I felt the tug on the leash, swung my legs outside and he pulled. The pressure on my neck gave me the impetus to be able to stand, getting out of the car.

The three of them were talking as we went in; Jerry and Jaime had never been in a sex store before and they were eager to see. I never had, either. Not since… Castle… so many years ago.

I was virtually naked, on display, being led on a leash. I suppose there’s something, somewhere that would make me more embarrassed than I was when we went in the door, but have no idea what it could be. I just followed the tugs on my collar, mortified and excited every time I heard someone close. I kept expecting to feel a hand on my tits or my pussy, people not as polite as Jamie to ask first.

I wondered what other people were wearing. Sure as heck not what I was. I had to be the only one, probably in the State of Florida in a store, wearing anything like this.

The sexual energy was building inside me, surging with each step I took, with the sudden understanding, somehow knowing, that he hadn’t brought me here like this for that reason only. Every nerve ending was trembling, exacerbated a thousand-fold, making me helpless, waiting for the inevitable, not knowing what it might be.

“You ever had a dildo inside you… or a vibrator?” Alan asked.

I had to swing my whole upper body back and forth to try and relay ‘no’, the fear suddenly surging through my body… along with the craving.

“Thought prob’ly not, what say we get you a couple, then.” God, I was embarrassed, did he have to practically shout it?

We continued walking around the store, constant pulls on my leash, changing directions, stopping occasionally, my anticipation and fear continuing to build. As if it could build any higher.

I heard Alan whispering, no idea of the words, but my senses had become so attuned because of the blindfold. He was plotting something, I knew. Then we were moving around the store once again.

We were at the counter and Alan paid for things, I had no idea what but knew I’d soon be finding out.

I was surprised when we left the store, my tension, worry had been for nothing. Well, other than just being there like I was, but nothing big, like putting me on a stage or some such thing. I had actually survived, intact. Maybe even a little disappointed.

On the way back, Alan stopped and Jerry and Jamie got out, both telling me how much they enjoyed the evening. I’m sure they had!

I was disappointed, hoping to get to see them, what they looked like, but wasn’t surprised.

“Glad we ran into them,” Alan said when we were back on the road again, “turned out fun.” I was too, it opened my eyes to some things, even though I never got the chance to actually ‘open’ my eyes.

A few minutes later, we were at Alan’s. Funny how ‘a few minutes’ takes on a completely different meaning when you’re blindfolded, your whole sense of time is warped.

Alan opened my door, helping me out with his hand and a little tug on the leash. Walking into the house, he said, “Bought a couple little toys we can play with in a bit unless you’re played out?”

It sounded like he was asking, so I answered as best I could, swinging my whole upper body back and forth in what I hoped he’d understand was a ‘no’ gesture. After thirty-one years, played out? Not a chance! I wanted to shout it to the world, ‘MORE!’


Chapter 15

Alan led me into the house, not to his bedroom. By then, I knew by then the approximate steps and directions, and he turned opposite. I presumed we were in his living room, which was confirmed when he helped me to sit, which turned out to be on a couch. He sat down beside me and a moment later, I felt his hands in my hair, releasing the gag from my mouth. I could do nothing except stare into the darkness straight ahead of me, but at least could move my jaw and close my mouth.

“I think we’re through with this,” he said, “it’s served its purpose.

I worked my jaw up and down, back and forth. It felt good to be able to move my mouth again, although I’d gotten used to it. “Ahh, that feels good, thank you.”

I leaned over toward him, longing to turn my head toward him, “Kiss me, Alan, I’ve been needing it all night.”

He twisted around, I pulled at my arms, wanting to wrap them around him, the torturous thing still trapping them, felt his breath, his lips on mine. I moaned into his mouth, our tongues mingling. A hand went between my legs, rubbing, and another groan escaped me.

We sat on the couch, our lips locked together, Alan’s fingers pressed inside me, I have no idea how long but long enough that I was frantic. I wanted him. I’d lost track how many times I’d already come that night, even how many times I’d fucked. But sated? Not even remotely!

He stood, picked me up, and, our lips locked together, carried me to the bedroom, setting me on the bed. It felt like an eternity ago that we’d been in this room, almost unbelieving what had happened here.

Wordlessly, he began unlacing the collar from around my neck. The one thing filling my mind was how good he was going to feel, inside me. He pulled each lace out so slowly, like he was savoring each one. When he finished, he asked me, “You ready, baby girl?”

I nodded, at least now I could nod a little, tensed my neck muscles because I knew from before how it was going to feel when he pulled it off. I didn’t want my head flopping like it had earlier.

“I wondered how much of the crazy, sexy girl from high school was hidden away in there,” he said as he took the collar from around my neck. “Guess we found out, huh.? Not only is she still there, but she’s all grown up,” he chuckled.

