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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

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…

“You asked me last night how much of what I said was real?” she asked me.

“Uhuh, was just curious how much you’d made up.”

“And what do you think I might have made up?”

The night before, she’d told me some pretty outrageous things; wearing that ‘thing’ out in public to a store, making up another couple, fucking the other guy, and so on. Those things just don’t happen to forty-nine-year-old, conservative high school teachers. Of course, most married high school teachers don’t have ex-NFL boyfriends, either.

We were in the bedroom, getting ready for bed. I was sitting on the bed in my red boxers, Dani had put on a nighttime outfit, one of my favorites, that she’d bought a couple weeks earlier, a pajama set; pink lace and very, very sheer, all intricate, flowery patterns throughout; the top – spaghetti straps over her shoulders, a deep ‘V’ and elastic under her boobs emphasizing her ‘assets’. The bottom was cut low on her hips with a tie around her waist; loose and flowing legs with slits nearly to her thigh, all concealing exactly nothing, only pretending to try, which made the whole thing sexy as hell.

Not even considering the makeup and perfume she’d put on that we’d gotten that night in Tampa, if she was trying to seduce me, she was doing a damned good job.

“Jerry and Jamie for one, going shopping for another,” I told her, looking back and forth between her nipples poking through and an almost naked, shaved pussy that I still wasn’t used to – not at all.

She laughed, “Seems I have a credibility problem, then, don’t I? Alan didn’t believe what I told him about that night last October, either. Which do you think is more likely to not have happened, that night or Jerry?”

Not giving me a chance to answer, she went to my closet, rummaging through it. “I don’t see your old jacket from that night, you do something with it?”

“No, I hung it in the closet, haven’t touched it since. But you’re changing the subject, tell me.”

She turned toward me, walking back to the bed and sat down beside me, “I asked you… which do you think is more likely to be real, that night, fucking Jerry, or the shopping trip?”

“Well, I know what happened that night, so that’s got to be the top of the list, and I have to seriously doubt that either Jerry or going shopping wearing that thing happened.”

She started giggling, “Guess it’s a matter of knowledge, isn’t it? Alan knows what happened Sunday night, doesn’t think that night in October was possible, so he’d tend to put those things in the opposite order.”

I looked at my wife, finally saying, “You’re telling me…”

“That what I told you about Sunday was real?” She turned more serious, “Meeting Jerry and Jaime in the park, they came back to the house and we fucked. Twice.

I closed my eyes, leaned back on my hands, and pictured in my mind what Dani was telling me. I opened them when I felt Dani get up off the bed. She went out in the hall, then back a moment later with a kitchen chair.

“I want to show you exactly what Jerry and I did while Alan and Jaime were occupied on the bed,” she said, rummaging through a drawer after setting the chair down. She pulled out the blindfold and a pair of handcuffs, then pushed her pajama top and bottom off, making herself gloriously naked. Staring at her like this, imagining just two nights ago, brought me a whole new appreciation for my wife’s body.

She put the blindfold on herself, then told me, “You need to get naked, too,” and sat down in the chair she’d brought in.

She waited a few moments while I slipped my clothes off. My cock was rock hard, imagining myself as Jerry, looking at this beautiful, naked woman for the first time then she held out the handcuffs to me, “Put this on me,” holding her arms together behind the chair.

I did as she asked, locking her arms together in the cuffs, clicking them tight on her wrists, then stood, admiring my handiwork, my gorgeous wife blindfolded and handcuffed, her legs spread apart on the chair showing her puffy, damp, shaved pussy.

“Now,” she said, “suck my tits… be Jerry.” If we hadn’t had the sex just the night before, I would probably have come right then, visualizing this guy that Dani didn’t even know what he looked like, sucking her naked tits in his mouth. Fifteen minutes earlier, I was certain he was just ‘a story’. No more!

I knelt in front of my wife, sucking one of her nipples in my mouth, then her entire tit, imagining how Jerry must have enjoyed doing what I was.

Dani moaned, “Oh yes, feels so good!”

I mimicked what I thought he would have been doing, switching to her other tit, my hands all over her, her nipples hard and pointed, eliciting more moans. “I had the gag in my mouth,” she whimpered in-between moans.

Okay, I knew where she’d put it, the same drawer as the blindfold and handcuffs. I got up to get it and she stood up at the same time. “Make this even more realistic,” I said as I forced the ball in Dani’s mouth, then strapping it tight around her head. I know she said she didn’t like it, but too bad. It’s how she said she was that night. And fuck, it was hot, my smart, sexy wife so helpless with a complete stranger.

She sputtered, trying to make sounds, her mouth opening and closing but nothing more than grunts coming out. Her hands motioned, pointing to me, then the chair, along with the ‘ahh, ahh’ sounds she was making. I presumed she was trying to tell me to sit.

My heart was pounding in my chest when I felt Dani’s body sliding down mine. We’d made love, had sex, thousands of times in the last twenty-eight years, but this was so different. Only two nights earlier, her naked body had been sliding down onto a stranger’s cock. When I began to feel her pussy slowly wrapping around me, I was that stranger, feeling her for the first time.

She ground her pussy down on me, eliciting moans around her gag, pressing her naked tits against my chest and almost frantically rubbing her lips and the gag against my lips, almost like she was trying to tell me…

I pulled the gag from her mouth and within a millisecond, her lips were on mine, her tongue exploring my mouth, grinding her pussy on my pelvis, my cock buried deep inside her.

She pulled her lips away for a moment, saying, in her fevered voice, “Suck my tits.”

That’s a phrase I would never have expected to hear from my wife a few weeks ago, especially being said to anyone other than me. But who the hell was I to deny the lady’s request? Her nipple was hard and distended when I sucked it into my mouth. Dani had thrust her chest out and her head was thrown back, eliciting moans from her mouth, “Ahh, so good!”

My excitement level was at least a fifteen on a scale of one to ten. This concept of ‘being’ this other man who had done this very thing to my wife only two nights earlier was blowing my mind.

Our bodies were in unison, Dani pumping up and down, my thrusts into her with every one of her down motions, and my lips moving from one tit to the other.

I felt it before her scream, her pussy tightening, clamping around my cock, “Yes, yes, yesss!” she screamed as her body quivered and shook from her orgasm, setting off my ejaculations inside her, spurt after spurt, the intensity almost agonizing. The thought briefly went through my mind wondering if this other guy’s orgasm was as forceful as my own, which only made me come harder. Who’d have ever thought?

We were both damp with sweat, breathing hard when it was finally over. God, it had been hot! When Dani was able, she climbed up off me and turned, “Will you take these off me, indicating the handcuffs on her wrists.

I climbed up off the chair, went to the drawer where she was apparently keeping her ‘toys’, and rummaged through it. “Where’s the key?” I asked her, not finding it among her other things.

Her face almost instantly turned white, “I…I… don’t remember seeing it,” then almost as quickly, recovering and breaking out in giggles. “We have no key!”

I looked at my wife, standing naked, still blindfolded, hands behind her back and began to laugh along with her. “What the…” hardly able to stifle the giggles at the mess we’d gotten ourselves into. Or should I say, gotten Dani into?

I took her blindfold off, then examined the handcuffs. They were metal, looking all the world like police handcuffs, certainly not ‘toy’ cuffs. There was no emergency release like I’d have expected on cuffs intended for sex play. They needed a key, plain and simple, which we apparently didn’t have.

She sat on the bed while I looked on the internet for how to remove handcuffs. Bolt cutters. Unfortunately, our house was just a little short on bolt cutters laying around.

“The store,” I finally blurted out, “we have bolt cutters, even one to loan,” I told Dani.

I began to get dressed. The store’s about a twenty-minute drive, so I told Dani I’d be back in about forty-five minutes or so. “I want to go with you,” she said, “I don’t want to be here alone like this.”

I guess it would be kind of a helpless feeling. I finished dressing, then started to look for some easy-to-put-on clothes for Dani. She couldn’t put anything on top very easily because of her arms behind her back. “Just get my pajama bottoms and blue coat,” she told me.

The coat made sense, it fits her nice and loose so she could just drape it over her shoulders and button in front, but the pajama bottoms? “You sure?” I asked her, “it’s chilly outside.” It was still mid-February. Not cold, but we weren’t in Tampa. Last time I looked, it was forty-eight.

“We won’t be outside long… and I still feel kind of naughty,” she told me with a sexy grin. “Besides, there won’t be anyone else there this late.”

A few minutes later I was unlocking the back door to our parts store, and Dani followed me in. I found the bolt cutter and took her coat off. I had to stop and take a breath. Dani, nothing on top, wearing those sexy jammie bottoms in my store, filled my head with images: Tyler, the new kid we hired a couple months ago, walking in on us; customers in the store…

I had to quit thinking about that and tend to the task at hand, getting those handcuffs off my wife. Unfortunately, I’d put them on tight. “Don’t move,” I told her, carefully putting the tip of the cutter over it, so hopefully, it wouldn’t pinch her skin, then squeezed the handles together – hard.

It finally snapped, and one side popped open, Dani letting out a little squeal. She rubbed her wrist and we looked at it, a small scratch where the bolt cutter had pinched her. A moment later, her other wrist was free as well. That one was a little easier since she could help now, pushing her skin away.

“Well, that was fun,” Dani said, as I was starting the car, “not quite like going shopping in that sex store, but still…”

I looked over at her, my mind going in places I knew it shouldn’t and my cock starting to grow again, “You know… Castle? I bet they’re open.”

“I… I’m not… No…" she stuttered, her face turning a bright red.

I turned right from the parking lot, instead of left toward home. She looked at me, “Hon, you’re not…”

It was all I could do to resist chuckling. This was going to be fun.

**Dani**

I couldn’t believe my husband was doing this. I doubted there was anything I could say that would dissuade him. Well, probably, but truth was, I was excited. Besides, we did need to replace the broken handcuffs.

The fact that I was dressed, uhh – mostly undressed, the way I was, was turning me on. I couldn’t believe the change in myself over just the last few days. Only a week ago, I wouldn’t have even imagined myself going to a sex store, much less wearing nothing except a pair of sexy pajama bottoms and coat. Now, I can’t even describe how turned on I was… and freakin’ scared out of my mind! I didn’t even have a blindfold to hide behind. It was worse even than being naked would have been.

I knew where it was, and the closer we got, the wetter my pussy was getting. “I can’t believe we’re doing this,” I told my husband.

He turned toward me, glancing down at my pajama bottoms. They had a single purpose, to turn on my man, and the two times I’d worn them had served their purpose very well. Now, to wear them into an actual store! In our empty parts store had been bad enough. How many people are there in a sex store late on a Tuesday night? Hopefully, only a clerk. I didn’t have any idea how many were in the store in Tampa or how anyone dressed.

When Robert stopped in the parking lot, I was shaking, scared out of my wits, “Don’t think if I can do this,” I told him, “almost wish for that blindfold.”

“Want me to go buy one first?” he asked, trying to be helpful.

I hesitated, hadn’t thought of that. It would make this a lot easier. But, did I want ‘easier’? I looked down at myself, those sheer, lacy bottoms. They didn’t hide ANYTHING! Neither was the coat long enough. At least the coat had a couple buttons done up.

“No… I want to do this,” surprising myself. Even with Alan, I think I’d have said no to doing it if he’d given me the chance, which he wouldn’t have. Like I said, at least then I had been blindfolded.

My heart was pounding when Robert opened my door and took my hand, helping me out of the car. I concentrated on just breathing. ‘I can do it, I can do it,’ I kept telling myself. I was actually going to go in that store in nothing except transparent bottoms and a coat.

And then, as I stood, getting enough strength in my legs to move them, Robert unbuttoned the coat, letting it drape open several inches, “There, lots better,” he said.

He’d just raised the stakes exponentially. It barely was covering my nipples, leaving my chest and stomach completely naked. “Really?” I asked him. He was enjoying this wayyy too much,

He didn’t answer, just took my hand and we began walking toward the entrance. I had to use my other hand to hold it together at least a little while we walked. I knew I looked good for a forty-nine-year-old woman; probably even for thirty-nine. A lot of hard work.

There was a sign on the front door, ‘Minimum age eighteen. ID will be required for all appearing to be less than thirty.’

I would have happily died when we went through the door and there were customers everywhere, couples and singles, probably twenty or more people; short skirts, pants, even one young girl in a negligee. That helped, I didn’t feel quite so out of place.

We began wandering around, nearly every person we passed turned their head for a peek at the new woman, barely dressed.

“What are we looking for in here?” Robert whispered in my ear.

I looked at him, “You suggested it, thought you knew – handcuffs, maybe?”

Okay, that seemed to give us a goal, at least. I’d never been to a place like this. Well, not true, exactly, but it was the first time I could see anything. Robert stopped to look at a shelf of dildos and picked up a big glass one, “Think you’d enjoy this?” he asked me with a smirk on his face, holding what looked to be at least nine inches long, curved, deep spiral ribs the full length, then a handle on the end.

“Can I help you find anything?” a pretty, curvy mid-twenties girl asked. She was wearing a tight blouse, buttons straining to keep it closed, and a micro-skirt maybe six-inches long. “You’d love that, I can tell you it feels incredible,” she told me, looking me up and down. “Love your outfit, too,” she said.

Her name tag said ‘Rebekka’ on it, with ‘k’. “Pretty name,” I told her.

“Thank you,” she said, “most people call me Bekka – with a ‘K’,” with a little laugh, “it was my dad. Mom said she wasn’t happy when she found out. They’d agreed on the name but never talked about the spelling. She thought it’d be normal, with ‘C’s."

She must have noticed the embarrassed look on my face, “First time here?” she asked, “haven’t seen you before.”

All I could do was shake my head. Robert looked like he was enjoying himself immensely. “You do know you don’t need the coat in here, it’s plenty warm,” she said.

I felt my face flush all over again, then my husband behind me tugging at my coat. I couldn’t. Not that. I took hold of it and held, “No, I told him… can’t.”

“Too bad,” she said, her eyes sparkling, “we do have a little nudity in here once in a while, always nice.”

“Is it even legal?” I asked her, even worrying about myself. These bottoms weren’t hiding anything.

“No, but we’re careful about underage. The police don’t bother us.”

“You sure, hon?” Robert asked me, still standing behind me with his hands on my coat.

I was tempted. “I… just can’t,” I told him. Maybe another time I’d be braver. Maybe if there weren’t quite so many people.

Robert had the box with the dildo, and Rebekka led us to the aisle with all sorts of handcuffs. She picked up a pair, furry, “These are the most popular, they feel really good,” clipping them around my wrists, showing me that they wouldn’t slip off.

“You know you can use them on your husband, too,” she said. “Lots of husbands like it.” Robert’s face had turned red, shaking his head no. I liked the thought.

“You should try bed restraints, too,” she pointed out, opening a box with four wide leather cuff-like devices, each with an attached light rope with a mechanism that pulled tight and locked. I picked up one and clipped it around Robert’s wrist, squeezing it down tight.

“Fits perfect,” I told him before he had a chance to object. “We’ll take it,” I told Rebekka.

Just before we left, a hundred-some dollars poorer, along with some lube for the dildo, she’d told us that it ‘would enhance the feeling inside me’, I noticed her slipping my husband a note. I wondered…

On our way out, about ten feet before the door, I shrugged my shoulders, did a little pushing, and let my coat fall off, baring myself for those last few feet. When we got to the car, I couldn’t stop giggling, “I can’t believe I did that… so fuckin’ excited!”

Then I remembered the note. “What’s with the note?” I asked Robert.

“Dunno,” he told me, showing it to me, ‘come back in, need to ask you something.’

“Guess I better check it out… be right back,” he said, disappearing back inside.

A moment later, he was back, getting in the car with a grin on his face like a Cheshire Cat. “Well?” I asked him.

He gave a little laugh, “She wanted to know if you’re into girls? Think she fell in love.”

I stared, my mouth dropping open, “She… what?”

He repeated, “I think she wants to fuck you,” handing me her business card with a personal cell number written on it.

I couldn’t stop myself from starting giggling again, “I’ve… never… What did you tell her?”

He took the card back from me, looked at it, then handed it back, “That you’d call her, of course.”

“You… What? You’re not serious?” I was incredulous, surely, he was joking.

All he did was smile at me, “Don’t be rude, call her, she said she’s off at ten every night, off Sunday and Monday. I told her you’d probably call her tomorrow.”

He started the car and headed home. I didn’t know what to think, I’ve never been with a girl. I used to be curious what it might be like, but haven’t even thought about it for years, probably decades. And now? With everything else, I wondered… She was pretty.

I bundled the coat around me and rushed inside when we got home. Robert was right behind me, carrying our bag of goodies. I was so horny and knew he would be, too, after that little expedition.

“I think we better get some sleep,” he said, putting our bag of goodies on the kitchen table. The bulge in his pants was saying something completely different, though.

He undressed and climbed into bed.


Chapter 2

**Robert**

I watched Dani, totally blown away by what we’d just done. Her, in that store, then taking off the coat as we left. Hot damn! I can’t think of anything in my forty-nine years so hot. My school teacher wife, ninety-nine percent naked… in public!

I wanted nothing more than to fuck her right now. But… other plans.

She put on the top she’d taken off earlier, it seemed like an eternity ago, just as freakin’ sexy as the bottoms. She climbed into bed beside me, snuggled up to me, and nibbled on my ear. Those ‘other’ plans, they could…

“We need to talk about… him,” she whispered in my ear.

“Uhuh,” I knew we did. It turned me on just thinking about him – with Dani.

“So?” she asked, her fingertips just grazing up and down on my manhood.

I didn’t know what she wanted from me, the hardness of my cock was pretty much giving away my feelings on her ‘relationship’ with him.

“I think…” I started to say, my mind going a thousand miles a minute, going nowhere, “I… liked you being with him… staying with him.” “What we just did… you’d never have done that.” I liked the ‘new’ Dani, apparently, the ‘young’ Dani reincarnated. And the new me as well.

“I like… the surprises, not being in control, never knowing what’s next, maybe a little… being pushed outside my comfort zone.”

I nodded, thinking that I enjoyed it, too. Both of us so far out of the zone we’d been in for virtually our whole marriage. Something that I’d never imagined, from either of us. “I like it, too, the little push.” I thought about it a moment longer, “We can do it to each other, but the impetus… I know, that came from Alan.” I went on, “And he’s made me realize how sexy you are. Maybe how much I’ve kind of gotten used to that, even forgotten. But now… it all seems so new again.”

This time it was Dani’s turn to nod in understanding, “and exciting, I feel so alive, like every minute is something new.”

“I think… it’s partly because I know how he wants you, how sexy you are to him. And I’m seeing you with those eyes.” My mind wandered to something he’d said, “Single all those years… because no woman could compare.”

I finally decided to blurt out what I was thinking all along, “I want you to see him again, maybe a weekend… if you want to, that is?”

Dani smiled, “I love you, you know that, don’t you,” snuggling her body up to me and kissing me, more with love than passion. Like the ‘old’ us. I still liked that, too, mixed in with the new.

“Yes,” she said, “to both.”

She climbed out of the bed, “I was looking for something when the evening started,” rummaging through my closet. “Your jacket, the wool one with the hole in it. It was on this hanger,” holding up an old metal hanger, the kind with the twist ties, probably the only one like it still in the house. “What did you do with it?”

I sat up, surprised, “I haven’t touched it since I hung it there. You sure you didn’t do something with it?”

“Uhuh, I’m sure. I wanted a picture of it to send to Alan. Show him the physical evidence of that night. He still didn’t believe me.” She went through the rest of my closet, then again, then hers. “It’s not here,” she finally admitted. That was weird, it had been, neither of us had touched it since that night. I’ve pushed it aside dozens of times looking for a shirt to wear.

“You copied that security cam footage on your laptop, didn’t you?” I asked her, “you can send that to him.”

“Uhuh,” as she opened her laptop, went to the file directory and started scrolling, “It’s gone… not here. I remember it, ‘mystery night’. It was there, I remember thinking that it was the last ‘M’ file in the directory, I’d never lose it.”

Now we were getting spooked, big time, everything seems to have disappeared, just as mysteriously as it appeared. “You sure you’re looking in the right directory?”

She nodded, “Uhuh, am.” She did some more keystrokes, she’s a wizard on the computer. “It’s not anywhere, I searched the computer, there’s no such file. It’s gone.”

“Okay,” I asked her, “what do you remember about that night?”

She thought a minute, “Jen and I were having dinner at the River House, I had a shrimp salad, we even talked about it being the anniversary of our senior year homecoming.” She smiled, “I even remember thinking about it being my first time with Alan.” She paused a while after that memory, then, “I was surprised you weren’t here when I got home and finally went to sleep until you got home and woke me up.”

I sat, staring at her, realizing, then it dawned on her, too, “Oh my God! I remembered it, all of it.,” clamping her hand over her mouth in shock. Those hours had been gone to her, a blank as if they’d never happened. Now, they were back – and all our evidence had disappeared.

“I have to call Jen, ask her,” she said.

She got on the phone, talked to Jenny a few minutes, their conversation had me in total shock, Dani, too. When she clicked it off, “She remembers it all, doesn’t know what I’m talking about when I asked her about not remembering.”

“It’s like… like that night… never happened.”

“Except it did… I remember it all… like it was yesterday… how you were over him… him on his back, it’s so clear in my mind…” I closed my eyes, reliving in my mind what I’d seen that night. “You had his cock in your hand, holding it at your pussy… and started letting yourself down, inch-by-inch, his cock disappearing inside you… groaning… you paused… about halfway down on him. Took two deep breaths…” It couldn’t be any clearer in my mind, like I was watching them together right that minute, “let yourself drop down on him… the grimace on your face, Alan’s big groan. He said it was his first time, too. You leaned forward, your naked breasts… kissed him. There was a little bit of blood leaked out…”

I opened my eyes, remembering what it had been like standing there watching my wife’s first time. Her face was white… “What?” I asked her.

“Honey…” she paused, a long time it seemed, “it… it wasn’t like that…”

I looked at her, it was, “But… I saw…”

“No… I was on my back…” and she described in detail how it had happened, completely different than what I’d seen. “That was how you described it to me that night,” she said.

I was in shock. I know what my mind had just seen was what I’d seen. But, had I told her differently? She wouldn’t lie about that. I know what had happened that night, what I’d seen, exactly like I just described to Dani. Yet…

“His name, how would I have known his name?”

She got up, pulled her senior yearbook down from the top of the closet, thumbed through it. “There,” she said, pointing to a picture of her and a tall, lanky black football player, ‘Daniella Foster, Homecoming Queen and her date, Alan Ryder’. She turned the page, there was a big glossy picture she’d inserted a long time ago, her date, Alan Ryder, kissing her on the lips, the second picture – the one I’d ‘never seen’ before. It was all there, what I thought I had never known before that night. Written across the bottom in his scrawl, ‘Best girlfriend ever, Love you, A’

Dani and I looked at each other, almost simultaneously said, “It never happened.” It had been a dream, all an elaborate dream. But how… how could Dani still remember the coat? The security camera? So many things that she remembers, too, like the blackout, Jenny’s blackout. If it had been a dream, how could Dani remember those things?

Nothing made sense – none of it. Everything that had happened since – it had all stemmed from that night. And yet…

“Maybe he was right,” she finally said, “it couldn’t have happened… Any other detail you can think of, anything?” she asked.

I closed my eyes, envisioning the scene all over again, what I’d seen that night – or thought I’d seen, “The mole… a little brown mole on his butt, about there,” pointing to my right butt. “Didn’t think of it until now.” I thought a few seconds longer, “Two, there were two right together, that’s what made it stand out, why I noticed.”

Dani’s eyes were big, her face almost white, “He doesn’t have two moles,” she said. My heart dropped, “He had them removed in college. Said the guys in the locker room were teasing him too much. You… you couldn’t have known!”

I thought back to high school, “I never had a PE class or anything else with him, either,” I mumbled to myself, I never would have seen anything like that.

It was a mystery that would probably never have an answer. The one thing I was certain of, though, it had happened, all of it!

Wednesday morning, I watched Dani getting ready for school again. My newly rediscovered appreciation for my wife and her revelation about Tom, the teacher at school with a crush on her, gave me a totall different perspective on watching her. When she came out of the bathroom wearing the sexiest blue, bra and panty set, satin covering all the really good spots, lace everywhere else, I had to comment, “Wow,” I told her, “someone’s feeling frisky today.” I liked it. Especially, after last night.

“They’re French Lace boy shorts. I know from the way he looks at me, that Tom’s always wondering what I’ve got on underneath. Wouldn’t want to disappoint him, would I?” with a big smile on her face.

“He get a peek yesterday?” I asked her. She smiled, seemingly answering the question with a wink.

“Maybe you should invite him here sometime, give him a private fashion show,” I suggested.

“Wouldn’t want to do that – spoil the mystery for him?” as she pulled on a skirt that came to just above her knees. Nothing sexy about it, she teaches high school kids. But what they can’t see…

I spent the day wondering just how she’d ‘accidentally’ give that peek. Maybe even make it seem like not an accident. Drive the poor guy wild. Well, that and reliving the night before, almost wondering if that had been an elaborate dream as well. I couldn’t believe my ‘conservative’ wife going into a store like she had. And taken that coat off!

And Alan, was she really going to spend a weekend with him? Maybe even frequent weekends? I still wasn’t sure how I felt about that. It was so fuckin’ hot. And yet… scarier than anything I’d ever imagined! Maybe like… jumping out of an airplane, not quite certain that the guy who’d packed the parachute had ever done it before.

Dani is always home before me. School is out at three-thirty, she typically has an hour or so of work afterward and our store is open until seven. Those extra hours were torture as I wanted to talk to my wife. Dani and I both love KFC, so I called her and told her that I’d pick us up a bucket on my way home; regular, all thighs. Nothing like treating my wife to a gourmet dinner.

There’s nothing quite like a nice candlelight dinner of KFC. Well, on the couch, using the coffee table as a dinner table is a close second, so we opted for the second option.

After ‘dinner’, she told me, “I talked to Bekka this morning.”

That got my attention, “You called her? Or she called you?” Somehow, it made a difference. Either way, I was surprised.

“I called her on my lunch break.”

Ahh, so Dani was…?

“I think I have a date.”

With a girl! “But you’ve never…”

“I know, maybe a first, huh?”

Along with about a ton of other firsts.

“Sunday’s her day off, we’re going to dinner that evening.”

Like I said, I like this ‘new’ Dani. My nearly perpetual hard-on was back in force, my imagination working overtime.

“Ready for dessert?” Dani asked me, her sexy smile putting a whole new meaning in ‘dessert’. I had my own plans for dessert.

She brought out two bowls of chocolate mousse, something she makes on average about once a year, whip cream piled on top.

I took a bite. “Mmm, it’s so good, what’s the occasion?”

She acted offended, “Can’t I make something my husband likes without there being an occasion?”

“Uhuh,” another bite, “love it, thank you!”

She kissed me on the cheek, “You’re welcome, just that… I love you.”

“No better occasion than that, is there. Love you, too!”

We ate our mousse, then time for the real dessert.

I tugged her up and we headed into the bedroom. “Don’t you think it’s time we tried out some of the things your new almost girlfriend sold us?” I asked my wife.

When Dani slipped her skirt off, down to those panties, I asked her again, “Tom get a peek today?”

She smiled, sitting on the bed, her legs just slightly apart, “Let’s just say that he’s making it a point to be in the break room at the same time as me.”

It’s just that simple to make my cock jump to attention.

What he’d give to watch her slide them down her hips like she was doing about then. “No, leave them on,” I suggested.

Dani looked at me quizzically, but pulled her panties back up, then reached behind herself and unsnapped her bra. I liked her in nothing except those panties. I was down to my boxers, so we were even. Except for the big bulge, she didn’t have that. Thankfully!

I rummaged in what was now Dani’s ‘toy’ drawer, first pulling out the blindfold. “Next time’s your turn,” she said as I slipped it down over her eyes. I admit I was kind of looking forward to that, wondering what it’d be like.

Back to the toy drawer, I wanted bed restraints, two of them. I asked Dani to lay down and stretch her arms out. She knew what was coming when I clipped the cuff around her wrist and then around the bedpost, tugging it tight. Then her other wrist, pulling it tight so Dani’s arms were stretched tight and she couldn’t move them at all.

“Too tight?” I asked her. She shook her head no.

Next, the hoop. I love that thing. From Dani’s reaction the other night, she does, too. It holds her legs together so her pussy is so tight. That had been about the most incredible orgasm the other night.

“Knees up to your chest,” I told her. I slipped the hoop over her back and the back of her thighs up to her knees, then clipped the crossbar in place in front of her tummy, locking it in place, trapping her legs tucked tight up to her tummy, knees together.

“What would Tom think if he saw this?” I asked her, Dani’s French lace panties pulled tight across her pussy, nothing else on.

Dani moaned. “You like thinking about him seeing you like this, don’t you? Alan already has, he’ll probably think of something new next time.

I climbed in the bed with her and nibbled on a nipple. “Bet Tom would love to have this titty in his mouth, too,” as I sucked hard on her breast, hollowing out my cheeks. Dani flaunched around, not able to move much of anything; fingers, feet, her head. Guess I should have put that leather collar on her, too late now.

“You ready to try that other toy?” the big dildo. “Pretend it’s Tom’s dick going inside you the first time? Maybe the start of another weekend with Alan? It’s about the right size.”

Dani’s moans were an indication that something I’d said was hitting the right kind of nerves. I climbed back off the bed. My dick was hard like a stone pillar. I got it out of the drawer, then out of the box. Damn, it looked big. “It spirals, Rebekka say anything to you about that?”

She laughed, “Maybe it’s for screwing.”

That gave us both the giggles.

I took it in the bathroom and ran hot water over it, warming it like Rebekka had suggested, then sat down on the bed and ran my fingers over Dani’s panties, pressing them ever so slightly inside her. They were so damp. “He get to see these today?” I asked her.

“Mmhmm, in the break room. We’ve been making a game of it, getting a few minutes of alone time.”

“So he knows you’re showing him? That it’s not just accidental?” I’d already slathered the lube on the dildo and had teased pushing her panties aside, holding the dildo there between her legs where she could feel it starting to press. “You watch him get hard for you? It make you wet when he sees you?”

“Uhuh, uhuh,” was all she could get out.

Her hips had started to respond to my ministrations and I began to press it inside her, just an inch. “Ohh!” she began emitting low moans as I pressed, another inch, then another.

I began to twist it, to ‘screw’ her. Slowly, ever so slowly, each full twist bought me another inch. Her hips were rocking, humping, her legs held tightly together, almost a continuous wail coming from her mouth. I almost wished not so I could see her pussy opening up.

“You imagining this is Alan’s cock inside you or Tom’s?” I pulled it back out, pressed it in, as far as before, no further, Dani whimpering. “You going to think about this tomorrow when you show him your panties?” Another full twist, another inch inside her. “Maybe one day you should really surprise him, skip the panties completely,” rocking the dildo back and forth a little, pressing it against her clit when I pulled it out and pushed it back in. She was gasping, breathing hard, trying to get air into her body.

“There’s still another four inches. It all going to fit?” as I worked it up and down a little more. My cock had been inside her with this hoop over her legs. I knew how tight it would be, how sensitive she was. And if what Rebekka had said about that lube was true…

The dildo was probably five inches inside her. “That enough for now? Maybe we should just leave it like that for a little while.”

She whimpered, “No… please…,” her hips bucking back and forth, arms pulling at the restraints, wracking her body on the bed.

I rocked the dildo back and forth a bit more but left it where it was, just watching and listening to my wife’s moans. “Think I’m going to get a glass of water, be back in a bit,” I told her.

I went to the bedroom door, opened and closed it, like I’d left the room, then stood there, watching Dani somewhere between misery and bliss, groans coming from her mouth, my cock about to burst in my pants.

I don’t know how long I stood waiting, watching Dani flaunching back and forth on the bed, maybe five minutes or so before I quietly stepped back to the bed and pulled the dildo out of her. “Nooo! Please!” Dani screamed. If she and I hadn’t been having sex the last two nights, I’d have come with that scream. It was… otherworldly, I have no idea how to describe. I was so fuckin’ hard!

I left her like that, helpless on the bed, whimpering, and took it to the bathroom, running more hot water over it and more lube before sneaking back and pushing her panties aside again, pressing it back into her as far as before, then started twisting,

In between the pants, sweat running down her face, Dani tried to speak, “Ye… ye… Ohgodohgodohgod!” as I began to twist a little more.

I felt her body begin to spasm, the wail from her mouth intensify. I was almost afraid she was going to break the ropes holding her arms the way they were pulling, her body trying to curl up as an orgasm wracked through her, spewing out loud, unintelligible noises, spit dribbling down from her mouth. I twisted it deeper, the full nine inches, pulling and pushing, doing whatever I thought I could to intensify the orgasm wracking her body.

It seemed like it was never going to end, went on and on and I couldn’t control myself a second longer. I pulled it out and plunged my cock inside her, again and again, thrusting my steel rod into her, exploding, spewing cum, hardly able to breathe, Dani’s already tight pussy milking the cum, pulling it out of me.

I thought perhaps I was having a heart attack. It was the most violent orgasm I had ever had. It took a long time, lying beside her, before I was physically able to begin the process of unentangling Dani from her restraints. Her body was soaked in sweat, our bed was even soaked.

Okay, I’ll admit, the brief thought went through my head, ‘top that one, Alan Ryder!’


Chapter 3

Feb 21

Friday morning, the morning I’d been looking forward to. I made it a point to wake up before Dani, even set my Fitbit app to vibrate the watch on my arm at five, well before any likelihood of Dani having awakened. I quietly opened my nightstand drawer, took out her little surprise, and set to work. Very pleasant work, though, I might add.

I’d never in my life done what I was about to do. My heart was pounding in my chest, hoping that it wouldn’t end in disaster. What kind of disaster, though, I couldn’t imagine, just… not how I intended. She’s a sound sleeper, takes a lot to wake her in the morning. I hoped that’d be the case, that she wouldn’t wake too soon.

I scooted myself under the covers where the smell of her fragrant sex was strong, touching her leg, tugging her knees apart just a little – enough that I could get my head in-between. Off and on the whole night, I’d thought about this, how to do it. As I touched her, she let out a little, ‘Mmm’ and spread her knees a bit more. I wanted to lick her, arouse her in her sleep, like a sexy dream. I scooted up between her legs and touched my lips to her inner thigh, then slowly toward the slit of her pussy, hoping she wouldn’t wake up – not yet.

She let out a soft groan when my tongue first penetrated between her pussy lips, her legs spread a little further apart. I wondered what it would be like for her, to be woken like this, I hoped as pleasant as it was for me.

My tongue worked up and down inside her, my lips sucking, Dani starting to groan, probably awakening, her juices starting to flow… it was time. I pulled back from between her legs, snuggled up to her, sucking a nipple in my mouth and let my fingers do the walking… between her legs… pressing inside her wet, slippery pussy… pressing the little silver ‘bullet’ vibrator inside her, the ‘surprise’ Rebekka had given me when I went back in the store Tuesday night. “She won’t even feel that it’s there,” she told me, “until you turn it on.”

Dani was waking up, soft moans coming from her lips. I continued my ministrations of her pussy with my fingers, rubbing up and down, over her clit, in and out, all to cover up the possibility of the funny feeling inside her, her hips thrusting up and down to my fingers. Well, that and the fact that it was fun as hell! I sucked her nipples until they were little hard nubs.

As she woke up, her hand wrapped around my cock, pulling it to her, “Not now,” I whispered in her ear, “tonight.” But, God, I wanted to fuck her! I was afraid it might press the little bullet too deep.

She rolled over toward me and we kissed, morning mouth and all. Then she was up on her knees, scooting herself up to my mouth and I happily accommodated her desires, bringing my bride to a very satisfying morning orgasm… and my ‘surprise’ very successfully embedded inside her.

Later, watching her dress was especially sweet. “Oh, by the way,” I told her as she was fastening her bra, the red satin one that matched her red satin thong. “I want to take you out to dinner tonight, that okay?” I asked her.

“Mmm, I like it. Where you want to go?” Good! That had been a loose end, whether she’d agree to go out or not. “Italian? Mario’s?” I suggested, “You could wear those sexy leather pants, I’ll dress up a little, too.” Very tight on her pussy, buttons up both sides, will make it almost impossible for her to do anything about the little vibrator hidden inside her. Pretty certain she’s never felt one. They didn’t exist twenty-eight years ago and we’ve only recently discovered toys at all.

“Love it,” she said, “it’s about time you and I had a date night, just the two of us,” as she slipped into a silky skirt.

Thinking of Dani during the day, having no idea of the little device tucked away inside her, maybe flashing her boyfriend with that pink thong, was keeping me on edge all day. My hand was constantly in my pocket, toying with the little remote that I hoped was going to rock Dani’s world tonight. She said she liked to be surprised. Well, once I hit that ‘on’ button, it should be a surprise.

A single week ago I wouldn’t have dreamed of doing something like that to my wife. The thought wouldn’t have even crossed my mind, but if it had, it would have just been a silly idea, not something to actually ‘do’. Now, here I was, toying with the remote in my pocket, and getting hard. Seems like I was perpetually hard thinking about Dani, even after twenty-eight years of marriage. What a difference her having a lover makes.

Speaking of lovers, Dani’s been texting him, even making plans to go see him again. Thursday evening, she asked me if I’d mind if she used one of her personal days to make a three-day weekend in Tampa. I know what we talked about just a couple days ago, telling her that I wanted her to see him for a weekend, but the reality of it, her actually making plans, sent shivers through me. I wanted it, yet… I remembered my misery on that plane trip home, only four days ago. It seems that in those four days and the two days before, our entire world had been turned upside down.

Could I cope with Dani being with him for an entire weekend? And a three-day weekend at that; knowing how she felt about him and him about her, those words ‘I never married because no other girl could compare,’ kept going through my mind. This wasn’t just a sex thing, they had real feelings for each other, stemming from so long ago.

Pretty sure those will be three days wracked with jealous misery, but at the same time, God, it’ll be hot wondering what she’s doing.

The store’s open till eight on Fridays and naturally, it was busy so I couldn’t sneak away a little early. Good for the bank account but not so much for my evening plans. Dani would have been home, showered, probably shaved her legs for tonight – maybe shaved something else, too. I just hoped she hadn’t felt or discovered my little surprise.

I had a guy come in the store about a quarter till eight, all apologetic with some reason why he hadn’t been in earlier but was overhauling the engine on his Jeep and ordering parts. Sandy was busy with another customer, so I ended up helping him, almost forty-five minutes' worth. Sandy had already locked the doors and I’d texted Dani, telling her I was with a customer and would be a little late.

‘OK, should be ready when you get home’, she texted back. Not a word all day about anything amiss. God, I was already getting hard. That customer had been a short reprieve.

Thankfully, there wasn’t any traffic to speak of that late. Hell, It’s Kennewick, not Seattle, there’s hardly ever traffic. Still, it was almost nine when I walked through our door. Dani walked into the room and I was like, WOW! I’d seen her one time in those leather pants and hadn’t realized just how fuckin’ sexy they were! I remembered them being tight around her waist and pussy, but they were like a second skin, those buttons up the sides so there was no zipper, buttons, or anything else to distract from her you-know-what.

And on top, she had a blouse I’d never seen before; flowery beige, that I could barely make out her black bra underneath. And those heels – God! That was all topped with her makeup and that perfume we’d bought in Tampa. It was enough to drive a man totally out of his mind.

“You look… I can’t even say it, how nice you look,” I told her.

“Thank you, not often that we get a date night. We need to do it more often,” she said as she kissed me on the cheek. God, that perfume!

“Give me fifteen minutes,” I told her. I had to at least change from my dirty work clothes. Maybe shower the stink off, too. Handling automotive parts all day is not clean work. Even if they are mostly boxed – there’s still sometimes handling the customer’s old parts to find a part number.

I was showered, shaved, teeth-brushed, and dressed in my nicest slacks and sports jacket in fourteen minutes. A record, I was sure. And before I left the bedroom, grabbed that remote out of my dirty work jeans.

We went to Mario’s, a very upscale Italian restaurant in an old restored railroad dining car. We hadn’t been there before but had heard about it from friends, how good it is. It’s very ‘adult’, too, catering more to romantic couples than families.

The hostess, in a flowing, flowery skirt greeted us with “Ciao, my name is Maria,” and led us to our table; white tablecloth, three candles in the center. There are only six tables, each separated by a sheer privacy curtain, that didn’t seem very effective at affording privacy but at least gave the allusion, especially with the low lighting, letting the flickering candles do much of the table lighting.

She left us and returned a moment later with two small loaves of bread, hot out of the oven. We ordered a white wine, and she left us alone for a bit. Dani looked fabulous, her long, flowing brown hair over her shoulders, slightly pink lipstick, and makeup to perfection. “I can’t get over how beautiful you look tonight,” I told her.

“Thank you, you’re not so bad yourself for a parts store jock,” she kidded.

We had a pleasant conversation about our day, Dani just off-handedly mentioned that she had a very pleasant break-time, both of us knowing exactly what she was talking about. When Maria came back to take our orders, I ordered the Lasagna Al Forno, Dani the Shrimp Calamari.

Maria seemed very pleased with our choices and soon brought us a salad and another loaf of that heavenly bread, as we’d already devoured both.

I had a hard time taking my eyes off my beautiful wife, even after twenty-eight years. How I’d been so lucky to marry a woman who would still look like this at forty-nine was beyond me. Especially, with our newfound sexual joys.

Maria brought our food, looking like it could have come from a chef’s pictorial, and smelling just as good. Just as Dani lifted her first forkful to her mouth, I switched the vibrator on to ‘low’. I’d experimented with it enough during the day to know exactly how to control the settings.

Dani’s hand paused and her eyes grew big with a mystified look on her face. I’d already brought my hand back to the table and was leisurely eating, pretending to not pay her any attention.

She looked around, trying to see… what?

“What?” I asked her, all innocently.

“I don’t know… something…” taking a deep breath. I wished I had some idea what those low vibrations might be feeling like.

I left it there, remembering what Rebekka had said, ‘start it low, let it build in her.’

Dani was fidgeting in her seat, eating the bite she’d just taken. “How is it?” I asked her, meaning the food.

“Good, wonderful,” she managed to answer. She closed her eyes, took a deep breath, trying to act normal for the next few minutes until I turned it up one more notch.

She was breathing hard, her face starting to turn reddish, and I turned it up one more notch. “Mmff,” Dani gritted her teeth, “I think I have to go to the restroom,” she said, starting to get up, at the same time, opening her mouth and eliciting an “Aah, aah.”

“You okay?” I asked her, trying to keep my grin hidden.

“Don’t know… yes… no…” as I turned it off.

She sat back down, “Something… inside me…” she never finished the statement, closing her eyes and taking a breath, then beginning to eat again.

‘Vary it, high – low – off – on, random’ Rebekka had said. ‘it’ll drive her crazy.” I turned it back on low. Dani let out a low moan.

“You’re…” I turned it up, the third level out of five. She dropped her fork and pressed her legs together, pressing down on her chair with her hands and emitting little sounds, “Ngh, ohhh,” eyes gazing up at the ceiling. I turned it back on low.

Dani’s breaths were coming in short gasps, “How… what… you’re doing…” I turned it back up, to four this time. She threw her head back and let out with a loud moan, “Ohhhh Gawddd!” sweat breaking out on her forehead.

This time it caught the attention of Maria, who came into our little space and asked Dani if she was alright. I’d momentarily turned it completely off. Dani was having a hard time answering, trying to tell her she was fine, I think. I cleared my throat, trying to catch Maria’s attention and pulled the remote out of my pocket, showing her where Dani wouldn’t be able to see. She got a smile on her face and very quietly said, “Ahh, I think I understand,” closing our little curtain and leaving us alone again.

As soon as she left, I turned it back on low again. At that point, even the low setting was obviously making Dani’s pussy throb. She put her hands over the leather pants, pressing them into her pussy, and moaning. She looked up at me, “How?” and a low wail as I turned it up again.

“Don’t come,” I told her, turning it momentarily up to ‘five’. She gritted her teeth, clenched her face, and did her Lamaze breathing for the thirty seconds or so until I switched it off.

She took deep breaths and then again asked, “How?” and I turned it back up again.

After leaving it on a little longer this time, then turning it off, she started to ask again and I interrupted her, “You keep asking, it keeps coming on,” I told her.

Dani managed to get down a few bites and I’d eaten about a quarter of my lasagna, when Dani blurted out, “I need to fuck!” I looked around with a smile on my face, sure that some of the other tables must have heard that then turned it back on low, getting another growl from my bride.

I got Maria’s attention to get our bill, paid it along with a fifty-dollar tip, and Dani and I headed home, with the vibrator still on a low buzz, doing exactly what Rebekka said it would do – driving her out of her mind.

Once home, we were barely in the door, and Dani was stripping her pants and pink thong off. “Get this thing out of me and fuck me!” I left it vibrating and reached inside her with my fingers, finding the little bullet, pulled it out, and she leaned up against the wall, demanding, “Fuck me, now!”

I pushed my slacks and briefs to my ankles and was inside her, pressing her up against the wall, both of us moaning as I frantically thrust into her over and over again until Dani started screaming and I couldn’t stop myself from erupting inside her spasming vagina.

We were both sprawled on the floor, “This morning,” I started to explain, “Rebekka gave it to me, said you’d never know it was there, until…” breathing hard, it was still hard to talk. “Guess she was right,” I grinned.

“God,” she moaned, “I couldn’t…” still not recovered enough to talk.

A few minutes later, she leaned over and picked it up, smelling it, still damp and slippery with her juices, “Such a little thing.”

After we went to bed, Dani laying on her back, said, “I can’t believe you did that.”

“Can’t believe I got away with it,” and she slugged me on the arm.


Chapter 4

I had to work Saturday. It’s always a busy day at the store. At three, my phone buzzed with a text, ‘Don’t forget dinner with Jen and Rich. Told them we’d pick them up at seven. Reservations at 7:30.’

I smiled, remembering last night.

“NO! Think that’s you, you’re talking about. Be on time this time.”

‘Try, do my best,’ I answered her. There were three of us in the store that day, so it shouldn’t be a problem to leave a little early.

At six I told Sandy and Derek that I had a hot date so had to bug out a little early. They both knew Dani so knew who my ‘hot’ date was. They didn’t know we were going with our friends, Jenny and Richard, though, so only knew about half of the ‘hot date’.

As gorgeous as Dani is, I have to admit she’s not in the same league as Jenny. Hardly anybody is, at least nobody we’d ever met. Homecoming night still bothers Dani, thinking that Jenny should have been queen rather than her, even now, thirty-plus years later. Maybe it was because Dani was head cheerleader and Jenny was on the dance squad, instead. Jenny made professional dancing a career, so it worked out for her.

I think I mentioned earlier that Jenny had an offer for modeling and turned it down. It was the biggest agency in the Tri-Cities, making all kinds of big, glamorous promises, but would have probably taken her away from the Tri-Cities and drastically curtailed her first love - dancing.

The long and short of it is that Jenny is stunningly beautiful; with a lean, long-legged dancer’s body, just enough meat on her bones for that fabulous, sexy figure, gorgeous, long golden-blonde hair that she’d let grow out after she retired from dancing, face, and personality to match, reminds me a lot of Heather Locklear. Besides that, she’s a world-class flirt so being around her is always fun and exciting. She’s retired from dancing but runs her own dance and fitness studio, and her sexy, glamorous body shows it.

I was home in plenty of time to get ready. Dani was at her makeup table making herself beautiful for the evening, wearing nothing except a sheer, black lace thong and matching bra. Just seeing her like that putting on her lipstick sent the blood to my nether region, thickening my manhood.

I could have watched forever but had to get myself ready, too. I smiled, thinking of last night, the anticipation from Dani’s ‘surprise’. There would be no surprise tonight, just a very nice dinner with friends and hopefully some very enjoyable after-dinner curricular activities with my wife. I was kind of getting in the habit of nighttime activities, something that until recently, we hadn’t done with this regularity or variety for a couple decades, if ever.

It was hard to believe how I’d come to take Dani for granted over the years. If there was one thing her renewed relationship with Alan had done, it was to wake me up to how sexy she really is.

My cock had been fully cooperative, too, becoming accustomed to rising to the occasion every night at least once, sometimes twice. Who knew that almost fifty could be so much fun! Watching Dani, he was already making himself quite obvious.

I went through the same routine as the night before; shower, shave, brush teeth, find clothes. I have a satiny, lavender shirt that I hadn’t worn in eons, but Dani used to love. I have no idea why I quit wearing it, but low-and-behold, it still fit, along with a pair of black slacks and my only pair of black dress shoes. Okay, I’ll admit it – I was kind of hoping Jenny might like it too.

Then when Dani stepped out of the bedroom a few minutes behind me, I let out a gasp. She was wearing the outfit she’d sent me the picture of from Tampa the previous Sunday; a black, sheer blouse showing off the black bra underneath it, and the short burgundy, leather skirt with laces up one side showing off her creamy thigh. God! It will be a struggle to keep my hands off her, and if Richard didn’t have Jenny, probably him, too. She looked AMAZING!

No, last night was amazing, tonight was… more like… WOW! Leather skirt to her mid-thigh, that two-inch wide gap all the way up her thigh, and the strap of that thong was so thin it looked like she wasn’t wearing anything underneath. It wasn’t lost on me either, that this was the outfit she’d bought and worn with Alan in Tampa. I mentioned before that my dong was being cooperative and at the moment, it was VERY cooperative – hard like a steel rod. Even Richard, with his beautiful Jenny, was in for a treat.

“You ready? Jen and Rich will be waiting,” my Goddess said. God, my eyes were glued to her.

They live eight blocks from us. “I’ll go in,” Dani said, as we pulled into their driveway.

You have to admit, my eagerness to see what Jenny was wearing was a pretty normal ‘guy’ thing, after Dani’s sexy outfit. I sat in the car, my eyes riveted to the front door, for at least five minutes before they came out. Surprisingly, it was only Dani and Jenny, no Richard. And my blood pressure spiked considerably when I saw her. She was wearing the classic LBD, little black dress. And ‘little’ is the operative word here. Jenny‘s relatively tall, just two inches under six-feet, so a ‘short’ dress on her leaves about a mile of heavenly leg exposed, especially with those heels she was wearing.

I know I’m not supposed to get turned on by my wife’s best friend, especially as turned on as I already was. The closer she got to the car… and then turned to check the mail in the mailbox – damn! It had no back. Nothing, except a couple spaghetti straps over her shoulders, then bare down below the small of her back. My heart rate must have doubled in those few seconds.

My mind was racing, but I had to think, down boy, this is your wife’s best friend – off limits! It didn’t cooperate, didn’t go down.

“Rich had an emergency, he’s not going to be able to make it, hope you don’t mind it’ll just be me,” she said as she slid into the back seat. “We talked about canceling, but he insisted we go ahead.”

Richard is a pediatrician at Kennewick General, on-call more often than not it seems. But me mind? Going to dinner with these two beautiful women? Oh, how I wanted to be sitting in the back seat when Jenny slid in, see that dress before she repositioned herself, and pulled it back down. It looked like silk, so thin on her, and no way was she wearing a bra. And those sheer, black stockings!

“Eyes on the road,” Dani admonished me when she noticed their gaze into the mirror a whole lot more than necessary. Jenny let out a little giggle in the back seat. She knew I couldn’t keep my eyes off her and acted like she was enjoying being a distraction. I knew from experience that she’d be flirting outrageously, too. And Dani won’t be in the least jealous, they’ve been good friends for so long that nothing either does is outside the limits.

Dinner was at the Black Angus, an upscale, reservation-only steakhouse in Richland. Jenny explained to the host that her husband had an emergency so there would only be three instead of four. He escorted us to our booth, and Dani slid in first, around the corner, not bothering to pull her skirt back down when it slid up over her thighs. My eyes were riveted.

I waited for Jenny, assuming she was going to sit next to Dani, but she motioned for me to go ahead and sit next to my wife, then she slid in behind me. And that perfume; lilac, feminine, so fuckin’ sexy.

Jenny explained her husband’s emergency, a caesarian with twins, there would be two pediatricians there, one for each baby. Jenny and Richard had never had babies, I never knew if it was because of Jenny’s dance career or some other cause, but her body showed it; relatively small breasts, but perfectly proportioned to her slimness. And I could see her nipples poking through… God, get your mind out of the gutter, Robert!

However, I don’t think she minded me looking. She never did pull her dress back down over her stocking tops, and when Dani started telling her about having to cut the handcuffs off her wrists, she rubbed her shoulder against mine and said, “Mmm, sounds like fun!” It was embarrassing how my cock, already hard, was responding to every little nuance from these women, but who could blame it?

“Afterward, we went to Castle, the sex store, needed new handcuffs,” and Dani couldn’t stop her giggling. “Met the prettiest sales girl.”

These were nearly fifty-year-old women, giggling about a sex store. “Find anything except handcuffs?” Jenny asked, directing her question to me.

“Uhh,” my reasoned, well thought out answer, “Uhuh.”

“My husband bought me the biggest, sexiest dildo he could find.” Damned good thing I wasn’t taking a drink right that instant, I’d have spewed it all across the table. At least she wasn’t mentioning the fact that she was almost naked the whole time, at least not yet.

That was when the waiter stopped at our booth and asked if we were ready to order. None of us had even looked at the menu, but I knew what I wanted, and apparently, so did the ladies. Of course, I couldn’t have exactly what I wanted, but a nice, juicy, medium-rare rib steak would have to do. Dani ordered a shrimp salad (she loves shrimp, but in a steakhouse?) Jenny asked for the same thing.

As soon as he left with our orders, Dani told me, “Why don’t you tell her what else you bought.”

“Wait, I want to know about this dildo, first. I’ve always been curious.”

Dani grinned, “It’s glass, about…”

“Glass? Won’t it break?”

This conversation was making me more than a little uncomfortable, especially when I felt a hand on my leg, and it wasn’t Dani’s.

“No, and when he starts twisting it with those ribs… oh my!

“Mmm, maybe I should borrow it sometime… the twister, too?” and Jenny started giggling, her hand working its way a little higher on my leg.

“I think I need to go to use the bathroom,” I said. My face had to be turning bright red, the way I was feeling.

Jenny scooted out for me, and as I scooted past her, whispered to me, “Don’t do anything serious, your wife’s going to want that later.” Why the hell did Richard have to have that emergency come up?

You know how hard it is to pee when your weewee is all swollen up? Especially, when you don’t really have to go pee. I just wanted the damned swelling to go down, but those last comments from Jenny! I know she was kidding, but still… That image was in my head… and with that dress she was wearing.

The few drops I managed to get out helped, especially the short break. When I got back to the booth, Jenny had scooted over next to Dani, and our dinner had been served.

“Better?” Jenny asked as I sat down next to her. I was, until that perfume hit me, and the sight of her in that dress.

“Much,” I told her, “it hit kind of suddenly.” Only partly true, that hard-on had been since I saw Dani’s outfit.

I love a good steak, and that one was perfection; tender, juicy, spiced just right. The Black Angus has a reputation, and I could see why. It almost distracted me – almost.

“You were going to tell me about that vibrator,” Jenny reminded me, almost making me choke.

“I… umm…” her hand was on my leg again. “That morning, Friday… just yesterday…“ It seemed so much longer ago. “Rebekka… from the store,” remembering that Jenny had no idea who Rebekka was. Jenny and Dani both were listening intently.

“She told me that Dani wouldn’t know it was there, in case I wanted to surprise her.”

She looked over at Dani, who answered her questioning look with, “Didn’t.”

I went on, “Before she woke up, I… sort of… slipped it inside her.”

Dani tried to describe what it had been like, a little scary at first, since she didn’t know what was happening, but then good, really good, rolling her eyes as she told Jenny.

And yes, she offered to let Jenny and Richard use it, the dildo, too. She didn’t mention the things she’d brought back from Tampa.

We all declined dessert, and Jenny suggested a really good place for dancing in Pasco. Pasco’s across the river (Columbia) and for whatever reason, Dani and I hardly ever go there. There’s nothing there that’s not available closer, except the airport, and maybe this dance place Jenny wanted to go to.

The music was blaring, loud and fast, but it was a live group, which gave it a little extra flair. The three of us sat, and after just a few moments, I began to actually enjoy the music. There were probably a dozen or more couples on the dance floor doing all sorts of elaborate dance moves.

Shortly after, a guy appeared, asking us what we’d like to drink. Jenny ordered a Manhattan, whatever that is, and Dani, not knowing her drinks any better than I do, asked for the same thing. I said I’d pass with just an ice tea since I knew who was driving home. “No, don’t be a spoilsport, silly,” Jenny told me, “we can order an Uber, pick the car up tomorrow.”

So I ordered a Singapore Sling, the only thing I know what is, not that I know much of what’s in it, except lots of alcohol. And it tastes good, the few I’ve had.

While we were waiting for him to bring our drinks, Jenny drug Dani out on the dance floor. It didn’t take much ‘dragging’, as Dani loves to dance, too, and she knows her husband’s lack of dancing skills.

Watching Jenny and Dani dance, especially Jenny, is a treat, even aside from the fact that she’s so damned sexy and gorgeous. She dances on a different level than virtually anyone else, even with high heels on. Dani’s a good dancer too, and the two of them together… just wow. And SOOO fuckin’ sexy!

The waiter brought our drinks and I sipped mine while I watched, my cock aching from being so restricted. I’d tell you that I was looking forward to ‘later’, but pretty sure you’ve already figured that out. In the meantime, though, I could sure enjoy the eye candy of the present, and the anticipation of later.

They danced probably five minutes, at one time Dani backing tight into Jenny and Jenny’s hands wandering her body, both looking straight at me while they writhed together. God, did I say something about my erection subsiding? Well, it had unsubsided.

“That was fun,” Dani said after they’d sat down, then to me, “you should try it.”

Not that kind of dancing, no way. I’d cream the front of my slacks. “I’ll wait,” I told her.

It was too loud for conversation, almost without yelling, so we sat and watched, drinking our drinks. There was another couple who were good, that I glanced at occasionally, averting my eyes from the two women I was with. You know, just to make it look like I wasn’t staring, getting myself worked up.

My drink was probably three-quarters gone when they began playing a slow song. Dani pulled me on the floor, wrapped her arms around my neck and I was in heaven, our cheeks together, snuggled up tight to her, that exotic perfume from Tampa. ‘It’ll drive both you and your man crazy with lust,’ the salesgirl had said. Well, if I hadn’t already been there, it would have done exactly that.

On our way back to our table, Dani whispered in my ear (very loud whisper), “Next time you should dance with Jen, she’d enjoy it.” Yeah, so would I!

We all got a second drink, and Jen and Dani put on another dance clinic for a couple songs, but disappointingly, no more sensual making out. By the time they played another slow song, I’d had enough time and liquid courage to ask Jenny. “I’d love to,” she responded with a huge smile.

I started to put one hand around her waist, hold her other in a more traditional dance embrace, but she wrapped her arms around my neck the same as Dani had done earlier. The feel of her bare back in my arms, the first time in all the years we’ve known each other, sent an electric current through my system, totally disabling my big brain and sending all my blood to my little brain.

Jenny didn’t dance, she ‘flowed’. I don’t know how else to explain it. It was like her body had turned into liquid and she just flowed across the floor, so sensual. Her perfume, her cheek against mine, arms around my neck pulling me tight to her, it was dancing like I’d never experienced before.

“Dani asked me if I wanted to seduce you,” she whispered in my ear, her tongue tickling it.

I nearly froze. “She… she… what?” I couldn’t have heard what I’d just heard.

“You know… seduce… like this…” and her lips found mine, molding themselves to my lips, her tongue tickling through… just for a moment.

“I told her I’d love it,” her lips nuzzling against my cheek, my cock trying to burst through my slacks.

“If you want me to, you need to kiss me,” she looked into my eyes, her eyes twinkling and a smile on her face. With her heels, she’s an inch taller, her lips not an inch from mine, waiting for me to close that distance.

I looked around, finding Dani, still sitting at the table, watching us, her face impassive, not giving me any clue.

“Three… two… one…” she was saying, and I kissed her, not believing what was happening. If it hadn’t been for the alcohol, I couldn’t have done it under any circumstances. Her lips were soft, opening, I felt her tongue again, responded in kind, kissing her, my heart pounding in my chest, Jenny pressing her body against my granite-hard shaft.

I pulled away, looked at Jenny’s beautiful, smiling face, glanced around toward Dani again. “No don’t look at her… next time… like you mean it.”


Chapter 5

I never found Dani. Our lips closed together again, I closed my eyes, pulled her to me, feeling her soft skin, Jenny’s arms wrapped tightly around my neck, our tongues dancing together.

She finally pulled away, “Better, much better,” with a huge smile on her face, looked me straight in my eyes, “One night only, no repeat… no matter what. Agreed?”

On our way back to the table a few moments later, my brain still not processing what had just happened, I had a brief thought go through my muddled brain, “Richard?” I asked her.

She squeezed my hand with a little giggle, “He didn’t have an emergency tonight, he’s home waiting for a text from me.”

Dani’s face was still impassive when we sat back down, I had no idea what to say or do. The situation, Jenny’s perfume, and just everything were overpowering my senses, her delicate hand still in mine. “Your wife wants to experience how you felt when you watched her make love with Alan. I don’t want to disappoint her.”

Finally, Dani smiled, looking back and forth from me to Jenny, her best friend her entire life, maid of honor at our wedding twenty-eight years ago. Two words of what she just said were reverberating through my mind, ‘make love’. Was she serious? I hadn’t been with another woman since… since… never. There had been no one before Dani, no one since Dani. I’d kissed a girl once, we made out in my parents’ car, even touched her boobs through her clothes. Her name was… I couldn’t remember. Peggy, that was it. And she practically didn’t even have boobs. That’s all I could remember of Peggy.

The two women danced again, and it seemed to take on a whole new erotic atmosphere. Dani and Jenny’s arms were in the air, pulling their hemlines even higher, not seeming to care about the world around them. Jenny’s feet were moving like she could have been tap dancing, but her upper body was like a flamingo, swaying and turning, but not even acknowledging the movement of her feet.

Dani hadn’t worn stockings or anything underneath her skirt, barely even panties, but the sexy, lacy tops of Jenny’s stockings were fully in view as she danced. I couldn’t stop myself from wondering, ‘was this real?’ as those two words ‘make love’ went through my mind over and over again, at the same time wondering what it would be like if these two ever ‘got together’.

Jenny asked me to dance again with her when they played another slow song. Once again, it felt more like her feet were floating on air, as I was. She pulled me tight, arms around my neck, once again, her cheek tight to mine, lips occasionally nuzzling my ear.

“I like lots of foreplay before I make love… hope you do, too,” she whispered in my ear.

I nearly wilted on the spot, waiting for this dream to end and wake up with a massive hard-on. “… sent Richard a text… told him not to wait up, might be morning before I’m home,” as she pressed her groin to mine and her lips to mine.

Dani had called an Uber and said it’d be here in about ten minutes when Jenny and I sat back down. After the last song, the band took a break so conversation was much easier. I went and paid our bill, and when I returned, Dani was recounting her day in Tampa with Alan. There were no secrets between these two. A moment later, they were oohing and aahing over Dani’s five-hundred-dollar shoes that she was wearing, Dani telling Jenny that she had to buy a pair, no matter what.

Dani got in front, me in the back, and Jenny sliding into the middle next to me. “I haven’t made out with a guy in the back seat for so long,” she said, as her lips brushed against mine.

“With a guy? Does that mean you usually do it with girls?” I asked her as she placed my left hand over her right tit over her dress.

“Mmm, she likes that,” as I pinched her hard nipple through the thin fabric. I wasn’t quite used to doing anything like this, especially where the driver, a middle-aged woman, could watch in the rear-view mirror ― with a woman who wasn’t my Dani.

It was the most incredibly enjoyable twenty-minute drive I’d been on for a long time, if not ever. I know that Dani was intently watching us from the front seat and so was the driver, but the driver had no idea it was my wife sitting up front next to her. Jenny didn’t seem to mind in the least. We kissed, we fondled, only avoiding our most private places, but those were the only ones that seemed to be off-limits. Jenny even pushed herself up off the seat for me to push her dress higher, giving an unobstructed view of her tiny black panties.

When we pulled up in our driveway, I was breathing hard, totally immersed in this beautiful woman, wondering how this night was going to change our relationship forever. Jenny wanted ‘foreplay’. I didn’t know if I could, I felt the same urgency as that night in Tampa after swimming, when Dani and I fucked with her pressed against our room’s door.

Inside, I knew that what had happened that night in Tampa wasn’t going to be repeated. Instead, I asked Jenny and Dani if they’d like a glass of wine. It was pretty much the only thing we had to drink, other than ice tea. Both said they’d love it. I’m not a wine fan, but occasionally, it’s okay. I poured three glasses, surprisingly managing to not spill any with my shaking hands.

Jenny went into the bathroom, saying she needed to freshen up a bit, leaving Dani and me alone for a few minutes. “I specifically remember you saying there were no tricks up your sleeves,” I said to my wife as I handed her her glass.”

She smiled, “I lied. You going to complain?”

I glanced toward the hall leading to the bathroom, “No, guess I forgive you.”

“I am so turned on right now I can hardly stand it… and jealous,” she said.

Maybe she is starting to understand, I thought, as Jenny returned from the bathroom looking radiant. Was this actually going to happen? I wondered, my cock swelling at the sight of her in that short, backless dress.

I met her in the living room and handed her her glass of wine, then accompanied her to the leather couch. Dani sat in the loveseat at a right angle and adjacent to the couch, like an ‘L’, with us, only a couple feet away, her eyes glued in place. Jenny curled up next to me, her feet up on the couch tucked under. “I’ve been looking forward to this ever since Dani asked me Tuesday,” she said, with a look on her face that I would never have expected to see. I’m sure my face mirrored her emotions, probably even more so as she leaned in and kissed me.