I almost forgot for a moment that I could talk. “I Thought I’d left that girl in the long-ago past.”

“You ever show that side of yourself to your husband?” he asked.

“Maybe a little, long time ago,” I lied, not wanting to reveal the truth. I hadn’t felt like that for the last thirty-one years, ever since Alan left for Georgia. I hoped Robert was going to be ready for a new Daniella when I got home. The mature, ‘mom’ Dani was going to have to take a back seat on the bus. I’d heard it and never given it a lot of thought, but I much preferred the term ‘MILF’.

He’d started fooling with the strap around my back, releasing my arms from their prison of the last several hours. “Think I’d rather have you naked for a while.”

A few moments later, that’s exactly what I was, naked. And it felt so good. Especially, with him. I’d forgotten years ago, decades ago how good it felt to be naked with Alan Ryder. I vowed then that I’d never forget again.

Then I felt his hand on the back of my head, lifting the elastic of the blindfold, “The lights are turned way low, your eyes aren’t going to like the light for a bit.”

He was right. Even the dim light seemed like looking straight into the sun. I scrunched my eyes shut, just letting them flicker open a tiny bit.

I eventually did get them open and Alan was sitting on the edge of his bed watching me, looking like the only thing he wanted was to devour me. The feeling was mutual. This man, not my husband; his handsome, dark chocolate skin, fully dressed in a smart-looking sports shirt and slacks. It felt weird and a lot… sexy, being totally naked with him still dressed, looking at me like he was. That alone would have made me wet if I hadn’t already been. He leaned over and kissed me, taking my breath away with the intensity. “I liked the teenage girl you used to be,” he said, “but I think I like the fully grown woman even better,” sucking my nipple in his mouth.

I couldn’t help it, but even after being blind for so long, I closed my eyes again, intertwined my hands in Alan’s hair, and let the exquisite feelings flow through me – straight to my naked pussy.

That little foray into exhibitionism had really turned me on. I’d never have expected that something like that, so far out of the comfort zone for a high school science teacher that it was a whole ‘nother universe, could be such a turn-on. But it had been and a fully dressed Alan sucking my naked tit was only exacerbating the feeling.

I couldn’t have stopped the moans even if I’d wanted to, feeling Alan’s lips on my breasts and his hands exploring the rest of my body.

I remembered a time I’d had to quell my moans. My parents had gone to dinner, Alan came over and we were in my bedroom making out. Mom and Dad were going on a dinner date that night, and I’d told them I’d be studing for a test, then as soon as they were out the door, called Alan. He was doing much as he was doing now, except we were both naked when I heard the front door open and close way earlier than it was supposed to, then Dad complaining about the restaurant being full.

Alan, at that moment, was in the process of very effectively tonguing my eighteen-year-old pussy. When I squeezed my legs together in a momentary panic, it only encouraged him to dig in all the deeper, gripping my hips and pressing his mouth inside me, forcing me to stifle the moans that he was doing his best to force out of me. I learned that night that having to be quiet only aggravated the sensations.

That was the memory going through my mind as I felt Alan’s tongue and lips slowly working their way down my tummy… to my belly-button… and below.

Alan had to spend the night in my bedroom that night for fear of awakening them by leaving. They were light sleepers and their room was right next to mine. Most of that night, he spent with his cock firmly embedded inside my cum-filled pussy, forcing me to stifle the moans.

I don’t even know why I thought of that. I sure wasn’t stifling my moans when Alan’s lips found my pussy this night. Matter of fact, I heard my voice practically screaming out, “Oh fuck, Alan!”

Which made Alan chuckle. I didn’t need his chuckling, I needed his sucking – my clit. “Remember how you used to talk so dirty when we fucked?”

It seemed there wasn’t anything that one of us didn’t remember. The ‘fuck’ word was quite often part of my lovemaking vocabulary with Alan. Until recently, I don’t think Robert had ever heard me use that word.

But the spell was broken, his sucking ended. Alan scooted off the bed and stood, beginning to unbutton his shirt. It was a reminder again that we weren’t eighteen. Alan wasn’t the strong, but skinny eighteen-year-old kid, I used to know. He was a man: broad, strong shoulders; thick, muscular arms, all encased in his dark brown skin. I think I might have begun to drool a little.

It had all been so quick that first night. Was that only last night? One day ago? It seemed impossible.

But this time, Alan took his time. “You used to like watching me undress… looks like you still do.”

He was sliding his slacks down. There weren’t any shorts on underneath them. His cock was… I don’t even have any words. I was already feeling it inside me again. Jerry had been nice… better than nice, actually. It was so different with him; first time, no idea what he even looked like. But Alan…! ‘Man-sized, fully developed, maybe that’s the best description, not eighteen anymore.

I closed my eyes for a brief second, remembering: last night; earlier tonight; and craving him all over again. My pussy was gushing at the thought.

“You willing to try one more toy, babygirl?”

I never even thought before I answered, “Yes,” I told him, just wanting him inside me, my mind blank to anything else, spreading my legs apart in anticipation.

He turned, out the door, then back in a matter of seconds, before I even had a chance to react. Carrying a round, metal hoop, probably eighteen-twenty inches in diameter with a bar down the center. I was confused, had no idea…

“Tuck your legs up, babygirl, against your chest.”

I did, hugged them there with my arms around my knees in a fetal position, watching Alan, still no idea what he was going to do.

He unclipped and removed the bar and slipped the hoop over my thighs and back, lifting me up off the bed just a little, slipping it up to the back of my knees, holding my legs in that position. Then he slid the bar over my tummy, latching it in place, virtually locking the hoop in place so it couldn’t slide back off, thereby trapping my legs against my chest and tight together.

I could swing my lower legs up, but my knees and above were trapped in that fetal position, legs tight against my chest.

“Roll over, see how it feels,” Alan suggested.

I did, trying to move around using my hands and legs from the knees down. It was hopeless, felt so weird. That bar down the middle holding the hoop in place.

Alan positioned me back on the bed on my back. “Now, the point of it,” he said, moving his body over me, positioning himself. I nearly panicked, he couldn’t!

But he did, I felt his cock at my entrance, instinctively tried to part my legs for him but they were held tight. He started to push, “Ohh, fuck, fuck, fuck!” I clenched my eyes, so fuckin’ tight!

“You okay, babygirl, want me to stop?”

“Uhuh, No,” I took deep breaths, again remembering my Lamaze. “Don’t you fuckin’ dare stop!” I’d never in my life felt anything like this! He was pushing me apart, but I didn’t push. There wasn’t room, and yet…

“Ahhh, baby girl, so good!” He kept pushing inside me, my legs held together like they were in a vise. The night before had been NOTHING like this!

Alan continued his pushing and my hands grasped at the bed, then were around his back, fingernails digging into his skin. Every inch inside me felt like… he was so BIG!

And then the pushing let up, I breathed a quick sigh of relief, he pulled out, then back in and the pushing started anew. So good! I’d never felt anything so tight inside me, how good it felt! His cock was sliding against my clit, held tight to it. My body began to spasm, I felt the orgasm hit me like a sudden earthquake, no buildup, it was just there and I screamed, couldn’t stop the screaming.

When it subsided after a few moments, Alan had backed off, “I hurt you?” he asked, with real concern in his voice.

I couldn’t stop the little giggle, “No, anything but! Fuck me, dammit, fuck me!”

He pushed himself back inside me, and this time met very little resistance until I felt his balls pressing against my pussy lips. He’d also pushed my lower legs up out of the way, over his shoulders. “You’re so tight, babygirl”

He groaned, pulled out and thrust back into me, “Ohh, God, like… that time in your ass…” another thrust, driving me wild, “except so much better!”

Another climax was building inside me… every thrust igniting every single nerve ending inside me. And then, despite his coming twice tonight already, I felt the hot cum erupting from his cock. It seemed that every muscle in his body tensed at that moment as my own orgasm engulfed me, for the fifth, sixth, I have no idea how many times. I’d lost track so long ago.

Minutes later, after regaining the ability to breathe, Alan removed the bar, then the hoop from my legs, and I stretched my legs out. I never imagined sex could feel like that.

We spent the next who knows how long, re-exploring each other’s bodies. I found the scar on his back from his bicycle accident when he was in Junior High, tracing it with my fingers. I’d forgotten about that scar and was excited to discover I could still feel it. He told me how it happened but I don’t remember the details, other than he was on his bicycle – well, technically ‘off’, when it happened.

We kissed, he suckled my breasts and kissed some more. I’m not sure which I enjoyed more, the incredible orgasms or our intimacy afterward.

We talked about our lives, he recounted some of the exciting times of his career and I told him about the births of our two children, my teaching career, and that yes, I was very happily married. The one topic we both studiously avoided was our future.

Thinking of my marriage and my husband made me wonder about that night that had started me on the journey to reuniting with Alan, that weird, weird night. And the question suddenly came to my mind, “Alan, did you have anything strange happen in October? Like just lose a few hours one night?”

He looked at me like I was a crazy woman, like I wasn’t making any sense. Then his face changed. If he hadn’t been African-American, I’m sure it would have turned completely white.

“How could you know that?”

“I…”

“No one knew, I didn’t say anything to anyone. It was a Friday. I was watching Blue Bloods, Tom Selleck. He was talking to his priest. And then… it was the middle of an old movie. The ice in my drink was gone and it was warm, almost four in the morning…”

Twelve-forty-seven, remembering the time stamp on Mom and Dad’s security camera. Three hours difference, “Three-forty-seven?” I asked him.