This wasn’t like the kisses in the club; it was soft, sensual, tongues probing, soul-searing – with my wife watching only a couple feet away.

My arms were around Jenny’s bare back, fingers reaching underneath the edge of her dress, lips together, when she pulled away, started to get up, and said, “I like my foreplay naked.”

She stood, slipped a strap off one shoulder, then the other, letting her dress fall to the floor, baring herself completely, except her tiny thong panties and stockings. Her beautiful, dancer’s body looked more like a thirty-nine-year-old, maybe even twenty-nine; small, firm boobs, pointy pink nipples, tight waist. God!

She sat back down, her nipple brushing against my chest and whispered in my ear, “Your turn.”

Dani was sitting in the loveseat, wide-eyed, her hand between her legs. She’d already told me how turned on and jealous she was and that was before the kissing, before the ‘unveiling’.

I stood and Jenny lay down, stretching out on the couch like a feline, with a smile on her face, watching me start to unbutton my shirt with my shaking fingers. I guess I’m relatively proud of my body for almost fifty; not particularly muscular, but reasonably thin. No spare tire around my waist, anyway. Like Jenny, I left my silk boxers on that Dani had bought just for tonight. I wondered why, now I knew. Although, my cock was still making itself pretty well known, pushing hard against the one little button holding it captive.

Jenny held out her arms when I was ready and I sat down beside her, capturing one of her hard nipples in my mouth. She let out a little moan and I glanced briefly toward Dani – who was gone. I thought she wanted to watch. Jenny didn’t seem to notice – or care, as she wrapped her arms around my head and tugged me in tighter, pressing her tit into my mouth.

My hand went down between her legs, the only time she told me, “No, later,” pushing my hand away. So we kissed, our hands and mouths exploring each other’s bodies, she sucked on my nipples and I on hers. Hands traveled up and down legs, tummies, over breasts, and through hair.

And Dani finally reappeared. Surprisingly, she was in the pink leotard-straitjacket, her arms held tightly in place across her waist by the stretchy material. She’d shown me how it’s designed so she can get into it, pulling the arms tight by hooking them on a doorknob and twisting her body away from it. She just can’t get herself out of it. Maybe there’s a way, but we hadn’t figured it out yet.

My thought was that it was likely the only way she could think of, short of handcuffs behind her back, to forcefully stop herself from playing with herself. And this was a lot sexier. I was surprised she hadn’t come out carrying the big dildo, instead.

Dani sat back down on the loveseat, feet up on the edge, and spread her knees apart, her swollen pussy in full view through the slit in the leotard; showing Jen and me just how turned on she was.

Jenny saw too, she didn’t say a word, just scooted herself around and took me in her mouth, sliding her lips down until she let out a little gag. My heart was pounding, a loud moan escaped my throat. This was something… hell, no way in fuck I can describe!

Jenny’s lips worked up and down on my hard cock, then she slid them off, “She wants to know what it’s like… watching… told me not to hold back… I don’t think we should deprive her, do you?”

Ah, fuck! Before I could even think, her lips were sliding back down my cock. My eyes closed on their own, my fingers gripping her hair, and it was all I could do just to keep breathing, the way my heart was pounding and my cock reacting to Jenny. I couldn’t even look at Dani, not because I was afraid to, just… because. Damned good thing Dani and I had had that night before.

I know my moans were flooding the room, but I wasn’t hearing a thing when she slipped off of me and stood, pushing her thong down her gorgeous legs. She was bare and beautiful! I couldn’t believe this was happening. If there was ever a fantasy of fantasies, one that I’d never even imagined before tonight, it would be watching Jenny pushing her panties down her naked body.

I stole a glance at Dani on the loveseat. She’d changed positions, pressing her legs together, trying to grind herself on the loveseat, pulling at her arms, trying to get them free once again. Maybe regretting how she’d trapped herself?

Jenny, now completely naked, pushed me onto my back, down on the couch, my head at the end almost directly adjacent to where Dani was squirming, then straddled my chest with her legs, her pussy pressing against my bare chest.

Jenny leaned down, kissing me once again. I’d swear I tasted the pre-cum on her lips. She pulled away just an inch or so from my mouth and said, “My turn,” sitting the rest of the way up and scooting up my chest. Oh God, Oh God, Oh God! She was going to…

And Jenny’s soaking wet pussy was on my mouth.

My hands went to her hips, my tongue inside her, licking up and down, eyes briefly to Dani, sitting close enough to Jenny that they could have leaned together and kissed, face white, breathing ragged and unsteady. Dani’s words to Jenny reverberated through me, ‘don’t hold back.’ I didn’t. I kissed Jenny’s pussy, pulling her back and forth on my mouth, tasting the first woman of my forty-nine-year life that wasn’t Dani.

She let out a loud moan, at least I thought it was Jenny, sounded more like Dani’s voice. Then there was a loud, “Ohhh, fuck!” that was definitely Jenny, at the same time as what was Dani’s moan. I’d have joined them with my own if my mouth hadn’t been as far inside Jenny as I could get it. One thing was for damn sure, my cock wasn’t going to be able to take much more!

And Jenny may have sensed that as she scooted back down my body, lifting herself above me, reaching down and gripping me with the head right at her entrance. I was nearly beyond my endurance, waiting… and waiting… until I heard a choked, “Yess,” from my wife.

For the first time, I felt a pussy that wasn’t Dani’s engulfing my cock. I gritted my teeth, trying to resist the impending orgasm. I’d love to be able to say that we fucked for several minutes before I erupted, but when I’m impaled inside her, she rocks back and forth, and leans forward pressing her tit in my mouth, I lost it completely. It was just too much.

Jenny, too, must have been right on the edge. Her body stiffened and began spasming as she pumped herself up and down on my cock, pressing down hard with each plunge while I pushed up inside her.

Our orgasms were hard, long, and persistent, groans filling the room. Jenny’s pussy was hot, like inside a blazing furnace, the sensations just overwhelming; my first time, Dani’s best friend, her inches away, watching…

Both our bodies were covered with a sheen of sweat when it was finally over. I glanced over at Dani on the loveseat; arms still trapped in her leotard, knees tight to her chest in a fetal position, toes curled, eyes open and glazed, soft moans still coming from her mouth.

“Take me to bed,” I heard Jenny say as I tried catching my breath, staring at my wife, realizing that my cock was still semi-hard, inside Jenny’s pussy. She extricated herself from me and stood in all her naked glory.

Jenny’s a dancer. I’d never really paid attention to her ‘just’ walking before, but I did then as she walked into our bedroom. She doesn’t ‘walk’, she glides. I don’t know how to explain it but every move is so smooth that you’d swear she was barely moving. How, I have no idea, but damn, it’s sexy!

Dani was still on the sofa, sitting up but breathing hard. I sat beside her and kissed her, told her I loved her. It was our first time to talk together since Jenny had given me the shock of my life, that she was going to seduce me. “You okay?” I asked her.

She smiled and nodded, “A little more than I expected,” she let out a short laugh, “understatement of the decade, I think. But other than being so horny, I’m fine… and I think you have a lover waiting,” she said.

“You sure? I don’t need to…”

She interrupted, “No, I want you to. I’m getting an inkling how you felt about me and Alan… and I liked watching you.” She smiled, a weak smile, “Need to finish what we started…” She hesitated, then went on, “There’s something… I never told you… that night with Alan. I was with Jerry… had just fucked him. Alan was with Jamie, I was still blindfolded, could only hear… and I was so jealous, but it wasn’t Alan and Jamie… it was you and Jenny I was hearing.”

She stopped, closed her eyes, “I knew… I wanted tonight to happen, wanted to feel the turmoil of seeing you and Jen together… but I knew how turned on it would make me and I don’t want that to go away… so that’s why the suit, I knew I wouldn’t be able to control myself… so whatever you and Jen do tonight, don’t let me come… please.”

“Okay,” I said, a little too quickly, before she finished.

I helped her up and we walked into the bedroom together, Jenny was in the bathroom. Dani lay down on our king-sized bed, opposite the bathroom. Not having the use of her arms makes everything difficult. I sat down beside her, teasing her pussy with my fingers, running them up and down barely inside her lips. She alternated between opening her legs and squeezing them together, a steady moan coming from her mouth.

When tall, statuesque Jenny opened the bathroom door, I stopped, pressing two fingers a little more inside Dani. Jenny was wearing a sheer, lace babydoll. As you’ve maybe already guessed, I’m a sucker for sexy nightgowns. This was… something else again: black, totally sheer, flowery lace hiding absolutely nothing, and a tiny pair of black panties

She glided to the bed where I was sitting next to Dani, sat down beside me, and kissed me, running her hands up and down my chest before pressing her breasts against me. My cock had hardened already and Jenny’s lingerie finished the process.

She pressed our bodies together, our tongues swirled together, and my hands roamed her soft skin underneath that lace until she broke away and whispered in my ear, “I want to watch you eat your wife’s pussy,” with a grin on her face

Then, wrapping her hand around my fully engorged schlong, Jenny added one more tiny, insignificant little thing in another whisper, “Just remember, this is all mine tonight,” and pushed me toward my wife, before crawling to the other side of the bed.

Dani had been laying on her back watching her husband and best friend making out right next to her, knees bent up and squeezed together, her body writhing, trying to stimulate her pussy. I glanced over at Jenny, then back to my wife, placing my hands on her thighs, gently pushing them apart. Dani’s pussy was red and glistening, swollen and damp with her arousal.

I kissed the inside of her thigh, eliciting a loud moan, then moved my lips down, closer and closer to her core. This had become a huge part of our lovemaking in the last several months, ever since ‘that night’. And Dani loved it.

Tonight, though, was different, before I even touched her lips with mine, Dani’s body was thrashing, anticipating the feel of my lips. She had pushed her legs far apart, opening herself with that slit in her leotard, and screamed when my tongue touched her, followed by my lips pressing hers apart.

Dani’s hips bucked into me as I pressed my tongue into her, licking up to her clit, sucking it into my mouth. “OhGod, OhGod, OhGod, don’t stop, don’t stop,” she screamed, her body shaking.

I took that as my cue that I had damn well better stop if she wasn’t going to come. I hurried to the other side of the bed, frantically pulled Jenny’s panties down and pressed my mouth to her, hands underneath her hips pulling her to me, and plunging my tongue inside her.

The time had come, I couldn’t take any more. My body was shaking, my heart was pounding a hole in my chest, my dick was demanding, and I was almost delirious with need. I scurried up Jenny’s body and plunged my cock inside her. If I hadn’t just a few minutes earlier, I’d have exploded at that instant. Jenny let out a loud, “Ahhh,” and I groaned with the feeling of her hot, wet pussy sucking me in. I pulled out and slammed back into her, again and again, each time more frantic than the last. My dick felt like it must have been at least a foot long.

I was faintly aware of Dani on the other side of the bed, legs pulled up and writhing, trying desperately to pull her arms free.

I pulled out of Jenny, she rolled over on her hands and knees, and I was back inside her, my fingers digging into her hips pulling her back onto me with every thrust. I didn’t think of it at the moment, wasn’t exactly thinking of anything except fucking, but the thought of beautiful Jenny in this position, my dick thrusting inside her, would have been the most impossible thought in the history of the world, even a couple hours earlier.

And she was more than a willing participant, pushing back on me with every thrust, our loud, unintelligible noises intermingled and filling the room. Dani on the opposite side of the bed, in absolute misery watching us, was like throwing gasoline on the raging flames.

Jenny’s body began shuddering and her pussy’s spasming was more than I could take. The ejaculations suddenly erupted, nearly causing me to blackout from the intensity.

I collapsed on the bed in-between Jenny and Dani, Jenny on her stomach, Dani in her fetal position, still moaning from her need, tears running down her cheeks.

I awoke in the morning hearing Dani saying she had to pee. I lay there for a moment, remembering the unbelievable night before, thinking that it couldn’t have been anything except an elaborate dream. Except, there was my wife, still in her leotard-straitjacket, just like I remembered.

“Last night, was it…”

“Real?”

I nodded, not knowing what to think. The way Dani was dressed… the realization our shower was on…

"Earth to husband, remember me? Have to pee. Little help would be nice,” motioning to her arms still held tight. It finally dawned on me, hands trapped - she needed help with the door.

Dani waited for me to open the door for her and I followed her in, offering to help her if she needed it.

I was standing in the bathroom, still naked, looking through the steamy shower door at a very naked, very gorgeous Jenny in our shower when the door opened slightly and a hand came out grabbing mine and pulling me inside.

If last night had been a dream, I was still asleep in the midst of the most erotic dream ever, Dani’s best friend kneeling on the shower floor in front of me, hot water streaming over both of us, my wife sitting on the potty watching it all. But I didn’t wake up. When she stood and turned facing the shower wall, spreading her legs apart, I realized it wasn’t a dream at all.


Chapter 6

Feb 23

“You want to talk about it?” I asked Dani. We’d just dropped Jenny off at home and were on our way to Pasco to pick up Dani’s Lexus.

She looked out the window, “I… it was a little more than I thought…”

“But? I hope you’re not unhappy with Jenny.” She wasn’t acting angry, but sometimes….

She turned toward me, “No.”

“Me?”

“No, I’m fine, better than okay. Last night was… I can’t even describe. And I know Jen is, too. Have to wait and hear how Richard reacts.”

I wondered if he’d be disappointed that he wasn’t there. I remembered, watching Alan and Dani that first time in Tampa, his big, dark brown dick slowly disappearing inside her pussy lips, how I felt that night; excited, jealous, turned-on, a little afraid (quite a little, actually). I didn’t think Dani still quite understood. It was different between me and Jenny. As exciting as it was, the intensity of the past becoming the present wasn’t there with Jenny.

“Hon… I’ve been thinking about something,” Dani started to say, “I want to go see Alan again, you know that, right?”

I nodded, “Uhuh, we talked about it.”

“Well… I want you there,” looking straight at me.

“You… you… what?”

“You heard, I want you to go to Tampa with me. I want you there, for everything.”

Holy crap! The vision of Dani and her black lover kissing that first time flashed through my mind. Could I? A whole weekend? I was just taking the exit off Hwy 395 when she said that. Thankfully, there wasn’t much traffic on Sunday morning, I likely would have crashed.

My thickening cock sure as hell told me I could. And would. I gripped the steering wheel and stared straight ahead, my breath catching in my throat. “I… You sure? Thought you’d want privacy.”

“I do, but after last night, I like the idea of your being there even more.”

I remembered feeling like I’d be a ‘third wheel’ when we were in Tampa. Maybe so, but I sure as hell wasn’t going to turn down her offer.

That evening, Dani showered and started putting on her makeup. With the excitement from the night before, I’d completely forgotten that she had a date with Rebekka from The Castle.

Have you ever watched your wife sitting at her makeup table in nothing except a skimpy, matching pink bra and panty set, getting ready for a date – with another woman? Neither have I, not until tonight. I looked at her sheer bra, her prominent nipples. The way she concentrated on the mirror, putting on her lipstick. I imagined those red lips kissing Rebekka’s God!

“You know I’m still really horny tonight, don’t you, as she pulled a dress out from her closet; a short, silky, flowery wrap-dress. “Think she’ll like this one?” she asked me, holding it in front of her. God!

Half an hour later, my Dani was walking out the door, “I’m picking her up, going to dinner… not sure about ‘after’.”

She kissed me goodbye, her erotic ‘Tampa’ perfume fragrance lingering in my nostrils. I couldn’t stop marveling at the change in our lives in just the last couple weeks. A week ago ― Tampa; Last night ― Jenny; Tonight ― Dani having a date with another woman. Damn, the thought was hot!

I needed something to occupy my time. I’ve always wanted to make carnival-style corn dogs. I know, weird, huh, but that was my mind recently. I found the recipe I’d been looking at online: Flour, corn starch, eggs… twenty-four hot dogs. I was thinking more in the line of two. Figured I could cut down everything to one-twelfth but wasn’t exactly sure how to get one-twelfth of two eggs.

But I managed to cut it down at least somewhat. Had a little batter left over (about ninety-percent) but the corn dogs were good, really good. And that took the first half-hour of what I knew was going to be a long, long evening.

And it was. Luckily, there were some NBA games, I watched the Thunder blow away the Spurs. Not a very exciting game, but I’m a Thunder fan so it was fun watching OKC destroy San Antonio.

Dani’s Lexus pulled in our driveway at ten-forty-five. Her clothes all looked fine, but her lipstick had definitely not been touched up since…

“I hope you’re recovered from last night, because I really need you to fuck me,” was all she said when she came inside.

She got her wish. And that was pretty much all the explanation I got as to how her evening had gone. All I’ll say is that we didn’t exactly ‘make love’ that evening.

The next several days were actually pretty normal. That is, if you consider getting up every morning and watching your wife getting dressed in skimpy panties for the sole intention of teasing a co-worker, as ‘normal’.

“Do you trust me?” Dani asked, Friday evening after a very good salmon patty dinner.

I looked at her, what kind of question was that? As if… “That’s a silly question, of course,” I told her, not understanding why she’d even ask such a question.

“… because I want to do something… and I’m not sure how you’ll like it… but I think you will.” Her face looked nervous.

“Something? You going to tell me… or is that where the ‘trust’ comes in?” Now she had me nervous, too.

She stood, taking my hand, “Come with me,” she said, leading the way into the kitchen. “Bring a chair,” she said.

Okayyy – I followed her into our bedroom, bringing the dining chair along with me. She was still wearing the knee-length skirt and cashmere sweater she’d worn to school that day. As usual, pretty but not sexy. Still, though, on her, everything looked good.

Once in our bedroom, she told me where to put the chair, then suggested that I’d probably better go pee… “Just in case,” she said. I did, got a little dribble out, had gone not long before. Then she asked me to take my clothes off. So I did, down to my undies. “All of them,” she said. After I took my boxers off, standing completely stark-naked, she directed me to sit. I seriously had no fuckin’ clue.

“Close your eyes,” she told me, and I squeezed them shut as she’d asked. I heard what sounded like a drawer opening, then a moment later felt the blindfold going over my head, covering my eyes. “See anything?” she asked from behind me.

I managed to open my eyes, total black, shook my head, “No, nothing,” I told her.

“Good, wait there just a minute.” I heard another drawer opening and closing, then Dani back by my side. “I know this is going to feel pretty strange, but you’ll get used to it… lift your legs a little.”

She pulled something over my feet and up my legs, “Now stand,” she said.

I did, feeling almost like I was putting on one of Dani’s swimsuits. Weird! “You probably have an idea what this is, but it’s made for men.” She pulled it up, trapping my hardening cock against my tummy. She said it’d feel funny – kind of an understatement! On the sexy side, too, I have to admit. I’m forty-nine and never worn spandex anything.

I hoped to hell this thing wasn’t pink. Of course, she said it was a man’s version, and it wasn’t high on the hips like Dani’s, it felt about like I’d imagine a speedo swimsuit. Never worn one of those, either.

Dani helped me get my arms into the sleeves, and they were weird, not having a hole for hands, the stretchy material, and especially knowing what was coming.

But knowing and feeling are two completely different things, when Dani started pulling the sleeves behind my back, trapping my arms around my waist, it was almost a feeling of panic engulfing my senses, “Don’t like this,” I tried to tell her.

She chuckled, “Okay for me but not for thee? Kinda sexist, doncha think?” cinching them tighter. “Besides, you’ll like it, guaranteed―I think.”

Well, my dick was liking it already. I had no idea what was coming, but the anticipation was driving my libido sky high, I was steel-rod hard, almost abnormally hard. Dani appeared to finish, locking the sleeves behind my back, “How’s it feel?” she asked me.

I tried pulling at my arms. I was over the panicky feeling from earlier and the elastic-like feeling just plain felt fuckin’ weird. “Weird,” I told her, experimenting with pulling at my arms, just getting pulled back around my waist.

She moved the chair behind me, telling me to sit, then wrapped a strap around my knees holding them tight, then my upper legs and the chair, “Don’t want you accidentally slipping off later, not sure what all might happen,” with a little follow-up giggle.

What the hell was she going to do?

“Couple more little things,” she said, and I could hear her walking around the room, opening and closing drawers. Having this blindfold on and being trapped on the chair like I was, was the oddest feeling I could remember. I was beginning to doubt the wisdom of telling her that I trusted her.

I felt the fuzzy cuffs around my ankles, Dani telling me, “These are different ones, had to get a bigger set, made for ankles.”

She got up and walked around behind me, “Hope this fits okay, your neck’s a bit shorter than mine,” and I felt her wrapping something around my neck, her leather collar? It was, and she started lacing it. “Head straight ahead,” Dani admonished me when I tried to turn.

She’d told me to lace it tight when I put it on her. She was doing the same, pulling every lace as tight as she could get it, clamping my neck in what felt like a vise. By the time she was done, I couldn’t move so much as a millimeter any direction, staring into the blackness straight ahead, feeling like those African women must feel who put rings around their necks stretching it.

“Feel okay?” she asked, “breathe okay?”

Funny thing was, it wasn’t interfering with breathing at all. “Fine,” I told her after not being able to nod.

A moment later, I felt a little tug on the collar, first one side, then the other, then a steady pull down getting harder and harder, “That hurt?” Dani asked me.

It wasn’t particularly pleasant when she pulled down hard, but didn’t hurt. The way the collar spread out over my collarbone, it distributed the pressure pretty evenly, not on my neck at all. But WTF was she doing?

A few seconds later, I felt my legs being pulled underneath the chair. She’d hooked something to the cuffs on my ankles and was pulling them back. And I realized what was happening, she’d hooked a strap from the neck collar to the cuffs and was in the process of pulling it tight so that my legs were pulled back under the chair and up, trapping me so that I couldn’t move anything.

When she finished pulling, I was totally immobile; blindfolded, legs pulled back and held in place, knees strapped together, my body strapped to the chair and arms trapped. I couldn’t lean forward at all because of the strap from my neck down the back of the chair to my legs, couldn’t move a damn thing!

Dani started giggling, “My own idea, pretty clever, huh? Now I need you to channel your inner Houdini and see if you can escape.”

Get out? Hell, I couldn’t move a damned thing, couldn’t see a damn thing except blackness. Not even Houdini could get out of this trap! “I can’t even move,” I told her.

“Good… only one more thing…” and I felt her hands between my legs. I hadn’t even realized this thing I was wearing was open, but her hand wrapped around my cock, and she pulled it out from its hiding place, “I want my friend out where I can play with him.”

It was weird how being helpless like I was had turned me on like it had, but I was already so damned hard. Then her hand wrapped around me and started rubbing up and down. Maybe I couldn’t move, but I could sure as hell feel! And being tied and blindfolded like I was was intensifying every nerve ending in my body, especially the ones in my dick. I let out a loud groan when I felt her begin to spread the precum.

But when I felt her warm lips wrapped around the head, licking like she was sucking a lollipop, everything changed. Her hand was still squeezing and working up and down, slickened with the precum. But it gradually gave way as her lips moved lower.

My breath was quickening, my heart pounding. If this was what all this had been about, she was right – it was damn well worth it! God, I was on fire. Not being able to see or move any part of my body only added to the intensity.

I felt the head against the back of her throat, Dani gagging a little bit with about half my dick in her mouth, her hand still wrapped around the rest of the shaft. Then she swallowed all at once her lips were pressed against my groin. Sonofabitch! The cum started to rise inside me, any second I was going to explode in her mouth, past the point of no return… and she was gone, squeezing the head… hard, to stop the inevitable, that volcanic eruption she’d ignited, leaving me a frustrated, panting mess.

“Oh God, Dani… that was cruel! I thought… Oh God…” My dick was so fuckin’ hard!

She kissed me, her tongue down my throat, those lips making love with my mouth, still squeezing my cock to prevent an orgasm. She pulled away and I felt her tongue tickling my ear right before, “Little blue pill ground up in your drink earlier―should keep you nice and hard for me. Remember Wednesday night, dearly beloved?” and she was gone, leaving me a quivering mass of sexed-up flesh with a hard-as-stone dick pointing straight up, poking a big hole in the air. And then it dawned on me what she’d said, ‘little blue pill.’ She hadn’t, had she? God, the evidence was right there, my dick almost painfully hard, begging for release.

A moment later I heard Dani, on her phone, I presumed, “Hi, you ready to come over? We’re ready… okay, a few minutes.”

What? Someone’s coming? Now! I can’t… no, not like this!

Dani sat on my knees, “You know I’m wearing what I wore to work today, don’t you… everything I wore to work,” as she scooted up my legs pressing her pussy against my cock ― her naked pussy. “Tom… you should have seen his face…”

OhGod, OhGod! Dani was pressing her pussy against me and almost forcing me to visualize ― her spreading her legs, just an instant? Longer?

“I am so horny right now,” she said, “wish your hands were free, my tits need squeezed so bad, maybe…” She squirmed around and a moment later I felt her sweater and bra pushed aside, with a nipple pressed in my mouth. “I was so turned on, wanted Tom to suck my tit so bad!” as she pressed against me, forcing her wet pussy lips around the base of my shaft and her tit into my mouth.

I heard how heavy Dani’s breathing was when she pulled herself off of me, leaving me panting once again, “Got your cock all wet… I’d lick it off, but you might come and that’d ruin everything,” she said.

I was throbbing, every nerve in my body and mind, still trying to visualize Dani and Tom ― or if she even had, concocting a story. I didn’t even know what was reality and fiction anymore.

“Oh, one more thing, I’ve been talking to Alan ― he invited me back, we were thinking about spring vacation in three weeks, think you could get free for a week?”


Chapter 7

God, a week? I was thinking a weekend, but a week? It would kill me, but the thought of Dani with him… and me being there, that long only made my already steel shaft only harder, if that was possible.

I was still processing what she’d just said when she went on, “We’ll talk about that later, but now I need to fix my makeup, maybe add a little perfume,” And then the room was quiet, leaving me in my solitary, tied-down darkness. It was then that I discovered how minutes turn into hours when blindfolded and unable to move, especially having no idea what Dani was planning next. Someone was coming, that was all I knew. A man? Was she going to fuck some guy right in front of me? Tom? She’d been pretty adamant about him, but still… Whoever, I wasn’t ready for that, not like this.

Then her words went through my mind, ‘Remember Wednesday.’ That was the night I’d fucked her with the big glass dildo, teasing her almost unmercifully, until she was crying in frustration. I shivered at what I’d done ― what Dani was going to do? But I also remembered the huge orgasm we both had at the end.

Later, I have no idea how long later ― it seemed like hours, Dani came out of the bathroom, wearing the perfume we’d bought in Tampa, that is so fuckin’ sexy. She patted aftershave on my face, something I never used, but it smelled nice, “Want you to smell nice when our guest gets here,” she said, “any minute now, I think.”

‘Our’ guest? Who? I was contemplating that when I felt her between my legs again. I groaned, feeling her lips sucking me in her mouth, her tongue wrapping around the head of my cock. She pulled off a moment, “Wouldn’t want him to go to sleep right now, would we?” Her mouth lowered again, sucking hard, but for just an instant, “If he does, just try and picture what I’m wearing right now… I guarantee it’d keep him awake…”

I groaned, my mind doing exactly what she’d said. Fat chance of him going to sleep!

At that instant, the doorbell rang and Dani left me panting again, my cock hard and helpless as ever. I’d have given almost anything to be able to finish what she kept starting. “Oh, one more thing,” she said. “Just a minute,” she shouted at the front door, then I felt her putting something over my head ― the gag, feeling the little ball fill my mouth.

I tried to tell her, please no, the only thing that came out was, “ghhh,” couldn’t even make a legible noise.

It’s a pretty small, soft ball, letting me close my mouth easily and breathe through my nose, but it expanded whenever I opened, wrecking any possibility of making any semblance of a word.

Then Dani went in the other room, closing the bedroom door behind her so I couldn’t hear anything. Whoever built the damned house had the bedrooms soundproofed so they’d be quiet from the adjoining rooms. Probably had noisy kids or something. Yeah, it was us. I used to like that, hated it now. Couldn’t hear a damned thing.

Who the hell had she just let in, Tom? Nah, I still didn’t think she would with a co-worker, but damn, it would be hot. Jenny? The thought of her reminded me of that night. God, that was unfuckingbelievable! Rebekka? Dani has been on a ‘date’ with her, and how fuckin’ hot she was when she got home that night. Someone else? Who, who, who? My brain was sounding like a fucking owl.

What she’d just said was having her desired effect, ‘picturing what she was wearing’. I tried to imagine the sexy outfits she had, or maybe lingerie? Nothing but a pair of panties? Damn! She hadn’t given me so much as a clue, except, ‘guarantee it’d keep my cock awake.’ Damn! I know she’d been to Castle again, bought there? Whatever, it was doing its number, adding to my libido in overdrive.

I was in silence, desperately trying to hear something, anything. Again, it seemed like forever, sitting there strapped to that chair, my unchecked libido driving me out of my mind, still not knowing what was coming. I pictured Dani, knowing how sexy she can be when she really makes the effort.

What time was it? How long had I been strapped to that chair? I didn’t have a clue, except that it had been forever. I guessed it had been well over an hour, it seemed like that long since she’d let someone in, and was she even coming back in the bedroom? This all-encompassing total blackness and silence were driving me mad, especially that I couldn’t even move my head to try and hear better. All I could do was sit there, totally immobile, my dick getting harder by the minute.

What the fuck were they doing? On the couch fucking? Making out? Had Dani done this to me just as a tease? If she had, it was damn well working.

Just when I’d given up on ‘seeing’ her again that night, the door opened. I smelled her perfume ― then another I didn’t remember ever smelling before; she was with a woman. God, she wouldn’t, would she? If anything was going to send me over the top, it would be the thought of Dani with another woman. Before I kiddingly told her that I’d told Rebekka she’d call, the thought of her with a woman hadn’t even crossed my mind… who the hell was I kidding!

Was ‘whoever’ staring at me, the freak in the corner with the hard dick? I couldn’t believe that Dani would leave me like this with another woman in the room. But shit, when I heard what sounded like kissing… my dick must have grown another inch.

I desperately tried to pick out noises, anything to tell me who was in the room with Dani. I’ve been around Jenny lots of times when she was wearing perfume, but nothing like I’d just smelled. Rebekka had been wearing perfume that night in Castle, but I wouldn’t have remembered it from that one time. Someone else that Dani’s met? There were some gentle moans intermingled with Dani’s, but I couldn’t recognize those, either.

But the ‘kissing’ that I’d heard earlier had progressed to something different, something much more… sucking a tit? God, I wanted to see what was happening with my wife! It was driving me insane.

The bed creaked, I recognized that sound from many times with Dani. But it does that sometimes when we just sit. What was that sound, clothes being taken off?

Then there was a giggle, and I know I heard Dani whispering, “Uhuh.”

And a few seconds later, the strange perfume was much stronger and… God, I felt hands on my legs… and lips wrapped around my dick. Oh shit! This wasn’t Dani. A strange, unknown woman had my dick in her mouth, licking, sucking. I heard unintelligible noises coming from my mouth through the gag. OhGod, OhGod, OhGod! I felt the orgasm coming, tried to buck my hips, reach my arms out, and couldn’t move, trapped in a giant spider web… and then that torturous squeezing of the head of my cock, letting out a long, low groan. Dani whispering in my ear again, “Remember Wednesday.”

Oh God, what have I done? I’ve created a monster. I wanted to throw my head back, couldn’t move a fucking thing! I felt like I had been turned to stone ― especially my cock. The only thing I could move a little was my arms, and that fucking stretchy rubbery shit just pulled them back again.

I was lamenting my predicament when the bed creaked again. This time, it wasn’t just ‘sitting’. I’d heard that noise too many times and knew what it was. Dani and ‘whoever’ were fucking. Groaning. Hell, I couldn’t even recognize Dani, my mind was so muddled. Not until I clearly heard her frantic voice, “Eat my pussy!” the first actual words I’d heard.

And then the sucking noises. And the groaning. I tried to visualize. This woman between Dani’s outstretched legs, maybe holding her hips up so she could get deeper. I did that to Dani a lot. Then I thought of that funny, wedge-shaped pillow I’d seen the night before. I asked Dani about it and she just shrugged my question off, but now I was pretty sure I knew what it was for.

Dani’s groans got louder, more anguished. I saw her ass on that pillow, held up so that a tongue could get so much deeper inside her. God, I wanted to tear that fuckin’ blindfold off! I wanted to grab my cock and relieve myself. If my hands had been free…

I’d fantasized about Dani and another woman, okay, I’ll admit, even before ‘that night’. And here it was, right in front of me. I couldn’t believe what was happening, And I fucking couldn’t see it! My heart was beating like a sledgehammer pounding it.

Dani’s scream reverberated through me. It seemed to go on and on. She’s never been THAT vocal. My hips bucked, didn’t move a friggin’ inch. I groaned in frustration around the gag, listening to Dani’s screams, obviously having a powerful orgasm. I tried to picture her face, remembered how she’d looked that first time that Saturday night with Alan, how she’d grimaced, closed her eyes, her mouth screwed up in that unworldly expression. Was that what was on her face now?

If I’d thought my dick was hard before…! God, if only my hands were free.

“Your turn,” Dani finally said, with a panting voice.

She wasn’t talking to her husband. God, I wasn’t sure I’d even survive the next minutes.

I tried again, knew it was hopeless, but couldn’t stop myself, trying to get my arms free to rip away that blindfold. Dani, my Daniella was going to eat another woman’s pussy!

And I was in the fucking room ― feet away, looking straight at her ― totally blind!

The other woman groaned, it had started. And then Dani groaned. What? Were they in a sixty-nine? I listened, the sucking noises, both women groaning, the bed creaking, the other woman squealing, “Ohh, Ohh.” Was that Jenny’s voice? It almost sounded like it. I pictured the beautiful Jenny, Dani’s best friend, underneath her, then a squeal that sounded completely different, not Jenny. Maybe. Hell, hell, hell! I didn’t know! I tried to remember, Jenny sucked my cock that night, had it felt the same as a moment ago? How the hell could I know in those short, few seconds?

I gave up trying to decide, just listened to the sucking and groaning. My Dani was right in front of me sucking a pussy, her pussy on another woman’s face, an image I would have rather bet on a ten-million-to-one lottery.

The other woman let out a long, low wail, her orgasm? Dani brought a woman to orgasm? Of course, she had. I waited, there was a silence, shuffling on the bed, whispering that I strained my ears to hear but couldn’t, more kissing noises.

It sounded like climbing off the bed, and I sensed Dani’s perfume coming closer. She sat on my lap and whispered in my ear, “You enjoy that? I did… we both did.”

I tried to nod my head, made a grunting noise around the gag, “Think it’s your turn?” she asked me, gripping my rock-hard cock in her hand and lifting herself. She held herself above me, barely enough that I could feel her wet pussy opening just barely around the head of my cock. I was holding my breath, imagining what it was going to feel like when she let herself down, visualizing it, anticipating, when I felt her begin to let the pressure off her legs, down an inch… another inch… the feeling so fuckin incredible, wanting to thrust up into her but unable to move, wanting to wrap my arms around her and pull her down from tormenting me, “Please,” I tried to beg, sounding more like, “Urgh.”

Then she stood up and I let out a long groan. She wouldn’t! She did. “Back in a few minutes,” she said, and I heard the bedroom door open and close, leaving me alone in my misery. The most acute misery I ever remembered feeling, my dick stone hard and cold from the wet of her juices.

There was nothing except silent blackness, strapped to the chair, hands and legs totally trapped, not a fucking thing I could do.

The door opened again, Dani to torment me further? Except it wasn’t Dani’s perfume I smelled this time. I’d never smelled that perfume before tonight. I ‘sensed’ her approaching, felt her sliding herself up my legs. I could barely breathe, then felt a nipple tickling my mouth, still filled with the soft, rubber ball. She lifted the elastic strap off over my head and my mouth was free, except for the tit that was pressed inside it.

This wasn’t Dani’s tit, I knew that for sure. I had been sure the woman with Dani was Rebekka, but this woman was small, much smaller than Rebekka would have been, remembering how her boobs were pulling at the buttons on her blouse. Jenny? I didn’t think so. But all that aside, I sucked like my life depended on the milk from this tit, even if there was no milk. She moaned when I bit down gently on her nipple, tonguing it with my lips then opened my mouth and she pressed her whole tit into my mouth. That moan was not Jenny. I’d heard enough of her moans a few days earlier to recognize it wasn’t her. Who the hell’s tit was I sucking?

I was in heaven… except, I needed to fuck, badly! She must have sensed that I couldn’t stop myself much longer, she gripped my cock, lifted herself, held me at her entrance, and dropped down, engulfing me all at one time. We both let out a long groan, she ground down and my cum was already ready to explode into her. She lifted herself, dropped down once again, her pussy pulsing, milking me, her hands gripping my shoulders, pressing herself down and our bodies shuddered together, my cock ejaculating inside her, coming… and coming… and coming! While she fucked me until that wail I’d heard before started all over again. I had no idea who this woman was, but her pussy felt so freakin’ wonderful!

Afterward, she kissed me, a soul-searing, passionate, tongue-twisting kiss, my softening cock still inside her. And I knew then for certain it wasn’t Jenny. This wasn’t Jenny’s kiss. God, I wanted my arms back! To wrap around her, feel her skin, her face, rip the damned blindfold off, see who the hell‘s soft lips were kissing me.

I’ve always loved the name Leslie, so decided the woman whose pussy my dick was currently occupying must be a ‘Leslie’. God, her pussy felt good! I was wishing for a little speedier recovery, which wasn’t going to be in the cards, at least not for a while yet.

Leslie gave me one more short kiss on the lips and pushed herself up off my lap. I’d have given just about anything to be able to see the woman who’d just fucked my brains out.

I was alone again, left to my thoughts in the darkness, trying to breathe again, wondering what the hell had just happened? Who the hell had just fucked me?

There was shuffling in the room but no voices, then the bedroom door opened and closed leaving the room quiet once again. I cursed whoever had made our bedroom so damned soundproofed from the rest of the house, there wasn’t a sound, nothing. You know what it’s like sitting in complete darkness, no sounds at all, completely immobilized, just plain not knowing? Neither did I until then, but it’s damned frustrating. Just a minute or two can seem like an eternity. String those minutes together and it is an eternity.

Finally, the door opened, just a tiny creak, and there were footsteps in the room. I’d never been attuned to these slight noises before, I didn’t even know the floor had that little creak

After what had seemed another eternity after, I presumed Dani, moving around the room, the sudden quiet, I sensed her close, smelled her perfume.

And felt her lips on my limp cock, which was rapidly becoming not nearly so limp. “Ohh, shit… that feels good!” I managed to spit out as her lips pressed up and down on me, squeezing tight. I ached to press my hands to the back of her head, pushing her down, at the very least thrust my cock up into her mouth. I couldn’t do either, nothing except sit ― my back straight, head, and every other part of my body held firmly in place. It was tormenting, heavenly, excruciating agony.

And Dani damned well knew it. No other part of her body was touching me, except her lips and her mouth, sucking, up and down, up and down. I let out a long groan, the ‘limp’ long gone.

She varied between just sucking and tonguing the head of my cock to swallowing it into her throat, and back again. I had just had that incredible orgasm with ‘Leslie’, so wasn’t yet coming near another, but oh, the sensations from that mouth!

She slowly slid it off of me and I felt the soft skin of her bare legs straddling mine, slowly sliding forward. “I hoped you’d have enough left for your wife,” she said, with a moan as she lowered her pussy down over my engorged cock. “Want to be sure you remember whose pussy that cock belongs to,” she said, moaning as she ground herself down on me.

All I could do was stare straight ahead into the blackness and let out a loud moan as Dani impaled herself on my shaft, letting all her weight down on me, engulfing me inside her hot, slippery pussy. Thank you, little blue pill!

She sat there, rocking back and forth, “Wonder who…?” she asked me.

God, my wife felt good, but I didn’t know how long I could stand it like this, not being able to do anything except feel, “Uhuh… who?”

Dani didn’t answer, just pressed herself down harder and let out a loud moan. “You know her, you know, see her pretty often,” she said, rocking her body back and forth on me. I knew that later I’d be racking my mind, then every woman I saw that I know, I’d wonder.

But right now, that pussy bringing me closer and closer…


Chapter 8

I could not believe what had happened the night before, Dani, with another woman! The thought of it made me hard all over again; tied in that chair, blindfolded, listening to Dani and another woman making love. Then, 'whoever', fucking me afterward. 'Someone you know,' Dani had said.

I was at the store; every woman who walked in, I wondered. Thankfully, there was a counter between me and the customers, hiding my hard dick. A woman walked in, Elizabeth Farley; she'd shopped at our store for years, probably mid-forties, pretty, a natural flirt. Was that a knowing smirk on her face? Were her tits about the right size? I knew she was single, but had never thought about it before, and we'd never socialized with her.

She asked me what kind of car wash solution I recommended. She's been in the store dozens of times, never asked about car wash before. When I stepped out from behind the counter, did I see her glance down? She bought the car wash and left. Damn, it was going to be a long day, probably week.

Other women came in during the day, my mind was driving me mad!

"I hate you!" I told my wife that evening.

She giggled, giggled! "What?" she asked, "what did I do?" knowing full well.

"You know how many women came in the store today? How many fit the right description?"

Another giggle, "And what 'description' might that be?"

My face turned red, "You know... size..." I couldn't bring myself to say it.

"You mean tits, the right size for a mouthful?"

I stared at her, "You're not going to guess, you know...", she said, "but she knows, and I know... maybe you'll get another chance sometime... then again, next time might not be the same person."

Next time? But I didn't, at least not yet. It sure as hell didn't stop me from wondering, though, my imagination running wild with practically every female acquaintance we had.

Dani's panty wardrobe (or lack thereof), incessantly teasing Tom at school was giving him (and me - at least in the morning) blue balls on an almost daily basis. God, I wanted her to bring him home and fuck him, just once! She kept insisting that'd ruin her fun. Poor guy must have been driven stark raving mad. "Besides, I work with him, just... can't... but there is a rumor going around."

She just sat on that statement, didn't say anything more, I motioned with my arms, tell me, tell me, "And?" I had to ask her.

"Seems as Tom is moving to Moses Lake after this school year," she finally added.

My eyes opened, realizing the impact of what she'd just said, "And... would you?"

She smiled, "Don't know. Might be kinda fun, young, cute, have to wait and see," she teased. Yeah, it affected my libido. Moses Lake is about forty miles north of here, plenty close enough. Far enough away, too.

And, in the meantime, Dani's and my love life was through the roof. Our sex was... just, fuckin' indescribable! We used the toys and often didn't have time for the toys. We went out with the vibrating bullet inside her and fucked in the back seat of her Lexus afterward. Who knew those Italian leather seats could feel that good?

We went to dinner Friday the thirteenth, with Jenny and Richard. Dani said there was nothing planned. Why was it that I didn't believe her?

We didn't go to the Black Angus again, but to the Outback, more conventional seating than the Black Angus, just normal booths and tables. Dani wore the tight leather pants she'd bought with Alan, Jenny a short wrap-skirt that I hadn't seen before. This was the first time we'd been together since that night, and the visions were flying through my mind, one after the other.

After we sat down, Jenny started the conversation, which set the mood for the evening, "Richard said he liked what happened the other night..." a smile crossing her face, "says maybe we should repeat it sometime."

My eyes opened wide, my jaw dropped, and my dick grew. I looked over at Dani, "Not tonight, sweet, I have other plans. Richard was being quiet, but with a 'doctorly' smile on his face.

"I ever tell you," Dani started, talking to Jenny and Richard, "what happened last time I wore these pants?"

She had, but it had been the night out with just Jenny, Richard wasn't there. I enjoyed very much the next few minutes, Dani explaining to Richard and Jenny how she'd been introduced to a remote-controlled, vibrating bullet. Besides, my head was having a lot of fun, still processing the possibility of another night with Jenny. And what were those 'other plans'? My Dani has turned into a woman of many surprises.

I'm not going to get into the whole evening. Suffice it to say that if my wife didn't intend to follow through with her 'other plans', I'd have major blue balls!

Jenny and Richard went home, Dani and I to our house. I would have liked for all four of us to go to the same house, but from the conversation, Richard wasn't quite ready to do that. I'd gotten the impression, though, that another time.

But Dani wasn't joking. When we went into our bedroom, she had laid out on our bed both the hoop and leg harness/collar. "Your choice," she said as she started unbuttoning her blouse.

I watched Dani slip her blouse down her arms, with her red sheer, lacy bra, pink areolae and nipples not quite hidden under it and picked up the leather collar.

"Good choice," Dani said, with a seductive smile on her face, walking toward me, swiveling her hips after shedding the pants. Her little red thong matched her bra and my dick was rock hard as she turned her back to me to lace the leather collar onto her neck.

Later, with Dani's legs held apart and up, tethered to the stiff collar around her neck, right before my mouth found her clitoris, I couldn't help thinking about her black football player lover, and that in a week I'd be there, watching it unfold.

God, I fucked Dani hard with that vision going through my mind over and over again, Alan's cock plunging in and out of her, stretching her pussy, making her scream.

I was still horny the next morning. I'd dreamed about Jenny, wearing Dani's strait-jacket leotard, in the harness Dani had been in earlier. Except it was with Alan. His cock was at least a foot long and when he started to push inside her, I woke up, breathing hard, my dick like a steel rod all over again.

I never went back to sleep after that, wondering what that dream might have meant. All I knew for sure was that my erection never went down again that night. Dani was sound asleep, and I didn't want to wake her. Well, I did, but didn't think I should.

"Did you know," I started to ask Dani after I got home from work Saturday, "before tonight, that Jenny and Richard think they want another night?"

She smiled, "Jen and I might have discussed it. Think you might want to do that again?"

I looked at her like she'd grown Martian antennae on her head, "You aren't really asking me that, are you?" I asked her.

She laughed, "Well, it was kind of a rhetorical question, didn't think you'd tell me 'no, don't want to fuck Jenny again'."

"Richard?" She knew what I was asking.

"He 'thinks' he wants to do that, they've talked about it, but he's a little scared of seeing her with someone else. Thinks it's hot for her to do it, but..."

"It is kind of scary," thinking about that first time with Alan and the real reason I came home from Tampa early... afraid to be in his house. The 'third wheel' excuse I'd told Dani was real, but not the whole truth, not by a long way.

And I was a little (i.e., a LOT) nervous about this upcoming week in Tampa, too, in only seven days, but didn't want to miss the chance.

Which gave me a thought. Yeah, I know, it doesn't happen often (as Dani often tells me), but one did cross my mind.

"Hon, I think..." I was almost scared to mention it to her, kind of impetuous.

"What? You think what?" Dani asked me, confused.

"I think... think... that... you... we... shouldn't have sex between now and... next week."

Dani cocked her head, looking at me quizzically, like I was the one with the Martian antennae. "What? Why?"

The thought was making my dick grow in my pants, "You... should be... horny... that first night, extra horny..."

"What? You serious? What about you?"

I chuckled, shaking my head, "Love, I'll survive... but if I'm going to see you with him again, want it to be special, for both of us... but especially for you."

So we agreed, no more sex. Dani's pussy was going to be untouched until Alan, Saturday night.

By Tuesday, the enormity of that was just starting to set in. Dani and I had been having sex at least every other night for the last several months. Tuesday night was only the fourth night, but I was already feeling the strain, Dani, too.

By Tuesday night, my hormones were already raging, the fact we'd vowed to not have sex was only making it feel more extreme. It was pretty obvious that by the end of the week I was going to be in a bad way, then by the end of the following week...!

Wednesday, Dani told me she'd be home late from school, that she had an 'appointment'. When I asked what, she blushed and told me, "Tell you later." I couldn't imagine what she was talking about. She has hair appointments, but those sure aren't anything to hide or blush about. Women!

That night, after she got home, I figured it out, fingernails polished and perfect ― she'd had a manicure. When I mentioned it, asking her why she'd acted embarrassed about it, she told me, "That's... not all," with no elaboration. I was still confused. Until she came to bed in her flannel nightgown, that is, her toenails had been trimmed and painted too. Still didn't seem like much to be that embarrassed about, though. I knew she was going to try and look as nice as she could for her lover, but why the secrecy?

After we were in bed, Dani asked me, "You sure?"

I looked at her, confused, "About...?"

"Tampa. Going. You know it'll be pretty intense." She looked toward me, propping herself up on an elbow, "He... likes to dominate me... and I like it, it's exciting."

My heart started to pound, no getting around the fact that I was nervous about it. I'd thought about it a lot the last few days, whether I could watch. I know I did that other time, but somehow this seemed so different, ― a whole friggin' week! His house... and what Dani said, was she...?

"You changing your mind about me going?" I asked her. I could understand if she was. Wouldn't like it, but would get it.

"No, of course not.! I'm sorry, that's not at all what I was implying. Just wanted you to be sure you want to. I'm just worried it might be... a bit much," she said.

Gee, I think she'd been reading my mind. But still, no way could I NOT do it. "No, I definitely want to... if you're sure, that is," I told her.

She leaned over and kissed me. Damn, the way I was and she had to wear that perfume? "I'm sure... we'll have fun."

Dani would for sure, I thought. "Only thing I'm worried about," I hesitated, embarrassed, "after this week... an accident..." I didn't want to come right out and say what I'd been worried about, seeing Dani with him... and creaming my pants.

Dani frowned, "Understand," she said, "let's think about it, there must be something."

I was relieved, Dani understood my worry and wasn't going to make fun of it. Seems like I'd have known that after twenty-eight years. But so much has changed in the last few months.

Thursday evening, Dani was late again. Another 'appointment' she forgot to mention? She laughed when I asked her, "Went shopping," she said, "I have to tell you when I'm going shopping?"

Well - under the circumstances, yeah, would be nice. "No, sorry, I just..."

"Went to see Rebekka... about your little problem," she explained.

My face turned bright red, I'm sure. That was personal.

Dani giggled, "No, don't. It's nothing to be embarrassed about, just a normal male thing. Girls, too - you think girls don't have that problem when we're turned on too much?"

"Yeah, but... you can control it better." I was thinking about that night with the vibrator the first time.

"Well, maybe... but, anyway, she gave us a solution," reaching inside the paper bag she was carrying, holding a little box out for me to see, "Voila - your solution!" she said.

I had no idea, what the hell? "What... is it?" I asked her, tentatively.

She opened the box, "It's a chastity cage," took it out of the box, short black tube plastic thing, "I can take it back if you don't want it... goes over your junk..." she'd never used that term before. Heard it, some politician, "prevents an erection," held up a little key, "locks on so those little temptations don't get the better of you.

"She said that you could wear it however long you wanted, it's flexible enough to not be too uncomfortable... if you're sure, that is," looking at me, expectantly.

I looked at it, back up at Dani, down to the thing, "Umm, I... guess," I told her, knowing I'd need something. I was almost getting to that point already, without even being in Tampa, seeing Dani and Alan together.

"Should I... put it on now?"

Dani smiled, "Would be good idea, try it for a day, see how it works... be sure it's not going to be too uncomfortable."

I took it from her, went in the bathroom - privacy, you know. Not every day I put my dick in something like this. It didn't feel nearly as bad as I thought, it clicked shut behind my balls so it couldn't come off. That made me nervous, so I tried the little key. It worked, opening it up and easing my concern - a little. I pulled my pants back up and went back into the living room, "Feels, okay, I guess, weird," I told Dani, "I'll try it tonight, see how it goes."

Dani came to bed that night wearing one of her short satin babydolls, snuggling her body up to mine. "Thought we should give it a little test before we leave," she said as she nibbled on my nipple. I wrapped an arm around her and pulled her tighter, feeling her satin-covered breasts pressing against me. My dick was... let's just say it was pressing pretty hard inside that thing, but that was all.

Over the next several minutes, just enough discomfort to prevent anything from happening, not too much to lessen my libido. God, Dani's little test was going to kill me!

By Friday morning, that little device was deemed to be a rousing success, so I asked Dani for the key to take it off. "Why don't you leave it on, be sure it's okay to wear during the day."

I was a LITTLE apprehensive but agreed I'd try it. Kind of important I guessed. Wouldn't do to get to Tampa and find it got too uncomfortable. It had a little hole in the end so at least I could go pee.


Chapter 9

Saturday morning, the thing was fine, I'd kind of gotten used to it, and we were on our way to the airport, first leg to Seattle, then another intermediate stop in Salt Lake City, where we changed planes. It wasn't a problem as everything was on time and we had plenty of time to get from our plane, through security again, to the new one.

We'd originally planned to drive to Seattle, but would you believe, the tickets were cheaper from Pasco than they would have been from Seattle.

We were probably about halfway between SLC and Tampa when the nerves started to hit me. What the fuck were we doing! Of course, Dani's whisper in my ear, "I'm so horny, my pussy is soooo lonely... can hardly stand it!" didn't help any, either. I was, too. We hadn't had sex for a full week, plus one day to be precise, and the closer we got to Tampa, the clearer the picture of Dani and Alan was becoming in my mind. Dani's fingertips absently grazing the inside of my thigh was compounding my mind's imagination, too.

My dick was trapped inside that plastic thing, both keys safely tucked away in Dani's purse. Hell, I was already pressing hard against it. I'd taken it off the night before and put it back on that morning, keeping my dick safely trapped for the trip, but sure as hell wasn't lessening my libido any. Dani's fingertips and letting me know how horny she was were sure as hell not helping any, either.

And it was nine freakin' hours of this from Salt Lake City to Tampa! Dani got a little sleep but every time I tried, the images of her and Alan kept filling my mind, along with the anticipation, worrying about what was going to happen over the next week. Who the hell thought this would be a good idea?

We finally landed at Tampa International and my heart was pounding as we walked into the terminal, up the concourse of gate eleven, and there stood Alan Ryder, waiting; confident, broad shoulders, slim waist, muscular, and staring at my wife, the lust on his face obvious as hell. What the fuckin' hell was I thinking? I crappin' can't do this! My heart was beating a hole in my chest anticipating what I knew would be coming very shortly. I was NOT ready for this, scared out of my fuckin' mind!

He pulled her to him, kissed her on the lips; hard, and Dani kissed him back just as hard.

They finally broke apart, and Alan extended his hand to me, "Glad you could come," he said. Why, I wondered? Seemed to me that I would just impede his seduction of my Dani.

"Babygirl, you're so beautiful!" he told my wife, taking her hand and leading her to the baggage carousel. My head was doing I didn't even know what, a cross between the worst jealousy I'd ever felt and turned on almost beyond comprehension.

We picked up our two suitcases, and Alan led us to his pickup; a Ford, King Ranch, blue and white, clean and shiny like a mirror, tan leather seats. God, I'd sell my soul for that truck. Well, maybe not, but it was pretty damned impressive. Even the fuckin' back seat felt like a luxury sofa. Okay, I was thankful that there was a console between the two front seats. When Dani reached her hand over and pressed it between Alan's legs I could hardly breathe.

That big diesel rumble when he started it reminded me of my time on my uncle's ranch when I was a kid on his diesel tractor. What a thing to think about, circumstances slightly different. I was looking between the front seats, watching Dani's hand squeezing Alan Ryder's inner thigh, knowing exactly what she was thinking. Don't think I need to put it into words.

It was probably twenty minutes to his house. Dani described much of it earlier, so I won't repeat. But, it was a beautiful house, looked straight out of 'Gone With the Wind'.

We went inside and Alan showed me upstairs, the bedroom to put my suitcase, then he put Dani's in what was the master bedroom. No mystery of his plans for the week, never had been.

The shirt I was wearing was long-sleeved. It was chilly in Kennewick when we left and Tampa was a lot warmer. Besides, I'd spilled pop on it on the plane. Thankfully, I'd anticipated, packed warm-weather, short-sleeved shirts, so changed into one before venturing out into the living room. Dani was sitting on the couch, still in her leather skirt and blouse, Alan in the kitchen. "Fixing drinks, you want one?" he asked me

"Sure, whatever you're making," I told him, hoping it had alcohol. I needed something to calm my nerves. I was scared out of my mind. I know I'd told Dani I'd be able to handle this, but now that the time was here, wasn't nearly so confident. I'm not used to alcohol, but it was bound to help. Either that or make everything even worse.

Dani was sitting on the couch, and I assumed she wanted Alan to sit next to her. There was a well-used recliner, which I presumed was probably Alan's special chair, so I sat on the loveseat. All of them were leather and damned expensive-looking. Dani and I live pretty comfortably, but this guy lives in a whole different world where everything seems to be extravagant. Guess that's what an NFL career and owning three restaurants can do for you.

A minute later, he brought in a tray with three drinks and a plate of brownies. "Made them myself," he proudly told us. Dani looked at the plate, got a big smile on her face, then looked up at Alan with what seemed like a 'knowing' look. I had no clue what that was about.

I took one of the drinks and a brownie, Dani did the same and Alan sat down next to her with only a drink. "I was afraid you wouldn't come back... so glad you did."

Dani took a bite of brownie, then leaned her head over and kissed him. And kissed him. And kissed him! My dick was trying to bust through, held back by its plastic prison. This was exactly why I was using it, otherwise, just watching my wife kiss this guy, knowing what was to come, would likely have caused that 'accident'.

I could barely breathe, took another long drink, and yes, it did have plenty alcohol. I had no idea what and didn't give a whit, either. Alan's hand had worked up underneath Dani's skirt and she let out a loud moan. She'd been horny the whole trip, and it was culminating right in front of me.

It was several minutes, I have no idea how many, when she broke away briefly, her eyes closed and that 'look' on her face, kind of breathless. She finally responded to what he'd said a long time earlier, "Me too," then took another bite of her brownie, followed by a sip of her drink.

"Missed you," was all Alan said as he traced his finger around her lips. Dani opened her mouth and sucked it in, intently staring at him, "You like the brownie?" he asked.

She took another bite, "Uhuh, good," she said. They were, very.

"Made them just for you," he told her.

That was when his doorbell rang. What? Why? Dani and I both were confused. Who would he have coming then?

"Asked a friend to come by, help me with a little project, hope you don't mind," he explained, which explained exactly nothing.

He opened the door, a young woman, pretty, but acting very 'businesslike', came in carrying a small bag. They both came back into the living room, "Babygirl, this is April, she's going to help you out with a little project, think you'll like it."

She looked over at me, shrugging her shoulders, and silently mouthing, 'You know'?

I shook my head, I had no clue what was going on. He hadn't told me a thing.

Alan pulled Dani to her feet and said, "April will take good care of you, just be a little while," and put her hand into April's so that she followed her into the master bedroom, closing the door behind them.

This was confusing. I'd mostly assumed that Alan was going to take Dani into that bedroom... what I knew Dani was hoping for.

Alan sat back down, and with no explanation of what was happening, asked me, "So, this mysterious night last October, tell me about it."

I took another bite of my brownie and told him, "These are good, never tasted anything quite like them."

"Thank you, glad you like."

I took the next ten-fifteen minutes explaining how I'd been trying to get Dani to tell me about her first time having sex, then that night, thinking it was a dream at first. I stopped periodically for a drink and brownie, but Alan mostly let me talk, asking little questions now and then. I felt the drink starting to give me a little buzz... and something else, that I didn't recognize the feeling at all, but it was nice. I know it was making me horny as hell, explaining what I'd seen that night in Dani's bedroom.

I told him about the battery acid 'bullet-hole' jacket and that it was hanging in our house the next morning but was gone when we looked for it a couple weeks ago.

He shook his head, "None of that's even remotely possible, you know that, right?"

"I know it's not... but... I can't really explain... it happened, wasn't a dream." I hesitated, "After the jacket disappeared, Dani and I were trying to think of something, anything that would prove it. I remembered... moles... you had two moles on your right butt-cheek. I saw them that night."

If a black man's face could have turned white, I'm sure his would have at that moment. "You... no one knew... except Dani. I hated those. She told you? No, she wouldn't have..."

"No one told me, I saw them." I stood, pointing to my butt exactly where I'd seen them on his. "I can't explain it, know it was impossible... but it was real, it happened," I asserted again.

We both sat there the next several minutes, Alan had no idea what to say and neither did I, so I picked up another brownie, "You mind if I have another?" I asked him.

"No, go ahead, all you want," he pointed toward the kitchen, "plenty more if that plateful runs out."

"These are... different, so good, what's in them?"

He smiled, obviously happy for the change in subject from something that is simply unexplainable, "Dani never made any like it?"

I shook my head.

"They have an ingredient... I made them for Dani one night. We discovered... they do things to her." He hesitated, a smile on his face, "we went to a movie that night," another pause, "Kindergarten Cop, Arnold Schwarzenegger, nothing sexy about it, but afterward... Dani was..." another smile, "I remember the movie that night because of what happened afterward. Insatiable, my Babygirl was out of her mind horny. Thankfully, it was after I'd put the mattress in the back of my pickup... God, she fucked me that night!"

My mind was doing cartwheels, Dani... knew... when she took that brownie... that's what that look was all about. She knew exactly what it was going to do to her. I knew then what it had to be, marijuana. I'd heard of marijuana brownies, it just never registered in my feeble mind. Maybe that was partly why I was feeling so fuckin horny, too.

But Alan wasn't finished, "The next time I made them, we discovered something else: Alcohol. Babygirl had a little drink with her brownie. I think she might have stripped naked at her parents' house if we hadn't left when we did. It was supposed to have been just a nice family dinner."

And Dani... tonight... she was already almost out of her mind before we even got to Tampa. What. The. Fuck!

I looked at the plate of brownies, no way was I going to eat another. Alan saw my look and smiled, "Probably just as well, too many can make you pretty sleepy, too."

I looked at him, "What... are they doing in there?" It must have been an hour.

He smiled, "You ever blindfold Dani? We used to do it quite a bit, did when she was here last time, too. It makes all her other senses come alive, intensifies everything... really turns her on."

I nodded, remembering that night she'd blindfolded herself, pretended I was Jerry, how we'd fucked that night, how turned on Dani was, how she'd told me about her one night with Alan, most of that blindfolded. And myself, the night she'd blindfolded me. Yeah, it was a major turn-on. Of course, that mystery-person fuck had had a part in that, too.

"So...?"

"You'll see when April's done, think it'll be a fun surprise."

I realized I had to go pee, Alan pointed out where the bathroom was. God, I wanted to do something other than just pee. But that was exactly why we both agreed to this thing on my dick. Because, bad as I wanted to, I really didn't want to. I wouldn't have had the will power if the keys weren't safely stored away in Dani's purse.

When I went back into the living room, Alan was in the kitchen again, mixing another drink. "Please, yes," I told him. I could see why Dani was infatuated with this guy, I liked him, too. I'd liked him that night in his restaurant and 'after', but spending time alone with him in his house was different. I'd always assumed that rich pro football players were probably arrogant assholes, but Alan wasn't that way at all. He just seemed like a guy, pretty damned big, powerful guy, but a likable guy, nonetheless.

Right after we sat back down in the living room, April and Dani returned, finally, April leading her. They stood in front of us and Dani... it was strange ― her eyes. They looked... like not her. Sexy, deep blue, but Dani has brown eyes. And not shaped like that. What the...?

"How does she look?" April asked.

Alan stood, took Dani's hand, and looked at her. Dani was looking elsewhere. "Beautiful," he said. I had to agree, she did; her makeup, glossy red lips, pinkish twinge of her cheeks, eyelashes, it all made her look just a little... trashy, but in a hot, sexy way. But her eyes - I couldn't look away, different... and they didn't move. I didn't understand.

"They're patches, painted to look like eyes and glued to her eyelids. She can't see a thing... could look directly at the sun and would be total blackness," April explained.

I looked into Dani's 'eyes'. The lashes, everything looked so natural, except, like I said, there was no movement. How?

I was blown away, "You did this... now?" I asked her.

She laughed, "Well, put the patches on her eyes and the makeup to make it look natural, obviously, but Alan sent a picture and an artist painted them."

"You'll need to call me to remove them," April went on, "could be painful to take them off if it's not done right." She dug in her bag, "Here, some dark glasses, they'll help hide that they're not quite natural." Then she added, "Or if it starts to bother her, she'll need help with makeup, call me, anytime."

I tried to take in what was happening. Dani, my wife, was temporarily blind? Totally blind? That's what Alan had been telling me when he talked about her being blindfolded, but this wasn't just a 'blindfold'; apparently, she was going to be this way, but for how long?

April gave Dani a quick peck on the cheek, "Thank you, dear, this has been fun, see you in a few days, or whenever you need me," then turned and left.


Chapter 10

So, a 'few days'. Pretty sure Dani never expected this. Of course, she did say that one of the things that turned her on about Alan was that she never knew what was going to happen. Guess she was right. And with those marijuana brownies...!

When it was just the three of us again, Dani standing in the middle of the room in total blackness, Alan sat back down, "Come over here, Babygirl." Ohh, her perfume! It was the one we'd bought in Tampa the first time, that had fulfilled every promise to be so damned lust-provoking.

She turned his direction, trying to feel in front of her and took tentative steps toward his voice. Thankfully, there was nothing in-between. Maybe he'd planned that, clearing the floor for what he knew, "This is... a little scary," Dani said, probably making a huge understatement.

When she got right in front of him, he told her to stop. "Now," he told her, "Babygirl, take your blouse off... slowly, like you're practicing for your stripping debut." He turned and looked at me, smiling, winking one eye. What the hell was that for?

Whatever, I was fuckin' turned on! Now was the time, that I'd been looking forward to and dreading at the same time, watching my Dani undress for him. I just hadn't envisioned it being quite like this. And then?

Dani looked down, instinctively, I guess, she couldn't see a thing, unbuttoning her blouse, her fingers trembling. She went from one button to the next, down her blouse, pausing in-between each, stretching it out. I realized I was holding my breath. I'd gotten a brief glimpse of her bra that morning, sheer lace, black. Sexy as hell... bought new for this trip, for him.

Watching Dani's blouse slowly be opened, exposing that bra, her barely covered tits - hard, swollen nipples. God! Then the buttons were all undone and she slipped it off her arms. I'd seen Dani undress so many times before, but like this? NOT! Damn, my Dani looked good: hard, pink nipples poking through her bra; flat, sexy tummy. She'd been working out, going to the gym, even more the last few weeks, just for this, I think. Alan's comment, 'practicing', sent my mind working overtime. He wouldn't... would he?