That look again, the incredulity, “Yeah, you knew that… how?”

So I began an explanation of what happened, starting with Robert asking me repeatedly about ‘my first time’, “Don’t stop me until I’m done,” I told him. I went on; what Robert had told me about that night, him going to the football game up to walking out of the house at twelve-forty-seven, the jacket, describing our ‘first time’ in detail, Jen and me losing the same time, and the last piece, the security camera time-stamped at twelve-forty-seven.

All through my narrative, Alan was looking at me like I had gone completely off the loose end, which is exactly how I felt, describing what I knew was impossible.

“So, you’re trying to tell me that your husband traveled back in time and watched us that night? He was there? You know that didn’t happen, I hope, that it’s impossible?”

“I know it is, but how do I explain the jacket? it’s real, in our house now. He’d given it away over thirty years ago. Or the fact that he described to me exactly how we made love that night, not just in general terms, but down to the scratches on your back? The security camera that caught him leaving the house at twelve-forty-seven – exactly the time when you said you became aware again. Jen and I both losing the exact same hours? I know it couldn’t have happened, Alan, except that it did. He knew about the second picture, that I’d never told him, even forgotten about. There’s just no logical explanation for any of it.”

He ran his fingers through my hair trying to soothe me, “All I know, baby girl, is that what you’re describing couldn’t have happened. Maybe it was an elaborate dream, I don’t know, but what’s impossible is impossible, doesn’t happen.”

I was getting frustrated, “The jacket hanging in our closet wasn’t a dream, Alan. It had shrunk over thirty years ago. He’d given it away. But it’s real – with the same acid hole, fitting him perfectly. Jackets don’t ‘unshrink’, Alan. They don’t reappear like new, except for one hole, thirty years later.”


Chapter 16

--Robert--

I was sick the whole flight home. Bravado. That’s what it was that made me sound so damned cock-sure of myself. The stewardess saw the look on my white face and even brought me a barf bag. She didn’t even bother asking if I was okay.

Stupid, stupid, stupid! That look on Dani’s face when Alan’s big cock first impaled her will be imprinted on my frontal lobe for the rest of my life.

I thought back. I could write a fuckin’ book on how to fuck up a perfectly good, wonderful marriage: My senseless obsession with Dani’s ‘first time’; that night that changed everything. How the ‘F’ did that happen? Those things happen in Rod Serling’s mind, not in real life; this trip, the single stupidest thing I’ve done in my life by a factor of about a thousand, beginning to end.

And my asinine self-assuredness that ‘oh, she loves me, she’ll come home’. How many happy marriages have been broken up by a lover? What’s one more in the scheme of things? Hell of a lot, that’s what!

I thought about what my Dani was doing with her super-stud all day today and tonight and was damned glad for the barf bag in my hand. Next time the stewardess came by, I traded her for another.

That text from her before I boarded, ‘I love you’, was my only lifeline to at least a tiny bit of sanity.

So, what even if she does come home? She’s not gonna get this guy out of her mind. My mind was jumping from one incoherent, half-thought to another.

Somehow, I managed to catch my connecting flight to Pasco from Seattle. And couldn’t find the fuckin’ car in the parking lot when we landed. Twenty fuckin’ cars and not a single one of them mine! Ten minutes of looking in a fifty-car lot before I realized mine had been in getting brakes so we’d taken Dani’s Mustang. Any other time I’d have noticed her car right away, except my frame of mind wasn’t exactly conducive to rational thought. We’d been reluctant to leave her mint ’92 Mustang that long in an airport parking lot, but there hadn’t seemed to be much alternative.

I sat down in it, smelling her perfume, the old perfume, not the new that she bought in Tampa. I turned my phone on and sent Dani a text that I was home, just a reminder that I was still alive. You know, a ‘please don’t forget me’ text.

My mood had improved a little by then. Maybe being in her car, whatever. Then her response, ‘thank you so much, love you’.

I sat in her car, staring at those last two words, my lifeline, when another text popped up, a picture of Dani. Damn, in spite of myself, I was hard. Dani, looking like herself from twenty years ago. Except better! God, she was smokin’ hot. How a forty-nine-year-old woman could look like that!

That reminded me of Dani’s best friend, Jenny. Now THAT was hot! She was Homecoming Princess, Dani was Queen. Dani had wondered several times why her? Why hadn’t Jenny been queen?

Jenny was a professional dancer with her own dance studio. She retired from dancing several years ago and now just had the studio, dance lessons, etc. If ‘Dancing with the Stars’ had been a thing back then, she could easily have been one of the professionals. She still had that fabulous dancer’s body and every other part of the package to go along with it, too.