My dick was bursting!

"Now the skirt," he said. The tent in his pants...!

I wouldn't have been able to avert my eyes if Kate Upton walked in the room, stark naked.

Again, Dani glanced down, reached behind her, unzipped it, and my eyes were locked on my wife, watching as she pushed her leather skirt down her hips, revealing her sheer black thong, not quite hiding her shaved pussy. My pulse went up even more as my Dani revealed more and more of her sexy body and stepped out of her skirt, standing there in nothing more than a matching sheer bra and thong. I was So. Fucking. Horny.

Alan just looked at Dani for what seemed like forever, his eyes scrolling up and down. "I'll share the view, but that's all, she's mine this week," he said, directing his words at me, making sure that Dani knew too, that this week she was going to be his woman.

He let her stand there for what seemed like several minutes. Dani was quiet, but you could tell, she was fuckin' turned on! Her panties were totally transparent from being wet. God, I was so fuckin' turned on! It was hard to remember right then that Dani was a high school teacher, not a porn star.

"You ever masturbate for your husband?" he suddenly asked her.

I only wished! She shook her head, "No," she admitted.

"You never did for me, either. But now..."

Dani's face was already turning red, "Alan... no... I can't..."

My heart was pounding, Dani ― standing in front of us, near naked, turned on as I knew she was.

"Masturbate for us... just don't make yourself come, that's just for me," he told her.

"Alan...!" she sounded almost desperate, but a hand slid inside the elastic of her panties.

"Play with a nipple, too," he added.

She looked over at where I had been sitting, not seeing, not knowing I'd moved to the couch beside Alan. Her hand slid deeper inside her thong. We could see her fingers moving inside her sheer panties, sliding up and down her slit, hips responding, a moan escaping her lips. Dani's other hand went to a breast, slipping underneath her bra.

It was eerie, her eyes staying open, the moans coming from her lips, but Goddam, it was sexy!

"Ooohh, oohh," as two fingers disappeared inside her pussy lips, the moans getting louder.

"Come on, Babygirl, you can do better. Fantasize it's my dick pressing inside you."

Dani pressed harder, her hips thrusting, let out a loud groan.

"That's it, Babygirl, that dick feels so good inside you... pinch that nipple." Dani whimpering, her othr hand underneath her bra, "Now pull it out, lick it off."

"Unhh," an unintelligible noise escaped her mouth, frustrated, but did as she was told, pulling her hand from her panties, sucking the two fingers between her red lips, hollowing out her cheeks like she was sucking the cum from the tip of Alan's cock.

If it wasn't for my cock's plastic cage...!

Alan reached up and gripped her wrist, pulling her fingers from her mouth, then tugged a little more so she'd sit on his lap, straddling his legs, pressing his mouth to hers, opening lips and sucking her tongue.

"You taste so good, Babygirl," he told her, "Oh, how I want to taste that pussy!"

My heart was pounding, my dick in pain from pressing against the plastic, but I knew the evening had barely started. I was waiting for Alan to pull his cock out and plunge it inside my wife.

Pressing her panty-clad pussy up against Alan's still-clothed cock, she mumbled, "I hope you're planning to fuck me."

"Mmm, Babygirl, I want to so bad," as he reached behind her back and unsnapped her bra, letting it fall away from her.

I've said it before, but I'll say it again, my heart was pounding! I knew that any second, my gorgeous wife was going to be pressing that monster cock up inside her and screaming out her orgasm.

Dani opened her mouth, leaning forward, inviting him. Alan kissed her, Dani going practically crazy pulling at his head, pressing her naked breasts against his chest.

This was no 'moderate' kiss. It was my wife and her lover trying to consume each other barely inches away from where I was sitting. It was Alan who finally broke away, leaving Dani panting, her mouth in an expression of lust, grinding her pussy against him. Alan kissed down Dani's neck, his tongue leaving a damp trail to the valley between her breasts.

Dani was moaning, her chest thrust out, squirming her body around, trying to push a tit into his mouth, but he was relentless, his tongue dodging back and forth across her valley, working its way a little closer to a nipple each time, tasting the salty sweat between her breasts. Dani had given up her efforts to direct his mouth, whimpering as he came closer and closer to her areola.

Dani was whimpering as his tongue finally brushed against a nipple then pulled away again, traversing the valley once more and engulfing the nipple on her other breast, his lips sucking it in his mouth. Dani's head was thrown back, moans escaping her mouth and she reached down between his legs, wrapping her hand around his cock, "Ohh God," she repeated, "fuck me... please!"

He reached down, his big hand working its way under her thong, Dani gritting her teeth, face in a swirl of lust, "Ohhh, Ohhh!" was all she could get out, then he pulled his hand back out.

"Ohh, Babygirl, I want to... except... " Dani moaned anew when his mouth wrapped around her other nipple, sucking it in, then released it, "We have dinner reservations, no time."

She whimpered, almost crying, "No... please!"

He stood, standing Dani up as well. She whimpered a little, then started to feel around, "My clothes?" she asked

"Don't worry about them, I have something," Alan answered her, standing and going upstairs to get... whatever.

While he was gone, I asked, "Hon, you okay?"

She turned toward my voice, wearing nothing except her sheer, lacy black thong, naked nipples hard and pointed, "Oh God, honey, I'm so sorry!" she said, "I had no idea... I can't...so fucking horny!"

"You're... sorry?"

"It's just... I want him so bad... inside me. I remember how he felt, stretching me."

"I... " And then Alan was bounding down the stairs, carrying, I guess, what Dani was going to be wearing, sparkling gold, draped over his arm.

"Hold your arms up, Babygirl,"

She did as he asked and he slipped it over her head and down her body. My dick made another surge, trying to free itself, God, this was my Dani!

A dress, so friggin' thin! Two thin gold chains hooked to a gold collar that he hooked around her neck, holding it tight across her breasts, then plunging, almost to her belly button, leaving her cleavage bare, breasts and nipples prominently jutting out through the thin material. Her back was naked, the dress draping below the small of her back almost to her thong. And short! Hemline barely down to her thighs, with a slit up her leg on one side to well above her panties. The thin strap of her thong was exposed and the rest of it? She'll barely be able to walk.

Dani couldn't see what she was wearing, but she could feel, which she did, touching herself all over, reaching down and feeling the short hemline, the thinness of the material covering her breasts and swollen nipples, reaching behind her to the naked back reaching below the strap of her thong, realizing how it must look, "Alan... I can't... I feel... naked."

"Babygirl, you look fabulous, every woman there will be jealous, and every man will be even more jealous of me and your husband. I was having a hard time, imagining Dani out in public wearing that. The dress she wore that night to Alan's restaurant was sexy, risqué, but this...! The word 'risque' doesn't even begin to describe it.

"And that reminds me," he added, feeling up her legs, "those black panties won't go with it at all," sliding them down, "besides, I don't think you want to wear them."

Dani's breathing was hard, "Alan...!"

"Sit, Babygirl, need shoes."

Dani felt around, found the couch, and very carefully turned and sat, her dress hiked up higher. Alan handed me her left shoe, about four-inch gold heels, keeping the right one for himself. We both knelt in front of her, and I slipped it on her foot, glancing up... seeing Dani's bare pussy, inches away, swollen, glistening with moisture, the pungent odor of her arousal. My breath caught, suddenly realizing - she wasn't just shaved, she... "What?" Dani asked.

"Uhh, nothing... just... you... your..."

"What I tried to tell you the other night. Had it waxed... a Brazilian wax."

My breathing stopped. I've heard of it, couldn't stop myself, reaching up and touching her, so soft - baby-smooth. Dani let out a little moan, so did I, wanting desperately to kiss her there, feel her with my cock sliding inside her.

"Shoe," Alan reminded me, "pussy off limits."

I reluctantly pulled my hand back, my heart pounding in my chest, the excitement off the fucking chart.

Alan was staring as well. My anticipation went crazy, how long until Alan's big cock would be sliding inside that pussy?

I pulled my eyes away, strapped the shoe's strap around Dani's ankle, running my hand up her smooth leg, reluctantly stopping a few inches above her knee. Alan had no such compunction, sliding his hand inside Dani's thigh, rubbing his knuckle against her waxed slit. Her mouth opened in an 'O' and a small moan escaped.

"Think we're ready for dinner now," Alan said, pulling his hand away.

We both stood up and Alan took both Dani's hands in his, pulling her to her feet. Dani looked... I can't even say, there are no words! I'll just say that I have NEVER seen my wife looking like she looked right then.

We went outside to Alan's pickup and he helped her inside, her dress sliding up her hips as she slid in the front seat.


Chapter 11

Saturday evening, March 21

I was nervous, scared to be honest. Dani was going out as Alan's woman, not mine. She was with him, not me. People would be jealous of Alan, not me, something I'd never experienced before. And Dani - wearing that gold dress, practically nothing. She knew that what she was wearing was sexy, but I doubt she realized just how fuckin' sexy. And then she'd be going home with Alan Ryder, to his bed, not mine. God!

I had no idea where we were going, maybe to Alan's restaurant? But that's not what was filling my mind. It was Dani, my Dani, in that dress... in public. How aroused I knew she already was, what it was going to be like, her being Alan's date, not my wife, watching them together.

He parked in a lot designated for the water taxi, obviously, not going to Alan's restaurant. Dani and I had seen it when we took that River Walk, what, six weeks ago? God, the changes in our lives in those six weeks!

Alan helped Dani out from the pickup, Dani doing her best to hold her legs together when her dress slid up. Alan held her hand, guiding her to a boat, a big yellow thing, full of people, 'Pirate Water Taxi', it was called. Alan held both her hands getting on the boat, telling her, "Steps, careful."

With her wide open 'eyes', it was easy to forget that Dani was totally blind. She couldn't see all the people staring as we walked between the row of seats, looking for a place for three to sit. It was Saturday evening, nearly April, beautiful, warm weather. The boat was full, probably a couple dozen people, virtually every eye we passed glued to my wife.

The combination of everything that evening; what Dani was wearing (and not wearing), having watched her earlier, the brownie, anticipating what was to come, etc., had me in a state of mind that I'd never been in before. Like Dani had told me about herself earlier, I was so fucking horny!

Dani did her best to hold her legs tight together and crossed, sitting on the boat, but the way her short dress pulled up when she sat left very little doubt as to what she was wearing underneath - above and below, and eyes, especially across the aisle from us were glued to her. Her hard nipples hadn't abated even a little bit. I couldn't even imagine what must have been going through her mind, unable to see a thing, just knowing.

It was already dark and if it hadn't been for the circumstances, I likely would have noticed how pretty everything was with the City lights reflecting off the water. In any other circumstance, I would have had my Fuji, taking dozens of pictures, but that night it didn't even cross my mind. Gee, wonder why?

We got off the boat at the third stop and began walking down the street. I let Alan and Dani walk ahead of me, Alan holding her hand, because, well - the view; Dani in that dress.

And it was fun watching other people as they passed us going one way or the other, men or women; their heads turning, eyes watching. Dani, of course, not able to see any of it, was oblivious. Or maybe not. She would have known, even if she couldn't see.

I did hear Alan say to her, "Lots of eyes turning your way, my beautiful lady."

The walk was crowded, too. Like I said a moment ago, it was early spring, a warm, beautiful evening, and people were out and about.

Alan stopped at a place called 'Jackson's Bistro Bar and Sushi', a beautiful building - semi-circular with floor-to-ceiling windows facing the bay. 'Elegant' is the word that comes to mind to describe it. There were several sets of tables and chairs set up outside in addition to the indoor dining. We didn't even go inside, a hostess met us outside and led us to an outdoor table already set up for three. It seemed as though Alan Ryder was pretty well known, even years after his retirement.

He helped Dani into her chair, then he and I sat around the small, round table, Alan on Dani's left, me on her right. I was aching to peek under, to see how the view presented itself under the table for people sitting or walking by.

Seeing Dani there with her 'wide-open eyes', looking so real, knowing they were fake, not seeing a thing was... strange, to say the least.

There was soft rock music wafting out from inside, with several couples up dancing to the music.

"I think you'll enjoy this," Alan told Dani, "seems to me that I remember you enjoying oysters."

She does, we've had it several times over the years, and it's always been an aphrodisiac for Dani. Pretty much whenever we've been out for oysters, the rest of the night has always been very enjoyable. No wonder Alan wanted to bring her here.

"You remembered," she told him, leaning toward his voice, inviting his kiss, which he was only too willing to provide. Ahh, watching was an aphrodisiac in itself!

"How could I not, after..." he responded. Apparently, there's a history with oysters, Dani, and Alan from long ago, that she'd never mentioned.

"But first, what would you like to drink?" He asked, directing the question at both of us.

I picked up the menu, scrolling down the drinks, while Alan began to read them off for Dani.

She interrupted, telling him, "I'd like the Passion Fruit Colada, I think. Sounds yummy, tonight."

I looked at it on the menu, rum, lots of rum, coconut, pineapple. Just what Dani needed, sitting there in her practically nothing.

Alan's right hand disappeared under the table, and Dani did a rapid intake of breath, letting out a little moan. God, I wanted to be able to see under the table. My poor dick had been busting at the seams all night.

"Good choice," he said, "I'll have the same I think."

Alan looked toward me, "I'm paying here, no argument, order what you want," he told me.

I glanced back at the menu, scanning the beverages. I'm not an alcohol expert, probably have had less than ten alcoholic drinks in my life. "Sounds fine to me, too," I answered, more from a desire to know what my wife was drinking.

Alan raised his hand, the same one that had just been underneath the table, and a waiter was immediately at our table, must have been watching, waiting, the perks of celebrity. He gave our drink order, three Passion Fruit Coladas, and the waiter thanked him and left.

"I've always liked it here, even before I opened my first restaurant," he said, scooting his chair a little closer to Dani and rubbing his hand on her bare back. Dani let out little moans of pleasure, dropping her hand under the table. Watching the intimate interaction between my Dani and Alan was almost unnerving. No, not 'almost'.

"Been thinking of buying a boat," he said, changing the conversation, "there's a couple good harbors for private boats. Maybe while you're here, we should go boat shopping," he suggested. "You have a river," he went on, "have a boat?"

"No," I answered, "talked about it, never been able to afford what we'd have wanted."

He laughed, "Understand that," he said, "maybe we could get a big discount for two."

I doubted that Alan Ryder needed a discount. "Be kind of hard to get it home," I told him with a little laugh.

Dani spoke, "I... kind of like the idea. Maybe... you could bring it?... you know, if..."

Alan smiled, leaned toward my wife, kissing her again, "I like it, I know just where to look, too," pulling his lips from hers just long enough.

Our waiter returned with a tray of three drinks. My mind was whirling once again, the possibility of Dani's lover coming to Kennewick!

The drink was pretty good, kind of like a frozen fruit smoothie, with LOTS of rum. I took a couple sips, then got up to find the restroom, not that I needed to use it, but it was a good excuse to be able to get a look at what everyone else in the outdoor seating area was seeing underneath our table.

I did find the restroom, though, and used it. On the way back to the table, I still couldn't see because of the stupid tablecloth overhanging the edge. I needed to be lower, maybe sitting at another table looking in our direction. Dani and Alan were in conversation, Alan ignoring where I was and Dani couldn't see a thing, so I found an empty table, with a reserved sign on it, waiting for another party. I sat, trying not to stare.

Dani's knees were pressed together, Alan's hand pressed between her legs between the slit in her dress, directly over her pussy, rubbing up and down, legs exposed all the way up her thighs. This was the view that anyone sitting in front of her had. I glanced around, noticing lots of people looking her direction, obviously seeing exactly what I was.

Seeing my wife sitting there, another man's big, dark-skinned hand between her legs where the world could see was once again sending my raging hormones into overdrive and I couldn't imagine what it must be doing to Dani. I've learned from experience how much being blindfolded magnifies senses, especially those connected to one's libido.

I sat watching when Alan whispered something in Dani's ear. She shook her head, but then let her knees separate a little. He whispered in her ear again, and she let them move several inches apart.

That was when the waiter stopped at our table, tablet in hand, presumably to take our order. I waited just a moment to see if Alan was going to move his hand, but he didn't, talking to the waiter, just kept up his slow, methodical massaging of Dani's inner thigh.

I stood and walked back to the table, "Oh, you're just in time. Stan was taking our order," giving me a wink of his eye, like he had known exactly what I had been doing. "We both ordered oysters, what about you?" I didn't miss the implication of that even a little bit.

"Salmon," I told him, "love salmon." That brownie and the drink were more than enough aphrodisiac for me, especially considering I knew who wasn't going to be sleeping with his wife later.

He brought our food several minutes later, and it was every bit as good as I'd anticipated. Not that I tasted the salmon much, watching Alan feeding raw oysters to my wife's waiting, eager mouth.

We all three went through our drink, ordering another, talking about various things, anything except what was the only real thing on my mind, and probably Dani's and Alan's as well. But Alan was making sure she didn't forget, his hand underneath the table. More than once, Dani grimaced or let out a little, "Ohh," at what was happening out of my sight under the table.

Our waiter had just served us our desserts, Dani's key lime pie, Alan's Crème Brule, and I'm a chocolate cake and ice cream guy. Alan's hand was underneath the table again and just as Dani was about to take a bite of her pie, let out a moan the people at adjacent tables must have heard. She put down her fork, her hand shaking, and told Alan, "I can't, no longer, fuck me, Alan, now!" She was trying to whisper, but it didn't come out a whisper. The couple next to us both looked over with a smile on their faces.

"All in due time, Babygirl."

She whimpered, her body trembling, voice shaky, "No, now!" Her dainty hand gripped his big one, "Need you... inside me," squeezing his hand hard "Now. Please!"

Alan looked at her, then stood, taking her hand, leading her... somewhere. I followed along like a little lost puppy dog. Pathetic!

If my poor caged dick had felt trapped before, it was raging then. If it hadn't been for that little cage, I would likely have come in my pants walking along behind, I was so fuckin' turned on.

We went inside, down a short hall, to a 'family' restroom. Alan didn't say a word when I followed him and my wife inside. This wasn't how I'd expected this to happen. My whole body was shaking with... hell, a combination of jealousy, eagerness, fear, my arousal, and other emotions I never even knew existed. My heart rate must have been at least a couple hundred.

Now that we were in a little privacy, Dani went nearly out of her mind. She turned, grasping at Alan's shirt, pulling him to her, kissing him like she hadn't been kissed in months, "Oh God, Oh God, fuck me, Alan!" she whimpered when she pulled her lips away.

He turned her toward the wall, pushed her up against it, "Spread your legs, Babygirl"

She did as he told her, hands leaning against the wall, legs spread wide, panting, anticipating, waiting.

Alan pushed his pants and boxers down, both at the same time. I saw the lust for my wife on his face... and in his... God, he was big. Long, fat. I'd almost forgotten just how big. If I hadn't seen it before, I'd have said there was no way It would fit inside my Dani. I wondered if my lust was as evident. It wasn't 'down below', due to Dani's creative solution.

Dani was whimpering, her face in agony, even, seemingly, her fake eyes. She'd been pushed beyond the limits of her endurance, like a marathon runner who collapses feet from the finish line.

Alan positioned himself behind my wife, pushing her dress up (not very damned far!) and holding his dick at her pussy lips. He pushed, gripping Dani around her waist.

"Ohhh, God," Dani moaned, clawing at the wall as Alan Ryder, ex NFL wide receiver, pushed himself inside my wife.

"Ohh, Babygirl, so tight, so good!"

The groans coming from my Dani could probably be heard out where we'd eaten. Her long, gorgeous fingernails she'd so carefully had manicured were trying to scratch a hole through the wall.

I had no idea how long it took for that cock to fully disappear inside Dani's pussy. This was exactly what I'd come to Tampa to witness. The jealousy felt like a sword cutting my insides out, even as my arousal seemed like it would devour me as that enormous thing sunk into my wife. I'd wondered, could I take it? I had my answer - I had no fucking choice.

I don't even know if I was breathing. Alan pulled himself nearly out of her, shiny and slick with her wetness, and slammed back into her, lifting my wife, the mother of our children, high school science teacher, completely off the floor. Dani screamed, throwing her head back, her body quivering and wet with sweat, wailing like a lonely wolf on a moonlit night, calling to its pack.

I would have exploded if not for the plastic cage locked onto my groin.

"Ohh, Babe, I've been looking forward to this for so long... hate to do this," slowly pulling his cock out of her, "don't want cum running down your legs," as he started to pull his pants up.

"Nooo! Ohgodogodogod, let me come!" Dani screeched. What the fuck! I couldn't believe what just happened, not finishing after the evening we'd been having. And Dani ― she crumpled on the floor, a trembling, whimpering mass of beautiful femininity.

It was a stark reminder, the power of strong sex, how it could reduce even a strong-willed, independent woman like my Dani into a quivering mass.

She regained her equilibrium and Alan helped her back to her feet. All she could say was a quiet, "Get me home, please!"

Alan didn't say anything, we just returned to our table, he helped Dani sit back down and then began eating his dessert. Dani's body was still trembling, her face white. I was shaking as well, shell-shocked at what had just happened.

He picked up Dani's fork, sliced off a bite of pie, and told her, "Here, take this, it'll help calm you down."

She looked toward him, responding, "What, are you serious?" in a squeaky voice that still wasn't hers.

But she did open her mouth and let him give her a bite, "Only because I like key lime pie," she said after swallowing it. "Give me the fork and show me where the pie is," she growled.

I watched in fascination, the interaction between my wife and her lover, like I wasn't even there.

She groaned again, "Hand out of there! You blew it." I hadn't even noticed Alan's hand disappearing under the table.

"I should tell you about that first time with the combination of brownie and alcohol..."

"Alan...!"

"Hush, Babygirl, your husband will enjoy this."

"But..."


Chapter 12

He let out a little laugh, otherwise ignoring Dani's complaint, "We were at her parents', they didn't know about the brownies she'd eaten earlier or that we had been quite... intimate for some time. It was before dinner, John made himself a drink, I think it was just rum and coke. Anyway, he asked if Dani and I wanted one. Naturally, we both agreed so he made one for each of us.

"After dinner, we were all watching TV, and I felt Dani's hand on my leg getting closer to my dick."

I was watching Dani, trying to find her pie, acting like she was ignoring what Alan was saying. The way she was fidgeting, though, and her face turning redder, were a pretty good indication that she wasn't.

"I still remember Babygirl leaning over and whispering to me how fuckin' horny she was getting, sitting right beside her parents.

"We had been planning to spend the evening with them, but to be honest, I was feeling pretty much the same as Dani so I told them we were going to take a little drive, and I'd have her home in a few hours."

He hesitated before going on. Dani scratched at her pie plate, managing to get a little on her fork in her darkness, Alan and I taking a bite as well. The only thing I was thinking was 'get on with the damned story!'

He finally did, "You know how many times a horny teenager can fuck a sexy girl in the back of a pickup?" I guessed he was asking a rhetorical question, he didn't wait for an answer, "Neither did I. By the time we found a secluded spot in Columbia Park, Babygirl was already naked... God, she rode my dick in the back of that old pickup. That pickup and mattress were still the best investments I ever made."

He looked toward Dani, "You remember how many times you came that night, Babygirl?"

She squirmed in her chair, her face bright red, "Eight," she whispered, then even quieter, "not counting the little ones."

Alan laughed, "Knew you'd remember," then toward me, "we fucked for three solid hours, I think every position known to man in the back of that pickup. Her pussy was so full of cum..."

"I really need for us to get back to your house," Dani interrupted, pleading, "can we go now? Please."

"I think... yeah, let's," he finally agreed. He'd had enough, too. I know I was... damn! How, for twenty-eight years, I never had any clue of any of this, until that weird night.

When Alan stood it was pretty obvious that he was ready to get back to his house, too. He paid the bill, I insisted on the tip, leaving two twenties on the table.

At least Dani could walk again, but was pretty unsteady. Between the walk, the Pirate Taxi, finding the pickup, and the drive back, it was over an hour later when we finally pulled back into Alan's driveway.

Dani was trembling again when she got out of the pickup holding Alan's hand. She realized 'it' was close, so close. Once inside, Alan pulled her to him and kissed, tongues down each other's throats, moans and sucking noises filling the room.

My heart was pounding a hole in my chest, realizing that this was going to be the real thing, what I'd been looking forward to the last month, what Dani had been wanting, too, probably a lot more than she'd admitted.

I'd like to say I wasn't jealous, but damn, it's hard watching another man kissing your wife like that, especially knowing that in a few short minutes he was going to be fucking her just as hard.

All my doubts came flooding through me, the stone-cold fear, knowing that there wasn't a fuckin' thing I could do about it. It was going to happen - and it was going to be epic.

Alan pulled away from her, leaving Dani breathless, "Come, Babygirl, think it's bedroom time."

He led her up the stairs and I followed. Dani had made sure he understood that I was going to be there, at least this first time, and he hadn't voiced any objection to her.

Once in his bedroom, he motioned for me to sit, "Time for a little show, Babygirl, remember that practice strip earlier? This time, the real thing."

He backed away, leaning against a wall and Dani began to dance, rubbing her body like I'd imagine a stripper might. Don't know, never seen a real strip show.

"Wait," he said, "need music." He grabbed his TV remote, "what kind of music," he muttered to himself, finally setting his satellite on a soft rock station.

When the music filled the room, Alan leaned back on the same wall, his dick a BIG tent in his pants, "Okay, Babygirl, we're ready."

Dani had been nervously flicking her long hair. She began to dance again, moving her body, rubbing herself sensually. God!

Her hands went to her hemline, rubbing up her legs, pulling her dress up.

"You go, girl!" Alan yelled, "take it off!"

I wanted to yell the same thing, but on the other hand, I kind of wanted to be invisible, not even remind her that I was there. Letting her do this for Alan would be hotter. And she was so fucking hot! My dick was straining the strength of that thing

Dani began to lift the hemline, got it to her hips, then dropped it again, teasing, teasing, teasing!

Her hands slowly rubbed up the sides of her body to her tits, pinching nipples and letting out a little moan. Dani's head was back, looking up toward the ceiling, hands fondling her breasts through the thin material, groans coming from her open mouth.

After a moment, her hands moved up to her neck, to the thin straps holding the dress, trying to find the clips or whatever was holding it in place. Finally, after watching her frustration, Alan stepped over and unclipped the back of the collar, letting the dress fall.

I was squirming in my chair. Just watching Dani would have been hot enough, but knowing that Alan Ryder was watching, too... and he was going to be the one to take her to bed.

Dani's dress dropped to the floor, leaving her wearing nothing except a necklace, hoop earrings, and gold high-heeled shoes, her nipples hard and pointed. Alan got up, took her hand, and led her over to his bed, what looked like an oversized king bed. It looked big enough for an entire orgy. He helped her lay down, then called me over to help take off her shoes, taking her right foot and motioning for me to undo the left.

My hands were shaking, trying to unstrap what we'd strapped on a few hours earlier. Just the fact that 'it' was now imminent was making my task so much more difficult. Well, that and the pungent smell of Dani's arousal. She was glistening with moisture, anticipating Alan's cock in a matter of minutes.

I was still fiddling with a strap, fondling her ankle, and running my hand up her leg, when Alan was finished and heading to his dresser. I was curious, watching him pull out several sets of cuffs and straps. He sat down on the bed beside Dani, ran his hands over her breasts, tweaking her nipples, then took her hands in his and quickly snapped a pair of fur-lined cuffs on each of her wrists.

"Alan..." Dani started to... object?

He cut her off, "I know what you like, Babygirl, trust me," he told her, with a grin on his face, tying the strap to the center of his headboard, then to a hook on the chain connecting the two cuffs, pulling her arms straight out, above her head, tight to the bed.

"Mmmfff," Dani grunted when he pulled it tight.

"Too tight? It hurt anywhere?" he asked my wife.

She shook her head, "No... just... "

"Just? What, Babygirl?"

She whimpered, "Just... need you to fuck me!"

"It's coming, Babe, it's coming," as he was attaching a cuff to Dani's right leg and pulling it tight to the bottom corner then moved to her other leg, doing the same to the opposite corner of the bed so that her legs were spread-eagled, her glistening pussy stretched apart, arms above her head, still blind to the world.

"This is how I've been envisioning my girl for a long time. Like you this way for me... but I've been thinking," he turned to me, "I told you that I wasn't going to share anything but the view - well... changed my mind."

What? What the fuck is he saying? Dani was lying on his bed, groaning.

"Couple rules... her pussy is mine, no touching; and you keep your clothes on, all of them. Otherwise... her body's yours to do whatever, till I say."

My heart rate just tripled again. He's gotta be kidding, torturing. "Only one rule for you, Babygirl... you don't let yourself come, whatever else happens is up to your husband... I'm gonna just sit back, watch, and enjoy."

Fuckkk! He was serious! He just went to the chair and sat, waiting.

I looked at him, then at Dani, my cock about to burst. I sat down on the bed beside Dani, running my fingers over her breast, feeling, pinching her hard nipple between my thumb and forefinger. I don't ever remember them being quite this hard or pointed.

Dani moaned, and I leaned over, my head next to hers, "You okay, hon? Know I love you, right?"

"Uhuh," was all she could get out, tilting her head toward me. Her eyes were so fucking spooky, looked so real, lashes, depth, like looking into the depths of her eyes, knowing they were phony and she couldn't see a thing. I leaned over and kissed her, gently at first, then when her lips opened and I felt her tongue, our kiss grew into something completely different. At the same time, my fingers were stroking her sensitive tit and nipple, hardwired directly to her pussy.

Almost reluctantly, I pulled my lips away from hers and trailed my mouth down her neck to her shoulder, then her chest to her left nipple, sucking it between my lips. Dani moaned, doing her best to thrust her chest up into my mouth. I opened my mouth, sucking her entire breast, running my tongue over her nipple, eliciting more whimpers.

Oh God, I wanted to do more, like push my cock into her wet pussy. At the very least, run my fingers over her smooth skin, feel her slick wetness with my fingers deep inside her. Dani said earlier that she'd had it waxed Wednesday, and I haven't touched her since, didn't even know it. That's what she'd been so nervous about. My body was shaking with excitement, realizing this was my chance, maybe my only chance this whole week before that pussy became Alan's.

Except I knew she was already his for the week. And that was how I wanted it, torture, though it may be. Tonight, I wanted... wanted Dani to want... need like she never had before. And she already was, I could tell. Yet it wasn't enough, I wanted more from her; for her to be literally begging to be fucked... and then watch as that monstrous cock disappeared inside her.

I sucked Dani's tit in my mouth, hollowing out my cheeks with the sucking. At the same time, my hand roamed her body, down her tummy to her belly-button and below, tantalizingly close, yet not touching, digging my fingers in at the very apex of her slit, switching my mouth to her other distended nipple.

Dani's moans were filling the room, her body humping. I switched positions, grabbing a pillow from the top of the bed, then moving between her legs, how I've eaten her pussy countless times over the last twenty-eight years, pushed the pillow under her butt, leaned over her, and sucked her right tit in my mouth once again, released it and slowly moved my mouth down her body

Dani pulled at her restraints to no avail, loud moans and unintelligible noises coming from her mouth.


Chapter 13

God, I wanted to move my mouth that last half-inch, press my tongue inside her, feel her baby-smooth lips with my own, taste the sweet juices flooding her pussy. Her hips bucked up to my mouth, the nearly cried word, 'please' coming from her mouth. I moved my mouth around to the inside of Dani's bucking leg, sucking her smooth skin, tasting the woman juices that had escaped her pussy, relishing the odor of her sex.

God, I wanted to suck Dani's clit in my mouth, feel her orgasm gushing liquids in my mouth. Instead, I felt a tap on my back, Alan right behind me. I realized the look on his face. It was his turn... silently asking me to relinquish my claim on my woman.

He began to release the straps holding Dani's legs, and I moved aside, taking his place as the voyeur. The time I had been both fearing and looking forward to for so long, the time Dani had been begging for, was now.

"Want you to roll over, Babygirl," he told her.

Dani groaned and struggled, her arms still tied over her head to the top of the bed. Alan helped her, rolling her over onto her tummy, then said, "Knees up, get ready."

Dani worked her knees up underneath her, spread apart. My heart was pounding, my stomach in knots, knowing what was seconds away.

While Dani was struggling, Alan took the rest of his clothes off, naked, his dick hard and huge pointing in front of him. I stood, watching as Alan Ryder scooted himself up behind my wife, Dani breathing hard, not able to see anything except total darkness.

He held himself at Dani's pussy, "Ahh, Babygirl!" as the head of his cock entered her.

God, my heart was pounding! I couldn't even imagine what Dani must be feeling. But the noises coming from her mouth, the 'Ohh, Ohh!' as the inches slowly disappeared inside her.

I couldn't stop myself, grabbing my dick, squeezing, but feeling nothing except the hard plastic trapping my cock. I don't think I've ever been so fucking frustrated!

Dani was rocking her body back, at least as much as she could, given that her arms were still tied to the top of the bed, her face cocked to the side, looking straight at me, not seeing, probably no idea I was there, her mouth opening and closing in silent groans

Alan's cock had slipped inside her, all eight-nine fat inches. He was breathing hard, groaning, sweat on his forehead, gritting his teeth.

Dani's fingers were clawing, digging into the bed. Alan was inside her, his heavy balls tight to her pussy lips, hesitating, letting her adjust, I guess, her body wet with her sweat, trembling.

"Ahh, Babe, sooo good!" as he slowly pulled his dick out of her, pushing back into her just as slowly.

"Ogod, ogod, ogod!" she moaned, trying to push herself back onto him, "hard, fuck me... please!" pleading, near tears.

Alan's face was a hard grimace, pushing himself deep inside my wife. "What you want, Babygirl, gotta tell me!"

"Ohh, ohh... can't... just... please... fuck me... please!"

He pulled out of her again, just the head inside her - and slammed into her. Dani screamed, her head jerking up, then an ongoing wail, her body violently shuddering as Alan fucked her over and over again, those eerie eyes looking straight through me, not seeing.

Alan let out a roar, his hands digging into Dani's hips; his body straightening, muscles clenching, lifting her off the bed with short, hard jabs, draining his balls into my wife, Dani's loud, continuous wails filling the room, her body spasming and jerking, wet with sweat.

At that moment, I wanted to rip Alan Ryder's heart out of his chest. Not from anger, but jealousy. I was so fucking horny! I desperately wanted it to be me draining cum into my wife's cunt, my 'want' of just a few minutes ago long forgotten.

He pulled his cock out of her, wet with their combined juices, still mostly hard, white cum oozing out of Dani's pussy. She lay still, breathing hard, looking, but not seeing, straight at me, not even knowing I was there. Alan lay down beside her on the opposite side, then after a moment, he unsnapped the handcuffs holding her arms to the bed.

Dani stretched her arms, re-acclimating them from their awkward position, then draped an arm over Alan's chest, nuzzling her face into the crook of his neck, "That was fuckin' awesome!" she whispered.

He chuckled, "Best fuck since... February." He hesitated, then, "When you're ready again..."

She kissed him, a long, sensuous kiss, pressing her breasts into his chest. "So tired, need to rest first," and then wrapped a hand around his sticky cock, not quite reaching all the way around, "just don't let it go to sleep."

He laughed again, "Babygirl, he's not sleeping all week!"

That was how I left my wife and her lover; naked, snuggled together, her hand wrapped around his dick, Dani drifting off to sleep.

I lay on my bed in Alan's guest room, undressed down to my shorts, trying to go to sleep. No way in hell! I was in misery, the visions of the last hours going through my head over and over again, torturing me. I wanted that fuckin' cage off my dick. A man can only take so much, like Dani at the restaurant when she reached her limit. I'd planned to leave it on the entire week but had no idea just how intense the need to relieve myself could become.

I needed that thing off like I'd never needed anything before. Problem was the key. It was in Dani's purse and I had no idea where it was. Probably somewhere in Alan's bedroom and I didn't want, couldn't go back in there right now.

So I suffered, like I had no idea suffering could exist. So tired, yet not able to sleep, I listened... I have no idea how long, hours maybe. I don't know, I might have even dozed off. You know how it is when you're lying in bed, half-awake, not able to sleep, and then sometimes you are, if only for a few minutes.

I suddenly became aware of noises coming from the other room. I listened, and It took me a few minutes to realize the noises were female groans, getting louder and louder until I couldn't stand it any longer. I climbed out of bed and crept back down the hall to the open door of Alan's bedroom. There was no light except moonlight and a little bit of reflected street light coming through the patio door.

The sexual need had dissipated a little with my hours of restlessness but was back in full force seeing Alan on top of my wife, driving himself in and out of her, her legs wrapped around his waist.

I watched for what seemed an eternity. Every so often, Alan would thrust inside her, then pause, maybe a minute or so before resuming his fucking again. The man was nearing fifty, not the teenager who'd fucked his girlfriend for hours in the back of his truck that night, making her come... eight times. Yet, he still seemed... indefatigable.

I groped my dick, the frustration of finding nothing except hard plastic causing a loud groan to escape my mouth. Fortunately, both Dani and Alan were preoccupied enough to not have heard. I vowed to myself to be more careful, to control my emotions, hard as it might be.

They were still fucking, the cacophony of noises from both nearly driving me mad. Somehow, I HAD to relieve myself, get that fuckin' thing off my dick, find that purse!

But I couldn't tear away from that doorway, watching the big black guy driving his cock so fuckin' deep into my wife. Dani's groans had turned to screams, she was orgasming, her body stiff, hips lifting up off the bed trying to get him even deeper inside her, and then when Alan's body straightened and shuddered, my wife let out a blood-curdling scream that the neighbors must have heard.

I stepped back, dizzy with the rush of blood from my head, all of it going to pressing my dick against its confines. I caught myself on the wall before I collapsed in the hallway. I had to find that fuckin' key!

I went downstairs, hoping maybe Dani had left her purse in the living room, then when I saw Alan's truck in his driveway through the big picture window, my heart sunk. I remembered, that's where she'd left her purse when we got home from 'dinner'. The only keys to unlocking at least some of my misery were locked inside Alan's big Ford.

I climbed the stair and back to my room, pausing to peek into the master bedroom one more time. I hadn't wanted to but couldn't stop myself. Dani was sprawled out on top of Alan, their lips together in what was going to be a long, drawn-out, passionate kiss. I watched maybe a minute or two before returning to my bed, lying there, wide awake, staring at the dark ceiling, the rest of the night.

What the fuckin' fuck had I been thinking? Was I witnessing the destruction of our marriage? You know how every fear is amplified when you can't sleep. Well, that was more than the case with me.

Thankfully, it did finally begin to get light out. With the light, a little more sanity returned - or maybe the perpetual insanity is a better description. I remembered the fear flying home from Tampa that first time without Dani, then her coming home and allaying those fears completely. The same would happen this time, I knew. Dani wasn't doing anything I hadn't expected and wanted her to do, had gone out of my way to perpetuate. We were fine, she was enjoying her lover exactly like I'd hoped she would.

It was just... I dunno, but wanting ahead of time and then seeing are two completely different things. And this was the first night only, I had damn well better get fuckin' used to it! Like I heard Alan say last night, his dick wouldn't be going to sleep any time this week. Things are different in the daytime, I was already looking forward to whatever might happen that day. And the urgency of finding that key had passed, too. Matter of fact, I was glad I hadn't found it last night, still horny, but manageable - the way I wanted to be. Matter of fact, I was going to tell Dani to put the key somewhere I wouldn't be able to find it, knowing the temptation would be too strong. Besides, I was starting to think that taking that control completely away from myself, giving it to Dani, would be kind of exciting - a thrilling, electrifying agony.

I dressed, then went downstairs looking for something to drink. There, in the refrigerator, was a big pitcher of ice-cold tea. I wondered if Dani had told Alan and he'd made that just for me. Kind of hoped so. Anyway, I found a glass in a cupboard, filled it with crushed ice, then tea. He had my sweetener, Stevia, on the counter, too. Dani must have told him.

I sat at his dining table, thinking that Dani and I should get one like it, solid dark oak, beautiful. I checked the day's weather on my phone - clear skies, eighty-four later, sixty-nine tonight. There was something to be said for living in Florida. Home would be nice, too, probably, but not like this. I checked - rain, cold. No, definitely not like this.

I checked my Facebook to see if there were any messages, scrolled down through it, not finding anything interesting, then the news. Depressing.

How many times had he fucked my wife?

I'd been downstairs maybe fifteen minutes when I heard noises from upstairs and looked as Alan led the still blind Dani down the stairs. She was wearing a blue, silky, button-up shirt, way too big for her, obviously one of his. No bra, Dani's prominent little nubbin nipples making themselves known. No idea if she had anything else down lower. Seeing her like that, wondering what they might have just done, brought back that sharp pain and pleasure of feeling my dick stiffening, trying to expand in its plastic cage, my lust not restrained in the least.

"Morning, sleep okay?" Alan asked when he saw me sitting at the table.

I lied, "Perfect, thank you," then to my wife, "Good morning, Daniella," I rarely called her Daniella anymore, only in times of rather extreme... emotional times.

She smiled, "Good morning, sweetheart... enjoy last night?" she asked me.

I couldn't help but smile, last night was... let's just say... memorable. I nodded, temporarily forgetting that Dani couldn't see me, "I did... appeared that you did, too," I answered.

She turned, snuggled in to the man beside her, tilting her face up to him in a kiss, then, "Hope to enjoy the day, too," she said.

"I see you found the ice tea your wife so generously suggested I make," then to Dani, "Coffee...?" he smiled, "... tea or me?"

She scooted away, "Show me the sink, I want to wash my hands." Alan led her to the sink, helping her find the faucet control for the water then stood behind her as she rinsed her hands, groping around to find a bar of soap.

While Dani groped behind the sink, looking for the soap, Alan snuggled up behind her, undid one of the buttons on the shirt, reached his hand inside cupping her breast, and nibbled on an ear.

I mentioned my dick straining earlier, it was in full force now, watching Alan with my wife's bare nipple between his fingers, tongue reaching into her ear, Dani's head to the side, a moan coming from her lips.

She turned, wrapped her arms around his neck, and kissed him, mouth open, tongues tangling, until Alan lifted her, setting her on the counter next to the sink.

Alan backed away, just looking at her, sitting there, legs spread apart. I had the answer to the question I wondered earlier, Dani was wearing nothing at all under the shirt - top or bottom.

He unbuttoned her shirt, pushing it open, "Ahh, Babygirl, you're so fuckin' gorgeous," he said, pushing his pants down, bare underneath, same as Dani. God ― so big!

He moved closer, took a nipple in his mouth, just the nipple. Dani arched her back and moaned. He pulled her off the counter, her legs wrapping around his waist and... impaling my wife.

Damn, I hadn't expected this, this early in the morning!

Easy to see how the week was going to go.


Chapter 14

Sunday morning, March 22

While Dani groped behind the sink, looking for the soap, Alan snuggled up behind her, undid one of the shirt’s buttons, reached his hand inside cupping her breast, and nibbled on an ear.

I mentioned my dick straining earlier, it was in full force now, watching Alan with my wife’s bare nipple between his fingers, tongue reaching into her ear, Dani’s head to the side, a moan coming from her lips.

She turned, wrapped her arms around his neck, and kissed him, mouth open, tongues tangling, until Alan lifted her, setting her on the counter next to the sink.

Alan backed away, looking at her, sitting there, legs spread apart. I had the answer to the question I wondered earlier; Dani was wearing nothing at all under the shirt – top or bottom.

He unbuttoned her shirt, pushing it open, “Ahh, Babygirl, you’re so fuckin’ gorgeous,” he said, pushing his pants down, bare underneath, same as Dani. God ― so big!

Okay, the pride here, in my wife, more than offset the feelings of jealousy. That this guy, this superstud, how he thought my wife was beautiful (not that she wasn’t)!

He moved closer, took a nipple in his mouth, just the nipple, teasing. She likes it when I suck her whole tit in my mouth. Dani arched her back and moaned. He pulled her off the counter, her legs wrapping around his waist, and… impaled my wife with that big dick inside her.

Both groaned. I noticed quite vividly that he didn’t have to gradually work his cock into her like before, he just slipped inside her, all the way to his balls.

I was still in the dining room, separated from the kitchen and the couple by a bar, about to move my horny body into the kitchen when Alan carried my Dani, like that, to his oak dining table and set her on it, his cock still deep inside her.

“Ahh Babygirl, you feel so good to an old man!”

And as I’m standing there, right next to them, totally unknown to Dani, he begins to pull his dick out of her, inch-by-inch, seeming to go on forever, slippery-looking, wet with Dani’s juices. How he fits inside her…? God, my resolve about this cage thing from a few minutes ago was already wavering – exactly why I need to be sure Dani has the keys safely hidden away. I have no willpower.

“Alan!” Dani screeches, as he pulls up his sweats and she realizes that he’s not going to fuck her.

She’s not as desperate as the night before when he did the same thing in that restroom, but still…

“I like the feeling of being a little randy during the day, especially my woman,” he said with a big smile on his face, “should make all of us that way,” looking toward me, too. Yeah, no doubt!

Dani was groaning, sitting on the kitchen table, her legs spread and that waxed pussy swollen with her excitement. Alan helped her down and into a chair beside mine. I didn’t want to say anything, remind her I was there. Dani sat with her elbows on the table, resting her head on her palms, little groans emanating from inside her.

“Breakfast in just a few minutes; sourdough pancakes and homemade maple syrup,” he said, “same as we serve in the restaurants, my recipes.”

His pancakes were wonderful, unlike any I’ve ever had. Not that pancakes were uppermost in my mind.

He helped Dani with the first couple bites and she managed from there, already learning to negotiate without her sight. She occasionally was picking up a forkful of nothing, but for the most part had at least a little pancake.

“Something I realized,” Alan said, “you can’t get sourdough pancakes in a restaurant, they’re all buttermilk… except in mine. We use real sourdough; pancakes, cinnamon rolls, fresh-baked bread, lots of things. So much better. Been a goldmine,” he said.

Well, he was right about the pancakes. Being good, that is.

But it was a little hard to be attentive to pancakes when my Daniella was sitting across the table from me dressed in nothing except a white shirt, single button done up, nothing underneath it, Alan’s cock inside her on this very table less than ten minutes ago. That’s all kind of distracting.

“April’s going to be over in a little while, help you with your makeup this morning, Babygirl,” he told Dani, “be kinda hard for you.”

We finished eating, Alan helped Dani find the couch, and I helped clean off the table. “You’re a lucky man,” he told me as I was rinsing off plates, “I’ve never found another woman like her… set the bar pretty high,” he said.

I nodded my agreement, “Thank you, I think she’s pretty special, too,” I agreed. It seemed kind of weird talking this way about my wife to the guy who was going to be sleeping with her and fucking her for the next week.

The doorbell rang about the time I was washing the table off. Alan had finished the kitchen cleanup and had just gone in to sit with Dani.  He answered the door and a very bright, cheery, young lady came in wearing a short, flowery skirt and matching silky blouse; long, flowing coal-black hair flowing down her back nearly to her waist. She’s tall, several inches taller than Dani’s five-feet-four, her sexy legs going on forever until hidden under that short skirt.

Last night when April was here, guess I was a little preoccupied and hadn’t noticed how pretty she was. Of course, she had been dressed in more of a business suit, with her hair up in a bun, too, and didn’t have that cheerful smile on her face.

“Brownie anyone?” Alan offered a plate with four of his ‘specialties’ from the night before, the ones laced with marijuana for one reason only; to enhance one’s libido.

“You want to come with me, hon?” she asked my wife. Dani got up and once again, April led her upstairs to Alan’s bedroom., both taking along one of Alan’s brownies. Watching Dani walking in nothing except that shirt, barely long enough to cover her, was… wow! At home, I probably wouldn’t have given it a second thought, but here, totally different. At least this time, I knew what was happening.

Alan had sat in his recliner, the one I’d avoided last night. I sat on the couch. “You and Dani have talked about a boat?” he asked.

I nodded, “Uhuh, always wanted to learn to ski. Seems like a waste with the river right there.”

So the next ten-fifteen minutes, we talked about boats. He’s looking for something a little bigger and fancier than Dani and I would be. “You want to go take a look later? Think I could get you a lot better deal than you’d be able to at home.”

I agreed, telling him it sounded like fun.

After that, he flipped a switch and a HUGE screen lowered down from a box at the ceiling, covering a complete wall, at least fifteen feet wide, floor-to-ceiling, probably eight feet. I was totally amazed, never seen anything like it, didn’t even know such a thing existed. And then when he turned it on! Son. Of. A Bitch! It was a television screen, more vivid and lifelike than anything I’d ever seen. I knew that TVs were getting pretty damned elaborate and you could get them big, but this? I stared, wide-eyed.

“Pretty cool, huh?” he said, “had it installed last year, a present to myself, sound system, too.”

The picture on it looked like ‘Dishscapes’, we have it, nature videos, like a super elaborate GIF; a flowing stream in fall, complete with the nature sounds. But his was… like being there, the flowing water and animal sounds coming from all around us. “I like it,” I told him, looking around to see if I could see where the speakers were. Dani and I have been to lots of theaters, nothing like this living room. As I watched, a rainstorm started, thunder rolling. I looked outside; bright, clear-blue skies. God!

Alan was up, hooking his laptop to a control panel. “Watch a video after my girl gets back,” he explained as he sat back down.

‘His’ girl! A stark reminder what Dani and I were here for, not to ogle at his ‘wall’.

“April is very much ‘bi’,” he said out of the blue, “might be trying to seduce someone upstairs. Told her okay with me, long as she didn’t…”

“Touch her pussy… it’s yours, I know,” finishing his sentence. God, I’d love to go upstairs, peek, see what was happening in that room.

Alan smiled, nodding his head.

My mind was still reeling, my Dani, horny, upstairs, alone in a bedroom, wearing virtually nothing with a very pretty young woman who was more than likely right that moment doing… what? A few minutes ago, I’d thought it was just makeup. Now though, after what Alan said, the visions of what I hadn’t seen in our bedroom that night filled my brain. This time, though, there was a face to attach to the vision, my dick pressed hard against its entrapment.

The scene changed, a mountain lake, tall peaks in the background. My mind saw Dani and April making love on the shore of that lake.

My heart was pounding with the visions floating through my mind.

And then… another vision, no idea why it suddenly came to me, maybe because of my imagination, seeing Dani and April laying together on the bed. I looked over at Alan, “That night… homecoming night… you and Dani, you were laying on your sides facing each other. It’s why I remembered the birthmarks… she traced it with her finger, said, the exact words, ‘love your birthmark, so sexy.’ You rolled on your back, showed her the other one, said how much you hated them… she straddled your waist, the third time you fucked… was after that I left.”

He stared at me, mouth agape, not saying a word. I know, that night simply couldn’t have happened… except it did. I knew things that I couldn’t have known.

It was shortly after that, Dani came down the stairs, followed by April. She’d changed; hair gleaming, fresh lipstick, eyes looking like they had the night before, maybe even better. Still just as blind, though.

Dani had also changed her clothes, from the white shirt to a short, slinky, black satin teddy; a deep ‘V’ between her breasts, sheer with just as sheer panties.

It’s the sort of thing Dani wore after we were married, those first years of lust between husband and wife. But now? For another man!  Her tits swayed as she stepped closer, pointed nipples broadcasting her arousal.

Alan stood, gave Dani a hug, telling her how beautiful she was, then to April, “You busy, we were just about to put on a video, stay and watch with us?”

She smiled, looked at her watch, opening her arms in an ‘I’m free’ gesture, “Sure, have a while, love to stay a little longer.”

“Wonderful,” he said.

April sat down on the couch on my left, Alan on my right, Dani opposite him on his right.

God, April smelled good. She put her hand on my leg, whispered in my ear, “Dani told me how she knows Alan, all the details. I think what you two are doing is so much fun… so…”

“Babygirl, you show your husband that video on your phone?” Alan asked Dani, interrupting April’s whisper.

Dani had a rapid intake of breath like she was surprised, not so happily, “No,” she admitted, “…couldn’t.”

He smiled, “Lucky, then, I made my own,” and gave Dani a little tug, getting her to stand and move, sitting back down on his lap, facing the ‘wall’, which was still showing the huge mountain lake scene, where only a moment ago, my mind had seen Dani and April on the shore, making love.

Dani was right beside me, sitting on Alan’s lap, her leg brushing against mine, wearing nothing except that teddy. My heart was pounding, feeling Dani’s leg against mine, and what might be on this video, not to mention the sexy girl on my left.

Alan clicked his remote, and the ‘wall’ changed from the tranquil mountain. My breath caught, Dani filling Alan’s entire wall, fifteen feet wide, laying on Alan’s bed, legs straight up, wearing that strait-jacket-collar-leg-harness contraption. I knew what to expect – he’d sent that outfit and harness home with her and we’d had a lot of fun with it.

I glanced at Dani, beside me, oblivious to what we were seeing on the screen since she couldn’t see it. I don’t know if she even realized the kind of TV Alan had, either. It’s something she likely would have mentioned if she had.

Like I said, Dani was oblivious to what was on the screen, the picture of her naked legs up in the air. Until, that is, Alan’s voice came through that speaker system, filling the whole room, ‘Come around here, you can get a better idea,’ and the picture panned to the side a little showing a young, black couple moving to the end of the bed, where they had a perfect, closeup view of Dani’s pussy, still somewhat hidden by the fact she was holding her legs together. The crotchless bodysuit she was wearing sure as hell wasn’t hiding anything.

That was when Dani’s face turned white and her hand went to her mouth in a state of shock, “Oh my God!” she groaned, “I didn’t know… you were videoing?”

Dani was looking all around, not seeing a thing, all she knew was what she’d been doing when those words had been spoken, holding her legs together, trying to hide her most private part.

The real Dani, on Alan’s lap, was visibly shaking. She would have had a pretty good idea what we were seeing, using her imagination to fill in the void from the darkness. I had a pretty good inkling what that was like from the night she’d tied me to the chair, blindfolded, and proceeded to make love with some woman right in front of me where I could hear, but not see, every move.

She also knew that this wasn’t some sexy porn star who was the star of the show, it was herself.

Alan had stepped back with his camera, showing the young black couple watching as Dani couldn’t hold her legs up any longer, letting them spread wide, then zoomed in on her pussy, shaved bare, spread wide, totally exposed by the opening in the bodysuit pulled open.

Dani was shaking, her face white, the guy on screen asking, ‘Can I feel?’ The Dani on screen was blindfolded with the ball-gag in her mouth. She grunted, Alan saying that she’d said ‘yes’.  Didn’t sound like a ‘yes’ to me, just a grunt.

The young guy’s fingers pressed inside Dani. God! Dani, on the screen jumped, a groan coming from her mouth. My heart was pounding as I glanced toward the real Dani on Alan’s lap. He had one hand inside her teddy massaging a breast, the other between her legs. I remembered the brownie, maybe part of the reason I was so god-damned-fucking horny! How the hell would it be affecting Dani, already horny from that half-fuck earlier and Alan’s fingers now? Not to even mention knowing what we were all watching.

I glanced back at the screen, the fingers between Dani’s legs had been replaced with the back of the guy’s head, loud moans from the video filling the room. More moans from right beside me, then April whispering in my ear, “I wanted to taste her… but those tits, mmm…”

I looked at April, sitting beside me, looking back at me, running her tongue seductively over her lips. She put her hand over mine on my leg, wrapped her fingers around it, and moved it onto the inside of her leg, pressing upward just a little. OGod, OGod, OGod! If my dick hadn’t been straining inside that cage before…!

I didn’t know what the fuck to do; Dani on the screen being eaten by a guy she had no idea what he looked like, Dani on Alan’s lap squirming and moaning as his hands massaged her tit and pussy, April encouraging me to… oh shit!

She pressed my hand up her leg! Then whispered in my ear, “You and your wife make me so horny!”

I couldn’t catch my breath. I wondered if this plastic thing was stout enough, I was pressing against it so hard. I closed my eyes for just a moment, and when I reopened them, Jerry, yeah – that’s what Dani said his name was, Jerry was fucking my wife. She was grunting with every one of his thrusts, much as a girl can with a rubber ball stuffed in her mouth, her legs held wide apart, Jerry pounding his cock inside her.

The present-day Dani, sitting on Alan’s lap, had her mouth open, panting, thrusting her chest out to Alan’s hand, humping his other. We’d all eaten one of Alan’s brownies, laced with his marijuana aphrodisiac, not that it was needed, but damn… my libido was sure as hell red hot! Pretty obvious Dani’s was, too.

I moved my hand up April’s leg, felt her panties with the tip of my little finger. She squirmed, pushing her legs a little further apart, which also pushed her skirt up a little higher on her hips.  Damn, it had been so long! And this girl was so fuckin’ sexy!


Chapter 15

And while all this was going on between April and me, Dani was still on that screen, legs spread far apart, ‘Jerry’ sucking her pussy in his mouth, both the sucking noises and Dani’s grunts filling Alan’s living room. God! I didn’t know whether to watch Dani on screen or Dani right beside me. Alan had her teddy completely up over her waist rubbing his hands up and down her body with occasional flicks on her nipples, her moans not nearly as loud as from the sound system, but still…

Then Jerry was fucking my Dani! I couldn’t believe it. Alan had zoomed his camera in and Jerry’s dick plunging in and out of Dani’s pussy was filling that giant screen. Pretty obviously, too, Dani knew what was on screen from the sounds and was rocking back and forth on Alan’s lap, remembering.

I realized that I’d subconsciously pressed my hand hard against April’s panties. It was a sensory and emotional overload to the point that I could hardly breathe. My dick was throbbing, partly from pressing so damned hard inside that cage and partly from needing to come. I have never felt like I was feeling then. My resolve of earlier, wanting to ask Dani to hide the key was rapidly waning, my whole fucking body shaking from need. I had a pretty damned good idea how Dani had felt in that restroom last night.

And April! She had her hand on mine, pushing it into her silky panties. Pressing, pressing, pressing my fingers over her panties into her pussy lips.

She leaned over, her tongue tickling my ear, “Your wife’s fingers felt so good in there, want yours, too.”

I’ve never… except Dani… and Jenny that night. But a woman I’ve just met? And with that cock sliding in and out of my Dani spread across that whole goddamn wall! 

She’d let up the pressure on my fingers, so I moved them just a little. Her panties were tiny, maybe just a thong? My fingers were under them, feeling her bare skin, naked skin, inside her slit. I felt like that cage was going to burst from the pressure. God, I wanted it gone! And yet… I didn’t...

Her pussy was so wet. Dani’s knee pressed into my leg on the other side, Alan’s hand was inside her panties, too. I watched Alan’s fingers rubbing up and down Dani’s slit, moans coming from her… until fingers disappeared inside her, the loud gasp.

“Mmm, she’s so wet,” Alan said, “just how I like her… wet and slippery.”  Dani’s moans were becoming more and more, her body reacting to his fingers.

My fingers slipped right inside April. I said it before, but have to again – sensory overload!

“You shouldn’t have left our bedroom last night… we were just getting started,” he said, “seems your wife likes to fuck… even more than in high school.”

My breath was coming in mostly gasps… remembering… imagining.

The scene on the wall had switched. To what Dani had described to me, that I had thought she’d been making up, Dani, now completely naked except for the blindfold and ball in her mouth, sitting on Jerry’s lap. He was sucking her tit in his mouth. Alan’s camera had become still, pointed at Dani. I could hear him and the other woman, occupied together, but still, the star was my wife.

I pushed my fingers in and out of April’s squishy pussy. So… Hell, I didn’t even know what, my mind wasn’t working so well. So… Goddamn, I wanted it to be my dick!

Alan had pulled his hand out from under Dani’s panties and was feeding her his fingers, letting her lick and suck her juices off them.

I didn’t know how much more I could take, between Dani beside me, April squirming under my own fingers, and the Dani on Alan’s big screen.

And then Dani lifted herself just a little off Alan’s lap, letting him slide her thong down her legs… right before she was on her knees in front of him, unzipping his pants. On the wall she’d slid her pussy down onto Jerry’s cock. She was fishing Alan’s out of his pants, her fingers trembling, Sonofabitch, how can a man be that big? Dani’s mouth barely fit over the head, her hand wrapped around it, holding it up straight. My wife, inches away, sucking Alan’s big, black dick!

I couldn’t breathe… again! April whispering in my ear, “I want to do that to you.”

I could barely think, let alone talk, “I… I…,” trying to tell her… what… that I couldn’t – she couldn’t? God, there was nothing I wanted more in that instant. Dani gagged, Alan’s cock at the back of her throat.

She pressed something in my hand, the one whose fingers weren’t inside her pussy, “She gave it to me… said you might want it.” I looked… the key!

I couldn’t fuckin’ believe it! “Use the bathroom, just… hurry,” April said.

I looked at her, that look on her face, God, she was pretty… and looked so… licking her red lips. On Alan’s wall was Dani, about three times lifesize, kissing Jerry, bouncing on his lap. Beside me, she was licking Alan up and down, her lips open wide.

I practically ran to the bathroom, my fingers shaking so badly I couldn’t get my pants undone. I had to rest my palms, leaning against the counter looking in the mirror at the madman looking back. I don’t know how long it took to calm enough to even get my pants down, then dropped the goddamn key, picked it up again, flustered, trying to get it into the tiny little hole that wouldn’t hold still. It finally found the keyhole, slipping in. Maybe I’d hate myself afterward, but still…

The thing was flexible except for where it locked behind my balls, it just wouldn’t stretch to accommodate my expanding dick. It opened, and I breathed a sigh of relief. It folded up and I put it in my pocket, then a deep breath, and steeled myself for the other room.

By the end of the hallway, my dick was hard as a rock, a full-on erection for the first time since Thursday, before putting on that cage. My legs were shaking when I stepped around the corner and saw... Dani still on her knees in front of Alan, her mouth all the way at his balls. God! I’ve heard of ‘deep-throating’, but never witnessed it, sure as hell never from Dani! How? He’s so fuckin’ big!

Alan’s face was in a grimace, his fingers wrapped in Dani’s hair. My eyes glanced to the side, to the other woman in the room, April. She was sitting on the couch, totally topless; small, naked tits, her body flawless, like Jenny, but twenty years younger.

I walked into the room in a daze, SO friggin’ turned on. I didn’t even notice the big screen on Alan’s wall. I didn’t know whether to watch my wife with Alan’s dick inside her mouth or the nearly naked, sexy, young April next to her.

April stood, and my heart jumped when she snuggled up and kissed me. “Don’t think you’ll be needing these,” she said as she unbuttoned my pants, pushing them down, “or this,” doing the same to my shirt, leaving me standing stark naked.

Can I say, ‘Fuckin’ A!’

Whatever in hell that means. I guess what I’m trying to say is the thing going through my mind was, ‘Oshitoshitoshit!’ Deep, philosophical, my heart doing its best jackhammer imitation in my chest.

She pushed me back down on the couch then sat down on my lap, her legs spread each side, scooting up, mashing my dick between our bodies, one knee pressing against Alan’s leg, April’s naked tits and hard nipples pressing into my chest.

I knew my brain was fucked up, but how fucked up? There was my wife of twenty-eight years with Alan Ryder’s black dick fucking her throat and I was jealous… wondering if April, the woman on my lap had fucked him, too.

But the jealousy wasn’t overriding my other emotions, namely, my libido reacting in a perfectly rational manner under the circumstances. April had offered, even said she wanted, my dick in her mouth.

I felt her cheeks against mine, the warm breath from her lips millimeters from mine, the scent of her perfume strong in my nostrils, all my senses so fuckin’ overloaded.

April’s lips brushed mine, her tongue doing things to me, wonderful things!

“I changed my mind,” she told me, whispering in my ear, “my pussy wants you inside me.”

I glanced at Dani, her fingers digging into Alan’s waist, his cock sliding back down her throat making a big bulge in her neck, gagging on him.

“And don’t worry… it’s safe,” she told me, as she ground her pussy against me.

I hadn’t planned… oh shit, what I hadn’t planned for! April was gripping my dick, lifting herself over it… and then… then… her pelvis was resting on mine. While I was gone… she’d lost her panties! I heard a loud moan from my mouth. God, she felt so fuckin’ good! Tight. Hot. I felt the cum, that super blissful feeling right before the explosion. I wanted to delay it, for this to last, but after last night… this morning… the last week… Dani right beside me with… her hands around Alan’s cock, pumping, his dick in her mouth, cheeks hollowed out, shooting sperm into her… no way in hell!

I let out a loud groan, April pumping up and down on me, “Go ahead, I want to feel it inside me.”

My fingernails dug into April’s hips, I briefly was afraid of hurting her, then that thought was gone along with any other except my body’s reaction to the orgasm exploding inside her. She bore down, pressing me deeper inside her, and I think… not sure… I heard her moaning my name. My body had stiffened like a statue, shuddering. Hell, I know, that sounds like a contradiction, the whole thing seemed impossible, nothing real… yet it was.

When my mind was able to resume at least some semblance of its intended purpose and I opened my eyes again, cum was dripping from Dani’s mouth, April was still pressing herself to me, gripping around my neck, and my dick was still stiff, still buried inside her.

As some of my blood started to flow back upstairs again from down below, Dani got up off her knees and sat down on Alan’s lap, much as April was sitting on mine. Although, there was one big difference, and I use the term ‘big’ very aptly. Perhaps you can guess – coming in Dani’s mouth hadn’t reduced anything, not even a little bit. She scooted up his legs and asked, “Fuck me… please!” she called out, sounding almost desperate.

Even after… and all that’s happened the last months and especially the last twelve hours, hearing my wife inches away… that kind of language sent chills down my spine. At that instant, I felt like I was at the top of a giant rollercoaster, just going over the top. It wasn’t just the words, but her tone, like a femme-fatale seductress. God!

“Mmm, tempting, babygirl… but you’re going to have to wait. I like you simmering a bit.” More like boiling would be more apt,  I thought.