Enough of Jenny, I don’t even know why I thought about her. The text and picture relieved my mind that at least Dani was still thinking about me. My worry on the flight home had been needless. I did trust her. She’d be home and my wife tomorrow, just like before. Maybe smitten with her guy, but we’d find a way to deal with that. Besides, it was hot as hell! I tried to imagine what killer sex they’d be having tonight.

Maybe none. Maybe her guilty conscience had her sleeping in his guest room. Yeah, right, as if that’d happen. I saw her last night, she wasn’t sleeping in no guest room!

It made me shiver with anxiety for her to get home and tell me about it.

--Dani--

It was the loveliest dream I’d had in a long, long time. Soft lips tugging and nipping at my left nipple. It felt so good that I knew I’d wake up any moment and the wonderful feeling would be gone. My hand wrapped around the head that the lips belonged to and I felt the short, stiff hair, pulling it tighter to my naked tit. It was my moan that awoke me, and I realized it wasn’t a dream and the head didn’t belong to my husband.

It took me a moment to realize where I was and whose head was sucking my tit into its mouth. I just lay there, cooing, enjoying the sensation, feeling like I’d gone to heaven, running my fingers through the coarse hair, letting his hand roam my body.

His lips left my boob and he kissed me, our tongues playing with each other, taking turns nibbling each other’s lips, turning more and more sensual by the second. “You know, we never did enough of this before – waking up next to each other,” he moved between my legs, his manhood pressing between my pussy lips, “and making love in the morning,” as he pressed inside me.

--Robert--

The fear came back as I lay alone in bed that night counting the ceiling tiles. I imagined what she must be doing… was doing. That video in my confused mind of Dani’s face when his cock impaled her that first time played over and over. One instant, watching that face, I knew I’d likely never see her again and was almost frantic with worry. The next, smiling at the picture she’d sent me of her in the sexy skirt and blouse, naked pussy, wishing I’d been there to watch him take it all off her, totally confident in her love for me and her family.

In short, my mind was a complete mess.

Monday was a holiday for many but not for an auto parts store. Thankfully it was a busy day, not leaving me any time to ponder whether or not Dani would be on that flight home.

--Dani--

I was nearly in tears all the way to the airport. It had been thirty-one years since this man had left me, and I didn’t want to lose him again. If anything, I loved him more now than I had when he left so long ago. Yet, my husband – my family; I loved them as well. The scenery was a blur outside the car window. I felt Alan’s hand on my knee and covered it with my own, squeezing tight, remembering everything that had transpired in the past thirty-six hours.

I smiled, thinking of what Alan had done to me the night before, how much I’d enjoyed it; and wonderment that it was the same man who’d made such gentle love with me this morning, fearful that I may never see him again. Our lives were just too far apart.

I cried when I thought of the omelet he’d made me just a few hours ago – the same shrimp omelet as I’d Interrupted several years ago, prompting the nickname ‘baby girl’. This time, he finished the omelet and we ate it before he took me back to his bed one last time. He knew what I had been thinking, “After all, we’re adults now, we can control our impulses,” he told me with a chuckle as he was unbuttoning his shirt off my body.

Maybe I was an adult, but I didn’t want to ‘control my impulses’.

That time hadn’t been so gentle. It had been with me on my hands and knees, screaming his name as he thrust into me, later telling me that he wanted ‘one last fuck to remember’.

Was that going to be our last? I couldn’t even contemplate the thought of never seeing him again. Yet, it was a very real possibility as I knew I’d never leave my husband.

He parked in the short-term parking. “You want me to go in with you?”

I did… and yet, “No, I want to say goodbye here, in private.” We kissed, the tears streaming down my cheeks.

We never discussed ‘next time’, never used the ‘L’ word. I got out, pulled my bag out of the back seat, and watched as the man who I’d given my virginity to thirty-one years earlier drove away.

The airport in Pasco, Washington was a little different than Tampa, Florida. There’s a grand total of one terminal, in or out. I saw him first, standing there, looking so scared – like he thought I might not be on that flight.

Then he saw me. The change in his expression was instant. A smile enveloped his face. I love this man. Can a woman love two men? We embraced and he held me tighter than ever before.

“I thought…”

I put a finger to his lips, “Don’t even say it. I’d never,” I told him.

“You’re so beautiful, love the outfit,” he told me once we were in the house. I’d almost forgotten what I was wearing, the leather pants and sweater. Robert looked at me like I was his goddess.

“I have so much to tell you, babe,” I told him. “You want to hear about it?”

He nodded, “Yeah,” then followed that with, “you’re going to want to see him again, aren’t you?”

All I could do was look at my husband who I loved so much and tried not to cry.

“Talk about that later?” he said.

I nodded, anxious to have that discussion, but he was right, now wasn’t the time. “Want to help me unpack?” I asked him. I wanted to show him the skirt.