As he said that, Alan pushed Dani’s negligee up and over her head leaving her, stark-naked, then took a nipple in his mouth, pulling her to him. Dani thrust her chest out, gripped the back of his head, leaned her head back, and let out a loud moan.

April, too, pulled my head to her breast, groaning as my lips engulfed her.

Alan pushed Dani away, glanced toward me, “Time to trade with our girls,” he said, pushing Dani to her feet. April did the same, standing.

I’d thought he meant we were trading and I was going to make love with my wife, but he directed her to sit down, then kneeled in front of her, pushing her legs apart, and began to lick the inside of her thigh, eliciting ragged gasps from her.

April followed suit, sitting and pulling her skirt up, revealing her wet, swollen pussy to me. I ran my fingers over her pussy lips, feeling her body shivering, but couldn’t take my eyes away from Alan bringing his mouth closer and closer to my wife’s hungry pussy. When he first touched her with his tongue, she panted, whimpering, “Yes… p… please!”.

It had been a matter of minutes since my cock had softened inside April. It was rapidly reversing course, hardening again from both watching Alan Ryder’s lips spreading Dani’s pussy lips, and the woman in front of me, not so patiently waiting.

I’ve never gone down on Dani right after sex, her pussy full of cum. But now… There’s a first time for everything. The lust coursing through my body was trumping everything.

April spread her legs wide and scooted down so her butt was slightly overhanging the edge of the couch, “Now… eat me!” she deplored me.

I looked straight at her inviting pussy, lips spread slightly apart, white, creamy liquid oozing. It was too much to resist. As I moved closer, my lips less than an inch from hers, I heard in my faint consciousness, Alan’s voice, “Don’t come,” and then a loud wail from my wife.

That prodded me on, I pulled April’s pussy lips apart with my fingers and buried my mouth into her, getting a strong dose of the sweetness of my own cum for the first time in my life.

“Ooh, yes!” April moaned, rocking her hips in sync with my tongue.

I was suddenly realizing what I’d been missing all those years, the sweet slickness of a woman’s cum-filled pussy… especially when my mouth was flooded with April’s gushing warm liquids.

I couldn’t stand it a moment longer. I sat up, pulled April’s pelvis to my now rock-hard cock, and thrust inside her. This was so different than before or that night with Jenny. We’d mostly made love. This was fucking! Hard. Over and over again, pure bliss, with a woman I’d only just met, something I’d never have expected to happen in this lifetime, ever.

It seemed to me that I was getting harder with every thrust into her. “Harder!” April screeched. She was crosswise on the couch, her head pressing into the cushion with every hard thrust. I started to feel the orgasm start to build inside me, and when April’s pussy clamped down, I couldn’t hold it back a second longer. This time April was with me, her body shuddering just as mine was, her pussy throbbing, milking me, pulling out every last ounce of cum.

A moment later when I was able to breathe again, I realized that in my selfish excitement, I’d almost forgotten about my wife. I looked over, scooted down almost off the edge of the couch, her naked legs were over Alan’s shoulders, still with his shirt on. This was… my wife! My Dani with Alan’s face between her legs, looking up at the ceiling with her painted-on eyes, “Ooh, Ooh!” she was moaning, holding his head, pulling at his hair

Just as Dani’s body began to quiver and the moans start to intensify, he pulled himself away, “Think it’s time to get dressed, want to check on that boat,” he said as he stood, once again leaving my Dani as a quivering mass on the very edge of her orgasm.

I stood, helping April to her feet as well. Dani was still on the couch, legs still spread, totally naked, simply moaning. “April, would you mind taking Babygirl back upstairs and helping her get dressed?” Alan asked.

Why? Why wasn’t he fucking her? He just pulled his pants back on and tugged Dani to her feet, supporting her so she wouldn’t fall. April slipped her blouse back on then led my blind, naked wife back to the stairs and up to the bedroom.

“Hope you enjoyed the little movie,” Alan said, pressing a button on the remote again so that the screen retracted back up into its long box at the ceiling. “Pretty cool monitor, huh?” he said as the flap on the bottom of the box closed, hiding what was inside.

I realized I was still standing there completely naked, embarrassed. I found my clothes and put them back on so that I wasn’t quite so exposed.

“Well, that was exciting, quite enjoyable in fact,” he said, “seems as though you and my friend got along quite well.”

“Uh, yeah, she’s quite the girl,” I agreed.

“Makeup artist at Braham’s Studio. Designs women’s clothing, too. Met her when I was doing an ad for the restaurant a couple years ago.”

I started to open my mouth to ask him a question.

“Nah, never have, been strictly business until today,” apparently reading my mind.

Then he changed the subject, “Any more acute recollections from that night?” he asked me.

I sat, thinking for a moment, “I remember Dani’s blue dress, the slit up the side, how her bare leg looked so sexy when she was dancing…” I hesitated, one more thing just out of my mind’s reach, then remembered it, “She was the one who said her parents were gone hunting that night, suggested going to her house… you had a red pickup, you and her made out in it in the parking lot before leaving.”

I had Alan’s attention, he was listening intently, “You were probably at the dance, too, could have seen that back then.”

I shook my head, “Never went to a dance, any high school dances… except one, when I was a Sophomore… too shy. Saw all that that night last October.”

“I still don’t get it,” he said, “how any of that could have happened… things like that just don’t happen, no such thing as time travel.”

I smiled and shrugged my shoulders, “Me either… except I know what happened that night… stepped out of the house and into 1987… my old car, the football game, our subdivision not there, town like it was then… Dani… you…

I was just about to say something more, about the old hardware store that burned down shortly after, when Dani and April came back downstairs, taking my breath away.

Dani was…. God! She was wearing shorts. If you could call them that, I’ve heard the term ‘hotpants’; maybe eight inches, skin-tight. I’ve also heard the term ‘camel toe’. God! Does it never end? Her cream-colored blouse with a very visible black bra underneath it.

Alan and I both stood, a big smile on his face. He asked April, “Going boat looking, want to come along?”

“Love to, but my husband’s already going to wonder if I’ve been eaten. Better get home.”

Husband? Shit! I had no idea!

Just as she was about to close the door behind her, she turned and threw me a kiss, along with, “He has to go to New York later this week, will be gone a couple nights… you know… if…”

And then she was gone, leaving me with my jaw on the floor.


Chapter 16

A little later we were pulling into a boat dealer’s lot. I don’t remember the name of it, not too important, I guess. Alan helped Dani out of his pickup, and I followed along behind as we began to wander the lot. God, the view, Dani in those stretchy, tight hot-pants and half-sheer blouse, Alan holding her hand, leading her. The salesman who came out to greet us, his eyes were about bugging out of his head.

“Help you find something?” he asked,  then, “Alan… Alan Ryder?” the grin spreading across his face. I think besides the gorgeous lady his eyes were bugging out for, he envisioned a possible big sale.

Turned out he might be right, “Looking for something around forty-fifty feet,” he said, then motioned to me, “Robert, what you interested in?”

“Not sure,” I answered, “fifteen-twenty feet, outboard, probably couple hundred horsepower, probably used.” No way could we afford something like that new. I’d briefly looked around before, thirty-grand for a boat!

“Should we check out some big boats, first?” he asked. “Oh, by the way, my name’s John,” he said, eyes still bugged out on my wife. I couldn’t blame him – that camel toe.

He led us to what looked more like a yacht than boat, the kind of thing that if you had to ask the price, you couldn’t afford it. “Twin, 1350 horsepower diesels,” John explained, “thirty-eight knots fully loaded.” It didn’t seem to faze Alan. Leather, flying bridge. We went down the stair – not called a stair in a boat, though. I don’t know what it’s called, never been aboard a boat big enough to have one. There was a kitchen, two bedrooms, bathroom, big ‘living’ area; all of it more opulent than anything I’ve seen before

“This would be our room,” Alan told Dani, “wish I’d have had April take off the patches, you really need to see this,” he said, “the boat rolling in the waves, you naked underneath me.”

Dani moaned a little, “Mmm, can hardly wait!” she said.

Not only did John hear this conversation but he also saw what I saw – the little dark, dampness spreading out from Dani’s camel toe. She was most likely oblivious to how visible her arousal was… or maybe not.

I could see I was gonna need that plastic thing locked on my dick again if I was gonna survive, even despite what April and I had done just a short while ago.

The other ‘bedroom’ was right across the narrow hall. I know, I know, they’re not ‘bedrooms’, ‘halls’, or ‘bathrooms’ on a boat like this, but what the hell, I’m not a mariner, don’t know the right lingo… mostly, just that I was fuckin’ turned on! Watching your wife of twenty-eight years out in public like this, with another man, is… God!

“Two-point-three-mil, down from two-five, plus any add-ons,” I heard John telling Alan as my consciousness came out of its reverie.

“I like it, pretty sure Babygirl will, too, when she sees it,” he said, nodding, “like to look at a few others, though.”

We looked at several more, some smaller, some bigger, but none quite had the opulence of that first one. There seemed to be some little thing wrong with every one, except that one.

“Let’s take a look at some smaller ones for my friend,” Alan suggested to John.

“Great… you interested in fishing, skiing, or what?” he asked me.

“Prob’ly skiing, Dani and I have talked about it several times. Kids’d love it, too,” I told him, “gonna have to be used.”

“Think I have just the thing,” he said, leading us to another part of his lot. Much, much smaller boats, not exactly two-million-dollar boats but still pretty damned nice.

“2015 Bayliner, 275 horsepower, easily pull two skiers… any towable you put behind it, probably the best used we have on the lot,” he said as we approached a beautiful red and white boat. I fell in love with it at first sight. Dani would, too, I was sure. Except for the price tag, $21,500.

“Love it, but hate to say it, a little more than we can afford… maybe ten… fifteen at most.”

I tried to ignore Alan’s hand around Dani’s waist, pulling her blouse up leaving a bare midriff exposed to our view. That damp spot was getting darker.

“Maybe,” Alan started, with just a little pause, “if I’m spending over 2 mil, you could drop that price a little, maybe even something like it but new for Bob’s ten grand… or we could look somewhere else…”

My breath caught, John’s face turned a little white. From the look on Alan’s face, he meant every word.

“Let’s go check out some new boats, what say,” Alan suggested, reiterating what he’d just said. He looked at me, “You see what you like, just say so, I think John here will be happy to make a deal.”

His hand was firmly planted on Dani’s butt, guiding her… and doing a whole lot more than ‘guiding’ as we walked across the lot. My dick was at full force.

‘The one’ stood out as soon as I saw it. Sleek, low, black hull, blue stripes, white deck, when we got closer, I saw it was a ‘Malibu’, 300 hp Yamaha, 4-stroke, seating for seven, eighteen feet. Not to be greedy, but damn! And the price tag was only sixty-two thousand dollars! We climbed aboard, son-of-a-bitch, what a boat! “Tops out a little over 60 miles-per, not towing,” John explained. I could tell by the look on his face, ‘why we here, it’s a little out of his price range’. He was right, too, but fun to dream.

“Good choice,” Alan said, “think ten-grand would be a fair price?” he asked John. He was joking… but his face sure didn’t look like it. It was dead-serious.

John’s mouth opened, starting to say something, from the look on his face, it was intended to be something along the line of ‘you outa your head?’ then maybe thought about his commission on that two-million-dollar yacht, “Have to take it to the sales manager,” John mumbled.

We started toward the office, “Remember to mention that I might be writing you a check for something over two million, maybe it’ll help convince him,” Alan said. Shit he WAS serious!

In the end, Dani and I ended up owning a sixty-two thousand-dollar boat for thirteen-and-a-half thousand, including taxes and licensing, and Alan spent two-million-seven-hundred-fifty (just wrote out a fuckin’ check!) for his yacht. They’d spent a couple hours going over different things that could be added or changed on the yacht, (things like the three-thousand-dollar foam mattress in ‘their’ stateroom, all the leather upholstery upgraded) then another hour signing both sets of papers.

I’d have wondered if Alan’s price might have been upped a little to make up for ours, but I watched and listened as Alan haggled over every little item. I think they just thought they might lose that sale without the deal on ours. I think they might have been right, too.

“Take us about two weeks to get everything done,” the sales manager told Alan, “that work for you?”

Alan frowned, “Actually, no, it doesn’t. My guests are only here this week. Would love to take them out.” He looked at Dani, a smile on his face, “Especially… you know… try out that bed…”

Dani’s face turned red at that little reference, but she didn’t object. Pretty obvious she was anxious for the same thing.

“We can… uhh, get ‘er on the water by Tuesday, spend the day with you, acclimate you… then pull it back out next week to finish up. That workable?”  he asked Alan.

Alan nodded, “Perfect,” he said.

The manager seemed slightly surprised when Dani signed the papers with me. She was getting good with the no-sight thing, able to sign her name perfectly legibly where he put her hand, carefully explaining everything she was signing.

I still wondered how long Alan was going to keep those blinders on Dani, not that I was complaining. As long as she couldn’t actually ‘see’ what she was wearing, she was okay with things she’d not be caught dead in otherwise. And God, it was keeping her turned on, knowing but not seeing.

Alan told him he’d pick up ours to take to Washington the following Wednesday. In the meantime, Dani and I would have to look for something that would tow it. Maybe even a travel trailer down the line as long as we’d be getting a pickup. We’d talked about that, too, off and on, just never taken the plunge. To say I was excited about the whole thing was a gross understatement. Jodi and Jon, our two semi-adult children would be on cloud nine when that boat pulled into our driveway.

Right before we left, Alan gave the manager two coupons, each good for two free dinners at either of his restaurants, “One for you, one for John, love to see you there,” he said.

It was early evening by the time we got back to Alan’s house. Alan suggested dinner at his first restaurant. April came over and helped Dani get dressed again, a slinky little black dress, and the three of us went out to dinner at Alan’s restaurant. I’d hoped that April would join us, too, maybe even ‘after’ dinner, but she said she had a date with her husband and another couple.

Dani was really starting to rock the braless look. Her dress looked more like a negligee than a dress; soft, flowing over her body like liquid, pointed nipples. A little water and I’m sure she’d compete well in a wet t-shirt contest… or in this case, I guess, a wet dress contest. Topped off with her black heels and sheer stockings, Dani was just… wow! She has on very rare occasions gone out braless, but never before in dresses like last night or tonight. Or even today’s blouse. I liked it. The fact that she was in the arms of her lover and couldn’t see just how damned sexy she was only added to the allure for me. Explain that? No way – it’s just what it was.  That dress was all the sexier because it was a dress, not a negligee intended to be hidden away in the bedroom. And that sexy perfume! If my eyes had been just as blind as Dani’s I’d still be so turned on.

I vowed that I would never, EVER take Dani for granted again, like I had so much over the last many years. Right then, I wanted nothing more right then than to take Dani back upstairs, rip that dress off her and fuck her like we’d never fucked before! Except, I knew…

Dinner in Alan’s restaurant was fabulous. His chef knows how to season and cook a rib steak, that’s for damned sure.  Alan has his separate private cubicle that’s always reserved for his dining. And Jess, our waiter, was just fabulous, whenever any of us needed anything, it was like he read our minds.

We talked about our boats, how Alan had always wanted to be able to go out in the Gulf, take trips up and down the coast. He suggested some places he’d love to take Dani, and she mentioned that we could take him out on ours, too, when he brought it. “It’s a big, long river,” she said, “some cool, isolated islands.” She mentioned that she knew someone who just might want to accompany us to make it a foursome. Okay, that was intriguing! Same person who spent that evening with Dani, then me? She wouldn’t say and I still wasn’t any closer to figuring out who it was.

Our little boat became part of the discussion. Somehow, I’d never imagined owning a brand new, eighteen-foot speedboat with a 300-horse engine, much less referring to it as the ‘little’ boat.

The conversation drifted back to his yacht and somehow to making love on the rolling boat. Besides the opportunity to watch Dani and Alan, I hoped that maybe April… She did suggest that her husband was going to be out of town for a few days. Mmm, I remembered that body, her soft skin, the feel of her pussy engulfing me!

A few seconds into my reverie about the delights of the young April, Alan leaned over, turning Dani’s head toward him with his hand on her chin, he kissed her, very rapidly developing into a lot more than just a ‘kiss’; one hand covering and massaging a breast, his other behind her neck. He pulled his lips away for just a moment, Dani’s spooky, wide-open, unseeing ‘eyes’ and her lips still slightly parted with moans emitting from them. “Oh, Babygirl, don’t think I can wait for that boat,” he whispered, just loud enough for me to hear across the table.

I didn’t think I could, either. Either that plastic thing was going back on my dick when we got back to his house or I was going to need a tissue to catch the mess. At the moment, the tissue seemed like the most likely bet… if I made it back to his house.

Dinner ended and I tried to insist that I pay for dinner. “Nonsense, it’s already taken care of, plus the tip,” Alan insisted. I left a couple twenties on the table, anyway. I still had no idea what a dinner cost in his restaurant.


Chapter 17

We drove back to Alan’s. At least I thought we were, but first, he wanted to give us a little tour of his town. Of course, Dani couldn’t see much but she could feel Alan’s hand working its way up her leg. Tampa is beautiful at night, the lights, reflections, and boats on the water, the big stadium where he’d spent years playing. Dani and I had seen some of it, mostly in the daylight, on that first day before that first dinner in his new restaurant. Before Dani and he… made love back in our hotel room.

He was drawing out my nervousness. I don’t know why but my stomach was in knots, almost nauseous, knowing what was coming in such a short while. I’d seen her and him before, a couple times, but I guess it’s something a guy never gets used to, seeing his wife with a man like Alan Ryder.

“You describe everything so wonderfully… listening to you is almost better than seeing it,” Dani told him, as he was describing one of the fabulous views, “but please… can we go back… please!”

He chuckled, “You sure, Babygirl? Lots more of Tampa I could show you, tell you about.”

His hand reached a little further underneath Dani’s black dress, “Mmm, naughty, naughty! No panties… no wonder Jess gave us such rapt attention at dinner, you little minx.”

Dani answered with a moan, then opened her little clutch purse and took out a tiny little scrap of black cloth, pressing it into his hand that had temporarily retreated from under her dress.

Alan put it to his nose and took a sniff, “Ahh, you smell so nice,” then handed the little cloth back to me.

Tiny. Silk. Thong. Damp. Very damp. And yes, it smelled like heaven, itself. I thought of Tom, Dani’s little game at work. Wouldn’t he love to have this in his hands. I put them in my pocket, for later… might come in handy.

Back in Alan’s house, once we were inside, Alan and Dani were in each other’s arms pressing their bodies and lips together as soon as the door closed; tongues in each other’s mouths, Dani pressing her pelvis hard against Alan’s rather obvious erection, her pointed nipples against his chest. It seemed like minutes before they broke apart, Dani breathing hard, the scent of her arousal filling the room. “Patience, Babygirl, I need something to drink.”

Before Alan went to the kitchen, he looked at me expectantly, “Yeah, please,” I told him, desperately needing something. While I was waiting, I hustled to my room, finding that little cage in the pants pocket from this morning. It was either that or I was going to spurt, make a big wet spot on the front of my trousers. I’d discovered that I liked the delicious tingling, the sexual excitement I got from watching Dani, that feeling of not being able to do anything about it.

It was a bit of a struggle to get it on, but pinching myself hard enough to hurt, the swelling went down enough to squeeze myself in and click it shut, locked tight, and tight it was. The key – it was right there in my pocket where I’d left it. On the way past Alan’s room, I made a little detour, dropping the key in his nightstand drawer right beside his bed, where I wouldn’t be able to get to it later when I knew I’d be so sorely tempted. At least I knew where it was, so eventually… hopefully, when April…

While I was there, I looked around, his oversized king-plus bed, I have no idea what a bed that size might be called; the big sliding door and deck overlooking his back yard and pool. Dani and I have a Costco above-ground pool, not this gorgeous piece of artwork pool surrounded by a literal forest of trees and greenery. Another reminder what a little talent can get you. Maybe a lot of talent. I’m proud of my little store and our very nice home. With Dani’s teaching job, the two make us a darn good living, but they’ll never bring us anything like this. Or a two-million-dollar-plus yacht.

Anyway, enough lollygagging in Alan’s room, I was much more interested in what was happening in his living room.

And halfway down the stairs, I saw what was happening. Apparently, I’d been a little longer than I thought I’d been. There were two half-eaten brownies on a tray on the coffee table, two partial drinks, plus mine, and the couple on the couch were locked in a deep, passionate kiss, Alan draped all over Dani, his right hand inside her dress, pushing it up even further. Dani’s hand was wrapped around his neck, almost frantically trying to pull him in tighter.

Damn good thing I had that plastic thing back on, my dick was pressing against it… hard! I guessed that Alan’s was pressing just as hard, but not against a plastic cage.

Dani let out a moan, and I stood transfixed watching my wife’s succulent, ruby-red lips being devoured by this big-dicked man-god.

I didn’t want my presence to even be known, much less interrupt what was happening on the couch, so I crept as quietly as I could to the bottom of the stairs and stood there just watching. Alan was reaching up Dani’s dress, roughly fondling her tit, moans escaping her mouth in-between their kisses. I knew that she was stark naked underneath her dress; no bra and her thong was still in my pocket.

A few moments later, Alan pulled away and sounding breathless, “Babygirl, I can’t do this, we need to go to the bedroom… my willpower… all day I’ve wanted to ravage you!”

“Yes… yes, yes, yes!” Dani reiterated, making her desires well understood.

Not wanting any interference, I moved away from the stairs as quietly as I could. About the time Alan was at the bottom step, leading the blind Dani, he stopped, “No… better idea… let’s go outside, to the back yard,” starting to lead her toward the patio door.

Dani hesitated, “Alan… your neighbors… you don’t have a fence… they can see.”

He stopped, a smile on his face, “I know, they’ll enjoy if they’re looking,… too bad it’s so dark outside, babe,” and continued toward the patio door. Of course, it was dark, just a little light from the crescent moon, none from the street lights. Dani pulled back a little but followed along after picking up my drink and brownie. I wondered what might be going through her mind, something she’s never done before, sex where just anyone might see. Of course, she wouldn’t have any idea just how dark it was.

That is, until Alan flipped the switch by the door lighting portions of the yard in floodlights. If anyone hadn’t been looking, they sure as hell were now.  God, I was excited at the prospect, hoping there would be someone out to watch. Dani looked so fuckin’ sexy, following along behind Alan, wearing that black dress, high heels, stockings, and nothing else.

He led her to a place in front of a beautiful floodlit rock/flower garden so that Dani was standing directly in front of the lights. This was a good test of what April had said about her eye patches being totally impervious to light or not. I’m guessing they passed the test since Dani didn’t even flinch in the bright light.

Alan looked over at me, standing in the doorway, “None that I can see, but don’t know if someone might be at a window looking out.” I looked around, just one house that had windows overlooking his yard. The windows were all dark, but that didn’t mean there wasn’t anyone, just no one I could see. If there was, their eyes would have been instantly drawn to that spot on his lawn where Dani was standing. Alan told her softly, “Take off the dress, Babygirl.”

She looked around, not able to see a thing, no idea how she was highlighted in the floodlight, “Is anyone… watching?”

My heart was pounding watching Dani standing there, her wanting so badly to be with Alan, afraid of the possibility someone might be watching, not knowing. She looked around, still unable to see a thing, and reached behind her neck, untying the strap holding her dress, letting it fall to the green grass. My heart rate spiked again, seeing my now naked wife literally highlighted in Alan’s backyard.

God, Dani was stunning, standing in that light with nothing except those heels and dark stockings hugging her legs to her thighs. Don’t EVER tell me that a forty-eight-year-old woman’s body can’t be beautiful!

This was wrong, so wrong. And yet… maybe that was part of what was turning me on so much, watching, knowing what was about to happen. My dick was straining, trying to escape its prison, like it had been weeks since… not that very morning with the luscious April, my emotions straining just as much, both the arousal and jealousy, desperately wishing it was me in front of my wife taking my pants off, not Alan Ryder. My emotions were almost like the event horizon of a black hole, seemingly pulling me in two.

Alan lay down on the grass, just at the periphery of the flower’s spotlight, totally lighted, and tugged at Dani’s hands, pulling her down over him, “You know what you want, Babygirl… take it… now.”

Dani felt around in front of her, finding what she was looking for, his shaft, standing thick, long, and hard; her fingers encircled it, only partially, looking so tiny… and started to scoot forward lifting herself up onto her knees.

I couldn’t breathe, intently watching, gripping myself, even over the plastic… Dani’s face, so intent, her lust shining through, Alan’s face just as tortured, waiting. And then… she was there, over him, the head of his manhood held at her bare, baby-smooth slit, holding her breath the same as I was; same as Alan Ryder was, too. “Babygirl, please… I can’t take this!”

Finally, for once, it was him who was begging, all the power with my wife. She began to lower herself – eight, nine-inches of thick manhood. I didn’t see how… only I knew she could… inch-by-inch, his shaft disappearing inside her.

“Ohh Babygirl, so good… so fuckin’ good!”

Dani’s head was thrown back, her unseeing eyes looking straight into the moon, mouth working, moans escaping, “Ohhh fuuuckkk!” coming from my beautiful school-teacher wife’s mouth.

A moment later, her pelvis was pressing hard against Alan’s… that thing fully inside her. My hand wrapped itself around the hard plastic surrounding my dick, not able to feel a thing. The emotions inside me, though… they were on fire! A blazing inferno!

I glanced up, at a couple now silhouted in the window. Their light was on. She’d taken her blouse off – or whatever she’d had on before, her man’s hands all over her tits under her bra.

Dani was panting, she’d spent the entire day, from those first few moments on Alan’s kitchen counter, her lust building. She rocked back and forth, pressing, grinding, feeling him inside her, his shaft no doubt rubbing against her clitoris, reaching places inside her I hadn’t even dreamed about.

Alan leaned up, taking Dani’s left nipple in his mouth, sucking in the rest of her tit, Dani letting out a loud moan, her hand around his head pulling him in tighter. Her mouth was gaped open, grinding her pelvis down on him.

“Babygirl, I can’t do this, need you to fuck me… hard!” he said, pulling his mouth barely away from her tit.

She pulled his mouth back on her other tit, encouraging him to suck her, rocking back and forth, “No,” she said, surprising me – a lot, “going to see how long we can stay like this, with you all the way inside me.”

“Ahh, Babygirl, no, you’ve been torturing me all day!” Apparently, he hasn’t been quite as ‘cool’ as he’d been letting on.

Alan lay back down flat, groaning. Dani put her hands on his chest and just rocked back and forth on him. Brutal! I envisioned it being me, desperate underneath her. God, I wished it was!

I glanced up at the window. The woman had lost her bra and skirt, nothing on except a pair of panties. I wasn’t the only one being turned on by Dani and Alan’s little display. Okay, I’ll admit I was a little torn about where to watch, the couple in the window or my wife and Alan. Not much mystery, though, on which won out.

Dani leaned over, her mouth maybe an inch from his, whispering something that I couldn’t hear, then her tongue reached out, like a snake’s, tickling Alan’s lips, coaxing them open. The distance between lips closed, Dani’s tongue working its way into his mouth. God, I was regretting locking my dick inside that plastic, thinking seriously about running back upstairs for that key… except, I didn’t want to miss even a second of what was happening on his lawn.

But I couldn’t ignore the window, either. The guy had his hand down inside the girl’s panties, her mouth gaped open much as Dani’s had been earlier, before she took control. I wished I could see them a little clearer, I did see that she had long, black hair that was over her shoulders to below her tits.

While I’d glanced away, Alan had reached his hands around Dani’s butt, massaging it, getting perilously closer to her… I was mesmerized, wondering. Dani and I, in all our years of making love, had never explored… her rear end. The way she was bent over, her tongue down Alan’s throat, she was in the perfect position, and he seemed to be taking advantage of it with his hands, tugging her butt cheeks apart…

And then… Dani pulled her face away from his, a strange expression, and a loud groan. I quietly stepped around them to see, Alan’s finger was most assuredly working its way inside her, his other hand pulling her body back down, locking lips together once again.

How long had it been, with Alan’s dick buried inside my wife? One minute, five minutes? I had no friggin’ clue. All I knew was that his finger was slowly disappearing inside her rear end and her moans had intensified. I couldn’t tell if they were moans of lust or discomfort. Except, she sure as hell wasn’t pulling away.

Matter of fact, she began a little up and down motion on Alan’s cock, which rapidly grew into full-on fucking him, the full length of him; up, down – up, down, hard!

“Ohh, Babygirl, Ohh, Ohh! So good, sooo good!” Alan was crying out, a finger from each hand going deep into her ass, seemingly timed with her plunges, Dani screaming, oblivious to the fact that a large portion of Tampa was hearing her.

I made a very quick glance back at the window. The girl was leaning against it, legs spread wide, her husband-boyfriend, whatever, behind her doing what was pretty damned obvious, enjoying putting on their own show.

Dani pressed herself down, ground herself down on Alan’s pelvis, letting out a long wail, Alan bucking underneath her, quite literally roaring, reminding me of that lion before the old MGM movies.

“Babygirl…” Alan said, breathlessly, afterward when Dani collapsed on top of him, her body with a sheen of sweat, “Ohh, how I’ve missed that!”

Minutes later, he helped my wife to her feet and this time did lead her upstairs to the bedroom. I was still too shell-shocked to move. Dani hadn’t even known I was there. I looked in the window one last time before following. The girl was still leaning against the window with her guy pressed against her back. The thought went through my mind that I wished Dani could have seen the effect she’d had on the neighbors.

By the time I made my way upstairs, Dani was on her back on the bed, legs wrapped around Alan’s waist, him pounding into her. God, the man is fuckin’ insatiable! He’s in his late forties for God’s sake. How many more times during the night would he be fucking my wife?

You know how badly I wanted to get my hands on that key? Relieve the ache in my groin! That some damned idiot had put it where he couldn’t get to it. Seemed reasonable at the time.

The next morning was only Monday, five more fuckin’ days – and nights of this! ‘Fucking’ days, literally.


Chapter 18

Alan was on the phone in the morning when I went downstairs. Dani wasn’t there yet. I wandered into the kitchen, got a pitcher of apple juice from the frig, and an insulated glass from the cabinet, filled it with crushed ice, and sat down at the table. Alan seemed to be talking to someone from one of his restaurants.

He came in several minutes later, a frustrated look on his face, “Gotta run, little issue at the restaurant, prob’ly back in a couple hours,” he said, “I’ll go let Dani know.”

He scampered upstairs, just long enough to change, then back down, telling me, “April’s coming over, be here in just a few. She has to hurry, though, has to be at the studio by nine… oh, there’s some cinnamon rolls in the cupboard, third to the right of the sink, you and Dani help yourselves,” and he was out the door.

Apparently, there’d be no fuck on the counter, no porn video starring my wife, and no ‘after’ treat from April that morning. But, at least, I’d get a chance to finally spend a little alone time with my wife.

I checked the cupboard where Alan had suggested, damn, those looked good; huge, thick frosting, probably all his own recipe. I set them down on the counter and put one on a plate in the microwave for a minute. Best damned cinnamon roll I’d ever eaten. I wondered if they also had the marijuana aphrodisiac in them. Wouldn’t be a bit surprised, kind of hoped they did.

I was at the table with my roll and apple juice when April came in, every bit as gorgeous as I remembered from the day before; looked about eighteen, short, sexy skirt. I started to offer her a cinnamon roll when she told me, “Gotta hurry, late,” and rushed up the stairs to Dani and Alan’s bedroom. God, even that thought, ‘Dani and Alan’s bedroom’, was a turn-on to me. Everything seemed to be a turn-on.

She was upstairs probably fifteen minutes when she helped Dani down and over to the table beside me. Damn! What next would she be wearing?

Before I even had a chance to take it in, April was there, giving me a kiss on the lips, her tongue tickling mine, “Looking forward to that night when Brandon’s gone on that trip… probably Friday,” she said, leaving me drooling like a puppy dog. And then she was gone.

Okay, now that my heart rate’s back to only about quadruple, I’ll relay what Dani was wearing that morning: a black, flowery, thin, but at least not transparent, short halter-top, just to the elastic under her tits, tummy bare, tits swaying with every movement; The combination of the low-cut, hip-hugging stretch leggings and lace panties riding high on her hips, inches above the top of the leggings was just… WOW; red heels to match the red lace panties. Dani, apparently has taken a liking to sexy heels, which she rarely wore before. Not that everything she’s worn on this trip hasn’t been out of character from our twenty-eight years of marriage.

I hoped that Dani’s new ‘dress code’ would carry over after we went home but honestly, didn’t have much hope that it would. Here, she’s anonymous, no one knows her. At home, would be completely different. Maybe we’ll have to take a few more trips to Seattle or Spokane just for the opportunity. A guy can dream, anyway.

“You like a cinnamon roll, apple juice?” I asked my wife. God, how could just asking my wife a simple question seem so awkward – and so fuckin’ erotic? And this after only two nights of her being Alan’s woman.

“Please, yes,” she answered, sounding just as strained.

I got up, gathered another plate and glass, poured her the juice, heated and sliced her roll the way I knew she liked them, and took both back to the table, taking her hand and showing her where the roll was. God, even that brief touch of Dani’s hand sent shock waves of lust through my body that I haven’t felt in years. I needed nothing more at that moment than to take my wife upstairs and fuck her until she couldn’t walk! I’d never felt the surge of jealousy like I did at that moment, the fact that here, she was Alan Ryder’s woman, not mine. He could and likely would do exactly what I wanted so fucking bad, if not today, then assuredly tonight, like he had been doing the last two nights.

Dani took a bite of the roll, “Mmm, this is good,” she said, agreeing with my verdict from earlier. Then, she felt along the table until she found my hand, putting hers over it and squeezing, only exacerbating my need, and asked, “Hon, are… you okay? Us… are we okay?”

I put my other hand over hers and answered, “Perfect… except…”

She looked toward my voice with her unseeing eyes, “Except?”

I hesitated to answer, not knowing how to say what I wanted to say, “Except… I… need you so fucking bad… to make love with you… and know I can’t.”

Dani started to say something, “Hon…”

“No, I knew what I was getting into before we came. Had an idea how it would affect me… just, maybe not quite as much… nearly as much, I guess, as it has… but still, I knew then and I know now that this week you’re his, not mine. It’s just hard, so hard!” There, I’d made my little speech.

Dani smiled, leaning my way and her lips found mine, “I love you, hope you know that,”

Her tongue pressed into my mouth, my body shaking with wanting her, kind of like the first time we made love so long ago, except on steroids. I don’t know that I’ve ever felt like I did then. And I knew Dani was feeling it, too; her kiss wasn’t only passionate, it was more like… hell, I can’t even think of the right words. This wasn’t my Dani, it was some other woman desperate for sex, intoxicated by lust for my wife. The cinnamon rolls – laced with Alan’s magic potion?

She took my hand, pressing it against her breast, naked through her thin top. I pinched her nipple the way I know my Dani likes and got a loud moan vibrating through her mouth. “Suck it… please,” she begged.

I pushed the elastic up over her breasts and found one with my mouth, sucking her tit into my mouth. My body felt more alive and on edge than I ever had before, Dani loudly moaning and pressing the back of my head hard onto her.

A hand stole its way down her tummy, underneath those stretch pants, inside Dani’s skimpy panties, eliciting an even louder moan, until she said, squeezing her legs together, “Oh god… no… can’t… want so bad… can’t touch my pussy.”

My dick was about to burst through its plastic cage. A finger pressed into her, “Ohhhh!” Dani groaned just before she pushed my hand away.”

She wrapped a hand around the hard plastic encircling my cock, “Take it off… I can suck you… want to.”

God, the only thing that would be better would be to be inside her. Yet… my body shuddering, wanting to do as she said, desperately wanting what she’d offered, I stood, barely able to stand, stumbled up the stairs, into Alan’s room where I’d left the key. My willpower was gone, I couldn’t stand a moment more, looking in the nightstand where I’d left the key. Fucking thing was gone! Fuck, fuck, fuck!! I was nearly desperate needing that key and it wasn’t there. I nearly dumped the whole damned drawer out on the floor, but my sanity, what little bit was left, exerted itself.

I looked everywhere I could think he might have put it, being careful to not disturb anything. That was a little hard in my frantic search, but I was careful. I finally gave up, he either made a special point of hiding it or took with him. How the hell did he happen to find the damned thing, anyway?

“The key, I can’t find it, not where I left it,” I told Dani on my way back down the stairs.

“I have one,” she said, “in my purse… in… Alan’s truck…” she groaned. The truck that he would have taken a little while earlier. Just to be sure, I looked out the window, thought that he might have had another car in the garage, it was worth at least looking. No, he’d parked in his driveway the night before; it was gone. I groaned in frustration.

“Not there, he took it,” I told her.

“With my purse… and the key inside,” she added, sounding almost as frustrated as I was. God, I wanted… no, needed my wife’s mouth wrapped around my dick. I was fine before but after she’d suggested it… dammit that key!

I sat back down, closed my eyes, and just imagined what it would have been like. “Come here,” Dani said, patting the couch right beside her.

I scooted over next to her, she found my face with her hand, wrapping it in her fingers, tugging slightly – my lips to hers; her tongue to mine, her hand wrapping around my neck, bare breast pressed against my chest, almost exactly where we were before the key debacle; not an unpleasant place to be at all – except for the frustration. “Love you, you know that?” Dani whispered, pulling away just long enough.


Chapter 19

“Sorry I was gone for so long,” Alan said when he got home a little after four that afternoon, “two of my waiters called this morning, said they couldn’t come in – had to find replacements, get them up to speed quickly.” He added, with a smile on his face, “Couldn’t stay, though – have plans for the evening.”

Pretty sure those plans involved fucking my wife, probably mostly.

Before Alan got home, Dani and I talked about her temporary blindness. I’d been so curious what she was thinking about it; if she liked it, hated it, or what. She confirmed that she could see absolutely nothing, not even a hint of light coming through, like she had no eyes at all. She reminded me of something she’d told me about Alan quite a while ago, how much she enjoyed the surprise, not knowing what was happening next. “This is the ultimate ‘surprise’,” she told me, “When he fucks me… I don’t even know how to explain… like every nerve ending is times ten.”

I nodded, not that Dani could see it, but I was remembering… “That night, that you were blindfolded… and…“ I know she started to say it, the name of the woman from that night, “My friend, when she fucked you…“ Dani never used to use that word, but now… “I could tell how it went through you. It’s that way every time when Alan does me… and I love it when I know you’re watching.” She’d squeezed my hand after that and her other hand wandered down to my groin, squeezing the plastic. “I wish…” she’d begun, never finishing the statement. She didn’t need to, I knew.

“I’m fixing us dinner at home,” Alan interrupted my reverie, remembering what Dani had told me about the blindness. “April’s coming over to help Dani dress for dinner.” He must have seen the look on my face, the hopefulness – April! “She can’t stay, though, has an appointment later this evening.”

Crap, my heart rate began to slow again. It did remind me of something, though, “I need to get Dani’s purse from your pickup.” He handed me the keys with a knowing smile on his face. He knew exactly why I needed that purse – it has a key in it that I need.

Except now I don’t need it. I did earlier, but that opportunity is gone. The cage stays in place until some other opportunity arises, but for now, I know it’s going to be needed. I had a brief moment of hope when Alan mentioned April coming over, but that was just as quickly dashed. I gave the purse to Dani, didn’t trust myself having access to the key.

And speaking of April, she did come, took Dani upstairs for nearly two hours. Alan brought me a drink, gave me the remote for the TV, showed me how to lower the giant screen from the ceiling, and told me, “Press DVR and you’ll find that video of Dani,” then showed me where the wireless headphone was before he disappeared in the kitchen.

I did as Alan suggested, lowered the monitor, and watched my wife starring in her sex video. Just a little something to get my heart beating, blood flowing to my caged dick. And flow it did! Fuckin’ good thing that plastic was strong.

When Dani made a reappearance down the stairs, April leading her, she was stunning; hair dyed a golden blonde, cut shorter to her shoulders, and curled around her gorgeous face. It seemed like every time April was here, helping, Dani was more beautiful.

She was wearing a soft, wrap-around blouse; red bra clearly visible underneath it; matching short, red leather skirt, red heels. I could smell her sexy perfume across the room. Alan got up, met her where she was still standing at the bottom of the stairs, “Ahh, Babygirl, you’re ravishing! Too bad we’re eating in tonight, love to show you off, let other people feast their eyes on my woman,” then kissed her, a long, lingering kiss. By then, I was just about wild with jealousy. I wanted my wife – go to her, hold her, caress her under that soft blouse. God, I wanted to fuck her!

While I was watching Alan and Dani, April stepped over to me, kissed me, her tongue just grazing my lips. God, she smelled nice! “Friday night… we’ll have all night,” in that soft, seductive voice.

Ohhh! I sat there, my mouth gaped open, watching April’s butt in those tight pants as she left, trying to imagine a night with her.

Dinner was spectacular, some kind of seafood pasta that Alan had made. Not that I paid a lot of attention to the food with my wife sitting across the table, Alan feeding her – and whatever else from the occasional expression on her face, his hand under the table.

“You tell your husband about Tevin?” Alan asked Dani.

She smiled, “I did, he enjoyed that story,” she answered. Yeah, safe to say that I did. He’s Alan’s cousin that Dani had seduced way back in high school. Alan had set them up, his first time.

“I told him you were coming, he was disappointed he couldn’t get any time off work… you know he talked about you for years afterward. You had quite an impact on him, gave his confidence with girls quite a boost… everything else, too. He gives a lot of credit to that night for his career.”

“Which is?” Dani asked.

“Sales manager at a big Ford dealership in Tallahassee. Got me a good deal on my pickup… might even you, if you were interested. Gonna need something to pull that boat with.”

I looked at Dani, yeah, we would. Might be interesting, too, Dani seeing him again.

“What about New Year’s Eve, tell him about that?”

Dani blushed, actually blushed, after all this. I remembered asking her about New Year’s Eve, all she’d said was, “We ‘more than’ kissed.” That was before any of this started. Actually, it was New Year’s Eve when I first started teasing her about Alan. Apparently, there’s much more to the story than ‘more than kissing’. I was MUCH more interested in this story than in the pasta.

We waited, Dani not saying anything, “Well, if you’re not going to, I will,” Alan said. He started, “I…” then, “No, I want to hear this from you, you tell us, Babygirl.”

“Yeah, hon, I really want to know,” I told her.

Dani looked like a lost puppy dog, looking both ways but not seeing, her face bright red. “I… you said it would be just the two of us. I went shopping, bought some things I knew you’d like.”

Alan chuckled, “And I did, too.”

“Yeah, your friends, too!” She hesitated, “I’d kill my daughter if she wore… I had to keep my coat buttoned to leave the house. Mom and Dad would have grounded me… ‘have fun, honey,’ Mom told me. They had no idea!” She let out a little giggle at the little trick she’d played on good old Mom and Dad.

“So, what was this you were hiding under the coat?” I was dying to know.

“Alan was the only one who was supposed to see,” she said, “and even that had me nervous.”

“It was? It was?” I asked again, getting a little frustrated at Dani’s evasion.

She looked toward me, not ‘at’ me, since she couldn’t see me. “It… I bought… I was so embarrassed at the store… just now realized… if I’d bought a camisole with it, the salesgirl would’ve thought… never mind, I’m rambling. The blouse… it was totally see-through lace, little flower designs, light purple. The bra, thin and almost as see-through… could see my boobs through them. The skirt matched, darker purple, but at least it was solid so my panties didn’t show… except for being so short.”

God, I’d loved to have seen that! “What happened to them?” I asked her.

Dani frowned, thinking, “Don’t know… might even be in that trunk hidden away in Mom and Dad’s attic.”

Note to self – check that trunk!

“So, tell us the rest of the story, Babygirl,” Alan said. He acted like he was enjoying this, too.

She stuck her tongue out at him, kind of childish, I thought. “It was your fault… I bought them just for you that night. You told me we were going to be alone at your house.”

“I didn’t know that my friends were going to invite me – us to a party.”

“I didn’t even get to unbutton my coat when you told me we were going to the stupid party, I tried to tell you no, but oh no – Mr. Bigshot wide receiver insisted it was his football buddies and they’d all have their girlfriends there.”

“As I recall, it took a lot of coaxing to get your coat off you at the party, too.”

“Yeah, wonder why! Especially when I was the only girl there. Whatever the hell happened to ‘all their girlfriends’?”

Alan grinned, “Imagine my surprise when she finally did take the coat off. I think every guy there got a hard-on.

“And then after the ball dropped in Times Square, ‘someone’ suggested we play spin the bottle. Guess whose turn it was to spin the bottle… every time?”

Another chuckle from Alan, “Didn’t notice you complaining any… even when they were feeling you up.”

Dani moaned, “God, I was so horny!”

“You weren’t the only one. I know three other guys who were pretty disappointed when I took you home.”

Speaking of horny! My dick was about to kill me. That image of Dani kissing one guy after another… wow, just wow!

“I will say one more thing about that night,” Alan said, “That new year started out about as well as any before or since. If my buddies could have seen the rest of that night, they’d have, hell, I don’t even know… taking that blouse off her was… just… so hot! And then what followed!” One of his hands disappeared under the table and Dani moaned, “like I’m pretty sure tonight’s going to end!”

“Speaking of which,” he said, “Robert, we need to clean up… and then we can make your wife presentable.”

What the hell did he mean by that? She already looked pretty damned presentable to me. Maybe not to teach a high school physics class, but I didn’t think that was the kind of ‘presentable’ he had in mind. “Glad to help,” I told him, both of us getting up and beginning to clean off the table. Working together, it only took us four or five minutes to have the table cleared and dishes in the dishwasher. Unlike me, he’s a neat cook, keeping the kitchen clean as he works. His kitchen was nearly spotless before we even started. Now when I cook…

Alan slid Dani’s chair back and suggested I take one hand and he’d take the other. Dani followed us up the stairs into ‘their’ bedroom. At a quick glance, I didn’t see where she’d put her purse. You know, ‘just in case’ I might want something out of it.

Alan looked at me, “I know you’ve been aching to all day… Babygirl, would you mind if your husband undressed you?”

She looked around the room, not knowing where I was, “No, I… I’d like that.”

Alan was right, I had been aching to undress my wife, ever since she walked down the stairs that morning in that braless halter top and hip-hugging leggings. My heart was pounding as I quietly stepped over in front of her. I didn’t want her to even know I was there, not until… Oh, that perfume! It was the perfume we’d bought that evening right before dinner at Alan’s restaurant.  That sales girl was right, it elicited lust. It had been all evening – and then the story of that 1987 New Year’s Eve!

I reached around Dani, caressing up and down that blouse, pressing my chest against her breasts, and kissed her.

“Umm, uhh, think I just said ‘undress’”

“Uhuh,” I mumbled into Dani’s mouth, reaching for the button of her wrap-around blouse, working it loose and deepening our kiss all at the same time. The thought briefly went through my mind, wondering if she kissed those three guys like we were kissing.

A few seconds later, it was Dani’s bare skin I was fondling, her blouse and bra on the floor. I kissed down her neck, imagining that it would be Alan doing exactly this in a few minutes, sucking her nipple in my mouth. Dani’s head was thrown back, moans from her mouth.

Her leather skirt had an elastic waistband, no panties underneath. I knew I could kiss no lower than her belly button… but when I got her home! My hands slowly worked up the inside of her thigh, feeling the dampness dripping down her leg when they got close to her slit. I reluctantly stepped back, leaving Dani standing in nothing except her red heels and her arousal. Alan was smiling, apparently having enjoyed the little striptease.

I hadn’t noticed him getting it out, but he was holding a pink leotard, like the one in the video, and that he’d sent home with her. He got up, traded places with me, and gently pressed Dani back to sit on the edge of his big bed. That big, round bed still fascinated me. What a thing to think of!

Once Dani was sat, he slipped the leotard up her legs, gave a little tug to standing again, and pulled it the rest of the way up her body, encouraging her arms into the long, stretchy sleeves. I did a double-take, my eyes wide.

Alan saw my surprise and the look on Dani’s face. “I had a little alteration made to it,” he said. ‘Little alteration’? He’d had the front cut away so that the spandex only came up to the bottom of her tits, leaving them totally naked. He pulled the stretchy sleeve material behind her back, securing both like a straitjacket, trapping her arms crossed over her tummy.

My heart was pounding in my chest, knowing what was to come. He’d apparently replaced the contrivance he sent home with Dani for us to play with, making that ‘little alteration’ in the leotard. God, Dani looked so fuckin’ sexy in that thing! It had the same open crotch, too.

When he finished, Dani sat back down on the bed and Alan fished out his phone, fiddling with it for a minute before putting it away again. I had no idea what he’d done.

“Think you know what’s next, Babygirl,” going to his dresser and pulling out a collar like the one he’d sent home with Dani the other time she’d been here, except for one difference. It had the leather with a soft lining but also was encased in metal on the outside to make it even stiffer if that was possible. He fixed it over Dani’s neck and began to lace the back. “Tell me if it’s too tight,” he told her, as he pulled the leather strings tight.

She waited until he was maybe a third done and told him it felt fine. “Tight but okay,” she said.

And then a surprising thing happened – the doorbell rang.

“Oh, forgot to mention, have company coming over.”

Dani made a sharp intake of breath, her face losing much of its color. “The neighbors, they enjoyed watching last night so much that I invited them over this evening,” Alan said.

“Alan… I… No… please!” Dani sounded in a near panic.

“You don’t want? Pretty sure you’d enjoy, know they would… I can tell them no, though, if you’re sure.”

Dani took a couple deep breaths, some of the color returned to her face, “What do you mean – enjoyed watching last night?” like she just realized what he’d said.

He chuckled, “Their bedroom window overlooks my backyard. I sometimes get a nice view, last night was their turn.” Chuckling, he added, “Seemed like they were both enjoying the show… so… send them home or have your husband show them up?”

I remembered last night, my attention back and forth between Alan and Dani and the couple in the window, their fucking while they watched. I couldn’t believe he’d invited someone to… what? Fuck Dani?

“Thought… you said… was dark last night.”

Another chuckle, “Was… until I turned on the floodlights.”

“Alan!”

“Well, wanted your husband to be able to watch. The neighbors were just a bonus,” he told her.

The doorbell rang again, “So, yes or no? Your call, Babe.”

“No… yes…“ While Dani was trying to answer him, he was continuing with lacing the collar. I knew how it felt, like a vise wrapped around your neck holding your head straight ahead, no movement at all. “Yes… It’s okay… let them in,” her voice was barely audible, I could tell she was scared to death. But excited.

I waited another moment until Alan looked at me, motioning me toward the door, then hurried down the stairs and opened it, introducing myself. “Taylor,” the girl said her name was. The guy’s was Austin. I’m guessing – mid-twenties?

Taylor was wearing a bathrobe, I’d seen just enough for a taste of what was under the robe the night before. Might, hopefully, (God, I hoped!) get a lot better view in a few minutes: coal-black hair, half down her back – longer than I’d realized the night before; small, pretty, pixie-like face, the ‘girl next door’ look. Except she sure didn’t look like a typical ‘girl next door’ last night! God, I hoped she planned on taking that robe off! Most assuredly made my dick jump inside its little cage. Austin - shorts and a shirt, might impress Dani if she saw him, but I didn’t much care. It was Taylor who had my attention. I was nervous as hell, leading them back upstairs to my wife. Pretty sure not as nervous as Dani, though.

“Dani can’t see a thing, eyepatches covering her eyes,” I told Taylor and Austin on our way up the stairs, “she likes to be surprised – didn’t know you were coming until about a minute ago.”

“Oh wow,” Taylor said, “hope it’s okay we’re here.”

“She could have said no, didn’t, though,” I assured her.

When we walked into the bedroom, Taylor gave out a little gasp at the sight. Austin’s eyes about bugged out of his head. Dani was sitting on the edge of the bed, her neck encased in that collar, arms held firmly in the spandex, crossed just under her tits, which, by the way, were naked, nipples swollen, giving the appearance that she was looking forward to whatever was going to happen. Alan was just slipping the slippers on her feet, the ones with the little ring-hook on both sides.

As soon as we stepped in, Alan put a finger to his lips, motioning for us to be quiet. Dani hadn’t seemed to even notice us entering.

“Okay, Babygirl, you know what’s next, need to lay back.”

“Are your friends here yet?” she asked

He didn’t answer, just motioned to Taylor, then to Dani.

Taylor checked with her husband, boyfriend, whatever. I didn’t see any wedding rings, so probably boyfriend. His grin was all the way across his face like he was an eight-year-old kid on Christmas morning. She took the few steps over beside the bed where Dani was laying, then untied her robe and let it quietly fall to the floor.

My heart about stopped at that moment. Taylor was one-hundred-percent, stark naked under her robe. If I’d thought she looked good the night before… Damn!

Dani wasn’t centered in the bed, she was off to the side where Taylor was standing, naked, in case you’ve forgotten. I expected Taylor to lean over and kiss Dani. But what she did do, lean over and brush Dani’s lips with one of her nipples.

My heart may have stopped a moment earlier, but it was making a big comeback, pumping the blood to my entrapped dick at a frantic pace. My heart didn’t know that my dick could only grow so big inside its plastic cage.

My eyes weren’t helping any either, fixated on Dani’s mouth, watching her lips open and Taylor’s nipple, filling the void. She didn’t have big boobs – small, actually, but damn, they were shaped so perfect. And apparently, sensitive; she let out a loud moan when Dani started sucking. I know Dani had done this before with another woman – that night she had me tied and blindfolded; but seeing, watching… damn!

I wasn’t even noticing Alan fastening the strap to Dani’s slippers, pulling her leg up vertically, not until he started pulling her other leg up, the one on the same side as Taylor was leaning her tit into Dani’s mouth.

Dani was sucking that tit like a baby that had gone extra hours with no food, and Taylor didn’t seem to even notice when Alan reached under her to click the strap on Dani’s collar. Judging by her moans, I’d say she was enjoying the situation just as much as Dani, maybe even more.

Dani’s legs, held out straight by the straps connected to her neck collar, swung open, spreading open her most private part. I remembered this view from the night we’d done the same thing, Dani’s naked pussy spread open. Taylor’s boyfriend – hell, I’d already forgotten his name; you know, with what all was happening, his name was kinda low on my priority list. Oops, caught myself rambling.

Anyway, his eyes were wide, gawking at my wife, and rubbing his dick through his pants, no doubt hoping that Dani (or Alan) was going to let him fuck her with it.

Taylor whispered something in Dani’s ear, and Dani responded in a loud, clear voice, “Yes, please!” She scooted off the bed, pushed her boyfriend aside, telling him, “Her tits, suck her tits…”


Chapter 20

The rest of that evening will be embedded in my eyes and ears forever, from Dani screaming, ‘Don’t stop, don’t stop!’ at Taylor eating her pussy while boyfriend was sucking her tit; Dani swallowing boyfriend’s cum (Austin - just remembered) after he’d changed position a bit and began fucking her mouth.

And then there was the constant wail coming from Dani’s mouth – when Alan began fucking her. Until they turned to screams…

I didn’t get much sleep that night, reliving that hour or so over and over. Dani was still in Alan’s bed with him, most likely getting fucked again.

Taylor and Austin? They used the floor, doggy style. Everyone seemed sexually sated – except yours truly; I was in agony, another reason I didn’t get much sleep. Yet, that was the exact reason for the cage on my dick. It’s a sweet type of agony, one that I don’t want to let go of, especially not the way I would have without it. Now with Dani… or April… that’s a whole ‘nother thing.

Once again, Alan had to leave early in the morning, before Dani was up, to go to one of his restaurants. Or at least something to do with one of them, he didn’t exactly say. I had another of Alan’s cinnamon rolls for breakfast. I know there had to be something in those rolls, as soon as I ate one that tingling sexual urge became almost unbearable. Especially when April came through, wearing that little skirt, gave me a much different than ‘nice’ kiss, then went straight up to Dani’s room.

I don’t know, maybe it was my imagination that it had something to do with the cinnamon rolls, or maybe just psychological after what I knew about the brownies, but damn, I was horny.

It seemed like April was upstairs with Dani forever, should have checked the clock, not that it would have mattered. I tried killing time by watching Alan’s giant TV, switching the input to DVR like he’d shown me before. A guy might get bored watching the same porn movie repeatedly, but not when his wife is the female lead, spread across the entire living room wall. Not that the thought of that upcoming night with April didn’t go through my mind a few dozen times, too.

The surprise was that Dani came down the stairs first, not April leading her like she always had before. The eyes I saw on Dani were hers, not the painted patch.

“I can see again!” an excited Dani said, doing a little dance in the living room. She danced over to me, pulling me up and giving me a very nice kiss, “See again, see again!” she excitedly repeated.

April just stood back, smiling at Dani.

Dani finally calmed down and told me, “April’s going to take me shopping, some things I need to buy.”

April nodded, “We’ll be gone a while, I need to run by the studio first for a bit, you can find something to occupy yourself,” glancing over at the TV monitor with a grin on her face, caught! I had unintentionally paused it in a very, how do I say, ‘unfortunate’ place.

Dani gave me another kiss, “Back in a… while, don’t know how long,” she said, bouncing out the door wearing another tight, little short pair of stretchy shorts, practically up to her butt cheeks.  Dani would NEVER have worn those out of the house at home. Didn’t seem to bother her at all, here, though. This time, she didn’t even have the excuse of not being able to see what she was wearing. At least she was wearing a bra, quite visible through her thin blouse.

So I was alone again, no clue how long it might be. Turning my attention back to the TV, and unpausing my Daniella, sat down to enjoy the rest of the video. Oh yeah, turned the sound up, way high.

When it came to the end, another thought hit me, that Ford dealership in Tallahassee. Anything to get my mind off S E X. Besides, I was interested. I pulled up their website, checking their inventory of trucks. Wow, there were a lot. I loved that off-white, ivory color, and they had several, F150s, and F250s; gas, diesel. Varying trim lines to over seventy-thousand dollars. I wondered how much of a decent deal we could get, certainly nothing like the boat, that was for damned sure.

I frittered around the house, even deciding to take a little swim in my undies, hadn’t thought about bringing a swimsuit. I had a thought, rare as it might be, sent Dani a text, ‘Can you please pick me up a swimsuit?’ A moment later, she answered with a smiley face.

Alan’s pool felt so good! It almost took my mind off what my wife was doing this week. Of course, the cage locked on my dick was a pretty constant reminder. I couldn’t help but chuckle a little at what it looked like under my wet underwear. I was glad no one was watching, which reminded me to look up at that neighbor’s window, you know, just to make sure. A little sigh of relief, no one there.

Alan got home shortly after one, Dani still wasn’t back. “Boat dealer called, boat’s in the water and ready for us… where’s Dani?” he asked.

I’d been resting on his hammock in the backyard, thankfully had on a pair of shorts, covering up the telltale dampness and outline of the little cage thingy.

“Went shopping with April, thought they’d be back by now, left not long after you,” I told him.

“Hope she’s back soon, s’posed to be at the dock at three, got one of the guys goin’ out with us to show me the ins’n’outs of the boat,”

“Been swimmin’?” he asked, “water’s pretty nice.”

“Weather, too,” I mentioned, “we’re not quite used to this in March at home,” realizing I hadn’t answered his question, “yeah, enjoyed it.”

We sat talking the next ten-fifteen minutes, totally avoiding the elephant in the room, the fact my wife was basically living in his bedroom, often as not with his dick buried inside her, when we heard a car door slamming and then the front door. A moment later, Dani found us on the back porch, wearing a short, new flowery skirt and matching blouse. No bra – it was much warmer than it had been in the morning when she left. God, she looked gorgeous! Sexy, yes, but mostly just beautiful.

She did a little pirouette, lifting the hem of her skirt, “You like?” she asked, looking first at Alan then at me.

He stepped over to her, kissing her, “Mmhmm… but like this better,” cupping one of her breasts over the thin material.

She playfully slapped his hand away, “Later,” she told him, “when I don’t have so many clothes on.” I had to remember, this week, my wife was Alan’s woman, not mine. Ahh, but I was sure as hell looking forward to next week!

“Bet you’d never guess what I did today,” looking back and forth between Alan and me with an excited expression on her face.

“Uhh – shopping?” stating what seemed like the obvious.

“Well, yes, silly, but something else, too.”

Alan and I both shrugged our shoulders.

“I made a commercial!” she announced, “a shampoo commercial – in a shower.”

My jaw dropped. “What, how?” I stammered. Hell, she was just going shopping with April.

“April stopped at her studio, she was supposed to do a model’s makeup for a commercial. I guess the model had called in, said she had to take her son to the doctor, he’d hurt his foot or something. Anyway, April suggested, ‘what about Dani, she’s pretty, girl-next-door looks, beautiful hair.’ Guess they agreed and next thing I knew, I was sitting in April’s makeup chair, then in a shower.” She giggled, “I saw the video afterward, it made me look naked but I had on a swimsuit.”

Wow, I thought, that was a surprise. “They liked it, asked if I’d be willing to do others… I even signed a contract, a hundred dollars every time it’s shown.

“New career?” Alan asked, “maybe your big break into show business if you want.”

Dani was wide-eyed, was she thinking about it? That could change everything. For the first time, it truly scared me. Well, maybe not the first, but still… “No, I like my life the way it is, I like teaching,” then after a moment, added, “but maybe occasionally…” She looked over at Alan, her lover, “Maybe a good excuse to travel here a little more often.” As if she needed another excuse.

“I like it, any time,” squeezing her hand.

Alan looked at his watch, “Speaking of teaching… think I have a boat teacher going to be impatiently waiting for us shortly.

Back in the living room, Dani had several bags of things she’d bought, “I need to put some things up and pack,” picking up her bags and starting upstairs. Right before the stairs, she stopped, “Oh, almost forgot,” digging through a bag, pulling out a skimpy little thing, “your swimsuit,” handing it to me.

I looked at the thing she was holding, it looked like one of those barely-there, speedo things. “I…I…I…,” trying to tell her I couldn’t wear that thing.

She giggled, “You can take off the you-know-what to wear it,” then dug in the bag again, pulling out an actual swimsuit, nice and baggy, “here’s this one, too.”

I took both, then watched my wife scurrying up the stairs, realizing how tight that little skirt was that she was wearing.

At quarter-to-three we pulled into the parking lot of the marina where Alan’s boat would be awaiting its new owner. “Dock M-19,” Alan said, “where they told me the boat would be.” Good thing they’d told him, there were hundreds of boats and docks by the dozens. At least it sure seemed that way.

An hour later we were out in the middle of the bay. Alan’s boat might not win a speed race, but for its size, seemed damned fast to me. The boat guy, said his name was Jacob, slowed the boat (or is a boat this big considered a yacht?) and began showing Alan how to operate his boat.

“Robert, you might as well pay attention, too, you’ll be running the boat quite a bit,” a smile spread across his face, “while Dani and I are doing… other things.”

Jacob had made more than one glance toward my wife on the trip out. Couldn’t blame him, I had, too. Alan, too. He began going over all the controls for the boat, explaining their function and use. Dani had disappeared, I didn’t see her anywhere after we stopped.

There was a lot to take in on a boat this size. I expected our new boat to be a whole lot simpler. Jacob was just about to take us down to the engine compartment when Dani reappeared. I think all three of us forgot completely why we were there, she’d changed into a swimsuit I presumed she’d bought that morning – a knit, string bikini. All of it combined couldn’t have been ten square inches.

He found a few more things to show Alan on the gauges, just an excuse to not go down below with the scenery on the deck. My dick was pressing hard against its cage. Just the fact that Dani would allow herself to be seen like that by a total stranger was a major turn-on for me. And damn, she looked good! Maybe I’d never mentioned that Dani had spent a lot of time at the gym before we made this trip. She was in her late forties, but could easily pass for mid-thirties. Anyway, that gym time was letting itself be known in that bikini!

It was a couple hours later, much of it spent drooling, that Jacob felt that Alan was adequately versed in his boat’s operation and we started back to the marina. He probably could have finished in half the time if it hadn’t been for Dani lurking in the background, distracting.

“We’ll pick it up Monday to finish everything you ordered, then you’ll need to make arrangements with the marina for its docking when we’re done – should take a couple weeks,” he explained to Alan.

As soon as Jacob had left, Alan went to Dani, “Ahh Babygirl, you look… just… damn, you look good!” then kissed her, a long, lingering kiss, his hands wandering Dani’s near-naked body, Dani kissing him back just as hard. The jealousy tore through me like a cross-cut saw ripping plywood.

Alan took his spot in the Captain’s seat, I sat on one of the leather chairs, Dani sitting on my lap. God, I wanted her! In so many fuckin’ ways. “You’re jealous, I could see it,” she said in that sultry voice she’d recently discovered could wrap a man around her finger.

She kissed me, her tongue invading my lips. Ohh, God! Had there EVER been a time I wanted my Daniella more?

She pulled away, put her lips to my ear, tickling it with her tongue, then whispering so quietly I could barely hear her, “Tonight… expect to be a lot more jealous,” then got up and moved her sexy body to her lover’s lap.


Chapter 21

Alan’s galley (I think that’s what the kitchen is called on a yacht) had been stocked for him. We’d taken the boat back out and Alan spent the next few hours playing with it. “Need to get some skis,” he’d mentioned at one point. Yeah, it was most definitely fast enough for water skiing. I doubted it’d keep up with the boat Dani and I bought but was still plenty fast enough. After all, it did have twenty-seven-hundred horsepower at his command.

Dani, in that nearly naked knitted, string-bikini, was laughing and hugging Alan almost constantly, his arm around her waist or some other body part as he sped along, trying out the tight turns back and forth, seeing what it would do. I’ll admit, it was fun, a lot of fun. Certainly, we’d never had an experience like it. Alan either, from the way he was acting like a kid with his new toy to play with, a two-million-dollar toy. One-point-eight to be precise.

Both Alan and I had changed into swimsuits; no, not the speedo.

Later, after discovering over and over again just how maneuverable the boat was, he slowed to a stop and announced, “Dinner, anyone hungry?”