He followed me into our bedroom, where we’ve had so many wonderful memories and two children made. Well, one was in the old house, the other most likely ‘made’ in a hotel room overlooking the Pacific Ocean in Crescent City, California, on a trip through the Redwoods, but still...

I unzipped the bag and there on top was the leather skirt. I held it in front of me, showing him. “Put it on, model for me?” he asked.

I shook my head, “Not now, I have other plans for it.”

He cocked his head, wondering what I meant. I wasn’t going to give him a clue, setting it down and taking out the rest, one by one.

Toward the bottom, underneath a white shirt, Alan’s that I’d worn that morning, that I hadn’t put there when I took it out, was the ‘leotard’ from last night, bright pink, exactly like Alan had said. Jerry! He’d told me it was completely sheer, making me think that when we went to the store.

I held it up, seeing it for the first time. “What’s that?” Robert asked.

It took me a minute or two to realize what he’d said. When it did, I looked up at him with a smile on my face, “I’ll show you in a little bit.”

Everything else was there, too: the leather collar, blindfold, ball-gag, even the slippers and leg straps. Last thing out was the hoop and bar. I smiled, wondering what evil thoughts my husband must be thinking behind that smile of his.

“These are…?” he asked.

“From last night,” I told him. “Want me to show you?”

--Robert--

Did I! This was a side of Dani that I’d never seen before. I’d be learning, there were many sides of Dani I’d not seen before.

But first, dinner. It was early, only a little after four, but for Dani, she’d been on airplanes for a long time. We went to the Olive Garden – maybe not in the class of Alan’s restaurant, but we both loved Italian.

“You have to help me out of my clothes,” she told me later that night, in our bedroom.


Chapter 17

“Did Alan… help you?” as I walked to my wife and began lifting her soft sweater up her firm tummy. Her skin felt so delectable underneath it. It had been less than forty-eight hours since we last made love. The longest forty-eight hours of my life.

“No… I… he watched…”

Dani stood, not helping me, watching me, her eyes never leaving mine as I lifted her sweater over her head. She was wearing a new bra, one like she hadn’t worn for years, maybe decades; black, totally sheer. I ran my hands over her near-naked breasts, enjoying like a teenager with his first girlfriend.

There was something different about Dani, I guess knowing how she’d enjoyed another man and he’d enjoyed her. It was just… I can’t even begin to describe, so fuckin’ hot! My hardness factor had to be at least on the diamond scale.

My hands roamed down to her ass, feeling those leather pants, so tight around her waist. She wore leather often the first years of our marriage but gradually quit. I didn’t understand why, she always looked and felt so good in it. I hoped that this would be the beginning of a new trend for her. But for now at least… God!

She moaned when I unbuttoned them, lowered the zipper, and began to push them down. When was the last time we’d done this? Me undressing her for sex? I have no clue, long, long time ago. Even with our recent, shall I say, ‘enhanced’ sexual experiences.

Her panties were a matching set with the bra; black, sheer, and tiny – so tiny. I had to stand back and just admire my sexy wife in that panty-bra set, noticing the dampness making them even more transparent. “You like?” she asked.

All I could do was a grunted, “Uhuh.”

“Good, because it’s my new style,” as she pushed her panties down, baring her smooth pussy. “Think the teachers at school would be surprised at what’s going to be underneath my skirts?”

Dani’s almost always worn pants to school. I could think of one unmarried math teacher in particular who might be having apoplectic fits. Since his first day three years ago, he’s had an obvious thing for Dani. He tried to hide it, but she’s told me numerous times the subtle things he’s done. And at games or anything outside school, he’s not nearly so subtle in lusting after her. She’s always had fun teasing and I’d loved it. But now…?

“You going to help with my bra?” she interrupted my near trance-like state.

I pulled her to me, feeling her body against mine, almost like that first time. Maybe it hadn’t been spectacular for Dani, but it sure had for me. This seemed almost like that, except even better since I wasn’t nearly as afraid. My hands roamed from her bare bottom up her back to the strap of her bra… not able to find the clip.

“It clips in front, silly,” she giggled.

Oh! Well, I was just a little excited. Such a tiny detail. I moved my hands around front and found the clip, releasing it, then pulled it away from her beautiful breasts, rubbing my fingers across the hard nubbins of her nipples.

“Mmm, they like that, but… they’d like a little more.”

I knew what she meant, she’s made that comment before, many times. Dani loved my sucking on her nipples and I loved doing it for her just as much. She moaned when my lips sucked her breast into my mouth, first one, then the other. Back and forth, drawing her nipples out into their hard bud, moans of pleasure coming from her mouth until she finally said, “Enough, need to get dressed for you.”