Yeah, we all were, it was nearly eight o’clock and it had been an exciting day. I didn’t even remember having lunch. Nothing, except the aphrodisiac-laden cinnamon roll.

I took the captain’s chair while Dani and Alan went below to fix dinner. At least I presumed they were fixing dinner, remembering what Alan had said about he and Dani doing ‘other things’ while I operated the boat.

Turns out they were – fixing dinner, that is. Half an hour later, Dani and Alan re-emerged from below with three plates of rib steaks, corn on the cob, and an absolutely delicious-looking tater tot concoction.

I don’t know what Alan did to them, but those steaks tasted different than anything I’d ever eaten. Probably? No, not ‘probably’, absolutely the tastiest, tenderest rib steaks ever. I found out later they were those expensive Wagyu, Japanese beef steaks. Besides the fact that Alan knew how to season and cook a steak to perfection.

After we ate, Alan suggested it was time to drop the anchor. Dani said she was changing into something more comfortable. How do you get ‘more comfortable’ than that bikini? It was then that Dani’s words earlier came into sharp focus in my mind, ‘Expect to be a lot more jealous.’

I hardened inside my plastic cage as Alan and I cleaned up the galley, did all the dishes, putting everything away. I was curious if there were other women in Alan’s life but was afraid to ask him. I had never seen any evidence of it if there were. After Dani and I went home, then what? What would Dani do? Was it possible that a modeling career could take her away from me? I knew what she’d said about it, but still…

We were finished cleaning and were sitting on the deck enjoying the boat’s gentle rocking in the waves when Dani finally returned.

She went to Alan, standing in front of him, untying the robe she was wearing, letting it slide off her shoulders, dropping to the floor. I caught my breath, Dani was wearing a black negligee, looked like pure silk; short – barely below her tiny, sheer thong-panties, a deep ‘V’ showing off the skin of the valley between those delectable breasts, looking for all the world like a newlywed bride seducing her new husband to her bed.

Alan stood in front of her, looking at her, up and down; he stepped forward, just grazing her sides with his fingertips. Dani shivered, I could see the expression on her face, how badly she wanted him, “I wanted something special for our first night on the boat,“ she explained.

“You’re… so beautiful,” he whispered, bringing his mouth closer and closer to hers, barely touching her lips.

“I just want you to make love to me,” she told him.

Dani moved into Alan’s embrace, their lips meeting, her hands wrapping around his broad shoulders, working up to his neck, Alan’s hands rubbing up and down the silky softness of her nightgown, cupping her butt-cheeks pulling her tight to him.

There were no more words said, just two lovers enjoying one another, body and soul. My dick was stone-hard inside its little entrapment. THIS was why I was wearing the cage, I didn’t want to come from just watching. Without it, I’d have no willpower, my hands would be working, touching myself, spreading the precum… and I’d last about four seconds.

The two of them stayed like that, little moans coming from both, Dani pressing her body tight against his, lips together, then Alan’s briefly on her neck until finding each other again, Dani’s hands becoming more frenzied, digging her fingernails into Alan’s back, and his hands literally lifting her off the floor (deck, but at that point, seemed a moot point).

How long had the two of them stood there, making out like love-struck newlyweds who’d waited months for this night to happen? I had no idea, only that Dani’s earlier words were more than prophetic. Watching this was tearing me apart inside, at the same time driving me to the point of insanity with my lust. It was a thousand times more excruciating and more exciting than the previous night.

Alan fell back on one of the leather seats, Dani on top of him, never losing their embrace.

Alan’s hand had conveniently slipped up inside Dani’s negligee, caressing her hip, their lips locked back together, little feminine moans slipping out, growing in volume as Alan’s lips worked their way down to her breasts, pushing the thin material aside and sucking her nipple into his mouth.

“Oh God, Alan, take me to bed.”

“Babygirl! Nothing I want more right now.”

There was absolutely no noise, silence except for the waves splashing against the boat, the sun going down brightening the sky with vivid colors, and the boat rocking in the gentle waves. My emotions were in complete turmoil, an emotional wreck.

Alan stood again, lifting Dani, all hundred-twenty-seven pounds of her, carrying her in his arms down the steps, through the narrow door of his room, and laid her gently on the edge of his bed. She reached her hands over the elastic of his swim trunks and pushed them down, releasing his massive cock.

Daniella, my wife, gripped it in her tiny hands, leaned forward, and looking up at Alan’s face, wrapped her lips around the head. Alan closed his eyes and moaned, “Ahh Babygirl, that feels sooo good, but right now I need to be inside your warm pussy.”

She released him from her lips, smiled up at him, “Me, too, make love to me, Alan.”

She lay back on the bed, and Alan reached inside her negligee, pulling her skimpy panties down and off her legs. Dani scooted back, and I hadn’t noticed before, but on the bed, there was a wedge-shaped pillow. She positioned it underneath her hips, “April suggested we might enjoy this,” she said and spread her legs wide, her black negligee bunched around her waist, bare pussy open and inviting.

As Alan crawled up the bed, Dani looked toward me, standing in the doorway, and mouthed what I was sure were the words, ‘You jealous yet?’ then closed her eyes and let out a loud moan as Alan’s lips found her pussy.

I reached down, wrapping my hand around my cock, feeling nothing except that hard cage in my hand. No matter how hard I squeezed – nothing. If I’d had a hacksaw, I’d have cut the damned thing off! Seemed like the desperation for sweet release only grew worse each time watching Dani and Alan together. But this time… this time, it seemed different, the lovemaking… Dani’s body writhing, the moans coming from her lips filling the room, eyes clenched, her face in a grimace of pleasure, and Alan hadn’t even begun to fill her with that immense shaft.

He pulled his lips away from her, getting a loud and insistent, “Nooo, don’t stop!” and began kissing up her tummy, pushing away the silky material as he went, stopping to suck her left nipple into his mouth, Dani’s hands on the back of his head, digging her fingernails into his curly hair, thrusting her chest out for him to take more of her tit in his mouth. He switched to the other, eliciting another loud groan of pleasure.

And then Alan’s mouth was on hers, stifling her cries as his butt muscles tensed, pushing inside her, Dani’s hips elevated on that wedgy pillow that looked like it was made for a single purpose.

He pushed, lifting himself onto his arms, and off my wife, looking down into her face, “Ohh, Babygirl,” he moaned. I squeezed the cage, desperate to come. Later, I’d probably be glad it was there, but now… not now!

Dani began to wail, “Ohh, Ohh!” along with other undecipherable noises as Alan pushed his cock deeper inside her.

Dani’s hands were clawing at the bed, her body writhing, pushing herself up, like she was willing Alan’s cock to go even deeper. I don’t know how – he was huge, long – eight, nine, ten inches, hell I don’t know, just… enormous! What must he be feeling like inside her?

Dani was in a constant wail, like she was totally out of her mind, that is, until he pulled out and slammed himself back into her and she screamed, “Aahhh!” throwing her head back and raking her fingernails across his dark brown, muscled back. I thought back to before any of this started, my teasing Dani about her ex-lover, her commenting that he had most likely grown bald and fat after retiring from the NFL. Nothing could have been further from the reality.

When first looking at the boat, Alan told Dani how much he was looking forward to making love with her on the rocking boat. It was prophetic, the way it was rocking side to side in the waves – and how he and Dani were enjoying the bed rocking back and forth.

I know Dani came in that instant, the way her body reacted; the spasms, the screams, uncontrollably digging her fingernails into Alan’s back. His urgency passed, though, much more slowly thrusting in and out of my wife, all the way out – all the way in, Dani in constant, ear-shattering moans. At least they were to my ears, no idea how loud they actually were, it was all I could hear – that and the smashing together of their pelvises. Over and over and over! It was like Dani was in a constant, ongoing orgasm.

Oh God, I needed to come!

Dani eventually relaxed, her body covered in dampness, and Alan continued his slow fucking of her. The boat rocked, forward and back, side to side, Alan thrusting inside my Dani, occasionally hesitating inside her to kiss her. I had no idea how long it might have been until his urgency picked up, nearing his orgasm, muscles clenching to press every millimeter inside her, finally pressing himself up on his arms and letting out a roar that must have been heard for miles around us.

His roar drowned out Dani’s scream, her body jerking and spasming uncontrollably for at least several minutes, even after Alan’s had died down.

I found my room, retreating to it in absolute misery, knowing deep down that I had lost my wife. She now had the promise of a new, exciting career, along with a man that could satisfy her in ways that I would never be able. I wondered if she’d even finish out the school year before leaving me. After tonight we were still in Tampa another three nights. Would she even go home with me afterward?

I don’t know how many times I heard the sounds of sex during the night, I sure as hell didn’t sleep after last night, imagining what my life would be like without Dani in it.

I awoke to the up and down pounding of the boat, hurriedly pulling on the swimsuit from the night before. Funny how one still awakes in the morning from a night of ‘zero’ sleep.

When I climbed the stairs onto the deck, it became abundantly clear what had awakened me. The boat was speeding across the waves, most likely at full throttle. Alan was in the Captain’s chair and Dani was in one of the others, her beautiful hair blowing in the wind, the air so clean and pure, smelling of the saltwater, gulls following along behind waiting for some treat. Another funny thing about mornings, worries and fears from the night seem to fade away in the beauty of the morning light.

Dani had on a different swimsuit, this one nothing more than a thong, more like body paint on bare skin, that might be seen on the cover of Sports Illustrated’s swimsuit edition. When she saw me, a big grin crossed her face, melting any residue from my nighttime fears.

She crossed to my side of the boat, sitting down beside me, “Hope last night wasn’t a bit too much,” she had to talk loudly above the roar of the engines and the waves hitting the boat.

I lied, sort of, “Loved every minute, looked like you did, too.”

She tossed her hair in the warm wind, a big grin, “Did,” she said, “whole night.” Then she changed the subject, “Want you to wear the speedo today.”

I groaned, thinking of that stretchy, little thing. “Can’t,” I told her, taking her hand and placing it over the plastic cage still confining my dick. That morning, I was glad I hadn’t been able to take it off the night before.

She pressed her hand into the front of her thong and pulled out a key, still wet with her pussy juices, handing it to me. “No excuse,” she said, “wear it.”

I took the key, smelled it, tasted it. It was my Dani, her pussy juice. God, I was craving that pussy… even enough to put on that ‘thing’ she’d bought. Not that it was going to get me into that pussy this day – or the next, but we will be going home in a few. Don’t want her remembering I didn’t do as she asked. Besides, it still wouldn’t be even close to revealing as what she was wearing.

I returned to my room, pulled my swimsuit off, and my fingers shook as I pushed the key in its little hole, a little hard to hit with the boat pounding up and down on the waves like it was. This sure as hell would have been nice to have two mornings ago! I closed my eyes and did a sigh of relief when it came off, freeing me.  Ohh, one little touch, I could handle one touch, I was sure. And it would feel so fuckin’ good. No, I couldn’t handle it. That’d be all it took to you-know-what.

So, I opened my suitcase, fished around in it, looking for that thing Dani had bought. She had called it a swimsuit. I found it and looked at it. Shit, I couldn’t wear that! It was going to show every little bump, and my dick was already about two-thirds erect just from seeing what Dani had on. No way in hell that tiny thing was going to cover me.

I pulled it on, anyway, and felt more naked than I had naked. I was wrong about one thing, it did cover me, it stretched around everything. I sure as hell wasn’t wrong, though, that it would show every bump. I thought again about that ‘touch’. It would sure relieve some of that oversized bump. No, I hadn’t lived through last night just to jack off in the morning. Only two more nights… and then… April!

I took a deep breath to gin up my courage a little and opened the door, up the stairs, and out into the open, my heart pounding almost as hard as the boat was pounding the waves.

God, my Dani was beautiful sitting there in her tiny thong, the wind blowing her hair. She came over and sat beside me, her hand finding its way to my groin. “Nice,” she said, “want me to help take care of that?”

Uhh, does a fish like water? I leaned back, closed my eyes, and groaned, just thinking about it.  A few seconds later I felt Dani’s hand sliding the front of my suit down. “I’ll take that for a yes,” she said, right before her lips touched the head of my cock.

The boat was bouncing making what Dani was doing a little less ‘tender’, but God, it felt good! Sorry to say, though, I didn’t last long. Not that I expected to, but just seconds…?

I tried to tell Dani I was about to come but couldn’t get any words out, just a loud groan. She looked up at me with those baby-brown eyes, swallowed once and my dick was inside her throat, her lips pressing against the base of my cock. The spurts began and my body stiffened, Dani sucking for all she was worth.

I’ve never come inside Dani’s mouth before, or any other mouth for that matter. Her swallowing my come, God, what that was doing to me, both psychologically and just the fucking massaging feeling.

Then I remembered I had, one other time, Dani’s excitement the night she told me about Alan’s cousin, Tevin… the same Tevin we were going to go see about a truck in a day. Damn!

I hadn’t even had a moment to recover when Alan was saying “While you’ve been debasing my babygirl, I got an interesting text message,” showing it to Dani, who was still licking her lips, making sure all the cum was off of them.

“Is she serious?” Dani asked, rather excitedly.

“Think so, you read it for yourself.”

“What?” I asked, no idea what it might be.

“You read it, it’s yours,” he told Dani.

“Advertiser loved Dani’s commercial, want to make another, much more detailed. Can she come to the studio by nine?. Would probly be all day,” Dani read in about the most excited voice I’ve heard from her since… since she got that message from Alan asking her to come to his grand opening.


Chapter 22

Alan turned the boat and we headed back toward dock M-19. Dani went to their room to change into something a bit more ‘presentable’. I changed in my room, glad to be able to get out of that speedo with no more embarrassment than I’d already endured. Then I drove (do you ‘drive’ a boat? Or is it something else?) while Alan changed, too.

For the first time docking the boat, I thought it went rather smoothly, other than trying to remember how Jacob had shown us how to tie the ropes (he called it ‘secure the line’) It was ‘tying a rope’ to me. Alan brought the boat up to the dock like he’d done it dozens of times before.

We were twenty minutes late when we pulled up in front of April’s studio (technically, it not exactly April’s, she just works there, but you know…). In the excitement and rush, we’d skipped breakfast, but Dani said she was too excited to eat anything, anyway.

I won’t say that the thought didn’t go through my mind, bouncing around, making quite the ruckus in my head while it was there, that this was really scary. It was one more reason, a fairly big one, that Dani might decide she’d rather live in Tampa than Kennewick, Washington. Not that Kennewick is necessarily boring, but in comparison…

But no way was I going to squelch her excitement. As soon as we got there, April rushed her off to a dressing room. Some guy, I had no idea who he was, told Alan and me that we could sit and wait, then watch them make the commercial in a little bit.

Oh, forgot to mention, I had locked the cage back in place and given Dani the key. I knew what would be happening later that night and didn’t want the temptation of the key being too accessible. Yeah, even after the incredible blow-job, I knew…

Alan and I sat and waited, my tummy beginning to growl, complaining about a missed breakfast. Some time later, Dani reappeared from the dressing room, this time just wrapped in a towel like she would be at home after her shower, just enough cleavage showing to be damned sexy. Lots of those long, sexy legs showing, too, the towel only a few inches below her you-know-what.

She was directed to a chair at a white vanity with a large mirror. There were studio cameras on both sides and to her rear. April came and sat beside me and Alan, next to me. God, she smelled nice! “Just watch, she’s going to be good,” April said.

I leaned over and quietly asked her, “Is she…?”

She let out a little laugh, “Naked under the towel? Uhuh, is. It’s an attitude thing, makes her feel sexy and she’ll come across more that way, which is what they’re looking for in a makeup commercial.”

Dani ran a brush through her hair, exactly like she would have at home. April giggled, “Knew she’d do that, she did every time at your house,” she told us.

One of the men began explaining to Dani, “Just act natural, like you’re getting ready to go out – put on makeup like you normally do, then introduce yourself – name, what you do, then just give your impressions of the makeup.” Then he added, “We’ll have several takes and can edit so don’t worry about making a mistake or saying something wrong, just be yourself.”

She smiled like she was nervous, but then when he motioned, she looked in the mirror working on her eyelashes for a moment, smiled at the camera, and said, “Hi, my name’s Daniella, I’m a high school science teacher, and I can tell you already that I love this makeup.” Any nervousness seemed to have left her completely, and she was all smiles, working on her eyes, then blush on her cheeks.

“Love this lipstick,” she said as she rubbed it on, then licked her lips in that sensuous manner that girls do, “Rose petal peach, it’s a beautiful color, going to be my new favorite.”

April leaned over to me, “They loved her in the shampoo bit, wanted to see how she’d react to something a bit more demanding… she has that… something… that not many do. I saw it,” she looked at me, smiling, “was why I called Joni yesterday and asked her if she’d make up some excuse to not come in… she already has more than she can do, anyway.”

I looked at her, she set that up… on purpose? “She could be a star… if she wants,” April said.

My heart was pounding. Dani – a star? What exactly did she mean, in commercials? More? I watched Dani, she acted like she was in her element, absolutely loving what she was doing, so sexy putting on the makeup, talking about it in such glowing terms.

Finally, the director, I guess he was the director, yelled, “Cut!” He was all smiles, “Wonderful! Loved it, Dani, you were terrific… now let’s clean you up and run through it all again.”

“They’ll do this several more times, same thing, then change it up some – maybe even something completely different while she’s here, you two might want to go home, it’ll get pretty boring before it’s done,” April said. Then added, “Don’t worry about Dani, I’ll take her home.”

I would almost have rather stayed, but my hunger was getting to me pretty bad. Besides, Alan stood, “Yeah, let’s go,” he said, “let her work without us distracting her.”

We stopped at his restaurant on the way back, his other one, Dani and I hadn’t been to that one. “Try the sourdough pancakes, we’re the only restaurant in town that serves them,” he gave a little laugh, “our secret, I guess, if the others knew, they’d all serve them. Throw in some blueberries, toasted pecans and real Vermont Maple Syrup, and you have the best pancakes in the world.

The man wasn’t exaggerating any, either! Best damned pancakes I’ve ever eaten.

“You still interested in the pickup? We could check on it tomorrow, and I could bring it next week with your boat if you are,” Alan asked me.

“Yeah, think we are, I’ve checked out their inventory and would love to take a look.”

“Great, I’ll give Tevin a call, we could run up tomorrow… unless Dani gets called in again.”

Unless… unless! What the hell happens if Dani gets hooked on the excitement of being in front of a camera? It almost scared me more than… her and Alan. And the two combined…

We talked about trucks, Alan pointing out to me it’s a ‘pickup’, not a ‘truck’. “Those eighteen-wheelers are trucks, mine is just a pickup,” he told me, laughing, “surprises me you’re calling it a truck living in the Northwest. I thought they were called pickups there.”

Uh yeah, I guess he’s right. No idea why I did. Won’t make that mistake again.

I told him what I thought we’d be looking for, not sure about gas or diesel. “Oh, diesel for sure,” he said, “power’s so much better, economy, too.”

“Yeah, but there is an extra couple thousand dollars,” I pointed out.

“Well worth it, too!” he added.

I do love the rumble of his diesel engine, noticed it all over again that morning. Now, I was excited to go look at the real thing, not just pictures on the website.

As promised, April brought Dani home, it was after six that evening. Dani’s excitement was oozing out every pore. “Oh God, that was fun!” she exclaimed, “paid me five-hundred dollars just for the shoot,” showing us the check she’d been given, “said there’d have to be a contract before they could use any of it… and April,” she said, “gave me the name and phone number of an agent she recommended,” showing it to me, ”I can hardly believe it really happenedt.”

She didn’t mention anything beyond what they’d done that day, and I was almost afraid to ask her. She said they’d made short TV ads, a long one for a shopping channel, and another shampoo.

After dinner, (Alan’s homemade lasagna – talk about good!) Alan suggested a movie, “I have a copy of ‘Unfaithful’, you know, with Diana Lane,” giving me a wink, “the uncensored, unrated version, all the cut sex scenes – this one isn’t available anywhere. I don’t know how many copies of this there are, but not many.”

God, Dani and I saw that movie in the theater when it came out. Turned us both on, fucked like a couple of bunnies when we got home. Even the ending hadn’t killed the mood, not at all. We’d been married what… ten years? I remember that theater scene, the bus ride, and the guy fucking Diana Lane in the hallway toward the end. Not that the rest of the movie wasn’t hotter than hell, too, just those are the ones I remembered.

And now an uncensored version. I couldn’t even imagine!

We sat in the living room and Alan unrolled his wall-sized monitor – the thing must be twelve feet across, like you’d see in a stadium, not a living room.

“Wait, I need to change first,” Dani said. She was wearing the same slacks and loose-fitting blouse as earlier. I’d have said it was fairly demure if it wasn’t for her black lace bra showing through. My dick pressed against its little cage, my mind imagining what Dani might be changing into.

When she was gone Alan asked, “Drink? Brownie? Have a few left.”

I knew what those brownies were; pure, unadulterated aphrodisiac.

“Yes, please,” I answered him. I liked the feeling of being so horny and not being able to do anything about it.

He mixed three drinks and brought a tray of the brownies. I took one, took a big bite out of it, and then a sip of the mixed drink. Sweet, fruity, good-tasting, but no doubt as to the alcohol content.

Dani was gone only a few minutes until she came back down the stairs commanding both our attention, wearing nothing except a towel wrapped around her, just like we’d left her at the studio, except maybe even shorter. “I was dressed like this most of the day, thought it’d be appropriate for this evening, too,” she said.

“Off with the shirt, mister,” she told Alan, “I’ve been horny all day, need a little skin-to-skin contact if I’m going to watch this movie with you.” While Alan was taking his shirt off, she noticed the brownies and drink, raising her eyelashes in mock surprise, “what, you think I’m going to eat those after what I’ve been through all day?” taking one and nibbling a corner, then a much larger corner.

“Pants, too… and shorts,” she told him, taking another nice bite of the brownie after he’d shed the shirt.

“Yez’m,” he responded in his old-south mock accent, standing and shedding everything else. His cock was only about three-fourths of its normal hardness, about like mine is fully engorged… like it would be right now if not trapped.

Once fully naked, he sat back down, Dani following by sitting on his lap facing away from him, except on her way down she took his dick and pointed it at her entrance, letting it slip inside her as she sat, letting out a little groan as it did. This, I was not expecting, not quite so soon. Later, yes, but not yet.

“Ohh, that feels so good,” as she squirmed, working him a little deeper inside herself.

Alan, too, “Babygirl, you’re torturing me!”

I thought I was the one being tortured. I hadn’t been inside my wife for nearly two weeks, watching her and Alan every night, this being the fifth night.

“Mmm, love that feeling of you getting bigger inside me,” Dani said with a kind of half-moan.

“Babygirl!” I think the movie was kind of forgotten.

Alan gripped my Dani around her waist, lifting her a few inches, then pulling her back down – hard. “Ohhh, fuck!” came from Dani’s mouth

“Yeah, that’s exactly what I intend!” Alan said.

“No, not now, we’re going to watch the movie now.”

“Babe!”

“Yes, just like this, start the movie.”

Oh shit, my dick was killing me!

“You… you can’t be serious!” Alan groaned, as he reached up inside the towel, wrapping his hands around Dani’s tits.

She squirmed, her hands going over his but over the towel and pressing, “Keep doing that… and yes, I am. Start the movie. We going to stay like this the whole movie,” as she took a long sip of her drink then picked up a second brownie.

Alan pressed ‘play’, and there were Richard Gere and Diana Lane spread across twelve feet of screen. My heart was pounding wondering about those sex scenes completely uncensored. Alan’s cock inside my wife’s pussy didn’t escape notice, either. I wondered how long that would last before one or the other couldn’t stand it any longer.

So, Dani sat there, occasionally both letting out a little moan. Alan untied the towel, leaving Dani just as naked as he was. That first meeting between Diana and her ‘boyfriend’, when he kissed her that first time, Dani had her head cocked to the side so that Alan could nibble on her neck, which is something that always turns her on. Oh yeah, that and pinching her sensitive nipples. They’d been coupled with Alan’s cock inside her for at least ten minutes by then.

That on-screen kiss was a little different than I remembered, too. I mean it was a real kiss, long and lingering, H O T! Not the short lip-lock in the R-rated version.

Okay, with what April had said earlier, ‘she could be a star,’ I was envisioning Dani in a scene like that with some sexy stud. I know that’s not what April meant, but a guy can dream, can’t he? I mean Diana Lane had to start her acting career somewhere, too. For all I knew, she could have been a model in commercials.

And that first time she and Olivier Martinez made love (i.e., fucked), there was a hell of a lot more naked skin shown, and they’d cut out most of Diana Lane’s orgasm, but not in this version. And damn, it was hot! Had she actually faked that? No friggin’ way!

I couldn’t believe that two people could stay in that position for so long. Every time a good sex scene came on – and there were a hell of a lot more, and better than anything I’d seen in movies before, Dani and Alan would fuck for a moment, his dick sliding all the way out and then back inside her before Dani would settle back down on him.

I could go on with different scenes and reactions, but you get the picture. Between the sex scenes, the brownie, alcohol, and watching Dani and Alan, I was climbing the fuckin’ wall! I couldn’t even imagine what it was doing to my wife and her lover.

Dani looked over at me several times, with that smile on her face, like she knew exactly how jealous she was making me feel, and enjoying every second of it.

Dani and Alan made it up to the scene with Olivier fucking Diana Lane from behind in the hallway. I don’t know if it was the actual actors, Diana Lane and Olivier (it sure as hell looked like it!), but this version showed them fucking. Showed his cock plunging in and out of her pussy.

At that scene, Dani pulled herself off of Alan, got on her hands and knees on the floor, yelling, “Fuck me, Goddammit, fuck me!” The neighbors must have heard her.

And he did. On the floor, right in front of me, fucked my wife like she’d probably never been fucked before, jerking her hair, bending her head backward to push himself deeper, over and over again from behind, seemingly harder each thrust into her, Dani screaming, “Harder, harder!” And there was no ‘three-quarter’ erection, either. God, he was huge; wet, slippery, plunging in and out of my wife, both screaming at the top of their lungs when their orgasms hit.

The cum was squeezing out of Dani’s pussy, down her leg when Alan picked her up, kissed her with the same intensity as they’d just fucked, and carried her up to his bedroom.

I sat on the couch, dumbfounded at what had just happened. The movie was still playing, I guess it was the part where Richard Gere accidentally killed Olivier Martinez’s character, but I wasn’t paying attention. By the time I stumbled upstairs and gazed into Alan’s bedroom, Dani was up against the wall, facing it, and Alan was fucking her all over again, just like in the movie, a constant wail coming from Dani’s mouth. Both bodies were shiny and slick with sweat, Alan literally mauling Dani’s tits – and her seemingly loving every bit of it, acting like she was having a constant, ongoing tsunami of an orgasm – just like Diana Lane had.

I watched several minutes, Alan treating my wife like… hell, I don’t even know what… and I can’t even say what I was thinking at the time. Yeah, the ‘wh’ word went through my mind, but no way in hell can I even write it out. This wasn’t my Dani, this was some alien being that had taken over her body, some sex-starved creature from… somewhere. It was hard to imagine that in a few days, five to be exact, this woman would be standing in front of a group of high school students working from a physics textbook.

And then the blood-curdling scream, like the real orgasm had finally hit her, and the bellow from Alan, throwing his head back, lifting Dani completely off the floor, impaling her so that he had to be pressing into places never touched before.

When Dani and Alan collapsed into a boneless pile of intermingled flesh on the floor, I left their room. There was going to be no sleep that night.


Chapter 23

The next morning, it was like the night before hadn’t even happened. Alan was fixing breakfast when I went downstairs, Dani wasn’t up yet. “She’ll be down in a bit, getting ready for the trip to Tallahassee. you still want to go, I assume?”

“Yeah, do.” What I really wanted was to talk about last night, with Dani.

But we didn’t, not when Dani came downstairs, nor on the drive to Tallahassee. I should have been excited about the possibility of buying a new truck, but the couple in the front seats, one hand with fingers intertwined across Alan’s center console was the thing grabbing my attention.

Dani was wearing a short (I measured it once – 13 ½”, waist to hemline) burgundy leather skirt, the one she’d bought that first time in Tampa; about a two-inch, laced gap up one side giving the impression that she was naked underneath it. I don’t know, maybe she was, with the new Daniella. It was certainly possible, maybe even likely. It seemed like miles of sexy, bare legs stretched below that skirt. Her blouse was black silk, buttoned down the front with just enough left undone to show a nice hint of the cleavage in-between and the fringes of her lacy, black bra. And those heels, the ones Alan bought her, strapped around her ankles, accentuating her sexy legs, she’d knock the socks off any guy, maybe even a gay guy.

Between all that, Dani’s newly discovered makeup, including her ‘rose petal peach’ lipstick, dangly silver hoop earrings, and the ‘drive men wild’ perfume (don’t think that was the actual name, but should have been) she was wearing, and Alan’s hand occasionally gently rubbing the inside of her thigh, the sexual tension inside Alan’s truck was through the friggin’ roof. 

A couple hours into the trip, Dani got a phone call. I could tell it was April, and from Dani’s excited demeanor, and what she was saying, it was good news about that commercial. When she got off the phone, she told us excitedly, “April said I need to call that agent right away, they want to use my commercial, maybe even more.”

She already had her phone in her hand and dialed the number April had given her, repeating each number as she dialed.  Dani has a fabulous memory. Maybe that’s why she’s a science whiz, can teach physics, biology, and most anything science to a bunch of high school kids.

“Hi, this is Daniella Shore, may I speak with Amanda, please?” Dani has a beautiful ‘professional’ voice. Hell, she could have been a damn good receptionist if she’d wanted.

Dani said very little, an occasional ‘yes’ or ‘please’, then ‘thank you’ before she clicked her phone off. Then she just sat there, looking out the window, leaving Alan and me in suspense.

“Well?” I finally asked her.

She turned around to talk to me, God, she was gorgeous. “She already had a meeting set up at two this afternoon, just needed my go-ahead. She said her fee is ten percent, she’s emailing me a contract to sign. Said she’d call after the meeting.”

Wow, this was getting real. All the ‘what-ifs’ went scurrying through my mind; what if Dani decided she liked performing better than teaching? What if they wanted her here full time? What if she decided to move? I’m sure Alan wouldn’t object. But me? What if, what if, what if! There were no answers right now.

It was shortly after lunch when we got to Tallahassee, so we decided to have lunch before going to the Ford dealership. Alan took us to a little out-of-the-way café where he said he goes whenever he’s in town. It’s an old railroad car, looked like one of those old-fashioned passenger cars, a Pullman, just like in the old westerns, converted to a café. I ordered a barbecue bacon burger, and I don’t remember what Alan and Dani ordered, except that hers was a salad of some kind. Seems like she’s always ordering a salad. Maybe that’s one reason she manages to stay looking like she does. Well, that and the fact that she’s always exercising, she and Jenny together more often than not. You would never guess that Dani is forty-eight. Would be interesting to ask someone that doesn’t know her how old they think she is, I’d bet they’d guess somewhere in her thirties.

There was one thing I wanted to talk about with Dani, we needed to set ourselves a limit on how much to invest in a truck. When I asked her, she answered right away, “Fifty thousand, no matter what? We could transfer half that into our checking and get a loan for the rest.”

I agreed, and Alan said that we could get a lot of pickup for that with the discount he knows we’ll get from his cousin.

“Speaking of Tevin,” Alan mentioned right after, “Dani ever tell you about that night she introduced him to the pleasure of sex?”

She had, but I’d come to realize there always seemed to be a little more to the story, “Think so, but I’d love to hear you tell about it.”

He chuckled, “Yeah, Dani seems to leave out some of the juicy details, doesn’t she?”

The little restaurant was crowded, so I knew I wouldn’t be the only one hearing this. Dani’s face had turned a very distinct shade of red.

“Like, she mention how tall he was? And that his dick matched his height?  Or that he could get her whole tit in his mouth…? Course, it was a small tit back then.” Dani glared at him, “Small but beautiful… and tasty,” he smiled, Dani exaggerating the scowl on her face. “Not sure what the deal was with his wife who divorced him, but it sure as hell wasn’t because he couldn’t satisfy her in bed.”

“Alan!” Dani screeched, “not so loud!”

That chuckle again, “But Babygirl, I think our neighbors here deserve a little juiciness once in a while, too. Don’t you think so, Robert?”

Oh hell yeah! I was more than enjoying Dani’s embarrassment. “She, uh… she’d mentioned him being tall but seemed to have left out the other part.”

“See what I mean about leaving out the good parts? Babygirl, you gotta learn how to tell a story, like…,” he looked back over at me, “bet she didn’t even mention how long that boy could last, he must have fucked her for a full ten-fifteen minutes, had the screams pouring out of her; you remember, Babygirl?”

We both looked at her, my poor Dani was hiding her face with her hands, “Come on girl, what you tell me afterward? Surely you remember.”

Her face was still hidden and we heard a mumble, “Told you I’d have sex with him again any time,” barely loud enough to hear.

“Don’t think that was quite how you put it, though, you remember the exact words?” Alan was being insistent that she tell us.

She finally put her hands down from in front of her face, looking around the room to see that nobody was paying attention. Damn right they were! Just trying hard to not show it. They wanted to hear this as badly as I did.

“That I’d fuck him again anytime, that I loved that big dick inside me,” with practically a low growl, kind of a voice I don’t think I’d ever heard out of Dani. “Happy now?” she muttered under her breath.

“Heh, heh, yeah, that’s pretty close to how I remember it. Kind of elaborated on the big dick a little more, though… to be fair, he was skinnier than me, just longer, inch or two, at least. Kid’s snake was halfway down his leg.”

Longer? I couldn’t even imagine. And this is the guy we’re about to go see about buying a truck?

“Oh yeah,” Alan added, “one other thing… don’t want to be accused of leaving anything out… she was on fire afterward, fucked me half to death.”

God, this was an eighteen-year-old cheerleader, my future wife!

“Unfortunately, never got to, Tev never got to visit again before I’d left for college,” Dani added.

Until now? The thought went through my muddled, oversexed brain. No, far as I knew, after this transaction was done, we were headed back to Tampa. That was the plan.

Forty minutes later, nearly two, we pulled into the Ford dealership. An eager-looking, young guy, hair down to his shoulders, rushed out to greet us, and Alan asked to speak with Tevin. The guy looked disappointed but led us inside to an office cubicle. The dark-skinned guy little darker than Alan, inside got a huge smile on his face and I didn’t think he’d ever stop unwinding when he stood. Hell, the guy towered over us, easily six-six or seven, bald as a cue ball, and just as good-looking as he was bald. Reminded me of a pro basketball player.

He rushed around the end of his desk, shook Alan’s hand, greeting his ‘cuz’, and then to Dani, “And you must be Daniella,” he said, looking her up and down, “even prettier than I remember,” and then they were in each other’s arms with a long, lingering hug. Maybe ‘into each other’s arms’ is a little strong, but it sure was more than a hug of old friends meeting again.

He broke away from Dani and shook my hand, “Alan says you’re looking for a truck,” he said.

I looked at Alan with a little bit of a smirk, ‘truck’, he’d said, ‘I’m not the only one,’ my look told Alan, after giving me such a hard time about calling it a truck instead of pickup.

His grip was, shall we say, ‘strong’. My hand nearly hurt when he let go. No self-confidence lacking in this guy.

“Yeah, prob’ly an F150, diesel,” I told him.

“Wise choice, the best, those new little diesels are to die for,” he agreed. “Come on, let’s go take a look,” with a lingering look toward Dani. No wonder, with the way she was dressed, even without their ‘history’.

But he was very professional, leading us out to the lot. “How much you wanting to spend?” he asked.

“Not over fifty,” Dani and I told him, simultaneously.

“Okay, we can look at an MSRP up to around sixty-five, then, with the discount we’ll give you, that’ll get you a heck of a nice truck. Color in mind?”

Dani answered, “I love baby-blue,” she said.

I was thinking the pretty white, but this is hers, too. So, baby-blue it’ll be. He showed us a gorgeous blue Lariat, F150. Dani loved it. “Want to take it for a drive?” he asked.

“What’s that over there?” I asked, pointing toward a two-tone, white/kind of aquamarine, maybe turquoise? THAT was the one I wanted.

It’s a King Ranch, going to be quite a bit out of your price, but it’s a beautiful truck, isn’t it?

I walked over to look at it. I could tell from Dani’s face that she fell in love with it just like I had, love at first sight. But damn, eighty-seven thousand dollars! Kind of caramel-tan leather upholstery, two-tone. “Has everything Ford offers, would be looking at around seventy-grand for that one.”

Seventy-freaking-thousand dollars! No, the blue one might not be quite as gorgeous, but it’s at least in our price and undoubtedly, we’d love it, too. “Think we’d better take the blue one for a drive,” I told him. Dani’s face fell just a little, she wanted that one, too, but we’d agreed. And it’s not like it wasn’t WAY outside what we could afford. It also was a fact that the blue one was also a beautiful truck.

So, Tevin took my driver’s license inside to copy, then we all piled in the blue truck. He drove it off the lot, then pulled over and let me behind the wheel. Damn, it was nice to drive. Loved that diesel engine, too. I was convinced. “You want to drive it?” I asked Dani. She was in the front passenger seat, Alan and Tevin in the back.

“No, I’m fine,” she told me.

When we parked it, we both took another look at that two-tone truck. Damn, wished it wasn’t quite so high.

“What do you think?” I asked Dani, as we walked back inside.

“Love it, think we should get it,” she said.

“Great,” Tevin said, “I’ll figure the best price we can give you.”

He went into his office, we all waited in the showroom, wandering around, looking at the cars. While we were wandering, Dani’s phone rang, and she answered, listening for just a moment, then covered the mouthpiece, “It’s that agent, think she has some news,” she said, then into the phone, “Wait, just a minute, want to step outside and I’ll put you on speaker so my husband can hear, too.”

Outside, Dani did just as she said, put her phone on speaker-phone, then told Amanda she was ready.

“Okay, there’s good news and maybe not so good,” she said, “they want you… the face of their campaign, their spokeswoman… but they’ll need you here at least twice a month, I know where you live and tried to get a compromise to only once but that was nonnegotiable. You’d have to be here twice every month for taping, probably just a day or two, though.”

Dani and I looked at each other, it wasn’t as bad as I’d feared, hopefully could be two weekends so wouldn’t interfere with teaching. If not, she’d just have to take a couple days every month… and would give her that time with Alan, I was sure she was thinking.

“Okay, we could live with that,” Dani said, “what else?”

“Well, they offered a hundred thousand dollars for a year’s contract...” My eyes about bugged out, my mind did a little math – every other week, twenty-six trips, that’s four-thousand every trip. For ONE day’s work, maybe two! Dani’s mouth was gaped open, too.

“But I got it to a hundred-fifty-thousand for six months… and after the six, we’d renew for what would undoubtedly be a HUGE increase, likely seven figures for the next six.”

What the fuck! Dani’s face had turned white, aghast at what we’d just heard. Neither of us could say a thing.

“And now you want to hear the good news?”

“What, there’s more?” Dani’s voice barely squeaked out.

Amanda let out a little laugh, “Oh yes, dearie, a lot more. The very best part is that it’s a non-exclusive contract.”

“Which means?” Dani croaked.

“That we can shop you to other studios, they don’t have any exclusive rights to your service… and we have scripts looking for actresses that would be ideal for you, Dani, may I call you Dani?”

That question seemed to bring Dani out of her trance, “Yes, please do, all my friends call me Dani.”

“And I hope we become very good friends, Dani. We’ve seen your recent shoots, so have some others, some very big names. I think… that your life is about to change more than you can even imagine… think Sandra Bullock, Diana Lane… those are the kinds of parts you’re going to be seeing very soon.”

Dani was speechless, so was I. “But first, can you come by our office tomorrow and sign this cosmetics contract? We’ll have a twenty-five-thousand-dollar advance check ready for you, to release the videos you’ve already done to production.”

I had to ask, “How… from one commercial? They can see that in a person?”

“Sweetie, these people have been doing this for a long time. Trust me… they can tell… I can tell.”

All Dani could say was, “Tomorrow, uhuh,” and clicked her phone off, her face white like she’d just seen… what, Sandra Bullock naked?

“I think…” I said, “we should tell Tevin we decided on the King Ranch, instead.”

And with that, Dani broke out laughing, hysterical laughter, “This is freakin’ unbelievable!” she squealed when she calmed at least enough to talk. “Yeah, that one, for sure!”

It hit me what Amanda had said – Diana Lane, ‘those kind of parts’, thinking about the sexy movie we’d just watched the night before, starring – Diana Lane.

Tevin was more than a little surprised when we told him we’d suddenly changed our minds, pleased about it, though. The MSRP, including everything, on the truck was $87,809, he ended up giving us a deal of 69,500, plus tax and licensing, of course, putting it closer to seventy-seven thousand.


Chapter 24

It took until six-thirty to get the loan approved, all the paperwork done, the temporary license from Washington, the truck washed, and so on. “Never sold anything to anyone from Washington State before,” he said.

Right when we were ready to go, Alan suggested, “It’s getting pretty late, we’ll be in the middle of the night getting home, why don’t we get a hotel room, spend the night, my treat?” looking back and forth between Dani and me.

“Fine by me,” I said, even though I was damned excited to drive the truck back. Like an idiot, the ramifications of what he’d just suggested didn’t even soak in… until a few seconds later…

“Sure…” Dani started to say.

“Tev, why don’t you have dinner with us?” Alan suggested, and those ramifications registered in my minuscule brain waves.

And Dani’s face turned white once again, she knew… and then a smile spread across her face, she liked.

“Love to,” he said, watching Dani’s face go through its emotions, “have to work till seven, though, is seven-thirty okay?”

I shrugged, fine by me, I was looking forward to it. Perhaps I should say, more than looking forward to it. Dani’s opinion was pretty obvious without her having to voice it.

“Great, we’ll find a hotel, the Marriott has a restaurant, meet there at seven-thirty?” Alan suggested.

As soon as Tevin walked away, Dani turned to Alan, “You planned that all along, didn’t you?”

He got that ‘who me?’ expression on his face, “Just thought after that phone call, maybe you needed a celebration dinner, what better place?”

And ‘celebration night’, left unsaid, was what he really meant.

We’d gone past the Marriott on the way into town, right next to the freeway. I drove the new truck, and surprise of surprises, Dani rode with me. “That was quite a phone call with your new agent, huh?” I told her.

“I’m still in shock, can you believe that, a hundred-fifty thousand dollars for six months?”

“I was thinking about the rest of it, you know, the ‘Diana Lane, Sandra Bullock’ comparison.” I looked over at Dani, “She seemed pretty convinced that you’re going to be a star.”

“I’m guessing she says that to all her new clients, just to get them interested,” she said.

I shook my head, “Umm, no, it’s April’s, too, she told me almost the same thing.” I looked over at her, “Did you know she set that whole thing up Tuesday, so the other girl wouldn’t come in… because she saw something special in you? And yesterday, she told us point-blank that you’re going to be a star.”

The mention of the sexy April reminded me – just one night away!

A smile, “No, didn’t know,” and something crossed her face, like ‘could this be real?’

God, that truck was wonderful! I loved everything about it; quieter and more luxurious than I’d expect any luxury car to be, except for that low growl of the engine, which I loved, too. But I couldn’t help but wonder what the hell our future was going to hold?

But the present was here now, I realized, or at least the immediate future, which was very predictable, following Alan’s truck into the Marriott’s parking lot. And damn, I was looking forward to it, glancing over at Dani, sitting in the passenger seat with her short leather skirt, silk blouse, and looking sexy as hell. We parked a couple spaces over from Alan and all went in together. Alan asked for a suite, but all they had available was a few rooms with either two queen or king beds. He asked for one with the king beds. Pretty safe bet who would be sleeping alone on one of those beds.

We had no luggage, not having planned to spend the night. Well, I think Alan did all the time but he never let on, and Dani and I certainly hadn’t. Alan asked if three toothbrushes and a little tube of toothpaste could be sent up for morning, explaining to the clerk that we hadn’t known we’d be spending the night.

Up in our room, on the fourteenth floor, Dani and Alan sat on one of the beds, me on the other. There was a nice-sized couch, a comfy-looking chair, and a writing desk and chair as well. “I guess congratulations are in order… if it means anything, I agree with your agent, you’re going to go a long way,” Alan told Dani.

Dani smiled, leaned over, and kissed him, “Think you’re going to be up to making love with a budding starlet, tonight?” she asked him.

Alan got a smile on his face, picked my wife up, plopping her on her back on the bed, Dani screeching and laughing. He pulled her panties off and buried his face in her pussy, Dani’s laughter turning into one loud moan.

After maybe half a minute of feasting on my wife’s pussy, Alan pulled back, saying, “Hell yeah! But first… dinner.” Dani lay on her back, her body trembling, knees still spread wide, her pussy a puffy, juicy red, and obviously ready for a lot more.

“Come babe,” he said, tugging her arms up into a sitting position, “we need to go meet your old boyfriend.”

Dani was still panting, her face red and flushed, “God, you’re a bastard!”

Alan chuckled, “Yeah, but you love it! Now, get up and get ready for dinner.”

She reached for her panties to put back on. Not much there, but at least they covered her a little.  Alan jerked them away first, “Oh no, Babygirl, you’ve forfeited those for the night.

My dick was rock hard inside its little plastic enclosure.

Dani stood on a couple of wobbly legs, that skirt seeming even shorter than it had before, since I now knew there were no panties underneath it, picked up her purse and said, “Good thing I at least keep a little makeup in here,” holding her purse up like a prized possession and hurried into the bathroom.

Alan chuckled, licking Dani’s pussy juices off his lips, looking at me, “Thought maybe she might want to get in the mood a little before dinner with Tev.”

Yeah, think it worked, too.

Dani had composed herself, her face looking freshly fixed, lipstick renewed, and fresh perfume when she came out of the bathroom, still sporting that ‘come-hither-horny-as-hell’ look. I noticed right away, too, that she’d ditched the bra as well, her breasts and pointy nipples making themselves very noticeable through the thin silk.

And how her breasts jiggled when she walked. God, I wanted to reach out and touch!

Dani came over to me, pressing herself against me, her fingers tickling just below my belt, lips maybe a half-inch from mine, “Hope you enjoy the evening sweetheart… know I will.” And with that, she backed away, taking Alan’s hand, and followed him out the door. I scurried after, eager for what I knew the night was going to bring, just no idea ‘how’ it was going to bring it.

We saw that dark chocolate, bald head as soon as we entered the restaurant. He stood, damn near bumping the ceiling, his eyes never wavering from my wife as we walked closer. How could they? Other heads, too, turned her direction as we walked through the restaurant. Some women’s heads, too. Other women kind of scowled, probably jealous.

This time the ‘hug’ was much less professional. He made no secret of his desires, pulling Dani tight to his chest, hands traveling her back over her silk blouse. Her head barely came to the bottom of his chin.

He was at a long booth, plenty room for four, two at the back, one on each side. Tevin slid in first, all the way around the back, Dani next to him, then Alan next to her. I sat on the opposite side adjacent to Tevin.

“I was surprised when Alan told me you and your husband were visiting,” he said, “then when he called and said you were coming to Tallahassee for a truck…”

“We’ve been looking forward to it… I’ve been… anxious,” Dani said.

“Hope you’ll like that truck you bought,” he said.

“Oh yeah, gonna love it, I know,” I told him, “Dani just… Dani, why don’t you tell Tevin your news from yesterday.”

She blushed, about to speak when the waitress brought us some water and menus, Anything I can get you to drink?” she asked. Her name tag said ‘Veronica’.

“You serve alcoholic?” Alan asked.

“She nodded, “We do, pointing to a little electronic device on the table, “they’re all on there,” she said.

“Whatever you want,” Alan told us, “this is a celebration dinner, Dani was just about to tell us why we’re celebrating… I’m buying.”

“I’d like a hard ice tea,” I told her. I’ve always been curious about them, time to give it a try. A little alcohol on my brain wouldn’t hurt tonight, either, I thought.

The other three ordered as well, Dani asking for a strawberry lemonade with a little gin added. After Veronica left, Alan asked Dani to explain about the celebration.

She blushed, even after everything that had happened, dressed like she was, I loved how Dani would still blush when she was embarrassed, explaining, “I kind of accidentally did a little commercial…”

“Kind of, accidentally? How do you ‘accidentally’ do a commercial?” Tevin interrupted her.

“I’d made friends with this woman who works at a studio, she took me shopping Tuesday morning but had to stop at her studio first. They were about to shoot a commercial but the model canceled. April suggested they use me…”

“And the rest is history? So they say?” Tevin interjected.

“Well, sort of, apparently they liked it and asked me to do another yesterday. Then, April, she’s the friend at the studio, called me suggesting I get ahold of this agent.”

Alan and I just sat listening, I couldn’t take my eyes off my wife, she looked so damned delectable. I wondered what Tevin must be thinking. Hell, I knew what he was thinking.

“And she called me this afternoon. Offered me a six-month contract for what we thought was an obscene amount of money… and said other studios would likely want me to audition for movies.”

“Yeah, she said a little more than that… but I’ve learned,” with a grin on my face, “that Dani tends to leave out a lot of the good details.”

With that little reference, Dani’s face turned a bright, beet red. More than a ‘little blush’.

Tevin’s face got that inquisitive look, obviously wondering what brought that on. “Think Robert just reminded her of something we talked about earlier... something from like thirty-some years ago,” Alan explained, with a smirk on his face.

Dani squirmed in her chair, her red face not fading at all. Fortunately for her, Veronica brought our drinks and took our food orders. We guys ordered steaks, and Dani ordered a crab salad. She loves crab, always cajoling me to buy her one. We’ve even gone crabbing in the ocean, never caught much, lots of little ones and just a very occasional legal one

Anyway, my mind wandered for a bit, after Veronica left, Tevin spoke up, “You know, I still remember that night. Dreamed about it for a long time afterward; years, as a matter of fact. Then when Alan called yesterday, said you might be coming here, dredged up that memory all over again.” He grinned, “Have hardly been able to work since then with my mind going to places I know it shouldn’t… you’re so much prettier than I even remember.”

Dani turned to him, looking him in the eyes, “Me too, wanted it to happen again for a long time,” and she leaned into him, her open lips finding his, leaving no doubt as to what she wanted. “Now, too,” she added, her lips millimeters from his, “tonight,” in that low, sexy purr she sometimes uses when she’s horny as hell.

The rest of dinner was kind of anticlimactic, now that we knew exactly where the night was headed. I’d say we knew as soon as Alan suggested Tevin join us for dinner, but Dani made it even more crystal clear. After that phone call today, maybe I didn’t know our future but sure as hell had a pretty damn good inkling what was in Dani’s immediate future.

We’d all had at least two drinks when finished with dinner, enough to loosen any inhibitions. I don’t think Alan had such a thing as inhibitions and didn’t know about Tevin. He certainly wasn’t the shy virgin kid Dani had told me about months earlier, his demeanor just exuding confidence. Maybe that was why he was the sales manager at a big dealership.

When we left the restaurant, Alan suggested we stop by the bar for a little bit. I think, from the way they were looking at each other and openly flirting, pretty damn heavy flirting, that Dani and Tevin would have rather gone straight up to the room, but Alan pretty much insisted.

There was a country singer with a guitar and a small dance floor. As soon as we were seated at a table, a cocktail waitress in a skimpy skirt and blouse took our drink orders and had them set in front of us in what seemed like seconds. It was Thursday night and not particularly crowded.

But even before, Dani and Tevin were on the dance floor, Alan getting a tiny taste of what I’d been feeling for nearly a week, watching Dani in the arms of another who we both knew was going to be fucking her very shortly. He didn’t seem to mind, though, enjoying watching his cousin with his girlfriend, my wife.

And true to what she’d said earlier Dani was enjoying herself, plastered tight to Tevin, his hands exploring her back down to her butt. At least it was leather so didn’t pull up much from his hand on her rear. That gap down the side, though, with the way she had it pulled up her waist, made it abundantly clear that there was nothing underneath it.

Occasionally, one or the other would whisper something, either eliciting a smile from Tevin or a giggle from Dani.

After a couple of dances, their drinks still nearly untouched, the two of them sat down, and Dani suggested that it was time to go up to our room.

On the way up, Dani was backed up to Tevin in the elevator, both his hands right under the swell of her breasts, thumbs gently rubbing upward. Dani’s perky nipples were, shall we say, ‘at attention’, her breathing deep and labored, eyes closed.

I was feeling that thrill of a first time all through my body. How must Dani be feeling? And Tevin? It reminded me how I felt that night with Jennie, the excitement surging through me when she told me that Dani wanted her to seduce me, at least when I realized she was serious and especially when I understood exactly what she intended. God, what a night!

Inside our room, Dani and Tevin were all over each other, lips locked in a hotter than hell kiss, reminding me of that first night of Dani and Alan, although Alan had treated her more like a long-lost treasure that had been rediscovered. Dani and Tevin were more like fuck-buddies who’d been reunited after thirty-four years, exactly what they were.

Dani was the first to pull away, leaving both gasping for breath. She sat in the easy chair, “Okay stud, usually it’s always the girl first. This time it’s you, I want to see you naked!” He stood in front of Dani, his body shaking with his desire, and started to unbutton his shirt. Dani’s eyes never wavered off him as his shirt came off, that smile wide on her gorgeous face. I was much more interested in Dani’s reaction than in what Tevin was showing her.

But that didn’t stop me from at least noticing. He wasn’t the skinny kid anymore, that Dani had described, but he wasn’t an Alan either. I’d say fairly normal, probably better for a man his age, except for that ungodly height. When his pants dropped, what Alan had talked about earlier was more than obvious. His dick matched his height. Looonnng! Not as thick as Alan but enough to excite any woman, I was pretty damned sure. From the look on Dani’s face, I’d say it was a lot more than ‘pretty damned sure’. I’d never imagined, much less seen a ten-inch dick, but pretty damned sure I was seeing one then.

He was standing in front of Dani, that weapon pointing upward at about a thirty-degree angle. She gripped her hands around it, rubbing up and down its length, gently spreading the precum that had accumulated at the head, “Oh God, Dani, Oh God, you have no idea how good that feels!” Tevin moaned.

Alan and I were sat on the couch, me on the side closest to Dani and Tevin.

“Mmhmm, how about this,” Dani said, sliding her mouth over its head.

“Ohh shit! Dani!” his eyes rolling back into his head.

“Wonder if I can get this down my throat,” she said, sucking him in deeper, still way less than half his cock in her mouth, gagging and having to pull her head back a couple inches, then out completely for a moment, taking a couple of deep breaths. “Breathe through your nose, that’s what our dentist always says.” She said, started to giggle, holding Tevin’s cock right at her lips, “Bet he never expected that advice to be used quite like this.”

Dani’s tongue rolled around the head before her lips engulfed it once again, more like she was kissing it, just an inch, in and out, rolling her damp lips around him, her head bobbing slightly back and forth. “Think it’s time to try again, don’t you, Tevin?”

All he could do was moan, his hands wrapped through Dani’s hair. I’d have come in her mouth the first time her lips touched me. Hell, I’d be coming by now tonight if not for that plastic cage.

“Don’t let yourself come, I want to feel it inside me,” she smiled, “and I don’t want cum on my blouse, have to wear it tomorrow,” and she started to slide him in her mouth again, this time the concentration showing on her face. She was breathing deeply through her nose, just like Dr. Martin’s advice.

She was breathing hard, lips wrapped around him, several inches in her mouth, and swallowed, then another swallow and he began to slide in deeper. Tevin’s eyes were closed, a hard grimace on his face.


Chapter 25

Dani’s eyes, too, were shut, concentrating on the task at hand. Her hands had moved around to his butt, gripping it, pulling at it, pulling him into her mouth, slowly, inch-by-inch. Occasionally swallowing again. I was in awe of my wife, watching that ten-inch dick disappearing into her mouth, her neck beginning to swell like a snake swallowing a rabbit.

Tevin was whimpering, his fingers wrapping and unwrapping through Dani’s hair. He appeared to be trying hard to not force himself into her, letting her do it at her own pace.

Three inches yet to go, Dani stopped and breathed through her nose, then two-and-a-half, two, another stop and nose-breaths. She opened her eyes, looked up at Tevin, pinched his butt so he’d open his eyes as well to look at her… and suddenly… dug her fingernails into his butt, pulled hard, pushed forward and her mouth and lips were on his pelvis, every inch of her neck bulging with Tevin’s cock inside it.

How the hell hadn’t he come?

She held him there, Tevin’s body trembling, face sweating, looking like his legs were going to give out any second.

“Tev, how long since you’ve fucked a woman?” Alan asked him, fairly loudly so it’d get through his rather agitated state of mind.

“Ohhh! Shit, couple months,” he managed to creak out, “like this… never…Ohhh!”

Dani was managing to breathe through her nose but couldn’t make a sound. God, my wife! Wish to hell I had a camera, Dani’s nose and lips pressed tight against Tevin’s pubic hairs, that lump in her throat. She let him out an inch, then back in, fucking him, Tevin finally giving out and bucking his hips into her mouth, several inches at a time, his moaning intensifying, like he was going to come any second.

I don’t know, maybe Dani sensed it or she just couldn’t do it any longer, but she slowly, not quite as slowly as on the way in, let his dick gradually slip from her mouth. God, he’d swollen, slick and wet from Dani’s saliva, maybe half again fatter than before.

Dani coughed a couple times, took some deep breaths, licked some cum off the tip, and then sat back, sexily circling her tongue around her lips, “Mmm, that was rather exciting.”

Tevin looked like he was just trying to recover a little equilibrium. God, what he’d just experienced. And it was only the beginning!

I’ve said it before, but THIS was the reason for the plastic cage, a man only has so much semen, don’t want to waste it inside my pants!

To be continued

No, I couldn’t do that.

My heart rate had exploded, pounding in my chest. What I’d just seen! Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Alan, his phone in hand. Had he been taking pictures? The video from earlier ran quickly through my mind, maybe he did, a video?

Dani stood, motioning for Tevin to sit. “Now it’s my turn,” she said, “guy’s,” talking to Alan and me, “this is for Tevin, want you both over on the beds, behind me.”

I didn’t want to move but reluctantly got up. Alan, too, we both sat on the edge of the beds, waiting to see what Dani was going to do. She waited until we were sat down then turned back to Tevin. Maybe what she didn’t realize was that the mirror on the wall above the chair reflected her image. Didn’t know if Alan could see as well, but I could watch her just fine. Dani would’ve known if she’d just glanced up. Guess she was a bit preoccupied.

She closed her eyes, getting that dreamy look on her face, and rubbed her hands over her breasts, pinching her nipples. “It’s the trouble with guys, they just want to get naked. Girls know how to do it, slow and seductive, drive their guy wild.” She was talking in her low, growly, sex-siren voice, which she’s perfected over the last week.

Tevin was stark naked, his prick standing at attention, I don’t know, maybe even a little longer than before, and definitely fatter. Mine was diamond-hard inside its cage. Alan’s pants were shaped like a huge tent.

Alan had his phone out, pointing at Dani. I realized he was videoing and wondered if he could see as well as I could in the mirror. I motioned to him to get his attention, then pointed to the mirror, and he got the message, moving to the bed I was on. If Dani hadn’t been so intent on seducing Tevin, she’d have noticed the activity in the mirror, but she didn’t. So… good.

“You know how bad this pussy wants you inside it,” she said, pressing one hand inside the elastic of her leather skirt, rubbing herself, “but she’s going to have to wait a little while yet,” pulling her hand out and licking her finger, “Mmm, pussy juice – good… I like other girl’s pussy juice, too. She reached back down inside her skirt, let out a little moan, pulled her hand back out, two fingers wet up to the knuckle, offering them to Tevin, “Here, taste, see if you like.”

He opened his mouth, Dani’s fingers disappeared inside it, Tevin sucking her juice from them. She did it again, reaching her hand down, inside herself, closing her eyes and moaning as she finger-fucked herself, then stepped over to me, “Want a taste, love?... all you’re getting tonight… but next week…”

I sucked her fingers clean, gripping her hand with mine, savoring the taste of her, wanting her, imagining… next week! Thinking of April… tomorrow night!

Then she stepped to Alan, leaning down and kissing him, growling into his lips, “Later, lover, you’re going to fuck me so hard!”

This was my wife! High school teacher! Every freakin’ night she amazes me with something new.

Back in front of Tevin she stepped, “Still remember you sucking these,” she said, pinching her nipples between her thumb and finger, “I was only a little girl then, eighteen. Now, I’m a woman… you’re going to love sucking these tits… So am I. If I ever get this blouse off.”

Dani stood, massaging her tits, pulling at her nipples, undulating her hips in that short skirt, letting out little groans. “Want you… feel my tits,” she groaned, sitting on Tevin’s lap facing him, her knees spread wide, skirt pulled up. She took Tevin’s hand, placed it over her tit, over the silk blouse, pressing, groaning when he began to squeeze and massage.

“Ohh, feels so good!” letting out another little moan when he began doing the same with her other tit, too, thrusting her chest out into his hands. Tevin’s eyes were on Dani’s chest, his mouth began to descend, “No,” she said, “not over my blouse, have to wear it tomorrow.”

She began unbuttoning, her fingers shaking. She wasn’t faking a damned thing, so fuckin’ turned on.

One button, two buttons, enough so she could pull it aside, and this time she didn’t object when Tevin’s lips sucked her nipple into his mouth, instead letting out a loud groan, thrusting her chest out to him, head falling back “Ahh, Tevin, hard… suck hard… bite me.” She moaned, scratching her fingernails into Tevin’s bald head, “All of it… want all of it in your mouth.

Dani had scooted up on his lap so that his shaft was rubbing her pussy, poking out, long, fat and so damned hard above her skirt.

The sucking noises, they were driving me mad, I’d been driven mad every night in Tampa, but tonight…! His lips going from one to the other, pushing her blouse aside, making noises of lust. I wanted… hell, I didn’t even know what I wanted. Yes, I did, I wanted this fuckin’ cage off, to ram myself inside my wife, her pussy, her mouth, anything to let me come!

Dani pulled back, standing again, looking down at her tits, rubbing them, spreading Tevin’s saliva on them. Alan’s camera phone was still pointed at her. Tomorrow, maybe we’d all watch it all on his big screen, she could watch herself, realize just how fuckin’ sexy she is.

Her eyes were intently on Tevin, on his big dick. She finished unbuttoning her blouse, slipping it off her shoulders, naked above her waist, smashing her breasts with her hands, groaning in pleasure… and finally, hands dropping to her skirt, beginning to push it down, hips undulating, making love with nothing… for the moment.

Her skirt dropped to the floor, showing Tevin her bare, baby-smooth pussy lips for the first time in thirty-four years. He started to get up, Dani pushed him back down, then let herself fall back on the bed, the same one Alan and I were sitting on. “Eat me, Tevin, eat my pussy!” she nearly begged.

He was up in a nanosecond, pressing Dani’s legs up over his shoulders, lifting her hips off the bed, and his mouth was on her, in her. Dani let out a loud groan, her body reacting, shuddering, Tevin’s tongue inside her, moaning, hands grabbing at the bedding.

Dani’s knees were pushed wide apart, unintelligible noises, hands on his hairless head, hips bucking. Alan was getting it all on his phone, I was taking it all into my brain. Then suddenly, “Fuck me, Tevin, now! Can’t take any more!”

Tevin looked up at my wife, a smile on his dark chocolate face, my guess, one of the happiest smiles since… Daniella, thirty-four years ago. He stood, pulling Dani’s legs up over his shoulders, giving her a little tug to the edge of the bed, lining up his cock to her slit. God, how many times I’ve wanted it to be me over the last week!

He’s so freakin’ tall! Dani’s butt was lifted way up off the bed, her feet, still with those heels on, barely reaching his shoulders, that dick just beginning to slip inside my wife’s pussy. Dani let out a loud groan as he began to enter her, “Hard, you fucker, hard! push it in.”

He did, his dick so freaking hard-looking. She was so wet and slippery so that it only took a couple seconds for his entire ten-maybe-more-inches to be buried inside my Daniella, his hairy pelvis pressing against Dani’s baby smoothness, a loud animalistic scream filling the room. Dani’s body nearly instantly began shuddering, the scream replaced with an ongoing wail, face grimacing in what was obviously a powerful orgasm.

Tevin began pounding into her, fucking her with short, hard strokes, beating her shoulders into the mattress. “Ohh girl, Ohh, girl,” he repeated over and over again, his face screwed into a grimace, Dani’s eyes clamped shut under his assault.

And then Dani’s body’s shuddering calmed, her eyes opened, staring straight up at the ceiling, and Tevin paused, his shaft buried inside her. “You ready to be fucked now, girl? No shy, eighteen-year-old, this!

It took her a moment to answer, still recovering from that orgasm. Finally, a feeble, “Yes,” barely audible, came from her mouth, lips barely moving.

“Good, cuz I really need to fuck you!” he said, beginning to pull his cock from her pussy, the dark skin soaked with Dani’s pussy-juice, plunging it back into her depths. Over and over again, pulling out further every time, “Ohh Sheeit! Tevin moaned out, you so fuckin’ tight, girl… how that, huh, with you fuckin’ my cuz? So hot, too!”

Dani’s body was jerking with every thrust, that familiar wail from her mouth, several times I was sure she’d orgasmed from the way her body was reacting, her changing groans. I couldn’t believe he wasn’t coming, then remembered what Alan had mentioned earlier, how long he lasted that other time, his first time ever. Dani may be in for more than she’d bargained for.

Tevin’s face was a grimace, his muscles clenching with every thrust into my wife, minutes seeming like hours. Sweat had broken out on both faces, “Girl, you gonna be sore in the morning! My cuz gonna haveta carry you outta here.”

Dani just made squealing, groaning noises, nothing coherent. The thought went through my head, maybe this was why Tevin’s wife left him, she just couldn’t take the pounding.

And then he was out of her, God, that dick was huge! How…? “Roll over, girl, try sumthin differ’nt.”

She was shaky, I didn’t know if she could do anything more, but she did, over on her tummy, scooted up on the bed, then pulled her knees up under her, spread apart, right beside me and Alan, her pussy red and raw, soaked in juices. He was back inside her, hands on her hips, this time Dani able to press back in time with his thrusts. “Come in me, Tevin, want to feel that hot cum in me.”

That seemed to spur him on, pushing harder and harder with every thrust, driving her into the mattress, “So close!” he wailed, that grimace deepening on his face, “so ‘F’n close!” Another thrust, his fingers digging deep into Dani’s thighs.

“Now, please! All the way inside me!” Dani wailed, pressing back even harder on his dick, a sudden screech coming from her mouth, and a wail like none of the others, the big one, the big kahuna, the…

And the sudden wail from Tevin, not Alan’s roar, but something different, more like… trying to constrain the noise but not quite succeeding. Short, quick thrusts inside Dani, hard thrusts, like he was trying to push himself out through her mouth, Dani’s wail turning into an ongoing scream, her body shaking the entire damned hotel, totally soaked in a heavy sheen of sweat.

And then she collapsed on the bed, knees going out from under her, Tevin’s long body on top of her, smashing her into the bed, both laying like that for minute after minute, just trying to breathe.

“Got the whole thing,” Alan announced, breaking the sudden quiet in the room, “don’t think Cuz disappointed, do you?” he jokingly asked me. Hell, I realized then that the sweat was pouring off my face, too. I shook my head, couldn’t speak, but no, I didn’t think he had. Pretty sure that fuck was going to be embedded in Dani’s brain for a long, long time. It sure as hell was mine.

After minutes, hours, Tevin pulled his dick out of Dani’s body, white with cum, leaving heavy doses of it oozing from her, dripping onto the bed. “Girl, let’s not wait thirty-four more years, okay?”

After all that, Dani giggled. At least we knew she was still alive. “No, let’s not!” she agreed, “not sure I’d survive it in thirty-four more years.” She rolled over and giggled again, “Forgot my shoes, they’re still on. What kinda stripper am I?” breaking out in laughter at her little joke.

“Sexy one, I like shoes on a naked woman,” Alan chuckled. I glanced down at him, yeah, pretty obvious he did, at least he liked something from the size of the tent in his slacks. “You ready to see if this ol’ man gots what it takes to fuck that budding actress?” he asked her.

Tevin had already started getting dressed, “Some of us gotta work, you know,” he said.

“Don’t wanna stay and watch, maybe learn how it’s done?” Alan asked him, “doubt she barely noticed that pencil-sized thing,” he teased.

“Hmph, she just had more fun than the whole damned week combined… maybe you better let hubby do her so she’ll notice…”

“Umm, I’m here,” Dani interrupted, “I have any say in this?”

Alan looked at her, “Nope…” as he pulled off his pants, “got my little man a bit excited, there, watching Tev at least try.”

“Yep,” Dani said, climbing off the bed, giving Tevin a long, lingering kiss, “Not gonna wait anywhere near thirty-four years again,” she told him right before he left, closing the door behind him.

She pulled out the chair from the desk, “Sit,” she told Alan, pointing at the chair. He did as told, followed by Dani, sitting down on his lap reversed, facing me, steering his cock inside her, groaning as she settled down onto him, then, looking at me, “Hon, suck my tits while Alan tries to fuck me.”

So, I did, kneeling in front of my Goddess, sucking her tit in my mouth, hands on her naked body as she slowly slid up and down on Alan’s cock, my hands pressing her down harder with each stroke…

None of us wanted to sleep on the cum-soaked bed, so we all slept on the other, Dani in the middle. This was the first time since… damn, I didn’t even remember… that I’d been next to my wife’s naked body. She lay snuggled up to me, her bare tits pressed against me, her cheek against mine, leg thrown across me with her naked, cum-filled pussy pressed against my hip. I wanted to savor every second, not waste it sleeping but was so sleepy.

I woke up once, realizing Dani wasn’t next to me. She was sitting up across Alan’s body, hands on his chest, arms extended, slowly undulating up and down, back and forth, a dim light in the room, just enough.

She saw that I was awake, “Kiss me,” she said. I sat up, wrapping my arms around her nakedness, our lips finding each other, tongues in each other’s mouths, Dani still with Alan’s cock inside her, grinding down on him, rolling back and forth on him, in and out, her tongue in my mouth.

“We do this every night,” she said, pulling her lips away from me, “sometimes up to an hour or so, even nicer with you here.” I leaned down, taking a nipple in my mouth, sucking. “Mmm, like that,” Dani said. Alan reached up, massaging her other breast, pinching her nipple. I sucked harder, seeing how much of her I could get into my mouth.

“Ohhh, going to come!” Dani moaned, grinding down hard on Alan, her body beginning to shudder. I bit down on her nipple, just the way I know she likes when she’s coming. She’s told me that the little pain shoots straight through to her pussy, intensifying her orgasm. I’d pondered if she’d like spanking but have always been afraid to try it.

I’ve often wondered, wished I understood what she feels, having a cock deep inside her. She probably wonders the same about how her man feels. But those big cocks, Alan, Tevin, what must that feel like? Does she feel the pressing against her cervix, the friction on her clit? Feel the spurting of the cum against her? She says she does, loves it, has told me many times how she loves that feeling, but still, I don’t understand, know how it is for her when her body goes into spasms… as it was just then.

It's always hard for me, wonderful, when her pussy clamps onto my cock, squeezing, undulating, like it must be at that instant on Alan’s. I can hardly ever hold back, stop myself, the orgasm hitting me when Dani’s pussy does its wondrous thing on me.

And Alan wasn’t either, bucking up deeper into her, using his arm muscles to pull her down on him, that big dick so deep inside her, adding to Tevin’s cum, to his own from earlier. I bit down harder, Dani screamed in pleasure.

She rolled off Alan, snuggling to him, kissing his nipple, up his neck, his chin, his mouth, cooing her pleasure, I guess part of their middle-of-the-night ritual that I’d never witnessed before. For one more night… and then she’s mine again. For how long?


Chapter 26

Friday morning, March 27, 2020

Sleeping with my wife, her naked, turned out to be excruciating. She alternated between snuggling her naked body against me and fucking Alan, once during the night and again in the morning, and that was after she’d fucked Tevin, then immediately after, Alan. Four times she’d fucked that night, none of them with her husband.

She didn’t have to be carried out, though, like Tevin had suggested, walked perfectly fine. I think her pussy was becoming quite accustomed to repeated fucks. I know for damned sure that after our first night alone, I’m not going to be able to maintain the pace that she’d become used to.

We had breakfast in the Marriott’s dining room, no quick continental breakfast there. Dani looked fabulous, like she always did, wearing the same skirt and blouse as the day before, except she had on the bra, mentioning she was worried about her tits succumbing to gravity if she went without too often but put her panties in a laundry bag from the hotel. Just knowing she was au-naturel under that short skirt in the morning was enough to be a turn-on. Of course, having watched last night without any subsequent relief didn’t hurt that situation, either.

Then that long drive back to Tampa. Dani rode with me in the new truck (Alan could call his a pickup – ours was a TRUCK!). But wow, it sure didn’t drive or ride like one, more like I’d imagine a Cadillac or Lincoln Continental.

Once we were out of the heavy traffic, I asked her if she’d do it again with Tevin if she had the chance. I know, pretty dumb question, right? She looked over at me with that smile on her face, which pretty much answered the question without having to say a word. “He’s… different,” was all she said.

“By different, you mean the bald head?” I asked.

She let out a little chuckle, rubbing her tummy, what, about a foot or so above her pussy, several inches above her belly button. “No, not exactly what I meant,” she said. Coincidence where she was rubbing her tummy just after I’d asked her about Tevin? I think not.

Some dickhead in a little sports car cut right in front of us from an on-ramp damn near pushing us into another car in the lane next to us, cutting that conversation short. It was several minutes later until my heart rate slowed enough to even think about talking again. It scared Dani, too, with the little shriek she let out, something she hardly ever does. Damn, I’d have hated to mess up that truck before even getting it out of town. At least we confirmed the brakes work.

Several miles later, Dani began fiddling with the radio, finding our favorite XM channel, ‘Prime Country’. The speakers in that thing were, just, holy crap! Hope you understand what I’m trying to say… they were unlike anything we’ve ever heard. The music filled that cab, sounding like we were in the front row of the concert.

She turned it up, bobbing her body like she might have been if dancing on stage at that imaginary concert. I listened with her through a couple songs, one by Garth Brooks, ‘The Thunder Rolls’. It was like we were in our own private thunderstorm, rolling through the truck, freakin’ unbelievable! After his song I turned it down, there was something I really wanted to talk to Dani about.

“What if…” I was almost scared to even pose the question, fearing her answer, “Amanda’s right… you’re offered a big part in some movie?” holding my breath for Dani’s answer.

I watched her after I asked, as much as I could, trying to drive. She closed her eyes, took a breath, and hesitated seemingly forever before speaking, “I… don’t know… what do you think, honestly… what should I do?” looking straight at me.

She was treating this like a family thing, to be decided together, guess I couldn’t ask for anything more, “Well… if we believe Amanda… and April, it’s going to happen, probably sooner than later… would be hard to turn down, I think,” but wanted her to know what was really scaring me, “I guess… what scares me is… us… “ I nearly broke into tears, just thinking about the possibility of a life without Dani.

She saw the turmoil on my face, reaching a hand across. I took one hand off the steering wheel; hell, this thing steers itself with no hands on the wheel, so it’ll manage with just one and our hands met. Dani can do a lot of things… and do them well… like fuck. But she doesn’t control her emotions well, not when they’re so raw as they were right then, tears streaming down her face, “Honey, let’s go home… today… forget we were ever here, forget Amanda, it’s not that important… you have to know… as much fun as we… I… have been having, you’re still… and always will be my husband!”

Now I was crying; happiness, disgust with myself for my lack of trust, and other emotions that I can’t even enumerate. It took me a few minutes to get my thoughts together, “No, you have another night, don’t waste it. And as for Ananda, let’s not worry about it until it happens, might not ever… besides,” I smiled at Dani, “I have a date with April tonight, wouldn’t want to disappoint her.”

She smiled back, “No, we wouldn’t, would we.”

I could tell you how much better I felt at that moment, but there aren’t any words.

“We’ll both have fun tonight,” I told Dani, “and as for Amanda…” I smiled, “if you’re nominated for an Oscar, I’ll go with you.”

That brought a smile to my wife’s face.

The rest of our trip back to Tampa was among the most pleasant ever, the new truck, the scenery, the anticipation of the night ahead… my wife beside me. And get this… our mileage from Tallahassee to Tampa in that full-size, four-wheel-drive truck – twenty-seven miles per gallon! Fucking unbelievable!

It was nearly three-thirty when we arrived at Alan’s. We’d made a couple pit stops and stopped in some little town, I have no idea of the name, for lunch. Dani rushed to change her clothes, fix her hair, her makeup, the things women have to do, she still needed to meet her agent; sign a contract… pick up that check.

An hour-and-a-half later, we were leaving Amanda’s office, Dani gripping that check as if her life depended on it. Twenty-five-freakin’-thousand dollars! The thing sure as hell looked real, had the numbers right on it, amount written out, Daniella Shore as the payee, and a signature on the bottom.

What was more, Amanda told Dani that there was a part in an upcoming movie she thought would be perfect for her, a starring part. “I’ve already mentioned you to the producer, he’s interested, going to watch your commercials tomorrow. They’ve been looking for someone new, have interviewed and auditioned over a hundred women. He’ll let me know after they see the commercial if they want you to audition… but I know they will,” she said.

Dani and I looked at each other in awe, this was so damned much more than unbelievable! “Over a hundred? Not much chance, then, is there?” Dani said, downplaying any possibility.

“Honey,” Amanda told her, “just wait.”

Forty-five minutes back to Alan’s house, we stepped inside and were immediately aware of brownies, the scent of freshly baked brownies filled his house.  Dani once again became his woman, kissing him, letting him wrap her in his arms. The last night, I wondered what possibly he could have planned.

I found out, fairly quickly – sort of – when Dani went upstairs to change. “Do you have plans for your date with April?” he asked after Dani had disappeared upstairs.

Uhh, guess I hadn’t, other than going to her house like she’d suggested. Alan understood my look without me saying a word. “If you’d like, my restaurant will have a table waiting for you, they always keep mine open or you can bring her back here, I’m fixing dinner for Dani, you two would be welcome to join us.”

It did sound like fun, an actual date, just the two of us, out with a pretty, fun girl; sort of a prelude to the ‘after’, “Yeah,” I told him, “the restaurant sounds good to me.”

“Good, why don’t you call her, set up a time, and I’ll let Jeremy know, he’s the host tonight… oh, and after, I have some other plans I know you’d enjoy…” he smiled at me, reading my mind – ‘April’s house, April’s house, April’s house’, “unless you want to go straight to her house. Be worth your while, though, come on back here and we’ll all go out together.”

So, I called April after Alan gave me her number. I was a nervous wreck, this was the first time I’d asked a girl out for a date since… fuck, Daniella, and we’ve been married twenty-eight, nearly twenty-nine years now. Yeah, she’d already said, several times, that we had a date tonight, but still…

She was thrilled with the restaurant, said she could be ready by seven-thirty. I figured we could decide plans for afterward together, but damn, I was curious what Alan had in mind.

Alan called Jeremy, asked him to have the table set up for us by eight, and I went up to my room to shower, shave, and get dressed. This evening, and night, I had been looking forward to ever since Sunday morning when April mentioned it. Looking forward to it a lot!

The key to the you-know-what was on top of my nightstand, next to the bed. This was the first time I’d had it off since… Wednesday morning. It took me a minute to think back to when it was, it seemed like an eternity ago, so much had happened since then.

Fortunately, I had brought along some nice clothes, just in case, even a tie. I didn’t wear it, though, Alan’s restaurant wasn’t a ‘formal’ thing, just very nice. I got myself cleaned up and put on my nicest dirty shirt and pants – not really, was just thinking about that Johnny Cash song, ‘Sunday Morning Coming Down’. I have no idea why that song popped into my mind, but I love it, haven’t heard it for years, though.

I have a blue shirt with silver threads through it that Dani bought me for Christmas one year, along with a pair of tan slacks, a little aftershave, which Dani had insisted I bring, don’t think she expected quite this, though – her husband going on a date with a pretty girl we’d just met.

What did Alan have planned for later?

At six-thirty I was ready, I thought I looked rather dashing, hoped April would approve. Picking her up in the new truck was going to be fun, too.

“Let me know if you’re coming back here afterward, we’ll wait if you are,” Alan told me before I left.

I hadn’t seen Dani since she’d gone upstairs, dunno what she was doing, other than getting herself ready for her evening with Alan. I wanted to see her before I left to pick up April, but it wasn’t to be.

April lived quite a ways from Alan, so I left at seven. Alan handed me a container of brownies, “Might want to try some before dinner,” he suggested, “a little before dinner treat,” with that grin on his face,  he knew damn well what they’d do.

I put her address in our navigation system, just had to push a button on the steering wheel and tell it the address. The route popped up on the map in about five seconds, twenty-three minutes to her house. It seemed weirder than hell, driving by myself to pick up a girl for a date, my wife still back at Alan’s house getting herself ready for what was undoubtedly going to be quite an evening with her lover, me not there for most of it. I thought back over the last week, this will be the first time they’ve been alone. Well, guess they were on our first trip to Tampa, but that seemed like ancient history.

To say that I was nervous walking up the walk to April’s apartment almost seems like an abuse of the word. Scared out of my freakin’ mind isn’t exactly accurate, either, but it’s a hell of a lot closer than just ‘nervous’. I knew she was the one who’d initiated this date, but still…

She lives in a beautiful apartment complex, I’d have been impressed if my mind hadn’t been so jumbled up with ‘what the hell am I doing?’ I got out of the truck, took a couple steps up her walk then remembered the brownies. Suddenly, I wanted one of Alan’s brownies in the worst way, hoping it’d calm me down a little. A prop, that’s what they were, just ‘a thing’ to hand her, little gift. Flowers would have been better, should have stopped and bought some flowers or something.

My heart was pounding out of my chest standing in front of her door. My brain went back to that Sunday morning, God, I’d actually fucked this girl! She’d been naked! So freakin’ pretty. My jumbled mind couldn’t stop wondering, ‘why me?’ ‘what about me?’ I stood in front of that door like a zombie, finally lifting my hand and knocking an instant before I realized there was a doorbell, should have rung the doorbell. I thought I might have a heart attack, stroke, or some such thing, my heart was beating so hard.

I was just about to push the doorbell, my finger just hovering over it when the door opened. Oh my freakin’ God! If I’d thought she was pretty before…! Suddenly, my ‘looked rather dashing’ thought from earlier was completely out the window in comparison with this… this ravishing young woman.

Her beautiful smile was spread across her face, genuine, no one could fake a smile like that. I remembered her job, making beautiful people even more so. She sure as hell did it to herself. I suddenly remembered the ‘gift’ that Alan had sent, “Alan made some brownies, thought you might like one before dinner,” I stammered, hoping I sounded a little more suave than I felt. I felt anything but.

“Thank you,” she said, that smile! “These are…?”

“One of his specialties, I think, really good,” in more ways than one, I didn’t add.

“I remember… Sunday morning,” she said, taking the Tupperware container, opening it and taking two out, handing me one. “Kind of suspected there might be something special about them,” taking a bite.

I took a bite of mine, too, not only were they ‘special’, but they tasted damned good. “You… your dress, you’re so beautiful,” I had worked up the courage to tell her. Not only that but her perfume, it was different than Dani’s but just as intoxicating, feminine, sexy.

Her dress was a wrap-around, tight, something I’d expect to see on some beautiful actress, clinging to her body, silk or something similar, several inches above her knees, just enough cleavage to drive a man wild, turquoise…

And her hair, that long, black hair down her back, shimmering, just waiting for my fingers to run through it.

“Thank you,” she said, doing a slow twirl, “wait until you see what’s under it,” with a coquettish smile, and if my heart hadn’t already been pounding, it sure as hell would have been then! Maybe especially when she said, “You look nice, too,” running her fingers up the front of my shirt, “love your shirt, feels so… mmm… sexy,” and moved closer, bringing her lips to mine, her tongue tickling my lips to open for her. This wasn’t a horny teenager, groping kiss, this girl knew exactly what she was doing, sucking my tongue into her mouth, tickling the tip, lightly sucking, her soft lips molding into mine – all of it in just a few seconds, long enough to let me know…  short enough to leave me wanting more, a lot more. She backed away just enough to whisper, “You sure about going out? We could… you know… just stay here.”

I think my heart rate went from the high hundreds to zero in about a quarter-second.

“On the other hand, would be a shame to waste the nice clothes. The bed will still be waiting for us, anxiously,” coming from that beautiful mouth, “hope you like silk sheets,” she added, “my husband loves them when we make love.” She’s trying to kill me, I was sure of it.

“Maybe we better take the brownies with us,” she suggested, “I’ll have to get the recipe from Alan… might want some dessert, seems that I recall them being very effective,” taking my hand and leading me out to my truck.

“Nice,” she said, “I’ve never been in a truck before, sexy.”

I was grateful for the air suspension that lowered the truck when stopped, April had no trouble stepping up with her high heels. Of course, I gave her a little boost, getting a short feel of her silky dress. When I climbed in the other side, I noticed that she hadn’t made any effort to push her dress back down to cover the tops of her lacy stockings on those luscious legs. Not sure if I’d mentioned that she was tall, maybe five-nine or ten, and God, those long legs!

I pushed the little voice button on the steering wheel, “Find Ryder’s Bar and Grill.” I still didn’t know my way around. It immediately popped up two selections on the big monitor and a feminine voice asked, ‘Please select.’ I pushed the screen on the second one, which was his newest. Surprising that it was even there as he’d just opened it a little over a month earlier. God, how our lives had changed in that month-plus!

“Mmm, this is nice, much nicer than my Insight,” April said, leaning back in the luxurious leather seat. I knew I was going to have trouble keeping my eyes on the highway, away from those legs.

And her little comment, ‘wait until you see what’s under it,’ kept going through my mind as well. I was wishing she had stuck with her first urge, skipping the going out, but knew inside me that it would be well worth the wait, only adding to the anticipation. Besides, I wanted to know what Alan was planning with my wife, all of which would add to a more than exciting evening with my new friend.


Chapter 27

We had very little conversation on the way to the restaurant, April reaching over and her long, manicured fingernails gently tickling my leg, seemingly innocently. She had to be noticing how hard my schtick was inside my slacks.

Like a gentleman, I opened April’s door and gave her my hand to help her out of the truck after I parked. That perfume! It had been bombarding my senses the entire drive. I didn’t even notice her dress sliding up those succulent legs when she slid out, promise.

“Your husband’s a lucky man,” I whispered as I opened the restaurant door for her.

“Thank you, so am I, more ways than one,” she answered.

“Good evening, do you have a reservation?” a nicely dressed young guy asked us, a ‘business smile’ on his face.

I gave him my name, told him Alan had called in a reservation for us. His smile widened, becoming much more personable, “Welcome, you must be Robert and April, follow me,” leading us through the restaurant to the secluded corner where we’d sat before with Alan, ‘his table,’ he’d told us. He held out April’s chair for her and I sat beside her. It was the same table Dani and I had sat with Alan that very first time, right next to a big window overlooking the bay.

“I take it this is Alan’s restaurant,” she stated, not ‘asking’. Maybe the name was a hint, maybe that the host changed demeanor completely when I’d mentioned his name.

I nodded, “You haven’t been here before?”

She shook her head, “I knew he had a restaurant, just opened another… I’m curious, you and Dani live so far away, how do you know him?” she asked, those fingernails on my slacks, a little higher this time. She HAD to know what she’s doing to me when she does that, especially after eating Alan’s brownie before we left her apartment.

My hand gently covered hers, my fingers to be more precise, just rubbing the back of her hand, letting her know I was enjoying what she was doing. I was so hard, abnormally hard

“It’s kind of a long story,” I told her, “Alan went to school in Kennewick, same school as Dani. They dated… I guess more than just ‘dated’ to be a little more accurate, very ‘intimate’ dating. I didn’t know… well, knew they’d dated some, but not ‘how’ they dated… until last October.”

Our waitress showed up, giving us each a menu, “Hi, my name’s Carolyn, I’ll be serving you tonight. Would you like anything to drink before dinner?” she asked.

I asked April, “wine, a drink? They all go good with Alan’s brownie,” I told her, suddenly realizing something – the brownies and how hard my dick was. What else might Alan have put in them?

She looked through the drink menu, oblivious to what I’d just grasped. Of course, she didn’t know how unusually hard I was, either. “I think a strawberry daiquiri, ‘with a little gin’,” she giggled.

“Sounds good, I’ll have the same,” I told Carolyn, thinking about the brownies, later. My mood was matching the hardness of my cock. God, I was looking forward to ‘later’, finding out what April meant about what was under her dress. My hand just sort of naturally gravitated to the inside of her leg, gently rubbing it, like she’d been doing to me, except there were no slacks in-between my fingers and her leg, only those thin, silky stockings. Her skin was so soft, so inviting.

She didn’t object when my fingers slipped under the elastic at the top, only when they started venturing a little higher, a few inches from their destination when she stopped me, putting her hand over mine, “Later,” she said, “you’ll find out what’s under later.” I think I let out a little, involuntary groan.

Carolyn brought our drinks, I hadn’t realized it had been that long, but what an enjoyable few minutes it had been! “I’m horny, so turned on right now,” April whispered in my ear after we’d each taken a sip of our drinks. I was… on friggin’ cloud eighteen, not cloud nine!

A moment later, she was back for our food orders, I ordered the grilled salmon, and April a crab salad. That wasn’t what either was called, some fancy name, but I don’t remember those. That time after she left, April asked me again about Dani and Alan.

“It’s a really long, weird story, can I tell you later?” I asked her. All I wanted to do then was kiss those soft lips, feel her tongue in my mouth. I closed my eyes for just a moment, remembering those seconds before we left her apartment, that short kiss… and leaned toward her, my heart pounding once again. There were people around, we weren’t ‘that’ secluded.

A busload couldn’t have stopped what happened next, our lips met, April’s hand went behind my neck, I felt those soft lips melting into mine, her perfume, both of us giving into it completely, my hand behind April’s back, feeling that soft hair through my fingers. Our tongues intertwined, April sucking mine into her mouth.

I cupped April’s breast under that silky, soft dress in my hand, she shuddered, let out a little moan into my mouth. She was wearing a bra, but it had to be thin. I don’t know how long it went on, just not nearly long enough. I wanted to crush my body to hers, feel her breasts pressing against my chest, feel her panties on my fingertips, but all that was impossible sitting in the chairs as we were.

I’m not sure which of us opened our eyes first, but our kiss ended with Carolyn standing beside our table, our food on a tray beside her. April backed away, “Oh, sorry!” she said, the blush bright on her face, “guess we got a little carried away.”

Carolyn was smiling, “It’s okay, my husband might get a little unexpected treat when I get home tonight.” April blushed, I was just plain horny, wanted to skip the meal and try out the back seat of the truck. God, I was hard, like I said earlier, unusually hard. April’s fingers on my legs hadn’t ventured that high, but if they had, she’d have discovered what was eagerly awaiting her.

We didn’t though, try out the back seat, that is. April said she needed to use the restroom, think maybe we’d smeared her lipstick. Just watching her walk was a thrill, with that tight dress. My imagination went into overdrive, there sure weren’t any panty lines.

It was all refreshed when she sat back down a few minutes later, not making any effort to keep the hem of her skirt down, but I didn’t notice. Much. I’m a lousy liar, I damn well noticed!

The rest of dinner was mostly anticlimactic, I think both of us afraid to touch the other, mostly small talk. We had a second strawberry daiquiri, and the food was good. I know it was good, but hardly tasted it.

I’d eaten about half my salmon when my phone vibrated in my pocket with a text message. I wasn’t going to look at it, but half a minute later, it vibrated again and I couldn’t resist. I pulled it out of my pocket and looked at the first text; it was a picture, Dani sitting at Alan’s dining table ― stark naked, her bare nipples red and distended, looking for all the world like he’d been sucking them, with a single word message, ‘dinner’. I stared at that picture of my wife, another man’s house, alone with him, naked.

The second was a message, ‘Hope you and April join us later. Fun night coming.’

April asked what they were, obviously seeing the look on my face. I showed her the picture, watching her reaction, her eyes widening, “Maybe we should have gone there for dinner,” she said, then asked, “what’s this about joining them?”

I told her what Alan had said about coming back to his place to go out, that ‘it’d be worth our while.’ But, damn, I wanted to get April to her apartment!

“Maybe we’d better,” she said, “we’ll have all night, no rush,” adding, “what time does your flight leave?”

“Three,” I told her, “we’ll get home early Sunday morning, the three-hour time difference helps going that direction.”

She smiled, “Then we can sleep in… or… not,” with a very sexy grin on her face. I was already thinking of the ‘or not’. I texted back to Alan that we’d be there after dinner.

We finished our meal in relative silence, me not being able to keep my eyes away from those long legs, April’s dress up to her thighs, well above her lacy stocking tops.

Carolyn brought me the check. I was pleased that Alan hadn’t already made the arrangements for paying it. I wanted this to be ‘my’ date, not something from him. He must have sensed that, or he’d have told them to just forget the bill or some such thing.

I’d had two drinks, felt fine other than being so fucking horny. Whatever else Alan had put in those brownies, my dick hadn’t let up all evening. Just getting up to walk was a struggle, trying to reposition myself so it wasn’t too obvious.

But driving, I wasn’t so sure. For most people, two drinks surely wouldn’t be too much, but I wasn’t ‘most people’… and I had a brand new truck. I wasn’t used to alcohol, not at all. Much as I hated to, I thought we’d better take a taxi, Uber, something other than my truck. Besides, the back seat with April didn’t seem so bad, she didn’t object, either. I asked Jeremy if he’d mind calling for me, I had no clue who to call. Apparently, it wasn’t an uncommon occurrence, took him about a minute to tell us that someone was on the way.

I suggested to April that we wait in the truck, that back seat was beckoning. She didn’t object to that, either. When we climbed in, I noticed the brownies sitting on the center console.  I opened them, took one, and offered another to April. She chuckled and took one, “Think these are always on the menu, especially tonight,” she said. Yeah, especially tonight!

We each took a bite, then looking at each other, sort of gravitated together, taking up where we’d left off in the restaurant earlier. Except this time I didn’t even try to be subtle in palming her breast, rolling its nipple in my fingers. I wanted naked flesh but with the dress she was wearing, the only way was from the bottom, or that button holding it together. And she’d already shut me down once. I’m not a forceful guy or confident enough to just take what I want, it has to be given, even by Dani. Well, sometimes, if all the stars align, I know what she wants without her telling me, but with this girl, no way.

A car pulled up to the front door and sat, waiting. I got out, walked over, and asked her if she was there for a pickup?  When she answered that she was, I went back to my truck, opened the door for April, and escorted her to our ride.

Just a little way from the restaurant, a thought hit me, maybe one of the craziest that had ever invaded my insect-sized brain. I shuddered with the implication, reward and consequences, what would someone like an Alan Ryder do? I already knew the answer to that question. Before I could think it to death, I asked the Uber driver, a quiet, fifty-ish woman, a little chubby, “Is there an adult toy store near here?” I knew there was somewhere because of what Dani had told me from our first trip to Tampa.

April looked over at me like I’d just dropped in from a far distant planet. Maybe I was making a huge mistake… but I thought not… or maybe it was just my alcohol/brownie-induced brain that led me to think that, but in any case… I was already regretting what I’d just set in motion.

“There is a couple miles out of our way,” she answered, interrupting my self-doubts, looking back through the mirror.

“Go there,” I blurted out before I had a chance to change my mind. What the fuckin’ hell am I doing? Went through my mind about as quickly but there wasn’t any turning back now. I had no idea how I could back up that last half-minute and start over, maybe something simple like unbuttoning that button in April’s dress. Yeah, right there in the Uber car, that would have been more sensible than what I was doing. God, my heart was pounding!

Ten-fifteen minutes later, I wasn’t paying attention to the time, Belinda, our driver, pulled into a parking space in front of ‘Erotic Playthings’. Was this the same store Alan took Dani to, half-naked? I wondered. God, I came close to telling her to never mind, but what kind of idiot would I look like then? April’s expression hadn’t changed, like she thought I’d gone completely off the deep end. I was afraid maybe I had, should have thought this through just a few seconds longer before blurting it out.

Too friggin’ late now, I just hoped to hell I hadn’t ruined what was going to be a wonderful night. I gave April a quick kiss on the lips, “Wait here, be right back,” I told her, hoping she wouldn’t just tell Belinda to take her home while I was inside.

I hurried, finding what I wanted, hoping to get back outside before they left me, then couldn’t resist a couple other things I saw, and asked the sales girl (do they all dress like that in these stores? Remembering the time Dani and I were in that store in Kennewick) if they had a box to wrap them in that wouldn’t give away what they were. Then wrote a note for Belinda giving her April’s address and apartment number, taping both the note and a hundred-dollar bill to the box.

I was relieved, the car was still outside, April was still in it. I put the box in the front seat, and Belinda read the note, smiling. Encouraging!

April was still in a bit of a strange mood when I climbed in the back seat with her, “What did you do?” she asked.

“Find out later,” I told her, rubbing her leg right above her stocking, doing my best to look like I wanted to rub higher where she kept telling me ‘later’. You know, subtly telling her that what’s good for the goose is good for the gander.

“You have any idea about how long to get to Alan’s from here?” I asked Belinda.

“Fifteen, twenty minutes, something like that,” she answered.

I texted Alan, telling him we’d be there in fifteen minutes.

April snuggled up to me, “What’s in the box?” she whispered to me. Apparently, her curiosity was as bad as mine.

I chuckled, “What’s under your dress?” I whispered back.

All she’d say was, “You’ll like it.”

“I hope you’ll like what’s in the box, too,” I told her, smiling to myself, thinking that maybe the toy store hadn’t been such a bad idea, after all, was kinda glad I did it. I liked being impulsive, it was fun. I just hoped April would think so, too.

A short while later, Belinda pulled in front of Alan’s house. I didn’t know how the Uber thing worked, so asked Belinda what the bill was. She told me it’d already been taken care of, the restaurant had my credit card information. I handed her a twenty, though, for a tip. “You’ll deliver that box?” I asked her.

She laughed, “Can I peek first?”

I chuckled, who’d have guessed. “Be my guest,” I told her. Maybe it’ll encourage her to give her husband a little treat later, too.

Inside, there was no Dani. “She’s up getting dressed,” Alan told us, “another little surprise,” he chuckled. I wondered what he meant by that.

April and I sat down, eyeing the plate of brownies on his coffee table. “Help yourself,” Alan told us. There were several fewer than when I’d left earlier.

I picked up the plate, offering it to April. She took one, and I did also, setting the rest of them back for later. I’ll have to admit my little excursion into the adult store hadn’t done a thing to relieve my ‘problem’. That sales girl reminded me so much of Rebekka in Castle, her six-inch skirt. Speaking of Rebekka, Dani still has some unfinished business with her, maybe when we get back home, she’ll finish that date.

“Where’s your laptop?” Alan asked, interrupting my thoughts, “need to put something on it.”

I went upstairs to my room, got it, returned downstairs, opened it, and handed it to Alan, no idea what he was doing. It dawned on me when he hooked his phone to it, Thursday night ― with Tevin, downloading that video.

He was still working on it when Dani came downstairs, “Alan… I can’t wear this!” Dani, sounding almost frantic. I looked, saw why. It looked like a knitted dress, all different hues of red, well above her knees, but, and it’s a big ‘but’; my mom knitted a blanket, fine until you stretch it just a little, then the knitting pulls apart, leaving gaping holes. That’s what this was, at least two sizes too small, not hiding a damned thing.

She had on a red thong, you could see it between her legs clearly, and nothing under it over her tits. Dani’s worn some pretty, umm, revealing clothes on this trip, but at least SOMETHING was covering her boobs, even if it had been transparent. And of course, with those, she’d had those painted-on eyes, blinded so she couldn’t see just how revealing they were. But this was just plain showing bare skin, naked nipples. And she could see just how damned exposed she was.

“Babygirl, you look exactly like I pictured you in that dress, I had it made especially for you… you look… incredible!”

Dani looked down at herself, looking like she was nearly ready to cry, “But… Alan… I’m practically naked under it, isn’t there at least a bra to go with it?” If I wasn’t mistaken, she was actually considering wearing it? At home, she wouldn’t have even worn that in the house ― with the drapes closed, just the two of us. I glanced at April, she looked incredulous.

“A bra? No, there wasn’t one matching that shade. Besides, that would ruin it.” Dani was whimpering, I think surrendering to her fate. I liked it! No damn wonder Alan was insistent on us coming back. Now, the million-dollar question ― where were we going?


Chapter 28

She was wearing red heels, probably four inches, they made her bare legs look incredible. Dani’s blush was a deep red stepping outside that night, almost matching the shade of her rose petal peach lipstick. She had her arms crossed over her chest, trying to cover up at least a little. But, that thong and her butt, you could see the thin strap, the red triangle between her legs and everything else… just, oh my!

Dani climbed in the front passenger seat beside Alan. April and I slid in the back, her in the center. I’d left our truck at Alan’s restaurant because of having a couple drinks earlier. I couldn’t believe this was happening, Dani going out in a dress that… hell, a couple months ago, she wouldn’t have been caught dead in it outside the house. It just screamed sex! Me, with this hot, sex-siren beside me… fully planning to take her to bed very shortly… and more, thinking about what I’d bought earlier.

April nibbled on my neck and ear, occasionally letting me feel that tongue tickling me, especially the tender part of my ear, that I’d never realized was such an erogenous zone. Of course, in my present state, pretty much everything was an erogenous zone, especially with April’s mouth on it. God, I wanted to let my fingers crawl up her leg. It was a conundrum that the two things I wanted worst; to let my fingers crawl up to April’s panties, and that button holding her dress together seemed to be her only ‘NO’.

I wasn’t paying any attention to our surroundings, being somewhat occupied with much more interesting things (use your imagination), until Alan’s truck pulled into a parking lot of what seemed for all the world like a big industrial building. What the hell?

“We’re there, Babygirl, you ready?”

My question was where the hell was ‘there’? Dani was in her seat, arms again crossed over her nearly naked breasts. “What… what is this?” Dani managed to stammer out.

“It’s a club I’ve been to a few times. Only way to get in is to be a member or the guest of a member, I joined a month ago, hoping to get a chance to bring you.”

I looked around, it seemed to be in an industrial area, but despite appearances, it seemed pretty obvious that this was not an industrial building. At least, not anymore. Question was, what was it? There was no sign, nothing to indicate that it was anything but industrial.

After considerably more coaxing from Alan, Dani finally got out of the truck. April and I followed along behind, walking into the building. Watching Dani in that ‘dress’ was an experience in itself. I wondered if she had any clue what it looked like from behind.

Inside, Alan showed an attendant what I presumed was his membership card and gave him a credit card. All of us, Alan included, had to sign a register. It made me wonder because on the back wall were big signs stating, ‘NO VIDEO’, ‘NO PHOTOS’, ‘NO RECORDING’. On the bottom of each was smaller print stating that violators would be removed, permanently banned and devices forfeited. When it was my turn to sign, I saw that at the top of the register were the same stipulations. Seemed like they were serious about it.

Another couple was in front of us. I noticed that when they opened the door, it was a double-door arrangement so that the first door closed before the second opened. There was no indication of what was inside before that second door opened, quite the security arrangement. I was still wondering what the hell it was. You couldn’t even hear anything.

Before that first door opened, Dani tried one more time, “Alan… please…,” still trying in vain to cover herself.

“Babe, you’re going to love it, we’ll get you a drink, it’ll help you relax,” he told her, giving her a squeeze, then taking her hand. The thought went through my mind that Tom, her co-worker at school, the one she’s been flirting with in the teacher’s lounge so much, would love to see her like this.

We waited, the attendant pushed a button and the first door opened; we all went through, the door closed, and the second door opened.

The atmosphere changed a thousand percent, all of a sudden, music booming, what seemed like hundreds of people sitting at tables in a huge, open room, an upper-level mezzanine, a long ornate wooden bar ― and a large stage with stripper poles on each side, each with a girl gyrating, another in the center, all in different stages of semi-nakedness. The place was a freakin’ strip club! I felt like an idiot for not figuring that out long before. What else could it have been?

Neither Dani nor I had ever been inside one, at least I assumed Dani hadn’t. But with what I’d learned over the last months about the teenage Dani… maybe? It wasn’t anything like I’d have imagined. I would have pictured some kind of sleazy joint smelling like smoke, probably pot, too, drunks falling or screaming at the girls, and this wasn’t that at all.

But it was FULL of people; as we looked around, young, old, men, women, what seemed like hundreds. There were what I presumed were waitresses dressed a lot like I’d seen pictures of Playboy’s skimpy bunny costumes. But everything was orderly, if not loud. There were pool tables, foosball, and other game tables set around in several locations, even a good-sized dance area where people were dancing, some of the women topless! No wonder Alan was convinced that Dani in her dress would fit right in.

One of the bunny girls led us to an empty table, I was surprised there even was one, right in front of the center of the stage. Then I realized, this was Alan Ryder, Tampa Bay football hero. The ‘reserved’ sign on the table was a slight hint, too.

Dani was getting nearly as many, maybe even more, stares than the girls dancing, from men and women. I couldn’t blame them. For one thing, she was with Alan Ryder, for another she was gorgeous, another, she was sexy as fuck, still trying to cover her nearly naked tits, not even trying to cover her midsection! Speaking of fuck, that’s exactly what those guys and girls wanted to do to her. Not that April was any slouch, either, not by any means, but she wasn’t dressed like Dani was. She was just… gorgeous!

Dani and Alan sat on one side, April and me on the other. I was mesmerized by the place, obviously, Dani and April were as well, although maybe not as much as a guy would be, this guy, anyway. The girl in the center of the stage seemed special in comparison to the other two, she was more than beautiful, gyrating like she was flirting, looking out into the audience, seeming to enjoy what she was doing. The other girls, I don’t know, seemed almost bored.

The bunny who’d led us to our table asked what we’d like to drink. Dani asked for a Manhattan, reminding me of that night with Jenny, it’s what Dani had ordered that night, one of those little details embedded in my brain… along with what Jenny had done that night. April ordered another strawberry daiquiri.  me a Singapore Sling, the one thing I had some idea what it was. I figured, just one, I didn’t want to be drunk, spoil the ‘after’, which I was still damned well looking forward to with April. But just one would jumpstart the effects of Alan’s brownies, not that I needed it. This place, in itself, was a pretty damned effective aphrodisiac. I have no clue what Alan ordered, something I’d never heard of before. He was apparently a little more fluent in alcoholic drinks than I was.

Just moments later, our bunny brought our drinks, and Alan inserted his card in her little electronic device.

April scooted her chair a little closer and squeezed my hand; God, her perfume! “She’s pretty, isn’t she?” April asked, motioning to the girl on the stage right in front of us, “you want to fuck her, don’t you?”

She’d just taken off her bra, was squeezing her breasts together, tweaking her nipples, only feet from us, I was watching intently, then looked over at April, “I want to fuck you,” I told her, “so bad!” To be honest, looking at Dani across the table, she’d finally uncrossed her arms from in front of her, nearly driving me insane with lust. And April was the recipient, not the girl on the stage. Then I remembered what Alan had mentioned the first time April was up with Dani, ‘she’s bi.’ “But you want to fuck her, don’t you?”

She was watching the girl slowly pushing her panties down, her last piece of clothing. She was a blonde, big tits, sexy as fuck! “Yes,” April finally admitted, “I do… but I want you inside me worse… want to know what’s inside that box.”

She made me squirm on my seat. The ‘center stage’ girl left and another took her place, this time a pretty redhead, ‘girl-next-door’ type, the look of a girl you’d never expect to be a stripper. “You want to dance?” I asked April. I couldn’t sit there any longer, had to get up and move. Between Dani, what April had just said, and now the pretty redhead, I was beyond my endurance.

Of course, it hadn’t helped that Alan had his arm around Dani, squeezing her close, and was rolling her nipple in his finger… and she was reacting with little moans!

April and I got up to walk over to the dance floor. We took each other in our arms, squeezed tightly together, her hands around my neck, cheek pressed against mine, and shuffled around the floor. “You know,” I started to tell her, “if you let me undo that button, you’d fit right in.” Her dress would fall to the floor.

She kissed me, then pulled her lips a millimeter or so away and answered, “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

“Mmhmm,” I responded.

She turned, facing away, and backed up tight against my raging hardon, grinding against me. I cupped her breasts over her silk dress, squeezing her nipples. Her body was pressed back tight against mine, head in the crook of my neck, cooing from my nipple play, oblivious to the people around us. God, I wanted to reach down, pull her hem up, up, up, cup her mound with a hand. That abnormal hardness from earlier had returned with a vengeance. I don’t think I could even blame it on Alan’s brownies.

“I want to fuck you, April!” I whispered in her ear.

“Mmm,” she cooed, “I want you to. I want to feel you come inside me… what’s in the box, Robert?”

I started to blurt it out but caught myself, “You’ll like it,” I told her. I was past using the word ‘hope’ you’ll like it. I knew she would.

She pulled away, took my hand and we returned to our seats in front of the stage. Another girl was on. We sat and watched her undressing herself, one of the other girls in what I’d consider a librarian costume was gyrating on a pole, holding herself upside down so that her skirt would fall the opposite direction exposing her bikini panties. She was good, very good. I had no idea how she did what she was doing, climbing up the pole upside down

I slowly drank my drink, April was getting a little more forward all the time, her hand over my hard dick. Dani had turned her chair sideways so she could see the stage better, and my side view of her was, I can’t even say. God, my wife was so sexy!

Another woman came on center stage. This was a woman, not a girl, older, she was good; posing, seducing, teasing. Hell, she was seducing the entire room, her eyes scanning, going from face to face… until they seemed to settle on Dani, right in front of her. She was a Mercedes in a room full of Hondas.

God, I’m guessing she had a hard dick on every man in that building, probably many wet panties, too. It’s hard to explain why, she just had ‘it’, everything. Beautiful face, beautiful body, sensuous, her clothes gradually, very slowly came off. I was mesmerized. And her entire focus seemed to be on my wife.

If there was a single, perfect body on earth, it was hers. How the hell else do I say it? I could hardly breathe, watching her. April, Dani, and Alan were all just as intently watching as I was, no doubt feeling much the same thing, shivers running through my body.

When her five or ten minutes of ecstasy were over, she stood directly in front of Dani, smiling at her, then picked up her clothes, walking ― no, gliding to the back room off the stage. I couldn’t believe that we’d seen what we’d just seen. How could any woman be that fuckin’ perfect?

April broke the spell that we all seemed to be in. I hadn’t been the only one. “Don’t think there’s any point in staying any longer, is there?”

No, as far as I was concerned, I wanted to get April home to her apartment, there was no point in waiting any longer. We agreed that as soon as our drinks were finished, it was time to go.

Another girl came on stage, but after the last woman, she hardly held any of our interest. And then I saw her, the mystery ‘perfect’ woman, walking around just below the front of the stage in our direction. She was wearing a very short leather skirt and a perfectly sheer blouse, nothing under it. She may as well have been naked from the waist up. Of course, she had been only a few minutes earlier, just not only ‘from the waist up.

She walked straight to our table, “Hi, my name is Anna,” except she pronounced it ‘Onna’ in the sexiest accent I think I’ve ever heard, “may I sit down?”

I think the four of us, in unison, all told her, ‘please do.’ Perhaps, it wasn’t time to leave just yet.

“You’re very beautiful,” she told my wife, “love your dress, wherever did you get it?” That accent! Her voice matched the sexiness of her body. She reached out, “May I?” she asked, her fingers just on the verge of touching Dani.

“Yes, of course,” Dani said, “and my boyfriend had it made, especially for me,” Dani’s voice was like silk, why had I never noticed that before this moment?

Anna’s fingers barely touched Dani’s breast, I couldn’t have torn my eyes away if the roof had fallen in. “You were very afraid to wear it tonight, were you not? I can tell.”

Dani hesitated to answer, “I nearly died when I put it on,” she said.

“You are a brave woman, most would not have,” her fingers squeezing Dani’s nipple, a moan escaping Dani’s mouth.

“Would you like some privacy? We have back rooms,” Anna ‘Onna’ asked. Dani’s body was shaking, her excitement oozing from every pore.

She took Dani’s hand and tugged slightly. Dani stood, ready to follow, I think to the end of the earth if necessary. “You will join us?” Anna asked the rest of us.

She led the way, leading Dani by the hand. Alan followed, then April and me, my hands on April’s waist. I couldn’t believe this was happening.

A moment later she led us through a door into a dimly lit room, flickering lights like candlelight, except there were no candles. There were several padded chairs, they looked expensive and were formed for comfort. Anna directed Dani to sit in one and the rest of us found another, April on my lap, her arm around my neck. She felt sooo good!

“Did you enjoy my little show earlier?” Anna asked Dani. Before she could answer, Anna began to seductively move, to caress her breasts, pull her nipples, standing directly in front of Dani, looking straight into Dani’s face with an expression of pure lust.

I couldn’t resist… and this time, April didn’t stop me. My hand found its way under her dress to her breast, massaging it. I felt her body shudder and heard her moan. Her breast underneath her soft, ‘barely there’ bra felt so unbelievably good. To say that I wanted April’s dress off would be the most obviously inane statement in history.

Anna began to unbutton her blouse, then stopped, “Would you like to?” she asked Dani.

Dani’s hands reached out, her fingers shaking, God, this woman was beautiful. ‘Onna’ looked down as Dani’s tentative fingers began to unbutton her blouse, “You may touch them if you’d like,” she told Dani, “I’d like you to.” That accent!

I didn’t know whether to watch Dani’s fingers or her face, that expression of lust.  Dani’s shaking fingertips touched a breast through Anna’s thin blouse, then the other, too, squeezing her nipples, “Mmm, they like that,” Anna said, her nipples lengthening in front of our eyes. After a moment, Anna reminded her, “The buttons.”

Dani was breathing hard, the lust showing on her face, one hand returned to the immediate task at hand, removing Anna’s blouse, the other caressing one of those perfect breasts. Why was this woman not a supermodel? The name Brooklyn Decker came to my mind, remembering Sports Illustrated, over-the-top erotic.

Dani looked mesmerized as Anna’s blouse spread open, her fingers returning to Anna’s breasts, this time naked skin, “Have you ever sucked a woman’s breasts before?” she asked Dani as she shrugged her blouse off her shoulders.

Dani looked numb with her lust, nodding that she had. That night, with me, tied and blindfolded! Were there others? “Would you like?” Anna asked in that so incredibly sexy voice, brushing a nipple against Dani’s mouth.

Dani’s mouth opened, and Anna’s nipple and much of her breast disappeared inside it. April’s body ground down against me, and my fingers found their way underneath her bra, eliciting more moans.

“Ohh, it is forbidden…” Ahh, the way she said ‘forbidden’, stretching it out, with that accent, “but no one is watching…”

“Ahh, your mouth feels so good, like you’re enjoying this nearly as much as I,” Anna’s voice said, Dani’s sucking noises clearly audible.

The two of them continued, Anna’s hands on Dani’s face tugging her lips tighter onto her, her head back, eyes closed. Alan was going to be in for a treat later, there was no doubt. And I wasn’t going to be there to see it, devouring my own treat.

Anna pulled back her tit from Dani’s mouth, her nipple red and distended, both her hands going to Dani’s breasts. “I think…” Anna began, “any woman who wears such a dress must be dying to take it off…”

Dani looked around, there was a small stage, just a platform. “There? No, I… I just couldn’t,”

“No…” she motioned toward the other room, “there, the center stage…”

Dani’s face turned white, her body began to shiver.

“I was frightened my first time, too,” she said, “now… my husband, he is out there, somewhere.  We are both attorneys, come here once every month… He fucks me so hard after… and I cannot get enough. I think… know you would love it, too.”

Attorney? That body, that voice… what the hell would she be like in a courtroom?

Dani was stammering, “What if… I’m a teacher, could be fired, if someone…”

“Takes your picture? Sees you and complains? I have never seen you here before, where are you from?”

“Washington State, eastern side,” she whispered, barely audible.

Anna smiled, “Then no one you know will be here, will they?”

“But… the internet… it could…”

“You saw the signs, they take it very seriously, there will be no video or photos,” Anna explained to her. She got a smile on her beautiful face, began to put her blouse back on, “the girls here, we are not strippers, Maddie ― she is a grocery store clerk; Amber, the redhead before me ― she is a travel agent; I am a defense attorney. We do this because it excites us. You will come out with me, you will undress me, I will undress you… only when you are ready.”

My wife was trembling, her eyes on mine, I was virtually in shock. Fuck, Dani was going to do this. Strip… in front of all those people! I shrugged my shoulders, I’m not the boss of her. Besides, here, she’s Alan Ryder’s woman, not mine.

Barely audible, I heard a tiny, “Yes,” come from Dani’s mouth. The blood had drained from her face. Mine, too. Alan’s smile couldn’t have been more obvious. Dani looked scared to death. My dick couldn’t have been harder.

“Wonderful! We will have so much fun. You will see. One piece of advice, find a person, man or woman, a face you would love to have between your legs… look at that person, make love with him… or her with your eyes, let them know that you are doing this for them and them alone… it is how I found you.”

She looked at the three of us, “Now, go, find your chairs. I will prepare your woman for the most exciting minutes of her life.”

But before we parted, she whispered into April’s ear. I didn’t hear what, only saw April’s blush and her response, “No, not without my husband.”


Chapter 29

Had Anna just asked April…?

Would Dani, if I weren’t here?

My heart was pounding a hole in my chest as the three of us walked back into the main room minus my wife, my arm possessively around April, feeling that soft dress, her curves. But my mind was totally on my Daniella, wife of twenty-eight-almost-nine years. Our anniversary was in April, the 15th to be exact. I simply was not believing what was happening!

Our drinks were still on the table, exactly where we’d left them. I pulled out April’s chair like a gentleman and helped her comfortably sit, then sat and took a big drink of that Singapore Sling. I needed it. The thoughts in my brain were a jumble; Dani on that stage, right now it was a brunette, what was her profession, maybe an accountant? The fact that these were virtually all semi-amateurs doing this for the sexual gratification made their show so much more fun. No wonder Alan wanted to bring Dani, had he known what would happen? I glanced at him across the table, was that a smug look on his face?

He couldn’t have known, wouldn’t have known that Anna was here tonight, wouldn’t have known she’d pick Dani out from the crowd, he’d looked just as shocked at Anna’s revelations.

What was Anna telling Dani? How was she ‘preparing’ her? God, that voice, it was the sexiest voice I’d ever heard. Would Dani actually do it… or would she come to her senses?  Was Anna right, ‘anyone wearing that dress was dying to take it off?’ Dani had been mortified… but she’d worn it. I closed my eyes and shivered, closing my eyes and seeing Anna lifting Dani’s dress above that thong, ‘you undress me and I’ll undress you’. Would we hear Dani’s moaning?

Was Dani thinking about me back there? Or just Alan, her lover, the man she’ll be madly fucking back at his house. How had Anna put it, ‘He fucks me so hard after – I cannot get enough.’ That would be Dani with Alan, not me. And I wouldn’t be there, the first time this trip, which made me think of April, the girl next to me, I’d be fucking her… and those toys I’d bought on the spur of the moment. God, my dick was hard!

I had no idea how long we’d been sitting there, the brunette was gone, replaced by a gorgeous blonde, and I hadn’t even noticed. The blonde was just unfastening her bra, and I could see the excitement on her face. God, she had big tits, she was standing right in front of us. Is that where Dani would be standing? She hadn’t come back to the table, did that mean she was going to go through with it?

I found out a very short time later, there was an announcer, I hadn’t heard him before, his low, gravelly voice, “And now a special treat folks, the lovely Anna…” he pronounced it ‘Anna’, not ‘Onna’ like she had, “has enticed a beautiful guest, Daniella, to entertain us.” I thought these places used fake names?

My heart was in my throat, I caught myself gripping April’s hand much too tightly as I saw my Dani walking through the stage door with Anna, holding her hand. Dani was wearing her dress, her face no longer white like it had been just moments before. She had on a pair of dangly earrings, a matching set of dangles on her wrist, cheeks red with rouge, bright red lipstick, that dress still showing just as much of her as before. Except now, she was on the ‘center stage’, all the room’s attention on her. God, she looked good.

‘Onna’ was wearing a completely different outfit, a modest button-up, sleeveless blouse, and skirt nearly to her ankles, her long hair in a bun on top of her head, a perfectly modest librarian ― or attorney in a courtroom, albeit a most beautiful one. Is this what she wears in court, I wondered?

Music began, not the loud, boisterous type from earlier; but soft, romantic. I had no idea what it was but it didn’t matter. These two women, this sexy minx, and my wife stood facing each other directly in front of our table, about a foot above us. My hand was in April’s lap, pressing against her, her hand over mine. Dani with a look of pure lust on her face; slowly, ever so slowly, the two women’s lips came together in one of the most seductive kisses I’d ever seen, lips softly molding together, opening. I couldn’t see it but imagined what Dani’s tongue, or Anna’s, must be doing. ‘Onna’ obviously knew how to kiss to match every other aspect of her eroticism.

Dani’s shaking hands began to unbutton Anna’s blouse; one, then two, then three, sliding it off her shoulders as she went, that kiss deepening into something else completely. If this had been ‘choreographed’, I thought the preparation had been forgotten and instinct taken over.

And a moment later, Dani backed away and slid Anna’s blouse off her body. She had on no bra underneath. Dani simply stared at the woman before her, perfect tits, upturned nipples, reaching out to touch them, licking her bottom lip like she wanted a nipple in her mouth, but remembering that ‘it is forbidden’.

April was pressing my hand into her pussy. She leaned toward me, tickling my ear with her tongue, and whispered to me, “I am bringing my husband here.” Did she mean what I thought she did?

Dani had reached up, pulled a pin from Anna’s hair, letting that beautiful bronze-colored hair fall to her perfect, naked back. She ran her fingernails over Anna’s tight tummy, slowly circling her breasts, not touching her nipples. Anna’s body was shivering, obviously enjoying this as much as Dani. Dani’s fingers slowly lowered back down, to the button and zipper on the side of Anna’s skirt.

They kissed again as Dani slowly lowered the zipper. Anna wiggled her butt a little and the skirt slid down, revealing she was naked underneath. The thought again went through my head, is this what she wears in the courtroom, known only to her? Did they know that one night a month, she becomes a femme fatale?

Anna’s perfectly feminine, feline-type body was once again completely naked.

Anna’s eyes were on us, whispering in Dani’s ear, loud enough to hear, “Your turn.”

She stepped behind Dani, turning her so she was looking out into the room, “Don’t forget, find someone, someone you’d love to… you know what.”

Dani looked around the room, finally settling in one place, giving a smile. I looked in the direction she was looking. There was a man sitting alone at a table, maybe thirtyish, but I’m a lousy judge of age. Good looking, dark, wavy hair, dark-skinned, like he spends a lot of time in the sun, flowery, like a Hawaiian shirt. He was smiling at her, like he knew. I was certain he was the one she was looking at.

Anna was nuzzling Dani’s neck, toying, teasing with her hemline, running her hands up and down Dani’s legs, occasionally cupping a breast.

“Tell me when you are ready. I will not do it until…” she said, her hands sliding up and down Dani’s legs right at the bottom of her dress.

Dani’s eyes were clamped tightly closed, “Yes… no…” she opened her eyes, finding her man about ten feet back, off to her left. I looked at him, he knew, staring at her intently like she was conveying what she was thinking, “Yes, now,” she softly said.

Anna's fingers begin pushing up Dani’s legs, this time catching the hem of her dress and lifting, “You can tell me to stop any time,” she whispered.

Dani’s face was glowing with her sexual excitement, staring intently at her man, not saying a word, Anna lifting the hem of her dress, her red thong coming into full view, then her flat tummy. Dani stared at him, breathing deeply, her hips slowly undulating. Anna lifted it higher, to the bottom swell of her breasts, to her her areolae. My heart was pounding, my Daniella was being stripped naked, the star in a room full of a couple-hundred very red-blooded men and women… and one that was getting a very special, personal show. Yes, she was pretending to be Alan’s woman, but we both knew she was my wife, and now, my wife was being stripped bare.

Anna paused before exposing Dani’s nipples, “You okay?” she asked. Dani nodded, raising her arm, hips still swaying back and forth, forward and back… and a moment later, she was standing on the stage, spotlight on her, wearing nothing except a tiny, red thong, nipples so swollen, and hard, so fuckin’ turned on! What must the man she’s been lusting after be thinking? I tore my eyes away from my wife for just a moment, to him, to that smile, almost a smirk on his face, like he knew this show was for him… that she would be his for the asking.

Anna moved to the front of Dani, off to the side just a little, leaned over, and took one of Dani’s naked nipples in her mouth. Dani gasped, apparently, having no idea she was going to do that. The room erupted in a roar, I nearly passed out from the blood rushing from my head. Alan and April acted just as shocked.

Dani gripped Anna’s head, ground her hips and moaned, “I thought… thought… was forbidden…” Dani’s nipples were so sensitive, a direct connection to her pussy.

Anna pulled her mouth away, stretching out Dani’s already swollen nipple in the process, looked up at her, “It is… but nobody is watching…” then sucked her other breast into her mouth. Dani moaned, grinding her beautiful, red fingernails through Anna’s hair, only a couple hundred ‘nobodies’ watching.

Anna’s hand went down to the front of Dani’s thong, pressing, rubbing. Her mouth seemed to suck harder, “Your panties are so wet.” Anna said, pulling her mouth away from Dani’s tit. Dani moaned, I was wishing she had a microphone so everyone could hear as well as we could in the front.

Anna’s thumbs hooked on the little strap of Dani’s thong, “You ready to finish?” she asked.

That thong was all that stood between my wife and complete nudity. Well, that and her heels, but I didn’t think those counted for much. Dani didn’t answer so Anna removed her thumbs from under the straps and continued to rub with one hand and began squeezing a nipple with the other, Dani’s chest heaving. She squeezed her eyes closed and let out a little whimper. Finally, after what had seemed several minutes, there was a little, “Uhuh.”

“What,” Anna asked, “was that a yes?”

“Y―yes,” Dani mumbled, her eyes clamped shut.

“Don’t forget to look at your man… think what it would feel like for him to suck the fluids from your pussy, wrap his lips around your clit,” Anna said in that seductive, sexily accented voice. Dani opened her eyes, found the guy in the flowery shirt, and licked her lips, moving her feet slightly apart.

She hooked her thumbs over the thin elastic strap one more time and began to push down. I caught myself holding my breath as Anna began pushing away the last vestiges of my wife’s modesty. She stopped after only an inch or so, removing her hands, and whispering once again to Dani, “You do it… for your man.” The music had long since stopped, and the room was quiet, barely a sound except Anna whispering to Dani. I wondered if the guy Dani was staring at was able to hear what Anna was saying to her.

Dani hesitated, unsure what to do, and Anna took her hands, placing them where hers had been only a moment earlier, and gave a slight push, then pulled away, letting Dani complete the sexy job. She looked numb with lust as she stared at the man alone at the table, pushing her panties to the floor and stepping away from then, completely naked on stage.

God! What would Tom, her coworker she’s been flashing in the break room, think if he saw her now? What the hell do I think now?

Once again, Anna whispered to Dani, “Spread your legs apart, let him see his prize.” Dani did as asked, spreading her legs probably eighteen inches apart, never wavering her eyes from the man of her lust, her red, swollen pussy in full view.

Anna looked down Dani’s body, “Ohhh, yes,” she said, “I want you myself, to taste you.” Dani turned and the two women kissed, a long, lingering kiss.

It hit me, watching Dani, stark naked, kissing the beautiful Anna, also naked, in front of hundreds of people, something that I’d been thinking about for the past week. I hadn’t mentioned it because it was just a thought trying to form itself. Seeing Dani with Alan all week, then last night with Tevin, it was almost like she had a split personality; the school teacher, mom Dani, and the ‘sex’ Dani. But this is the real Daniella, the one I’m watching on that stage, the one that was with the eighteen-year-old Alan Ryder. She’s been repressed deep inside for all those years and finally emerged with just a little coaxing and circumstance, poking her head out gradually, little by little over the last months, sharing a life with the Daniella I’ve been married to for twenty-eight years.

And I was pretty damned sure that this Daniella, the real Daniella, was not hiding away anytime soon again. She was here to stay this time. I liked this Daniella! I just hoped I’d be able to keep her, but I was certain as I was sitting here watching her that she wasn’t going to be satisfied with the life we’d been leading.

If I’m not making a lot of sense here, there’s a reason for that. I’d just watched my wife do a striptease in a stripper joint, not exactly an everyday occurrence. My thoughts were a bit jumbled, kind of like shredded dollar bills and trying to put them back together again.

This ‘new’ Daniella Shore and Anna last name unknown, broke away from each other, picked up their clothes, and walked together backstage, holding hands. Those naked butts!

April looked at me, looking shaken, and said, “That was… just… holy shit!”

Yeah, ‘holy shit’! I couldn’t have thought of any more precise description of what had just happened.

“I am going to fuck you so hard when we get home!” She wasn’t doing a thing to alleviate the throbbing in my cock. “I am going to… when Brandon gets home… we’re coming here!” April said.

It was just a few moments later when Dani reappeared, walking toward us. The big change was that she didn’t have on the thong. We could see her naked pussy through the knit material. She sat back down beside Alan, saying in a more than a little shaky voice, “You have to get me out of here… so fucking horny! She said she’s going to be out in just a minute, to wait… but don’t know if I can.” And she leaned over, devouring Alan’s lips, gripping his dick through his pants, “I need this inside me… so bad!”

About then, Anna was approaching, except she stopped to whisper to the Hawaiian shirt guy… and handed him what looked to be Dani’s thong. They both looked our way, talked a few more seconds, then Anna walked our way. She had on the leather skirt and transparent blouse from earlier.

“Come with me,” she told Dani, extending her hands. Dani stood, following, led by the hand back to where he was seated, Anna spoke for a few seconds and he stood, following the two of them to one of the private rooms, out of our sight.

What the fuck? I hadn’t realized, but I’d apparently said it out loud. Alan answered, “It appears that our girl may not be through entertaining for the evening.”

I sat, stunned. And so fucking turned on! The past minutes went roiling through my mind, Anna lifting Dani’s dress off her, Dani pushing her panties off and standing completely naked, then what happened just seconds ago, Dani going to the back room with the guy she’d been ogling while getting naked. Those images would be ingrained in my mind for my lifetime, along with so many others. After the ‘Unfaithful’ movie Wednesday, Tevin, was he just last night? And so many others from the past week ― and even before.

I finally asked Alan, “Was any of that set up? Did you know?”

He shook his head, “I didn’t know any of it was going to happen. I’ve never seen Anna before tonight.”

I nodded, I believed him. We sat in silence, I took a long sip of my drink, what were they doing back there? There was another girl on the stage, but I’d lost interest, just wanting to get out of there, get April home… get Dani home!

Dani suddenly was back, walking toward us unsteadily, face flushed, nipples poking out through her dress, red and distended. “Go… now!” she demanded, pulling Alan’s hand behind her. I got up, pulled April’s chair, and helped her up, following out to Alan’s truck. Dani was breathing hard, walking fast, a woman on a mission.

She leaned against the hood of the truck, arms outstretched behind her, supporting herself on her elbows, feet a couple feet apart, “Fuck me, Alan… now!”

He acted surprised, looking around, “Babygirl… people…”

“Don’t… fucking… care! NOW!” she practically screamed, trembling. This, my wife?