The weird-looking, pink thing was still right next to her on the bed. She picked it up and started to put it on, first her legs, then pulled it up. “You better move the suitcase off the bed,” she said, so I moved it onto her dresser.

She struggled to get her arms into the sleeves that were so long, then stepped to our full-height mirror. “This is the first time I’ve seen it.”

It looked incredible on her, the way the material stretched over her body, showing every curve, her breasts, her hard nipples, so high on her hips, hands and arms totally encased, hanging by her sides…

“Wrap the sleeves through the hoops in the back then pull them tight,” she told me

I did. It pulled her arms up around her waist, “Hard, pull them tight.”

I realized what it was doing, like a sexy straitjacket, trapping her arms in the stretchy material. “This is what he did to you?” I asked her. God, she looked sexy. I never would have imagined my wife…

“Uhuh… and more. Get the leather thing out of the suitcase.”

She watched herself in the mirror as I retrieved it; heavy, stiff, soft on the inside. “Put it around my neck, laces to the back. It wraps around.”

My cock was about to burst. This was my wife? I started to lace it up, holding her neck stiff. After three or four laces, pulling each one snug, she said, “Tight. It doesn’t hurt, won’t choke me. Pull them tight, try to break the string.”

Okay! If that’s what she wants. I undid what I had done and started again, this time pulling each one as tight as I could get it. There were ten laces up the back, like shoelaces, but I’ve never put all my muscles into shoelaces. Several times, pulling it through, then pulling tight, Dani grunted. “Too tight?” I’d ask her.

“No, just right.”

When I was done, she turned toward me, looking straight ahead; not up, down, sideways, but straight ahead. I had no idea that something like this could be such a turn-on, but… damn.

She stepped over to the suitcase, totally unable to move her head. “The slippers and two leather straps, get them.”

Again, I did as she asked, having no idea what they were for. Dani moved to the end of the bed, sitting down. “Put the slippers on my feet,” she told me, still looking straight ahead. I could see her moving her eyes, trying to watch, but her head was totally immobile.

Once I had the slippers on, she leaned back onto the bed, looking straight up at the ceiling, “Scoot me back just a little,” she asked. So I moved her up a few inches until she said to stop, her legs still dangling off the end of the bed. “Hook the two clips on each of the slippers.”

I still had no idea what all this was leading up to but did as she asked. There was a metal ring on each side of each slipper and each strap split into two at the end, with a clip on each, one for each side of the slipper.

“The blindfold.” I was only too happy to accommodate my bride. I had to press the elastic around behind her head because she couldn’t lift herself at all. Maybe I was dense, but I still wasn’t understanding where this was leading – other than the fact it was making me so fuckin’ horny!

“Now, the other end of the straps, they hook on the ring on each side of the collar.”

I still couldn’t picture where this was leading, how… “Bend your knees, what?”

She giggled. “No, just do it, I’ll show you.”

Okay, I grabbed the end and tugged, Dani lifted her leg up and I pulled a little harder, pulling her leg up to nearly vertical with the bed before the clip hooked into the ring. “Now the other,” she told me.

When I was done, Dani’s legs were held almost straight up. I couldn’t stop myself from glancing down between her legs and… my eyes got wide, realizing what it was doing to her. I hadn’t realized the slit in the thing she was wearing. And then she let her legs swing to the side!

“Holy! This the view Alan had!” I didn’t even realize I’d spoken out loud.

“Uhuh, Jamie and Jerry, too.”

I was too incredulous to register what she’d just said. After a few seconds, I looked up at my wife, “Jamie… and Jerry? Who are they?”

“Friends of Alan’s, we met them in the park. I was wearing the leotard. They thought it looked sexy, and Alan wanted them to see the rest. He invited them back to the house.”

I looked back down at my wife’s wide-open pussy, imagining this other couple seeing what I was seeing, “You didn’t object?” I asked her.

“Couldn’t, had the ball gag in my mouth… but wouldn’t have, anyway. I was so turned on.”

I got the gag out of her suitcase, put it in my mouth and tried to talk, only unintelligible noises came out. Took it out. I didn’t like it, couldn’t imagine how Dani could have, either, put it down. “Alan fucked you like this?”

“Uhuh, Jerry too, like I hope you’ll hurry up and do.”

Everything my wife was saying was shocking the hell out of me. “He did it, too?”

“Twice,” she said, “well, actually he did me once and I did him once in a chair.” I couldn’t take any more, my pants were coming off.

“This ‘Jerry’, what’d he look like?” I asked her.

“Don’t know, I had the blindfold on the whole time they were there. All I know is that Jaime, his girlfriend, sounded young. Couldn’t tell about Jerry.”

“So you fucked a guy, what – sitting on his lap in a chair, don’t know how old he is, what he looks like, anything?”