Alan looked around the parking lot one more time, I followed his head movements, didn’t see anyone. April and I were standing to the side of Dani, my arm around her, crushing a tit in my fingers, her pressing her body back against me. I felt…

Alan dropped his slacks, right behind Dani… “Ahhh!” she screamed, body convulsing. He was inside her! Her dress pushed up out of the way, his thrusts so fuckin’ hard, each one lifting her up on her toes, each one eliciting a new scream, her head thrown forward and back.

I felt the impending crisis in my slacks, gave one last very quick squeeze to April’s nipple, and jammed my hand into my pants, squeezing hard, painfully, pinching the tip, nearly buckling myself over with the pain. I’d have given almost anything to have that cage on at that moment, last fuckin’ thing I wanted was to come right there in the parking lot.

“Oh God, Oh God, Oh God!” Dani was repeating, Alan thrusting his cock in and out of her, over and over again, her screams intensifying, oblivious to the fact that anyone in the parking lot, and probably further, was hearing her.

“Babygirl… you’re… your cunt… so fucking hot!” Alan was gritting his teeth, grimacing, “damn, damn, damn!”

Dani’s body was sprawled across the hood of the truck, legs spread apart, dress up past her waist, “Aaah, aaah… going to…“ pushing her head up, screaming, her body convulsing, jerking, Alan’s thrusts becoming short, hard, so fucking hard, a roar coming from his mouth befitting the size of man he was.

If Alan hadn’t been holding Dani up with his dick inside her, I’m sure she’d have fallen. I’d managed to prevent my impending orgasm, but fuck… that had been fucking hot! I looked around again now that it was over and saw that there were two couples half a dozen cars over standing beside a car, probably theirs, staring our way. I had no idea how long they might have been there but for damned sure long enough.

Alan had to help Dani around the truck and inside. Some time after we left, Dani could at last speak, “He sucked my tits while Anna fingered me… and she has very long, talented fingers. She told me I couldn’t come, ‘it was forbidden’, she said,” giving a little laugh. “Like, what was going to happen if I did? But I wasn’t thinking very good, was just sooo horny… oh God, I’m still so turned on… you need to get us home!” she added.

And I was, too, damn, what had just happened, the whole thing with Anna, was just unfreakinbelievable! That fuck on the front of Alan’s truck, just as much.

Alan drove, one hand across the center console on Dani’s thigh, “Babygirl, you were fantastic, don’t think I’ve ever been quite so turned on.”

Yeah, me too, I wanted to say, that scene of Dani pushing her panties down replaying in my head. God, that thought was making me even harder. At least I’d managed to avoid an embarrassing situation out by the truck, but damn…!

I hadn’t even realized we were close, but Alan pulled up in front of April’s. The time had come, and I was, once again, scared to death, nervous as hell. April was so bouncy when she got out of the truck, walking backward, both hands in mine, tugging me along to her front door. And there, just outside the door, was a package. Hell, in the excitement, I’d completely forgotten. But now, just the thought made my heart catch in my throat.


Chapter 30

The time had come, and I was, once again, scared to death, nervous as hell. April was so bouncy when she got out of the truck, walking backward, both hands in mine, tugging me along to her front door, laughing, telling me how horny she was. And there, just outside the door, was a package. Hell, in the excitement, I’d completely forgotten. But now, just the thought made my heart catch in my throat.

Especially when Alan drove off with my horny wife. That fear from the morning had returned in full glory. But I trusted Dani, I had to. Even after everything, she was sincere this morning, she’d have dumped everything if I’d said the word. I think.

“Do you want me naked… or wearing this?” the minx asked me, holding up a pink, barely-there teddy.

We’d gone inside, the box had been there, just outside her door, opened and flaps tucked closed again by our friendly and probably very horny Uber driver. I smiled, imagining that her husband had probably been a very lucky man earlier this evening. Wonder if she’d stopped at the store on her way home.

April had asked me to wait for a few minutes while she went into her bedroom. Now, here she was, standing in front of me in her living room, asking, ‘naked or sexy teddy?’ holding that sheer little thing in front of her. How the hell do I answer that, trying to be cool, which I definitely am not.

“How about if you model so I can decide?” I finally decided would be the solution, not a half-bad solution, either.

“Mmm, might be fun,” she said, then glancing toward the box, “What…”

I laughed, interrupting what I knew she was about to ask, “Later,” I told her, “after we make this major decision.”

“You know how turned on your wife made me?” she asked, then without waiting for an answer, “You know I’m bi, right?”

I nodded, Alan had mentioned that the first time she was there, the night she pasted the eye patches over Dani’s eyes.

“I wanted to eat her pussy, would have if she’d given me a chance… almost as much as I intend to suck you…”

And a second later, this beautiful, young minx was on her knees, unzipping my slacks.

I exploded in April’s mouth almost the instant her lips touched the head of my cock, my body wracked with spasms, letting out not-so-quiet moans as her lips engulfed me, sucking the little swimmers out of me and down her throat. Unlike the night before, Dani struggling to swallow Tevin’s cock, mine was lodged down April’s throat in a matter of seconds.

My eyes were clamped tight, teeth clenched as spasm after spasm of cum erupted from my dick, feeling her throat contracting with every swallow. The evening had just been too much, that vision of my wife being undressed on that stage, pushing her panties down and spreading her legs so that all could see her wet, engorged pussy lips; watching her afterward bent over the front of Alan’s truck, screaming.

And then it was over, my breath coming in gasps, feeling April’s exquisite tongue on the underside of my cock, her warm lips sliding back and forth, then sliding off, my erection still stone-hard, hardly let up in the least.

“You ready for that fashion show now?” April asked me after her tongue had finished licking the cum off her lips.

I let out a little groan; God, was I ready! I couldn’t believe that my dick hadn’t even begun to soften after that little excursion. All fuckin’ night it had been so friggin’ hard and still was. Those brownies, had to be the brownies, not that the sexy vixen who’d just stood in front of me would have anything to do with it.

That button, one solitary button was all that stood between her… and… shit, I was hard! And fucking horny! My heart was pounding when April looked down at that button, and her fingers were on it, pushing it through the little hole. My eyes were wide, heart beating a hole in my chest, dick getting even harder if that was possible.

April did a little seductive dance holding her dress, letting it open just enough so that I could plainly see she didn’t have anything on underneath it – top or bottom. God, all night! That little short dress, she’d been teasing me all night about what was under it. Now I knew – zip, nada, nothing!

She just wasn’t opening it enough, still teasing with it; licking her lips, that smile and twinkle in her eyes, opening it just almost enough, then closing it again, like two feet in front of me. You’d have thought that short blowjob would have dampened my appetite a little… not! Just the opposite, I was so turned on.

She turned away, looked back toward me, still holding her dress, “Follow,” was all she said, picking up the teddy before walking down the hall to her bedroom. I scrambled to my feet, stumbling over my slacks that were down to my ankles, pulling them and my shorts up with one hand. At the last minute, I remembered the box, grabbing it with the other, and followed like a nice little puppy, my tongue dangling out just like that puppy would have been, waiting for its treat.

Right as she stepped through her door, her dress shimmied dress off her shoulders, falling to the floor exposing that exquisite, naked backside and those twenty-something curves.

Unfortunately, for me, anyway, she kicked the door closed behind her, giving me about a two-second preview of coming attractions. Leastways, I sure as hell hoped so, hoping this wasn’t all an elaborate joke on poor me and I was on my own the rest of the night with VERY blue balls! Terri Clark’s song, ‘Poor, Poor, Pitiful Me’ crossed my mind. God, I hoped not!

Yeah, that thought went through my head for the next couple minutes or so that seemed more like an hour standing out in the hallway, my dick getting harder by the second, it seemed.

“You can come in now,” I heard from the other side of the door, a soft, seductive voice.

This was new territory for me. Yeah, there was that night with Jenny, but this was different. For one thing, a pretty big ‘one’ thing, Dani wasn’t there. Total privacy. Not sure why that mattered so much, but it did. Wonder if it did to her that night, too?

My hand was trembling when I turned the doorknob. I couldn’t believe that this was actually happening. If you’d have told me a week ago, I’d have laughed in your face; me, damn near fifty and a gorgeous mid-twenties girl? Yeah, right! Any girl, for that matter. Other than Dani, that is.

I pushed open the door. There, sitting on the edge of the bed, was a sight I’d never imagined, even in my most erotic dreams. April, the contrast of her long, black hair tumbling down the front of her shoulders, fingers twirling it over her breast, seductive smile on her face, wearing a pinkish-white, lace babydoll, nothing else.

I stopped, staring, my mouth agape in what must have been a comical expression. April wasn’t laughing, though, she sat there, licking her lips, looking… how the hell do I describe her? Fuck, just fuck! It was sheer, thin straps holding up the barely-there, lacy cups over her breasts, a panty strap high on her waist connected to a tiny triangle not even trying to be hidden by the lacy covering. If my heart hadn’t been pounding before…!

Her breasts! I’d forgotten what a twenty-something’s tits could look like, not big, but on her thin frame and that tight lace just under them, just… her nipples barely veiled. I’m sure I must have drooled.

“It’s what I wore on our wedding night… hoped you’d like it, too,” she said, “or…” pushing a strap off her shoulder, “nothing at all…” pushing the other strap.

“No…” I finally managed to stammer out, “that… “ My sexual excitement level was turned up to ultra. Pretty sure those brownies from earlier in the evening had a little something to do with it, but everything else that evening, too. I felt… don’t even know how the hell to describe how I felt.

She smiled, pulling the straps back in place, then gave me the ‘come hither’ with her pinky. I felt like I was in a trance, dropping the box I was holding on the floor and took those steps toward… what exactly?

She took my hand, pulling me down beside her, “What you and Dani are doing has had me so excited all week,” she said, “my husband, too… Did you know his name’s Dan? His long-time friends call him Danny. Quite a coincidence, huh?”

I couldn’t speak, no idea what kind of noises might have come out, but, yeah, hell of a coincidence.

Her lips found mine. There have been a couple hints what kissing her would be like over the last week, but nothing had prepared me for the reality of her real kiss, those soft lips, that tongue, pressing my body against her nearly naked breasts, arms around each other, feeling that soft skin under her silky little nightie. Ohh, God, the fireworks going off in my brain! I silently thanked April for that brief release in her living room.

My hand wandered down to her butt, pulling her into my groin. We both moaned in unison. “Fuck me, Robert, I’ve been waiting for tonight all week.”

Ohh crap! My careful plans; well, since the thought crossed through my brain a few hours ago I didn’t know if I could wait to go through with it. I pushed the lace covering her nipple aside and sucked it into my mouth, tasting her hard nipple for the first time, feeling her thrust her chest out and grip the back of my neck.

I had to slow down, what I wanted… and I knew she would, too. I’m not a twenty-year-old kid, I am an adult who can control himself. At least that’s what I was thinking, trying to convince myself.  I did manage to pull away, got up, and let my pants and shorts fall to the floor. Maybe it was a good thing I’d put those back on while I was waiting in the hall, otherwise, I don’t think I’d have been able to pull away from her.

The box, luckily, Belinda, our Uber driver had cut the tape and just tucked the flaps back together after she’d opened it. I laid it on the bed, April’s eyes wide with wondering. “Close your eyes,” I told her, “don’t wanna spoil the surprise.”

She pouted, looking back at me with those sad puppy-dog eyes and a little pretend frown on her gorgeous face. The rest of her was a little distracting, too, breast still bare where I’d sucked on it just a moment earlier, nipple swollen. “Eyes. Closed,” I told her again. This was a little embarrassing with my dick pointing straight out. Guess it would have been even more disconcerting if it hadn’t been.

I waited, she finally did close them, and I waited a little longer just to make sure she wasn’t going to pop them right back open again. Just in case, I held the box so she wouldn’t be able to see inside it, opened the flaps and it was still all there. “Keep them closed,” I told April once again.

The first thing I pulled out was the black mask, nice and big so there wouldn’t be any chance of her seeing around it. “Eyes still closed,” I told April, who squeezed them shut. God, she’s gorgeous! “This isn’t quite as fancy as you had for Dani, but it’ll do,” I told her as I held it over her eyes and slipped the elastic behind her head.

“Oooh, kinky,” was all she said, then let out another groan when I took a moment away from my task to suck on her other nipple, giving it a gentle bite, then another long, lingering kiss, “See anything?” I asked her after running my tongue around her nipple and blowing on it.

Now it was April that couldn’t speak, she just shook her head back and forth, low moans coming from her mouth. God, I wanted to lay down beside her, my cock aching to press inside her. But it wasn’t time yet, there were still things to do.

Her bed was a king, she was off to one side. Thankfully, it had a Mission Style headboard with upright oak posts at the four corners, “Need you to scoot over a bit, middle of the bed,” I asked her.

After she scooted, I took out the cuffs and straps, anchoring one end of each to the top corners of the bed, trying to be quiet so that April wouldn’t have any idea what I was doing or where I was. I knew only too well the excitement of not seeing, not knowing.

After attaching the ropes to the bed, I pulled one of April’s arms out and quickly snapped the fur-lined cuff to her wrist, then the other, pulling each tight so her arms were both spread apart tightly.

“What are you…? I’ve never… “ April was complaining, pulling at the straps with her arms.

“Relax, you’ll love it,” I told her, hoping so, anyway, moving to the foot of her bed, ready to begin enjoying my captive’s charms.

I looked at her, still hardly believing that what I was about to do, my hunger from the last hours – the last week consuming me. I picked up April’s left foot, running my hands up and down her leg, enjoying her baby-soft skin, each time going just a little further up her leg. She’d quit struggling against the straps and when my fingers began stroking high on her inner thigh, let out another little moan. Then when my fingertips began gently stroking over her panty, she began squirming in a whole new way, “Ohh, Ohh, take them off… please!”

“In due time, gorgeous,” I told her, rubbing just a little harder, my finger pressing the material gently inside her slit. I remembered the night with Jenny, her ‘take it slow’ desires. I didn’t know if April was in the same camp or not, but it’s what I intended to do now that I was back in somewhat control of myself. Of course, it helped that I’d had that relief a short while earlier. April, I might add, hadn’t.

I leaned down, kissing April’s inner thigh, feeling her softness with my lips and tongue, working my way higher, wondering briefly if Alan was kissing my wife like I was April. Probably not, I deduced, they’d have already resumed where they left off over the hood of his truck.

I switched from one leg to the other, each time my lips just a little closer to April’s honeypot, remembering her taste. Had that only been five days ago? God, it seemed a lifetime ago. So much had happened.

“Panties, please,” April interrupted my thoughts with her imploring voice.

Who was I to deny the lady? My heart was pounding and my fingers trembling when I placed them underneath the thin strap of her g-string and started to pull down over her hips. I won’t deny, either, that my eyes were glued to April’s snatch when she lifted her hips off the bed so they’d slip down more easily.

I pulled down SLOWLY, exposing her, half-inch by half-inch. The way April was thrusting her hips, she was enjoying this every bit as much as I was. She was bare, totally, her smooth, inflamed pussy, red and so fucking inviting! Oh, how I wanted my cock in-between those lips, spread so enticingly apart once her panties were no longer constricting her legs. And my dick was so F U C K I N G hard!

But first… the ‘slow’ just escaped me and my mouth was on her, tongue reaching inside tasting the honey I remembered from that oh-so-brief encounter last Sunday. April moaned, pulling at her arms, hips thrusting up to my mouth, “Ohh, Ohh!” as she began to writhe under me, a wail coming from her mouth. My hands went under her butt cheeks pulling her up so my tongue and lips could reach deeper inside her, sucking, licking, “I’m… I’m going to…“ and her body began to convulse, flooding my mouth with her fluids and my ears with her scream.

“Oh fuckkk!” April groaned, once her breathing had returned to at least a semi-normal.

I couldn’t take this any longer, my dick was about to burst from the pressure. One more thing first, though. “Pull your knees up tight to your chest,” I told her, then savored the view she was giving me when she complied. I pushed them together a little more, then told her, “Hold, right there, just a minute,” reaching inside the box and pulling out the eighteen-inch diameter stainless-steel hoop.

I could hardly breathe, my hands were shaking once again when I slid the hoop over April’s bottom and back… “What…? What are you doing?”

I chuckled, “Just a little thing I found this evening, think you’ll like it.” Yeah, Dani and I sure as hell did when I put the same thing on her back home, a little gift from Alan.

Once I had it up to the back of April’s knees and over her back, holding her legs so they couldn’t move, either to straighten out, or spread her knees apart, I asked her, “Okay? It feel okay? Hurt or anything?”

She tried pushing her legs back out but I held it in place, “No… it’s okay, but… I don’t understand.”

“You will, in just a minute,” pressing the straight bar in-between her legs and tummy, latching each end onto the edges of the hoop, locking it in place so it couldn’t slide back off.

She tried pushing her legs back out, but the hoop, with that bar down the center, held them together. She could swing her lower legs up, but her knees were trapped tight against her, pressed tight to her chest in that fetal position.

“This is… weird!” she said, still trying to pull her arms free, “picture, my phone… in my purse… will you take a picture… for Danny, later.”

I wasn’t sure I could wait that long but felt obligated. My dick had been straining all night, another half-minute or so wouldn’t kill me. Well, maybe it would, but still… remembering what Dani’s pictures had done to me.

My hands were shaking but I found April’s phone where she’d said, in the front pocket of her purse, then located the camera app, held it up, and started taking pictures of April, from all angles that I could think of, kind of hoping at the same time that Dani and Alan would think to take some pictures, maybe even another video, too.

A video, yeah! I pressed the video button then closed in on April’s pussy. It was a little hard holding her phone with one hand, concentrating on it while my other hand crept up her thigh and pressed her lips apart, squeezing in-between. I was also a little torn – record my fingers in her pussy or her face as she moaned. I decided on the fingers, leaving her face to the imagination. Her sound effects were there, though, along with her writhing pussy, my fingers pressing inside her, so fucking wet! I hoped her husband would appreciate the sacrifice I was making.

I couldn’t do this any longer, stopping the camera. I found a spot on her dresser where I could prop it up, leaning against a picture of the two of them, thinking it was so appropriate. Now, she’d have a new picture she could frame for her dresser.


Chapter 31

I hurriedly took off my shirt. This was what I’d been waiting for all week, first with that cage on, then tonight, aching to make myself come. My dick was so fucking hard, that ‘whatever’ from Alan’s brownies had been doing its number on me all night. I scooted up on the bed, rubbed my fingers over April’s tight pussy. This was going to be so fucking good – for both of us!

“You ready?” I asked her, barely able to speak, hearing my voice shaking, a finger pressing back inside her.

She let out a loud groan, then a “Yes”, barely loud enough to hear, like her voice was failing her, much as mine was.

I lined myself up with April’s pussy, held tight together by the hoop around her legs. It felt like pushing in a steel rod covered with millions of overactive nerve endings. April grunted, “Slow, go slow.” So tight!

Every nerve in my body felt alive and centered on my cock, the endorphins flooding my system - an inch, then another… and another… April whimpering, “Never… Ahh…like… this… before!” her body tensing and shuddering, struggling to breathe, both of us. When Dani and I had done this, it’d been after she’d been fucking Alan with his monster dick. Not. This. Tight!

I was maybe halfway inside her, April’s body squirming, almost ready to give up, pull back out, take the entrapping hoop off her legs when I heard a very distinctive, “Push… harder.”

Dani, up on that stage, went briefly through my mind. She did that… I can do this! I wrapped my arms around April’s legs, pulled, and pushed with all my strength, gaining another inch, and then… Ohh God, it was like her pussy released me, and I slid inside her, April’s pussy lips pressed tight to my groin.

We stayed like that, throbbing together, feeling the tightness, catching our breaths, me feeling April’s wonderfulness! Her soft, feminine voice, so barely audible broke the spell, “Now… fuck me!”

I did, tentatively at first, pulling out an inch, slamming back inside her, feeling that incredible feeling of an orgasm already starting to rise. Then a longer stroke, and another, longer yet, each time April letting out a wail. I knew it would only be a few more seconds, one, then another deep thrust inside her, and it was there, not only fireworks going off in my body but the grand finale! My entire body freezing up, pumping, ejaculating spasm after spasm inside this young girl, her body jerking, shuddering, a cry from both our mouths

I have no idea how long it went on, seemingly forever, pumping my life deep into her vagina. And then… my cock barely retreating in hardness, but I was exhausted… couldn’t stay in this position. I flipped over on my back at the foot of the bed, barely able to breathe, much less communicate.

I knew I needed to get that hoop off April’s legs but couldn’t move. I struggled to get up, finally managing to get on my feet, plopping down on the bed beside her, “Want this off?” I managed to get out, still barely able to speak.

“Please,” was the only word she spoke, and that was barely audible. I unsnapped the bar, slipped it out from between her knees, and then the hoop off her legs. April stretched her legs out straight, then just lay there, still recovering. Of course, there wasn’t much else she could do, still blindfolded, arms tied to the corners of the bed.

I got up, walking around on my shaky legs. That had probably been the most intense orgasm of my lifetime. It gave me just a taste of what Dani must feel routinely with Alan. Speaking of Dani, she’d sure as hell had one incredible night – and no doubt it was continuing.

I went into the kitchen, found a glass, filled it with water and ice, then looked for a straw, finding them in a cupboard. I took it in the bedroom and holding the glass, put the straw to April’s mouth, letting her drink. “Ohh, thank you!” she said, “I needed that.”

“Thought you might,” taking a drink of it myself. It tasted so good. Then, as long as I had the ice water and ice, I poured just a little on one of April’s bare nipples, then followed that by holding an ice cube against it.

“That feels good,” she said, so I did the same with her other nipple and sucked the cold off the first. My brain saw ‘Onna’ sucking Dani’s tit on that stage, and my excitement grew all over again, even imagining watching – no, not watching, but sucking April’s breast on the stage. I switched to her other, sucking it hard into my mouth, getting a low growling noise from her.

“My arms, please, loose,” Exactly what I had been thinking. I was tired of this ‘tied-up’ crap. I wanted to feel April’s hands doing… whatever. She was still blindfolded but turned her head, ‘watching’ me as I scooted up, undoing the cuffs around her wrist, first one, then the other, all the while barely able to take my eyes away from those delectable tits and hardened nipples, just aching to have my lips wrapped around them again.

I scooted back down, this time finding April’s lips and we kissed, exploring each other with our hands, pressing naked bodies together. Kissing April, I realized something for the first time; I wanted this to be my wife, my Dani. Not that April wasn’t everything a man could ask for in a lover; passionate, sexy as fuck, fun to be with, and any number of superlatives, it was what she wasn’t. She wasn’t Daniella Shore.

I suspect that most men imagine their wives being some real or imaginary lover, I was imagining my lover to be my wife, and it spurred me on even more.

Even after one of the most intense orgasms I’d ever experienced, and after the last months, that was saying a lot, a hell of a lot. Thanks to the miracle of modern-day brownie recipes, I was still solid-stone-hard. I rolled over between April’s legs and made love with my wife, the way I intended to when we got home, with passion.

I buried myself inside April and we kissed, grinding our pelvises together, still kissing through the long, slow strokes. Her legs wrapped around my body, relaxing and pulling in sync with the strokes, both of us moaning into each other’s mouths.

The minutes went by, neither of us hurrying, but the intensity growing inside me. April, too, if her body’s reaction was any indication.

Afterward, we lay together, arms wrapped around each other, basking in the afterglow. It was the first time in what had seemed a lifetime that I felt satisfied, my dick finally succumbed to the forces of nature.

“You live so far away, how come you know Alan so good?” she asked me, her fingers gently tickling up and down my back, feeling so good.

I laughed, thinking how fucking unbelievable the answer to that question is, “You really want to know? It’s a pretty long story, kind of hard to explain, harder to believe.”

April looked up at me, those gorgeous eyes, head resting on my shoulder, her long hair splayed across the bed, “Mmhmm, I’m not ready for sleep yet, tell me.”

“Okay, I’ll tell you, long as you promise to hold your judgment till I’m finished. It’s pretty implausible… but first…” something I’ve been dying to ask her, “what do you know about this agent… Amanda…? You know she’s pretty high on Dani, told her some pretty incredible things, already has a big contract for her.”

She smiled, “Amanda Browning, she and her husband own the agency, she’s the manager. I’ve heard nothing but good about her, why I suggested her to Dani. From everything I’ve heard, she’s about the best, whatever she tells someone, they can take to the bank, she’ll make it happen.”

I digested that, what she’d already told Dani, that contract she’d already gotten through. But the future… what she’s lining up for Dani…

So I started, “It was Dani, her senior year, eighteen years old, so pretty. I’d graduated the year before. There’s a picture in one of her old albums, she’d just been named the Homecoming Queen, her escort kissing her on the cheek. He was a black kid, Alan Ryder, the star on our football team that year.”

I hesitated, thinking about something else, “Have you ever seen that old television series, ‘The Twilight Zone’?”

“The one with Rod Serling?” she asked.

I nodded, “Yeah, that one.”

“Love that show, so weird!” she said.

“Well, this was just as weird… except this was real. Dani had gone out with her best friend, Jenny, last October, the 25th, to be exact. I was home alone looking through the album again, at that picture. I knew she hadn’t been a virgin when we married and wondered if he might have been the guy… and this is the unbelievable part, but I’ll swear to my deathbed that it actually happened… I remember I was going out for a pizza… and as soon as I stepped out of the house, everything changed. My car wasn’t on the street in front of the house, it was my parents’ old Ford Fairlane that they’d let me take to college.”

April had sat up on the bed, her legs crossed, Indian fashion, looking more than a little intrigued, probably thinking this was just a story I’d made up. What else could she think, maybe that I’d been drunk?

“You’re not going to believe me, but this all happened, there was proof, I’ll get to it.”

“Oookay,” she answered, sounding pretty skeptical. I knew she’d get more skeptical before I was finished.

“I turned around to go back in the house… except it wasn’t there… then the street wasn’t there, the neighboring houses, all gone, nothing but a dirt road through the field it used to be.”

She sat quietly, just listening, “My Fitbit, said October 25th, 1987. It was the night that picture had been taken…”

I told her about driving to town, everything changed in town, the football game, watching Dani crowned queen and that kiss… and the other one, the kiss on the lips, a picture Dani had never shown me.

“You know…” she started to say.

I stopped her, “Yes, I do know, Dani and I both know, none of this could possibly have happened… except it did, and we had the proof.”

“Had?” Skeptical? No shit, Charlie Brown!

“Give me a bit, I’ll get there.” She sat, still looking eager to hear the rest, no doubt to tell me it was a fun story, at least.

“After the game, I went to the Homecoming Dance… oh, one more thing, no one could see me. It was like I wasn’t there, which I hadn’t been, never went to the dances in high school, and was in college that year. Anyway, Dani and Alan were there… until Dani told him her parents were gone hunting, they left, and I followed to Dani’s house.”

“This is,” I started to tell her, “where…”

She interrupted, “Could this all have been a dream? One of those real-life seeming dreams that you just don’t forget?”

I’d pushed myself up, leaning on the head of the bed by then, and pulled the blanket over my… you know… It was already starting to grow again, my brain anticipating what I was telling April next. “We thought about that, it’s what I thought, but like I said, there was physical proof that this all happened… and too many things I couldn’t have known.”

I went on with the story, remembering what I’d seen in Dani’s bedroom that night “Like I said, I followed to Dani’s house, just a little after… and this is where it gets kinda difficult. Later, after this was all over, back in our house, I told Dani, described what I saw. Her face turned white… said I couldn’t have known, she said I described it exactly as she remembered; her pain, the bleeding, how they did it, how many times, how many times she’d come, everything. Even… later, I remembered Alan’s birthmarks, no one else knew, he’d had them removed when he went to play college ball. Even he believed me when I told him about those.”

April’s face looked stricken when I told her about the birthmark, all she could say was, “Wow.”

Another little side effect of telling her about that night between Dani and Alan, remembering those details, even if I hadn’t given April a ‘blow-by-blow’ in the bedroom, it had a pretty significant effect on my blood flow routing. Maybe, too, April sitting there, still stark naked, knees spread apart might have had a bit of an impact, but my dick was getting hard as hell all over again. I tried to ignore it.

“When I went back outside, everything was back the way it should be, my Accord on the street in front of their house instead of the Fairlane, the town on my way home, and Dani asleep in bed, our house, all back to normal.”

“Okay, what was the proof, other than the birthmark?” she asked.

“At first, I didn’t know of any, but next morning… I had a jacket when I was a kid, wool, it’d shrunk about four sizes so I couldn’t wear it, and had a hole in it from battery acid so I’d given it away to the Salvation Army, I think. It was in the Fairlane when I first got in.  It’d been after that night when I’d accidentally washed it in hot water. It was chilly that night so I’d put it on at the football game… that jacket was hanging next to the door the next morning,”

April’s expression had changed, from disbelief to holy shit. “And her parents have a security camera, it showed me leaving the house at 12:47 in the morning on the 26th, 2019. Another thing,” I told her, “Dani, Jenny, and Alan all had a blank in their memory last October 25th, like that evening hadn’t even existed, just nothing. Alan remembered looking at his clock right after that, absolutely nothing for those hours before, all of them exactly coinciding from the time I would have left our house until I stepped out of Dani’s parents’ house at 12:47.”

I paused, letting her digest what I’d said. “You said ‘had’ proof. You still have the jacket?”

I shook my head, “We kept it in our closet, got it out several times just as a reminder that this all had actually happened. Then, end of February, after our first trip to Tampa, we went to get it out of the closet to take a picture to send to Alan, it was gone. Everything was gone, the file from the security camera Dani had copied to her computer, memories of that night were back like it had never happened… except we both knew it had.”

April looked at me, like she had no idea how to react, what to say about something that was a hundred-percent impossible, except seemed to have been so real. She finally asked, “So, how does that lead to now, here, you guys in Tampa with Alan this week?”

I started to answer, but my dick, it was making thinking difficult. On top of everything else, I suspected the after-effects of the brownies were exerting their influence… along with how April’s naked tits kept jiggling every time she moved… and the sight of the cum oozing from her pussy, that wasn’t helping, either.

I pushed the sheet off of me, letting her see, “April, you want…”

“Yes!” she interrupted, straddling my waist, then lowering her slippery self down onto my shaft.

“Ohhh,” I moaned as her pussy lips pressed against my pelvis. If anything, her inside was warmer than before.

“I believe you were about to tell me about how modern-day Alan and Dani came to be,” she said, doing a little grinding motion on my groin.

Ohh, shit! I wondered if this hardon was ever going to dissipate. God, I hoped not! At least not if this girl kept doing what she was doing. Her naked tit was right in front of my face, its nipple hard and protruding. I couldn’t resist, feeling like a baby might be feeling with its mom’s tit in front of it. No, that’s not a good analogy, not even close. Dumb! Enough to say that I really, really enjoyed sucking that nipple and boob.

“Mmm, like that,” she mumbled, thrusting her chest out, at the same time, sliding up and back down on my cock. Her hands were around my shoulders, those polished fingernails digging into my skin.

Her eyes were closed, pressing herself up and down on my cock, feeling so fucking good! “We’ve both come… more than once… want to hear the rest of this story… now.”

I wanted to, really I did, but it was hard to talk with a full mouth. And I wanted to keep it full of tit. That combination of pussy and tit was just… so fucking incredible! I let it slide out of my mouth, blew on the wet nipple, and licked the other before blowing on it, too.

“Dani kept teasing me… feeding me tidbits of what she’d done with him in high school…“ God, April wasn’t letting up with the fucking. My dick was at least seven inches, still hard as a steel rod, what the hell had Alan put in those brownies? “Every week or so, another story… Ahh, that feels so good!” Talking was a little hard with April’s pussy pressing down on me.

April’s eyes were closed, a look of concentration on her face as she fucked me, little cooing noises coming from her mouth, “What kind of stories? Tell me…”

“Ahhh! The mattress in the back of Alan’s truck… Dani was a cheerleader, so pretty, looked so innocent… told me…” I couldn’t talk, April bouncing on my dick, me humping her every time she let herself drop, feeling that heavenly feeling of pre-orgasm starting to rise inside me.

She stopped, holding herself up, the head of my cock barely inside her, “Told you…?”

I groaned, she was killing me! “…all the details, how they fucked, how much she enjoyed it, how big he was… their prom night, her sexy dress, how they made out before, taking off her bra and panties, then going to the dance… how hot they both were, finding an empty room and fucking… then afterward, in back of the truck…”

April slowly let herself down on me, agonizingly slow, it was hard to breathe.

“You better hurry with this story, I can’t do this much longer,” she said, along with a long, drawn-out moan.

“Last New Year’s Eve, I teased her… told her she was too much a coward to contact him again… so she did, found him on Facebook, and…”

She leaned over, started sucking on one of my nipples. That did it, I couldn’t hold back any longer, erupted inside her for the third time in what, an hour maybe? April’s pussy spasming, squeezing, orgasming didn’t help either. In any case, a few minutes later I felt completely spent, exhausted. April, too, if the way she collapsed on the bed, trying to breathe, beside me was any indication.

“So, right after that, I’ll bet the next day, he messaged her back, right?”

I nodded, “They messaged back and forth… and here we are, second trip,” I agreed.

Again, I don’t know if I went to sleep after that or not, remember laying in bed next to this gorgeous, young girl. This hardly any sleep was getting old. I felt exhausted the next morning with April getting us a bowl of cereal. “Not much of a breakfast person,” she said, “Guess I’ll have quite a story for hubby, some new toys, too… that was pretty awesome last night,” she said.

“I imagine you’ve had a good number of fun stories for your husband,” I suggested. I’d been kind of curious, just how often did April do this?

She blushed, surprising me… after last night? “Well… actually… I haven’t been totally honest about that. This was…umm… our first time.”

My eyes must have looked like Uncle Fester in the old Addams Family serial, bugging out of my head, “I thought… I thought…”

“… that we’d done this before, several times maybe. Well, maybe I implied something like that. I wasn’t fibbing, though, when I said that Danny wanted me to do last night.”

Which reminded me, “Your phone, the pictures, there’s a video, too, you want to see them?”

She shook her head, mumbling something I didn’t understand, followed by, “… look at them with Danny.”

She followed that up with music to my ears, “What I want to do now…,” dropping the silky robe she was wearing to the floor.

We had a couple hours till she had to take me to pick up the truck and suffice it to say, we made very good use of those hours. They didn’t go to waste, that was for damned sure! Food seemed like an unnecessary afterthought. One doesn’t waste time eating in your last hours with a girl like April.

It did finally come time to leave, though. We showered together, dressed, and she drove me back to Alan’s restaurant where I’d left the truck the night before. Damn, a lot had happened since then.

We stood in the parking lot beside the truck, thanking each other for a fantastic night, “Next time you’re here?” she asked me.

How could I say no to that? We kissed, sealing the deal, official lovers now. “Maybe you can come to Washington, sometime, too?” I suggested.

“Well, I’d probably bring Danny if I did,” she said.

“Mmm, maybe he and my Dani might hit it off?”

She hesitated, “I… don’t know… never thought about him with another woman. Somehow, that seems… not so sure I’m ready for that.”

I thought back to that night with Jenny that Dani had set up, “Might give you a little insight into what he probably felt last night knowing that you…”

She nodded, “Have to think about that, I guess, you know, just in case we ever do come that way.”

I opened my mouth, starting to tell her about Jenny, how Dani had set that up for just that reason, but it was time, I had to get back to Alan’s. We had a plane to catch. Home and real-life once again, if there still was such a thing after this last week.

Besides, I was anxious to see my wife. April knew it was time, too. We kissed one last time and got into our separate cars. It was still hard to believe last night and this morning had happened. Hell, the whole damned week! Including this eighty-thousand-dollar truck I was driving.


Chapter 32

“You have a good night?” Dani asked me when I got to Alan’s after giving me a very nice kiss on the lips. Her lips were so soft and gorgeous. God, she looked good in her silky blouse and skirt I hadn’t seen before. Black skirt ― just short enough to be tantalizing, white blouse, black bra showing through faintly. It was something she most definitely wouldn’t wear to school but probably would to a nice dinner back home if she felt daring. Something Dani would have worn on that date we had with Jenny a few weeks earlier. The skirt was short enough that I wondered about it sitting in the airplane seat. Will have to make sure, if I can, that Dani has the aisle seat.

“Did, you?” I asked her.

“Mmhmm, tell you about it later,” she answered.

Our things were packed, sitting by the front door. Only problem was that I really wanted a change of clothes, brush my teeth, too, something I hadn’t thought about the night before when I left to pick up April and sure as hell, not after that unbelievable strip club trek. I drug my suitcase back upstairs, dug through it to find a clean shirt, shorts, and blue jeans, changed, brushed teeth, and was back downstairs in ten minutes.

I left the keys to the new truck on Alan’s coffee table, and we were on our way to the airport in his truck, Dani sitting in front, the two of them holding hands, much like the afternoon a week ago when Alan had picked us up. I didn’t remember their fingers quite so tightly entwined, then, though.

The goodbye at the airport was quite a bit more than April’s and mine, Dani and her lover were in each other’s arms for what seemed like minutes, not just the seconds I’d experienced with April earlier. I guess after everything that had happened during the week, it was to be expected. “Just be a week, babe, see you then,” Alan consoled her.

Dani’s cheek was pressed to his, “I know… love you.” It was the first time I’d heard Dani say those words to another man, it made me wonder anew what our new ‘normal’ was going to be like, especially with Dani now making frequent trips to Tampa, probably usually alone

There were tears on her cheeks when Alan drove away but then that smile when she looked at me drove the fears out of my mind. Mostly, anyway.

I drug our bags to the check-in counter, showed the lady our tickets, and left the luggage. All through the airport, I noticed guys’ eyes following Dani. Couldn’t blame them, she looked spectacular in that outfit.

After waiting in line, then finally getting through security, it took another ten minutes of walking to find our gate. The fucking airport was huge! A little bigger than Pasco International (not!) Airport. Probably a couple dozen Pasco airports could fit inside that building. Anyway, we did find our little corner and then seats to sit and wait.

“Know what I regret?” Dani asked me, staring off in the distance.

I shook my head, wondering what she’d possibly have to regret, “No, what?” I asked.

“Never got to see you and April together,” she said, looking at me, “You’re not planning to leave me for her, are you?”

I couldn’t contain the little chuckle that escaped, “After that little display of yours last night? ‘Sides, she’s married, lucky guy!” I told her.

Dani blushed, her face turning red, and her hands went to cover her face, “Oh God, I can’t believe I did that!” letting out a little groan, “but ‘Onna’ was just so irresistible.” She dug in her purse, pulling out a business card, showing it to me, ‘Anna Jenkowski, Attorney at Law,’ and her office phone number, with another hand-written number underneath. “She asked me to call her when I was in town again.”

“Mmm,” I told her, “that might be fun, guess you got a bit turned on from that experience, huh?”

She laughed, “Was that a question? You couldn’t tell… God, I don’t think I was ever so turned on in my life… and then when she took me to the back room with that guy!”

People had started to sit around us and more than one head turned our direction. Dani saw and her face turned red all over again. I don’t know if she realized it or not, but she was squeezing her legs together, maybe from a bit of modesty… or something else. That little escapade, Dani face down on the front of Alan’s truck afterward shot through my mind, Dani not even caring that another couple was watching and listening to her screams being fucked in a parking lot. Yeah, she’d been turned on.

“He… I just wanted Alan to take me home after we let you off, but nooo…”

As luck would have it, that was the moment they opened the doors and announced that our flight was loading. Dani and I gathered our carry-on; Dani’s purse and bag, and my laptop, not that I figured I’d be using it, but just in case. Five minutes later, we were seated, and, unfortunately, we had the two inside seats. An older man, looked a little older than us, not much, probably fifties, wearing a suit, very distinguished looking, slightly graying, well-groomed hair, sat next to Dani. “That thing works out like Amanda thinks, it’s going to be first-class after this,” she said, our legs scrunched behind the seats ahead of us.

Dammit, I wanted to finish that conversation. Maybe Dani’s seatmate would go to sleep and we could talk later.

No such freakin’ luck, though. He got out a book and read, at least pretended to, in-between trying to be discrete, glancing at Dani’s bare legs. I think she decided that trying to pull her skirt down would probably just make it that much more obvious so let it ride high up her thighs. I was still disappointed that she wasn’t sitting in the guy’s aisle seat, but seeing him trying to not stare was a turn-on in itself.

Dani’s a good conversationalist, something I’m not, so she was comfortable beginning to visit with him after the first hour into the flight, asking him where he was going – back home to Seattle after a business meeting, telling him where we lived, and so on. She found out that he was a financial analyst, his wife had passed away four years ago after thirty-nine years of marriage. He was sixty-four, not fifties. Dani told him that she’s a high school science teacher, and I told him very briefly about my store.

She told him that we’d been visiting an old high school friend we’d just reunited with, not giving him any of the details of that ‘visit’. I chuckled when she told him that, envisioning how the conversation could have gone if she’d been honest, ‘been fucking my high school boyfriend the last week, oh, I don’t know, maybe fifteen-twenty times, made my debut as a stripper last night, fucked him in the parking lot after.’ Yeah, right, that would have enlivened the conversation.

I tried to add little tidbits here and there, but it was mostly Dani and him, ‘Marcus’, he said his name was.

“Daniella,” Dani told him, “and my husband, Robert,” introducing us. We both shook hands with him, although he held Dani’s hand a bit longer than mine, wonder why?

Dani was most assuredly flirting with the guy, the way she was smiling at him, how her thumb rubbed the back of his hand slightly when they shook, other little things that might have seemed innocent, but I was sure the guy was picking right up on. At least if the telltale bulge in his suit pants was any indication. He wouldn’t have noticed that you could see Dani’s lacy black bra through her silk blouse, either.

Watching and listening to their interaction was almost, but not quite, worth not getting to finish our conversation from earlier. She’d been just on the verge of telling me what they’d done after leaving April and me at her house. Ahh, April and me, that brief thought brought a smile to my face.

We had about a two-hour layover in Salt Lake City, the three of us sticking together since we were getting back on the same plane for the rest of the flight to Seattle. We found a lunch counter and had a sandwich, and Marcus finally said what I was sure was on his mind all the way from Tampa, “You’re a beautiful woman,” he told Dani.

She blushed, which I thought was cute, “Thank you,” she said, followed by, “you’re a handsome man, too, no girlfriend?”

He got out his wallet and showed us a picture of his late wife, a stunner. She looked to be in her thirties or so. “No, never found a woman who interested me after Jan, just nobody that could compare.”

“I see why, she’s beautiful,” Dani said

He stared at her picture for a moment before putting it back into his billfold, “Wonderful woman, too, breast cancer,” answering the question that was in my mind, Dani’s too, probably. “She was forty-four when the picture was taken, was just as beautiful the day she died.”

“I’m sorry, must have been so hard for you,” Dani said, squeezing his hand.

He wiped the tears with the back of his hand and gave a little smile, seeming to recover from his moment of sadness, “Felt like my world ended that day, we’d thought she’d beaten it, but it came back so fast, so suddenly.” There was a tear down Dani’ cheeks, too.

It was a reminder of how cruel life could be sometimes. It made me appreciate my wife all the more, how quickly she could be taken away.

Marcus smiled, “But I still have our four kids, we all helped each other get through it, we’re fine now, as fine as we’ll ever be, anyway.”

Dani gave his hand another squeeze across the table. He still had his billfold out, pulled out a couple business cards, giving one to each of us, “You ever need any investment advice, give me a call.”

“That’s timely,” Dani said, “we may before long,” she went on to tell him about her contract with Winsome Cosmetics and how it’d come to happen.

“Wow,” he said, “fascinating, I’d love to help out.”

I looked at my watch, our flight was leaving in half an hour, “Better go find our gate,” I suggested. We’d never left the secure area so didn’t have to go through security again. I held Dani’s hand tightly, thinking about Marcus’ wife as we walked toward gate 4-C.

That second leg was much shorter, not quite three hours from Salt Lake City to Seattle. This time we were seated alone, the plane much smaller, only two seats on each side of the aisle. Marcus’ seat was about five rows behind us on the opposite side.

“That’s so sad about his wife,” Dani said once we were seated.

I nodded, “Yeah, makes you want to appreciate things all the more, doesn’t it.”

Dani squeezed my hand and laid her head on my shoulder, “Love you,” she said. I reciprocated her words back to her.

Okay, I have to admit, yeah, the thought went through my mind; Marcus, alone the last four years, no woman in his life, the bulge in his slacks, Dani, just sort of wondering… I shook my head, trying to banish the thought from my brain. It didn’t work. He said no woman had interested him since. Obviously, this one had. I wondered if the same thought might have crossed Dani’s mind.

“You’d started to tell me…” I whispered in Dani’s ear, “before we left Tampa, you said he didn’t take you home…”

She looked up at me, her face only inches from mine, a smile crossing her face, “You sure you want to know?” she asked.

I closed my eyes, feigning sleep, “Mmhmm,” I mumbled back, “sure.”

Her mouth was right at my ear, barely whispering, “Took me shopping… in that dress… in the state I was in.” Her tongue tickled my ear, “Then to the boat, took it out, dropped the anchor, and… “

I’d come three times the night before with April, once this morning, and my dick was hard all over again.

“What’d you buy?” I asked her.

She giggled, “This for one,” indicating the blouse and skirt she was wearing, “and… something else… for after we got to the boat.”

I let out a little groan, opening my eyes to look around, see if anyone was paying attention to us, no one was, that I could tell, anyway.

“Show you later,” she said, tormenting me a little further.

And then she snuggled her head into the crook of my neck and didn’t let out another peep until we landed in Seattle. My mind was a whirl, no way could I sleep, tired as I was. I didn’t know if Dani was or not, she wasn’t breathing like she was asleep so I doubted it. Ahh, the scent of her!

We met Marcus after we’d departed the plane in Seattle. We still had the hour-long jag to Pasco, then the short drive home. He was on his home turf. Even with the three-hour time difference, it was already after eleven, and I felt nearly dead to the world. Hardly any sleep the night before and little sleep the nights before had caught up with me, getting this close to home.

“If you’re ever in Seattle…” he told us, reiterating the personal phone number he’d written on his business card.

Dani dug in her purse, finding a small pad and wrote out her phone number and our address, “Same if you come to the Tri-Cities, love to see you again,” That thought of Dani ‘entertaining’ him, possibly reminding him of the pleasures of the fairer sex went through my mind all over again. Pervert!

By the time we got home that night, I was totally out of it, almost suggested we call a taxi rather than drive home from the airport. Badly as I wanted to ‘sleep’ with my wife, after no sex with her for nearly two weeks, everything that had happened over the last week, the only thing that happened that night was sleep, until late the next morning.


Chapter 33

Sunday, March 29, 2020

I woke up the next morning feeling randy, a lot randy, actually, wanting my wife. She was still dead to the world but sometime during the night we’d spooned together. God, she felt good in my arms after the last week, nearly two weeks since we’d made love together. My fingers just seemed to gravitate all on their own to tweak a bare nipple, mine again, I thought.

Dani squirmed with a little moan, either waking up or having a nice dream, so I pinched her nipple a little harder between my thumb and forefinger, rolling it just slightly, like she’s always liked, at the same time kissing and tickling her neck with my tongue, getting more and more turned on. She snuggled back against me and her hand covered mine over her tit, pressing slightly, letting me know she liked what I was doing.

I liked it, too – a lot, the way she was snuggling back to me, her hand over mine, the feel of her tit in my hand, just… everything. My dick was plainly liking it, too, pressing against her bare backside.

Dani rolled over, obviously awake, and kissed me, her tongue exploring my mouth. Did I mention how good it felt to have my arms around my wife in our bed? I don’t think it’d ever felt that good, not even when we first married, just to feel the love emanating from her pores. “Not now,” she said, tickling my lips with her tongue, “tonight… want our first time to be perfect.”

Unfortunately, after we were up, later in the morning, Dani’s parents invited us for dinner that night. Before her mom’s phone call, we’d talked about where we might go that would be fun, where we could unload some of the stress of the last week; you know, a little not-so-innocent foreplay before that ‘perfect’ big event.

“Mom, Robert, and I were planning on going out, can we do it another night?” Dani asked her mother.

“Honey, I’m sorry, I’ve already talked to Robert’s parents, and Jody and Jon, they’re all coming over, we missed you last week… I… guess I could call them back…” The pleading in her voice came through, loud and clear.

Dani let out a little groan, she’d had the phone’s speaker on and I heard all. I rolled my eyes at her and nodded, mouthing the word ‘okay’, even though every pore in my body was saying otherwise. She smiled appreciatively, “Okay, Mom, what time? We’ll be there.”

“Seven, seven-thirty?” she said.

When Dani clicked her phone off, she looked at me with those puppy-dog eyes that told me everything I needed to know. “It’s fine,” I told her, grinning at her, “we’ll still have later.” Inwardly, I was growling, why couldn’t her mom have asked us first? Ah well, so be it. We’d probably have done the same thing if it had been one of our kids.

We got there shortly after seven, the kids were already there, not that they were ‘kids’ anymore, Jodi was twenty-one, and Jon twenty-six. Jodi’s had off and on boyfriends, none now, and Jon’s wife of two years, Tammy, a pretty, petite, redhead. Jon had done well, marrying her.

We hadn’t told either about the truck and boat yet, all they knew was that we’d been visiting one of Mom’s high school friends, the famous football player, and we knew Jon would be anxious to hear everything about him. Obviously, we weren’t going to tell them about ‘that’, but Alan had autographed a football and some other things that he’ll be more than a little excited about. Jon was still a kid at heart

As for me, the thing I was looking forward to was after this dinner, bedtime. I’m sure you can’t figure out why. It’d been a loooonnnngg time!

Dani’s parents were Jessica and Jake. Now you know why both our kids’ names were Js. Not sure exactly what happened with Dani, why she wasn’t a J as well. Not that I’m complaining, mind you, I love the name Daniella, love her nickname, too.

My mom and dad arrived a few minutes after us.

Jake had grilled a prime rib on his pellet grill, Jessica made a potato salad, and Dani made her cake specialty – butter pecan. The ‘kids’ each brought snacks, Tammy had made ice cream. Think that wouldn’t be good with the butter pecan cake? My mom and dad brought several bottles of wine, which they loved. I’m not sure what happened, but the wine-lover genes had skipped me. I thought the stuff was nothing but spoiled grapes, but as usual, would drink a little just to be polite.

“So, tell us about your trip, what did you do there for a week?” My mom, Sarah, asked. Dani and I looked at each other with a secret smile on our faces. I didn’t think we were going to indulge in every little detail.

“Went to see the ballpark where Alan played,” Dani told her.

“That’s all? For a week? Don’t think it’s quite that big. Must have done more than that,” Dad asked, with a perplexed look on his face.

Dani and I both chuckled. We could tell them sooo much! Some things were better left unsaid and unknown, though, much better. I think they might have misinterpreted the chuckle, “We ran into Alan’s cousin, Tevin… had quite a fun evening with him,” Dani said. I nearly spit out the drink I’d just taken, out through my nose, thinking about that evening. She looked around the table with a grin on her face, “We… uhh… bought a little something from him… he’s a sales manager at a Ford dealership, sort of bought a new truck from him…”

Jodi looked at her mom wide-eyed, “You bought a WHAT?”

Jon’s reaction was a bit different, a big smile on his face, “Cool, Mom! A big one?”

I was at least thankful that no one seemed to pick up on the ‘fun evening’. Would hate to have to explain that away.

Dani went on, explaining, “It’s an F150,” looking at Jon, “big enough to pull the boat we bought, I’m pretty sure.”

Now everyone at the table except Dani and me were in shock, a huge surprised look on their faces, “A what?” Dani’s dad asked.

“We bought a boat, eighteen-foot ski boat, always wanted to learn to waterski,” I explained, “Alan’s going to be driving them up from Florida this week.”

Jon shook his head like he was trying to clear out the shock from his brain, “Dad… why would you do that all the way there? Why not here?”

“Cuz, son, we couldn’t have gotten the kind of bargain here. Alan Ryder has a lot of pull there, bought the truck from his cousin and the boat at the same time he bought a big one, so got a hell of a deal on both.

Dani’s mom was watching Dani, “Alan Ryder… wasn’t he the boy you were so in love with your senior year?”

Dani’s face turned a bright, cherry-red. Her dad looked toward me, “Is there…?”

“Mom, Dad, that was a long time ago, he’s an old high school boyfriend… he’s a friend, nothing more.”

“Daniellllla,” her mom started, dragging her name out, “your dad and I weren’t naïve back then, we knew what was going on between you two… at least part of it, we were teenagers once too, you know.”

Both Jodi and Jon were looking around like ‘what the hell – something you never told us?’

Dani’s face had regained her normal color, she looked more exasperated, “Mom, I’m a big girl now, an adult… almost fifty for God’s sake! He’s just a friend, okay?”

“Pass the potatoes, please?” her dad asked, obviously trying to change the subject.

“I want to know about this boat?” Jodi asked. ‘Thank you!’ I thought to myself. I was more than eager for the topic of conversation to be elsewhere. Dani’s parents knew! An innocent person does not react the way Dani just had.

“Eighteen feet, three-hundred horse Yamaha engine, it’s a beauty,” I explained, “made for skiing.”

“And ALAN RYDER is bringing it?” Jon asked, excitedly. He was Jon’s hero back when he was playing and Dani was following him so closely. “And you dated him, Mom, back in high school? You never mentioned that before.”

Dani let out a little groan, “Yes, honey, I dated him, and yes, he’s bringing it, planning to be here Friday.”

“Your mother was devastated when he decided to go to college back east instead of Washington or Washington State,” her dad said, “both made an offer, Oregon, too.”

“He did it for his career, Dad, because of Georgia’s quarterback, it worked out for him, too.”

“I lost a lot of respect for him, though, when he just abandoned my little girl,” he said.

Dani took my hand and squeezed, “It worked out, though, I couldn’t have had a better life with the man I love,” she said, kissing me on the cheek. After the last week, she sure as hell knew how to stroke a guy’s ego!

“I’m ready to sample Dani’s cake and Tammy’s ice cream,” Jessica said. The two women got up and brought the cake and ice cream. The ice cream turned out to be the big hit of the evening. We all pretty much agreed that Jon’s marriage to this girl was the smartest thing he’d ever done. How pretty and nice she was was just a bonus. That ice cream sealed the deal as far as Dani and I were concerned, and we were ready for grandkids. I looked at Dani, trying to imagine that gorgeous woman as a grandmother. It just didn’t compute.

“Oh yeah, there’s one other little thing we did… or I guess, that Dani did… Hon, why don’t you tell them about Amanda,” I told Dani.

The entire table of people looked at Dani expectantly, a wondering expression on their faces. “I had a rather exciting experience…” and proceeded to tell about the unexpected session with April that morning, filling in for the missing model, then Wednesday in the studio, and about the contract she signed, that the agent thinks she already has a part for her in an upcoming movie. “You’re looking at the face for ‘Winsome Naturals Cosmetics’,” Dani said.

The kids and our parents all just sat, a little awestruck, I think. Finally, Jodi broke the ice, “Wow, Mom, are you serious? You have your own cosmetics company? And you’re going to be in a movie?”

“Well, the company isn’t mine, I’m just going to be the spokeswoman for it, it’s a major company but the cosmetics line is new. As far as the movie, we don’t know yet, I’ll have to audition for it, but that agent sure seems to think I have a pretty good chance. And I know the cosmetics company wants all the exposure I can get.”

“And they’re paying you a hundred-fifty-thousand dollars for six months? Just weekends?” her dad asked.

“And after that, my agent will demand a lot more if it goes as well as everyone thinks it will,” Dani added.

We spent the next fifteen minutes talking about Dani’s upcoming new part-time career. We hadn’t been to the bank yet with her twenty-five-thousand-dollar check, so she got it out of her purse and showed it, that made the whole unbelievable thing seem so real.

Later in the evening, before we all left, Dani asked, “Jon, would you mind helping your dad get my old trunk down from the attic and put in the van? There’s some old things I want out of it.”

So, Dani, Jon, and I trudged upstairs to get the trunk from the attic. The pull-down ladder is in Dani’s old bedroom, and I couldn’t help but remember what I’d seen in that same room that night last October when I stepped back into 1987. The bed had been changed since then, but still, the room brought that memory flooding back, the night Dani lost her virginity. That incredible, unbelievable night that couldn’t possibly have happened, but did.

We retrieved the trunk and carried it downstairs and out to the van. It wasn’t overly heavy, so Dani and I would be able to get it into our house. I was more than anxious to see what was inside… and then what comes after! It had been two weeks, well – within a day or two, since, you know what. And after that last week… I wanted my wife!

“That was a little embarrassing,” Dani said, looking at me during the ten-minute drive home, “Mom and Dad knew?”

I chuckled, “Sounds like they knew a lot more than you suspected, maybe you didn’t fool them quite as much as you thought.” I found it incredibly amusing that, now, thirty years later, she’s finally discovering that her parents weren’t quite as naïve as she’d thought.

She laid her head back against the headrest and closed her eyes, “And now Jon and Jodi… and of course, Tammy, know too. What are we going to do when he’s here? I don’t want them to think…”

“Hon, they already do…”

“Oh God!” her face was red all over again.

“Maybe… we should ask him to stay in a hotel when he’s here,” Dani suggested.

“That’d be a little awkward, don’t you think, when we have a perfectly good, empty guest room?”

“Yeah, dumb idea. Maybe… we just let them think whatever… they’ll never know for sure.”

I nodded, “We can’t ask him to stay in a hotel.” God, I hadn’t thought a lot about it before, but the idea of Alan Ryder sleeping with my wife in our house was a major turn-on.

We set the trunk in our bedroom, and I sat on the bed while Dani opened it.

“Oh wow, my old cheer costume,” holding it up in front of her and looking down at it, so tiny!

“Try it on,” I asked her, anxious to see what she’d look like in it, sexy as hell, I was guessing.

She giggled, “I don’t know, I have boobs now, you know.” Yeah, I had noticed that, especially over the last week. She took it into our bathroom… and a few minutes later reappeared. My breath caught, remembering what Dani had looked like with that same cheer outfit on that night in 1987 that I’d seen last October. This version was so much prettier.

She did a little twirl, “A little tight but I can get into it.” Tight, indeed! Dani’s boobs looked like they were smushed, trying to squirt out the top.

“What’s that?” I asked, pushing the little short skirt aside, just a little bit of color showing at the edge of her cheerleader tights. I pushed her tights aside, right at the edge of her pussy slit, a tattoo, maybe three inches tall  ― a very small naked girl on a stripper pole!

Dani’s face turned red, “I… forgot to mention that… Alan… Friday night… took me to this place… I picked it out, a reminder.” She was looking at me with fear on her face, “You… hate it…”

I wasn’t sure what to think, my Dani, a tattoo! Stripper, no less! God, that night! I couldn’t take my eyes away.  “No, I… like it.” The pole in my pants was mute evidence. I knew I shouldn’t, it being instigated by another guy and all, her lover. But I’d sure as hell be thinking of her on that stage every time she got naked.

She knelt in front of me, smiling, “You already know how horny I was that night, guess I was up for about anything if it involved my pussy,” unzipping my pants.

I watched her, wishing Dani’s costume wasn’t quite so tight around her bosom. “You fuck the guy? Tattoo guy, I mean?”

She ignored my question, obviously reading my mind instead of listening to my words, “It didn’t use to be this tight. We always used to wear a bra with it… except when I was with Alan… I didn’t.” She had my cock out, standing up proudly, poking a nice hole in the air, wrapping her fingers around it, spreading out the spit she’d put on her fingers. “He liked to look down my top when I did this,” leaning over and curling her tongue around the head, “and we did it a lot.”

I groaned, thinking of teenaged Daniella wearing this same costume, sucking that big, black dick, remembering last Wednesday morning on the boat, then the question she hadn’t answered, “Did you… fuck the guy?”

Her lips wrapped around me, and I closed my eyes, breathing deep, enjoying the sensation, feeling her lips sliding off, I was rock-hard. “No… but Alan and I didn’t make it back to his truck after, either.”

“Think we should see what else is in the trunk, okay?”

No! I wanted her to finish what she’d just started. She stood, going back to the trunk, rummaging through it, “Several are here, which do you want me to try next?”

“Is the New Year’s Eve one there? You said it might be.”

She rummaged a bit more, then with her hands still deep in the trunk, looked up at me with a smile on her face, “Found them, need to close your eyes, want to surprise you with this one.”

A few minutes later, Dani called from the bathroom, telling me to close my eyes again. I did so and heard Dani re-enter the bedroom, “Okay, open,” she said.

There stood Dani in what had to be the nothingest blouse I’d ever seen, no more than a wisp of totally transparent, purplish, flowery material, like looking through a purple, wintry fog. And she’d said that her bra was almost as see-through. She wasn’t exaggerating, her pink, dimpled areola with the pointed nubbins in the center came through almost like she was naked. “You… wore that in high school?” I asked her, incredulous.

“Like I told you, he told me we weren’t going out, it was just for Alan to see… and he’d seen me naked so many times by then.

I reached up, cupping her breasts with my hands, the delicate material of her blouse only adding to her sexiness. I tried to imagine Dani as eighteen years old, wearing this same blouse and bra. And like she’d said, the skirt was much more opaque but short, so damned short. From the time I’d met Dani through twenty-eight years of marriage to this last week, I’d never seen her in anything even remotely like what she was wearing now. And she’d worn this at a party, with Alan’s football player jocks… the only girl.

She sat on my lap, kissing me, lots of tongue, hands behind my head, “Undo my bra,” she said. Gladly, I thought, reaching up underneath her blouse, then watched as Dani performed her magic trick of slipping it off without removing the blouse. How she does that…?

“Think I forgot to mention, one of the guys undid it while I was kissing another guy,” she said, “then their hands and mouths were everywhere.”

God, she was as good as naked on top with that sheer blouse on. I lifted the front of it and sucked a nipple in my mouth, “Uhuh, there, too,” as she pulled my head in tighter, moaning.

I tried to envision Dani, my future wife playing spin the bottle, kissing, practically topless, guy’s mouths all over her, sucking her tit, a bunch of horny football jocks. I started to ask her, “You…”

“Was so fuckin’ horny, yes… like I am now, just remembering. You want to know what we did later… when we were alone?”

I could imagine, but… “Yes,” I told her, hardly able to stand it. My dick was standing tall and proud, pointing to the sky. Dani got back down on her knees in front of me, tugging my pants and shorts down. “They wanted to fuck me, I wanted… but Alan wouldn’t let them.“

She didn’t finish that statement, didn’t have to, pretty obvious. Once she had my pants down around my ankles, she stood and straddled my waist, lowering herself, holding my shaft at her slit, then continuing to lower herself.

“Ohh shit!” I moaned, feeling my wife’s pussy wrapping itself around me, impaling herself for the first time in what had seemed a lifetime, two weeks… two fucking long weeks!

She was so slippery, so hot, feeling like a first time, it had been so long! Dani moaned along with me.

Then it dawned on me, “No panties?”

“Never said I wore panties that night, just the skirt and top.”

Oh God, that New Year’s just got exponentially hotter!’

“We sat just like this,” Dani kissing me, her tongue down my throat, our pelvises pressed tight together, Dani’s hips rocking, grinding. I don’t know what had happened in the last week, but I sure as hell didn’t remember her pussy squeezing and pulsing like it was now. God!

“I… “ trying to tell her I couldn’t stop what was happening to my body. She knew, sure she could feel it coming, the way her body responded. We thrust together, my climax building, my dick expanding even more, until it exploded inside her, Dani letting out a scream to match my groans. My wife was home, we were together again!

We made love twice more that night, once with Dani climbing on top like she had with Alan that night I slept with them, what – just three nights ago. The other early in the morning, missionary style with lots of kissing and nipple nibbling

Maybe the night hadn’t gone exactly to the plan, but it had been pretty damned perfect!

The next morning, Dani dressed for school – and for teasing Tom, her teacher friend. “Have to be a little more careful, though,” she said, “don’t want him to see my tattoo… might give him the wrong idea.”

No, I thought, it’d give him exactly the RIGHT idea.

But she wore a bit more demure panties, maybe she needs to work back up (or down) to the thong again.

It felt weird being back at the store like things were normal once again, when things were anything but normal. And that lack of normalcy was brought home very clearly that evening when Dani told me, “Amanda called, said she has an audition for me next week for a movie. They wanted it this week but she told them I wouldn’t be available till next, doing it Saturday.”

It was happening, already. “She say anything about the movie?” I asked her.

“A little, it’s a love story. The woman’s, my part, husband is killed, then she falls in love with her therapist after not being able to cope with his death.”

“Sounds pretty emotional, think you could handle that?” I asked her.

She thought for a minute, “Don’t know… it’s a movie, not real, how do actresses and actors deal with something like that?”

I had no idea, never been in that kind of situation. I’ve always wondered how they deal with the sex, which reminded me, “Is there…?”

She read my mind, “Nudity? Sex? A little, she said, not too explicit.”
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I tried to wrap my head around that. Even that strip club was one thing, but nudity for all the world to see… and maybe with a guy, was something else entirely.

“She said that can be negotiated a lot of the time, though, have to see, I guess,”

“Make sure they know you’re a teacher, not sure how the school district would feel about something like that.”

She nodded, “It’s not like I have the part yet, you know, it’s just an audition.”

Don’t ask me how I knew, but I knew – yeah, she had the part. Her agent wouldn’t be asking her to fly back to Tampa for a part she wasn’t going to get.

“Oh, one more thing, Alan’s on his way. He said he left this morning, should be here Friday sometime.”

“I was thinking, maybe having dinner with the kids and our parents Friday night?” She went on, “Then, maybe a more ‘adult’ dinner Saturday with Jenny and Richard… and maybe an extra girl… just to keep it even?”

I liked it. I knew that the kids, especially Jon were aching to meet his childhood hero. Extra girl? “And who might you be thinking of for Saturday?” I asked her, “I assume you have someone specific in mind.”

She nodded, a smile on her face, “I do. Not mentioning any names, though, would be a fun surprise for someone,” she said.

One name rose to the top of that list in my mind, Rebekka, from Castle, the adult store where we’d bought those toys. Was that nearly two months ago? Hard to believe! Just the thought of the possibility of Rebekka coming to Dani’s ‘adult’ party sent the blood flowing to my dick. Or… April? Could she be coming along with Alan? Thinking about just three nights ago, with April! Dani’s mystery woman, that night she’d tied me, blindfolded, to the chair? No, I dismissed her, she didn’t want to be known.

“Want to see what else is in the trunk?” Dani asked.

Yeah! I thought. “Yeah, I’d like that,” trying to hide some of the glee in my voice.

Dani giggled, “Thought you might, me too.” So, we trudged to our bedroom, Dani’s trunk still sitting on the floor at the foot of our bed, looking just as innocent as it had when Dani and I put it there last night. She directed me to sit on the bed again, and she opened it. I hadn’t even thought about it last night, but tonight realized how unfair it was. From where I was sitting, I couldn’t see inside it and wanted to.

“Ooh, my prom dress.” She looked up at me, “I ever tell you about prom night?”

I shook my head, “No,” I told her, “I’m all ears.”

She closed the lid again, “Wait… I think the pictures…” She went in our closet, “Hon, would you come, take down this album for me, please?”

I retrieved the album from the top shelf, one I’ve seen up there a few hundred times but don’t remember it ever being down before. We sat together on the edge of the bed, and she opened the album. It was pictures of Dani’s family from many years ago, long before we were married, when she was still in school, a very innocent-looking, pretty young girl, and parents that were probably ten years younger than we are now. Her mom was a beautiful lady back then, no mystery where Dani got her looks from. She still is attractive for a woman in her seventies, a preview of Dani in a few years, not even a little unpleasant Dani pointed out various things in the pictures, giggling at some of the silly clothes she wore.

And then she turned the page and they were there, the pictures she said she hoped she still had, high-school age Dani dressed up in a beautiful, blue dress, hair done up, standing next to a very nice-looking, young black guy, Alan Ryder, him in a suit, his arm possessively around the waist of ‘his’ girl, my wife to be three years later. Daniella looked radiantly happy. There were several different poses, then more at a different house, Alan’s, I presumed.

Alan had already developed those broad shoulders and slim waist. That ‘other’ part of him, too, I presumed, although it wasn’t in the pictures. Guess I didn’t have to presume, I’d seen him for myself that night. It was no wonder that a teenaged girl would fall for the kid… or the adult, thirty-one years later.

“Both our parents wanted pictures, so he picked me up, Dad took pictures, then we went back to his house. We were such a sweet couple,” she giggled, “if only they’d known…”

“Seems maybe they did, at least yours,” I suggested.

She frowned, “Uhuh, guess so,” she said.

“You want to see the dress?” she asked me, changing the topic from what her parents knew, “it’s in the trunk.”

She didn’t wait for an answer, got up, opened the trunk again, and took out what looked like a very carefully folded and wrapped dress, taking it into our bathroom.

It was probably twenty-thirty minutes later when she reappeared, her hair done up like in the pictures, fresh makeup and lipstick; one of her old favorites, not the new one she’s modeling for. And wearing the dress, beautiful! It looked like silk, long with a slit up one side to her thigh, spaghetti straps over her bare shoulders, light blue. “Beautiful, the pictures don’t do it justice,” I told her.

“Thank you, Alan liked it, too.” She sat down on the bed and kissed me, pushing us both back on the bed, the slit up the side opening and exposing one stocking-covered leg completely.

“We went to Columbia Park before the dance, kissed and made out… Alan’s hands everywhere.”

I was leaning over her, kissing her chest above the top of her dress, a hand went down between her legs, panties already soaked, “There?” I asked.

“Uhuh,” she answered. I pressed fingers underneath her panties, rubbing her slit. She moaned, “There, too,” I pressed two fingers inside her. She was wet, they slipped right in so easily. My mouth worked its way down her chest, pushing the top of her dress and bra down, sucking in a nipple, “Yessss,” she moaned.

“You were a naughty girl, weren’t you?” I mumbled out, in-between moving from one nipple to the other.

“Ohh, you have no idea!” sitting up and kneeling in front of me, “take my bra off,” she asked while she was undoing my pants zipper. I reached behind, unsnapping the latch just as I felt her lips wrapping around my engorged cock.

I closed my eyes and breathed deeply, feeling my wife’s exquisite lips and tongue. The bra had no shoulder straps so I just tugged it off, then laid back and enjoyed, my cock totally hard.

She didn’t let me come, pulling her mouth away just before, then crawled up on the bed, straddling me, and lowered her wet, panty-clad pussy to my mouth. I pushed it aside and tasted her goodies, my tongue groping inside her, looking for her clit. She let out a loud moan when I found it, her body tensing, legs squeezing my face.

Then suddenly… “Think we better go to the dance, don’t you?” pulling off of me, standing and sliding her panties down her legs, then straightening the straps of the dress over her now braless tits, handing me her panties.

I stood, struggling to tuck myself back in and zip back up, looking at my wife, now pantiless and braless, her engorged nipples very evident under her dress. She found a music channel on the satellite and we danced; at least held each other tight, her arms around my neck, mine around her waist, cheeks tight together, moving around the room.

“This how you went to your prom?” I whispered in her ear, visualizing Dani, no bra or panties, that dress, slit nearly to her waist, in a room full of high school kids.

“Uhuh, was so horny.” We danced a short while, then Dani pulled away and took my hand, tugging me out of the bedroom into our living room, lights still on, over to the window overlooking the street. She leaned against it, facing outside, “Fuck me, Robert, now!”

I looked out, street lights were on, our light was on, there was no one… but could be, most likely would be, “The neighbors, someone… will see,”

“Uhuh… hope so, fuck me!”

Who was I to argue? I dropped my pants, got behind her, and…

“Ohhh!” Dani groaned as my cock buried itself inside her, pushing her dress aside. I groaned from the pleasure, never before had we done anything like this.

“Community room… there was this little room,” I thrust into her again, she let out a squeal, “where we did it… couldn’t…” another plunge deep inside her, “… wait… almost hoped…” another thrust, “someone… ohhh, that feels so good… might come in… see us.”

I visualized it, the innocent, pretty young girl posing with her boyfriend in the pictures with their parents, the two of them at the prom unable to wait, finding a room and… The orgasm hit me and hit hard, I lifted my wife to her toes, still in her heels, her orgasm hitting an instant behind mine, Dani’s body shuddering, then going limp.

I had no clue if anyone had seen. It was, just that they could have. A few minutes later, we were back in the bedroom, Dani sucking my cock back to life. “Was so glad for the mattress in his truck,” she said in-between sucks.

We fucked one more time, doggy style, the way she said they’d done it in the back of Alan’s truck, Dani’s silk dress still on, same as that other night.

And it was still on in the morning when we both had to get up and go to work, although badly in need of cleaning, encrusted with our joint cum.

The rest of the week was pretty routine, our lovemaking coming in the middle of the night, Dani waking me by sucking me to hardness, then straddling me and fucking. Apparently, she’d learned to enjoy it with Alan and I certainly had no objections. Other than that we did a lot of ‘married people’ snuggling and kissing, but the sex seemed anything but.

Alan called at three-fifteen, Friday, said he’d gotten to town and needed our address, which Dani had omitted giving him. He called me instead of Dani because she was still at school, her last class of the day, Physics-two. I gave him the address, told him Dani should be home around four-thirty, and the location of the key we’d hidden for him, suspecting that we’d both be busy when he got here. I was hoping to leave the store a little early, but it was spring, and people were doing a lot of mechanic work over the weekend. That, and the fact there were only two of us in the store that evening. Jacob, one of our salesmen, had a wife in the hospital about to have a baby. Pretty damned flimsy excuse to not be at work! I knew I wouldn’t be able to get out until after closing at seven.

He surprised me after I told him where the key was hidden, telling me that he’d stop at his hotel first then be over probably around fivish.

“What? No,” I told him, “we have our guest room ready

“We’ll see after tonight, but I think the hotel is best,” he insisted. I knew Dani would be disappointed, but we’d talked about it and he was right, it would be best. I texted Dani, letting her know Alan was here and planning to stay in a hotel, tonight at least.

Dani had her family dinner planned for eight. I wasn’t able to get out of the store until quarter after seven, then home at seven-thirty. It was weird seeing that fancy truck and boat in our driveway, and four other cars parked in front of the house, one for each set of parents, Jon, and Jodi.

Jon, Jodi, my dad and Dani’s dad were all out with Alan ogling the boat. “Pretty nice boat, Son,” Dad told me after I’d parked across the street.

“Thanks, Dad, I’m anxious to get it on the river, hopefully this weekend sometime.” Jon and Jodi were already in it, Jon sitting in the Captain’s seat.

“Gonna let me drive, Dad?” Jon asked. I laughed, that hadn’t taken long, about how long I’d expected.

“My boat, I drive!” I told him. He knew better.

“Guess you met our families,” I told Alan. He nodded. “Thanks, by the way, for bringing the truck and boat, I know it was a long trip.”

He nodded, smiling like he knew what his reward was going to be, well worth the drive.

“Loved your pickup, by the way,” he said.

After a little more oohing and ahhing over the boat and truck, we all went back inside. Dani and our moms were just setting food on the table; a pork roast, done the way only my mom knew how to cook a pork roast. I was guessing she could even show Alan a thing or two about pork roasts. I had no idea how she got them so damned good. Mine and Dani’s were always good, but nothing like my mother’s. She’s tried to teach us, but they still never came out like hers. I feared that when Mom died, I’d never taste her pork roast again. Pretty dumb, hunh.

Dani’s mom brought a peach pie and ice cream, and Dani had fixed homemade biscuits, a salad, and corn on the cob. In short, we were going to have a feast. Even a chef like Alan would have to be impressed.

I was surprised, I’d expected to see Tammy there as well. I asked Jon about her, “She couldn’t come,” he told me, “the yoga class she teaches is Friday nights.” I’d Forgotten about that. It’s where Jon met her, at one of her yoga classes.

When we sat to eat, Jon started peppering Alan with football questions, and he good-humoredly tried to answer everything; Jodi wanted to know how he knew Mom, ahem, that one brought a smile that I tried to hide. She already knew, from dinner at Dani’s parents’ last Sunday. Guess she wanted to hear from Alan’s perspective.

“This pretty girl asked me to be her escort at the Homecoming game,” he explained, “how could any red-blooded guy say no to that? Then we dated a little after that until I left for college. Was surprised to get a Facebook message from my old friend a few months ago, and I invited your parents to my second restaurant’s grand opening.”

“Then he invited us back to vacation in Tampa over spring vacation, loved it there… and Alan turned out to be a wonderful host,” Dani added.

Yeah,  ‘loved it’ and ‘wonderful host’ doesn’t exactly describe much of that trip! Not that we could describe ANY of it, except in totally generic terms.

“And did she tell you about her big adventure with a studio? This girl’s going to be famous before long,” Alan added.

Dani blushed at his comment, “We did, last Sunday evening, had a big dinner with our parents,” I said, adding, “we just found out, too, that Dani has an audition already lined up for a movie next weekend.”

“Fantastic! In Tampa? I still have a spare bedroom in case you need it,” Alan offered.

“Thanks, but the studio’s getting me a room, won’t get there until late Friday night, and it’ll probably be a long day Saturday,” she said, adding, “and I have to fly home early Sunday.”

“Wow, Mom, this is for real, isn’t it?” Jodi said.

“It’s just a short audition, nothing more, Honey, and the makeup company wants some more shots, that’s what’ll take most of the day,” Dani explained. Yeah, ‘nothing more’, famous last words! She hadn’t told me, though, about the studio getting her the room, I’d assumed she’d be staying with Alan. So had he from the disappointed expression on his face. I was pretty damned sure he’d be right there, wherever she was.

Alan promised pictures and autographs and said he’d love to toss the ball back and forth a little tomorrow. There was a lot more, but you get the idea, it was a very pleasant family dinner and getting to know a new friend. Dani and Alan made a very conscious effort to hide their current romantic involvement, keeping everything strictly platonic.

We agreed that Jon, Jodi, Alan, and us would take the boat out first thing in the morning, meeting here at eight for breakfast. We were all anxious. Dani and I sure as hell were. Our parents said they’d go out with us later, which was good, it only has seating for six.

“I’ve been thinking,” Alan started to say, “done a little research, can’t find a really good, high-end steakhouse anywhere in the Tri-Cities. I think there’d be a market for one… think I’ll look into the possibility a little more and maybe open one here.”

Alan said he was tired from the long drive, so we let him take my car, and he left for the hotel around ten. The rest of the family went home shortly after.

“Well, that went well,” Dani said with a smile on her face.

“Did,” I agreed with a nod, “I thought you and Alan handled it very well,” I told her, “I was surprised about the room next weekend, though, thought you’d be staying with Alan.”

She let out a little laugh, “I am, didn’t want the kids to know that, though… maybe, just a little white fib… probably not in his guest room, either”

“No, prob’ly not,” I agreed, then, “Guess it isn’t April, huh?” I mentioned,

“Huh, what? What about April?” she acted confused.

“The mystery woman, I thought she might have come with Alan and that was who my mystery date was going to be.”

Dani gave a little chuckle, “Maybe it is. Maybe that’s why Alan’s staying in the hotel… speaking of which, you mind if I go out for a little bit?”

I thought about April in the hotel room with Alan, it gave me a little pang of jealousy… and Dani, there with the two of them, a little pang of something else. “You know where he’s at, his room?”

Dani dug in her pants pocket, she was just wearing jeans and an attractive blouse, nothing sexy, unless you counted tight jeans as being sexy. Was, kinda, a lot, actually. Everything seemed sexy on Dani now, reminded me of that Mel McDaniels song, ‘Baby’s Got Her Blue Jeans On.’ She pulled out a hotel room key, showing it to me, “Uhuh, know where.”

“Don’t wait up, might be a little late,” she said as she stepped out the door. Yeah, might.


Chapter 35

That trunk was still in our bedroom, the same place at the foot of the bed. I knew there were more things in it that I’d have a more than casual interest in and thought about using some of my alone time to explore. I resisted, though, it seemed like cheating. That got a laugh, me going through the trunk without Dani was cheating, while she was fucking her lover in his hotel room.

I went to bed instead and stared at the ceiling, imagining what Dani was doing. Of one thing I was certain, Alan was being amply rewarded for his long drive. I thought about Dani’s newfound penchant for exhibitionism, wondering if his hotel has a balcony. Probably. Was Dani, right this instant, leaning over the railing, naked, legs spread apart, Alan behind her driving his monster in and out of her?

Or maybe in the spa, sitting on Alan’s dick under water, impaling herself, probably with a tiny bikini top on, which reminded me of our first night in Tampa, that seemed an eternity ago, the little bikini I’d gotten for her at their front desk. That clerk, a young woman, had giggled, thinking it was so funny when I picked out the tiny bikini and told her I was going to tell my wife it was the only one they had her size. And how on fire Dani had been when we got back to our room afterward.

Lots of other scenarios went through my mind as well, you could probably envision a few yourself after reading about her exploits in Tampa. I was sure, well – fairly certain, that April wasn’t in the hotel room with them, although it’d sure as hell be fun. Tomorrow night, too. I was about ninety-nine percent certain my mystery date was going to be Rebekka.

I thought about what Alan had said about opening a restaurant here, which would mean spending many nights alone in our bed imagining what Dani might be doing, on top of the nights I knew she’d be spending in Tampa for her new gig.

I was lying in bed, stark naked on top of the covers, my dick pointing straight up, fully engorged when I heard the garage door opener. I glanced at the clock again, not that I hadn’t glanced at it every five minutes for the last hours, two-thirty-eight, Dani had been gone not quite four hours. She and Alan would have done a lot of fucking in four hours.

I love watching Dani undress, have for twenty-eight years, but it’s taken on a whole new dimension these last few months, like every time is the first time. She unbuttoned her blouse and slipped it off her shoulders, no bra underneath, “You had on a bra earlier,” I commented.

She nodded, “Guess I must have left it with Alan,” she said, “things had gotten a bit hectic.”

She sat on the edge of the bed and slipped off her black, patent-leather boots, about three-inch heels on them, then stood and slid those tight blue jeans down her legs, leaving only a satin thong to cover herself. “Bet Alan liked that, didn’t he?”

She smiled, answering, “Uhuh, did, so did…”

Those two words caught my attention, liked grabbed it and shook it by the neck, “So did…? Who?” By then I was shaking. April?

She giggled, pushing that thong down, “Liked this, too,” straddling me and letting herself sink down over me. “That cum, nice and slippery,” grinding herself down like she does plus that squeezing trick she’d just learned. “Don’t ever let anyone sell that ‘married person sex short,” she said, letting out little groans. I was… oh shit, this felt good!

“Almost as good as threesomes,” she added.

Ohhhh! I gritted my teeth, felt my hands all on their own, digging into Dani’s hips, pulling her down tighter. “Threesome… who?” was all I could get out along with my moans.

I felt her pulling herself up, then dropping back down, going through that grinding exercise again, “Not gonna… tell.”

Dani and I had made love every night, almost always once like this, but this time seemed… different, Dani stoking my fire like she was.

“You fucked… two guys?”

“Mmm, maybe… maybe it was another girl, too.” April! Had to be. Wished I’d checked out the inside of the new truck, her perfume would still be lingering from the long trip. She’d have made Alan’s long trip very enjoyable, remembering that unbelievably wild night one week earlier.

Under the circumstances, I didn’t last long, not with Dani teasing about how much she’d enjoyed her threesome, that along with her pussy pulsing and squeezing. It was a good thing none of the kids or parents had decided to spend the night, they’d have most assuredly been awakened by the commingling of our wailing reverberating through the house.

“Who’s this mystery date going to be,” I asked Dani, “you can tell me, I won’t tell your husband.” Luckily, I wasn’t a cat. Curiosity killed the cat.

She giggled, got up, and went to her dresser. I watched her naked tits jiggle, thinking of Alan getting this same sight just minutes before. She pulled out a little box, bringing it back to the bed and sitting down on the edge. “I think tomorrow night I might put these on you,” opening the box, holding up the two painted eye patches April had glued to her eyelids for those first several days in Tampa. “You’d be kinda cute with these over your eyes. Then you could keep wondering.”

She wouldn’t, would she?

The next morning, we were breakfasted and ready to go to take the boat out by nine. Dani had vacillated on what to wear, I wanted her to wear the swimsuit she wore that first day on Alan’s boat, the one the marina guy couldn’t take his eyes away from. She didn’t think it would be exactly appropriate with the kids on the boat so she thought about one of her more modest one-piece swimsuits. But then we realized we weren’t in Tampa any longer. It may have been in the eighties there, but it wasn’t here. The forecast was for the high 50s, not exactly swimsuit weather, so we all decided on just casual clothes

That boat was… how many ways are there to say incredible! We’d stopped at the marina first and bought six lifejackets, and once we had the boat out in the open water, wow, just wow! I couldn’t wait to get some skis or a pull toy behind it. That'd have to wait until a bit warmer weather, though. It was the first of April, nice weather, high fifties, not quite waterskiing temperature. Besides, that water was C O L D!

We played with the boat all day, wondering why in hell we hadn’t bought something like this years ago. It wouldn’t have been nearly like this thing, but still woulda been fun.

I rented a slip at the marina to park the boat and trailer, so at nearly five, we were headed home in the truck. Jon, Jodi, and Tammy were all in Jon’s car, so it was just the three of us in the truck. Alan wanted to see a bit of town, how much it’d changed since he and Dani were in high school, plus maybe scout out a location for a new restaurant.

It was after six by the time we were back at the house. Alan had found a couple locations, one with a closed store on the site, another was a parking lot not far from the mall. He said he’d have to build new in either location. He said he’d check on them once he was back home. Dani said she had some baking to do before our ‘adult’ evening.

Which reminded me, who was going to be my ‘date’ for the evening? If it was April, it seemed weird that she hadn’t come with us on the boat, although there were six of us and it only had seating for six. It was only certified for six as well. Ah well, the mystery would be solved shortly.

Another thing, no, I wasn’t concerned that after last night (morning actually) I wouldn’t be able to do ‘it’. My system had grown very accustomed to regenerating itself speedily with the incredible sex life we’d been experiencing over the last months.

Dani’s baking that she had to do? Alan had brought along the secret ingredients for brownies, the ones that made them special. Apparently, they were going to be dessert, that and the hundred-dollar-a-bottle rum he’d brought, too. Dani said that Jenny was bringing homemade pizza. Her ‘mystery’ guest was bringing… herself. “That’ll be more than enough,” Dani said with a little chuckle. What the hell did that mean?

So, Dani filled the house with the aroma of fresh-baked brownies, we arranged the dining table with an oversized tablecloth, and six place settings, had everything ready so Dani went upstairs to dress. She’d set out my clothes in one of the spare bedrooms because, “I need my privacy,” she’d said. Alan took the other guest room. We had two bathrooms upstairs, one of them off the master bedroom, and one downstairs. I told Alan he could use the extra upstairs one and I’d use the downstairs one to get ready. Why is it the women always get first choice?

I showered and shaved downstairs, then wrapped up in a robe to go up to ‘my’ bedroom. My clothes were simple, a pair of silky boxers, slacks and a nice shirt, and my good shoes. It took me ten minutes to dress, then was back downstairs enjoying the smell of those brownies that Dani had taken out of the oven shortly before.

A few minutes later, Alan was downstairs, damn, he cleaned up nice. It’s no wonder that he can get a girl to fall for him.

At quarter-till-nine, the doorbell rang and Jenny and Richard came in. They’d been there often enough that they never bothered waiting for someone to open the door, just rang the bell and came in.

I shook hands with Richard, then hugged Jenny, remembering what her body had felt like that night, hoping maybe for a repeat?

Jenny was dressed in… I’d seen that dress somewhere before but had no idea where. She looked spectacular, one of the prettiest women ever. I think I’d mentioned before that Dani still lamented the fact that she’d been homecoming queen and not Jenny… THAT was where I’d seen that dress, she’d worn it that homecoming night! Even after all those years, it still fit, but why wouldn’t it, with Jenny’s dancer’s body? Besides, Dani’s prom dress had still… her homecoming dress, she hadn’t modeled it for me, was she?

It was the dress she’d worn that night she’d lost her virginity to Alan Ryder. We didn’t have much longer to wait, Dani came downstairs just a few minutes after Jenny and Richard arrived. She looked… she’d have passed for her daughter, Jodi. I glanced at Alan, his eyes were wide, jaw open, no doubt remembering. I sure as hell was! This was the girl I’d seen that night in 1987, a little more ‘matured’ in all the right places; but her hair, her makeup, the dress – even the queen’s crown on her head. She was ‘that girl’.

As we stood gawking at the two women, the spell was broken with the doorbell ringing. “You better get that,” Daniella told me, even her voice sounded younger, “that’ll be your date.”


Chapter 36

April 4, 2020

It was Saturday evening, Dani had arranged a little party for six of us: Jenny and her husband, Richard,  Alan, me, and a ‘mystery’ guest, my date for the evening. I could only think of two people it might be, either April who I’d suspected had ridden from Tampa with Alan, or Rebekka, the salesgirl we’d met in Castle, the adult store in Kennewick. Or maybe, the mystery girl from that night with me tied to the chair.

And then it dawned on me, the reason I’d been uneasy about this evening. It would be the first time that Dani’s relationship with Alan would go public. Not ‘public’ public, but you know what I mean; Jenny, Richard, and my mystery date, whoever she might be. I imagined that Dani had already told Jenny about Alan, but hearing and seeing are two completely different things. I fully expected that Dani being Alan’s woman would be on full display tonight.

I hoped so, it was turning me on that Jenny would be watching her best friend with Alan Ryder. Hopefully, Dani ‘with’ him – intimately, the thought growing an erection poking at my pants, making love or fucking. No, tonight was going to be for fucking, hardcore. I don’t know how, but somehow, I knew that tonight was going to be life-changing. Something, I had no idea what, was going to happen before the night was over but something that was going to be momentous!

The doorbell brought me out of my reverie, Jenny and Richard. It took me a few minutes but I eventually realized the dress Jen was wearing was the same dress I’d seen that night last October, Homecoming, the night she’d been crowned princess and Daniella queen, the night that had started all of this, when I’d gone back in time and watched Daniella and Alan.

And then Dani came downstairs… wearing the dress she’d worn that night, too, the dress Alan Ryder had watched her take off right before she lost her virginity to him, the very same guy who was standing beside me, thirty-one years later.

My mind went back to that night, Dani in that dress, eighteen years old. Her and him, Daniella’s bed. Would that night be reenacted? This time with an audience? Was that my premonition?

As Alan, Richard, and I stood gawking at Jenny and Dani, wearing their sexy, high school homecoming dresses, makeup making the both of them seem so much younger, the spell was broken with Alan exclaiming, “Babygirl!”

Then the doorbell rang, “You better get that,” Daniella told me. Even her voice sounded younger, “that’ll be your date.”

I’d been so curious all week. Now that it was time, whoever she was, standing right outside our door, I couldn’t move. My feet felt nailed to the floor.  “You going to get the door?” Dani asked me, sounding more than a little frustrated that I hadn’t even moved. The doorbell rang again, “Answer… The… Door…” Dani told me, this time with force in her words.

I’d never felt leaden feet like those were but slowly made my way to the door, gripping the knob. If it’d been April, wouldn’t she have come with Alan? My heart was pounding when I turned the knob and pulled it open.

“Betty?” I gawked, ‘frumpy Betty’! Except this woman wasn’t ‘frumpy’, not in the least. Betty, the woman who does our bookkeeping, who makes sure our store runs smoothly. She comes in every Friday, all day, wears nothing except loose-fitting, shapeless sweatshirts and pants, no makeup – ever.

Except she didn’t look anything like that at all standing on our doorstep, “Betty,” I smiled at her, “come in, wow… you look…” I couldn’t even think of an appropriate word, “gorgeous!” was the only word that came to mind, and wow, that didn’t even fit. This was NOT the Betty Ford I knew!

It dawned on me, Betty! She was the girl with Dani that night I’d been tied up on the chair, had to have been! How else could she be here tonight? No wonder she’d never spoken that night, I’d have recognized her voice in an instant. Dani sure as hell hadn’t been lying when she told me later that I knew the woman, but I’d have never, ever have suspected Betty.

She stepped in, and I put a hand behind her back, guiding her into our living room, introducing her to our other guests and them to her, my store’s ‘office manager’ I told them. She doesn’t actually have a title but if she had, that’s what it would have been. Betty and her husband had divorced several years earlier, “Nothing acrimonious,” she’d said back then, “we just grew apart.” I’d had no idea about her love life since then.

Dani was smirking, enjoying every second of the shock expressed on my face. ‘Frumpy Betty’ was wearing a long dress, tight, slit about three-quarters up her left leg, light green satin, and why hadn’t I ever noticed her gorgeous green eyes? Maybe because she’d always worn dark-rimmed glasses, and her red hair had always been up in a bun instead of flowing around her shoulders like it was now.

I never knew Betty’s age, it never mattered, she was just good at her job, and very pleasant the days she was in the office. Now, she looked ten years younger, at least. I dunno, maybe mid-thirties?

I couldn’t take my eyes away from Betty, this was a woman who, in the years I’d known her, had NEVER worn anything even hinting at a feminine figure. But wow, this dress demonstrated perfectly what I’d never have imagined was under those sweatshirts and sweatpants.

Someone else in the room seemed entranced by ‘Frumpy Betty’ – Alan. When I introduced them, he took her hand, which I’d never realized was quite so slender, brought it to his lips, and kissed the back, giving her a slight bow, “You’re a beautiful young lady,” he said. I took a quick glance at Dani, maybe a little frown on her face? Touch of jealousy?

“Thank you,” Betty told him, her face turning a shade of blush. She seemed more than a little embarrassed by his attention.

“Guess I’d better get the pizza in the oven,” Jenny announced, moving into the kitchen. Somewhere along the line that I hadn’t noticed, the oven had been preheated. She’d brought along two pizzas, both with her homemade sourdough crust. I’d eaten her pizza before, smothered in good stuff, not exactly the stuff of dieting, but once or twice a year, not so bad on a guy’s handsome physique.

While we waited for the pizza to cook, God, it already smelled good, we sat down in the living room; Dani and Alan on the couch, Betty and I on the loveseat, Jenny in the recliner, and Richard drug in a chair from the kitchen. A moment later, Dani and Alan got up, “I’m fixing some rum drinks, anyone not want one?” Alan asked. 

“And I’m bringing brownies,” Dani said.

We all agreed that both sounded good. However, Dani and I were the only ones who understood what the combination of the brownies and rum would do. It was fine with me, but I was waiting for one or the other to mention that they might have some effect on, shall we say, one’s mental outlook… along with certain portions of the anatomy.

I heard giggling coming from the kitchen, “Later, hands off!” Wonder what that was? I could guess. Then the whirring noise from the mixer, and Dani reappeared carrying a tray of brownies and six small plates, a brownie on each. “I like a little dessert before dinner,” she said, before going on, “just a fair warning, though, these may have a little effect on one’s… umm, libido,” Dani said as she took a big bite out of a brownie.

Jenny smiled, “Yumm,” took a bite, “might I ask, what’s in it?” she asked. They did have a bit of a ‘different’ taste.

Dani grinned, “What, you don’t trust me?” She went in the kitchen, retrieved an unlabeled pint jar, bringing it into the living room. “This, perfectly safe, you want to take a little home?” I couldn’t help but smile, as if that explained what ‘it’ was. “You… probably can’t buy it at Walmart,” Dani told her, with a smirk on her face.

“Mmm, see how it goes,” Jenny said.

That was when Alan brought in another tray with six glasses of drinks, they looked like slushies, “Smidgeon of rum, a special coconut rum from Guatemala, coconut water, lots of ice, and a dab of vanilla,” he said.

I tasted mine, his ‘smidgen’ tasted like a pretty damned lot to me. He didn’t mention how it’d multiply the effect of the aphrodisiac in the brownies. But it was good, I liked it, more than any alcoholic drink I’d ever had.

“Wow,” Betty said, “this packs a punch, doesn’t it. Just curious, how much rum do you consider a smidgen?” she asked.

Alan let out a little laugh, holding his fingers vertically about three inches apart, “About this much is all.”

She giggled, looking at her glass, only about five inches high.

Richard’s face twisted in a bit of a grimace, “Good,” was all he said. None of us are high on alcoholic drinks. I laughed at what I’d just thought. Not yet, anyway, bet we’ll be that way before the night’s over.

“Ooh, yummy,” Jenny said, “I like that!” giving Alan Ryder a sexy look up and down, her husband, Richard, looking at her with a ‘look’, somewhere between inquisitiveness and ‘what the hell’. Between Betty and Jenny, Dani may have a bit of competition for her lover’s affections. Might be interesting before the night’s over.

Dani set her nearly eaten brownie on her plate and said, “I don’t intend to wait till after the pizza for a little fun,” moving over and sitting on Alan’s lap, wrapping her hand around his neck and pulling him to her, kissing him, a full-fledged, lover’s kiss. I stared and glanced around the room, the others staring at Dani and Alan.

After maybe a minute of their tongues in each other’s mouths, Dani backed away, saying, “Don’t be bashful, people, join in,” before resuming their lip lock, Alan reaching in-between their chests, squeezing and massaging Dani’s boob.

Jenny and Richard pulled together with another scorching love-fest, and Betty and I looked at each other, her beginning to lean forward. I’d never kissed Betty before, never thought of her as a sexual person, but that was before, this was now. Our lips met, tentatively at first, just closed lips, Betty’s lips soft and pliable, opening slightly, her tongue tickling my lips.

We moved closer together on the loveseat, and Betty’s hand went behind my neck, our mouths opening. When this girl decided to kiss, she could kiss!  There was only one way I wanted it to end. Unfortunately, that’s not how it ended, however. The damn buzzer on the stove announced that the pizza was done.

Betty and I pulled apart, more than a little grudgingly, and sat staring into each other’s eyes. Hers were such a beautiful green I had no idea how I’d never noticed before. A lot of things about Betty I had never noticed before.

“Wow,” was all she said, kind of breathlessly. I felt the same way.

“Jenny’s pizza is really good,” I told her. Yeah, I know, lame. What the hell else do you say when you’ve just been kissing a sexy woman for the first time that you’ve known platonically for years?

It was going to be a good night!

Jenny’s pizza is always good, and this wasn’t an exception. That crispy, homemade crust smothered by olive oil, her homemade sauce, cheese, pepperoni, Italian sausage, and lots of spices.

As we sat eating, everyone at the table, except Jenny, oohing and aahing about the pizza, I felt a hand on my thigh.

“This is the best I’ve ever had, you want to cook for my restaurant?” Alan asked Jenny as that hand worked higher on my leg, then fingers quietly lowering my zipper, the same fingers that had worked at my office keyboard so many times. Never again would I take those fingers for granted!

“Speaking of restaurants, Alan, why don’t you tell them about yours in Tampa?” Dani suggested, “he’s looking around here to maybe open another, too,” she added.

So, while Alan regaled us with the story of how he opened his first restaurant after retiring from the Buccaneers, Betty’s fingers were spreading the precum leaking from my hard cock. Oh, the girl was good, like she’d done this a thousand times before, tormenting a poor, defenseless guy under the table while acting like nothing whatsoever was going on; that and the fact that the brownies and rum were already doing their magic. Her hand wrapped around me squeezing, pressing down on my groin. I had to close my eyes and take deep breaths, only to imagine how it’d feel later, sliding inside Betty.

Betty was on my left. Unfortunately, when I tried to reciprocate, realized the slit in her dress was on her left – the opposite side from me.

I felt the orgasm start to build. It felt almost like an out-of-body experience, watching myself about to come under the table, trying not to show, and then… Betty’s hand was above the table, reaching for another slice of pizza, “Cut one in half, please?” she asked no one in particular, leaving me trying not to pant, my dick throbbing in frustration.

When the pizza was gone, we decided to sit at the dining table instead of the living room, it’s a square table, more convenient for two on each side than the coffee table in the living room. We’d made sure to get one with comfortable chairs, too, when we bought it. So, it seemed perfect for the little game that Dani had planned out, whatever it was, she still hadn’t told me, except that it was going to be very ‘adult’.

“Okay, people,” Dani said after we’d cleaned up the kitchen, gotten all the dishes in the dishwasher, and cleaned the crumbs off the table. Oh, by the way, when we sat back down for her game, I made sure to sit on Betty’s left this time, all the guys sat on the girl’s left. Wonder why.

“Here’s what we’re doing,” opening a deck of playing cards and dealing them out, six cards each, “don’t look at your cards, there’s six of us, so I took out the aces, twos, threes, and fours. That leaves fives and bigger in the deck.” She went on spreading out six index cards, numbered five through ten after she finished dealing the deck.

“We’ll take turns turning over one of our cards and then the corresponding index card will tell us what to do,” Dani explained.

“And the jack, queen, king?” Richard asked. I was wondering the same thing, no index card for those.

And that was when I felt Betty’s hand once again on my thigh, like it was sneaking up on my zipper.

“The jack’s a wild card, we can do anything we want with it; if it’s a queen, we turn over one more and whatever it says applies to all the girls, same for the king with the guys.”

While Dani was explaining, Betty’s hand resumed rubbing my swollen shaft. At least this time, I was on the right side to let my hand wander underneath her dress… which it did…

Alan chuckled, “Babygirl, you tell your husband how you came up with this game?”

Dani blushed, “Alan…!”

He looked around the table, “Guess I’ll take that as a no… you really need to be more open with your husband, babe. You want to tell them or should I?”

Okay, my interest was piqued, another of Dani’s sordid tales, except this one was being told to her friends, as well.

Dani’s face was a bright red, looking around the table, “Jen, you remember?”

Jenny looked at her friend, then suddenly her face turned white, her expression changing to one of shock, and her hand going to her mouth, “Omigod! I’d forgotten all about it!” So, she was in on this one?

Alan looked at Jenny quizzically, “You were there? One of those sexy babes?” Jenny nodded, her face as white as fresh snow. This was getting more and more interesting. Richard was looking at his wife like he hadn’t a clue what was going on. He no doubt had no idea, he hadn’t been the recipient of Dani and Alan’s stories like I had. Poor Betty looked befuddled as well.

“Graduation night,” Alan began to explain, “eight of us skipped the official party and had our own, four girls, four guys, played a game just like this one… you were there, Jenny, you want to tell what happened?”

“We… uhh… got naked… lots of messing around…”

“Really, love, how come I never heard any of this?” Richard asked.

“Was so long before us, I hadn’t thought about it for so long… and nothing happened… except lots of naked making out,” Jenny told him. Jenny and Richard were both in their late twenties before they got married, so it had been at least ten years before they were together. I thought back, guess it was eight years before they got together.

Alan interrupted, “Not completely true, don’t know about Jenny or the rest, but Dani and I… after… and yeah, there was making out… a LOT of making out… surprised it didn’t turn into a big orgy.”

Ahh, what I had missed out on in high school. My grad party sure as hell hadn”t been like that!

Jenny looked at her husband, at least a little color coming back to her face, “Was way before us, Rich.”

He was looking back at her, appeared to be softening to the idea, “They suck your tits?” he finally asked.

Now her face was blushing, “Uhuh,” was all she answered.


Chapter 37

“Well, now that we have that out of the way,” Dani spoke up after a long hesitation, “should we play this game or not? Don’t know about you all, but I’m horny as hell.” Good for her, I was, too!

“I could use another drink before we start, maybe a brownie, too,” Betty suggested. Good, damned idea, I thought. Dani had set the plate of brownies aside earlier, she retrieved it, and Alan went into the kitchen to make another set of drinks. I didn’t know about anybody else, but I was already feeling the effect. My dick was hard and my emotional state matched it, that little graduation night story, I think had turned us all on, maybe I should say, just added to it.

But that feeling of foreboding, of something imminent growing stronger and stronger, wishing I had some clue… anything.

“You guys situated now? Ready to start?” Dani asked after she and Alan had sat back down, a new brownie and a drink in front of each of us. We each rolled the die, high person to start. I had a five, Richard and Dani each had a six, so they rolled again. My right hand had found that slit in Betty’s dress and was massaging her inner thigh above her stocking.

“Unh,” Betty grunted, followed by a moan when my fingers worked their way under her panties and pressed inside her. Everyone at the table stopped and looked at her, her mouth open, eyes closed with my fingers retreating and rubbing barely inside of her pussy lips. She was so freakin’ unbelievably hot! Literally, I mean, I could hardly stand myself, wanting to bury myself in that steaming, hot pussy.

Her legs squeezed together, I leaned over, whispering to her, “Take your panties off.”

She let out a little moan, opening her eyes and seeing everyone watching her, “Excuse me a minute,” she said, her cute face a bright red, “I have to use the bathroom.”

I put my hand on her leg, stopping her just as she started getting up, “No, here… now,” I told her, “then give them to me.”

She sat back down, looking at me with I’m not sure what in her eyes; fear, lust, embarrassment? She hesitated a long moment, then pushed herself up, and I felt her squirming under the table. A moment later her balled up hand rested in mine above the table. All eyes were still on Betty when her hand opened and I felt the little piece of dampness transfer from her hand to mine.

“I guess I start,” I heard Richard say, having rolled a four and Dani a two. I closed my fist around the treasure in my hand, moving it under the table, wanting so badly to peek.

“You know, Jen, before Richard turns over his card, you and I should join Betty, don’t want her to feel too embarrassed by… you know what.”

And with that, both women slipped their panties off and handed them to their partners, the same as Betty had. Richard’s face was red and his fingers white when Jenny balled hers up into his hand. But unlike both of us, Alan spread open Dani’s for all to see the tiny black thong she’d been wearing and brought it to his nose, “Ahh… the smell of aroused woman, there’s no perfume that can compare with it,” he said, inhaling deeply, “makes me… not want to wait,” at the same time reaching his hand under the table, eliciting an audible groan from my wife, leaving no doubt what that hand was doing.

I took that as permission, unballing Betty’s; a skimpy, lacy bikini, not quite a thong but very small and very sexy, closed my eyes, and inhaled the aroma as Alan had done, “Mmm, you’re so right!” My hand, too, went under the table, feeling the heat emanating from between Betty’s legs; pressing fingers into her slit, prompting more groans from her. God, she was damp. And so fucking hot!

“So, we going to play Dani’s game or just fuck?” Jenny asked.

Personally, I was kind of in favor of the latter.

“No, we ARE going to do this!” Dani said, gritting her teeth, “Richard, turn over a card.” We all could tell from the expression on Dani’s face that, if anything, Alan had intensified his assault on her pussy. I didn’t with Betty, just continuing to tease, the same as she was doing with my rock-hard dick.

“I second it… not that I’m particularly opposed to the other option, either,” Jenny said, “Richard… a card.”

I could tell how nervous Richard was, his fingers were shaking, besides the look on his face. I suspected he’d never been in a situation like this. He’s a pediatrician. I guess medical school and facing all those new moms and dads with their little baby in his care didn’t exactly prepare you for something like this. I’d have said the same just a few months ago, scared to freakin’ death.

His shaky fingers reached for a card, turning it over, an eight. Dani smirked, she’d know what was on the index card with the big eight on it. Richard looked at her, obviously noticing the smirk, “What?” he asked her.

“I didn’t say anything, go ahead, turn it over,” she told him.

His hand moved to the index card, starting to pick up the corner, peeking under it, “No, just flip it over,” Dani said.

He put it back down, his hand covering it. “Turn. It,” his wife, Jenny, told him. Poor Richard looked like a nervous wreck, might be right at home with a baby’s or child’s life in his hands but this was outside his comfort zone. By the look on his face, a LONG way outside. He reminded me of how I was feeling that first time, after dinner in our hotel room in Tampa, Dani with Alan.

Very suddenly, Richard flipped the card over. ‘Roll the dice, kiss the person.’ Then it went on in smaller print, ‘a real kiss, at least a minute, preferably longer.’

“Okay, it says to roll the dice,” Jenny said. She looked excited, I doubted she’d ever seen her husband kiss another girl, at least not like this, especially judging from Richard’s reaction.

He took a deep breath, rolled the one dice around in his cupped hands, and dropped it on the table, a six. Dani giggled, looking at me. It took me a second to realize why, I was the ‘six’. “No, not gonna happen!” I looked desperately around the table, all three women were giggling, Richard looked just as stricken as I felt. “We gotta have some new rules for this,” I spouted.

“Whatcha think, girls,” Jenny asked, “we let them off the hook?”

Dani, sweet Dani, came to the rescue, “I’m not really into watching guys with guys,” she said, “I vote we modify the rules, no guy-guy.”

Thank God, I thought! Thank you! “So that makes the vote at least four?” looking around the table.

“Nope,” Jenny said, “this is strictly us girls’ vote, Betty?”

Betty giggled, “I think it’d be kind of cute, I vote no.” She got pretty intense stares from all three of us guys.

“Guess it’s up to me, then… I kind of agree with Betty,” Jenny added, “’cept we might have some mutinies. Okay, what about the other way, us girls?” she asked.

I spoke up, “We get to vote on that?” I asked, “seems only fair if you’re voting on us guys.”

“Nope,” she answered, “unless you want me to vote no with Betty, gonna be up to we ladies.”

“I’m… okay with it,” Dani said with a smile on her face. If my dick hadn’t already grown quite stiff, those few words would have done it.

“Betty?” Jenny asked. Betty smiled and got a little bit of blush on her face, nodding. My heart was pounding, anticipating.

“Okay,” Jenny said, “we good, Rich, guess you can roll the dice again.”

I think there were three huge sighs of relief at the table, Richard picked up the dice and rolled it as he had before, this time up came three little dots on it, Jenny, his wife.

“Oh no,” Dani said, “that’s not gonna work, no spouses, either. Rich, roll again… except this time…” she looked at Betty, “Betty, you’re even, I’m odd, it’s going to be one of us.”

Richard picked up the dice a third time, cupped it in his hands, swirled it around, and dropped it on the table. It rolled around and landed with one little black dot facing up. I glanced up at Dani’s face, the grin spreading across her gorgeous face.

“You sure?” Richard asked my wife.

She was already scooting her chair back, “Oh yeah,” she answered, “been wanting to do this for so long!” She walked over to Richard’s spot at the table, “Scoot your chair back,” she told him, standing alongside.

Once again, I couldn’t take my eyes away as Dani straddled Richard’s lap and sat down, adjusting the slit in her dress as she did so that her bare pussy was pressing against the stretched hard fabric of his slacks. Richard’s the professional in the room and he dresses it. He wasn’t wearing a suit but a very nice pair of slacks and dressy, silk shirt. And now my wife’s naked pussy was rubbing directly against the tent in those slacks, her legs spread far apart.

Dani glanced over at Jenny, I guess for her permission, which she promptly gave with a smile and a nod. Richard sat there, reminding me a little of the tar baby in Song of the South, that kind of ‘what the hell am I doing here’ blank look on his face. That silly line went through my head, ‘Tar baby, he just sot there.’ Yeah, dumb, I know. Richard was no doubt more nervous than any new mom had ever made him. But from the size of the tent Dani’s private part was rubbing against, his body wasn’t nervous, not in the least. It knew exactly what it wanted.

Dani took his cheeks in her hand and whispered, “I’ve been wanting to do this for ages!” just an instant before their lips made contact.

Dani’s lips pressed against Richard’s, he appearing stiff, frozen in place. But Dani wasn’t deterred, she wrapped her hands around his neck and pressed her body to him, crushing her breasts against Richard’s chest.

It was fascinating to watch, how Richard’s hands slowly went around her waist, his features softening, finally opening his mouth a little to let Dani’s tongue explore, after perhaps a minute – maybe less, maybe more, fully kissing Dani back.

Not only fascinating but so fucking erotic, Dani seducing this man who she’d apparently secretly been harboring a crush for who knows how long, ‘ages’ as she’d put it.

The two of them were fully engaged, mouths open, tongues exploring, hands roaming, one of Richard’s tangled in Dani’s hair. Dani pressing her body, rubbing her naked pussy up and down against his erection. She found his other hand, the one not in her hair, pulling it up to her breast, pressing it against her.

I couldn’t stop myself, so fuckin’ turned on, my fingers pressing inside Betty’s slit. Was this that ‘moment’ that I’d foreseen earlier, something between Richard and Dani?

No, I realized, it was something far more, but what? My body was vibrating with the anticipation, not the least of which was watching Dani with her best friend’s husband – or my fingers inside Betty.

I had no idea how long it might have been when Dani’s lips parted from him and we all heard her, “… going to fuck you,” as she pulled away, both Dani and Richard breathless.

“That, boys and girls, is how it’s done,” Dani murmured as she sat back down in her chair.

Alan leaned over, squeezed Dani’s breast, pinching her nipple through her dress much as Richard had, and kissed her, soft and passionately. I remember thinking earlier that it would be thrilling to see Alan and Dani with our friends here. I was right, especially when he pushed a strap down off her breast and leaned down, rolling a nipple between his lips, slowly working it into his mouth, then her whole tit, just briefly. “Like old times, Babygirl.”

Dani’s head was lolling back, mouth open, hands scraping through Alan’s short, curly hair, a moan escaping her mouth before she gripped his hair and pulled him away, “Ohh, feels so good… but you’re cheating,” she said, “much as I want… haveta wait until the game says you can do that.”

“Ahh, but babygirl, your titties are so suckable!” He looked over at Richard, “Next time, you gotta…”

Richard’s face was just as red as Dani’s, tugging the strap back over her shoulder, at the same time interrupting Alan, “Your turn, Betty, a card.”

Now, we all had an idea what to expect. I was trying to get that vision out of my head, Alan sucking my wife’s tit in front of her best friends. Damn, if my pants weren’t already so damned tight…

Now it was Betty’s turn, her petite shaking hand inching onto the table, then turning over her card, a seven. She looked around the table, her same hand going to the index card, “I’m almost afraid to see what’s on it.”

“I think before you do, I need a refill of my drink after watching my best friend seduce my husband,” Jenny said. Not to even mention her best friend’s tit being sucked by a big, black, ex-NFL star.

“Good, I think we all do, anyone not?” Alan asked. We all agreed that the refill sounded good, so he and Dani got up and mixed another, bringing them back to the table along with refilling the platter of brownies, just what we all needed. I had a pretty damned good idea how this game was going to end, especially after Dani’s comment to Richard. Not that I had any intention of complaining! Didn’t think anyone else did, either. There wasn’t much doubt before it started, either.

We also took turns getting up to use the bathroom. I know that I didn’t want having to pee interfering with whatever was going to happen later. Not easy, though, I’m sure you guys know what I’m talking about.

We were all sat back down, Dani passing around the brownie plate. I don’t know about anyone else but I was getting so unbearably horny!

It was finally time for Betty to turn her index card over, the seven card. ‘Roll the dice, answer the person’s question. Must be honest and may have followup questions.’

Well, that seemed pretty damned tame! Especially, after Dani kissing Richard. I think she might have even been a little disappointed by the look on her face.

She picked up the dice, bounced it up and down a little in her hand then threw it up a little higher and moved her hand from underneath it, letting it drop on the table. It rolled around and finally showed six dots. I looked around, and Jenny announced, “That’s you, silly.”

Ahh, so it was. Now, what the hell what? My mind was whirling a million miles an hour, this was something I’d never have expected, What the heck was I going to ask Betty? Only thing I could think of was how the hell she’d ended up here? Then it hit me, that night at our house five weeks ago, was that Betty? Was last night Betty?

“Okay, Betty, just wondering, have you ever been with Dani before… sexually, I mean?”

She looked over at me with a quizzical look on her face, “Uhh… no… not… yet,” as she glanced over at Dani, blushing a bit. Then back at me, “You thought we had… umm…?”

What the fuck? It had to have been Betty! And not even last night?

I glanced at Dani, who was sitting there with a smile on her face, then mouthing what looked like the words, ‘later, tonight.’ Or, maybe it was my imagination

And that feeling of something looming was getting stronger by the minute it seemed.

“Okay,” the instructions had permitted follow-up questions, “how did Dani get you to come tonight… not that I’m not thrilled you’re here, but I don’t know… just seems kinda… not like the Betty I know?”

She glanced over at Dani, like she was asking permission. Guess she got it, from Dani’s little nod.

“Dani and I have been friends for a long time,” and I didn’t know this how? I wondered, “after my divorce we started having lunches together… I guess it kind of morphed into talking about our sex lives, you know, like women do… or at least, Dani’s versus my non-existent… and then this last week, at one of our lunches… think it was Tuesday, she mentioned this little party she was having… and what it might entail.” She hesitated for what seemed like a long time, her face blushing all over again, “And I guess I have to admit that I’ve had a pretty big crush on you for practically since I started in the store. So…”

My mouth must have dropped open when she said that. The ‘friends with Dani’ part was surprising, but not overly. Everyone is friends with Dani. But, damn, the crush part? That threw me. If I hadn’t already been sitting…

“That answer your morbid curiosity?” Dani asked, with a smirk on her face.

“NO! Dammit, who the hell was the woman last February?... And what about last night?” I sputtered, the frustration oozing out every pore.

She laughed. LAUGHED! “Guess you better hope you get a chance to ask me a question, huh, husband?”


Chapter 38

I stuck my tongue out at her. Just to demonstrate what a mature adult I am.

Then I turned back to Betty, “Thank you, Betty! I can’t tell you how much I feel honored, and right now, I have a hell of a crush on you, too!” squeezing her thigh right about where her panties would have been if she’d still had them on. Oh, one thing I forgot to mention, Betty’s pussy lips were au natural, hair and all. I kind of liked that. Actually, a lot, especially how damp it was. I hoped that I’d get to munch before the night was over.

“You done?” Jenny asked, “think it’s your turn to flip a card now.”

“Yeah, I guess… if my wife isn’t going to spill the beans.” Dani let out another giggle.

“I promised,” she said, “not to tell.”

“Well, the cards and dice play right, you’ll have to, won’t you.”

She rolled her eyes, “Turn your card over.”

I did, a nine. I was hoping for a damned jack! She’d have had to tell me.

Dani smiled, she knew what was on the index cards. Maybe it was ‘ask anyone a question’. But it wasn’t, it was the same as the seven, ‘roll the dice, kiss the person, etc. etc. etc.’ I could live with that, not the question card I was hoping for but pretty darn good.

“Okay, same rules, has to be one of the girls, not me. That leaves Jen or Betty. Jen, you be even; Betty, odd.” Dani told us.

“Uhmm, can I say something first?” Jenny asked. Then before waiting for an answer, she suggested, “I’m going to defer, think it’s Betty’s turn for some fun… Besides, I’ve already been there, done that… and quite a bit more,” she added.

My heart was pounding, anticipating ‘that moment’ that my insides had been screaming. Was this…?

Betty stood, took my hand, “Can we go in the bedroom?” she asked, her voice wavering like she was as nervous as I was.

“Nuh-uh, gotta be here where we can watch,” Alan answered. Guess he’s a bit of a voyeur, as well as Dani’s lover. After that night in the hotel room with Tevin and Dani and some of the other things, like that strip club, yeah, he most assuredly is.

“Okay… but you could come to the bedroom and watch, too,” Betty offered as an apparent compromise.

“Yeah, like that,” he agreed. The others all scooted their chairs back, and Betty and I led the procession up the stairs to one of our guest bedrooms. By then, there was a lot of stumbling. The rum was having its effect.

“No way,” Dani said when I pushed open a bedroom door, “you go to our room.”

My heart rate was well up in the triple digits. Was this going to be the time when Betty and I…?”

Dani had bought new sheets for our bed just for tonight, silk sheets, no doubt for her and Alan to bounce in, smearing cum, as well as numerous other naked activities. Now she was, I guess, offering those sheets to Betty and me. I might be separated by a few years from my mama’s wisdom, but I ain’t no fool. Betty on those silk sheets - don’t look a gift horse in the mouth!

She lay down, holding her arms out for me to join her, no argument from me! I lay down on her right, and she rolled over, facing me. When I was picturing this, it hadn’t crossed through my horny brain but now, it was a little hard not to. When she rolled over on her side, it let her dress slip off her legs, both sides, leaving those glorious legs that had been hidden away for so many years wide open and exposed.

And her perfume. Oh, God!

Her lips brushed against mine, her tongue like a snake flicking its tongue. Except this was no snake’s tongue, this was the woman who’d kept my store’s books for what, the last ten years-plus.

She snuggled closer, wrapping one of those legs around my body, her kiss slowly becoming seriously sensual. Arms wrapped around me pulling me in, and my hand went to her naked butt cheek, searching for that glorious slit into what I knew would be heaven when the inevitable happened.

Everyone else in the room ceased to exist, only Betty; her lips, her pussy, her breasts pressing into me, her hands and arms wrapped around me. I was wishing that my lower half was as naked as hers but knew it would come.

My cock was so fucking hard, pressing against my slacks, against Betty, her humping my hidden-away shaft.

“Okay, people, think that’s about enough,” Dani said. God, I hated that woman! Her damned rules. No, I didn’t ‘hate’ her. But sometimes…

Anyway, we managed to get back to the dining table in our respective chairs. I was still woozy from what had just happened with Betty, think she was, too. Well, maybe the rum had a little to do with that, and maybe the brownies for how damned horny I was. On the other hand, Betty might have had a little to do with it, too.

It was Dani’s turn, she flipped her card, a jack. “Oh goodie!” she said, “I know exactly what I want.” She giggled, “Someone’s going to get nekkid!”

Yeah, about time!

“Bet,” Dani’d turned toward her, “I think it’s time…” Betty’s face was already turning red. “I want… that dress off… and my husband… to suck those luscious tits.”

Yesss! I almost threw my fist in the air in celebration. My next thought, how’d she know they were luscious? Not that I was disagreeing, realizing that I’d ignored them upstairs. But now…!

“Yes, take it off! Take it off!” Jenny started a chant. Richard, Alan, and Dani all joined in, “Take it off, take it off!” Betty’s face was bright red. She was going to be first. I was thinking about my part in this little show, the ‘sucking tits’ part. Maybe more? My libido took another leap into the stratosphere.

Betty stood up, started to unbutton her dress, then stopped, “I can’t… not like this… with the guys watching.” Her shyness, the Betty I knew before tonight was maybe making an appearance?

“Blindfolds, I’ll get them blindfolds.”

That ‘feeling’ hit me all over again like a ton of bricks. What was it? My heart was pounding. Seemed like my heart had been pounding all night.

“But, let’s go back upstairs, think this should be in the bedroom, too,” Dani suggested. No complaint from me! Like I said a little bit ago, my mama didn’t raise no dummy. Once we were upstairs back in the bedroom, Dani dug out the blindfold we’d played with a few weeks earlier and a couple towels. I was the recipient of the blindfold, and I presumed that Alan and Richard had the towels wrapped around their heads over their eyes. I wasn’t sure, I couldn’t see.

Dani led me over to our bed and helped me to lay down, then I heard what sounded like clothes rustling, Jenny saying, “Yes, you go girl.”

Dani’s voice a moment later, “Oh my God, Bet, you have such beautiful tits! You have got to start wearing something different.”

My heart was pounding! Finally… Betty laying down on the bed beside me, her small, shy voice, “Okay, guys, you can take them off.”

This was it, suddenly, I knew it, this was ‘the moment’. I gripped the elastic just behind my ears and pushed it up, licking my lips, anticipating what it was going to be like, a naked Betty, my lips around her nipples. I pulled the blindfold away, looked toward where I’d heard Betty, opened my eyes…

And what the hell? There was no Betty on the bed. I looked around, no Richard or Alan Ryder, either. I was laying on a bed, sure as hell not my bed with the silk sheets! Dani was there, sitting in a chair, Jenny on a couch over by the window. What? Where in the hell was I? What had just happened? Tubes everywhere, wires connected to my body. What the fuck? It looked like a fucking hospital room.

“Hon? Dani? What’s…”

She looked up, had been holding a book, reading? Hell, I didn’t know anything. My brain was in a complete whirl of confusion.

Dani’s face changed, eyes wide, a look of total surprise on her face, “Sweetheart! Robert! Did you say something?”

“Where are we?” I asked her, “what’s going on?”

“Oh my God! You’re awake! Jen, Jen.” She was screaming, sounding almost hysterical, no, not ‘almost’.

I looked at Jenny, she was jumping up, running over to the bed. Neither were wearing their ‘homecoming night’ dresses, just slacks and blouses. The confusion in my mind was just getting more and more muddled.

Jenny was just as hysterical as Dani. I don’t remember about the next few minutes, it was just too confusing to me. But pretty soon a man was rushing into the room, he looked like a doctor.

Both Dani and Jenny were blubbering, totally incomprehensible, their faces were soaked with tears. Why? Had someone died or something? Is that it, there’d been some accident at Dani’s party? But the way they were fussing over me, and their faces looked more like tears of happiness. I didn’t understand, not at all!

“Well, Mr. Shore, you’ve given us all quite a scare the last months,” the ‘doctor’ said. What the hell did he mean, ‘the last months’? I knew exactly what had been happening the last months, and yeah, it was a bit of a scary time, but this… this was… something else entirely.

Dani was holding one of my hands, squeezing it so tight, holding it to her face, tears streaming down her cheeks, soaking it. Jenny the other, crying just like Dani. The guy, guess he must have been a doctor, kept asking me questions, ‘did I remember my name?’ of course I did! ‘know where I was?’ Not a fucking clue! ‘did I know what had happened?’ Again, not a fucking clue.

It went on and on, like he was trying to judge my mental condition. Finally, I’d had enough. “Dani, can you please tell me what’s going on? Where are we? Wherever it is, why?”

I’d never seen a smile on her face like she had then, not even any of those times with Alan Ryder but her tears not even slowing.

She was kissing my hand, trying to talk, “You had an accident, last October, I went out to dinner with Jen, got home and found you… apparently, you’d slipped in the shower and hit your head. You’ve been in a coma ever since…” She broke down in tears, took several minutes before she could talk again, “it was a nightmare… the worst night of my life. I… I thought you were dead when I found you… blood everywhere… they didn’t know if you’d ever wake up… or if you’d be you if you did…” she broke into tears all over again.

“Have to call… the kids… tell them…”

This was… a little hard for me to understand. A coma? “What day is it?” I asked Jenny. Dani wasn’t in any shape to talk, she was trying to make a phone call, but her fingers were shaking so bad.

“It’s February nineteenth,” Jenny said, “you’ve been in a coma for almost four months.”

I looked at Jenny, my jaw must have hit the floor. What the hell? “You’re. Telling. Me. I’ve. Been. Here. Four. Months?”

But, Tampa? Alan Ryder? And I remembered Betty, Tevin, that night with Jenny, everything from those last months… and it was April, not February! Speaking of April… what about her?

I laid my head back down on the pillow, closed my eyes, trying to understand. Everything was so clear, I remembered it all. Does that mean ‘that night’ never happened? There was no Alan Ryder?  It was ALL a dream? But how? How could it be so clear in my mind, everything that had happened? But I knew there WAS an Alan Ryder, he was in Dani’s yearbook, that picture of homecoming night, him kissing her on her cheek was real… I knew… at least I thought I knew. I realized I didn’t know what was real and what wasn’t. But that was way before that night, I remembered wondering about him before that night, wondering if he was ‘the one’, Dani never telling me.

It was just a few minutes later that Jon and Jodi came running into the room, Tammy, too, Jon’s wife. And my parents. I’d never seen the excitement and so many tears. A little later, Dani’s mom and dad were in the room, then Richard, Jenny’s husband.

Then I had a thought, “What about the store?” I asked no one in particular, wondering if even that was real.

“Jon quit his job, he’s been running the store,” Dani explained, wiping tears from her eyes. She looked over at our son with obvious pride, “And doing a wonderful job, too.” 

There were more questions, lots more tears. I found out that Dani had been at my bedside nearly the entire four months, had been on leave from school to be with me. Jenny had been there a lot, making Dani go home to get some rest. Apparently, between them all, there hadn’t been a single minute that someone hadn’t been with me, so many prayers said.

I was in the hospital another three days, physical therapy had become my life it seemed. I barely had the strength to walk. I guess after being bedridden for four months…

I wanted to ask Dani so many questions, tell her about my dreams during those four months, but didn’t know how. It wasn’t exactly the kind of thing you just blurted out to your wife, that you’d been imaging she’d taken a lover, was having sex regularly with him… with my full blessing and enjoyment.

And Jenny, I sure as hell couldn’t tell anyone of my dreams about her!

I hoped after we were home, Dani and I, that we could talk, explore my dreams, if I ever got the courage to tell her any of it.

I was too weak for sex, the doctor said it might be weeks before I’d be able.

Dani stayed home with me, said she was taking the rest of the school year off. I don’t think I’ve ever seen my wife so happy as she was those days at home.

After a couple days home, recovering, and going to physical therapy daily, Dani took me by the store. The reception there made me feel so good, those guys were more than glad to see me, and obviously, Jon had been doing a great job managing. Even the customers that came in while I was there were happy to see me.

Then, at night, I started having dreams again. It was about Amanda, the imagined talent agent, guess that’s what she was in my coma dream, telling me that Dani was perfect for their movie. But this was different, the movie that my imagination had dreamed up, it seemed so real, Amanda seemed so real, even now that I knew it wasn’t.

I had the same dream over and over again, like it was calling to me, like… I was supposed to tell Dani. Maybe…

I couldn’t get it out of my mind, I even knew the phone number, or at least a phone number, what the friggin’ movie was about, how Dani was going to audition for it. The rest was bugging me, too, the Alan Ryder part. I remembered Dani and Jon watching a guy named Alan Ryder play football a long time ago, was that imagined, too… or real?

Finally, it was a week-and-a-half after I’d come home, I broke. I asked Dani where her old senior yearbook was, that there was something I was curious about. She looked at me with that funny look on her face, but dug out several yearbooks from the top of the closet, looking through them for her senior year. We took it into the living room and sat down on the couch with it. My hands were shaking as I started to look through it with her.

We laughed together at some of the pictures, her cheer pictures, especially the one with her wearing her skimpy cheer costume, bAlanced on the shoulders of the only guy cheerleader, his hands wrapped around her ankles, helping her balance, his cheeky comment written across it, ‘How come you’d never fall for me’. Talk about a double entendre in his comment. “That was Jimmy, he was always flirting, I know he had the hots for me… but he was a creep, always looking up my skirt.” I tried not to laugh. Could you blame the guy? If that made him a creep, what the hell was I?

The picture of her and Jenny, they were fast friends even back then. It was taken at the homecoming dance with their crowns on their heads. God, Dani was so pretty, still is. Jenny, too, like Dani has always said, Jenny was actually the prettier of the duo. Seeing the picture of Jenny reminded me of ‘that night’, my imagined night with her. I shuddered at the thought. That’s one I’ll sure as hell never admit to Dani, not that I ever would about ninety-nine percent of the rest of it, either.

The thought about Jenny was making me horny as hell, the first erection I’d had since… that night, I guess. And it was a doozy, too. Something else to think about. I wondered when I’d be able to make love with my wife again.

“You still have that dress?” I asked Dani, not letting on that somehow, I knew she did. I even knew where it was. She looked so sexy in it.

She screwed up her face like she was thinking, “I don’t know, there used to be a trunk in Mom and Dad’s attic, a bunch of my old stuff in it. Wonder if it’s still there… probably. I doubt they’d have gotten rid of it. I haven’t even thought about it for years. Now you’ve got me curious, we should look sometime, see if it’s there, what might be in it.” My heart was pounding, wondering how much of what I’d dreamed about over the last four months was going to turn out to be real.

There it was, the picture, Homecoming, a crown on Dani’s head, a black football player kissing her on the cheek, a signature scribbled across it, totally illegible. “This guy,” I asked her, “who was this?”

Dani and my adventure will continue in Book 3, which will be published on Wednesday 15th May 2024
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