“His name, I knew his name; first name, at least. He’s well endowed. And God, it was hot! He took the gag out and we kissed. He made me come so hard.”

“And what was your football player doing while you were fucking this guy?”

She laughed, “He was fucking Jamie. She wanted to try the outfit I had been in. I was naked.”

“Speaking of which…” My clothes were off by then. Dani was propped up, legs in the air, her shaved pussy anxiously awaiting and I couldn’t keep this up any longer.

I stood at the end of the bed, my rock-hard cock teasing her entrance, getting a desperate sounding “Please,” from my wife. She was pulling at her arms, looking frustrated that she couldn’t get them free.

“Any more ‘surprises’?” I asked her.

Dani’s legs were spread wide, her naked pussy gaping open, just begging me. I couldn’t resist. The ‘bareness’ was totally new and so damned sexy looking. My mouth went to her, sucking, tongue reaching inside her. She moaned.

“Anything more?” I asked her again, before my lips found her soaking wet love-button and sucked it into my mouth. Dani’s hips bucked in my mouth, her body tensed, and I got the first gush of her orgasm in my mouth.

“Jerry…”

“Yes, Jerry what?” as I set to work sucking the cum from her gushing pussy.

“Lied to me… told me… ohhh fuck!” I’d stood up, my straining cock pushed inside her. She was so wet and slippery, it slipped inside her so easily. So deep! So good! I groaned along with her, pausing to enjoy the sensation of being buried so deep.

“Told you… what?” I managed to spit out.

I pulled out of her, thrust back in – hard – waited for her answer.

“Don’t stop… please!”

I pressed my pelvis hard against hers, waiting. “Lied to you?”

“Told me… the outfit was… transparent… like pantyhose…”

I couldn’t wait, another withdrawal and hard thrust inside my wife’s pussy.

“Before went to… the… store…”

The orgasm exploded inside me. Dani’s legs were spread wide on the edge of the bed. I pressed myself inside her, gritting my teeth, muscles clenched, feeling her body’s shuddering contractions, her thrusting hips.

When it was over, I snuggled up to my wife, kissed her, and nibbled lightly on her ear. She’s always loved that after sex. After a few minutes of recovery time, I unfastened the hooks at her neck, letting her legs down and helped her scoot up on the bed, then took the blindfold off, and snuggled back up with her.

“How much of that was real?” I asked her. I pretty much knew that the park, Jerry, Jamie, and the store were made up to get me excited – and it had worked.

She giggled. I didn’t know how she could even breathe with that thing around her neck. “Guess you’ll just have to figure it out, won’t you,” she said.

“There was no Jerry or Jamie, was there?”

She just giggled some more, the happiest sound on earth. She can’t tell a story like that without giving it away.

Next morning, she was up early as usual. Dani’s always at school by seven-thirty. Our parts store doesn’t open till nine and I’m usually there by eight-thirty. I’d never paid attention before, but that morning, I wanted to see how she was dressing.

She didn’t disappoint, with a matching pair of extremely skimpy, red lace bikini panties and bra, then a skirt just at her knees. “Wouldn’t Tom like to know what’s under that skirt, think he’ll get a sneak peek?” The flowery skirt was conservative but pretty. She put another new cashmere sweater, similar to the one she wore home the day before, but a pretty blue to match the skirt. When she moved just right to the light, I was sure I could make out the outline of her red bra.

She laughed at my reference to Tom, the math teacher with a crush on her. “Might be late getting home, going to try and meet with Jen after school,” she told me, not answering the question about Tom and a sneak peek.

The store was slow that day, giving me lots of time to daydream about what might have really happened that night in Tampa. The one thing I was certain of was that there was no Jerry or Jaime. Dani wouldn’t do something like that, even under those circumstances. But it was fun to imagine what it might have been like if there actually had been.

That evening, true to her word, Dani didn’t get home until after seven. She’s usually home after school by four with a load of homework to do, tests to grade, something.

We had a fabulous dinner, roast lamb chops, baked potato, green beans with bacon, and heated store-bought biscuits. Peanut butter ice cream for dessert.

The subject of Alan never came up, and at bedtime, Dani brought out the steel hoop. “Want me to show you what this is for, tonight?”

If it was going to lead to anything like last night… “Yeah, love it!” I enthusiastically told her.

She pulled the sweater over her head, revealing that sexy bra and as she began to unbutton the skirt (Tom – eat your heart out!), she said, “Oh, by the way, we’re going out to dinner with Jen and Rich Saturday.”

Something to look forward to. Jenny is always so much fun. Richard, her husband, too, but especially Jenny. Even as long as I've known her, twenty-eight years, she still sends my heart rate through the roof.

But now, my wife… and that hoop…

Dani and my adventure will continue in Book 2, which will be published on Wednesday 17th April 2024
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